





Nobodies Tale Vol. II

Chapter 1: Entering the New World

“But why can't I go?”  Whining like a newborn, Maria was completely miffed at us.  “You know I’ve been looking forward to seeing the Other World more than anybody,” she pouted stubbornly.

“Because we need somebody to stay behind in case something happens and our parents contact us again,” I explained patiently, for the thousandth time.  

“And you know it wouldn’t be safe for you to go into the other world by yourself alone,” I reminded Maria, gently.  

“And you also know that I and Vicky can’t be separated, so one of us can’t stay behind while the other goes with you,” I cut her off before she could even start again.  “Cause POOF every night.  Remember?”

“I remember,” Maria pouted.  “It just isn’t fair!!”

“Sorry.”  Hugging her tightly, there wasn’t anything else I could say as I turned and gingerly stepped through the portal to the Other World.


 Vicky was utterly right – the very first thing one noticed when crossing the boundary was the intense heat and humidity.  The Other World reminded me of sitting in a hot sauna with the steam turned up low.  It was definitely at least ten degrees hotter, and twenty percent muggier than our world  -- and that was if we compared it to the outside part of our world.  Compared to the climate-controlled, air-conditioned environment that was our home, and there wasn’t any comparison at all!

The second thing one noticed when entering this Other World was the vertigo.  Apparently, the way we figure, my power directly connects one point in one world to a corresponding one in the other world.  Since we were up on the second floor of our home, the portal I created opened up on the second floor of a non-existent house on the other side.

One second I was in a climate-controlled house, with four walls and a floor and ceiling around me.  The next moment, I was in the blazing heat and humidity, standing in the relatively safe point where several trees grew together, with open forest all around.  Needless to say, it was more than a little disorienting, and all I could do is lean heavily against the trunk of one of the trees and wait to accumulate.

The air was clear, with no hint of smog or oil in it.  The forest was peacefully quiet, but not unnaturally so.  The natural buzz of insects and nature was all about, with nothing except the oppressive heat and humidity to distinguish it as anything different from our world.

“All good up there?”  Vicky called up to me gently from the ground below.  Both of us had read plenty of stories about Other Worlds before, and neither of us wanted to draw some monster’s attention on us unaware.  Ending up in a goblin or troll’s stomach wasn’t very high on my to-do list.  All we were hoping to do with this trip was to explore a little of the surrounding environment and maybe bring back some fruits or seeds to study, along with a few simple water samples which we could mail off for water quality analysis.  

Just a quick hop in for First Contact, for a brief look around, then back to our world to study what we learned.  The simplest of plans – what could possibly go wrong with something like that??

“I’m fine.”  Waving back, it took me a moment to work my courage up to step out onto the rope ladder that dangled from a limb above down to the ground.  How the hell Vicky could work up the courage to climb up there and attach it was completely beyond me.  She’s got a lot more guts than I’ll ever have!

Finally reaching the ground, I gave the small fishing string a few gentle yanks and pulled the ladder back up into the tree where it wouldn’t be immediately noticeable.  Our goal this time didn’t involve closing the portal itself – it was mostly hidden by the trees and their leafy foliage – but we still didn’t want to draw any more attention than necessary to it.  Out of sight and out of mind seemed the most logical policy to follow.


“Are you ready?”  Reaching up, I double-checked the little GoPro cameras attached to the tops of my shoulders, to make certain they were turned on and powered up.  Simple little boxes with lenses, Maria had attached one on each of the shoulders of my shirt, facing in opposite directions.  One should record whatever I see, while the other faithfully records everything behind me.

“I'm ready,” Vicky confirmed, smiling brightly.

Looking over at her, I honestly wasn't certain which of us was the craziest in regards to this world.  Looking almost as if she was ready for another of her mother's exploitive photoshoots, Vicky was dressed in nothing more than a short, thin loincloth and a pair of lace-up sandals.  Her ample breasts were basically covered by nothing more than a single string wrapped around her torso above them and then covered with a loose cloth that dangled from that string and hung several inches loosely below her breasts.

If that description isn't good enough for you nobodies to visualize, then try to picture a woman’s bikini top, which wraps snuggly all around her breasts.  Now imagine the cloth/wire/support being removed with just the top strings/elastic holding it in place.  *That’s* basically Vicky’s barely-there top!

And, of course, the bottom wasn't any better.  As I mentioned, it was just a simple loincloth as well.  A single string tied around the waist, with a silken cloth almost – note the *almost*  – almost as wide as your hand, and barely longer than her crotch, dangling freely in the front and back!

Vicky was the pure epitome of the new “barely-there” Bloomer Burn fashion, whereas I, on the other hand, choose to go the “stupid white man jungle explorer” route of fashion.  Long pants.  Full-length shirt.  Heavy boots.  Large brim straw hat to block out the sun.  I dressed for what I thought would be minimal protection necessary, while Vicky dressed for maximum exposure.

And, I was already beginning to rethink my choice!  

This Other World is hot.  Too fucking hot!  And humid as hell!  Even though we've only been here for a few brief moments already, and even though it was still the relative coolness of early morning, my clothes were already to stick sweatily to my fat ass body.

I have a feeling, Vicky's attire is much more reasonable for this world than my own.  Protection from heat stroke trumps protection from poison ivy by a wide margin in most survival manuals!

“Vicky, no tanning and no burning,” I ordered her firmly.  I'm hoping that since I can alter her skin tones at will, that a simple command will be all it’ll take for her not to burn, blister, and turn radish red after spending some time in this world.  As for me?  SPF-3000, baby!  I lathered that crap on thick enough, you'd think I was trying to take a bath in it.

As of this particular moment in time, I’m certain I’m the Other World’s world-record holder for, “Most sun-blocked individual ever”.

“Yes, Master,” Vicky giggled, smiling back brightly at me, in response to my odd command.

“Then stick with me,” I ordered quietly.  “Stay close and keep your eyes open for anything unusual.  We're going to start looking around this place.”

“Yes, Master!”  Positioning slightly herself off to my side, Vicky straightened up and became all business.  Even though the videos Maria watched from this world never showed anything more dangerous than a few small rabbits, squirrels, and birds, that didn't mean there weren’t truly dangerous things just lurking in ambush behind the next bush for us.


“Master, it's unusual!”  Unbelievably, Vicky and I hadn't went more than five minutes away from the cluster of trees that hid the spot where we’d crossed worlds, before she stopped and pointed out an obvious change in the landscape.

“A road?  In the middle of the forest?”  I could barely believe my eyes!

“Not a road,” Vicky corrected, softly.  “It's too small for a road,” she reasoned.  “I’d say it's more of a walkway.”

Moving up and looking closely at it, I had to agree with her assessment.  Pure white stone was stacked neatly side-by-side, forming an almost perfectly smooth pathway through the forest just wide enough for two people to walk upon side-by-side.  No grooves or indentures were either on, nor around, the walkway, to give any indication that it’d ever been used by any sort of carts or wagons.  Perhaps, if this world was more like ours than I imagined an Other World would be, this might be able to be used as a skate or skateboard trail – it was that smooth!

“Let's follow it,” I told Vicky, feeling oddly relieved.  I just can't imagine any sort of monster taking the time to establish such a perfectly smooth and uniform trail through the woods.  No, this had all the hallmarks, in my mind, of intelligent design by a race with superior knowledge.

This path was elven, human, or dwarven made, in my mind, and none of those races are inherently hostile to humans usually.  At least, they're not in the the vast majority of games and novels I tend to read.  Normally it's humans and demi-humans verses the hoards of evil monsters and undead that make up the rest of the world.

Since this particular Other World is connected to ours via my mystical wish, I hope I’m not overthinking things.

Man, it would *REALLY* suck to be captured or murdered by an angry foreign nation on our first day here.  Let's hope nothing stupid like that happens!

“Left or right?”  Vicky asked, looking first one way and then the other down the trail.

“Right,” I shrugged.  When playing a game for the first time, and you’re surrounded by the fog of unknown darkness, one direction is just as good as the other.



Chapter 2: Visitor’s Pass

Surprisingly, we only had another short five minute walk, or so, before we suddenly found ourselves staring down the trail at two oddly dressed strangers, though I guess, to them, we were the ones oddly dressed.

“Greetings to the High Lord!”  Snapping to what I assumed was some foreign form of attention, the first gentleman quickly hopped off the path and stood straight as a board, with the long spear he was carrying clutched tightly, diagonally against his chest.  Dressed in some sort of leather looking skirt, wearing leather sandals, and sporting a tightly trimmed beard and crewcut, he reminded me of some sort of Roman Legionnaire from the history books.

Too shocked by the fact that he was perfectly speaking our language, I stood shock still as he “Pssst” at the other guy and motioned with his head for him to follow suit.

“My apologies to the High Lord!”  Hopping almost as if his feet were on fire, the second, much younger looking man, rushed to clear off the path and stand at the same odd attention as his older partner.

“My apologies, High Lord.  He’s young and learning.  He meant no offense.  I can have him disciplined when we return, if you wish,” the older man – Guard?? – apologized profusely.

“Tha..  That won't be necessary,” I assured him, waving my hand dismissively.  What the hell is going on here?!  Do I have a dimensional twin in this world?  Is he some sort of important person?  Obviously some sort of misunderstanding was taking place here, but *exactly* what was it?  Is it beneficial for me to play along, or will it lead to me being arrested and charged with espionage or treason for impersonating some ‘High Lord’?

“Is this the High Lord’s first time here?”  The older looking gentleman asked, not shifting his formal stance one bit.  Apparently he was going to mention the youth’s mistake anymore, since I was kind enough to dismiss it out of hand.  At least, I *think* that's what he was doing – politely glossing over some sort of youthful faux pas.

“It.. is.”  I hesitated a moment to admit it, but then feared to deny it from the way we were dressed and our unfamiliar behavior.  For all I knew, this guy was just testing me, fishing for information from some clueless invader on his watch.  It didn't *seem* like that was what was happening, but I couldn't be *certain*.

“How can you tell?”  I asked, trying to sound as casual as possible.

“The High Lord’s *shinta* is wearing clothes,” the guard told me respectively, nodding with his head towards Vicky.  “The beasts aren’t allowed that here,” he clarified, “outside the travel zone and they must be properly shackled and leashed.”

“Ah… Is that so?”  Glancing back at Vicky, I smiled diplomatically.  Shinta?  What the hell is a shinta?  

“We can assist the High Lord with that, if you wish,” the older gentleman told me politely.  “Are you here to visit our fair city, or are you just passing through?  If this one may be permitted to ask, that is.”

“City?”  What city?  All I’ve seen so far are trees and bushes out here.  And one simple stone road.

“Ah.  The High Lord must simply be passing through,” the man nodded, seemingly satisfied by my lack of knowledge.  

“Allow me to tempt you, if you will, your High Lordship.”  Smiling slightly, the man’s shoulders relaxed slightly and he somehow seemed more at ease all at once.  What the hell was going on?!

“This is the travel zone for the fine city of An’kar, second-most jewel in the Ry’bar Kingdom,” he explained politely.  “We have some of the finest dining and luxury accommodations in the whole kingdom here, as well as extensive trading, entertainment, and business opportunities.”

“If you desire, young High Lord, I can help you register at the main transfer station, and give you a *moonings* visitor’s permit, so you can visit and see for yourself what all our city has to offer before you travel on to your destination.”

“Umm…”  I hesitated for a moment, uncertain how to answer.

“Your visit would be tax and tariff-free,” he assured me, smiling brightly.

“Very well.  Let’s do that,” I agreed, sighing lightly.  Apparently, I’m now officially a visitor in the Other World!


Following along respectively behind the two guards, Vicky and I walked in silence for several uncomfortable minutes as we were led to a small gray stone building.  “Come on in,” the older gentleman motioned, respectively standing to the side of the open entranceway to let us pass first.

“Umm… Thanks?”  Uncertain what the proper etiquette was, I led the way into the darkened… office building?  Apparently, that’s what this building is – some sort of small stone office building.   The interior floor was made of the same white stone as the pathway which we’d been walking on, and the interior consisted of four plain desks, a dozen chairs or so, and a set of steps leading down into the darkness.

Sitting at the largest desk, which was off to the right of the entrance by itself, was an old gray-haired gentleman scribbling lazily at some sort of unrolled parchment.  The top of his dark bronzed chest was bare and fully exposed, while his lower half was hidden beneath his desk, leaving me uncertain if he wore the same leather skirt and sandals as the others or not.

“Sargeant Briggs and Private Stratton reporting in, Captain!”  As soon as he stepped into the room, the older guard – who I assume just identified himself as Sargeant Briggs – snapped to attention, facing the older gentleman sitting at his desk.

“Good.  Good,” the man muttered distractedly, never lifting his concentration from whatever deep secrets the rolled-up parchment held before him.  “Was everything in order on your patrol?  That seemed like a mighty short round,” the gray-hair man muttered lightly.

“Sargeant Briggs and Private Stratton reporting contact with a High Lord farwalker, Sir!”  The way this guy was still at attention, and the volume of his voice, I couldn’t help but think that perhaps he had either worked his way up from a Drill Sargeant, or else he was still one.

“A High Lord?”  Sitting bolt upright, the older captain dropped his quill and started first at Sergeant Briggs and then over at me, and then back and forth between us.

“My apologies!  Oh, my humblest apologies!  Please.  Please sit.”  The captain motioned to a couple of chairs in front of his desk for me to choose to sit in.

“Umm… That's fine.”  Not wanting to increase the number of people with misunderstanding concerning us, I politely declined.  “Sargeant Briggs knows what we need, and he's assured me that he can take care of our business.  You don't need to trouble yourself on our account,” I reassured him.  “It's obvious you're already busy with something more important.”

“Of course.  Of course.”  The captains words remained cordial, but his face clouded slightly as he glared harshly back at the sergeant for a moment before telling him, “Well just don't stand there.  Get on with it man.  Don't keep the High Lord waiting.”

“Yes, Sir!”  Turning sharply on his heels, Sergeant Briggs marched over and sat down behind the seat of one of the other desks.  “This way, your High Lordship, if you will.”  Ignoring the captain’s dark look, he motioned for me to have a seat in front of his desk.

Sitting down, I slid the chair in close and leaned forward.  “I’m not causing you issues am I?”  I asked, conspiratorially, purposely quiet so the captain couldn't hear.

“No.  Not at all,” Sergeant Briggs chuckled, leaning forward himself to answer me.  “We get paid a small commission on any purchases or sales that a farwalker does in town, if we can convince them to stop and look around for a while, rather than just passing through to their ultimate destination,” he admitted freely with a smile.  “Caps just jealous I’m going to process your visitor’s permit and he’s not.”

“Well good.  Good.”  Sighing with relief, I leaned back and relaxed a little better in the chair.  As long as it wasn't trouble, all was good.  “What exactly do you need me to do?”  I asked, curious about this world’s rules and procedures.

“Willy, go downstairs and fetch a proper shinta leash for the High Lord, and bring back the Orb of Truth.  We’ll be needing it,” the sergeant commanded.

“Orb of Truth?”  I asked, as the younger guard quickly moved past us and down the steps into the darkness.

“It’s a simple item,” Sergeant Briggs assured me, seeing my puzzled expression.  “I basically just need to ask you two simple questions while your hand is on the Orb, and it’ll verify the accuracy of your statements.”

“Basically if I’m a crook or an ax-murdering cannibal,” I guessed.  “And…”

“And if you mean any harm to the kingdom, its citizens, or any member of the royal family,” Sergeant Briggs supplied the other question for me, chuckling lightly.  “Though to be honest,” he admitted quietly, leaning back in conspiratorially, “I think it's just a waste of time and effort.  No real assassin or usurper is going to place their hand on the Orb to be judged.  They’d just sneak on by without the hassle.”

“Bureaucracy at work,” I told him.  “It's all the same everywhere you go.”

“Ain't that the truth!”  Sergeant Briggs agreed amiably.  “While we're waiting on old Pokey, let's go ahead and register that shinta of yours.”

“Sure,” I agreed shrugging, just going with the flow.  “What do we have to do?”

“You need to strip her,” Sergeant Briggs informed me, matter-of-factly.  “We don't allow beasts to be clothed like humans.  It goes to their heads,” he told me, warningly.

“Easy enough,” I assured him.  Hell – there was barely any difference in naked and what she was wearing already for Vicky.  “Vicky,” I glanced over my shoulder to where she still waited patiently a step behind me.  “You’ll need to get undressed.  You're not allowed to wear clothes in this land.”  No need to stir up any trouble before we even knew the lay of the land, if we could avoid it.

“Yes, Master,” Vicky replied so softly that no one but me could possibly hear her.  Even though things were going relatively well for a first contact event in my opinion, Vicky seemed quite tense and nervous over everything that was happening.  I’ll have to ask her all about it, later.

“And I’ll need a drop of its blood on this paper,” Sergeant Briggs told me, rummaging in his desk to pull out what looked like a small rolled up scroll.

“And that's?”  I couldn't help but be curious, if she was going to be bleeding on it.

“A simple registration paper,” Sergeant Briggs laughed lightly.  “Common issue in these parts.  All it does is record her corruption level and limit and such things.  Then we fill in the name you wish to register her under, you sign it, I stamp it, and we're done.  You’ll have her registered for ownership and travel throughout the kingdom.”

“And what’s the price for all this,” I asked, wearily.  “Nothing is ever free in my experience.”

“Right you are.  Right you are, your High Lordship, you.”  Laughing lightly, Sergeant Briggs passed a small metal quill over to me.  “I doubt you currently have any *shekels* now do you, since you weren't expecting to actually visit this land.  In that case,” he continued on, assuming he was right, “you have two choices available for you.

“One, you can basically sign an I.O.U. and then pay the associated costs plus a ten percent processing fee, within a mooning.  This should give you more than enough time to exchange currency at the local money hangers.

“Or,” he grinned brightly, “we can barter the costs for some goods.  The clothes the shinta was wearing, for example, could be exchanged for her registration and leash, if you desire.”

“Let's just do that then,” I agreed easily enough.  After all, it's not like she doesn't have a ton more clothes waiting at home now.  Besides, we can always get more easily enough, as long as her mother lets us keep that credit card.  “Vicky,” I told her gently, “place the clothes you took off up on the desk here.”

“Good deal,” Sergeant Briggs nodded happily as Vicky unhesitatingly did as she was ordered.  “It seems well trained for you,” he commented, approvingly.

“She's a good girl,” I agreed, turning to hold out a hand to her.  “Your hand,” I told her, waiting to take it with my own.  Once I was certain I had a good grip on her wrist, I softly commanded, “Don't hurt,” as I gently poked her with the quill I was given.

“Is that sufficient, good sir?”  Holding out the quill to the sergeant, I waited for him to take it, but he never did.

“Just a drop or two on the scroll,” he told us, indicating the small rolled up parchment on the desk.

“Sure thing.”  Holding the quill over the page, I shook it slightly until two drops fell off the tip and onto the parchment.




Private Stratton was coming back up the steps just as the rolled-up parchment began to glow slightly.  “Leather, bronze, or copper shackles, Sir?  I brought all three as I wasn’t certain what the High Lord needed.”

“We’re getting the results right now,” Sergeant Briggs informed him, as he slowly unfurled the paper after it quit glowing.  Looking down, the sergeant’s eyes carefully scanned over the contents written there, before opening wide in shock.  “Class one taint, with a class seven potential,” he whistled worriedly.  “That makes your shinta a class four average,” he informed me, frowning heavily.  “It should have a silver leash, but we don’t have any of those here, unfortunately.”

“Then the copper will have to do for now,” the older captain spoke up, interrupting.  “Write the High Lord a twenty-four-hour waver, and he can turn in the copper set for a discount when he gets the proper one in town.”

“And where would you recommend me to go to get a nice silver set of shackles?”  I asked warmly, fishing for any extra information which I could dig up on this other world and the nearby city which I’d be visiting soon.  Honestly, I still had no idea what the hell a shinta was, or why the crap they needed shackles.  And what’s the deal with the ranks?  Is rank four better or worse than rank one?  I’m guessing better since silver seems more expensive than leather, copper, or bronze.

“Silver’s Smithy might be a place to catch your fancy,” Sergeant Briggs told me.  “They do custom work there and often have some truly exquisite items stored in the back which the save for exceptional customers such as yourself.”

“Then I’ll try there,” I agreed, as Private Stratton placed the box on the desk and carefully handed a large blueish crystal ball over to the sergeant.

“Private, properly leash the shinta for the High Lord,” Sergeant Briggs ordered, holding the orb out towards me.  “And if you will, your High Lordship,” he told me politely, “just place one hand atop the orb and wait for the tingle to stop.”

“Like this?”  I asked, curiously placing my hand cautiously atop the crystal ball he was holding palm up.  As soon as my bare flesh met the cool stone, my fingers were engulfed in a gentle static electricity that lightly rose all the hairs on the back of my neck.  After a few moments, as we both waited silent together patiently, the tingle slowly faded and died.

“Then let's finish this,” Sergeant Briggs chuckled lightly.  “Do you currently, or have you ever, had a judgement issued against you for this kingdom?”

“Absolutely not,” I answered honestly.  In fact, I guarantee there's not a single record – either good or bad – for me on this world, before this one.  Not that I'm going to tell him that!

“Do you intend harm of any kind – be it physical, financial, spiritual, or otherwise – against the citizens, or the royal family of this kingdom.”

“Absolutely not,” I answered again, honestly.  “Though I do wish to try my hands a little at being a merchant,” I told him, chuckling lightly, “so if I’m any good at it at all, I’ll hopefully leave her with more than I arrived with.  Though that's not considered cheating; it's just the nature of business.”

“Understood,” Sergeant Briggs chuckled lightly.  “And with that, we're almost all done.  I just need you to sign here, if you please, or feel free to stamp your personal symbol if you prefer.”

Ummm…  SHIT!!  I hadn't really thought that far ahead!  Exactly how the hell do these people in this world sign their names?  Left to right like Americans?  Right to Left?  Top to bottom like the Japanese?  Letters, symbols, or hieroglyphics?   Crap!  Crap!  Crap!   What do I have that I can use for a personal crest?

Fishing into my pocket, I finally dug out a plain quarter.  Sticking it against his ink pad, I then used it to make a careful imprint on both places where he pointed to on the parchment.  

Lord, don't all you nobodies out there laugh at me, but I guess from now on, my personal symbol is going to be the American Eagle from the back of a 1973 quarter dollar!

“Is that acceptable?”  I asked, really trying hard not to show how panicky I was feeling inside.  What if some other family already has a similar symbol?  What's the punishment for something like that?!  

“Looks fine, your High Lordship.”  Scribbling a few last things down onto the paper, Sergeant Briggs finally stamped it twice, before ripping it in half and offering one section to me.  “And we're finally finished,” he assured me, wiping sweat off the top of his brow.  

“Just leave here and follow the path straight.  You’ll leave the travel zone and enter the city proper after a short, straight walk,” he reminded me, smiling warmly.

I guess my first encounter with the people of this other world hadn't went so terribly, so far!  Or, at least that's what I thought until I stood up and saw Private Stratton and poor Vicky…

“Your key, your High Lordship,” Private Stratton told me, holding out a small metallic key to me.

“Thank you?”  Honestly, I didn't know if I should thank them or not.  

Vicky…  Poor Vicky!  Poor, poor Vicky was butt-naked and chained up worse than any chain-gang prisoner I’d ever seen depicted in a movie in my life.  Thick copper bands of shackles enveloped her wrists, waist, neck, and ankles.  Her arms were placed behind her back, and locked together by the wrist shackles, while a short copper chain ran from ankle to ankle to keep her from running.  Worst of all, was a large copper ball that forced her jaws wide opened and prevented her from speaking at all.

I have no idea what the hell a *shinta* is, according to these people, but they sure as hell aren't taking any chances with them!

“You can remove the beast’s leash once you return to the travel zone, if you exit the city, or if you enter a rift,” Private Briggs reminded me politely, “but you’ll need to leave it properly restrained the rest of the time.”

“Got it,” I told him, dryly.  Lords above, I’m soooo happy I didn't bring Maria with us for this first trip!  Are all women *shinta*?  If not, then why is Vicky?  Would Maria be?  Am I supposed to shackle her up like this every time we visit a town in this World?  Would she even let me??

Mind buzzing with doubts, I absentmindedly picked up the end of the leash leading to Vicky's collar and slowly started working my way down the path towards this unknown city of the Other World.





Chapter 3: A True Monster
Stretching, the old captain lazily dug into the drawers of his desk and pulled out a thick shot glass and a fancy looking bottle of whiskey.  Pouring a glass, he quickly turned it down in a single swallow, before refilling it a second time.  “Here,” he chuckled lightly, “I think you can use this.”  Getting up, he eased over and sat the whole bottle down in front of Sergeant Briggs.

“Oh, Lady Gia, thank the heavens that monster is finally gone!”  Slumping back in his chair, Sergeant Briggs looked almost ready to faint at any moment.

“Yep,” is all the old captain said, turning up the bottle to take another heavy swig from it, before offering it out to Sergeant Briggs again.

“That *shinta*?  It didn't seem that dangerous to me,” Private Stratton said, frowning slightly.  “What's the big deal?”

“What's the big deal?  What's the big deal?!”  Sergeant Briggs looked up incredulously towards the older captain.  “Sir!  Can I request permission to beat the living shit out of Private Dumbass?  Sir!”

“Sure, you can request it,” the old captain chuckled as he returned back to his seat.  “I’d have to deny the request though, I’m afraid.”

“Why don't you fill our young friend here in on the horror which he foolishly missed,” the caption suggested kindly.  “He needs to know what to look for in the future, so he doesn't end up getting eat in this job.”

“Fine,” Sergeant Briggs sighed heavily, turning up the bottle to take a heavy swig from it.  “But I want hazard pay for today, Captain.  I’ve earned it.”

“Agreed,” the older man said amiably. “And an extra two days paid break on the days of your choice in the next mooning,” the captain offered appeasingly. 

“Fine.”  Sighing deeply, Sergeant Briggs took another deep drink from the bottle, before talking again.  “Listen up, Private Dumbass,” he chuckled lightly.  “That shinta is scarier than a whole pack of the devil’s hounds baying at your heels at midnight, but that High Lord is a true monster.”

“I’ll drink to that,” the old captain sighed, turning up his glass and taking a sip from it.  “I’ve met robbers, rapists, murderers, and demons in my day,” he sighed heavily, “but I’ve never met a monster that made my heart grow cold until today.”

“That High Lord?”  Turning and looking out the entrance, Private Stratton just didn't see what was so impressive about him.  Sure, the lord was strange, but so are a lot of the farwalkers.  He really didn't notice anything too dangerous about him.

“Yes, *that* High Lord,” Sergeant Briggs snorted, disgusted at Stratton’s blindness.  “Let's start with what should’ve been immediately obvious,” he offered.  “In all your days, have you ever saw anyone with a girth as great as *that* High Lord’s?”

“Ha!  That's unlikely,” the old captain chuckled lightly.  “I’ve met his lord majesty in person before, and I’ll admit he’s well-endowed, but that High Lord probably as a good fifty or sixty pounds on him.  An average male weighs close to 150 pounds,” the caption informed him calmly.  “I imagine that High Lord would weigh close to twice that amount.”

“Can you imagine just how much food he’s had to consume alone, to get that much bulk on his body?”  The sergeant asked.  “Can you imagine how much it cost just to indulge like that?”

“The level of wealth the High Lord has, has to be completely outlandish,” the captain confirmed.

“And, if you noticed his hands,” Sergeant Briggs sighed deeply, feeling sorry for Stratton’s blindness, “their wasn't a blemish or callus anywhere.  By appearance only, that High Lord has probably never held a single weapon in his life.”

“Like that's likely,” the old captain snorted.  “Every man needs some way to protect themselves.  If his isn't by blade, then it's an unorthodox manner.  Perhaps poison or alchemy.  He may be a master of the inner arts.  Or a keeper of ultimate relics, seeing the level of wealth he displayed.”

“Whatever it is,” Sergeant Briggs sighed unhappily, “it's impossible to detect.  That High Lord holds a hidden strength, and I’m certain it's an absolute one.”

“An absolute strength?  What makes you say that?”  Private Stratton asked curiously.

“Where's his escort?”  Sergeant Briggs asked back.  “You’ve been here long enough.  When was the last time you saw a Small Lord farwalking without an escort, much less a High Lord?”

“Never and probably never again,” the old captain snorted.  “Which just goes to show the level of confidence that High Lord has in his own ability.  No escort.  No visible weapons.  And still, not a concern in the world.  If we would've made a wrong move with him, I’m certain we’d all just quietly end up disappearing without a trace and no one would ever be the wiser about us.”

“Yep,” Sergeant Briggs nodded, taking another heavy drink from the bottle.  “And it only gets better from there!  Shrugging off rank and protocol, deliberately choosing me over the captain – and then asking if I’d get in trouble over it!”

“Deliberately showed a complete disdain for rankings there,” the old captain chuckled.  “Was an obvious, but indirect way of saying, ‘Both a captain and a sergeant are dirt beneath my boots, so it doesn't matter which I let process me.’  He only chose the sergeant for a chance to stir up conflict for his own amusement.”

“And then his *shinta* is recorded as a rank one corrupted?”  Sergeant Briggs chuckled bitterly at that point.  “That one was the only beast with him, correct?”  He asked the private.

“Yes, Sir,” Private Stratton answered unquestionably.

“Then how’d they get here?”  Sergeant Briggs asked leadingly.  “It takes a class five shinta to farwalk, and that one tested as an untainted rank one.  Do you think the High Lord is a shinta?”  Sergeant Briggs snorted at that suggestion.  “You should know how impossible that is – men can't touch the corruption like the shinta can.  It consumes them completely, if they try.”

“So that means the High Lord either has a Grand Relic which can allow them to farwalk,” the sergeant guessed, “or else his shinta is too powerful to be ranked and measured easily.”

“I’d guess the second,” the captain offered.  “The calmness and indifference he showed to the testing, offers serious clues pointing to the fact that he probably had some way to manipulate the results.  The High Lord wasn't the least concerned about what the results showed us.”

“And that's not all, Captain.”  Getting up, Sergeant Briggs slowly walked across the small room and held out the registration paper gently to him.  “Read it for yourself.”

Taking the paper, the captain skimmed it quickly, then whistled in surprise.  “Make that five damn days paid vacation, and pass me that damn bottle,” he ordered gruffly.

“Why?  What's on it?”  Not confident enough to take the paper from his superior, all Private Stratton could do is wait curiously for someone to tell him what the paper said.

Taking a large swig, Sergeant Briggs finally passed the bottle back over to the captain before answering.  “Aes’nyr,” he muttered softly.  “The shinta’s race is listed as being half-Aes’nyr.”

“Aes’nyr?”  Private Stratton asked disbelievingly.  “As in the Aes’nyr, Aes’nyr?  The slaves of the Gods and First Borns?”

“Yep,” Sergeant Briggs answered dryly, staring longingly at the bottle now in his captain’s hands.  “A shinta, Slave of the Gods…”

“And that High Lord holds the power to command her to the point where she let YOU put the shackles on her,” the captain pointed out slowly to Private Stratton.

“Thuuummmppp…”  Neither the captain nor the sergeant bothered to check on him, as Private Stratton fainted dead away and passed out laying cold upon the floor.
 

Chapter 4: Tabby Cat?
“You know, this sucks.”  I couldn't help but complain bitterly to the unable-to-respond Vicky as we slowly worked our way down the path the guards were kind enough to point out to us.  “Oh sure,” I grumbled moodily, “*you* might be loving the chance to indulge freely in some lewd exhibitionistic bondage fantasy, but it sucks for *me*!”

“I thought I’d at least have someone to talk to and compare notes and ideas with, but nooooooo…  Little Miss Vicky has to go and get ranked as a class four *shinta* -- whatever the hell that is!”

Not that any of it is really her fault, that is.  Truthfully, I'm just nervous and running my mouth to myself, in an attempt to keep my courage up and to stop myself from turning around and rushing back into the forest and making a beeline back to our world.  

As much as I’d absolutely love to do just that, I can't afford to waste this opportunity.  I have no frigging idea why that sergeant thought I was some High Lord at first glance, but I’ve now got a registered visitor's permit which is good for thirty days.  

No matter how nervous I am, I’ve got to make a stop by Silver’s Smithy and swap out Vicky's shackles for a silver set, as I can't help but feel that them not having the proper type was probably nothing more than a test to see if I’m going to comply with their instructions.  I imagine that private will be assigned to go check tomorrow evening, just to make sure I did as they told me to.  Chances are, I’ll end up fined or in jail, if I don't!

“It's a damn tourist trap,” I muttered paranoid to myself, as the stone road and forest finally gave way and opened up to a massive wall, leading in…

…A damn bustling medieval city!  My eyes couldn't believe the sight before me, as all I could do is stare in absolute shock at what I was seeing.  Central park!  The damn area – this *travel zone*, as the guards referred to it – was nothing more than something similar to Central Park, in the heart of New York city!  Stone roads, brick buildings, and a wide assortment of naked or almost-naked people filled my view for as far as I could see.

Thirty day visitor pass, my ass!  It'd take a lifetime to visit and explore everything laid out before us.  Just how the hell was this side of the portal so grown up and urbanized, while our side was still mostly undeveloped?  The landscape was the same, so natural human evolutionary habits should've meant that these people moved and migrated the same way we did.  Right?  Follow the water, and you can follow the spread of human colonization.

“Oh!  Fancy Lord!  I can be an escort for you.  Take you wherever you want to go,” some young girl promised me, running up as soon as she noticed me standing bewildered at the exit of the travel zone.  “For just a little food or spare tin,” she reminded me, sticking her hand out for a payment first.

“Umm…  Sure?”  Looking her up and down, there were several things that immediately stood out about this girl.  First, and most obvious to me, was her tiny little boobs.  Completely topless, she did nothing to try and hide her tiny little developing chest, nor did she seem to care as I ogled freely at it.  From her size and build, I’d estimate her age at barely being a teen, and her breasts were barely developed, hardly ranking an A-cup.  She was really just starting to grow them and show them!

The second thing I noticed was her ribs.  This poor girl looked like she might've weighed as much as sixty pounds soaking wet!  I don't think I’ve ever seen anyone in person as malnourished looking as she is.  Honestly, she reminds me of one of those kids shown on the, “For twenty-nine cent a day, your generous donation could go to feed this starving child,” commercials.

The third thing that caught my view was her clothes, since my eyes were being drawn from up to down as I inspected her.  Apparently, this world is an early adopter of the new ‘barely there’ fashion.  This girl's bottom was covered by nothing more than what we’d consider a g-string panty in our world.

No shoes.  No skirt, shorts, or pants.  No top.  Just a thin little g-string and a tail…

A tail?!!

I hadn't noticed it at first, as it was hidden behind her from the way she was standing, but this girl had a tail!  Furless, and smooth, it didn't quite remind me of what a rat’s tail looks like.  Perhaps it’d be best to describe it as a hairless cat’s tail, with the rounded tip, rather than a pointed rat’s tail?

“Umm…  Sit with us in the shade here,” I told her, moving to sit back against the wall in the shade, where we’d be unnoticed by other people.  “We’ll take a break to eat and drink first, and you can answer some of my questions before we go into the city.”

“Sure!”  Enthusiastically skipping over, the young girl sat cross-legged in front of me, almost drooling as I began rummaging around in our travel pack.  Apparently, modesty doesn't exist in this world, as her posture and manners don't reflect even the slightest awareness of how risqué her posture is.  You should be aware I’m a damn man, dammit!!

“Why don't you give these a try,” I told her, holding out two energy bars and a lukewarm bottle of Gatoraid.  

Quickly snatching them from my hand, the girl quizzically sniffed at them, before gingerly placing one of the energy bars in her mouth and biting it.

“You’ve got to unwrap them,” I told her, laughing lightly as her face wrinkled up in confusion.  “They're foil sealed,” I told her gently, as I used the key the private gave me to unhook and remove the ball gag from Vicky's mouth.

“Thank you, Master,” she whispered softly to me, before quietly asking, “Can you understand what these people are saying?”

“You can't?”  I’d never considered that possibility.  If Vicky couldn't understand them, then why the hell could I?  Was it some sort of automatic translation magic involved due to this being my wish?  Or was it something unknown else at play?

This damn world!  It doesn't give answers – only more questions!

Vicky simply shook her head negatively, while smiling slightly watching the strange girl before us struggle with a wrapper.

“Here, like this,” I chuckled gently, illustrating how to tear along the proper section with my own energy bar.  “Rip at the indenture,” I taught her softly, “and then just push it up from the bottom.”  Taking a bite, I tried not to wrinkle my nose at the taste.  Oats, chocolate chips, and honey – it might be somebody's favorite food, but it certainly wasn't mine.  I prefer a good old-fashioned peanuts and caramel bar myself.

“Oh!”  Eyes wide from the taste, the tail-girl shoved the whole thing in her mouth all at once, as if it was the tastiest thing she'd ever experienced in her life.

“Woah!  Slow down there!  You're going to choke,” I told her worriedly, reaching out to twist the top off her Gatoraid bottle.  Sniffing it, the girl eyed my wearily, almost as if she was afraid I was going to take it away from her.

“It's fine.  That's yours now,” I assured her, holding up my hands innocently.  “I’m Michael,” I told her, assuming my friendliest smile.  “What's your name?”

“Tabitha,” the girl finally answered after a moment.  “I'm Cat-Kin,” she added proudly, her tail twitching from side to side.

Tabitha the Cat-Kin?  You’ve got to be kidding me!  Right?  Right?  Who the hell would name their child after a tabby cat?

“So whatcha want to know, Lord Tastysnack?  This Tabitha knows the city as good as anyone!  Born and raised here all my life,” she stated proudly, a wide smile beaming across her face.

“I suppose my first question is, ‘Do you know of a shop that caters to the wealthy?’  Luxury goods or antiques are what I’m really looking for, I suppose,” I told her uncertainly.  Honestly, I had no idea of what to try and trade in this world.  Between the girls and me, we'd purchased a boatload of crap to try and barter, if we ever got a chance, but I hadn't brought any of it.  This was just supposed to be a quick day-long visit to grab some water and forest samples, not an exploratory mission into a foreign city!

“Certainly,” Tabitha assured me confidently.  “It's not in a section of town where I usually visit much, but we won't have any problems going there with you, I’m certain!”  Turning up the bottle, she curiously sipped at the lemon-lime Gatoraid inside, before finally turning it up and drinking it.

“That's good too, Lord Tastysnacks!  Odd,” she praised honestly, “but good!”

“I'm glad you like it.”  Chuckling lightly, I found the twitching of her tail almost hypnotic.  “Can I tough it,” I asked, pointing to her tail, unable to resist despite myself.  The cat-fu is strong in this one!

“For another tasty,” she agreed, flipping her tail around to guard it protectively in her arms. 

“How about for something like this?”  Digging into our pack, I held over two slightly smooshed looking bars to her again.  “Those look like they’ve completely melted though,” I warned her, looking at the distorted shape of my poor Three Musketeers candy bars.

“Nuhnn!”  Grunting happily, Tabitha tore open the wrapper and quickly proceeded to smear chocolate all between her fingers as she grabbed the melted bar too tightly and squished it flat.

I couldn’t help but laugh merrily as she licked and sucked on both her fingers and the wrapper, making certain to savor even the minutest little flavor.  “Sorry,” she apologized bashfully after downing one completely.  Getting up and moving closer to me, Tabitha turned so she could relax her tail in my lap.  “Don’t be too rough,” she requested shyly, warning me, “It’s sensitive.”

“No worries,” I assured her, picking her tail up slightly in my hands.  Stroking it, it was warmer than I expected, and perfectly smooth.  Rubbing it, it twitched slightly, but didn’t seem to cause her any discomfort or embarrassment.  Whatever fantasy writer decided that beastgirl’s tails are an erogenous zone, had apparently never actually touched one before!  Tabitha reacted much more like I was stroking her leg, than as if I was caressing her breast or genitals.  

“Nuhnn… nuhnn…”  Tabitha was making contented sounds as she licked repeatedly on the second wrapper, determined to clean it completely from any remanent of any chocolate which it might contain, as I playfully played with her tail. 

“All done,” she declared finally, twitching her tail back out of my reach.  Whether her people see them as something personal to protect, or if she was just taking it away to have something to barter with again later, I wasn’t really certain.  It didn’t seem like she really minded me stroking and playing with it, but she certainly wasn’t going to let me do it for nothing!

“We can go whenever you want,” Tabitha assured me, smiling brightly.

“Sure.  Sure,” I agreed.  “I’ve just got to put this back on first…”  Turning my attention back to Vicky, who had remained peacefully quiet this whole time even with the gag out, I apologized lightly.  “Sorry.  They have some law here that says you have to wear this,” I told her, holding the copper ball gag back up for her to see.

“It’s okay, Master.  I trust you,” Vicky assured me, opening her mouth wide so I could place the gag back in place.

Sighing deeply, I just wish I could trust myself as easily as she does.  Clicking the strap back into the lock, unfortunately, I was stuck back with having no one to rely on but myself in this world again.





Chapter 5: An’kar of Ry’bar
Being led through the city, I kept my mouth shut and took in the view as Tabitha walked slowly and spoke freely about everything we passed.  To be honest, I was lucky that she was the first street urchin to approach me.  The girl was calm, willing to move at my pace, and quite knowledgeable about the various buildings and the people who either owned or worked in them.

The one thing I absolutely couldn’t adjust to quickly was the people of this city.  All of them were proud endorsers of the ‘Barely There’ fashion style, and many of the ones we saw were completely naked!  Apparently, when the heat and humidity is out of this world, modesty goes out of this world with it.  People were dressed more for the temperature than for fashion – at least, that was my initial thoughts on things.

Turns out, after I asked a few probing questions, that Tabitha helped me realize that I was wrong.  The naked people with shackles were slaves and owned by other people or the city.  At first, I didn’t notice that much different about them, except for their absolute nudity, but as we walked around, I began to pick up on a few other differences.

Slaves were hairless from the neck down.  A lack of pubic hair was an obvious sign that one was enslaved.  Stiffened privates were another obvious sign.  All the females had stiff and perked nipples, and all the males had a full erection.

And, I know, you nobodies reading this are going to say, “How the hell could you miss something like a naked dude walking down the street with an erection?!”

I didn’t.  I’m not blind, damn it.  There just aren’t a whole flipping lot of male slaves walking down the street.  Female slaves appear to be a dime a dozen, but males just aren’t around that much.  When I asked Tabitha about the discrepancy, she told me, “Most males are sent to work in the fields, on the roads, or in the mines.  If they’re not purchased by the military that is,” she corrected.  “Females are usually the slaves sold for housework or for pleasure, so you see a lot more of them in the city.  You’ll see the majority of male slaves out in the country, if you ever travel there, Lord Tastysnacks.”

So see!  I’m not a blind idiot.  There just aren’t that many male slaves inside the city for me to notice to begin with!

As for the other people, apparently the main thing they try to cover is their nether regions like Tabitha, but it doesn’t seem that big a deal even if they don’t.  As long as they have pubic hair, apparently that’s considered acceptable as a form of covering for these people!

Maybe that’s part of the reason why Vicky was declared to be a shinta, by the guards?  Smooth body = unfree adult?  I really don’t know, and Tabitha doesn’t seem to have the most knowledge about the shinta when I asked her about them. 

“Aren’t they basically like fallen priests?”  Was the answer she gave me, in return to my questioning.  Like how the hell am I supposed to know?  What part of Vicky just screams FALLEN PRIEST, the moment a guard lays their eyes on her?

“They both work miracles,” Tabitha finally offered, as I keep probing for a better answer.  Apparently, as far as I can tell after asking countless questions, this world considers magic to be some sort of divine miracle.  The priests pray and obtain magic from the gods, in return for following their laws and doctrines, while the shinta are those cursed by the taint and weave magic unfettered.  Without the Gods limiting and guiding their actions, it’s up to the people to keep them in control – thus all shinta are considered non-human beasts and enslaved.

Hell, these people don’t even view a shinta as being *him* or *her*.  They’re simply an *it*.  You don’t clothe a dog, so you don’t clothe a slave or a shinta – and a shinta even moreso than a slave!  A slave, you might put a pretty ribbon on, like with a prized puppy, but not so with a shinta.  They have to be carefully monitored so they don’t end up with a swelled head and think they’re equal to, or better than, normal humans!

It wasn’t until we were heading out of the average section of town, and entering into the upper regions where the wealthy and nobles reside, where I first started to see women and men with slightly more clothes on.  Apparently, my first impressions were wrong – clothing *is* a form of fashion, and it seems to serve as a strong distinction between social rankings of people.

Naked and hairless, with stiff nipples or an erection, equals slave.

Naked and with pubic hair equals the poorest of the poor.  Those with so little, they can’t even be bothered to invest in a simple g-string.


Something that barely covers the loins in the front is the sign of a very poor individual.  A g-string, a loincloth with just the front to it, or something similar seems to indicate those who are on the verge of becoming completely destitute.

For most of the average people, they appear to wear something that covers both the front and back of their bottom fairly well.  A miniskirt.  A pair of thin shorts.  A loincloth with both the front half and the back half to it.  Anything that appears to cover both the front and back, seems to be acceptable as decent attire for the vast majority of p 

As we moved on into the wealthier section of the city, people began to wear even more in the way of clothing.  Shoes and sandals became rather common, as did thin little bikini tops on the women.  Apparently, the common folks show their breasts shamelessly to the world, but the women of wealth are a little more selective about who gets to enjoy knowing the color of their nipples.

But, now that I’ve gave you nobodies out there a rundown on the general dress of the people in the city, let me tell out about the actual people themselves!

Elves.  Dwarves.  Beastmen and women alike!  There was a huge variety of various races and body builds casually walking and moving about throughout the city.  All look majorly human, but many have distinctly non-human trails like Tabitha’s tail.  I saw winged people, and people with various tails.  Cat tails.  Rat tails.  Demon tails, and multiple tails.  There were people with claws and fangs.  People with fur, who just lazed around and looked as if they were one step away from dying, and people who appeared to have a lot of lizard in their blood.  I guess snake-people or lizard-people probably enjoy this heat and humidity moreso than anyone else, since they’re usually cold-blooded!

 There are so many races, with such subtle varieties between them, that I’m not even going to try and describe them for you.  If I did, this wouldn't be “Nobody’s Tale” any more; I’d end up writing, “Nobody's Encyclopedia of Other Worldly Races”.  Trust me, when one *individual* stands out from one of the various races, like Tabitha, I’ll try to describe them properly for you guys.  Otherwise, just let your imagination go wild -- there's probably someone or something that I passed in this city that looks like what you're imagining!

One odd thing though – amongst all the various races and different peoples that we saw walking through the city, I never once saw anyone I’d call fat.  The vast majority of people and creatures we passed were emaciated just as badly, or even worse, than Tabitha.  A few looked like they were decently fed, like the three guards which I’d encountered in the travel zone, but those were the exception rather than the rule.

I can't help but think these people are borderline starving!  I guess with the oppressive heat and cloying humidity, it’s hard to work any fields or to hunt while the sun’s blazing overhead.  These people must suffer from a very limited diet – which explains Tabitha’s extreme reaction to the food I gave her.  She probably never has truly tasted anything like it before.

“Not used to all the flavors?”  Tabitha asked me, as she noticed my reaction to all the various race types.

“Not at all,” I admitted freely, seeing no reason to try and hide my natural naïveté with the subject.  

“They're all here for the dungeon,” Tabitha chuckled lightly.  “It's all thanks to the dungeon, and the travel zone that was built here to accommodate it, that the city has grown and prospered as it has.”

“Oh?  Which dungeon?”  I asked casually.  Things were beginning to finally click together somewhat in my mind and starting to make sense.  “It wouldn't happen to be about a day’s walk towards the sunset, now would it?”

“It is,” Tabitha assured me.  “I see you already know of the Mystic Caverns.”

“Oh, I do,” I assured her, chuckling slightly.  “I know them fairly well, in fact,” I bragged shamelessly.  I’ve also became rather close with the pool in them as well, I thought, but didn't say that part aloud.

At least now I know why this city is here in this world.  Apparently the Mystic Caverns are a nexus point for magic in both worlds.  On our side, magic is weak and one has to be directly exposed to the pool to be influenced by it.  Here, however, magic is much denser and something that exists freely in this world.  Here, the cavern is a full fledged dungeon, and the city grew up to help deal with its influence in the world!


Chapter 6: Tabitha’s Trade
“Do you mind if I go in here first?”  Tabitha asked, pointing to the plain solid door leading into a nondescript stone building up in the wealthy section of town.  “I do business with the old coot in here, and he might be interested in buying and selling some things with you, Lord Tastysnacks.”

“Sure.  Go ahead.”  I don't have much faith in whatever a plain, unadvertised shop might hold, but Tabitha has been wonderful company so far, and she even let me stroke her tail.  (For a price, of course.)  If she thinks she can help drum up some business for a friend of her’s, I don't mind.  One shop is just as good as any other, for me to browse around in and see what this world contains.  Heck, this might even be better!  Now I can browse without pressure of buying, as I’m just accompanying her to see her friend.

Smiling brightly at my own good luck, I waited and watched as Tabitha proudly yanked open the door and strutted in.  “Ha!  Ha!  Young bastard!  You can't kick me out today,” she taunted immediately, the moment she stepped in past the threshold.

Awww… Shit.  I can’t help but have a bad feeling about this!

“GET OUT!”  Bellowing at the top of their lungs, a young gentleman dressed in black pants and leather boots came rushing down an aisle, waving a broom haphazardly back and forth as he rapidly advanced on Tabitha.

“Excuse me?”  Arrogantly strolling into the shop – this appears to be some sort of general store, or canning specialty shop from what I can tell at first glance – I did my best to assume the arrogant airs of whatever High Lord that the guards had mistaken me for.  Defiantly placing my hand around Tabitha’s shoulders, I indulged in a gentle squeeze of her tiny breast as I stood firmly by her side and declared, “She’s with me.  Is that a problem?”

“EEEEP!”  Locking up both his legs, the young man slid to a stop so fast he face-planted “WHAMMPP” hard into the floor.

“We’re here for the old master of the shop,” Tabitha giggled happily, “and I don’t think you have enough brass in your whole body – much less your balls – to turn us away.”

“Of course not, my Lord.  Whatever you say, my Lady.”  Rushing to stumble upright, the youngster bowed his head repeatedly, not even noticing the blood that was dripping down his nose and leaving bright stains upon the cool marble floor.  “I’ll… I’ll go and fetch the Grandmaster now,” he bowed again, repeatedly, as he worked his way backwards down the aisle.  Reaching the end, the young man turned and ran off into the back of the shop as if a bunch of demons were chasing wildly on his tail.

“OH!  That felt good!”  Laughing merrily, Tabitha turned and gave me a tight hug as she gushed, “Thank you, Lord Tastysnacks!  I truly enjoyed that!”

“No problem,” I assured her, grinning slightly myself.  I’ve been bullied more than a few thousand times myself in this life, and I know how liberating it can be when one gets their comeuppance.  Besides, I got a free feel of her little cat-boobs.  I reckon that makes us more than even in this case.

“Are we going to get in trouble from this though?”  I had to ask her, especially seeing how the young dork was bleeding so profusely when he left out of her a moment ago.  Hell, it wouldn’t surprise me to find out the idiot broke his nose or something when he hit the floor as hard as he did.

“Not at all,” Tabitha assured me, as she finally released me from the tightly extended hug which she’d wrapped me in.  “The old master of the shop trades with everyone freely.  I’ve sold him a lot of things in the past,” she admitted.  “It’s just he’s turned the handling of the shop itself over to his apprentice, so he can focus more on his research now, and that young brat thinks us poor folk ‘look bad for business’.”

“He’s still young and learning,” came an old man’s voice, as a rather elderly looking fellow worked his way slowly and calmly up from the back of the shop.  Dressed in black pants, a white shirt, and leather boots, this old fellow was the most normally dressed person that I’d seen in the entire time that I’d been in this world so far!  Even his receding white hair was perfectly normal.  I could take this guy, toss him in the middle of a Walmart somewhere in our world, and you’d never know that he wasn’t one of their regular door greeters!

“I hope you won’t take any offense at the youth,” the old man apologized, bowing slightly as he came up to stand in front of us.  “What can I do for my esteemed guests today?”

“You can fetch me a free bag of cookies,” Tabitha snorted hauntingly.  “Or else we won’t do any business whatsoever, cause he *did* offend me today.”

“Oh ho!”  Quirking an eyebrow slightly, the old gentleman looked Tabitha up and down as she stared at him defiantly.  “Very well,” he conceded finally.  “I’ll gift you two bags of fresh cookies before you leave.  My word on it,” he promised solemnly.  “It appears,” the old man chuckled lightly to himself, “that you must have found a true treasure to stand so unwaveringly in your conviction.  I’m dying to see what you have now, I must admit.”

“It’s this!”  Bringing her tail around in front of us, Tabitha proudly held forth the empty Gatoraid bottle that I’d given her earlier, with the tip of her tail wrapped tightly around it.  “It’s Mystic Glass,” she stated confidently, “and I bet you’ve never seen anything like it before.”

“Mystic Glass?  May I?”  Holding out a hand, the old man nevertheless waited for her to deposit the bottle in his palm, before he started to study it.  

“It doesn’t have the weight, or heft, of glass,” he mused, lifting it and expertly weighing it in his hands.  “Nor does it have a texture of any glass that I’ve seen before.  And this paper which wraps it?  I’ve never seen any parchment so thin and transparent that it can be seen through before either.  Exactly where did you get this marvelous treasure from, my dear young lady?”  Never taking his eyes up off from the bottle, the old man’s voice was almost trembling with excitement.

“From the Lord Tastysnacks,” Tabitha proclaimed proudly.  “It’s not stolen.  It’s mine.  It was given freely to me.  And it has enchanted water inside it too,” she added, just like an experienced salesman.  “And the top even twisty-twists back on and off!”

“A twisty-twist top you say?”  Experimenting, the old man twisted the brightly yellow lid left then right, then chuckled happily when it came loose in his hand.  “This is spectacular,” he laughed happily, lifting the bottle up to sniff down at its contents.

“Kelvin!  Kelvin!  Get your sorry ass up here boy!”  Yelling loudly, the old man called vehemently for the youngster, who hurriedly rushed in from the back holding a thick rag up against his face to stop his nose from bleeding.

“Get the hell out of my shop,” the old man demanded, glaring daggers back at the boy.  “You’re fired!  I might tolerate your youthful arrogance on many things, but when it comes to interfering with things which I can research and study, you can just fucker off!  Get the hell out,” the old man demanded, “and leave your damn work uniform behind!”

“But.. but..”  

“No damn buts!  Out!  NOW!!”  Glaring vehemently at the boy, the old man wasn’t giving him even a moment to argue.  Left with no other choice than to obey, the young man quickly undressed and rushed out of the shop wearing nothing more than what he was born with.

“Now, are you properly satisfied?”  Bowing lightly, the old man smiled up warmly at Tabitha, as if the previous demon shopkeeper wasn’t related to him at all.

 

“Not until I get my cookies,” Tabitha snorted, playing hardball coldly.

“Fine.  Fine,” the old man laughed heartily.  “I’ve already promised, but I’ll make you a whole damn batch of cookies.  Now tell me what else you know about this bottle and its contents.  Then we can discuss pricing if you’re going to sell it,” he reminded her, kindly.

“I don't know anything more,” Tabitha smirked apologetically.  “It was his,” she shamelessly pointed to me, “and he gave it to me for a job I did for him.”

“I can't tell you a whole lot,” I shrugged helplessly.  “I’m not a chemist after all.  All I can tell you is both the paper, as you called it, and the bottle are made out of the same stuff.  It’s not glass,” I assured him.  “My people call it plastic, and as far as I remember, it's a byproduct of refining crude oil somehow, but I don't have any idea how they do it.”

“I can tell you it melts, if you get it a little warmer than boiling water, if that helps,” I added, wracking my brain for anything else I actually knew about plastic bottles.  Funny -- they're such a common part of our daily existence, yet I honestly don't know shit about how they're made or processed or anything.  “They get brittle and start to break down after prolonged exposure to sunlight and weathering,” I added lamely, at the very limits of my piteous knowledge.

“As for the drink inside, it's an enhanced lemon-lime flavored water,” I told him, feeling a little more confident talking about the Gatoraid itself.  “Made with electrolytes and filled with sugar, it helps restore your bodily fluids faster and easier than just water alone.”

“And it tastes good,” Tabitha added, for good measure.

“I see.  I see,” the old man muttered happily.  “Another alchemist produced this, so I should be able to replicate both it and the stamina potion with just a little studying.”

“I’ll give you a thousand ren for it,” he told Tabitha suddenly.

“RRRHHNNN!”  Tail standing upright, she made the most catlike sound which I’d heard from her yet, and it was one of utter surprise.  “Te… Ten,” she declared defiantly, eyes looking as if she was going to faint at any moment.

“Ten..  Hmmmmmm…”  The old man pondered on it for a moment then made a counteroffer.  “Three thousand, and I’ll give you ten percent of any profits after I develop the product – if I can,” he promised her, cautiously.

“She’ll take it,” I answered for her.  A future stake in any sort of production would give her income for the rest of her life – something much better than a single lump sum payment, no matter how large it is.

“I…  I’ll take it,” Tabitha agreed, looking back at me wide-eyed.

“Good!  Good!  Excellent!”  Laughing happily, the old man turned and started to walk back into the rear of the shop.  “Give me just a moment,” he promised, “and I’ll store this safely for study and I’ll bring your coin out for you in just a moment.”

“Sure.  Take your time,” I called out to him.  “We'll just browse around a bit while you're gone.”  Besides, it's nice and cool in here, and it's hotter than hell outside.  I was more than happy to wait here for as long as he wanted.

“Tab… Tabitha is rich now,” Tabitha whispered up to me, tail twitching up a storm.

“Really?”  I asked, having absolutely no idea how much a ren was actually worth.  Was it close to a dollar, or more like a penny?  “How many ren does a family normally earn in a month here?”  I asked her, trying to get a baseline to compare this world’s wealth against.

“Most earn one or two ren a day,” Tabitha told me, trying to count on her fingers.

“So basically thirty to sixty ren a month,” I quickly did the math for her.  “With three thousand, that’s between fifty and a hundred months worth of income.”  Holy shit!  Just by selling one bottle, Tabitha had earned as much as somebody working for half a dozen years did!

“You're not rich,” I assured her, “but you're not going to have to worry about money for a while.  It's more than enough to make you a nice nest egg, if you can find someway to protect or invest it.”

“OH!”  Looking sad, Tabitha’s tail drooped suddenly.  “I didn't think of that,” she admitted sadly.  “It's all just going to end up being stolen from Tabitha.  You should keep most of it, Lord Tastysnacks.”

“We’ll see,” I promised, wrapping my arms around her from behind to offer her a little comfort and reassurance.   (I may also enjoy the soft feel of her tiny cat-boobs, but squeezing them wasn't my *only* intention.  That was just an added perk for me being nice to her.)



Chapter 7: Returning Home
It wasn't long before the old man came back up front and made good on his promise of payment, in the form of thirty platinum ren, with each worth the equivalent value as a hundred golden ren.  Like this, even Tabitha could carry and hide the wealth, so it worked out very well for us.

After the old man had displayed his trustworthiness, I finally decided to sit down and do some trading with him as well, only to come to the realization that we both ended up thinking each other was utterly insane!

The things that I thought someone from this world might find valuable, he discarded as worthless trash.  No use for a cigarette lighter – it could be duplicated with a mana stone and a spark formation, apparently.  No use for a German engineered super-polymer hacky-hack hatchet.  I figured we had to have better smithing and metalworking skills than some medieval world, right?  Apparently not, as he only graded it a four point five on some odd rating scale he used.

My cotton boxers were utterly worthless, according to us both – up until he noticed the awe-inspiring godliness of the elastic waistband.  I swear, I think the old freak is about half a step away from deifying my underwear!!

As if that wasn't crazy enough, my plain white undershirt was even more miraculous in the old kook’s eyes.  He oohed and he aahed like it was the holy grail, trying to figure out what type of cloth it was made out of.  And when I told him what the label said – cotton, polyester, and rayon tri-blend – he went even stupider over it.  Apparently this guy's field of study is alchemy, and the synthetic junk we use so casually was right up his alley.

My small bottle of Viagra that I’d snuck and stashed away to sell to older gentlemen at a high markup, he laughed at and called, “Assassination Jackassery!”  Apparently slaves are stiffened to show the lack the basic shame and dignity of a human being any more, so no respectable free man would ever use something like Viagra and no slave would ever need it.  

The only use for something like Viagra in the old man's eyes, would be to slip it to some male rival and watch them die from social embarrassment at some fancy event, when the effects kicked in.  Apparently, in this world, limp noodles are the expected social etiquette, and raging boners are reserved for the most intimate and private of places.  Only slaves and beasts can’t control themselves and are liable to be found just humping away anywhere they can!

The old man finds Viagra to be stupidly evil, whereas I find the practice of altering slaves to make them permanently stiff and as horny as a pack of jackrabbits in heat, and then blaming them for that, to be stupidly evil!  How the hell can you look down on them for having an overactive libido which you gave them by overdosing them on permanent drugs??

Dumb ass old man, and a dumb ass society to boot!

A mechanical pen down in my pack was *astounding* to the old man, but “not his field of study”.  My boots were garbage, but the crimpy pieces at the end of the laces were priceless.  What I called junk, he called treasure – and the more we argued over what was what, the more we each became convinced the other was an idiot.

The final crown de triumph of all my crap, was a simple pump bottle of hand sanitizer.  Believe it or not, the crazy old coot was willing to trade me his granddaughter if I’d give it to him!  What type of person is willing to trade their family for soap??

So, of course, I had to let the old geezer know exactly how crazy he was!  The dude’s probably seventy.  Since medieval folks marry and pop out children at a young age, his child is probably older than fifty, and his grandchild around their mid-thirties.  Do I *really* look like I’d be interested in enslaving someone who could possibly be old enough to be my mother?!!

But, when he corrected himself and offered me his granddaughter’s daughter, I broke down and took him up on the offer.  After all, it's just a damn bottle of hand sanitizer, which you can buy anywhere in the world for less than five dollars a bottle!

Crazy old bastard!  

Honestly, I was going to turn him down, but once he started extolling her virtues, I couldn't.  Supposedly beautiful, virtuous, brilliant, trained in both court and alchemy.  The girl is supposed to be able to read and write, do calculations, know alchemy, and should be of a good bloodline for breeding.  Taught for most of her life in some prestigious all-girl school, she's supposedly innocent of men and has just recently returned home to learn the family art of alchemy.

She sounds brilliant and being able to take her home and keep her without anyone missing her, sounds like a perfect way to get to freely question someone knowledgeable about more of this world.  Honestly, I’ve never seen the chick, so I don't know if she's the least bit cute or not.  I’m not trading for her, just so I can bounce her – I want to take her home and pick her brain clean about this world!

Of course, the old man couldn't just give her to me then and there.  He had to fetch her first and make proper preparations—whatever those are – so we all ended up leaving his shop, with Tabitha leading the way towards the smithy I was supposed to visit.  

Honestly, if Tabitha's money sense wasn't completely skewed – and I had no real reason to imagine it was – I was now a rather wealthy bastard myself after leaving his shop.  The price the old crazy coot payed for my underwear, a full bottle of Gatoraid, one of my undershirts, and a pair of shoe strings was utterly ridiculous.  Of course, just looking at the list of crap he bought is just utterly ridiculous itself!

I won't bother you guys with all the details of our trip to the smithy, as they're basically nothing important.  We went in, spoke to some burly old dude.  I passed him the note written by the guards, and pointed out Vicky's copper shackles.  We took them off, I passed him a few platnium ren, and an ornate silver set was fastened on her as a replacement.  Short, simple, and all business.

I figure I can go browsing and do some shopping at another time.  We’ve already been gone for quite some time, and I don't want Maria to have to worry about us.  Besides…  I already have to figure out how the hell I’m going to explain I purchased a slave girl to her!  I don't need any more issues by staying out so long I make her worry about us!  

After all, we were *only* going to gather a few water and forest samples on this trip…

Since worrying about it wouldn't make anything better, I asked Tabitha to lead us to one final stop for the afternoon, before going back to the old bastard’s shop – a decent magic shop!  Of course, it took a while to sort out the differences in language – she had no idea what magic was as the word apparently doesn't exist is this world – but eventually she decided I was talking about a “Relic Shop”.

Going into the relic shop, I have to say, my first impression wasn't anything special.  The damn place looked like an old general store to me, with lots of junk and antique looking stuff all packed neatly on the shelves.  It wasn't until the young looking pointy-eared saleswoman started describing the function of the items I was looking at, that I really got interested.

My absolute first purchase was half a dozen simple silver bracelets for two hundred ren each.  Enchanted with a resistance to heat, I found them essential for this world and donned one as soon as I purchased it.  Sure enough, the temperature of the room seemed to drop by about twenty degrees instantly, and I no longer found myself sweating like a stuck pig anymore.

Vicky truly didn't seem to need one, and I wasn't certain if a shinta could even legally wear one, so I stuck the other five in my pack for later.

For a thousand ren, I purchased a set of earrings that are supposed to translate languages.  They don't allow one to *speak* a different language, but they should allow one to *hear* and understand it.  I would've purchased several more of those, but the store didn't have any extra in stock, so I was stuck with just getting one this time around.

For ten thousand ren each, I traded for three rings of shielding.  According to the saleswoman, they offered as much protection as a full suit of chain armor, without the weight or unbearable searing heat that the metal links could produce in this world's sun.

And with that, I basically went from rich bastard to broke bum with just one stop in the shop!  Finished for the day, I thanked the – I guess elf?  -- woman, and we headed out and back to the crazy old alchemist's place.

Getting back in the shop, I was astounded to find some otherworldly beauty sitting and squirming erotically in the middle of the shop floor, while the old man hummed contentedly and sat behind the narrow counter, carefully studying my old bottle of hand sanitizer.  “That’s her,” and, “you can take her anytime you want now,” was the only thing the old man said, as he never even lifted his gaze up from the bottle he was playing with.

“Umm… Stand up,” I ordered softly, unable to believe that I’d purchased and was now the shameless owner of another human being.  Sure, I owned Vicky, but that wasn’t my fault!  She was an unfortunate side effect of unknowable magical forces and teenage masturbation fantasies.  This girl was free until I came along, and I was the one who knowingly changed her life to take away for freedom to suit my whimsey.  Sure, the old man might have been the one to actually sell her, but he couldn’t have did that if I wouldn’t have been the one to *buy* her!

I’m now officially an Other World slaver!

Maria is going to murder me.  Then she’s going to neuter me.  Then she’s going to get angry!!

Oh shit.  Shit.  Shitty shit!  As I was starting to regret my decision, my mind blanked out as the girl slowly eased up and turned to face me.  Naked and hairless from the neck down, the gorgeous was a goddess!  I mean this goddess was absolutely gorgeous!  No signs of the malnutrition which was so obvious with the rest of the vast majority of this world, this girl was absolutely perfect.

Maria is a top class beauty, in her own way.  Vicky indubiously is as well.  Back home, I’d rate them both high tens on a scale of one to ten, but this…  heavenly creature is all I can think to call her, as *girl* or *beauty* is simply inadequate for her divine appearance…  This heavenly creature would have to be a ten out of ten, and Vicky and Maria are now sevens at best!  Her appearance completely rewrites the values of the numbers on the scale of earthy beauty – she’s truthfully that stunning!

Perfect round breasts, full of heft and bounce, stood majestically center-stage of her torso.  Well-tanned, her skin was a vibrant golden bronze, with her nipples standing proudly erect and oddly highlighted by their naturally paler shade of almost crème color.  The womanly lips that gently encased the entrance of her womanly entrance between her legs, were the same tanless crème color as the mountainous peaks of her breasts.

Hair long, full of life and bounce, it curled naturally down her back, reaching right to the edge of her buttocks, as if it was trying desperately to conceal her bottom, but unfortunately fell short just at the end.  Pure white, her hair looked like something one would associate with Santa Clause or some old person, but it was obviously healthy and well groomed, showing no sign of wear, falling out, brittleness, or breaking, like the elderly’s does.  It was one of the most majestic manes of hair I’ve ever seen in my life, and oddly enough it was pure white.

The features of her face were aligned in The Golden Ratio, and her saddened eyes were the palest sky blue that I’ve ever seen on a human being.  From tip top to barefoot bottom, this woman was inhumanly shaped, curved, and molded perfectly.  In fact, my brain was buzzing at me, screaming that it was too perfect!  This old man must’ve worked his alchemy to alter her body to shape it into such utter perfection.

The only thing I couldn’t figure out was *why*?

To impress me and show off his talents so I’d be certain to come back and do more business with him in the future?  To make his precious great-granddaughter so dazzling that I could never be able to bear to harm her?  Was it just some harsh way to reshape her, to not so subtly let her know that she was no longer his family?  Was no longer even human anymore?  After all, these people consider slaves to be beasts -- they lose their humanity when they get enslaved.  Was he trying to give her one last grandfatherly lesson, teaching her that she now only exists to be shaped and used according to another’s will?

I honestly don’t know, and I’m too much of a coward to ask.  “Snow,” I quickly named her, “hurry and keep up.  We’re leaving.”

Turning and heading out the door, I motioned for Tabitha to lead us back to the entrance of the Travel Zone without saying anything else.  Refusing to look back, part of me was desperately hoping that Snow would run away and hide before we made it to our destination, but she never did.  She was still there, looking completely heartbroken and uncomfortable when we bid our goodbyes to Tabitha and the three of us – Vicky, Snow, and I – worked our way through the forest and back towards the trees which we’d used to traverse to and from my room in our Original World.



Chapter 8: We’re Going Back?  Already?!
The look Maria gave me was one that could scald the bark off a willow tree, the moment I stepped through the portal and back into my room.  “Where have you been?  Why has your walkie-talkie been turned off.  Why's Vicky in shackles?  Where’d they come from?  Who's this girl?  Why's she naked?  What took so long?  Are you okay?  Why aren't you answering me?”

It was one endless question after another!  Finally, I had to reach and put my hands over her mouth and audibly “HUSH” her, before Maria called down enough so I could get a word in edgewise.  Closing the portal behind us, I handed her the key for Vicky's shackles, as I sat down in the closet and began to strip out of my clothes.  Wide-eyed at her new surroundings, Snow eased herself back into one of the corners of the room and squatted down nervously.

“I’m fine.  We're fine,” I assured Maria once we were all naked.  “This is Snow, and she's going to be staying with us now.”

“Snow?”  Maria asked, cocking an eyebrow questioningly at me.

“It's a long story for a short trip,” I sighed, utterly exhausted.  Honestly, I didn't realize how exhausted I was, until I got back home safe and sound.  Between the heat, the humidity, the uncertainty of being in an Otherworld, and the foreignness of all the races, slaves, and shinta bullshit, I was literally wiped out.  “Vicky, go fix us all a nice bath if you will.”

“Certainly, Master!”  Just as chipper as always, it didn't seem like strutting around a foreign land like a death-row inmate all chained up bothered Vicky in the slightest.

“Let's see…  Where should I start?” I asked Maria, as soon as Vicky was gone from the room.

“From the beginning of course,” Maria snorted impatiently.

“Snow, come,” I ordered her, moving out of Maria's closet just far enough to flop on her bed.  After a brief pause, Maria and Snow both followed, with Maria flopping down in the chair in her desk and Snow gingerly crawling across my fat body to squirm uncomfortably in the bed beside me.  “You okay?” I asked her gently.

“Horny,” she whispered back softly.  “Great-father dosed me heavily back in his shop.  It's going to be hard for me to adjust,” she whined lightly.

“What language is that?  I don't recognize it at all,” Maria asked, frowning heavily.

“No idea,” I told her, shrugging lightly.  “If you’ll grab my pack out of the closet, there's a set of earrings in the side pocket that's been magicked to allow the wearer to understand any language.”

“Really?”  Bouncing up, Maria quickly rushed back into the closet and dragged our travel pack back out.  

“Supposedly,” I answered.  “If I didn't get scammed.  For whatever reason – probably something to do with the wish I made – I can both speak and understand the language perfectly.  Hell, it even sounds like respectable American English to me!”

“Have her say something,” Maria chuckled excitedly, dangling both earrings from her ears.

“Keep in mind,” I warned Maria, “she won't be able to understand you.  You’ll just be able to understand her.”

“Got it,” Maria confirmed excitedly.

“Snow,” I asked gently, “why'd your great-father, as you called him, trade you and dose you as heavily as he did?”

“Oh!  It's not because I did anything wrong,” Snow explained worriedly, apparently concerned that I was doubting her worth.  “He sold me to stop me from learning,” she explained angrily, “and he dosed me to make it hard for me to concentrate to use what I’ve learned already.”

“I’m a woman,” she explained calmly, seeing my face wrinkle in confusion.  “Great-father was waiting to marry me off to someone to form a strong business connection, but then he got wrapped up in his research and forgot.  I passed the age of most contracts and came home thinking I was free of such worries, and I devoted myself in studying the family business, hoping I could help with it in a few years.”

“When great-father found out,” Snow explained sadly, “he blew his top and had me locked in my room.  That was two moonings ago, and now he's sold me to a farwalker so that even if I do learn to concentrate enough to use alchemy, it won't be in a land where I’ll be competing with his male heirs for business.”

“NUHHHNNN…”  Groaning heavily, Snow squirmed hard back and forth.  Bringing her knees up towards her chin, she slowly reached down and began to softly rub between her legs in an attempt to ease the painful throbbing that was assailing her virgin neither-regions.  

“I understood her,” Maria breathlessly whispered, completely awestruck.  “And that's damn awful!  Sold by her family just so she can't compete with them for business?  And what's she mean about being dosed?”

“Umm… Lifetime dose of super Viagra,” I explained, thumbing a finger towards Snow, who was vigorously playing with herself now.  “Apparently the Other World thinks the difference between man and beast is as simple as the ability to control one's sexual urges, though I don't know why,” I admitted lamely.

“But, since they don't view slaves as people anymore,” I could only shrug at my ignorance on the subject, “they do something to them to basically keep them eternally horny and ready for bouncing.  And, apparently, Snow got a double-dose.”

“A jar full,” Snow corrected, groaning piteously.  “It's normally enough for at least a dozen slaves,” she gasped breathlessly.

“Holy shit, that sounds bad,” Maria muttered, staring at Snow wide-eyed.  “We’ve got to get her an antidote for that shit soon!”  It's rare for Maria to cuss often, but I agree completely with her sentiment!

“No…  No…  OHHHHH… There's nooo antidote,” Snow moaned, having trouble getting the words out.

That dirty old bastard old man!!  He cheated the hell out of me!  Traded me a problem he was having, and he made certain it couldn't do anything but moan continuously, worthlessly!  I wanted a slave I could question and learn about the world from – not some mindlessly horny bimbo beauty!

How the hell am I supposed to learn anything decent out of her when she's like this?!

“Snow, go back in the closet,” I commanded, utterly disgusted.  “Me and my Nister have a lot of things to discuss, and it's going to be hard to talk over your moaning and groaning.”

“Sorry, Master.”  Forcing herself to stop masterbating, Snow squirmed her way back across my body.  Crawling down into the floor, she somehow managed to clench her legs together long enough to make it into the closet before she started back up heavily on herself once again.

Easing up, I shut the door behind her, leaving her alone and undisturbed in the dark.  Out of sight and out of mind.  Sometimes a soundproof house is useful for a few things.

“Bath’s ready!”  Bouncing brightly into the room, Vicky interrupted whatever Maria was going to say, before she could say it.

“Then let's go,” I told them both, leading the way out of the room and down into the luxury of a nice bath.




“Well, I guess I can somewhat see the connection between sex and humanity,” Maria sighed deeply, after listening to me talk about the other world for a good half hour in the bath.  “After all,” she reasoned, “what's the difference between the races you saw in the city, and the races that are considered monsters outside?”

“I dunno,” I shrugged, honestly not caring as I soaked in the cool water and embraced Vicky's soft body in my arms.

“Sex is a big part of it,” Maria chuckled lightly.  “Think about it.  What are orcs, goblins, and such beasts infamous for?”

“Murderizing people?”  I haphazard to guess.

“Raping and pillaging,” Maria snorted.  “Don't you ever read *anything*?”  She asked me sarcastically.  “Besides porn,” she added, before I could speak up.

“From all the fantasy stories I’ve ever read,” Maria explained patiently, “orcs and goblins and other such foul creatures rape and breed with all the other races, in an attempt to either grow stronger, or just to slate their insatiable lust.  Compare that to the beast-men and other races which live alongside people, and you can see an obvious difference between them.”

“I just can't figure why they'd sexualize slaves so much though,” Maria sighed exasperated.  “It doesn't make sense to me at all.”

“They dehumanize them to control them,” Vicky answered her, surprisingly.  “You’d have to walk the city and see the sheer number of slaves for it to make sense.  Even a lot of the free people are roaming around naked and starving,” Vicky told her sadly.  “If the slaves were to rise up in revolt, I doubt the normal people could do much to stop them -- so the slaves are pushed down heavily to keep them in line and to let the free people have someone they can feel superior over.”

“And what's the deal with the ones like they thought Vicky was?”  Maria asked, heavily in thought.  “The sinta, I think you called it?”

“Shinta,” I corrected chuckling,  it isn't that often when Maria is wrong about anything, so I have to savor the moments when I can.”

“From what I’ve sorted out,” I shrugged uncertainly, “using all my game logic from years of nerdingness, the best I can come up with seems to be a wizards verses priests theme.  Priests get magic from divine miracles gifted by the gods, while wizards seem to work the natural magic in the world.  Since nobody is actually controlling those wizards, they're all *shinta* – corrupted priests.”

“They're massively shackled and treated ever lower than slaves or beasts in town,” I told Maria, “but you can undo them in the wilds and in dungeons.  Apparently, they're just much too useful and too powerful to just dispose of.  So they're beat down, turned into less than slaves, and ultimately dominated until they can prove useful.”

“Don't worry,” Vicky giggled lightly, taunting Maria teasingly.  “You’ll get to experience a lot of it on your own, no matter what.  At best,” she snickered, “you’ll end up a slave there.  It's only the slaves that have their hair removed to make them stand out,” Vicky pointed out taunting Maria.  “And apparently, if you want to learn magic – which you’ve already said you do repeatedly – then you’re going to end up a *shinta* instead.”

“Then I guess I’ll just end up a shinta,” Maria snorted, completely dismissing any doubt on the subject.

“You’d end up even less than the beasts in the city,” I warned her, completely not being able to see Maria in that light.

“You might end up having to sprawl out and even pleasure some stray mutt,” Vicky taunted, making me wonder where the hell she got that idea from.  Did she see something in some alleyway or somewhere that I overlooked?

“Not a big deal,” Maria shrugged it off completely.  “I’ll just close my eyes and the problem will go away,” Maria snorted arrogantly.  “It's not like I’d notice anyway.  I’d just look up every so often to see if it's left yet.  The real question is, what are *you* going to do when that happens?”  Laughing lightly, Maria smirked back over at Vicky evilly, reminding her she was in the same boat.

“I’d enjoy myself,” Vicky giggled shamelessly.  “The only way I’d end up like that is if my Master desired it, and I’d be happy to put on the best show I could for him!”

“Slut,” Maria snorted derisively.

All I could do is sigh sadly.  All the women around me are broken badly.  Good luck fucking them up, Other World!  They're already fucked up beyond repair!

“And just what are we going to do with Miss Super-Sexed who’s currently moaning up a storm in the closet?”  I asked, trying to draw everyone’s attention back to her and away from arguing with each other.

“Sell her before she humps herself to death,” Maria advised, obviously not caring about the girl.  “If we could fix her, I’d love to pick her brain on alchemy and other subjects, but she's been Alcheagraed to the point of stupidity.”

“Alche-what-ed?”  I had no idea what the hell she was talking about.

“Alchemy plus Viagra,” Maria chuckled.  “Alche-agra!  She’s been Alche-agraed to the point of stupidity.”

“Life Lusted,” Maria giggled.  “It just sounds better.  Or, in her case, Ultra Life Lusted!”

“Life Lusted…  I like that term,” Maria agreed amiably.  “Let's use it.  Snow has been Ultra Life Lusted to the point of stupidity.  You should sell, or trade, her before she humps herself to death.”

“Or pay a Priest or a Shinta to fix her,” Vicky suggested.  “We can go back into the city tomorrow and trade some stuff for money, and then find one of those people with magic and have them fix her.  Tell them she was accidentally overdosed or something, and let them wiggle their fingers to make her like all the other slaves.  They might stay horny, but at least the others seem to stay functional for more than just mindless moaning.”

“That sounds good,” Maria agreed readily.  Only change is, I want to go tomorrow, instead of Vicky.  You can have me appraised like you did her, so I’ll know if I can learn magic, or not.”

“No!  I'm going with Master,” Vicky instantly denied the idea.

“Maria can come with me tomorrow,” I told them both decisively, before they could start fighting.  “She’ll play the role of a slave, and we’ll skip the appraisal for now.”

“But…”  Maria interrupted.

“No buts.”  I cut her off strongly before she could finish her objection.  “It's going to be a hard enough pain-in-my-ass to have to drag moaning Miss moan-face around the forest and city.  Do you think I could manage her alone, with your arms shackled behind your back and your feet cuffed?”

“The reason I’m taking *you*,” I pointed out to the both, “is because you can help me and Vicky can't, due to the extreme measures taken to limit the shinta in town.”

“Besides,” I sighed slightly, reminding Maria, “just cause you’ve been appraised as having an ability to use magic, that doesn't mean squat until we actually uncover a means to actually learn it as well.  It's like saying as humans we have the potential to be able to walk on the moon, yet only a handful of humanity has ever actually did it!”

“Fine.”  Maria finally agreed though she didn't like it, while Vicky simply pouted silently.  WHY the hell Vicky would ever want to go back after spending a whole day with her arms chained behind her back and her whole body in chains and shackles is completely beyond me, but, sure enough, she was pouting over having to stay home.

Which leads me to reaffirm a conclusion which I’ve came to multiple times in my life -- **WOMEN ARE FUCKING WEIRD!!**

Finally getting out of the bath, we enjoyed a nice meal and then I went on to bed to rest up.  The girls might have limitless energy, but I sure as hell don't.  The heat and pressure and nerves all kicked my ass today.  It's absolutely astonishing to think that *only* a single daylight period – not even a single real day yet!! – has passed with everything that's happened since this morning!

Sleeping soundly, I left it to the girls to deal with Moaning McMoanface, and to sort out whatever they thought we might be able to sell and trade for a profit tomorrow.


Chapter 9: Teased
I slept like the dead the rest of that afternoon; it wasn’t until after sunset when Vicky just *POOFED* into my bad and crashed on top of me, before I actually awoke.   “Everything okay?”  I asked her groggily, as I was trying to wipe the crusted sleep out of my eyes.

“It's good,” Vicky assured me, snuggling up warmly to my side.

“Good,” I sighed contentedly, rolling over to gently immerse my face between her soft breasts.  With a simple thought, I grew them a couple of sizes and indulged myself in the warm feeling of being enveloped between her marshmallowy mounds.  “Is everything ready for tomorrow?  What’d you girls decide to try and trade?” 

“It’s all ready,” Vicky assured me, stroking my hair soft and motherly, as a suckled gently on her nipples, forcing them to slowly stand erect for my pleasure.  “After talking it over for a while, Maria and I came to the conclusion that the crazy old coot is someone more interested in production methods than actual end products.  What you traded to him might not necessarily trade anywhere else,” Vicky warned me.

“After all,” she whispered softly, so as to not disturb the gentle mood we had going between us, “look at the hand sanitizer.  It's nothing more complicated than a mixture of aloe vera gel and alcohol.  He couldn't have been overly interested in it,” Vicky insisted quietly.  “What he was probably truly interested in was the hand pump system inside it.  If he can figure it out, then he can revolutionize how wells and everything else works like that in the kingdom, making an incredible profit with a monopoly on the research.”

“Crazy old coot, as you call him,” she giggled, “was trading for a chance to research the materials and to study their production techniques.  He’s a technologist at heart, so his sense of value is probably much different than others who are product based.  You probably won't be able to trade the same things to everyone else that you traded to him, and unfortunately,” Vicky sighed sadly, “he’s probably spent all he can afford for research funds.  That’s why his last trade was Snow, rather than coin or wealth.”

“Makes sense,” I agreed, once more impressed by how impressive the girls were.  I think they do a much better job analyzing the situation behind things than I ever could – and I was the one there doing the talking and trading!  “So what did you guys finally settle on then?”  I asked curiously.

“From what I saw while we were there,” Vicky moaned lightly as I kissed gently on a sensitive spot, “Maria decided to take some food-based products in case you guys need to trade something with the poor, like we did with Tabitha.  She packed some spices to trade to the wealthy – for a lot of human history, rare spices used to be much more valuable than gold, so we both decided they’d be a fair bet.”

“Perfumes and anything with an odor, we ruled out completely,” Vicky sighed audibly, “which is a shame.  We’d both purchased a lot of stuff like that to try and trade with the women of the other side, but we ruled it out as impossible with all the beast-folk there.  Who knows how perfumes would affect their sensitive noses!”

“So food for the poor, and spices to sell,” I summarized succinctly, “but what’s our ‘big ticket’ items?  What are we looking to be able to trade to get rich again?  Those few relics I traded for yesterday would each and every one, be considered a fortune to the mass majority of the people we saw over there.”

“That's the problem,” Vicky sighed heavily.  “The wealth difference and the class divide isn't something we can account for yet.  We saw the poor.  Spoke with Tabitha – well, you did, but I could watch her at least and learn a bit observing her actions.  But the wealthy are almost like a complete other world, in the other world.  They dress different.  They walk different.  They're educated different and have vasty different desires and priorities.”

“From what little I saw as we walked up in the rich section of town,” Vicky frowned, thinking back on the moment.  “The city is almost divided equally between the slums and an exclusive gated community where billionaires live.  One side is so poor, they can't afford even to buy a loincloth to cover themselves; while the other is so rich they don't need to actually buy anything else.”

“Maria and I have decided to call it ‘The Chainsaw Conundrum’,” Vicky laughed lightly.

“Chainsaw Conundrum?”  Having contented myself with enjoying her oversized marshmallows, I finally willed Vicky's chest back to its normal, only slightly-superiorly endowed size.  Sliding back up in the bed to where we were laying face-to-face, I contented myself with just holding her while we were talking.  Sexy time can come after!

“Well, think about taking a chainsaw to the Other World.”  Giggling lightly, Vicky leaned forward and kissed me gently on the nose before going, “Brooodddeenn!! Broooodeen!!”

What the hell kind of chainsaw makes a sound like that?!  She utterly baffled me with her chainsaw imitation.

“The poor, who could use it, broooden brooodeen,” Vicky giggled playfully, “couldn't afford it.  The rich, who could afford it, wouldn't use it.  **Well that's a nice noisy treecutter you have there**,” Vicky tried – and once again failed horribly – at imitating apparently a wealthy person of the other side.  “**Not as nice as my magical mythril battleaxe of plant slaying, but still nice.  At least the monsters will be able to find you in the woods!  Har!  Har!”

God, Vicky's skills at imitating things and people truly sucks.  Her rich guy impression reminds me of a young child inhaling from the helium balloons!  But, I see her point.  “Then what do you guys suggest we try and sale to those rich bastards who have everything already?”

“Anything they can't possibly have,” Vicky giggled, smiling brightly, as if it was the simplest thing in the world.  “Honestly, a chainsaw would probably sell for a fortune – to the right person.  Not for its usefulness, but for its uniqueness.  Noisy, smoking, chain-twirling one-of-a-kind moveable artwork!  Somebody, somewhere, on the other side, with so much money they don't give a crap what they spend it on, would pay a fortune for one just for its uniqueness!”

“Which *still* doesn't tell me what you guys actually packed for us to trade in the morning,” I grumbled, staring to get moody over the whole situation.  I wasn't looking for an economy lesson!  I just wanted to know what the hell was in my pack for in the morning!”

“It's a secret,” Vicky giggled, sticking her tongue out at me playfully.

As if I’d let her get away with that!  It's Sexy Time™, you tease!!

For at least the next three minutes at least!  My stamina is slowly improving all the time, can't you tell?!



Chapter 10: The Birth of the Queen Slave
Waking well-rested the next morning, Vicky was still snuggled contentedly between my legs, gently nuzzling on my manhood like usual.  Even before I could stretch or move, she leaned back long enough to wish me a quiet little, “Good morning,” before going back to happily suckling on my limp noodle like a baby with a pacifier.  How the hell she even knew I was awake is completely beyond me.

“Morning,” I yawned back sleepily.  Holding open my arms, Vicky immediately squirmed her body up to snuggle tightly in them, without me saying a word.  “Anything come up overnight that I need to know about?”  I asked lazily, leaning forward to steal a few gentle kisses from her lips.

“Nothing, Master.”  Leaning forward to match me, Vicky returned the kisses freely.  “Last night was all peaceful,” she assured me, returning my affection warmly with her own.

“Umu… Good.”  With nothing to really worry concern myself over this morning, I devoted my whole attention to Sexy Time™.  

Now don't get me wrong, or anything.  It's not that I'm a horny bugger just out to ravish Vicky's more than perfect body.  I’m not!  Loving her to the point where my pecker is all pecked-out, is a necessity for going to the Other World, apparently!  One wrong erection at some public area and I might end up being declared more beast than man, or some bullshit!

The customs and morals of the Other World are stupid as hell, in my opinion.  They're certainly not like anything which we tend to have here in This World….

…Or… well, maybe they're not COMPLETELY different.  Getting an erection in the middle of class is a surefire way to be mocked and made fun of in This World.  I imagine it's probably the same at a work environment.  Maybe we're not that different after all?

Regardless!  I’ve got a Vicky in my arms for now, and I'll Sexy Time™ the hell out of her this morning and then it won't be an issue either way!


Getting dressed and going downstairs ten minutes later, we decided to sit and eat breakfast in the living room.  Well, I ate breakfast and the two girls sat together at my feet and watched T.V. while I did so.  Meals still suck, but maybe if we can get Snow fixed, they won't be as horrible anymore.  It's nice to have other people to actually eat with!

“I bet they’ve all just ran off somewhere together,” Maria snorted, listening to the latest updates on the missing students from our school.  

Two girls and four boys were now reported missing in total, with all of them having ties to the football team.  All four of the boys played football, one girl was a cheerleader, and the last one’s brother was one of the missing football players.  Add in Brock still lurking around somewhere hidden, and there was all sorts of speculation about what was going on in our little community in the news.

“Sounds like it's starting to turn into some blowback for mother,” Vicky sighed worriedly.  “That last commenter basically just claimed they were hiding as a means to counterprotest the Bloomer Burn movement which puts them in such a negative light.”

“But wasn't Amber part of the movement?”  I asked while shoveling large spoonfuls of Captain Crunch down my throat for breakfast.  “Wasn't she streaking?  Didn't she shave her head?  Why would she protest in now, if she supported it so strongly the first day you guys rioted?”

“I don't think she’d protest against it at this point,” Vicky sighed helplessly, “but I don't know anything.  I honestly haven't been keeping up with my phone at all, since we went into lockdown.  Yesterday, I couldn't have even if I wanted to.  There's no service in the Other World,” she giggled lightly.

“Then catch up with the Sisterhood of Gossip while me and Maria are gone today,” I ordered her.  “We need to stay abreast of things changing as we might get called down for another Family Meeting™ anytime.  You might end up getting that precious credit card taken away if the idiots push back hard enough to stall or cancel the Bloomer Burn movement.  Honestly, who knows how those idiots on the news will end up affecting us!”

“For now, school is canceled for the foreseeable future,” Maria chuckled happily.  “Which is great for us as it gives us a chance to learn and explore the Other World some for now, without fretting over our attendance.”

“There’s talk of switching to remote learning if things stay out of control for too long, but first they have to make certain every household is prepared for it,” Vicky informed me.  “But that probably won’t occur until the beginning of next month, if at all.  I think everyone is still hoping the police will sort everything out, catch Brock, and the idiots will come back from whatever party-place they’re hanging out at.”

“I think so too,” Maria agreed.  “No one wants to invest money they don’t really need to, to solve a problem that’ll go away on its own in time.  So, are you about ready to go?”  Changing the subject, she grinned expectantly as she turned her attention back up towards me.

“I am,” I told her, sitting my plate and bowl down on the couch, “but you’re not.  You can’t go into the Other World as you are now, you Enfisses!”

“Enfisses?  What the heck is an enfisses?”  Baffled, Maria and Vicky both looked at me like I was stupid.

“N. F. S. S,” I spelled out each letter carefully.  “Not Free, Slave, or Shinta,” I told her seriously.  “You’re not a free person,” I explained, “because you have no pubic hair.  You’re not a slave as your nipples aren’t perked to high heaven.  You’re not a shinta as you’re not properly shackled to be one in the city.”

“You stand out as an aberration, no matter how you look at it,” I told Maria regretfully.  “And you don’t get stiff, and you can’t grow hair, and there’s no reason for you to go if you’re all shackled up and can’t help me with Snow.”

“Then fake it,” Maria said simply.

“And how do you suggest doing that? Have Vicky grow pubes, shave her, and then glue them to your crotch?”  Snorting, I found the concept ludicrous.

“I was thinking simpler,” Maria chuckled.  “We’ll just pierce my nipples, dangle a small weight from them, and that’ll keep them stretched out like they’re erect but being punished or trained.  It’s a simple fix.”

“But..”  I wanted to object because such an idea sounds rather painful and uncomfortable to me, but then Maria.  

Maria is broken.  Can’t feel shit.  She could tug her nipples damn off and it wouldn’t bother her.  Honestly, I can’t say I like the idea, but with the expectant look on her face, I can’t refuse it.

“Fine,” I sighed, defeated.  “You and Vicky take care of that – I don’t want to have anything to do with stretching my Nister’s nipples out of shape.  When you’re finished, I’ll do a quick final inspection check, and then we’ll cross over to the other side and leave Vicky here today.

“We’re on it!”  Hopping up, both girls ran off upstairs while I was left to wash and clean up my breakfast plates by myself.


Arriving in Maria’s room a few minutes later, I was flabbergasted to make several completely unexpected discoveries.  First, Maria wasn’t just a slave – apparently, she was the *queen high-empress of the slaves*!

From the moment when I walked through her door, Maria completely and utterly dazzled me.  Sure, she might be just as naked as the day she was born, but what she was wearing was worth more than any dozen designer suits or dresses put together.  Half a dozen necklaces adorned her neck and hung at various lengths between her breasts.  Multiple bracelets hung at her wrists, and fancy anklets draped exquisitely at her feet.  A golden belt wrapped around her waist, and two more golden chained belts crisscrossed her chest and highlighted her bare breasts.  Maria’s ears had multiple earrings both clipped to them, and also dangling low from them; as did her nipples and womanly lips between her legs.

Gold and platinum filled the eyes, with various rubies, diamonds, and emeralds sparkling and glittering across her body from head to toe.  Hell, she even had some sort of jeweled headband draped over the top of her head, with chains of jeweled silver and gold hanging down from it and laying all along the back and sides of her head like hair.

Maria was, as best as I could estimate with my poor financial sense for jewelry, currently a six-million dollar woman!!

“What do you think?”  Twirling, Maria laughed happily as my jaw almost hit the floor in amazement.  “Slaves don’t wear clothes,” she reminded me, smirking happily, “but you said it was fine to dress them up and show them off as long as they weren’t attempting to hide themselves.  I’m not hiding anything,” she declared defiantly.

“No…  No, you’re not,” I agreed, trying to push my eyeballs back into my head.  “Are… Are you certain it’s a good idea to wear all that?”  I asked her nervously.  “Or even to sell or trade all that?  What if it’s needed for some sort of internal audit later, or if Vicky’s mom wants to see it to see where all her hard earned money has been going?”

“Hard earned my foot,” Maria snorted.  “More like hard-scammed from the idiots who think politicians are actually out to make their lives better for them.  Besides,” she admitted sheepishly, “they’re not all real.”

“They’re not?”  I asked suspiciously.  They all look damn real to me!

“Only about a third of them could be considered proper jewels or gemstones,” Vicky giggled, seeing my doubtful face.  “Another third of them are synthetic gemstones, like cubic zirconium, and the rest are absolutely costume jewelry with high quality glass or plastic gems in them.”

“We wanted to check to see if they could tell the difference, or if they’d even care,” Maria laughed lightly.  “Honestly, what I’m wearing isn’t as expensive as you think it to be.  I doubt we spent over five or six hundred thousand for all of this.”

“Definitely less than a million,” Vicky agreed, looking strangely satisfied for some odd reason.

Less than a million.  Ha. Ha.  

Fuck my life – WOMEN ARE FUCKING WEIRD!!  Who the hell thinks “less than a million” isn’t a big ass deal?  Apparently when it comes to jewelry, women don’t!

Sighing heavily, all I could do is shrug helplessly.  In the end, I have to admit, it does give us quite a bit of leeway to buy, sell, and trade for whatever we want.  Precious gems and rare jewels are valuable no matter where you go – and that includes even to another world, from what I saw last time.

“Fine.”  I give up.  They’ll do what they’re going to do.  “What else are we taking with us?”

“We’re both going to take a compound bow, a quiver of arrows, a katana, and those packs over there,” Maria told me, pointing off to the side where two heavily packed backpacks sat ready to go.

“Fine.  Whatever.”  I was curious why we’d bother with the weapons after the way my hatchet and knife got appraised last time, but I really didn’t have the heart to even ask about it. 
Digging into my pocket, I pulled out a few more pieces of jewelry and made certain to pass those over to Maria.  “Here, put these on,” I ordered, “and don’t even think about trading them for anything else.  The ring is one that I traded for yesterday and it’s supposed to protect like chain armor, and the armlet is one which keeps the wearer cool and protects from the outlandish heat on the other side.  You’ll need both of those and the translation earrings, if you’re going to the Other World with me.”

“Already got those on,” Maria confirmed happily, shaking her head to show off the dangling loops hanging from her ears.  Sliding the ring on her finger and clasping the armlet around her upper arm, we both took a moment to slide into the packs and don the rest of the gear.

“All ready to go?” I asked, regretfully wishing that I didn’t have the foresight to take several tums by now this morning.  Making a mental note, I promised myself that I was going to invest in them for the future.

“All ready!”  Maria exclaimed excitedly.

Sighing deeply, I went over to her closet door and opened it – only to find that we really weren’t!

There, not two feet in front of the door, laid Snow.  Passed out in a puddle of her own juices, with the leg of an old stool shoved up deep between her legs, apparently she’d piddled herself until sheer exhaustion and dehydration overcame her sometime between last night and this morning.

“Shit!  Shit!  Shit!”  Groaning heavily, I couldn’t help but think she was dead – having humped herself to death last night!

Looking just as worried as I felt, Vicky bent down to check on her.  “She’s alive,” she declared after a few tense moments.  “Just beyond the point of total exhaustion, I think,” she told us cautiously.  

“Fine.”  Sighing heavily, I stepped over her and on into the closet itself.  “We’ll leave her here for you to deal with for now, Vicky.  Maria and I will go and see about doing some trading, and I’ll look to see if we can rent a mule or borrow a wheelbarrow or something in town.  If she can’t help with even the least bit of walking, I seriously doubt me and Maria can drag her all the way through the forest and to any temple for healing – and she’s in no shape to help take a single step right now!”

Opening the portal to the other side, I told her, “We’ll go find something so we can deal with her, and we’ll try and be back by no later than two o’clock if possible.  If you can, Vicky, try and get a couple of Maria’s protein drinks in her and don’t let her play with herself anymore.  Put the damn shinta shackles on her, if you need to and chain her arms behind her back.  We’ll be back as soon as possible!”

And, with that, I stepped through the portal and basically ran from having to deal with the mess than was Snow.

Chapter 11: Who’s worthy?
The heat and humidity on the other side were just as intense as the day before, but their effects didn't bother me near as much as previously.  That magical bracelet which is supposed to help keep its wearer cool was really doing its shit properly!  Even though the air was scorching around us, I was cooly comfortable wearing the same style clothes as I’d had on the day before.  Sure, they might not suit the environment, but people thought I was a High Lord wearing them, and I wasn't going to fuck with that!  Particularly with Maria's outrageous outfit she had on!

Lowering the ladder to the ground, I slowly and carefully climbed down after making certain I didn't see anyone around, and then I held it steady to help Maria climb down and join me.  A quick tug of the fishing string pulled the rope ladder back up into the trees, and I closed the gateway above us.  

“Let's go,” I whispered to Maria, motioning for her to follow me as I deliberately avoided the road this time.  The guards were nice enough and all last time.  I just don't want to take any chance on them deciding they need to appraise Maria and put her in shackles like with Vicky yesterday.  

The rules for Shinta are really Shit-a!

Working our way quietly through the forest, it wasn't long before we came to the wall separating the travel zone from the rest of the city.  Using it as a guideline, we cautiously stayed concealed in the forest until reaching the wide opening going out into the city proper.  Checking both ways to make certain no guard patrol was available on the path, I quickly rushed Maria and we both hurried through the exit and into the city proper.

“Welcome to An’kar of Ry’bar,” I told Maria, flourishing a deep bow once we were safely to the side of the entrance and not blocking traffic.

“It…  It's astounding!”  Staring wide-eyed, Maria was lost in the sight.  Knowing exactly how she felt, I waited patiently, leaning against the wall, so she could take as long as she wanted to adjust to the view.

“Lord Tastysnacks!”  Rushing up from who-knows-where, Tabitha happily skipped to a stop in front of us, grinning excitedly.  “You can feel,” she offered, “if you want.”

Chuckling lightly, I ignored the tail that twitched playfully in front of me.  Instead, I reached out and gave both her tiny cat-boobs a gently squeeze, enjoying them with my hands.  Looking puzzled, Tabitha frowned lightly at me, but she didn't pull away or complain.

“What brings Lord Tastysnacks back into the city?  Do you need a guide again?”  Tail twitching excitedly, it was obvious that she was hoping for me to say yes to her.

“We do,” Maria answered for me.  “And we want to go to the best school in the city.”

“Ehh?  She talks funny, Lord Tastysnacks.”  Obviously, Tabitha couldn't make out a single word Maria had just said.

“She's saying you're hired,” I chuckled lightly, finally letting go of her small chest.  “She's wanting you to lead us to the best school in the city, and we’ll pay you with some of the tastiest snacks you've never had before, when we stop and take a break for lunch later.”

“Sure thing!”  Tail jerking straight from excitement, Tabitha turned and began to energetically bounce down the street leading the way.

“Follow her,” I told Maria, before reminding her, “She can't understand you.  Remember?  The earrings are one-way translation devices.  No one here, but me, will have any idea what you're saying.”

“Unless they have some sort of translation ability,” Maria corrected.  “I was just testing things with little miss squeeze-my-tatas there.  Are all the people here *that* friendly?”

“I don't think so.”  Shrugging helplessly, I honestly couldn't be certain.  “I think it's just cause she likes me.  Or likes my snacks,” I admitted sheepishly.

“Well give her all the best snacks you can find,” Maria chuckled happily.  “They're cheap to buy, and if they earn you the loyalty of someone on this side, they're worth every cent spent on them.”

“Got it,” I assured her, as we both shut up and happily listened to Tabitha while she was in her ‘tour guide’ mode.  The path we walked today was slightly different than the path we walked yesterday, so everything she pointed out was brand new to the both of us.


After walking all the way back to the wealthy side of town, and transversing through it for a good period of time, we finally arrived at our destination.  Once again, we were standing in front of a large gateway leading inside a large area surrounded by massively tall walls.  

At this point, I have a feeling that stone walls are considered to be the standard ‘picket fence’ for this Other World.  *Every* place of any respectable size that I’ve seen so far, seems to have a massive stone wall surrounding it.  I suppose when you live in a land where monsters exist and want to eat people, it just makes sense to put as much of a barrier between yourself and then as is feasibly possible.

“The Blackhaven Academy,” Tabitha informed us, arrogantly strutting past the guards standing near the gates.  They looked as if they wanted to say something and stop her, but seeing how Tabitha was walking freely and talking with me and Maria, they didn't dare.  “Home to the rich, the snooty, and the snooty-rich who teach them,” Tabitha introduced the school to us.

“We want to see their practice ground,” Maria told me.  “Where they teach the students fighting and such.”

“Sure,” I told her, then repeated her words back for Tabitha.

“This way,” Tabitha smirked, and then shrugged back at us lightly.  “Maybe.  I think,” she laughed depreciably.  “To tell you the truth, Lord Tastysnacks,” Tabitha admitted, her tail twitching excitedly, “I’ve never actually been in here before.  The guards won't allow one of my status past the gates normally.  But I *think* its that way,” she shrugged helplessly, pointing off towards our left.

“Then lead on,” I told her, patting her head lightly.  One direction was as good as any other as far as I was concerned.  Hell – I didn't even know why we’d came here actually.  I was just doing as Maria wanted!

“You shut up,” Maria told me firmly.  “Just watch and be quiet while we're here,” she demanded.  “Look judgmental and arrogant, but leave everything else in here to me for now.”

“You do remember nobody can understand you.  Right?”  I tried to remind her, but it was to no avail.  

“Good.  That's the look you should have,” Maria assured me, laughing lightly.

“I was right Lord Tastysnacks!  See, you can probably hear them practicing now as well,” Tabitha crowed excitedly, patting herself on the back.

Sure enough, the sound of metal clashing against metal was obvious in the distance now.  Walking towards it for a few minutes – (How big is this damn school anyway??) – we finally came upon a large open field where dozens of young men and women clashed swords and other various weapons together.

Calmly walking up to the edge of the sawdust covered circle that formed the practice field, Maria shouted at the top of her lungs.  “WHO’S WORTHY?  IS THERE ANY HERE WORTHY?”

Several youngsters turned their attention in her direction, hearing her yell in an unknown language, only to get clobbered by the older looking men and women who were obviously training them.

“IS THERE ANY HERE WORTHY?  OR ARE YOU ALL WORTHLESS TRASH?”  Walking around the circumference of the circle, Maria continued to yell and shout at all the warriors pounding away on each other on the inside.

“You can't be here.”  One of the older warriors finally broke off where he was teaching and starting walking towards Maria, looking irritated.

“ARE YOU WORTHY?”  Stopping her walk around the edge, Maria stood and defiantly looked the much larger gentleman up and down.  At a good six foot tall, wearing heavy leathers, and carrying a huge battleaxe in his right hand, he towered head and shoulders over Maria.  

“YOU’RE NOT WORTHY,” she yelled at him, dismissing the man completely as she nonchalantly turned and began walking the edge of the circle again.

“Hahahaha!  You're not worthy!”  A voice echoed tauntingly from the backside of the training field, where a bunch of old men sat and hunkered together on a long bench watching the field.  

“I always knew that putz wasn't worthy!”  Another old voice cackled out to join the first in raucous laughter.

Nodding, satisfied that she'd found what she was looking for, Maria arrogantly strolled casually through the center of the practice field going directly towards the benches where the older warriors watched and cackled in amusement.  Battles broke up.  People stood aside and looked at each other stupidly.  A few stared at Maria in blank amazement, but none actually tried to stop her as she confidently crossed the center of the field like Moses parting the Red Sea.

“That's amazing,” Tabitha whispered in awe, so shocked that not even her tail could twitch as she watched Maria breathlessly.  “If you walk on the field, you're fair game whatever happens,” she explained, unblinkingly.

“Let's circle around so we can see what's going on better,” I told her.  Maria might have the crazy and the confidence to stroll across a field full of dumbstruck warriors, but I’m lacking in both those qualities.  I’ll happily circle around and keep on the outside of that Circle of Brainless Bashingness!

Their practice utterly disrupted, the trainers motioned for the students to take a break, as the whole field followed behind Maria as she confidently strode over to the group of guffawing elderly.  Honestly, they looked like a bunch of baby chicks chasing after the tail feathers of the mama hen, as Maria strolled over and then sat down calmly in front of the old timers.

“All of you are too old to be worthy,” Maria sighed, shaking her head sadly as she evaluated the older warriors.

“Worthy for what?”  One of the old men asked, obviously able to understand her perfectly fine.

“Worthy to become the proud owner of one of my Master’s prized weapons,” Maria answered him sadly.  “Master tasked me to find one of wealth, status, strength, and heart who might be worthy to wield one of his masterpieces, but I’m afraid it's hard to find anyone suitable.”

“Wealth, status, strength, and heart,” one of the old men chuckled lightly, sounding intrigued.  “You’ve got quite the opinion there of your master’s work,” the man laughed.  “Let's see it, if you can.  Between us, we know every warrior here who’s worth knowing…

“…and know several who aren't,” another old man interrupted, snorting irritably.

“That too,” the first admitted grumpily.  “Show us what you have and we’ll point you to a few decent prospects.”

Frowning, Maria made a point of looking as if she was considering his proposal, before finally nodding to herself and pulling the bow off her shoulder.  “Who here is warrior enough to wield this?”  She asked arrogantly, holding the bow out towards the old men.

Taking it, one of the older gentlemen frowned heavily and then passed it down to another who repeated the process.

“Made of an unique alchemical process, and designed with complex mechanics which would confound the greatest bow makers,” Maria bragged shamelessly.  “With a draw that would challenge most men, and an arrow speed capable of crossing the whole of the weapon field in a single second.”

“That's not all that impres..” One of the men started to say.

“…And that's before either the bow or arrows are enchanted,” Maria snorted, interrupting the man.  “My Master believes a true weapon should be sold unaltered, so that the one worthy enough to be its partner can have it fixed to suit their needs perfectly.  One man needs power.  Another prefers speed.  Yet a third wants silence and precision over all.”

“If the base is excellent,” Maria chuckled, “then the artisan would be a fool to have it enchanted to suit his needs.  That should be left for the final owner to decide how to enhance it properly, not the idiot crafter.”

“HA!  I like that philosophy,” one of the old men declared.  “I’ll take it!”

“No, you won’t.”  Snorting, Maria denied him flatly.  “You’re too old to wield it.  You’re not worthy!”

“I’ll be damned!  There isn’t a bow made I can’t still use!”   Standing up, the old man proudly drew back the string on the bow and then held it looking confused.

“Eighty-pound draw,” Maria told him chuckling, “but only a twenty-pound hold.  It’s the marvel of the bow.”

“Eighty-pound draw?  Twenty-pound hold?”  The first old man looked at Maria quizzically, not understanding what she was saying.

“You could lift a young woman up off the ground with the same effort as it takes to draw that bow,” Maria explained to him patiently.  “You could then hold the bow drawn, as he’s currently doing, by only exerting the effort it’d take to hold a baby instead.”

“Bullshit,” the grumpy old man denied it flat out.  “If that’s so, it won’t shoot worth a shit!”

Laughing as if she was expecting someone to say something like that, Maria simply drew an arrow from her quiver and held it out towards the old man holding the bow.  Gently releasing the draw on the string, he gingerly took the arrow and knocked it.  Drawing the string back fully, the old man turned, smoothly found his target in the midst of all the bystanders and fired.

“BTWANG!!  ZZZZZPPPZZPT!!  TWWUSSHKKK!!”  The arrow released with a twang, instantly zipped across the short distance between the crowd, and disintegrated when it slammed into one tall warrior’s buff stomach.

Everyone went dead silent as the tall warrior lazily glanced down, then slowly looked back up at the old man.  “W..h..a..t..  y..o..u..  w..a..n..t..  t..o..  t..i..c..k..l..e..  m..e..  f..o..r..?”  With a voice as slow and as deep as a stone, the tall warrior slowly scratched his head in puzzlement.

“Ha!  If it can tickle old Stone, without being enchanted, that’s not shit,” the old man holding the bow cackled happily.  “I’ll take it.”

“You’re not wor…”

“For my grandson, dammit!”  The old man clarified, before Maria could deny him again.

“Your grandson hell,” one of the other old warriors snorted.  “I’ll take it for my granddaughter.”

“Oh yeah?  Put your money where your balls are, and shove it up your ass!  I’ll give ten thousand ren for it,” the old warrior holding the bow declared.

“Up *my* ass?!  Up *your* ass!  I’ll give…”

And that’s when the bidding war really broke out on the warrior’s field!!


Chapter 12:
Over the next hour, I learned several important lessons about life in general.  First was that rich and noble warriors have more pride than they do sense.  The fact that a mere *slave* would dare to tell them they weren't worthy enough to own a weapon prickled heavily at their pride.  Alone, they may have been able to ignore the insult to their pride, but surrounded by the gazes of their peers?  HA!

Add in the fact that old warriors carry old grudges against each other, and that just adds fuel to the fire!  Big Axe refuses to let Sharp Nose buy a prestigious weapon in front of him.  (Not their names, I don't think, but since I don't know their actual names, I feel free to call them whatever the hell I want.)  Sharp Nose gets pissed and bids twice as hard to spite Big Axe.  Old Fart pisses on them all by doubling the bid for his grandson. (Whom I presume would probably be compelled to “gift” it back to the Old Fart at the next available chance, from the way he's acting all sneaky stupid about it.)  Old Man I-have-a-crush-on-my-perfect-sexy-awesome-sexy-beautiful-sexy-granddaughter-who-looks-just-like-her-grandmother bids to trump over Old Fart.  

And each time the furor grudgingly starts to settle down, Maria makes some calm observation or denial which starts it back up again – which leads me to my second lesson learned: Don't fuck with Maria!!  Naked.  Helpless.  Surrounded by a hundred raging brutes full of wealth, power, and fighting spirit, who could each and every one squash her like a bug – and she kicked *all* their asses!  Financially speaking, of course.

Those idiots danced in the palm of her hand like little children crying outside a toy store two days before Christmas!  “Do your chores and maybe…”  “Eat your vegetables and maybe…”  “Hush and let me rest for a bit and maybe…”  Hanging on every word on the smallest chance that just maybe…

In the end, the two old fogies each won a bow.  Grandpa Crush won Maria’s bow for an astronomical sum for his granddaughter, and Grandpa Fart-face won the bow I was carrying for his supposed grandson – once he proved himself worthy of it *cough* *cough* -- for an almost equally stupid amount.  

Both katanas we had were sold to the younger generation for huge sums which boggled my mind as well.  Arrogant Prick – some blond haired, fancy pants boy whom I didn't like just by looking at – ended up with the katana Maria was carrying.  Princess Pointy-ears – an elven maiden, by all appearances with long ears, slim build, and forest green hair – ended up buying the katana which I’d lazily strapped to my hip as ordered earlier.

After that, we left the Blackhaven Academy with our faces burned forever into everyone's memories and our wallets much fuller thanks to the four “letters of credit* which I now carried.  Unlike most shops, wealthy individuals didn't parade around with a fortune on them at all times.  Instead, they had what was basically the equivalent of a bank account in our world – though usually one backed by some trustworthy entity such as a guild, school, temple, or kingdom – and then they basically wrote checks, or “letters of credit”, which transferred wealth from their account to another’s.

“Where to next, High Lord Tastysnacks?”  Apparently, watching Maria at work finally convinced Tabitha that I wasn't just a Lord in her eyes anymore.  I was promoted to become High Lord Tastysnacks now!

“The best jeweler in town,” Maria told me, smiling brightly.  She'd absolutely loved being the center of attention and having all the warriors dance in the palm of her hands.  I fear she might become impossible to live with after this!

Repeating her words for Tabitha – I can't really claim credit for “translating” them, since the wish magic apparently did it auto-magically – she led us out of the school and down several ridiculously fancy streets full of almost-covered people lazily walking about.  This section of town was leagues above where the poor wandered about!  Guards in various suits of armor were everywhere, and everyone carried themselves with an air of utter arrogance and confidence.

“Here,” Tabitha whispered meekly, standing respectfully to the side of an elaborate stained-glass door.  “The Diamond’s Rest,” she introduced the place, sounding almost reverent doing so.  “The town's lord owns this shop,” she informed us, sounding worried.

“Fuck ‘em!  It's not worthy.”  Snorting, I wrapped my arms around Tabitha's slender shoulders and tugged her away and down the street.  Hugging her close, I gently stole another squeeze of her cute little cat-boob, while telling her, “Take us to the best jewelry shop in town.  Not one owned by this trash!”  I don't know if the town lord is truly trash or not, but I don't give a shit.  I don't like to see our cute little cat-guide tremble and act all nervous and frightened like that in front of us.  It doesn't suit her.

A few well-dressed passerbyers stared disapprovingly in my direction, hearing my words, but when I glared directly at them, they quickly turned their heads and looked away.  Fuck them too!  I’m not from this world.  I have every right not to sell and trade with any asshole I don't want to.  If the city lord wants my business, then he can stop being an ass that scares the citizens living in his city.

‘Nuff said!

Quickly moving on, as we were almost pulled away by Tabitha, Maria just shrugged and didn't seem to care one way or the other.  She’d wanted the best shop.  I’d nixed that idea watching Tabitha's reaction.  She was happy to move on to the second best shop.

“Here,” Tabitha told us, going up to another elaborately engraved glass door leading into a fancy shop just a few blocks down from the previous one.  “Madam Pink’s,” she told us with a smile.  “They say she used to be a wench at one of the brothels,” she told us quietly; her tail twitching mischievously as she shared the salacious gossip.

“Good!”  Pulling open the door, I confidently strode in and looked all about.  “Let's see what the best jewelry shop in the city has to offer for us, ladies!”  Not bothering to lower my voice at all, I held the door open wide and motioned for the girls to come on in.  Maria arrogantly walked in, head held high, as if she owned the place, while Tabitha was obviously a little more hesitant and reserved.

“Can I help the Great Lord?”  A beautiful young naked lady came over and smiled invitingly at us.  From her peaked chest and hairless bottom, it was obvious she was a slave.  From the gold and silver shackles around her neck, wrist, ankles, and hips, it was equally obvious that she was also one held in the highest regard by her owner.

“Do you have a relic to comprehend languages?”  I asked her curiously.  “And is the owner in this morning?”

“The lady is here every day,” the little slave girl assured me, “and my shackles allow me to understand all languages.  The lady insists that all her workers must be able to deal with any customers when the situation arises.”

“Then find me a place to sit and wait,” I told the slave imperiously.  “With a small table preferably so we can enjoy a break while my slave does business with you,”  ordered, as I nodded my head over towards Maria.

“Certainly.  Follow me this way, dear customer.”  Bowing gently, I had to smile at the young slave girl’s training.  Polite, but firm.  Didn't call me ‘my lord’, or ‘your High Lordship’.  Instead, she wanted to remind me I was still just a customer.  

Following her into the back, I was led to a fine sitting room with several long luxurious couches to lounge around in.  Relaxing back in one, I patted for Tabitha to sit beside me, before nodding contentedly to the slave and Maria.  

“If you need anything else,” the slave told me politely, “someone else will be in here to see to your needs in a moment.  This way, if you will, dear customer.”  Addressing Maria just the same as she did me, the two of them headed back out towards the shop while I waited patiently and enjoyed snuggling with a little tabby cat in my arms.


We didn't have to wait very long before an elaborately dressed middle-aged lady strolled confidently into the sitting room.  “No need to get up,” she assured me, waving her hand dismissively, even though I never really had any intention to.  “Can I get you a drink while we wait and relax, good sir?”

“If you can get us three cups of ice,” I told her, chuckling lightly, “I can provide the drinks and snacks.”

“Is it snack time already?”  Tail twitching furiously, Tabitha hopped up from the couch and sat down in the floor expectantly.  I guess, in her mind, one doesn't eat where crumbs might get on the furniture.  “High Lord Tastysnacks has the most amazing drinks and snacks,” Tabitha told the lady excitedly.

“High Lord Tastysnacks?”  Laughing lightly, the lady placed three crystal glasses on a tray and then sat down gracefully beside me holding it out.  “Chill,” she commanded, and the glasses frosted over instantly.  “Will these do?”  She asked, smiling brightly.

“Wonderfully,” I assured her, digging open the backpack I’d been carrying all morning long.  “Are you a sweet or sour type woman?”  I asked, grinning mischievously.

“Sweets!  Sweety sweet-sweet!”  Sitting in the floor, Tabitha rose up on her knees, with the tail swishing frantically in all directions.  She absolutely looked like a little puppy sitting upright and begging for treats from me, at the moment.

“I’m an old sour puss,” the lady told me, laughing lightly as she watched Tabitha’s exuberant actions.

“Good!  All the sweets are mine then!  Nyyyytt!”  Tabitha was getting so excited as I drew out rummaging in my pack, her voice was starting to leak its cat-origins more and more.

“Here,” I told her, holding out a bottle of hot Coca-Cola to her.  Mischievously, I couldn't help shaking it quickly up and down a few times before passing it to her.  “Now you remember how to open it, right?”  I asked, having to fight hard to keep a straight face.  “Don't spill…”

“FFFTTTTTTTTZZZTTTTT!!”  Warm soda sprayed everywhere as Tabitha quickly twisted the lid off in one great spin.  “NYYYAAAWWWHHHWW!!”  Tail shooting up straight in the air, Tabitha sprang straight up like a catapult had launched her towards the ceiling, before landing and trying to cover the top of the bottle with the flat of her palm.

“It's getting away!  It's getting away,” she cried frantically!

“Quick!  Drink it,” I advised her.

“NUMMPPHH!!”  Jerking the bottle up to her mouth, Tabitha tried to swallow it before it all fizzed out, only to have soda-bubbles squirt from the sides of her cheeks and out her nose.

Unable to resist any longer, my laughter erupted like a volcano as all I could do is point and laugh at poor, poor pitiful Tabitha as she started sneezing and crying, pouting about how, “It all ran away…”


“You are a bad, bad man, Lord Tastysnacks.”  Eyes twinkling full of mirth, the lady of the shop seemed more approving than displeased by my prank.

“Call me Michael,” I told her, smiling lightly.  Holding out a bottle of hot Sprite out to her, I warned her, “Twist the lid to the right slowly to open, and if it starts to spray, turn it back to the left and wait a moment for the fizz to go down.  It's kind of like how the foam rises and falls on a freshly poured mug of ale, except there's not much room for the foam left to stay in the bottle,” I pointed out, trying to use an example they both might relate to.

“Bad evil mean Lord Sneezydrinks!”  Glaring at me, Tabitha had her arms wrapped protectively in front of her breasts, while her tail twitched furiously behind her and far out of my reach!  “No stroking for you!”  She declared poutingly.

“They call me Madam Pink,” the woman introduced herself, smiling brightly, “but you can simply call me Rose if you like.”

“Rose.  That's a beautiful name for a beautiful woman,” I told her honestly.  “But, if we're going to be friends,” I warned her quickly, “then there's absolutely no reason for you to ever suck up to me, flatter me, or try and win my approval.  I’m never going to do any business with you, no matter what, after all.”

“Huh?”  Clearly confused, Rose quirked an eyebrow up as she stared directly at me.  “Why are you here then?”  She asked directly.

“I don't know the difference between a diamond and a crystallized booger,” I assured her, in all honesty.  “Grade, color, value, quality, cut, blah blah blah…  I don't know any of that shit, nor do I ever have any intention or desire to learn it.  My slave, Maria, knows all that and I leave it up to her to decide when and what to buy to invest in, and when and what to sell to earn us a profit.”

“Hell.  You can suck my cock if you want,” I told Rose crudely, “but it won't help your business in any way.  I'm only here because the City Lord is an ass and he’s not worthy enough to do business with, while your establishment is.”

“So relax.  Kick off your airs.  Let's get to know each other as friends, without the need to put on faces, and let's leave the business to our slaves since we both obviously trust ours so much,” I proposed cheerfully, holding another coke out to Tabitha, while keeping another back for myself.

“You truly are a naughty, naughty boy,” Rose chuckled lightly, licking her lips seductively.  “Tossing all the rules of etiquette and business out the door in one foul swoop.  I think we can definitely become friends,” she purred sexily.  “In fact, if you were just twenty years older…”

“Then I’d be twenty years more broken, like you,” I told her sadly.  This woman's eyes.  Her pose.  Her habits.  Her posture.  The spark of unfathomable brilliance flickering hidden in the depths of her eyes.  Everything about Rose reminded me wholeheartedly of an older, more mature version of Maria.  I don't know why – perhaps it takes one to truly recognize one – but I was certain the woman sitting before me was just as broken as any of the rest of us.

I found myself drawn to the deep hurt in her eyes, like a moth is drawn to a flame.

I truly think Rose is one of the few people that I actually could ever relate to enough to call a *true* friend.  I don't know her story yet, and she doesn't know ours, but some deep part of my soul resonates just looking at her, screaming to me that she's a kindred spirit.

Fuck that asshole City Lord and the trash in his shop.  The true treasure is sitting right here beside me, chuckling lightly to herself.



Chapter 13:’Nother Nister?
It took a while for Rose to realize I wasn't trying to pull some sort of elaborate scheme against her, but once she finally relaxed, she completely cut loose!  Her heeled shoes was the first to go, soon followed by her polite language.  As she relaxed her facade more and more, the true Rose started to show herself, and she was more Thorn than Rose!

A vocabulary that would make a drunken sailor blush in shame, once Rose relaxed, she couldn't fucking say a god damn sentence without cock-sucking cussing at least one tits-on-an-angel-licking time!  Next time we come visit, I’m going to bring a notebook and a tape recorder!  Some of the things she said was utterly priceless!

“Cum-guzzling ass-pole.  Piss-bathing tit-zit.  Dog-fucking ear-grease.  Priestess-touching cock-monkey.  Pus-licking hole-plugger.”  These were just some of the epitaphs Rose used when describing people.

Me?  Apparently she liked me.  I was just a “Pucker-holed fat-ass.”

Once the snacks and drinks were done, Rose was apparently too much for Tabitha to handle anymore, as she ended up bolting out of the room to “see if she could go help Maria”.  The same Maria who she couldn't understand a single word from out ofher mouth…

Chuckling evilly, I couldn't help but take the opportunity to taunt Rose in return, now that we were alone.  “Dare to call me such a thing,” I growled at her.  “Now that we're alone, I’m going to toss you down and rape some respect into you!”  It was the same nonsensical banter which I’ll threaten Maria with from time to time.

“Fine.  Just don't rip my ren-sucking clothes,” Rose shrugged, flopping back on the couch and sprawling her legs wide open.

“Fuck.”  Sighing, I sat down at her knees and then moved to straighten her legs out to rest them in my lap.  “You truly are just like my damn Sister, aren't you?”  I said sadly.  Reaching down, I reflexively found myself massaging and caressing her legs gently.

“What the demon’s dick do you mean by that?”  Rose asked, while relaxing motionlessly under my touch.

“She’s broke,” I told her seriously.  “We both are, in many ways, but you remind me of her.  Maria doesn't care what happens to her body,” I explained sadly, “because she *can’t* feel it.”

“Lightning hit her.  Ran throughout her whole body, but it didn't kill her,” I explained softly.  “It just burnt out the part of her that can feel… Well, anything,” I admitted with a heavy heart.  “She can't feel her body, so she doesn't care about her body, and you remind me almost perfectly of her.”

“Maybe,” Rose sighed, shrugging her shoulders helplessly.  “Did I know, I’m royalty?” She asked me suddenly.

“Not at all,” I replied honestly.  “You don't exact fit my image of royalty.”

“It's true, nonetheless,” Rose chuckled softly, lost as she thought back on some old memories.  “A Farwalker such as you probably doesn't know, but it's common enough knowledge here,” she shrugged uncaringly.  

“When I was ten years old, my father was convicted of treason against the crown,” Rose told me suddenly.  “Of course, it's illegal to kill a nobleblood, so he was sentenced to live the rest of his days in prison.  Mother and me, being his blood, were also found guilty, but to a lesser degree.  Mother was sentenced to a lifetime working at the Royal Whorehouse, while I was given the lesser sentence of working for *only* ten years, with an income of one copper ren per customer.”

“Of course, even if I serviced twenty men a day,” Rose snorted disgustedly, “that only earned me two silver – of which half went to pay my taxes.  That one silver that was left wasn't nowhere near enough to cover my meals, clothes, rooming costs, healing fees, and everything else.”

“Six hundred customers a mooning – *every* mooning – and my debt just kept rising ever higher and higher.  At first, I was full of anger and rage at all the people who put us in that situation, and at all the people who took advantage of us in that situation.  But, over time, that was beat out of me.  As was any hope or dreams of escape or freedom.  All I was left with was despair and torment,” Rose said dispassionately.

“Despair and torment, up until I realized there were those who were enjoying and getting off on that,” Rose snorted.  “After that, I just let it all go and I completely quit caring.”

“I'm not your sister’s twin,” she told me sadly.  “I'm her opposite.  Her heart’s just fine, but her body can't feel anymore.  In my case, my body’s just fine, but my heart can't feel anymore.”

“I truly don't give a damn about what happens to this worthless husk of a shell,” Rose admitted nonchalantly.  “Use it.  Abuse it.  It doesn't matter.  It's all nothing that hasn't been done to it already.”

“Ten years punishment,” Rose said forlornly.  “And another ten years wenching to pay off my debt afterwards.  Just so I can become the Royal Slut Rose Pink.  No children.  No family that would claim me.  I'm the last of my line, and in a few dozen years, we’ll all be gone and forgotten.  Just a dust speck in the side notes of history.”

“Fuck that,” I told her, snorting disgustedly.  “That's not going to happen to you.  Do you really not give a shit about what happens to you anymore?”  I asked her, staring Rose directly in the eyes.

“Truly, I don't give a fuck,” she sighed, exhausted; beaten down completely by life.

“Well I don't know how you earned this shop, and everything else after you got your freedom,” I told her firmly, “but it doesn't matter anymore.  It's all mine.  I'm taking it from you, and I’m taking everything else you own as well.  You’re no longer some Royal Slut.  You're now my second Nister!  Everything that was yours is now mine and I’m taking you out of this fucking kingdom.”

“You might not can have children, or have a family *here*,” I told her, “but nobody in hell can stop you from having one where I live.  I’m the fartherest fucking Farwalker who’s ever fucking farwalked.  I’ll take you to a land so damn far away from here, even the damnable gods won't be able to find you.  You can have children if you want.  You’ll be mine and Maria’s Nister.  Find you a husband.  Build a new life.”

“You won't be here and you won't be bound by either the past, or any shitty rules of this world,” I promised her solemnity.

“Its too late,” Rose sighed defeatedly.  “As you said, I’m broke.  I really don't give a fuck about being saved anymore.

“Well fuck you,” I told her, laughing lightly.  “Do you really give enough fucks to refuse what I’m offering?  Or does life truly not matter right now to you?”

“It truly doesn't matter,” Rose sighed, completely lost in her depression.  “Just do whatever you want.  I’m tired.  I don't care anymore.”

“Fine,” I agreed.  “From this moment forth, everything of yours is now mine – including you, yourself.  Agreed?”

“Agreed,” Rose shrugged uncaringly.  “Except it won't all be yours,” she sighed heavily.  “The vast majority will go to the Royal Bastards, in the form of taxes and fees.”

“Not this time,” I told her, smirking evilly.  “I’m a Farwalker on my thirty day visitor’s pass.  I'm still tax-free for now.  In fact, the kingdom is going to lose money,” I told her, smiling brightly.  “From what I was told, Sergeant Briggs at the Travel Zone should be earning a small percentage of all my business transactions as a soft of finder's fee for talking me into visiting the city here.  I imagine that bonus has to come out of the royal treasury, since it's not coming out of my taxes.”

“He.  Heh he heh!  It's a shame I can't give you everything I own a hundred thousand times over,” Rose laughed shamelessly, relishing the idea.

“Don't worry, Nister dearest,” I assured her.  “We’ll have plenty of chances to stick it to the Royal Bastards, before this tax exemption expires.  We’ll get even for you, you can bet on that!”

“That…  That, I would love to see,” Rose admitted breathlessly.

“Come.”  Leaving the sitting room, I walked back to the shop area at the entrance.  “Maria, you can stop bartering now.  We won't be buying or selling anything at all here anymore,” I told her firmly, trying not to let my evil smirk twitch across my face.

“WHY??”  Utterly exasperated, Maria snorted heavily in disgust.  “I can understand that other damn shop, but I was almost finished with negotiations here,” she glared at me hatefully.

“Why?  Because it's now *our* shop,” I told her, laughing lightly.  “Nister Rose gave it to me.”

“What?!”

“…”

“…”

“…”

“Wait!”

“…”

“…”

“…”

“What the hell do you mean, Nister Rose?!!”

For once, I had completely flabbergasted Maria.

Chapter 14:Women!
Leaving Rose’s shop, I was treated to The Extreme Silence™ by Maria.  Why she was pouting was completely beyond me, but she certainly was!  Exactly what the hell was there to be upset about?  I’d filled our packs with even more jewelry and magical gear, and had acquired the deeds to six slaves, a prestigious jewelry shop, and a large bank account – all without really costing us anything!  

Women are damn crazy, and whatever Maria is miffed over, it's severe enough that she's now refusing to utter a single peep to me.  The last thing she’d said to me before we left the shop was, “Fine.  You and your new Nister sort out what to do next, since you can decide everything all on your own!”

Is she mad that I didn't consult her first?  I saw an opportunity, and I took it.  How can she be mad at that?  It's not like she's been bothered to consult *me* over anything all morning long!  She did all the talking and selling and trading at the school, and I never got upset at her!

“Where to now, Bad Lord Fizzydrinks?”  Even little Tabitha was still giving me the stink eye, even though I’ve already made it up to her with a fresh drink and multiple snacks!

“Just take us back to the travel zone…  No!  Wait a moment.  Scratch that,” I reconsidered after the briefest of moments.  “Lead us on to the temple.  It's easiest to just ask if they can help Snow, before we go through the endless hassle of trying to drag her there somehow.”

“Whatever you say, Stinky Sneezer-Dummy.”  Ouch!  Tabitha must be trying to implement some insults similar to Rose’s colorful style.

Sighing deeply, I hung my head and endured the silent, disapproving glares that both girls kept piercing my heart with.


 Arriving at the temple, Tabitha was in such a mood that she didn't even bother to do her introduction for us.  I’ve always heard women are social creatures and greatly affect each others moods and such, and I can now confirm that rumor to be one thousand percent true.  One moody woman might calm down over time, but two moody women both fuming over the same guy, together at the same time?

It’d have to warm up to reach Absolute Zero!

Seeing neither girl had any intention of going inside with me, I simply sighed deeply and lumbered up the steps and into the rather plainish stone building on my own.  Honestly, I have to admit, the temple surprised me by how common and utilitarian the place was.  I was expecting gilded candlesticks, rich tapestries, thick carpets, and ornate pews and pulpits.  Instead, it was a plain worn stone floor, old stained pews, and a simple stone alter and fountain at the far end of it all. 

“Can I help you, sir?”  Walking up to me was a common looking youth dressed in a simple tanned robe.  Looking no more than perhaps thirteen or fourteen, I couldn't help but feel that he was an acolyte of some sort, rather than an established priest at his age.

“I actually need to speak to the best healer, if that's possible,” I told him, as politely as I knew how.  I don't know any actual etiquette for visiting this world’s temples, but I know you don't piss in another man’s pool, no matter how much you think the water stinks.  I personally may not be religious, but I sure as hell ain't going to waltz into a temple full of people who can perform magical miracles, and then mouth off to them!

“Is it urgent?” The boy asked, bowing apologetically.  “Big Mama is delivering a baby right now, and I have no way of knowing how long that will take.”

“Not urgent,” I assured him.  “I mainly need to consult with an experienced healer to see what type of treatment might be available for some people whom I know are suffering terribly.”

“Oh!  In that case, let me lead you down to visit Sister Lilly.  She's an expert healer, and one of our most outstanding alchemist as well.  She’s brilliant at diagnosing treatment options,” the boy assured me, as he started to lead the way down a wide side passage, heading to a set of steps going down underground.

“Sure,” I told him, rushing to catch up.  The shitty little bastard wasn't going to wait on me at all!  Either I hurried and followed his recommendation, or else I’d be standing there in the alter room twiddling my thumbs all forgotten.

Seems clergy in both worlds are assholes!

As the youth walked me down the steps and led me silently along a long stone passageway lit by floating yellow flames, we passed many other people going and coming just like us.  One thing I quickly can to realize, there were primarily three, or maybe four, different factions of priests inside this temple, according to the differences in their robes.

The first faction was the tanned robes, like the boy who led me down the hall.  Prim and proper, the tanned robes came across, in my first impression, of being the holier-than-thou types.  None of them seemed to know the first thing about smiling as they all stoically went about their labors expressionlessly.

Second was the temptresses wearing what could only be described as red lace which vaguely looked somewhat like a robe.  All females and all sex appeal, I could only imagine these women represented some aspect of lust or fertility.  Yet, regarding this world’s views on public displays of erections or lustful exuberance by free people -- they're a big no-no – I honestly didn't know for certain what their purpose was.  

They swayed, wiggled, and flirted like lust-driven harlots, but who knew what their actual purpose was?  Maybe a trial that if free folks fail, they end up getting enslaved for their lack of control?  I don't honestly know, so I gave all those temptresses a wide berth every time we passed one!

And the last faction was mainly young women dressed in a pure white robe.  Laughing happily wherever they went, hugs and kisses flowed jubilantly from them, staining the world with a smile.  Both me and tan-robe were hugged and kissed at least a dozen or more times by various white-robes before we reached our destination – a large set of opened double-doors which led into a massive library.

The first books that I’d seen since coming to this world, and there were countless numbers of them!  Rows of shelves went deep back into the earth, and a spiral staircase led downwards where even more levels of library existed uninterrupted.  Taking a deep breath, I was surprised to see tan-robes hands light up with a slight tannish silhouette, before be bellowed in an booming voice, “SISTER LILLY!!  YOU HAVE A VISITOR!!”

Echoes reverberated throughout the whole library as everyone stopped whatever they were doing and looked over at us dumbfounded.  “It was the most efficient way,” the tan-robed boy shrugged unapologetically.  “If you’ll wait here a moment,” he bowed slightly before turning to head back out of the library, “I'm certain she’ll be right along to see you in a moment.”


Fortunately, he was right, as I don't know if I’d have the courage to stand there, exposed to everyone’s curious glares, after his deafening bellowing.  Luckily, it was only a few long seconds, before a bouncing young woman dressed in pure white robes energetically skipped over and hugged and kissed my cheeks several times in greeting.  “Hi!  I'm Lilly,” she introduced herself happily.  “Are you my visiter?”

“I… am… I think?”  Yelling in a library had jarred my poor brain to the point where I wasn't honestly certain of anything at the moment.  That type of thing just isn't done!  “Can.. Can we speak privately?” I finally asked her, all flustered.

“Sure!”  Not the least bit concerned about her own safety, Lilly grabbed my hand – a complete stranger – and dragged me across the library and into a private study room with only one table and a few chairs in it.  “Now, what can I do you for,” she asked, laughing happily.

“I have two real issues to ask about,” I told her politely.  “The first is actually a matter of life and death, I think,” I told her in all seriousness.  “Is there some way to undo a slave’s uncontrollable lust?”

“That's a misconception,” Lilly told me, assuming a serious, scholarly manner.  “The slaves aren't made horny,” she snorted, derisively.  “Instead, they're given a drug that basically numbs and burns an affected area.”

“Huh?”  Were we talking about the same thing?  From what I’d seen, it certainly appeared to be some sort of lust-inducing aphrodisiac.

“Have you ever had you hand go to sleep and get numb?”  Lilly asked me, seeing my puzzled look.  “Sleep or lay on it too long, and then you had to rub it to make it stop tingling and burning?”

“Well yeah,” I shrugged slightly.  “Everyone does that from time to time.”

“Then imagine that tingling burning sensation covering your manly erection,” Lilly told me, smirking lightly.  “Imagine the numb burn on the *inside* of your ass, and that only rubbing it would give you any relief.”

“Most slaves aren't ever actually horny,” Lilly sighed heavily, “even if their actions might imply they are.  They're just desperate for relief from that burning, never-ending tingling.  Rub it and the itch goes away.  Ignore it and the tingling will eventually turn into cramping and unbearable pain.”

“Most slaves learn to stroke themselves very quickly after being shackled,” Lilly sighed sadly.  “Just to stop the cramping and pain before it can ever get to that point.”

“That's horrible,” I said, utterly disgusted.  Honestly, my stomach felt weak just thinking about it and I felt almost like I was going to throw up.  Slaves are considered less than human because they can't control their sexual impulses, while the truth is they can't resist their *pain* impulses!

“Is there an antidote for thar crap?”  I asked Lilly dryly.  

“Antidotes are illegal to manufacture, possess, use, or distribute,” Lilly sighed sadly.  “Once a slave, always a slave, and that's just something they have to endure under the laws of this land.”  Honestly, it didn't sound like Lilly likes the stupid practice any more than I do.

“Then what of a slave that's been deliberately overdosed?  They just suffer mindless torment until they die?”  Grimly, I had to ask, even though I had a feeling I truly wouldn't like the answer.

“How large an overdose?”  Frowning, Lilly bit her lip lightly in thought.

“A whole jar, I was told.  Enough for dozens of slaves, was how they put it.”  I tried to faithfully repeat back what Snow has told us before the torment grew too large for her to do anything but mindlessly rub at it.

“Outrageous!!”  Stomping her tiny foot, Lilly’s face turned bright red in outrage.  “That's not training!  That's not teaching them their place!  That's some jackass trying to break their soul like a demon would!”

“You tell me who’d do such a demonic thing,” Lilly promised me coldly, “and I’ll heal their nerves to the point where a fly’s breath will have them screeching in agony!  I’ll use them in my dissecting class without any anesthesia, and I’ll heal them afterwards so they can be a study subject for the next thousand years!  I might even plant them in the ground and heal them so they can enjoy knowing how it feels for me to grow a tree out of their ass!”

“That's all well and good, and I’ll be happy to give you the guys name,” I told her, swallowing down the lump of pure fright in the back of my throat.  “But what about the slave girl I acquired yesterday?”

“According to the laws of *this kingdom*, we're not allowed to cure any slaves.”  Growling, the tiny little healer girl looked almost as if she was ready to overthrow the kingdom.

“Well I can fix that,” I told her, suddenly hit by a flash of inspiration.  “As of this moment, the girl's no longer a slave.”

“This kingdom doesn't allow the freeing of slaves,” Lilly snorted moodily.

“Don't give a fuck,” I told her, smirking heavily.  “I'm a Farwalker.  The girl is currently in my land of birth and slavery is outlawed there.  By entering our borders, she was emancipated and became a free person automatically.”

“Then get her healed as quick as possible,” Lilly glared over at me like I’m a complete and utterly worthless idiot.

“That's the problem,” I sighed heavily.  “My land doesn't have any healers of sufficient talent to fix the problem.  It seems we’re much better killers in my homeland than we are healers.  A snap of the fingers and we could turn this whole city to dust, but we can't just cure our sick.”

“Then bring her here,” Lilly demanded.  “And the sooner the better.  If you can swear to Mother Life that your words are true, I’ll fix her and if the kingdom doesn't like it, they can take it up with Mother!”

“Happily,” I smiled over at her, and held up my hand stiffly.  “I swear to your Mother Life that everything I’ve told you has been the absolute truth.  My homeland doesn't allow people to be slaves.  Snow is a free woman by our laws.  Unfortunately, we lack any healers who can fix her.”

“Good enough for me and Mother,” Lilly nodded satisfied.  “Now get the girl here as quickly as possible before her soul breaks under the relentless torment.”

“Umm…  Sure.  Let me try something odd real fast…”  Frowning, I wasn't certain if my idea would work, or if I’d end up looking and sounding completely crazy, but I wanted to try something I’d never actually tested much before.

“Vicky,” I ordered firmly, “grab Snow in your arms and POOF yourself here.”

Tic…

Tock…

Tic…

Tock…

Nothing happened…

Tic…

Tock…

Tic…

Lilly was raising an eyebrow and looking at me like I was utterly crazy…

Tock…

Ti..

“Yes, Master?”  Appearing from literally nowhere, Vicky POOFED into the room with Snow held tightly in her arms.

“AES’NYR!!  AES’NYR!!  IT’S AN AES’NYR!!”  Squealing like a schoolgirl who just met her favorite idol, Lilly was bouncing exuberantly up and down while pointing at Vicky.

“Uhh.. Maybe,” I shrugged apologetically, not knowing what that was.  “She's my shinta,” I introduced Vicky, not certain how else to describe her.



Chapter 15:What the…
Fixing Snow only took an instant – an overly excited Lilly waved her hand and said, “In Mama's name be better!”, and then turned her attention to attacking poor Vicky with countless hugs, kisses, and joyous squealing.

Extracting Lilly from Vicky, however, was a much more arduous task!  I have no idea what the hell an “ass near” is, but apparently it's something special for the priests.  One minute, there I was with Vicky, checking on Snow, who was just starting to wake up.  Then the next, Vicky was gone – dragged off out into the library by a screaming Lilly – while me and Snow were blinking and looking at each other stupidly.

“I… I’m not hurting?”  Surprisingly, Snow’s voice didn't seem weak, tired, or distressed at all, which I found amazing considering the shape she was in moments ago!  I guess when an excited elder healer heals something, they heal the fuck out of it!  Snow showed no signs of exhaustion, dehydration, or pain.

“In Mama’s name be better,” apparently made *everything* better!  Hell – Snow even looked younger somehow!  Where before, I would've put her age around being close to twenty, now I’d never think of her as being anything older than a mid-teen!  

“Your fine now,” I told her gently, hugging her softly.  “I found you a cure,” I told her shamelessly, being certain to grab credit while I could.  Technically, according to what I’d told Lilly, Snow wasn't actually a slave right now.  I needed to sink some sort of claw into her loyalties before she realized that and just walked away from us on her own.

“I’m not hurting.  I’m not hurting.  Thank you.  Thank you.  Thank you.”  Clutching hard onto me, Snow sobbed piteously while thanking me and reminding herself she wasn't hurting anymore.

“Shhhh…  It's okay,” I assured her gently, patting her back softly.  “You're mine now,” I whispered softly into Snow’s ears.  “I take care of what's mine.  You're in good hands now, as long as you're mine.”

“I’m yours,” Snow repeated blindly, lost in the sheer relief of the moment.  “All yours.  Completely yours.  Take care of me.  I’m yours.  All yours.”

“Good girl.  Good Snow.”  Rocking her softly, I kept whispering soft, hypnotically reminding her she was now mine forevermore.

Poor Vicky.  I kind of felt sorry for her, with her being dragged off and pushed from one exuberant priest to another, but I wasn't going to try and rescue her right now.  Right now, she was exactly where she needed to be – distracting the priests so I could forever imprint myself on Snow’s heart and mind while she was in her most unstable state.

Technically, she might be free right now, but she doesn't know that.  I plan on engraving myself so deeply on her fragile ego, that she’ll never believe it.  Her family, her friends, her kingdom – they *all* enslaved her and tormented her mercilessly.  Only *I* cared enough to selflessly save her!

Now, if only I can get her to fall for that before the temple settles down and finds us still hiding back in the corner here under the table!


Astonishingly, Snow and I were completely forgotten about for over a whole hour!  By the time Lilly came running back into the room all excitedly, with Maria, Tabitha, and Vicky all in tow behind her, Snow was curled up peacefully in my lap, snuggled like a little babe in its mother's embrace.  Rocking her gently from side to side, her naked body was limp and completely relaxed as I whispered soft reminders that she was mine and I was always going to take care of her since she was my good girl.  Nodding her head gently up and down, matching the rhythm of my rocking, Snow agreed with every sibilant suggestion; eyes glazed over in a completely hypnotized stupor.

“Here they are!”  Bouncing nearly as exorbitantly as she was before she dragged Vicky off to show to the rest of the priests, Lilly was an absolute bundle of smiles and energy.  “They’re…  They're…”  Stopping dead in her tracks, Lilly’s eyes widened as large as saucers and she stammered several times as she stared, utterly in shock, at me and Snow.

“They're…  They’re… BEAUTIFUL,” Lilly finally managed to gasp out breathlessly, an euphoric expression of pure awe plastered completely across her face.  “It's…  It's…  It's a baby Aes’nyr and their Aes’lyr…  You…  You…  You can see the Aes’lyn growing between them!”  

Honestly,  I thought Lilly looked like she was about ready to pass out at any moment.  “Breathe.  Lilly, breathe,” I reminded her gently, while still rocking Snow softly in my arms.

Nodding lightly, Lilly’s eyes rolled back into the back of her head until only the whites were showing.  With a soft sigh, she slumped over and fainted dead away right there on the floor.

Tapping her foot moodily, her expression one of fire and thunder, Maria glared down at Lilly's crumpled body, then glared menacingly over at Vicky, only to finally end up dangerously focused on me.  “You,” she said, harshly poking a finger towards me, “have some damn explaining to do!”

“Ummm…  Sorry?”  Slumping my shoulders apologetically, I had no idea what the heck I was supposed to say!

Contrary to Maria's desires, we all had to wait before getting any answers.  One of the other priests, seeing Lilly collapsed on the floor through the doorway leading back into the main library, rushed in and immediately took command of the scene.  We were all pushed back into a corner of the room, while several young looking women in white robes rushed in and clamored excitedly back and forth over Lilly's state of health.

“She’s fine.”  The moment another young golden-haired woman walked in, wearing the same simple white robes, she authoritatively took control of everyone's attention.  “Sister Lilly has just gotten too excited,” the young woman – she looked almost young enough to be called a child instead of a woman – told the others calmly.  “Mother put her to sleep,” she explained lightly, “so she wouldn't lose control of her magic and grow a forest in the middle of the library here again.”  Giggling lightly, the young child, waved her hands gently dismissing all the other's concerns as something trivial.

“Yes, Big Momma.”

“Thank you, Big Momma.  I was worried when I couldn't sense anything wrong with Big Sis Lilly.”

“Thank you, Big Momma.”

All the little women in white robes bowed towards this ‘Big Momma’, who looked like the youngest child of them all to me, with respect and relief obvious in their eyes.  Just who the hell was this tiny little girl??  Unexpectedly, I suddenly found myself starting to sweat under the weight of my own speculations.  Exactly what did someone like *this* want with *us*?  Were we in trouble?  Instantly, my mind began to analyze every word, action, and step that we’d made since first walking upon the temple's land.  Was there something I should be preemptively apologizing for?

Honestly, I wasn't familiar enough with the customs, laws, or religions of this world to know.  I had no clue what was expected, what was normal, and what I might've did wrong!  All I could do is sit and hug Snow and wait to see why this young-Big Boss was here!

“Take her back to her room and let her rest,” Big Momma commanded gently.  “Sit one of the Blacks to watch over her while she rests – Bloodmist would be a good choice, but be certain to tell him he can't try to put a babe in her belly until AFTER she awakes.  Then have someone bring us some honey tea and sweet cakes, as I may be in here for a while and don't want to be disturbed otherwise.”

“If someone truly thinks they need me,” the young Big Momma giggled lightly, “take them to visit Brother Soul-Ripper.  If they can convince him of their need, then you can interrupt us.  Otherwise, they can pay his price for annoying him.”

“Yes, Big Momma!”

“I’ll go dig a nice hole near the roses,” one young lady volunteered, laughing gaily.  “We’ll get lots of nice fertilizer if someone goes and annoys Brother Rippy!  I want to make certain I get the guts and intestines first!”

“Hey!  No fair!  I want the heart then!”  Another young, innocent looking white-robed girl complained in protest, as they all gently rolled the sleeping Lilly onto a gurney and dragged her out of the room.

Blinking stupidly, I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.  These girls – innocent little healers from the temple – were calmly talking about, and dividing up in advance, parts of some imaginary idiot who annoyed their Brother!

“Now,” clapping her hands to get our attention, the little girl smiled brightly.  “Let’s talk,” she commanded imperiously.  “I'm Big Momma of this temple,” she introduced herself sweetly.

“Mi… Mi… Michael,” I stammered in reply, trying hard not to faint.


Chapter 16: Aes’lyr, Aes’nyr, and Shintas
“So, Lord Michael, would you like some milk and cookies, while we talk?”  All smiles and laughter, the little girl who was left in the room with us didn’t show any signs of being a cold-hearted murderhobo, like she was emitting earlier when she was talking about sending people to her various ‘Bothers’.

“Umm…  No thanks.”  Shivering slightly, I had no idea how to take these little healers.  All my reading into fantasy novels and playing of various games seemed to indicate that those who followed the path of healing should be pacifists by nature – easy to dominate, bully, and control – but these women of the white robe gave a completely different impression!  Dissect people.  Bury them and grow flowers in their asses!  Send them off to become fertilizer.

Peaceful little innocent healers my ass!  These girls scared the shit out of me!  They only only appeared innocent on the outside, but I’ve already seen a few instances where that gentle, bubbling façade has slipped.  I’m going to be on guard with this “Big Momma” just as much – hell, probably even moreso – than I’d be on guard with a full fledged rapist-murder-fiend before me!  At least I’d know what to expect from a murderhobo!  I had no clue what this woman… girl… child…  holy horror… wanted!

“Well it’s a pleasure to meet you.”  Sitting down in the floor in front of me cross-legged, the little girl completely ignored all the chairs and tables, instead choosing to sit where she could directly stare into my eyes.  “Now, Lord Michael,” she asked, smiling innocently.  “Can I ask what brings one as esteemed as yourself into our quiet little home today?”

“Umm…  Am I not allowed here?”  I asked, nervously, pulling the now sleeping Snow tightly into my embrace for my own sake of comfort.

“Oh!  You’re more than welcome here!”  Laughing gaily, Big Momma’s face lit up like I’d just said the funniest thing in the world.  “If anyone were to ever try to tell an Aes’lyr that they weren’t welcome in the home of the Gods, Mother would cry and her brothers and sisters would have to sternly talk to that person’s soul about *who* exactly gets to decide who’s welcome in the God’s Homes.”

“Aes’lyr?  And Aes’nyr?  I’m afraid I don’t know either of these terms,” I told her, honestly.  “They aren’t ones which we hear very often in my homeland.”  Often hell.  We never hear them, and apparently they don’t have any direct translation either!  Not even my all-powerful unspoken wish to be able to understand these people can translate it to a simple term which my brain can understand.

“Of course they’re not in your land.”  Once again, Big Momma laughed lightly, making my heart clench up in worry about exactly how much she might truly know about our origins.  “Mother says she doesn’t recognize any of you three,” she pointed over at Vicky, Maria, and me, “so you must be from one of the Lost Lands.  Which makes you being a true Aes’lyr and her a true Aes’nyr even more amazing!”  Big Momma pointed at me when she mentioned the Aes’lyr and then over at Vicky when she mentioned Aes’nyr.  I guess I’m one and she’s the other.  Is it a male-female type thing?

“So what exactly are these Aes-titles,” I asked, politely?  This young child, her authority, and the unknown knowledge and power that her ‘Mother’ was giving her from behind the scenes had me completely on edge.

“Aes’lyr are, literally translated from the language of the Gods,” Big Momma told us with a bright smile, “Divine Lords, while Aes’nyr are Divine Servants.”
Waiting a moment for her words to sink in, she was all cheerful bubbles explaining.  “For someone who has never heard the terms before,” Big Momma explained patiently, “the concept might be a little difficul to understand, but allow me to emphasize that it’s a title that explains to those with a distinct set of characteristics upon their soul, and not limited by any sort of physical boundary.  It’s not a title of wealth, bloodline, or nobility,” Big Momma stressed.  “It’s much simpler, and much more than that!”

“A King is only a king within his own land,” Big Momma snorted.  “Much like the jack ass who rules over this land, his authority only carries within the borders of this land.  He’s not worthy to truly be called a Lord –especially since this one doesn’t carry the Royal Gift – and as such he truly has little dealings with those of us from the temple.  We are children of the Gods and his authority doesn’t touch us, nor them,” Big Momma explained, dismissing the king as if he was some sort of lowly bug beneath her toes.

“I may call him The Royal Bastard,” she snorted, “but I’ll never refer to him as being a Lord.  You, however,” Big Momma pointed directly at me, “are indeed a True Lord, for better or worse, and as such you shall always be entitled to the title of Lord, and welcome within the God’s Home.”

“So…  I outrank the King, in your eyes?”  I could barely believe what I was hearing.  First the guards were calling me some sort of High Lord by mistake, and now the head healer of the temple was telling me I was a True Lord?  What the hell gives?!!

“Of course you do,” Big Mamma snorted, as if it was the silliest question she’d heard in her life.  “No matter where you go, will you not always have authority over your Aes’nyr?  Do they not follow and truly obey you, for better or worse, regardless of which land you step your foot within?”

“I’ll follow and obey my Master anywhere,” Vicky stated proudly, sitting down and snuggling up tight by my side.

“Ha!  Not me,” Maria snorted, finally moving to sit down in one of the nearby chairs.  “This idiot is my Brother, not my Lord.  He can kiss my ass, if he thinks I’m one of his little Aes’toys!”

“Such strength from both of you.”  Looking up at Maria, Big Momma laughed happily, seemingly not at all offended by her denial or attitude.  “And yet completely different blood flows in you both.  I definitely wish to hear the story of how you two became brother and sister, even if blood does draw to blood, as they say.”

“I’ll tell you later,” Maria promised lightly, “as long as you explain exactly what it is that makes Dufus and Bimbo some sort of Divine existences in your eyes.”

“Deal,” Big Momma laughed happily.

“To understand,” she explained lightly, “you have to remember that I was speaking of both being aspects of the souls.  For most people, their soul is either light or dark, or some shade between, as it represents how *good* or *evil* they have been while alive upon this world.  For these Aes’whatevers, as you two call them,” she giggled softly, “their souls share the same black and white shading, but with one difference, which I’ll get to in a moment.”

“First though,” Big Momma sighed sadly, “let me explain a term which Lilly used earlier – a broken soul.  For most of the living, our souls and our flesh are two separate things,” Big Momma told us.  “As such, we learn how to endure injuries to our flesh and build up a resistance to the pain which it inflicts from an early age, but only a few odd individuals ever build up a tolerance to their soul being injured.  Stabbing a sword into your arm hurts your arm, but it does nothing to damage your soul, now does it?”

“I guess not…”  Frowning, Maria shrugged uncertainly.  Souls are only vague concepts in our world, so how the heck could she be an expert on what hurts them and what doesn’t.  “I’ll take your word for it,” she finally agreed, not caring enough to try and argue the point.

“And yet,” Big Momma explained, “there are wounds which a person can suffer which no bandage could ever fix.  Let a woman miscarry a child a dozen times and then tell her she can never try again – see what type of injury that inflicts upon her heart.  Upon her entire spirit…

“It *cracks* her,” Big Momma sighed.  “A wound so deep upon her existence that her very soul cracks and splits from it, leaving a gap in her life that’s almost impossible to fill.  A dull, lifeless void that drains her strength and will to continue.  A crack within the soul weighs heavily upon one, causing unhealable pain, and a wound which the eyes alone can never see, nor any magic can fix.”

“The only way to normally cure a wound to the soul is to either have one die, where they can be treated by the Gods and Angels in the afterlife, or for the wound to slowly close and heal on its own with the passage of time,” Big Momma explained solemnly.  

“A shattered soul, on the other hand,” Big Momma growled warningly, “is one where the crack has spread to such an extend that the soul is completely divided into two or more separate pieces.  Imagine one as being a sword with a crack which you can mend with a little time and effort at the forge, and image the other as that same sword completely broken into shards.  You may melt it and reforge it, but it’ll never be the same sword ever again.”

“Nothing.  Absolutely nothing,” Big Momma growled angrily, “is a more unforgivable sin than shattering a soul.  Rape.  Kill.  Murder.  Steal.  Cheat.  Do whatever you want to one’s flesh in this world, but never shatter a soul.  A shattered soul is broken past the point of healing, and only death will be a relief for the unspeakable torment which the broken one faces.  Even the horrors of the hells themselves are less torment than suffering from a broken soul!”

“Fascinating,” Maria agreed, taking it all in.  “But how’s that apply to my idiot brother?  Is he some sort of dastardly soul breaker, stealing the will of Vicky and Snow?”

“Not on your life!”  Snorting, Big Momma actually wrinkled her nose up in irritation at Maria for the first time.  “Divine Lords are those few distinct individuals who have the strength of soul to wrap their spirit around another’s.  Your brother’s soul stretches from his body, out to both of his Aes’nyr, and gently wraps itself around their spirits.

“Neither of them are fighting for dominance, nor struggling to escape from his soul, which is what makes them Divine Servants,” Big Mamma explained, slowly regaining her composure.  “If a demon were to eat your soul,” she asked Maria lightly, “what would you do?”

“I’d give him such a damn case of indigestion the bastard would spit me back out and then I’d kick his sorry demon ass,” Maria snorted, not having to think about her answer at all.

“And thus, even if you were somehow consumed, you’d never be an Aes’nyr,” Big Momma told her, laughing lightly.  “Truly, it’s almost impossible to find one who would willingly submit completely to another.  Our souls are much more powerful than our flesh – after all, why do you think the soul endures even after the flesh is destroyed?  When one’s soul truly submits to another, the flesh quickly follows behind.”

“Has she changed at all since she became your Aes’nyr?”  Pointing to Vicky, Big Momma turned her attention back to me.

“Sure,” I shrugged lightly.  “Vicky changes all the time.”  Chuckling lightly, I told Big Mamma, “Watch…  Vicky,” I ordered lightly, “lose the hair, grow it back ankle length, and I want it to be a nice bright cherry-red this time.”

“Yes, Master!”  Smiling happily, Vicky didn’t move an inch as her body almost instantly changed to suit my command.

“Aes’Gran-Nyr!”  Eyes widening, Big Momma’s mouth dropped open as pure shock covered her whole body.  “It’s a Divine Great-Servant,” she whispered reverently.  “You’re not a simple Aes’lyr, my Lord.  You’re a Aes’Gran-Lyr!”

“A Diving Great-Lord,” I guessed, chuckling lightly.

“Aye,” Big Momma verified.  “The degree of control that you have over her spirit is truly astounding!  Normally one’s flesh will change slowly to match the desires of the spirit inside it, but this one’s rate of accommodation is almost beyond the realm of belief.  I don’t know how she became yours so completely, my Lord, but this one is truly yours!”

“I know,” I told her, proudly.  “My Vicky is a good girl.”

“That… That she is,” Big Momma told me, looking a little awestruck herself.  “But, you should be careful,” she warned me solemnly.  “No man, woman, God, or Existence can come between the two of you, with the bond you have.  At the same time,” she chuckled lightly, “because of that, the two of you would be judged as one should something ever happen.  Should your Aes’Gran-Nyr ever end up in trouble and sent to the dungeons, enslaved, or slain, the same would happen to you as her Aes’Gran-Lyr.”

“And what if she’s a Shinta?”  Maria asked, smirking at me slightly.  “Will that make my idiot brother a Shinta as well, by default?”

“According to the laws of *this* land, it should,” Big Momma confirmed lightly, while waving her hands dismissively at the same time.  “Not that it’s any concern of mine.  I’m not an enforcer of this land’s laws, and I’m certainly not going to tell The Royal Bastard anything about any Divine one.  My personal suggestion would not to let the kingdom know she’s a Shinta, or, at the least, not to let them know she’s you Aes’Nyr.”

“Too late,” I sighed, swallowing down the lump in my throat.  “I registered her at the Travel Zone, and her registration card shows her as being both already.”

“Then in that case,” Big Momma chuckled lightly, “I’d suggest a few options for the two of you.  First, you and her both can learn to wear the shackles and not cause a scene while in this land, while listing yourselves as your sister’s property.”

“I like that idea,” Maria chuckled lightly, smirking down at me.  “We’ll need to get you hairless, stiffened, horny and shackled,” she teased mercilessly.

“I can help with much of that,” Big Mamma offered lightly.  “A simple blessing would allow you to control when you wished to be stiff, or not, and the removing and growth of hair is trivial with the most minor of magics.”

“The blessing doesn’t sound terrible, if I can control it,” I choked dryly, “and I don’t really care about being hairless from the neck down, except it’d make anyone who saw me like that assume I’d be a slave at the very least, and I’m not so certain I’m so keen on that either.  What’s my other options,” I asked, praying for a miracle.

“Well, I suppose you can always avoid this land and simply stay in your own,” Big Momma chuckled lightly.  “Or else simply travel to another land which doesn’t view those with magic quite the same.  Most kingdoms look down upon those who work magic without the limits placed by the Gods, but not all are as restrictive as Ry’bar.”

“That’s not such an option,” I sighed heavily.  “At least, not yet,” I admitted sadly.  “So far, the means we use to travel only allows us to come to this land for now.  At the moment, we can only visit here and then go back home.

“Then I guess you should get used to wearing shackles,” Maria giggled, obviously enjoying my distress.  

“Honestly,” Big Momma chuckled lightly, “you probably should.  Your only other choice would be to sneak her around,” she pointed at Vicky, “while trying to conceal her magics.  The problem with that is what would happen should you ever get caught.  Truly, as long as you’re going to abide by this kingdom’s laws,” Big Momma giggled, “you should probably learn to blend in as a rare male Shinta yourself, and let your sister be your keeper.”

“Yeah, I should be *your* Master,” Maria giggled softly, sticking her tongue out at me.

“Fine,” I snorted up at her.  “I guess I *could* be,” I taunted her back disgustedly, “but then you’d have to give up *ever* learning any magic of your own.  After all, you’d be a Shinta yourself once you started learning!”

“Fuck that!”  Eyes opening wide, Maria instantly axed that idea.  

“And so we’re stuck,” I sighed, completely at a loss as to what to do.

“Umm..  You could all be mine,” Tabitha offered, raising her hand slightly from back in the corner where she’d been completely forgotten about this whole time.

“Then let’s do that!”  Giggling excitedly, Big Momma pointed a finger at me and exclaimed, “May Mother bless you!”

“Oh… shit…”  Feeling a warm white glow settle all over my body, I was too shellshocked to even glance down and see what exactly might’ve just happened to me!    



Chapter 17:
“Wait a minute.  Wait a minute.  Wait a minute!” Frantically wracking my brain, I was grasping at straws, struggling to deny what was happening.  “Vicky's registration just lists her race as Aes’nyr,” I tossed out frantically.  “It doesn't really say who her Master is.  Can't I just proclaim her as being my father's, and have that solve the problem?”

“And if questioned under an Orb of Truth, what would you say?”  Giggling lightly, Big Momma seemed like she was somehow relishing the idea of making a Divine Lord play the part of a Shinta.  “Would you be prepared to face such the consequences of such a lie being uncovered?”

“Fuck…”  Maria's smirking face wasn't helping my mood any.  As long as she waited to learn magic, she could avoid playing the roll of a completely shackled Shinta, and the thought of running around and pretending to be a slave is just erotic amusement in her twisted mind!

“If I’m going get screwed over like this,” I snorted disgustedly, “then you’ve got to fix her first.”  Pointing my finger up at Maria, I decided it was only fair that we suffer this humiliation together, until I could learn how to expand my gift to take us to a different kingdom.

“Oh?  She needs fixing?”  Raising an eyebrow, Big Momma looked over at Maria lightly with a puzzled expression on her face.

“No, I don't,” Maria denied reflexively.  “I'm fine.”

“No, she's not,” I corrected.  “Maria was in an accident and lost the ability to feel, or smell, or taste.  Her whole body was screwed up by lightning.”

“Oh…  You poor thing!”  Easing up from where she was sitting crosslegged in front of me, Big Momma closed the short distance between her and Maria and placed a hand gently on her face.

Maria's face wrinkled up as she wanted to pull away and hide her secret from another’s touch, but her inner desire for hope refused to let her.  Closing her eyes, she trembled under Big Mamma’s touch which she couldn't feel.

“Oh…  Poor baby.”  Sounding almost as if she wanted to cry herself, Big Momma gently reached out and hugged the non-responsive Maria.  “By Mother’s Breath, may your loneliness be healed, with light entering your heart,” Big Mamma prayed fervently as she leaned down and passionately kissed Maria across the lips.

A warm, light glow slowly formed between them, then grew and expanded to become a blinding white sun that forced us all to turn our heads and shield our eyes from its blinding intensity.  As the light slowly faded, Maria started sobbing softly.  “I can feel you…  I can really feel you…”  Clutching tightly onto Big Mamma, Maria began to bawl loudly like a new baby.


It took Maria a good hour before she finally cried herself into an exhausted slumber.  “Poor baby,” Big Momma soothed gently, as she slowly stroked Maria’s hair while holding her head gently in a lap pillow.  “She's a strong one,” Big Momma assured me, smiling gently.  “Most wouldn't be able to carry the burdens this one has.”

“I know,” I told her proudly.  “She is my Nister after all!”

“And you’re all going to be my Shinta,” Tabitha smirked.  “You’re going to have to give me an endless supply of tasties, or else I might trade one of you off,” she warned jokingly.

“I don’t think we’re *all* going to end up as Shinta,” I snorted.  “We don’t even know for a fact if Maria can even learn to use magic yet.”

“She can,” Big Mamma assured us.  “In fact, this young lady has quite the potential for mastery of the forbidden arts.  Where your Vicky is capable of learning up to the seventh rank arts, this one has the potential to learn up to the ninth rank.  Both of them are endlessly valuable and are required to be shackled under the laws of this country.”

“But neither of them have even learnt the first thing about magic,” I sighed, feeling as if this world was completely boxing us in and trying to enslave us all.  Vicky was already a registered Shinta and a Aes’nyr.  As her owner, and an Aes’lyr, I was going to be required to be shackled as well.  And now, now even Maria was certified as someone who had to be registered as a  Shinta!  Legally, if any of use three wanted to walk around the city without getting in trouble, we needed to do it naked, gagged, and with our arms chained behind our backs and our ankles linked together!

How the hell were we supposed to actually do anything in this damn world like that??  Was we *really* going to have to rely on the kindness of an almost complete stranger in Tabitha and let her take care of us while we were here?  That just sounded like a recipe for disaster to me!

“It doesn’t matter if they’ve learned the forbidden arts or not,” Big Momma sighed sadly.  “What’s important is that both of them have the *potential* to learn the arts – and to eventually master great depths of the arts.”

“What’s the highest level somebody can learn in the forbidden arts anyway,” I asked curiously?  Seventh level?  Ninth level?  Out of a scale of what?  One to a hundred?

“Generally, the ninth level of any art is considered to be the greatest that a human can perform,” Big Momma answered, looking at me curiously, as if I should know something so common sense to her.  “Legends say that the gods and other great powers can perform various arts at the tenth level of perfection, but those are all beyond what mere mortals are capable of unleashing or understanding.”

“Can… Can you give me an example of the difference?  I’m afraid it’s something I don’t really understand,” I admitted humbly to Big Momma.  “Our homeland survives by the wit of our citizens and the strength of our arms.  We’re not ones who practice or understand anything about the ways of the priests or Shinta; nor do we understand anything in particular about the forbidden arts of magic which this kingdom seems so obsessed with.”

“Hmm…”  Big Momma thought for a moment and then nodded lightly to herself.  “The best I can offer for comparison for you would be in the Arts of Life.  In the ninth circle of Life, one can eventually master the art of restoring the dead back to life.  As long as a single strand of hair – or some similar amount of the body – still exists, then the body can be completely restored and the soul can be pulled back into it.  A ninth circle Child of Life, or a ninth circle Shinta who specializes in the Forbidden Art of Life, can bring the dead back to life.”

“That… That’s amazing,” I whispered breathlessly.  In this world, as long as one had enough power, they didn’t need to even fear Death itself.   Or, at least, their friends didn’t have to fear it.  I guess it’d be a little hard to resurrect yourself, once you were dead.

“It is,” Big Momma agreed lightly, “but it’s nothing compared to the tenth circle of Life.  Should one ever master such a talent, they could literally breath life and spirit into something unliving.  Don’t get confused with the idiot arts of a necromancer or an artificer – all they do is make a dead body move, or an inanimate object like a golem move according to their will.  They don’t – and can’t – give their creations a soul, so what they create only follows their original design at the time of their creation.  Some can be as fancy and elaborate as anything you could possibly imagine, but they can’t ever evolve or learn, and when they die, they simply cease to exist anymore.

“With the tenth circle of Life art, *Breath of Life*, one doesn’t just animate something and give it a set of orders to obey.  One breathes life itself into something new and gives it its very own soul.”

“Humanity might bring the dead back to life,” Big Momma chuckled lightly, “but the Gods can breathe life into existence from nothing.  *That’s* the difference between the ninth level of arts and the tenth.”

“And Maria has the potential to someday perform up to that ninth circle?”  Now that she explained it somewhat, I could understand a bit more about why the kingdom was so strict on the ones who had the potential to unleash such power upon the world.  If the ninth circle of Life was resurrection from the smallest piece of recovered body, what was the ninth circle of Death?  Instant turn a man to dust and kick their soul to hell?  Shivering lightly, I didn’t really want to think about it.

“But… But how are we supposed to actually learn these forbidden arts?”  Speaking up from where she quietly sat beside me, Vicky finally entered into the conversation.  Honestly, she’d been so quiet up to this point, I’d almost forgotten she was even here!  “It’s not like it’s something we can pick up from school, or the library back home,” she pouted sadly.

“The temple can trade you learning materials,” Big Mamma chuckled lightly.  “As I told you before, the Gods aren’t as against people learning on their own as the kingdom here is.  When one learns to wield a sword, they can choose to swing it either to protect or to cause harm.  What’s the difference in that and when one learns magic?  In the eyes of the Gods, humanity should be judged for the heart of their actions and not just for the potential of their existence.”

“I’m more than willing to trade,” I assured her, happy Big Momma broached the subject before I could.  I didn’t want to come across as seeming greedy, or unwilling to follow the rules of the land, but at the same time there were several important things that I wanted to trade for, at any cost!

“In fact,” I asked hesitantly, uncertain if now was the time to press my luck or not, “I wanted to ask to see if there was anything that the temple might trade to us that might allow to bypass some of the most unreasonable laws in this kingdom.”

“Oh ho!  Like what, young man,” Big Momma asked wearily.

“Umm…  For starters,” I thought frantically trying to organize exactly what we needed the most in my mind right now, “would there be some sort of magical item the temple might trade me, which might let me bypass an Orb of Truth?  Then when I’m asked about Vicky, I can tell them she’s a family slave and not have to worry about being caught in a lie.  As long as they don’t realize I’m her Aes’lyr, then I won’t have to wear the shackles myself.  Right?”
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