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Chapter 1

Copyright © 2012, 2021 Melanie Brown 

*          *          * 

“Don’t touch that, doofus!” I hissed at my best friend Josh as he tried to stretch his arm past the roped barrier for the third time. “Do you want us to get thrown out?” In all honesty, I wouldn’t mind leaving this museum of ancient history that my parents had dragged us to. This summer, my parents thought it’d be so wonderful to hit a bunch of museums instead of you know, something fun like amusement parks or even going to the mountains or a lake. My parents invited Josh to come along and his parents were only too glad to get him away from video games for a week or so. 

“I can’t help it,” complained Josh in a low tone. “I almost feel compelled to touch it. It’s like I don’t have any control.” 

“But why that?” I asked as I tugged Josh away from the black and gold sarcophagus dating to some pre-Egyptian time in the city of Khemenu. According to the plaque, it was the sarcophagus of a mummified girl, around fifteen years old or so at the time of her death. According to the hieroglyphs she was a princess who was murdered on her wedding day by her personal slave. They didn’t have a lot of information about the girl and it was a forced marriage. 

“I have no idea,” pleaded Josh. “Like I said, I don’t seem to have any control. Come on, nobody is around. Just let me touch it. For one second!” 

“Don’t be stupid. There’re cameras in the ceiling,” I admonished Josh, folding my arms. “Come on, fingers. Let’s go catch up with my folks.” 


As we walked away, Josh kept glancing back at the display until we finally turned a corner. 

Josh and I have been friends since before the first grade. We’re together so often, people think we’re brothers. But in all that time, I’ve never seen him so obsessed with anything before including that one Japanese girl band, the Texas Belles, where he had the hots for the bassist. This was kind of worrisome and I hoped getting him outside in the fresh air would end this craziness. 

*          *          * 

My mouth full of the bite from my burger, I exclaimed, “I’m so glad to be out of that museum! It was so stuffy in there, I was getting a headache.” We were at an outdoor café and a breeze tried to steal my napkin. It had clouded up with the distinct smell of rain in the air. 

Mom looked at me and asked, “What, honey? You mean you didn’t enjoy it? I thought it was fascinating!” 

I swallowed and as I picked up my soda cup, I nodded, “Ok, Mom. It was fascinating. But I have to admit, it felt a little oppressive inside. I still have the headache I had while there.” My little sister just rolled her eyes at me. I glanced over to Josh and his eyes were focused on something far away. 

“Josh?” asked Dad for the second time before Josh finally looked over at him. “I hope you’re enjoying your vacation.” 

Forcing his attention to my dad, Josh answered mechanically, “Yeah, Mr. K.—Mitch and I were just mentioning that we didn’t know there were quite so many museums across the country.” 

Dad laughed and said, “Well, I have to admit that this hasn’t been the most exciting vacation ever, but we have seen a lot of the country side and some of the best museums in the country. Myself, I could have spent days in the Museum of Science and Industry in Chicago.” 

“That was a cool place, Dad,” I chimed in, trying to sound positive. 

Mom said, “And don’t forget. On the way home, we’re stopping in Arlington, Texas to go to Six Flags.” 

“I hate rollercoasters!” announced my twelve year old sister, Pam. For the twenty-seventh time.  Today. 

Josh’s face had glazed over again as his eyes again focused on some distant object. 

Dad said, “Y’all spent a long time in the ancient Egypt room looking at that mummy case for that princess.” He grinned and lowered his voice and sang, “She gave her life for tourism.” 

I shook my head. “Have some respect, Dad.” 

Dad stretched and yawned, “Well, we should probably get back to the hotel. I want to take a nap before we go to that play tonight.” Mom wanted our vacation to be full of culture rather than fun, so Dad had bought us all tickets to a local production of a big Broadway hit called ‘The Katzenjammer Kids’. I heard it was funny. Thankfully, there weren’t stage productions in every city we visited. Anyway, we all started to get up from the table. All of us except for Josh. 

“Earth to Josh!” I said, waving my hand in front of his face. “You okay?” 

A determined look darkened his face. Through gritted teeth, he growled, “No!” Then he suddenly stood, sending his chair flying backward to the ground and shouted, “Dammit! I have to touch it!” He then took off running in the direction of the museum we had been at earlier. He ran across the street, narrowly being missed by a car. It was just starting to sprinkle a little. 

“Touch what?” asked my Mom, looking confused. 

“Josh!” I shouted. “Come back! Don’t be stupid!” 

Pam asked, “Where’s your stupid friend going?” 

Frowning, I said, “Back to that museum. It was all I could do to keep him from touching that stinking mummy’s sarcophagus earlier. He’s obsessed with it.” 

Dad said, “Go after him, Mitch. I’ll follow you over there with the car after I pay the bill here. 

I nodded to Dad and took off running to try to catch Josh. To be honest, I didn’t know if he just wanted to poke it, the way people have touch something with a “wet paint” sign on it or if he wanted to caress the damned thing. Either way, I’m sure the museum wouldn’t appreciate anyone getting close to one of their valuable artifacts. 

I wasn’t used to running and my sides were killing me and I felt my lungs were about to explode as I raced up the steps of the museum, closing in on Josh. He disappeared through the door just as I topped the steps. Oddly, the clouds over the museum were thicker and darker and it was actually starting to rain. There was a lot of congestion at the entrance as there were a lot of people milling around, some leaving, others entering and many gathered around looking at the large Tyrannosaurs Rex skeleton display in the middle of the foyer. 

I wormed my way through the throngs of people. I knew where Josh was headed, so I didn’t have to see him directly. I ran down the main hallway until a security guard that I didn’t notice said loudly, “Hey boy! No running!” 

“Yes sir,” I said as I slowed to a fast walk. I took a turn to the left at the next intersection and broke out into a run again. 

I entered the mummy exhibit moments later. I saw Josh lift the rope barrier so he could go under it. As I approached, he just stood there, his finger poised. As I came up behind him, I hissed, “Josh! No! We’ll get in trouble!” 

He just stood there, arm outstretched, his finger only an inch or so away from the shiny, black sarcophagus. 

Reaching past the rope barrier I grabbed his shoulder and again in a loud whisper I hissed, “Josh!” At that very moment, as if he’d been waiting for me to touch him, Josh pressed his finger against the black onyx sarcophagus of the mummy princess. 

I was suddenly blinded by a brilliant white flash of light. I tried to breathe, but couldn’t force any air into my lungs. I had the distinct sensation of falling as well as spinning, but I couldn’t tell which was up or down. And then all was blackness… 

*          *          * 

I abruptly sat bolt upright, gasping a lungful of air, strands of long black hair falling across my bare shoulders and face. A white cloth fell down to my waist and I heard a clattering as I seemed to have knocked a few things to the floor. At first, my eyes wouldn’t focus. From beside me, I sensed some movement and heard a loud gasp like someone managing to come up for air after being under water for an extended period and had run out of breath. 

I was starting to see blurry shapes and various shades of light and dark when I heard a girl’s voice on the other side of me shout, “Master! They are awake! Master! Just like you predicted!” 

I heard scuffling of feet from a short distance. I could vaguely make out the shape of a man leaning over me. He finally began to congeal into the features of a man with a shaved head, a short beard on his chin and he was wearing a robe that definitely didn’t look like the bath variety. 

He turned his face to someone I couldn’t see and said, “Slave! Run! Tell the king, now!” 

The same girl’s voice I heard a moment before shouted, “Yes Master!” I then heard the patter of her bare feet as she ran from the room. 

The man looked at me and smiled as he bowed his head. “Princess Kiya! Welcome back to the land of the living.” 

At that moment, from beside me, a girl’s voice shouted, “Where the fuck are we? What the hell is this?” 

I looked from the man over to my side and saw a beautiful young girl of about fourteen or fifteen, her hair long and black. She was sitting upright, naked and covered only from the waist down by an ornate cloth. She was on a stone table surrounded by lit candles floating in scented oils. Several girls stood around her table. 

I found myself shaking uncontrollably. I was shocked and scared out of my mind. Who were these people? What was this place? Unlike the girl next to me, I couldn’t bring myself to speak. Why did the dude with the beard call me “princess”? I looked down and saw boobs. I looked at the bearded guy and with disbelief in my voice, which didn’t sound at all like my voice, I said, “Ah crap. I have boobs…” Then I passed out.
  

*   *   * 

I felt myself lying on a soft bed. I didn’t open my eyes as I stretched out in total luxury. What a bizarre dream. I turned over onto my side and felt hair fall across my face and a shift of weight on my chest. I froze. This wasn’t right. Maybe I was still dreaming. I squeezed open one eye, but couldn’t make out much in the dingy light. 


I rolled onto my back and opened my eyes. Above me was a silken canopy supported by four posts. This wasn’t our motel room. Super 8 never looked like this. I sat bolt upright and felt the weight of my breasts sway for a moment, and hair fell over my shoulders. The cover fell from me and I saw that I was naked. Three barely dressed girls came up to the bed and slid to their knees. 

What the hell is going on? I sat there, staring at my breasts and feeling long hair sliding over my shoulders. I looked at my hands. They weren’t my hands. Hesitantly, I touched my breast. Oh my God. It’s real and it’s me. I closed my eyes and bit my lip in trepidation as I slid my hand down to my crotch, afraid to confirm what I suspected was there. Oh-my-God! I don’t know how, but I’m a girl! This must still be a dream because you just don’t wake up as a girl! 

The closest girl said, “Are you okay, my Mistress?” 

I sat there in my female nakedness staring blankly at the stone floor. To no one in particular, I breathed, “No. I’m not.” The three girls, who I suspected were slaves, all looked scared and uncomfortable. 

Confused as hell, I demanded, “Where am I? What is this place?” 

Looking dismayed, the girl closest to me said, “You are in your private quarters my Mistress. In the city of Khemenu, in palace of Ra, god in human form and the king who will soon become your husband.” Looking fearful to even ask the question, the girl showed trepidation in her voice, “Are you feeling well enough to be out of bed my Mistress? The High Priest Ammon said you would feel disoriented for a day or so.” 

I pulled my legs over the side of the bed and stood up. I was beyond caring that I was completely naked. I felt a bit wobbly. The weight shift on my chest upset my balance and I stumbled. The closest girl jumped up as if to steady me, but just stood there as if afraid to touch me. I motioned to her that I was okay. 

I tried to take a quick inventory of myself. I was a girl of indeterminate age, well tanned with silky black hair down to the middle of my back. I looked around and saw a sparsely furnished but ornate room with the large covered bed, which dominated the room, a few wooden chairs and a couple of tables. One table was cleared while the other had several jars of who knows what scattered across the surface. There was a doorway to what appeared to be a closet and the other door, which was closed, must certainly be the entrance. Three windows with only silken curtains to cover the opening let in light and a fresh, warm breeze. 

Ignoring the girls in the room, I walked to the window and looked out upon what to my untrained eye was an ancient Egyptian-like city. The buildings weren’t all just a desert brown. They were painted a variety of bright colors. Several towers jutted up toward the sky. What I guessed were fig or date trees were behind a low wall outside my window. The sky was a deep blue with a few scattered clouds. A warm breeze stirred the curtains and lifted several strands of my hair. I could hear flying insects buzzing outside. 

“This is incredible,” I whispered out the window. “But totally impossible.” 

“Mistress?” the slave girl asked hesitantly. 


Still looking out the window at the ancient splendor, I said, “You said ‘husband’.” I turned to face the slave girl doing all the talking. “I’m getting married? I just got here.” 

Looking at me nervously, the girl answered, “Why yes, my Mistress. Seven days hence you will become queen and form an alliance with your father’s kingdom.” The slave girl allowed herself to smile and said, “It will be a wondrous celebration for a beautiful queen!” 

Horrified, I blurted, “I don’t want to get married to anyone right now. Especially a guy!” 

Looking terrified, the slave girl whispered, “Mistress! Please don’t let the High Priest hear you speak that way! The king was very upset that you killed yourself to escape marriage!” 

“Say what?” I asked incredulously as a cold chill shot down my spine. “Did you say I killed myself?” I remembered the placard at the girl’s sarcophagus said she was murdered by her slave girl. 

The girl said, “You don’t remember, my Mistress? You killed your slave and your slave plunged a knife into your heart at the same time. It took every bit of the High Priest’s knowledge of the Black Arts to bring you back to the land of the living.” 

What the hell? What did the sarcophagus, the girl mummy and Josh’s uncontrollable urge to touch it all mean? Is that how I got here? Was Josh the other girl I saw when I first woke up? Am I the girl mummy that supposedly was murdered? But the slave said I killed myself. I never believed in magic, but I couldn’t deny being here. Why us? I felt my head spinning. 

I turned to the girl who had been speaking to me. Jabbing a finger at her, I said, “You! There was another girl who woke up with me. Where is she?” 

The slave girl said, “Chained in the lower rooms my Mistress. The slave killed you once before.” 


What an odd thing to say, I thought. Killed me once before? But I thought she said… I shook my head to try to shake the cobwebs out. I said, “Well, I doubt that she’ll try that again. Bring her to me.” This other girl just had to be Josh. We both arrived at the same time. 

Looking worried, the girl said in a scared voice, “But my Mistress…” 

Getting frustrated I said with an irritated voice, “Would you like to join her?” That wasn’t at all like me. It was as if some other personality was being impressed on me. 

Her eyes wide with fear, she exclaimed and shook her head, “No my Mistress…” 

“Then go.” She didn’t move for a few moments so I shouted, “Now!” 

“Yes my Mistress!” she cried and ran from the room. I felt bad about yelling at the girl, but I needed to find out if that other girl was really Josh or not. 

My stomach growled. I realized I was tremendously hungry. I turned to one of the other girls and said, “I’m hungry. Is there anything to eat around here?” 

“Mistress may have any meal she desires.” said the other girl. “What is your wish?” 

“I wish I was back home…” I said quietly and looked wistfully out the window. 

“Mistress?” 

“Nothing you have to kill or cook. Can you bring me just some bread and fruit?” I asked. 

“Immediately, my Mistress,” said the girl. She rose and hurried from the room. 


The last girl looked very nervous. She was on her knees and bowed with her head to the floor. 

“Do I have any clothes?” I asked, not really liking being naked in public. 

“Would you like me to dress you my Mistress?” the nervous girl asked. 

Since I was clueless where the clothes were or how to wear them, I said, “Yes.” 

I looked back out the window and said to no one in particular, “I could get used to this.” 

*          *          * 

By the time two guards and the first slave girl returned to my quarters with the girl who could only be Josh, I was dressed and a tray of fruits and breads was on a table near the window. The girl I thought was Josh was chained and naked and looking quite hot with her large, firm breasts, long raven hair and dark brown eyes and full lips. I probably looked much the same, except I had on clothes and a crown. 

“Unchain her and leave us!” I ordered. 

One of the guards said, “But my Mistress. She is not to be trusted. We must remain.” 

Channeling my inner bitch, I commanded, “Do I have to draw you pictures? Unchain her, and leave.” 

The guard bowed and said, “Yes my Mistress. We’ll be right outside your door.” 

I said, “Good idea. Do that.” 

The guards removed Josh’s chains and withdrew, along with the three slave girls. Josh dropped to her knees and bowed with her head to the floor. Well, I have to admit, she’s a quick study. Or, it’s not Josh. 


Looking at the girl on her knees, I said, “It’s me. Don’t you know me?” I walked over to her and she just stared at the wall, shaking. 

“You are the princess.” She looked up at me and continued, “Soon to be queen of all you survey.” 

“That’s it?” I asked. “You don’t remember a museum and your need to touch things?” 

The girl slowly looked up and said, “Mitch? Holy shit, is that you?” 

“Josh! Thank God, it’s you!” Josh jumped and hugged me girlishly. 

Quickly disengaging, Josh apologized, “Sorry. It’s a girl thing. I’m glad to see you, such as you are. I thought I was all alone. Any idea what’s going on?” 

I shook my head and said, “Not yet. It’s obvious we’re back in time. I think it has to do with your sticky fingers that just had to touch that mummy case. I don’t know why, but I think that’s why we’re here.” 

Josh grabbed a piece of fruit from the table and greedily took a bite before she said, “But where is here? And why are we girls? And look at you. All decked out as a princess while I was tossed into a dungeon. That’s not fair.” Josh walked over to the window. “Holy shit. This is amazing. It’s like being in a movie.” 

I joined Josh at the window looking out over the city. I said, “Yeah. I wish it was a movie. Or at least a dream. I don’t see how we can be girls and thousands of years in the past. Remember the plaque at the museum? We’re in a pre-Egyptian society.” I frowned at her slightly. “Did I give you permission to eat that?” 

Josh looked confused for a moment. “Have you forgotten how to share?  I haven’t eaten since we got here!” 

“Sorry, bud,” I said, feeling sheepish. “I get these bursts of bitchyness. Must be the princess in me.” 

We turned to look silently out the window. One of the windows opened to a veranda and we both moved to step outside. We walked up to a stone railing ringed with plants I couldn’t identify. We stared numbly at the vision of the stone buildings and streets filled with people walking and shopping. 

Josh turned to me, her newly deep brown eyes boring a hole into my soul. She swallowed audibly and said, “Mitch. I’m scared. I’m really, really scared. What’s going to happen to us? You’re going to get married to some dude. And am I going to be chained to the floor again? How are we ever going to get back home?” 

I gave Josh a girlish hug and said, “I’m scared too, girl. I don’t know how we get back. But I bet we can get some answers from that high priest.” 

Josh looked back out the view below us and said, “Maybe we should ask him. I mean, this is really cool. It’s really awesome that we’ve traveled through time and all. I want to explore and all that shit. But we’re chicks, man! That’s crazy. I don’t want to be a girl, certainly not in these barbaric times and I want to go back home!” 

“I know! I’m really worried. What happens to me if I get married?” I asked. 

“You’ll be fucked, man. Literally,” Josh said with a frown. 

“Well, we’ll just have to have a little talk with that priest guy, that’s all.” I said. “He brought us here so he has to know how to send us back!” 


I walked back inside and then over to the door and rapped my knuckles on it. A moment later, the door swung up and the guard who spoke before entered. 

Before he could ask me what I desired, I said, “That high priest dude. The one that was with us when we woke up in that chamber. Can I talk to him? 

“It’s difficult to gain an audience with Ammon, the high priest, my Mistress.” said the guard. 

“Tell him I want talk to him,” I said. “And I mean like yesterday.” 

The guard lowered his eyes and said, “Only the king may request an audience with Ammon, my Mistress.” 

I glared at him and said, “I’m about to be your queen. Shouldn’t that count for something?” 

“I will ask, my Mistress,” said the guard. “He will probably kill me for asking.” 

“Tell him I grant you a pardon, okay?” I said. “Just go ask. Is there a garden or something outdoors? It’s stuffy in here. Tell Ammon that’s where I’ll be.” 

The guard yelled through the open door, “Slave! Show the Mistress to her gardens.” He started to reach for Josh. 

I waved my hand in what I hoped was an obvious negative gesture. “She stays with me.” 

Looking nervous, the guard said, “But my mistress, she must return to the lower level!” 

Scowling, I asked, “Would you like to join her?” 

Blood seemed to drain from the guard’s face. “No my Mistress.” He then backed out to find Ammon.  


*         *         * 

I lay on the soft cushions lining the stone bench on which I was reclining. Beautiful flowers and exotic plants surrounded me. Cool, clear water poured from an aqueduct into a pool before me. A slave girl slowly waved a huge fan, keeping a cool breeze flowing on me. There was a beautiful view of the city in one direction and of the landscape beyond the city wall in the other. The slave girl I knew as Josh stood behind me, dropping a date or some other fruit into my mouth at my whim. 

“Ah, Joshua my boy, this is definitely the life,” I said looking over my shoulder at the pretty slave girl behind me. “I could really get used to this. I don’t think it’d be all that bad if we had to stay.” 

Josh dropped another date in my mouth and said, “Not for me. I’m a slave girl. And tell me again in nine months how great it will be here when you’re pregnant and about to give birth without modern medicine.” 

I frowned, “Don’t be so negative, dude. Think of this as an exotic vacation, away from parents, kid sisters and dusty museums! Just relax and enjoy yourself.” 

The slave girl who had talked the most earlier had just brought in a tray of fruit. She set the tray down near Josh, smiled nervously and said, “Well, my Mistress. She wouldn’t enjoy it for very long anyway.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked the slave girl. 

She suddenly looked worried, bowed her head and said, “I spoke out of turn my Mistress. I beg forgiveness.” 

“No, I want you to speak freely. What did you mean by that?” I caught the last date Josh dropped. 


Shaking a little and looking hesitant, the slave girl said uneasily, “I only meant, my Mistress, that it is only a few days away from your wedding.” 

Frowning, I asked, “And?” 

The slave girl swallowed and said, “And during the ceremony, this girl, your younger sister, will have her throat slit and the blood will be collected in a golden goblet from which you will drink to ensure many strong sons for your husband, the king.” 

I sat bolt upright and coughed on the date I had just chewed on. “What the hell did you just say?” 

Pointing at Josh, the slave said, “That girl will be sacrificed to the Sun God Ra, so that our king, Ra in human form will grant you fertility to bear many sons.” 

“She’s my sister?” I asked with a shocked expression. Josh twisted her face in surprise. 

“Not any more, my Mistress,” said the slave girl. “She was selected as a sacrifice because like you, she is a virgin; your blood is her blood, and by drinking her virgin blood it is prophesized will increase your fertility.” 

“What kind of inhuman, backward, stupid, pagan, idiotic idea is that?” I sputtered. 

“You can’t drink my blood!” Josh gulped. “I mean, I’m not done with it yet!” 

A deep male voice suddenly boomed across the garden. “Leave us!” 

I looked over and it was Ammon, the high priest and he was approaching where I was sitting. Josh started to back away. I touched her shoulder and whispered, “You stay right here.” 


The priest walked up to me and extended his hand. I asked with a frown, “Do you expect me to kiss that?” 

He withdrew his hand and said, “Princess Kiya. I’m glad to see you up and about. I decided to grant you a short audience. I have a very busy schedule in preparing for your wedding to the king.” He looked with disdain at Josh and said, “And why is that beast here? I must call a guard.” 

I stood up and poked a finger into his chest through his overly ornate robe of office and said, “I want answers, pal. That’s my friend Josh... I want you to undo whatever you did to get us here. I want to know what both of us are doing here. I’m not drinking her blood and I’m not marrying your king. I’ll bet your mother’s moustache you know how to send us back home!” 

He struck me with the back of his hand. It stung and the jolt almost knocked me off balance. “You impetuous little brat. If you weren’t going to be our queen in a few days, I’d have you as my personal pleasure slave.” Pointing to Josh, he continued, “Yes, that is your sister who arrived back to the land of the living with you. She’s the reason you journeyed to the land of the dead where you appeared to have wandered for several millennia, your soul passing from body to body until you two finally re-united.” 

“I’m not buying your bullshit. I don’t know how you got us here,” I said rubbing my cheek. “I want Josh and me to go back to normal and I want us both to be sent back home.” 

The priest smiled an evil looking grin and said, “I’m afraid that won’t be possible. The vessels that housed you and your sister’s souls are now empty and dying. They will be dead by your wedding day.” 

“I’m not drinking her blood or getting married,” I protested. “You can forget that!” 

Ammon said, “Oh, you will. Even if I have to force it down your throat. And I must insist that your sister be chained below. You two will not be allowed to kill each other again.” 

Still rubbing my cheek, I said, “Kill each other? Look, I have no idea what is going on here. I want some answers. I’m not your princess, that’s not my sister and you know it. Where are we, why are we here and just what the fuck is going on? 

The priest smiled, but this time it wasn’t particularly evil. He sat down on the bench I had just vacated, crossed his legs and began picking at the bowl of fruit. After popping a date into his mouth, he said, “You are indeed the princess of your Greek father’s kingdom. And that is your sister.” He held up his hand when I started to protest. 

“You wanted answers, princess, I’m telling you the truth.” He tossed back a couple more dates and continued. “Who you and your friend were before you woke up in the temple is unimportant. Those were mere vessels only in a dream life, holding both of your souls. Your souls have been born and reborn for thousands of years until fate finally brought your souls together again. Touching your place of rest was the spark that returned you to your lifeless bodies in order to fulfill your destinies.” 

I sat down next to the priest and slack-jawed said, “You’re serious, aren’t you?” 

He smiled again and said, “Look around. Is this the life you left? I know not of what wonders the future may hold, but you will find none of those wonders here. I suspect you were not female in your previous life. That is delaying the adjustment back to this life. But, in a week or so, you will be fully back to being Princess Kiya, the bride of Ra, god in human form, uniting the two kingdoms in peace.” 

I shuddered, “And Josh?” 

“Your sister Aoh will be dead, I’m afraid,” said the priest without a hint of emotion. 

“Hey, do I get a say in that?” asked Josh. Ammon cast her a withering glare. 

“You must send us back.” I demanded. “We don’t belong here. I have no desire to marry some dude, god complex or not. And… and Josh here. She didn’t do anything to deserve being murdered. I’m not drinking her blood!” 

Frowning, the priest said, “I grow weary of this conversation. You cannot alter your destiny. You must forget your previous life. That is not who you are. Those bodies are either dead or soon will die. You are Princess Kiya and you are to become the queen. The leaves have told me you will provide the king with many strong sons. You will soon forget who you were in your dream life.” He stood up and smoothed his robe. “And now, I will take my leave. I will next see you on your wedding day.” He turned his back to us and walked slowly from the garden. 

I looked at Josh who stood there pale and slack jawed and I touched her hair. I said, “We can’t let him get away with this, Josh. We have to find a way home.” 

Josh said in a worried voice, “I sure hope so.” She unconsciously felt her throat. 

As two guards approached us, Josh closed her eyes and clicked her heels three times, saying “There’s no place like home… there’s no place like home…” 

Two soldiers approached us and roughly grabbed Josh and bound her hands. Josh shouted, “Hey, let go! Not so rough!” 


“What’s going on?” I shouted. 

One of the soldiers said, “This slave is to be locked up. Orders from the High Priest Ammon.” 

As she was dragged away, Josh shouted, “Mitch! Help me!” 

*         *        * 

As the girl I took to be the head slave girl was setting down a tray with my dinner on it, I said, “Girl. You’ve been here a while, right?” 

Hesitantly, she said, “Yes my Mistress.” 

“Where you here when I … um… died?” I never thought I’d ask a question like that. 

“Yes, my Mistress,” said the girl. “I along with others in the grand hall witnessed it. It was only this very morning.” 

“Dying kinda makes you forgetful,” I said as I waved my hand in the air. “Tell me what happened.” 

“Just before you were to slit your sister’s throat,” the girl said without any emotion. She paused and swallowed and then continued, “you pulled a second dagger from your wedding tunic and handed it to your sister, the sacrifice. Before anyone could act, moving in unison, your sister plunged her dagger into your heart and you plunged your dagger into her heart.” 

Feeling very uncomfortable, I asked, “Why on earth would I do that?” 

Looking confused, the slave said, “You hated the king, my Mistress. Then as now, you had no desire to marry him. And you didn’t want to drink your own sister’s blood. So both of you conspired to deny the king of his queen and future sons. It would also plunge the two kingdoms into war. Until word arrived to him that you lived, your father was beginning to mount an attack on this city.” 

“Where did this priest come in?” I asked, my skin crawling knowing I had murdered my own sister and she me. Odd thoughts started to encroach on my memories and I’d forget Aoh… I mean Josh, was not really my sister. 

The slave said, “He immediately rushed both of you to the temple of Ra and mingled both your blood together. He prepared your bodies with special oils and spices. He and the priestesses chanted over you for hours until you both came back to life. His is a powerful magic.” 

“So, only a few hours passed between me dying and coming back to life?” I asked. The slave girl nodded. I closed my eyes for a moment and shook my head. “That boggles the mind. Thousands of years passed between death and resurrection, but only a few hours went by here. That makes you dizzy just thinking about that.” 

“Yes, my Mistress,” agreed the slave girl. 

“I’m curious though. If only a few hours passed, why not just continue with the wedding the same day? Not that I’m anxious to do so,” I said. 

The slave girl said, “Ammon told the king that your souls would be tarnished from their travels in the dream life, and needed time to purify. You and your sister would need ritual baths and be cleansed, spiritually as well as physically.” 

I narrowed my eyes at the girl and said, “How do you know so much? I get the feeling a common slave girl would be ignorant of such things.” 

The girl drew herself up to her full height and a fleeting glimpse of pride crossed her face. She said, “I used to be Sacmis, the high priestess and wielder of white magic, potions of love and fertility, and spiritual advisor to the king. But I made the mistake of speaking my displeasure of Ammon’s dabbling in the black arts. Instead of just killing me, he gained more pleasure from enslaving me and having me serve as one of the king’s concubines.” 

“I’m sorry to hear that,” I said sincerely. “Can’t the king pardon you, or whatever they do with wrongly enslaved people?” 

The girl laughed and said, “There are no wrongly enslaved people. Once someone in power calls you a slave, you’re a slave. Your history is erased and people are told to forget you. Same as with your sister. She no longer has her name. She is no longer your sister. She is only a slave. One that will be a sacrificial virgin to ensure your fertility.” 

I didn’t believe in magic, black or otherwise, but I couldn’t deny the fact that Josh and I were here, a few thousand years in the past in the body of two dead girls. 

A sudden thought entered my head and so I asked, “So, Sacmis, how good were you at these spells or whatever you want to call them?” 

The slave Sacmis shrugged, “At least as good as Ammon. In some things maybe better.” 

Leaning closer to the girl, I said lowering my voice, “Do you think it’s possible for whatever magic that was used to bring me and my friend here… do you think that could be reversed?” 

She pondered that for a few moments. She said, “I’m not certain, my Mistress. But there’s usually a way to undo what has been done.” 

“Do you think you could send my friend and I back to our time?” I asked, my voice a little more tense than I wanted. 

“I would have to study the tablets Ammon used, my Mistress,” said the girl. “I’m not sure if I could do it though. The risk is very high. And if your vessels are already dead, you cannot return.” 

“How risky would it be for you to try to find out?” I asked. “I don’t want you to be killed for trying to help me.” 

She smiled and said, “I have not been completely abandoned by the priesthood. There are a few priestesses that would help me. I would not risk it to help you, but to hurt the High Priest.” 

I smiled nervously at her and said, “Whatever your motivation, girl, just let me know what you find out.” 

Sacmis, the slave girl nodded and said, “I will, my Mistress.” 

*         *          * 

“Let the slave out,” I said to the soldier guarding the door. 

“I’m sorry, your highness, but I can’t do that,” said the guard with a nervous look. 

“You know who I am. Let the girl out!” I shouted, getting angry. 

“The king himself ordered that the slave must remain in prison until the ceremony, your highness,” said the soldier looking straight ahead and not at me. 

“Any rule against me visiting the girl?” I asked, getting pissed. I opened my hands and did a pirouette. “You see I have no weapons.” 

“No, your highness,” said the guard. He then opened the door and motioned me through. I was then partly afraid they’d lock me in with Josh. 

I walked past the soldier and entered the small room where Josh was chained to the floor. She didn’t seem to notice me entering the room. I didn’t want the guard to over hear me, so I knelt beside her and whispered, “Josh? Are you awake?” 

She looked up at me and said in a raspy voice, “Yes, Mistress.” 


I put my hands on her shoulders and said, “Josh. It’s me, Mitch. Are you okay?” 

She just looked at me for a few moments, with no recognition. After a few more moments, she asked, “Mitch? Oh, hey. Sorry. I’m forgetting who I am. I don’t even remember being me anymore. I remember growing up as a little girl playing in our father’s gardens. Not here, but someplace similar…” 

I said, “I know. I’m having a tough time myself. I think being active is helping me stay sane longer.” 

“Is it your wedding day yet?” asked Josh. She felt her throat. “I’ve stopped dreading being killed. Being chained down here is pure hell. I don’t think I’d even mind being a slave girl if I could just get out of this room.” 

“That’s what I came to talk to you about,” I said. “My slave is a former priestess. She knows the same hocus pocus and voodoo and crap that brought us here. She thinks she can reverse it.” 

Josh’s eyes lit up a little and she said, “Oh? How soon do we go back home?” 

“I don’t know,” I said honestly. “I just didn’t want you to lose hope.” 

“It’s easy to lose hope down here,” she said. 

“I can imagine,” I said. “I’ll try again to get you released from this dungeon. But for now I need to go. I’ll see you soon.” We hugged. 

*         *         * 

I’d sent the slaves away and was walking alone in the garden. A calmness had fallen over me and I felt at peace with the world. The dream life seemed so far away. I didn’t hate my future husband. I think Ammon might be spiking my food. But I didn’t really care. It was beautiful here in the royal garden. All sorts of exotic plants and flowers were there for my enjoyment. The sky above was a deep blue as I stared into infinity. I walked to the pathway that led down into the city itself where several soldiers stood guard. I was struck by how quiet it was, with only the trees having their leaves rustled by a gentle breeze and the happy chirping of birds throughout the garden. I looked forward to my wedding day. Why did I not want it before? 

The breeze caught my beautiful silken dress, swirling the skirt playfully around my legs. The slaves had drawn my hair up and gave my eyes a dark, mysterious and beautiful look, and leather sandals protected my feet from the hard stones. I took a deep breath and the aroma of all the flowers that surrounded me was almost intoxicating. Each passing hour, I felt more and more like a princess from a barbaric time. I knew in the back of my mind, most of the people who lived in this city and elsewhere didn’t share the luxury of what I was experiencing standing in the garden, looking out across the cityscape. But I was a princess! I smiled at the thought. I even caught myself thinking of the citizens as “my people”, as if I ruled over them. 

I felt a euphoria flow through me that I had never experienced before. I was beautiful, I had power over people and I would soon be queen. I smiled again. I would have a husband who could cast the shadow of his hand from horizon to horizon, a god in human form. And from all the women in the world, he chose me to be his queen. For the first time in my life, I felt truly happy. 

From behind me, I heard the fall of footsteps. I turned and… I instinctively dropped to my knees. 

“My king!” I said in a breathy voice. 

A well muscled man with his head shaved and sporting a longish goatee on his chin approached. He wore a silken robe that did little to hide his obvious manhood and his rippling pecks. Ra, the king, put a finger under my chin and said, “Stand, my flower. You need not kneel to me.” 


I stood and said in breathless wonder, “Yes, my king.” I looked at this gorgeous hunk, up and down and tried to figure why I wouldn’t have wanted to have been wed to him. Something nagged at the back of my mind about the king, my future husband. A fleeting thought that I couldn’t quite grasp. So I just stood there and drank in his vision and inhaled his scent. I could feel my body respond to his presence. 

“Why are you alone? Where are your slaves? I will have their heads…” Ra said as he looked about the garden. 

I laughed and said, “I sent them away, my king. I wanted to be alone for a bit in this beautiful place.” 

Ra smiled and said, “Does that mean my little flower wants me to leave?” 

I touched his arm and sighed, “Oh, not at all, my king! The perfection of my day is now complete.” 

A tiny, nagging voice kept screaming in the back of my mind, “This isn’t right! This isn’t who you are!” It was giving me a headache and I tried desperately to shut out the thoughts. 

Ra pulled me close to him and said, “You are the most beautiful woman in two kingdoms. I look forward to sharing my throne, and my bed, with you.” He then bent down and kissed me. I closed my eyes and melted at the touch of his lips against mine. Ever since I was a little girl, I had dreamed of such a moment. I wanted him to pull my clothes from me and ravish me here in the garden. 

I caught my breath as he pulled away. I felt my cheeks flush. With a breathy voice, I said, “My king…” 


He put his finger against my lips and said, “I have the business of men to attend to my little flower. You are indeed the favorite of the gods and when you become my queen, our kingdom will be truly blessed.” He turned and walked away. I continued to look in his direction, long after he had disappeared from view. 

*          *          * 

“May I speak with you, my Mistress?” asked Sacmis, my lead slave girl as she set the tray of food down before me. My head was aching from the tiny, irritating voice in my head. 

“Yes, girl,” I said as I looked over the deliciously prepared pheasant. “Speak.” 

“I have found out many things while studying the tablets. Good and bad things that concern you and the girl you call Josh,” said Sacmis. 

I looked over at Sacmis and the irritating voice exerted itself. Conflicting, random thoughts clouded my mind. My headache seemed to worsen. I suddenly doubted who I was. Who was the girl I called Josh? Josh? Oh yeah, my friend Josh. We were at the museum and… why can’t I hold on to a thought? Things were so simple when I was a little girl growing up my father’s palace. Wait, that didn’t seem right. Josh and I were brought here… yeah… by some kind of black magic. 

Sacmis continued, “The bad thing is that there is no direct reversal of the magic Ammon used to bring you here. Also, the vessels from your time did not contain the souls of the princess and her sister. They are gone and the priest knows this. What the magic did, and it’s a powerful magic that pulls energy from the bowels of the earth itself, was to pull the life-force from the first two people pure of heart and who loved each other as sisters who touch the black onyx of the princess’ case.” 

I looked at the slave girl blankly for a few moments. My earlier discussion with her dredged itself up from my murky memory. She was to find a way to send Josh and me back to our real lives. But now, did I really want to go back? I’m a beautiful princess about to wed the most powerful man in the known world. Random thoughts popped in my mind… no dentists… no video games… no doctors that actually know shit… no sport bikes… no movies… These thoughts poured through my head. And then the one thought that brought me back to reality like a bucket of cold water. Josh was going to be murdered and I was going to drink her blood. I was going to be expected to give birth without anesthesia and my husband would be the king so I couldn’t call him names during labor. 

No, Josh and I had to return. My mind cleared up and I knew I wasn’t really a girl. I was never a little girl and my father ran a real estate office and he didn’t have a palace. 

I said to the girl, “Our… our life-force?” 

She nodded and said, “Yes. And I would guess you and your friend Josh loved each other as sisters?” 

I said, “I’ve known Josh for a long time. Yes, we were like brothers.” 

Sacmis nodded and continued, “Only your life-force was needed to restart the dead body. The body you now inhabit has its own brain and memories. You will fade as the real princess re-asserts herself. The king thinks her soul has returned, purified by time. The vessels you left behind will die because their life-force has been removed. This was not a soul return. This was just theft of your life-essence. You will die as the princess returns control over her body. That’s why Ammon suggested a delay in returning to the wedding.” 

I cringed and said, “That’s why memories and feelings that aren’t mine have been creeping into my head. So, can you send us back?” 

The girl shrugged and said, “I think so, but not just by reversing how you came here. And when I do, the princess and her sister will die again since it’s your life-essence that’s keeping them alive.” 

I said, “What a decision. If we do nothing, Josh and I will be erased from existence. If we return, then the princess and her sister die again. I don’t know if I could cause someone to just die like that.” 

The slave girl said, “They chose death before. They did not ask to return. Your life was stolen. You shouldn’t feel guilt for taking back what is rightfully yours.” 

I rubbed the sides of my head. I said, “Just thinking about this makes my head hurt. I’m concerned about the life of someone who, to me, would have been dead for thousands of years regardless of how long she lived.” 

“Something must be decided soon. Your vessels, if not dead already, will be dead soon. If the wedding goes through, you will soon be lost anyway and your friend sacrificed.” 

I thought for a few moments, then set my jaw and said, “I can’t let my friend Josh and I die. Prepare what you need to do to prepare. We do this tomorrow night, when the palace is asleep. If you can keep the princess and her sister alive as well, that’s a bonus, but if you can’t… well, as you said, they did choose death after all. 

Sacmis nodded and said, “It will be done, my Mistress.” 

*          *          * 


I was lying dreamily on my bed, dozing occasionally. I drift in and out from knowing my name is Mitch and knowing I’m a beautiful princess and soon to be queen. I smiled to myself. Would being a queen really be so bad? My reverie was broken by a rap on the door. One of my slaves opened the door and a gruff voice of a guard spoke. 

“Tell the princess that the King’s Mother requests her presence immediately.” 

I stood up and said towards the door, “I require a few minutes to get ready.” 

The guard said, “Yes, my princess.”  He closed the door. 

I turned to my slaves and said simply, “Dress me.” I didn’t have a clue what to wear to an audience with the mother of the king, but I was sure my slaves would dress me appropriately because it would literally be their heads if they didn’t. 

After a few minutes, I was wearing my best silken robes and finest leather sandals and the crown showing the world I was a princess upon my head. A slave opened a door for me and I said, “I am ready.” 

The guard bowed. “Please follow me, your highness.” 

I have to admit, I enjoyed all the fussing and attention I got as a princess. I mean, who wouldn’t? By now, I was certain Ammon was spiking my food with drugs to make me more pliable. It was hard to fight it. I really hoped Sacmis had learned how to send Josh and I back. If not, I knew I’d happily marry the king and drink the blood of Josh and never think twice about it. 

I was escorted through the maze of hallways in the palace. I’ve been here for several days and never once went exploring. Other than curiosity, I really didn’t need to as my clothes and food was always brought to me. 


After several minutes of walking, I was brought to a very large, very ornate door laminated with gold and intricate carvings and glyphics. The guard leading the way said to the guards standing at the door to the king’s mother’s room and announced, “The princess has arrived.” One of the door guards inclined his head and opened the door. 

The door slowly opened and the door guard bowed deeply. “The princess, your highness.” The guard I had been following stood to one side without entering the room. 

The king’s mother took a few steps towards the door. She gestured for me to come inside the room. 


She smiled at me. “Enter, my child.” 

The door closed behind me as I stepped inside. The king’s mother was actually a very attractive older woman dressed in an ornate robe. Not sure what to do, I dropped to my knees. 

“You’re highness!” I said, looking to the floor. 

The woman studied me a moment and then said, “I see why my son was drawn to you. You are indeed beautiful. Arise, child. Arise. In a few days you will be queen and I will kneel to you.” 

I stood nervously and looked at her. “Yes, your highness.” 

She smiled at me and said, “Please call me Dalia” 

I smiled back and said, “Thank you, your… um, Dalia. And you may call me Kiya.” 


Dalia smiled at me and gestured towards an ornate sofa. “Please sit. Let us talk. You will soon be my daughter and I don’t even know you.” 

Under my breath, I said, “That makes two of us.” A little more loudly, I said with a smile, “I thank you for the honor of this audience.” 

Frowning slightly, Dalia looked to a slave girl. “Bring the princess wine. And some fruit.”  The girl hustled to fill the goblet on the table next to me with wine. Another girl set a plate of fruit on the same table. I resisted the urge to tell the slaves “thank you”. 

Taking a sip of her own wine, Dalia said, “So tell me, Kiya, how do you like your new home?” 

Not sure if I should be honest or not, I said, “It’s nice what I’ve seen of it. I’ve really only been in my rooms and the palace garden, which is beautiful.” 

A look of concern crossed Dalia’s face. “You haven’t been shown the palace?” She frowned and shook her head. “We’ll take care of that right away! A queen should know her own palace! Have you seen any of our great city?” 

I shrugged. “Just what I can see from my windows and from the garden.” 

Dalia frowned again. “Let’s go for a walk, my child. Remove your jewelry.” She looked over at two slaves near us and snapped her fingers. “Dress the princess as a common woman. Return here when you have completed your task.” 

Not sure what Dalia was up to, I removed what jewelry I was wearing and placed it on the couch where I was sitting. The two slaves asked that I follow them. I was taken to a small room to one side. They then helped me into a simple white, floor length dress with a sash-like belt and then worn, leather sandals. 


When they brought me back to the main room, Dalia was standing there, dressed very similar to me – all her royal finery and symbols of office removed. She was still a stunning woman, but looking much more like a woman you’d find in the market place. 

She smiled as she stepped towards me. She held out her hands to me. “Kiya, such a lovely child. It’s still hard to disguise your royal stock, but hopefully it’s enough.”  She took my hands. “I do this from time to time to see how the people are. Don’t worry. The guards won’t be far away.” 

She led me through a maze of hallways until we came to a small door hidden behind a wall hanging. At Dalia’s gesture, a guard hurried up and opened the small, but heavy door. 

As the door opened, Dalia said, “This is a secret tunnel we use to leave the palace unnoticed to a little-used street in the city. We’ve also used it to escape danger in the city to return here.”  She then led me through the door. 

Well, this was certainly unexpected. There were torches lining the walls of the tunnel. I wondered whose chore it was to keep them lit. When Dalia said tunnel, I was expecting a rough hewn tunnel carved from the limestone. But actually, it was a well maintained and constructed hallway. The floor was flat and even, the walls smooth. The walls were decorated with various glyphs. 

We walked for ten or fifteen minutes down the tunnel. All along the tunnel were pins mounted in the walls.  I didn’t ask, but if I had to guess, pulling out a pin would collapse the ceiling if needed. 

We walked single file, Dalia and I following two palace guards leading and two guards behind us. These guards were definitely some bad dudes you wouldn’t want to tangle with. As a young woman, I knew there’d be no way to prevent them from doing me harm if they had wanted to. I know it’s cliché, but their muscles had muscles. 

Finally, we reached the end of the tunnel.  At this end, there were no torches so it was a bit dark. One of the guards pulled a cloth back that was attached to the wall. He stood there a moment intently staring through what appeared to be a hole. 

The guard turned to face us. “It is now safe to exit, your highness.” 

Dalia gestured towards the wall. “Very good. Open the door.” 

The guard bowed and turned to a hidden latch. “Yes, your highness.” As the guard opened the door, I was blinded by the intense light blasting through into the darkened hallway. One of the guards ran into the sunlight and up a short distance ahead of us. He would then follow us at a distance so we would not look like we were being protected. 

Dalia took my hand. “Come my child. Let us look at the people who will be your loyal subjects.”  She led me out into the street. I was almost stunned by the glaring contrast from the darkened tunnel to these sun-drenched streets teeming with people! 

This was the first time since arriving in this time I’d seen any children. They were running around, laughing. Women were examining the food and wares by both men and women barking out items for sale and their prices. 

I felt like I was in a big budget movie.  Except that movies had never looked like this. The walls of the buildings were all painted in bright colors. There was cloth as well as finished goods in cotton and silk. Produce straight from farms. It was all a sight to behold. 

A small girl tugged on my dress. She was holding a basket of vegetables she wanted me to buy. I just smiled at her and shook my head.  Even if I wanted to, I had no money. I watched Dalia stop at one particular table. She bought a basket of some fruit after haggling the price for a minute. 

The street was dusty and the sky was a deep blue and cloudless.  We had to step aside as several mules with large loads strapped to them pushed their way past us. The smells, sights and sounds of this living ancient city were overwhelming. And to think in just a few days, I will be queen! 

There were several towers in the city. Dalia led me to one, pushing our way through crowds of citizens, none of them aware they were pushing against their future queen. I was offended at being touched by such people.  Dalia didn’t seem to mind. For reasons I couldn’t comprehend, she relished being among the common people. 

As we approached the tower, a guard standing sentry recognized Dalia and stiffened. As he started to kneel, Dalia said, “Do not draw attention to us. Just allow us to pass.” 

The guard looked worried as he said, “Yes, your highness.” He stepped aside. Once inside, we began ascending a winding staircase. I was surprised at how much cooler it was inside the tower with its thick walls. 


When we reached the top level, I tried not to show being tired. Dalia wasn’t even breathing hard. We were alone on the top level in the bright sunlight. Dalia waved her arm in an encompassing arc.  Smiling, Dalia said, “Behold, Kiya. The great city of Khemenu!” 

I stepped up to the short wall that kept me from falling from the tower. My eyes widened as I gazed upon the vast expanse below me grander than anything Cecil B. DeMille could imagine. 

At the far end were the stones that marked the gates of the city. Behind us stood the beautiful and imposing palace. My palace. Along the eastern wall and beyond were the farms, irrigated by channels dug from the Nile. To the west were the dusty cliffs of the Western Desert. 

I struggled to remember when we were in the museum trying to keep Josh from touching the sarcophagus that held… oh my God… that held me! The diagram next to my sarcophagus indicated the civilization I was now standing in existed long before the pyramids. My father’s city was south of us and more to the west, further into the desert. Father was desperate to open trade with cities to the north. He wanted greater access to the water from the Nile as all of the irrigation came from wells. 


I stared at the grand vista below me for some time. Under my breath, I sighed, “I will soon be queen!” 

Dalia grinned at me. “Yes you shall. And with our cities joined in alliance, we will be able to vanquish the lesser kingdoms to the north.” 

I kept looking over the wall, a breeze playfully blowing my hair. 

Dalia stepped up next to me and looked over at me. “The king requested I ask you this as you have the power. Because the king is great of heart, he has said that on your word, he would release your sister and return her to your father.” 

I narrowed my eyes as I stared intently to the desert in the west. In a quiet voice, I said coldly, “I have no sister. That is nothing more than a slave. I will give my husband many strong sons as the prophecy has said.” 

Dalia smiled as she placed her hand upon mine. “The king has chosen wisely.” 

*          *          * 

The slave set my meal down at the table in my room. I wasn’t officially part of the royal family just yet, so I ate in my room. The slave stood there, looking expectantly at me. I waved dismissively. “You may go, slave.” 

Still hesitating to leave and looking concerned, the slave paused a moment and then said, “Your highness, we need to discuss the return of you and your sister.” 

Frowning, I said, “I’ve already told the king’s mother that I have no sister. And why would you say to return me? I’m going nowhere.” I glared at the slave, starting to feel uncomfortable. I sighed. Though she’s been a good slave, I’ll probably have to have her fed to the dogs. I don’t know if I can still trust her. 

“Yes my Mistress,” she said as she turned to leave.  As she turned, she picked up a vessel. “Let me refresh your cup, my Mistress.”  


I nodded as I picked up the pheasant and took a bite.  I took a drink from my refilled cup and suddenly my mouth and nostrils were on fire. My stomach tied in knots. I was suddenly weak and had trouble breathing. I hissed, “You have poisoned me!” With all my strength, I took a lurch at the slave girl. 

I was met with a stinging slap across the face. The slave girl growled, “Wake up, bitch!” I was overwhelmed with anger and bowled over and threw up.  The girl stood at the ready to slap me again. I struggled to breathe and almost blacked out. I thought that this was the end. I’ll never be queen… assassinated by a mere slave!  I collapsed to the floor, still struggling to breathe. 

I shook the cobwebs from my mind as I sat up. I looked up at Sacmis and rubbed my cheek. “You hit me!” 

Sacmis offered a hand to help me up. “I’m very sorry, my Mistress. But I had to break the spell you were under. The antidote I gave to you for Annon’s potion wasn’t quite strong enough on its own.  We’re out of time, so I had to resort to stronger methods.” 

I kept rubbing my cheek as I stood up. “Thanks. Now that I can think more clearly, I realize I was growing to accept becoming queen.  Even looking forward to it.  I have to say, Sacmis, that was pretty ballsy of you to strike the person who would be your queen.” 

Sacmis chuckled. “I was desperate. We’re out of time. We must act now or you will become queen and your sister will die.” 

*          *          * 

Sacmis and I walked down the steps to the dungeon to retrieve Josh. A guard stood in our way. The girl waved her hand and said, “You did not see the princess and her slave come down this way.” 


The guard looked blankly at us and said, “I didn’t see the princess and her slave down here.” 

I turned to Sacmis and said, “Tell me you didn’t really just say that.” 

She gave me a puzzled expression and I just said, “Never mind.” 

Josh was chained to the floor and was sleeping. Sacmis retrieved the keys from the still dazed guard. I patted Josh on the cheek and said, “Josh! Wake up! Come on Josh. We’re getting the hell out of Dodge.” 

Josh groaned and her eyes fluttered slightly. She looked at me with sleepy eyes and said, “Why are you here, my Mistress?” Her eyes suddenly went wild as she said, “Is it time for the wedding? I don’t want to die!” 

I tried shushing her and said, “You’re not going to die. At least I won’t be killing you and drinking your blood. We’re going to go home.” 

“Back to father?” Josh asked. 

“In a manner of speaking,” I said. I turned to Sacmis and asked, “Is Josh gone? Are we too late?” 

“I do not believe so, my Mistress,” said the slave. “If we can get her back to her own vessel, she should recover her memories.” 

I started trying to help Josh to her feet and said, “Well, let’s go do that voodoo that I hope you do so well.” 

*          *         * 

I was sitting on a cold, stone slab. Josh, whose memory seemed to be gone lay frightened on her slab. Sacmis came up to me holding a cup with some unpleasant smelling liquid. She said, “Drink this, my Mistress. It will loosen your soul from your physical body. It will make it easier to transfer your life-force back into the earth for the return to your empty vessels.” 


I sniffed the liquid and frowned. “Are you sure this will work?” I looked over at Josh and saw a priestess help her swallow the contents of the cup. She grimaced as she drank it. 

“I guarantee nothing, my Mistress.” Sacmis said with a shrug. “I am using all I know. If your vessel is still living, your life-energy should find its way back naturally. If not, you will remain here.” 

“Well, Josh and I are dead for sure if we don’t try,” I said. “If I wasn’t already here because of this mumbo-jumbo, I would never try this.” 

“This city is directly over a strong source of power from the earth itself,” said Sacmis. “It is required for these black arts.” 

I glanced over at a third slab in the darkened room of the temple. I said, “How did you get Ammon here and what do you plan to do with him?” 

Sacmis smiled and said, “A couple of the priestesses drugged his evening meal. I plan to attempt to swap bodies with him. Let him find out what it’s like to be a slave girl.” 

I looked at Sacmis with a sideways glance and said, “Are you sure you can do that? And, are you sure you want to be a man?” 

Sacmis smiled and said, “If I succeed, I will be more powerful than the king. I think I’d enjoy that. And I’d enjoy putting Ammon in with the army’s whores.” 

I looked at the cup, frowned, closed my eyes, held my breath and downed the contents in a single gulp. Holy crap was it nasty. I coughed and sputtered for a few moments. When I had caught my breath, I said, “What about the princess and her sister?” 


Sacmis shook her head and said, “I haven’t decided yet. They chose death, I might let them keep it. Or I may steal the life-force from a couple of men who were overly cruel to their slaves and give it to the princess.” 

I was starting to feel groggy with a sense of floating. Sacmis sprinkled something over me. 

“This will make your energy conduct more easily to the earth. The earth is timeless. The future, the past, it’s all the same to the earth,” said Sacmis as she continued to sprinkle the metallic looking dust. I could see another priestess doing the same with Josh. 

Sacmis suddenly looked rather grave as she said, “Once I start this last part of the transference, there is no turning back. The process is either completed, or your energy is dissipated into the earth. A warning I must give you. The past has been altered. I don’t know what changes might await you on your return. It might be so small you won’t notice it. Just be warned. Do you wish to proceed?” 

I was almost asleep from whatever I had drunk. I nodded and mumbled, “Yes. I have no choice.” Everything went black and I felt a sensation of falling and spinning. It was frightening. I couldn’t breathe. And then it ended with a loud slapping sound and I felt like I hit the ground.  

*          *          * 

I awoke with a start and sat bolt upright, gasping for air. My vision was blurry at first. I could make out only vague shapes and lights. I heard a woman’s voice call out, “Oh my God! Get the doctor!” 

My vision slowly cleared and I saw medical equipment on either side of me, including that machine that goes ping. I appeared to be lying in a hospital bed. Whatever Sacmis did, worked! I was back! 

A man in a white lab coat rushed up to me and held a flashlight to my eyes. He asked, “Can you hear me? Do you understand what I’m saying?” I nodded and he said, “Raise your right arm. Good, good. This is a miracle. I’ve never seen a recovery like this.” He turned to one of the nurses and said, “We’ll need some more tests, but it seems the patient is going to make a full recovery from zero brain activity.” 

The nurse turned her back and said in a low voice that she thought I couldn’t hear, “The family is just down the hall. They were going to come in when we shut off life-support.” 

The doctor said in a normal voice, “I’ll go inform the family.” He quickly left the room. 

Oh my God, I thought. They were just going to shut down my life support. I was mere seconds from dying. Did it matter how long we waited to send Josh and me back? How long were we in a vegetative state? Does it even matter? Is there any correlation between time now and in the past? It’s too much to think about. 

I looked at the wall where the nurse had written today’s date. It was a month since I had chased Josh back into the museum, but we’d been in the past only a week. Or maybe it was all just a stupid dream and I really had never gone into the past at all. That’s probably it, I thought. Going back in time into another person’s body due to some black magic was just too stupid to be believable. 

I frowned and felt a deep sense of disappointment. Yeah, it was just a stupid dream. I hate stories like that. 

My mom almost slipped as she ran through the door and up to my bed. She shouted, “My baby! You’re alive!” She gave me a crushing hug and kissed my cheek. 


Dad came in and gave me a huge smile. To the doctor he said, “Thanks doc! I thought for sure we were going to lose our precious daughter!” 

I felt a cold chill run down my spine. I said, “Daughter?” It was then that I noticed the long strands of black hair across my face. I felt the round mounds of breasts under the hospital gown. 

Dad ran his fingers through my long hair and said, “Oh God, Kiya, we were really afraid we were going to lose you.” 

Another nurse came into the room and said to the doctor, “The other girl is awake too.” 

The doctor said, “This is just too bizarre. They both fell into a coma at the same time and both recovered simultaneously. This is definitely one for the books.” 

I looked at my hands with long slender fingers ending in longish tapered nails. I said, “Ah crap, man,” and then I fainted. 

*          *         * 


Chapter 2

Brave New World. 

*          *         * 

Dad drove the car into the driveway and killed the ignition. I had finally been released from the hospital and it was nice to see my family’s house. For a month I had been in a vegetative state. The hospital’s bioethics department had finally convinced my family to disconnect me, and Josh as well, from life support. We miraculously regained consciousness just minutes before they pulled our plugs. 

I sat in the back seat of the car, staring out the window instead of getting out. Dad said, “Are you okay, kitten? How do you feel? Do you recognize the house?” 

The doctors had insisted I stay in the hospital for two more weeks for observation. The docs were stumped as to why I and my friend Josh were found unconscious on the floor of a museum. They were equally stumped as to why we both woke up at the exact same time. And the bizarre part is that when we were found lying on the floor of the museum, it wasn’t Josh and me. It was Aoh and Kiya. And nobody thought it strange they found girls instead of boys. 

I smiled at Dad and said, “Yeah, Dad. I recognize our house. It doesn’t look exactly like I remember it, though.” 

Dad got out of the car, and then turned around to look back inside so he could address me. He said, “The doctor said to expect to see gaps in your memory. It’s a miracle that you didn’t need months of therapy to be taught how to talk and walk again.” 

Mom opened my door and said, “Your father and I are just so thankful to God that you came back to us. Oh, Kiya! I was so afraid…” her voice trailed away as tears welled up in her eyes. 


And that is one of the gaps, but not in my memory, but in reality. My name is Mitchell, not Kiya. And I’m a seventeen year old boy, not a sixteen year old girl. Or at least that’s what I remember. Add into the mix a bizarre dream about being a pre-Egyptian princess and I feel completely lost. The shrinks at the hospital insist the princess dream is just that, a dream based on the last thing I saw that my stimulus starved brain conjured up. 

I looked curiously at my parents. Dad had his sandy blonde hair and Mom with her mousy brunette hair. Neither had my black hair or Greek complexion.  And neither noticed or cared. And that for seventeen years I was their son. Now I’m their daughter and younger. How the fucking hell could they not notice?! How could this magic be so strong as to change the memory of everyone who knows me? 

I’ve wanted desperately to talk to Josh, my friend. To me, his name is Josh. But I’ve been told my friend is another girl, younger than me. Josh and I were in the same grade and the same age. But now it seems my friend Aoh, which is a really strange name, is a girl a year younger and in a grade below me. 

I know how this may sound, but I reject everyone else’s reality and substitute my own. I know I’m not a girl. And I know my friend is named Josh and is not a girl either. Being a princess in some ancient time… well, I have to say, the jury is still out on that one. 

I got out of the backseat and smiled at Mom and hugged her. I said with a hopeful tone, “It’s okay now, Mom. I’m glad to be home.” 

A twelve year old boy jumped out of the backseat and said to Mom, “Does this mean I don’t get her room after all? You promised. It needs to be painted first, but…” 


“Patrick!” shouted Mom. “Don’t talk like that in front of your sister!” 

I smiled at the boy and said, “Hey Patrick. Are you glad to see me again?” I’d never seen this kid before in my life. As far as I knew. 

Patrick shouted, “No! And now I don’t get my room!” He then turned and ran into the house. What an evil little brat. I’d gone from having an obnoxious little sister to an even more obnoxious little brother. 

I stood there in my front yard, dressed in girl’s jeans and a pink girl’s t-shirt. My long black hair kept brushing across my face with the warm, waning summer breeze. The breeze reminded me so much of the breeze from my dream as it swept across an ancient, long dead city. I studied my house. To me, I had left this house only a few weeks ago for a wild, exciting vacation of hitting as many museums as possible. The colors looked off and I wasn’t sure if it was because the colors were actually different, or my color perception had changed with my gender. 

Mom touched my arm and said, “Come on, honey. Let’s go inside. I’ll make you some tea.” 

We entered the house and I was immediately lost. The furniture was re-arranged from what I remembered. From the dream, I had been warned of the ramifications of the small change made in antiquity and how it might cause big changes when I returned to my normal time. Sacmis, the former high priestess-cum-former slave girl-cum-new high priest wasn’t just whistling Dixie. 

“I’m going to go to my room for a minute, Mom,” I said. I definitely needed to just sit down and catch my breath. 


Mom smiled and said, “I’ll bring you your tea when it’s ready.” 

“Thanks, Mom,” I said as I turned to head down the hallway. 

There were pictures along the wall of the hallway. I can only assume the black haired beauty with the deep brown eyes was me. I just shook my head at the picture of the girl me from the first grade. I went to the doorway that at least used to be my room. As I entered the room, I almost threw up. It looked like a Pepto-Bismol bomb had exploded in it. I’ve never seen so much pink. I pulled open the pink curtains to let in some light and it didn’t help. 

I sat in the chair at my desk and took inventory of my room. The bed was in the same place, but with satin bedspread and stuffed animals. My desk, or maybe my vanity as it had a jumble of cosmetics on it and a mirror had a collection of pictures. One of the pictures was of me and a guy I remember as a jock with his arm around my shoulder. I looked happy and I was afraid of what that picture meant. Is he now my boyfriend? I shuddered at the thought I might have a boyfriend. My heavy metal band posters were gone and replaced by guys and female country singers of all things. I was afraid to look in the closet. 

I stood in front of the mirror and pulled my shirt up to expose my breasts nestled in a bra. I just stared at them for a few seconds. I poked them once, just like I had done a million times while in the hospital. It was my skin; my boobs. After having spent a week as an ancient era princess and two weeks in observation at the hospital, I was pretty much over the shock of having breasts and a vagina. Until I was here in my own time, in my own room in my own house, it had just never truly sunk in that I was now and most likely forever, a girl. The thought didn’t upset me. I felt my chest. There was no evidence of having been stabbed. 

I rummaged through some of the drawers on my dresser. The contents didn’t surprise me. A couple of bras. There were quite a few pairs of panties in a rainbow of colors. On a sudden impulse, I looked through the dresser drawers as well as my desk. I had a wild thought that maybe the princess – the real princess might have written something down when she was in my body. But even if she had, apparently it would have disappeared when made another swap. And it appears my parents never noticed a difference. 

There was a cell phone on the charger on my desk. I picked it up and looked at my list of favorite contacts. At first I searched in vain for Josh. Then it dawned on me that he’ll or rather she’ll be listed as Aoh. I was shocked to see the list of contacts being so large. Just before I could press the button to call Aoh, my mom came in and gave me a cup of hot tea. I don’t remember liking hot tea before, but it did taste pretty good. 

“Is everything alright, honey?” asked Mom looking a bit concerned at me. 

“Everything is just peachy, Mom.  Thanks for the tea.” I smiled as I took another sip. “Great as always.” 

Mom smiled as she closed the door behind her. 

I pressed the button to call Josh. A few moments later, I heard a girl’s voice on the other end of the phone connection. Cautiously, she said, “Hello?” 

“Josh?” I asked nervously. “Is that you?” 

“Mitch? Oh my God! I thought I was going insane!” exclaimed Josh. “Everyone thinks I’ve always been a girl! I look like that slave girl I was back in the past. I was almost convinced I really had made up my past as a boy and going back in time… which is what the psychiatrist told me.” 

“Yeah. Me too.” I agreed. “But we both can’t have the exact same dream. That proves that we somehow managed to change things. The priestess did warn me.” 

“What priestess?” asked Josh. “I only remember that ugly priest dude.” 

Anyone listening in to our conversation would think we’d both gone insane. Two teenage girls talking about being boys transferred to the bodies of dead girls in ancient times would come to the conclusion that we’d been released from the hospital a bit too early. I said, “Remember my slave Sacmis? She used to be a priestess before she was enslaved. You were pretty much out of it when she sent us back.” 

“Why the fuck did she send us back as girls?” cried Josh. “And it’s as if we’ve always been girls! I… I’ve got a fucking boyfriend, Mitch! A boyfriend! He keeps calling to ask how I am and when he can see me again. He told me how much he missed me. I remember seeing him around school, but I don’t really know who he is! I… I don’t want a boyfriend! I don’t want to be a girl!” 

I picked up the picture on my desk and looked worriedly at it. I said, “I may have a similar problem. I have a picture on my desk of me with some guy and I look like I’m glad he has his arm around me. That’s really disturbing. 

“But honestly, I don’t think Sacmis intended us to come back as girls. Just our energy and nothing physical was supposed to go back.” I said as if I knew what I was talking about. 

“Mitch, what are we gonna do?” asked Josh, her voice sounding desperate. “Everything is close to what I remember, but just enough different. Plus being a girl. I don’t want to be a girl. I have a boyfriend. I never got to have a girlfriend.” 

I nodded uselessly at the phone and said, “I know what you mean. I’ve been out with a couple of girls, nothing like real dating. To be honest, I don’t think there’s any way out of this mess.” 

“Do you think there’s a pre-Egyptian priestess listed in the Yellow Pages?” asked Josh. 

I laughed slightly and said with a wry grin, “I kind of doubt it. Hey, do you think you could get away for a little bit? Meet up at the mall in the Food Court?” Josh and I met at the Food Court a lot, either to work on homework or just discuss life in general. 

“Maybe. I’m now a fifteen year old girl. It’s harder for me to get around. I’ll ask my mom about it.” Josh said with a hint of despair in her voice. 

“Oh yeah. I’m back to being sixteen,” I said. “Let me look in my purse.” I picked up the purse my mom had brought me along with the clothes I’m wearing and began to rummage through it. After a few moments of digging, I pulled out a drivers’ license. I said, “Bingo! I have a license. Let me know if you can’t come.” 

In a small voice, Aoh… I mean Josh said, “See ya.” 

I would have offered to pick up Josh, but the mall was between our houses. I ran out of my room and grabbed the car keys from the wall hanger. “I’m going to the mall for a minute, Mom. I’ll be back soon.” 

Mom entered the living room and shaking her head said, “You’re going to the mall without any make-up? I don’t think I’ve ever seen that since I started letting you wear it.” 

I was going to say something about not enough time or some other reason, but I just said honestly, “I don’t remember how to put it on, Mom. I’m just meeting Jo… um… Aoh up there. We need to catch up with each other and it’s hard to do over the phone.” 

Mom looked at me funny and said, “Okay, but be back before six.” 

“I will,” I said as I bolted through the door. 

*          *          * 

I had had to get out of the house. I felt like I had stepped into someone else’s life instead of my own. This was no longer my world. Nothing felt right and knowing that I was now a girl really freaked me out. The mall had always felt like a sanctuary, and I hoped it still had that appeal. 

It was too late to decide if entering the mall near the arcade was a bad idea. Dozens of teens were hanging out in and around the arcade. I looked to the ground and hoped my long hair obscured my face. I could see boys turning to look at me and a few made gestures in my direction. Not obscene gestures, but things you might do with your friends to point out a cute girl to your friends. The fact that boys would find me attractive made me ill. I tried to make myself as small as possible. 

Some boy called to me, “Hey Kiya! It’s good to see ya!” He and his friends laughed his little rhyme. I made another mistake by looking over at them and they grinned stupidly and waved. A lot of the kids I saw were kids I knew from before the BIG EVENT, which is how I started thinking of going back in time. They were the same, but slightly different. At least one girl, I would have sworn was a boy the last time I had seen her. I just smiled and waved, put my head back down and hurried on. 

I passed a clothing store just as a few girls were coming out. One shouted, “Kiya! Oh my God! You’re back!” She came up and gave me a girly hug. “It’s like so great to see you again, girl! Is it true you lost some of your memory? Have you talked to Ryan yet? He’s been so worried!” 

Slightly rattled by the girl’s attack I at first just stood there looking like an idiot. Finally, I said, “Hi. Yeah, it’s true about my memory. I don’t seem to remember anybody or at least how I know them. And no, I haven’t talked to um, Ryan.” 

The girl said, “Girl, you better call him! But if you don’t want him anymore, you can always give him to me!” In my mind, I thought, Okay, girl. Give me your name and address and I’ll wrap him up and send him express mail to you. 

I said, “Well, it’s just taking me time to re-adjust.” Apparently, I was unconscious for a while. 

The girl just said, “Well, I hope you’ll be better by the time school starts. You’re still on the squad, right?” Oh my God. I’d forgotten that the first day of school was only about two weeks away. Going to school as a girl… talk about a nightmare! 

I looked at her with a vacant expression and said, “Squad?” 

The girl, who I still had no idea what her name was said, “The cheerleading squad. Duh!” 

The day just kept getting worse and worse. I was a cheerleader? I was going to be expected to jump around in a short dress spouting nonsense? I said, “I don’t know. I hurt my foot while I was in the hospital bed. Hey. I’m supposed to meet up with a friend. Talk to you guys later, okay?” Of course, I was lying about my foot. 

The girls in that little pack just smiled and the one doing all the talking said, “Sure! I’ll give you a call later! Hope your foot gets feeling better!” 

I made my way to the food court without further incidence. As I approached, I saw a girl, also with long, black hair sitting at my and Aoh’s usual table, by the wall and towards the back of the court. She was sitting with her arms folded on the table and her head lowered onto her arms. She sat up and waved as I approached. 

She stood up as I got nearer and I almost ran towards her, both of us hugging each other and both of us with tears streaking our cheeks. 

As we hugged each other tightly, I said, “Oh, Josh. It’s great to see you, girl!” We disengaged and I said, “I really thought we’d probably just die trying to get back.” We both sat down at the table. 

Josh grinned at me and said, “Mitch, you haven’t changed in ten thousand years. What’s your secret?” 

“Virgin blood. It’s all the rage in pre-historic Egypt.” I said, happy to be with my friend. 

Suddenly looking quite serious, Josh pulled a few stray strands of black hair from her face and said, “I’m so fucking scared. I am so totally fucking scared. Why are we girls? We were the same age, and now I’m younger? How does that work out? What happened back there, Kiya – I mean Mitch? I was out of it. How did we wind up like this?” She had started crying again. 

“I told you about Sacmis, right?” I asked, feeling like crying myself. “She had been a priestess just as powerful as Ammon, the head priest. She told me that we weren’t really the souls of the dead princess and her sister.” 

“We weren’t?” asked Josh, sniffling. “I thought that’s the whole reason why we wound up back in time.” 

I shook my head and explained, “That’s how Ammon sold it to my husband to be. I doubt Ra would have been interested in just a re-animated corpse. So Ammon told him that Kiya and her sister’s souls had returned from a millennium long journey. Ammon just wanted someone’s, anyone’s life force.” 

Josh looked disgusted. She said, “So after all that, there wasn’t even anything special about us. We were just random victims?” 


I nodded and said, “Well, that and the fact that we loved each other as sisters.” 

Aoh pulled on a strand of her silken black hair and said, “I’m surprised you didn’t want to stay there. You seemed to be enjoying being a princess.” I mentally slapped myself to remember that she’s not Aoh… she’s Josh. 

I gave Josh a wry grin and teased, “I admit it. It’s just really great to be a princess. Especially back then when everyone else is eating dirt. But the price was too high.” 

Josh smiled and said, “Yeah, you didn’t want to kill me and drink my blood!” 

“More than that,” I said. “The princess’ brain and memories were mostly intact. I was already starting to lose control and I would have been effectively dead in just a short time as Kiya resumed control of her body. Sacmis found a way to send us back, but she said that the past had been altered and that going back had some risk. I really don’t think she expected this to happen.” I pointed at myself with both my hands. 

“So there’s no going back?” asked Josh. “We’re stuck here as girls.” 

I shrugged and said, “I don’t see any way out of it, dude. Unless you know a priestess with skills in the black arts. And even then I don’t think it would help. We unintentionally tweaked the past, and this is the result.” 

Josh started crying again. She said, “I don’t want to be a girl! I don’t want to have periods, or wear make-up or girls’ clothes, or watch chick flicks and I sure as hell don’t want to date boys! Or sex? Oh my God!” Some people turned to look at us. 

I gestured that Aoh lower her voice. I said, “Well, except for one of those, you don’t have to do those things if you don’t want to.” 


Josh frowned and said, “I don’t want to date a girl as a girl either. I want to be a guy again.” She paused a few moments and then said, “I don’t know what to do about my boyfriend. He keeps calling and I keep blowing him off. I don’t want to deal with a boyfriend.” She visibly shuddered. 

“Who is he, anyway?” I asked. 

“You remember Daniel Mills? Yeah, him.” She made a face. 

I frowned and said, “Well, at least he’s a gamer. You have something in common and at least he’s not an asshole. And he is kinda cute.” 

Josh scowled slightly and said with a tinge of anger in her voice, “I wouldn’t mind gaming with him. I just don’t want to kiss him.” She stared at the wall a moment with a faraway look and then turned back to me and said, “And what about you? Who’s your boyfriend?” 

“You remember Ryan Boyd?” Josh nodded her head. I said, “Yeah, well, that apparently is my boyfriend. Trust me, I have as much of a desire to kiss him as you do for Daniel. I can’t even imagine how we got together. Oh, and to make matters worse, I’m also a cheerleader.” 

Aoh nodded and said, “He’s a jock and you’re a cheerleader. Makes sense in this twisted world.” 

“He always struck me as being an asshole,” I said. “Assuming that me was still mostly me before we came back, I can’t imagine liking an asshole.” 

“Girls go for bad boys, remember?” said Aoh seemingly amused by my discomfort. Her smile suddenly faded as she said, “Oh God. Speak of the devil. Here come our boyfriends!” 

I didn’t look over my shoulder to verify. I whispered to Aoh, er Josh, “You gotta be kidding me! They’re here, now? Together?” 


Frowning, Josh said, “They spotted us. They’re coming towards us.” 

“Oh great,” I groaned. 

Two teenage boys approached our table. Ryan looked pretty much the way I remembered him from school. Tall, athletic, his light brown hair a little longish and unkempt wearing a black Metallica t-shirt and jeans. His friend Daniel was pretty much a typical geek type. His sandy blond hair uncombed, but failed to look cool in the same way Ryan’s hair did. He also wore a t-shirt, but with a picture of Master Chief brandishing his assault rifle. I used to have that same shirt, but doubt it’s part of my wardrobe now. 

Ryan gave Aoh and me a big smile and exclaimed, “Hey! You’re back!” Both boys took a seat at our table, sitting opposite each other. Josh and I both waved. He leaned in as if to kiss me, but I moved back a little. His tone shifted to a more serious note as he continued, “Danny and I were both afraid we might never see you guys again.” 

Daniel said, “Yeah. We’d heard they’d declared you both brain-dead and were about to pull your plugs when you woke up.” 

Ryan said, “Yeah. You better watch out that no one pulls your plug, Danny.” 

Daniel made a face and said, “Ha, ha. You’re so funny.” 

“But seriously,” said Ryan. “We were pretty worried. When I came up to the hospital those times, you looked so peaceful, more like you were sleeping. When your parents weren’t there, I’d hold your hand and talk to you.” 

“You came to visit me? That’s so sweet,” I said sincerely. I couldn’t help but smile at him. 


Ryan flashed me a smile and said, “Hey, you’re my girl, Kiya.” 

Josh, er Aoh looked like she wanted to roll up into a little ball. I could tell she had suddenly become very uncomfortable. She looked over at Daniel and asked, “So, did you come visit me at the hospital?” 

Looking sheepish as he studied the floor, Daniel said, “No. Sorry. I don’t like hospitals. You know how many diseases you can pick up in one of those places?” 

Josh grunted and she said with a frown, “Gee, thanks for caring.” 

“I wanted to, Aoh,” exclaimed Daniel. “I really did. But the last time I visited the hospital, I managed to get pink eye.” 

Ryan said, “What happened, anyway? I never really got a clear story of how you wound up in the hospital.” 

Do I tell him the truth? That a month ago, Josh and I were both boys that Ryan would be more likely to shake us down for our lunch money than date us? No one was ever going to believe the truth. But I could be partially truthful. 

Looking over at Ryan after watching Aoh try her best to shrink, I said, “Well, it doesn’t make a whole lot of sense. Jo… Aoh was overcome with a desire to touch some old mummy case and I didn’t want us to get into trouble, so just as I grabbed her to pull her away, she touched it. There was a bright flash and the next thing I know I’m waking up in the hospital a month later. I was told there must have been some huge static build up on the case and we were shocked by it. From what I was told, neither of us breathed for almost three minutes. They thought we were dead right there.” 

Ryan’s eyes widened as he said, “Wow. That’s crazy. I wouldn’t think a static discharge would have enough current to knock you out like that. Do you remember anything or was it just like being dead?” 


I smiled and said, “Well, I don’t know what it’s like to be dead, but no, I don’t remember anything. Well, there was a dream. Aoh and I seemed to have shared the dream.” I probably shouldn’t have mentioned that. 

“You dreamed?” asked Daniel. “Really? They told us neither of you had any brain activity.” 

I shrugged and said, “I don’t know about that. I just remember the experience. It seemed pretty real to me, but I’ve been told a number of times by experts that it was only a dream.” 

Ryan leaned in on his elbows on the table and said, “Hey, when you dream, you can’t distinguish from reality, right? Do you remember any of it?” 

I looked down at the table and said, “Well, it all sounds kinda silly now. But I thought I was back in time at some pre-Egyptian time in a long forgotten ancient city where I was a princess from another city being forced to marry the king in order to bring peace. Aoh was there as well as my sister, who had been made a slave. On my wedding day, I was to slit my sister’s throat and drink her blood to ensure my fertility.” 

Ryan’s eyes lit up as he exclaimed, “Holy shit! For reals? You were going to drink Aoh’s blood? Man, that’s gross.” 

Josh looked up and said without humor, “I had to give her something for a wedding present…” 

Ryan exclaimed, “But your blood? Man! And you had the same dream?” 

Josh said, “Yeah. That I was her sister. The dream wasn’t much fun for me. I spent most of it as a slave chained to a dungeon floor.” 


Daniel said, “Bullshit. That’s not even possible.” 

Aoh gave him an indignant look and said, “You weren’t there, were you?” 

Daniel lifted his arms, palms out and said, “Hey now. I didn’t say I didn’t believe you. I just don’t see how you can both experience the same dream but from different view points.” 

Ryan pointed at Aoh and said, “So, did you drink her blood?” 

I shook my head and said, “No. no. My slave girl used to be a high priestess and she figured out how to send us back to the future.” 

Ryan sat there for a few moments, looking from me to Jo… Aoh and back. He said, “I never noticed before, but you two really do look like sisters. Even though you’re a year apart and have different parents, you look a lot alike.” 

Aoh said simply, “Well, we’re not.” 

For a minute, there was a very awkward silence. Finally Daniel said, “Aoh, you seem awfully distant. You’re acting like you don’t really know me.” 

Josh looked over at him with disinterested eyes and said, “I don’t. I remember who you are, but I don’t remember ever talking to you.” 

Daniel was obviously stung by her words. Studying the floor again, he said, “You’re my girl. Your parents told me to expect holes in your memory. Let’s go for a walk so we can talk.” 

At first I thought Josh was going to tell him no, but instead she said, “Okay. I’m not sure what good it will do. I don’t know if I want to date anyone right now.” 

Daniel stood up and took Aoh’s hand and said, “Let’s talk.” 


Ryan and I watched in silence as they walked away, Daniel clinging desperately to Josh and Josh looking like she wished she could be anywhere but here. 

Ryan broke the silence and said, “And what about you, Kiya. Do you remember me?” 

I looked at Ryan’s earnest face and said honestly, “No. I mean, I know who you are. I remember seeing you at school and I know you’re on the school’s football team. But I don’t remember a ‘you and me’. Please don’t take it personally. It’s nothing about you. It’s just that, since losing consciousness at that museum, nothing is how I remember it. I don’t even remember having a little brother.” 

Ryan fiddled with a plastic salt shaker on the table as he said, “I don’t understand how you can forget that we’re seeing each other. Your mom told me that you had memory gaps. But I really believed that if you remembered anything, it’d be us. Does this mean you don’t want to see me anymore? It’s pretty obvious Aoh doesn’t like Danny anymore.” 

I smiled weakly at Ryan. I was extremely uncomfortable emotionally. How could I explain to him that to me, I’m a guy named Mitch who traveled back in time and returned a girl? I said, “I don’t know.” I saw the pained expression on Ryan’s face and I continued, “I’m sorry. Look, it’s not you. It’s me. I don’t know you. Even my mom refers to you as my boyfriend. But, I just don’t know you.” 

Ryan set his jaw and nodded a few times. He then reached into his pocket and pulled out his cell phone. He touched the screen a couple of times and then said, “Here. Look at this. That’s you last winter after our snowball fight. Here’s you, Aoh and Danny at this very table the day after school let out for the summer. And look, here’s a video of you at our last game of the season doing your cheerleader thing.” He thumbed through a few more pictures of me on his phone in silence with emotion obviously welling up inside him. 

Looking at his phone, then to me, he said, “I remember you. I know you. And I remember us. I remember that night before you left on that stupid trip, you said you loved me and… and… I didn’t say it back.” 

I reached over and placed my hand on top of his and said, “It’s okay. There’s nothing you did that caused me to not remember anything. The docs told me that going as long as I went without oxygen, I’m very lucky I didn’t remain in a vegetative state. So, Ryan, please don’t beat yourself up. You didn’t cause it and there’s nothing you can do to change the past. Just give me a little time. A little space.” 

Ryan nodded again. Taking my hand, he said, “I almost lost you at the hospital. I don’t want to lose you again.” 

I smiled at him and put my other hand over his. Aoh and Daniel were coming back towards us. Daniel was holding her hand and Aoh was smiling and then laughed at something Daniel said. Being a girl and dating a boy were things definitely not on my bucket list. I had a choice. Accept my new reality or be miserable the rest of my life. I smiled at Ryan and patted his hand. 

*          *          * 


The small chamber in the temple was lit by a few dozen candles floating in trays of scented oils. Six stone slabs stood in the middle of the room. On four slabs a figure lay on each. Several priestesses stood nervously about. 

One figure stirred. A man with a shaved head and short beard on his chin sat up with a gasp of air. He blinked a few times in the darkness trying to clear his vision. He swung his legs from the table and let them dangle. A priestess approached and said, “What is the word, Most Holy One?” 


The man just looked at the priestess with narrowed eyes for a few moments. He said, “The crane crossed the Nile.” 

The priestess smiled and said, “Sacmis! You were successful!” 

The man frowned and said, “Careful! From now on, you must refer to me as Ammon, the High Priest.” 

The priestess nodded and said, “Yes, Most Holy One.” 

Ammon slid off the table and approached the slab adjacent to his. On it laid a sleeping woman, naked except the sheet that covered her. 

“Good,” said Ammon. “She is still unconscious.” He pointed to two priestesses and said, “You. Take her to the guards and tell them she is to be taken to the army’s brothel. Tell them she no longer has any value as a slave as she’s insane and will likely make wild claims. She’s now only fit to be a whore.” 

The priestesses lifted the woman from the slab. One of them said, “It shall be done, Most Holy One.” 

After they left with the girl whose body he had just left, he heard a stirring noise coming from behind him from one of the other stone slabs. He turned to see one of the figures sit up, cough and gasp for air. The sheet fell to the floor revealing a naked boy with terribly pale skin. 

The boy scowled as he looked down at himself, and then back to Ammon. The boy shouted, “I demand to know what has happened to me! What world of strange magic did you send me? And how am I, your princess, now a boy?” 

Ammon just stood there, slack jawed and groaned, “Ah, camel dung!”
  


*          *          * 


Chapter 3

Mitch and Josh Hit the Road Again 

*          *          *

Sarcasm dripping from his words, the naked boy sitting on the stone slab said, “I say again, Most Holy One, I demand to know what has happened to me? What strange place did you send us? And how am I now a boy?”

Ammon stood there a moment, without speaking, holding his face with both hands, staring at the two fair skinned boys. He was certain they would return as the princess and her slave girl, her former sister. Instead, the minds returned with the physical bodies of the two boys whose life force he has just returned to their own time.

Ammon hesitated a moment longer, before he finally said, “You’re Highness. There seems to be some mistake…”

Sliding off the stone table the boy scowled, “Yes. And you made it. My sister and I found ourselves in a strange world. Not only were we boys, but the place was flush with magic. Magic more powerful than anything you wield, Most Holy One.”

“Do you remember killing each other, princess?” asked Ammon, his palms so sweaty there was no way he could hold anything.

“Yes. How could I forget, Ammon. I told my father I did not want an arranged marriage. I did not want to drink the blood of my sister.”

Ammon coughed and said, “Well, your Highness. At the king’s request, I have returned you to the land of the living!”

The boy laughed. He said, “And for what reason? I cannot marry him now!”

*          *          * 


“Honey!” called Mom. “Ryan’s here!” 

I was in the bathroom, checking my make-up and hair. I called out, “Be there in a second!” I studied myself in the mirror to make sure my gloss was on right. I made kissy faces at the mirror. I’d always wondered why girls did that. I still had no idea. 

My hair was perfect. My make-up was perfect. My denim mini-skirt was too short for Dad, but he got over-ruled by Mom. Ryan was taking me to a movie and then to dinner at Chili’s. I never thought I’d be looking forward to dating a boy. Technically, for me, this was my first date with Ryan. To him, we’d been dating a year before I went into a coma. 

This was turning out to be quite a different weekend than what I was used to. A date on Saturday and just the night before, cheerleading at our school’s football game with Ryan of course, on the team. And, I have to admit that being a cheerleader was completely different from what I expected. 

I had always considered cheerleaders as pretty, but vacuous bimbos. But as it turns out, we’re not. We have to keep our grades up; we work out and choreograph our routines. We’re not dumb. We’re just girls and like to be silly and have fun. I used to be on the shy side, and I was worried after discovering I was now a cheerleader if I’d lock up with fear. But after working through the routines and the encouragement from the other girls on the squad, I filled with confidence. Not to brag or anything, but I can say I totally rocked it Friday night, along with the other girls. 

And how could I forget that post-game kiss from Ryan! Talk about dreamy. 


As I added a bit more mascara, I had to admit to myself that I really wasn’t interested in ever going back to being a boy. I don’t know if it was because everyone treated me as if I’d always been a girl, or I was just surrendering to being a girl for the rest of my life or because my brain was being saturated in estrogen. As I posed in front of the mirror, I decided I liked… no, I loved being a girl. I never wanted to be a boy again. 

I took a deep breath, one last glance at the mirror, and I exited the bathroom to have my first date with a boy. As I entered the living room, my heart jumped as I saw Ryan standing by the door. He gave me a big smile. I felt so lucky that Ryan was my boyfriend. He’s very nice and oh so cute! 

“Hi Ryan!” I cooed as I approached him, smiling. 

Grinning, Ryan said, “You look great Kiya! Ready to go?” 

I slipped the strap of my purse over my shoulder and picked up my phone and said, “I’m ready!” 

Mom said, “Bye honey. Have a good time.” 

Dad said, “See ya, kitten. Remember. Eleven.” 

I frowned and said, “Daddy, I thought we agreed to twelve.” 

Dad’s eyes pierced Ryan’s head as if it was made of paper. He said, “She needs to be home by eleven.” 

Ryan smiled nervously and said, “Yes sir. I’ll have her back by eleven.” He placed his hand on the door knob and said, “Let’s go.” 

Patrick, my little brother looked up at Mom and said, “If he doesn’t bring her back, can I have her room?” 

As we walked towards Ryan’s car, I said, “I apologize for Dad. He’s been grumpy all week.” 

Ryan laughed and said, “No problem. If I had a daughter as pretty as you, I’d be protective of you too.” Ever the gentleman, Ryan opened the passenger door of his car for me. 


“Thanks,” I said to both him opening the door and his compliment. Trying not to give anyone a peep show in my short skirt, I stepped into Ryan’s car. 

Ryan slid into the driver’s seat and then leaned in towards me and gave me a quick kiss on the lips. I smiled as I kissed him back. He said, “I don’t know what I’d do without you, babe.” This wasn’t our first kiss as far as Ryan was concerned. It wasn’t even for me now. I took care of my first kiss last night after the game. 

I smiled at him and said, “Me too.” I was happy. Truly happy. At first, I really didn’t want to be a girl. But now, I love my new life. 

Ryan started the car and drove it away from my house towards the mall. I sat there fidgeting for a few moments, unsure of what to say. I didn’t have a lot of experience dating in the first place, but being on the girl’s side was a very different experience. I watched out the window for a minute or so, and then looked back at Ryan. 

“Great game last night,” I said lamely. “I thought you did great.” 

Ryan smiled at me and said, “Thanks. You too.” He looked back at the road as he said, “I think you’re the best cheerleader on the squad. I might be biased though.” 

I felt my cheeks flush. I was hardly the best cheerleader. I have been trying very hard though. I looked at my lap and said, “Thanks.” 

He stopped the car at a traffic light. He leaned over at me and again kissed me. His lips lingered on mine for almost a minute. I closed my eyes and drank in the moment. Then someone honked their horn because Ryan didn’t notice the light had turned green. 

Two kisses later and we arrived at the mall and then a long kiss before we got out of Ryan’s car. Ryan took my hand and led me towards the mall’s entrance where the movie theater was. Walking towards the mall in the slanting rays of the evening sun, my hand in Ryan’s, a gentle breeze making my long, black hair dance around my shoulders, I felt I was in heaven. I felt like… I felt like a princess. 

There was already a line starting to form for the latest Nathan Allen action flick. Ryan leaned towards my ear and said, “Looks like we got here just in time! The line will be out the door in a few minutes.” 

“Well, I heard it’s a good movie,” I said. I didn’t mention that Nathan Allen was a fox and a half. Funny how I never noticed before. 

We got our tickets and as we walked towards the concessions, Ryan asked, “What kind of Coke do you want?” 

I said, “Dr. Pepper. While you’re getting that, I need to go to the little girls’ room.” 

Ryan said, “Okay. I’ll get a large popcorn that we can share.” 

I was halfway through the door before realizing I was entering the men’s room. My clue was a man and his young son coming out and almost running into me. I turned three shades of red and covered my face with one hand as I hurried to the proper facilities. 

After taking care of business (it’s annoying to always have to sit), I stood in front of the mirror and checked myself out. My lip gloss needed a little repair, but everything else was still in place. Ryan was waiting for me (he’d better be!) on a bench near the ticket taker. He smiled at me and handed me my drink and ticket and then got up and we both gave the ticket taker our tickets. 

We found some good seats just as the previews were starting. Ryan didn’t even hesitate before putting his arm around my shoulder. Apparently he’d already got that out of the way in that strange, nebulous period that I didn’t actually exist. 

That still made my head hurt. To think that none of these situations existed until we returned as girls from that ancient pre-Egyptian city. The energies driving the Earth must be pretty powerful. My parents were the same, but my obnoxious sister was now my obnoxious brother. A guy who before wouldn’t have given me the time of day is now my boyfriend. Everyone whose life I’d touched in any tiny way since my birth had to be changed. The changes were even greater with Josh who now had a new birth date. I tried not to think about it. 

I smiled as I snuggled into the crook of Ryan’s arm and breathed in his scent. I closed my eyes and rested my head against Ryan’s shoulder and… and… suddenly my breath locked in my throat like trying to breathe in a vacuum. There was a bright light and my head thunked against a hard surface instead of Ryan’s muscled shoulder. I felt I was spinning. And then total blackness. 

“Waaaah! What the fuck!?” I heard Aoh shout behind me along with the rustle of cloth and the sound of objects being kicked violently to the floor. Actually, it sounded more like Josh than Aoh. 

I sat bolt up-right, gulping air. I looked wildly around and quickly saw I was on one of the stone slabs in a darkened temple room surrounded by candles and priestesses. I felt myself and discovered to my chagrin that I was back to being male. Then I saw the high priest and shouted, “Ammon! What the hell? Why did you bring us back?” 

Ammon made the unmistakable gesture of putting his finger to his lips and he leaned in and whispered, “It’s me, Sacmis. I was successful.” Standing straight and speaking for all to hear, Ammon said, “The king ordered it.” 


I slid off the table and said, “Do you always do what the king says?” 

Frowning, Ammon said, “What do you think, boy? I like my head where it is.” 

I turned to look at Josh as he made an angry growling sound and shouted, “Fuck! Fuck! Why? Danny was fucking me! I mean he was right in the middle of…” Josh looked around the room at the priestesses standing around and continued, “um, well, in the middle of doing it! Mitch! This is crazy! I don’t want to be a boy again! And I sure as hell don’t want to be back here!” 

Standing naked in the temple, I folded my arms and said angrily, “Spill it, Ammon! Why in hell are we back here? And this time as ourselves?” 

Ammon leaned in towards the ear of one of the priestesses and said in a voice he hoped wouldn’t be overheard, “Be ready to summon the guard. This might get violent.” The priestess hurried away. Ammon clasped his hands behind his back and slowly approached me. In a calm tone, he said, “I know this is confusing to you. The princess and her sister returned the moment you left. However, what I didn’t expect was for them to return with your bodies. I can only assume you arrived back in your own time as Kiya and Aoh. The King ordered me to send them back immediately in the hopes they return to their own bodies. I’m actually encouraged that you two returned as boys.” 

Josh stepped up and angrily shook his fist at Ammon. He said, “This sucks, man! I had something good going on. Send me and Mitch back!” 

Staying calm, Ammon said, “That is the plan, boy. One of the priestesses is mixing up a new batch of the special herbal tea we need.” 


A tall, imposing figure, surrounded by soldiers, suddenly entered the temple room and walked towards us. Ammon bowed deeply and the priestesses bowed their heads as they kneeled. In a dramatic voice, Ammon said, “My king!” It disturbed me that I remembered kissing him. 

“Holiest,” snarled the king. “Why are they still here?” He violently pointed the end of his staff at Josh and me. “Did I not command you to restore the princess to her beauty?” 

Bowing again and stuttering slightly, Ammon said, “I have sent them back to the future, my Lord in the hopes of restoring them. Somehow, when their souls returned, their physical bodies somehow swapped. I’m hoping the next exchange will correct this and restore balance to the Earth’s power.” 

I took a step towards Ammon, who immediately took a step backwards and I said, “Look, Ammon. As strange as this sounds, Josh and I were actually enjoying our new lives. We don’t want our old lives!” 

Looking worried, Ammon said, “The thread of power connecting you with the princess and your time grows weak. We can only make one more transfer. I’m not even sure if it’s strong enough for the full trip.” 

The king bellowed, “Send these two pale, skinny sorry excuses for men back to the Land of the Dead from whence they came! Now, Ammon! I will have my queen!” 

Bowing again, Ammon said, “Yes, my King! A priestess is brewing the required herbal tea as we speak.” 

Holding up a defiant fist, Josh said, “And what if we refuse? I’m not going anywhere until I get Aoh’s body back!” 

The king poked the end of his staff into Josh’s rib cage hard enough to knock the wind out of him. The King sneered, “Then I will dip you alive in boiling tar and use you as a torch to light my garden.” 


Josh looked at the floor and pushed the end of the staff away from his chest. He said, “Well, since you put it that way…” He looked up and grinned at the king and said, “Oh, by the way. No point in Kiya drinking Aoh’s blood. She’s not exactly a virgin anymore.” 

“You violated my queen’s virgin slave?” the king bellowed slamming his fist on the nearest stone table. 

“I didn’t,” said Josh, still with the sappy grin. “Danny did.” 

The king turned to Ammon and snarled, “Who is Danny? I’ll have his head. What is going on here, Ammon?” 

Ammon raised his arms defensively and said, “It’s complicated, my King. Trust that Aoh will return here a virgin. It will be as if she never left.” 

The king said, “You realize that if the princess is not restored to her beauty, it will mean war between our’s and her city? And that your head will sit on a stick in the center of the city square?” Ammon audibly swallowed and sweat trickled down his forehead. 

In the awkward silence that followed, I said, “Ammon, you said the link back to our time is getting weak. What happens if Josh and I are stuck here and the girls don’t come back?” 

Ammon opened his mouth to answer, but the king said, “You two will be sold as slaves. Probably in Greece. They like boys there. The Most Holy One will still have his head on a stick and his testicles fed to the camels.” 

Looking extremely uncomfortable and like he wanted to run, Ammon said, “The Earth energy tied to the princess, while weak is stronger than the energy tied to you and your friend. I suspect that your life force will merge with the princess and her sister, while your dead vessels return to your time. If we’re lucky.” 

I suddenly ran up to Ammon and punched him in the nose, then wrestled him to the floor. “If we’re lucky?! Josh and I are dead no matter what!” I clasped my hands around his throat. Several priestesses tried to pull me off him. I shouted, “We helped you! This is how you reward us?” 

I was struck on the side of my head and tumbled to the floor next to Ammon. I saw a guard, breathing hard from running, raise his sword. 

Ammon, rubbing his throat said in a raspy voice, “Don’t kill him! We can’t bring the princess back without him!” Disappointment showing in his face, the guard reattached the sword to his belt. 

“Ammon,” said the king. “My patience grows thin. I would like to have a princess to wed in a day or two.” 

Josh said, “You know she doesn’t want to marry you! She doesn’t want to murder her sister and drink her blood!” 

I said, “That’s right. Mostly.” 

The king, Ra in human form, turned his gaze towards me. “And you know this how?” 

I laughed and said, “I was her, remember? Our souls started to mingle. She’s opposed to the arranged marriage though she understands the reason for it. A part of her does long to be queen. But Josh is right. She doesn’t want to drink the blood of her sister. You might wind up with a replay of the same double-suicide.” 

Scowling, the king said, “The gods demand it! They must have their sacrifice to ensure the queen will provide me with many sons!” 

I said, glancing over to Ammon, “I’d be willing to bet that Ammon can cook up a good substitute fertility potion or something that would be just as good.” 


“What about the gods thirst for virgin blood?” the king demanded. 

Flashing a wicked grin, Ammon said, “Sacmis has yet to be despoiled in the military brothel. You could sacrifice her.” 

I let out a low whistle and said, “Wow. That’s pretty cold, Ammon.” 

Ammon sneered, “For her crimes, she’d be getting off easy, let me tell you.” The old Sacmis, who now resided in Ammon’s body seemed to be enjoying this line of thinking a bit too much. 

A priestess entered the room carrying a large vessel with steaming liquid inside. 

Josh asked, “What’s inside that vase?” 

Ammon said, “The herbal tea. And that’s a Grecian urn.” 

Josh giggled and started to ask, “What’s a Gr…” 

I turned to Josh and shouted, “Don’t say it!” 

Josh said, “But I might be the first one in history!” 

“Silence!” shouted the king. “You two. On the tables now!” Guards approached Josh and me, hands on the hilts of their swords. 

Ammon turned to me, frustration in his face. He said, “I’m truly sorry. Mitch, right? You helped me and I can’t ever repay you. I have no choice but to return you to your time. It is only right that Kiya and Aoh return to their own bodies to fulfill their own destinies, as well as you must return to your own time. An imbalance was created when your life force was brought here and incorrectly returned. It’s only right that the four of you to be put back to the way you were. We must hurry. The energy is fading.” 

I frowned and said, “True. I have no claim to Kiya’s body. It belongs to her. What about you, Ammon? I don’t see Sacmis here so you two can reset your balance.” I was handed a cup of the foul smelling tea after I had pulled myself to the top of the stone table. 

Ammon gave me a wry grin and said, “I’m willing to tolerate a little bit of imbalance.” 

I looked at Ammon and scowled. “You lied to us. Our ‘vessels’ weren’t empty. The girls had taken our place. The magic attempts to correct existence on each transfer.” 

Ammon shrugged. “That’s what the tablets said. Your spells may vary.” 

From the other table, Josh said, “Mitch, do we really have to drink this crap?” At the king’s nod, two swords where thrust up, pointing at Josh’s torso. 

I laughed and knocked back the cup of tea in one swig. I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand and said, “Yes. See you on the flip side, Josh.” I then lay back on the cold stone table. A priestess covered me with a silken cloth and started lighting scented candles. 

“What a pisser.” I heard Josh say and then I heard the sound of him swallowing the tea. 

Ammon and the priestesses began chanting. I felt a bit dizzy and a sense of falling as I drifted into blackness… 

*          *          * 

I woke up with a start and tried to sit up, gasping for air. At first all I could see were blurry lights and darks. As I sat up, I felt that something was wrong. I felt a weight shift on my chest. My vision began to clear and I looked down to see I was in a large soft bed with satin sheets. I looked down at myself. 

“I have boobs,” I said. “Really big ones.” Long blonde hair suddenly cascaded around my shoulders. 

“What the fuck!” I heard an almost musical woman’s voice from across the room say. 

“Princess! Thou must hurry!” I looked up and was shocked to see a man in armor, covered by a white and gold tunic. He was extending his hand to me. A woman with long blonde hair and wearing a flowing white gown stood near him. 

I shook my head to clear it. I repeated, “I have boobs. Big ones.” I looked across the room to see a beautiful girl with long red hair and the fairest skin I’ve ever seen sitting up in a bed. She was as naked as I was. Another knight was helping her. 

The knight took my hand and helped me rise out of the bed. He said, “Gwen, the wielder of white magic hath freed ye from the Black Sorcerer’s spell. We must hurry before he returns!” 

I looked at the handsome knight with the earnest face, the beautiful Gwen and the red haired girl that had to be Josh and then back to my ample breasts. 

“Ah, crappeth, man…” I said as I fainted into the knight’s arms. 


Chapter 4

Side Tracked 

*          *          * 

When I came to, I found I was wrapped in a blanket and apparently been tossed into the back of a wagon. The wagon was bouncing and shaking and it sounded as if the horses pulling it were running at full gallop. 

A woman I couldn’t see asked, “How much further?” 

A man I couldn’t see said, “We’re almost to the river. They dare not cross the bridge to follow us. There’s a cottage not much further past the river for us. We have a few men there guarding the house.” 

I felt very confused. We’re not at my home, and we’re not in ancient Egypt. We’re in a medieval European setting. Just what the hell is going on? Who are Josh and me now? 

Her head poking out from under the blanket she was wrapped in, Josh shouted, “What the fuck is going on?” 

The man said, “The princess has quite the mouth, for a lady.” 

The woman said, “She didn’t used to be so crude.” 

I wriggled around in the blanket to get a better look at the two who had been talking. I asked, “Where are we? Who are you people?” 

Looking concerned, the woman asked me, “You don’t recognize me, your highness?” 

I frowned. “No. Should I?” 

The woman turned to the man and said, “Something may have gone wrong with the incantation.” 

I smirked. “Ya think?” 

I heard the sound of wagon wheels on stones. I guess we were crossing the afore mentioned bridge. 


The man said, “Hopefully we can straighten things out at the cottage.” 


I managed to look over at Josh. “You doing okay, Josh? This ride is pretty bumpy.” 

I wormed my way out of the blanket so I could sit up and look around. We were on a small wagon going down a tree-lined dirt road. The horses pulling were at a full gallop. 

Josh groaned, “We’re not home are we? You’re a girl again. Blonde? That’s weird. And those melons are huge.” 

I lifted a boob up and looked at it. “I know. Crazy, huh? You should see yourself. Red hair and oversized tits as well. Something went very wrong.” 

I saw the woman in front of us turned to look at us and frowned. “Something definitely went wrong with the incantation.” 

Josh managed to raise herself up and look around. Her eyes wild, she said, “Mitch, if we’re not in ancient Egypt or home, then just where the fuck are we?” 

I pointed at the woman in front of us. “I don’t know, but I really hope she has a good explanation.” 

The man turned to look at us before returning to drive the wagon. “Those are the princesses, aren’t they? Right?” 

Scowling, Josh shouted, “You’re another fucking princess? Stay away from my blood, girlfriend!” 

I frowned at Josh and said, “I’m not drinking your blood, bitch! Did I drink it before? Besides. It seems you’re also a princess.” 

Josh folded her arms. “It’s about frickin’ time. That business of being chained to the floor was crap. I just want to get back to Danny.” 


I laughed. “Forget Danny. He’s not going to like you as a boy.” 

Josh hefted his over-sized tits. “He’ll like these!” 

The man driving the wagon turned to the woman and said, “Here’s the cottage. Let’s try to figure out what went wrong.” 

As the wagon came to a stop and she didn’t have to shout, the woman turned to us and asked, “Just who are you two? You look like the princesses.” 

I said, “I’m Mitch and her name is Josh. We’re not really girls. We’re boys from the twenty-first century. We were on our way back from ancient Egyptian times when we wound up here. Wherever and whenever here is.” 

The woman fainted and fell off the wagon onto the muddy ground. 

*          *          * 

A couple of the guards at the small house came running around to the back of the wagon and opened the tailgate. They then offered to help Josh and I down to the ground. With the dresses we were wearing, I would have hated to try to jump down without help. Once down, the two guards bowed to us. 

An over-dressed, and rather gaunt man exited the cottage with a young boy in tow and walked up to the wagon. He looked at us and then looked at the man trying to help the woman to get up from the mud. He said, “I trust the princesses were successfully retrieved? I have to say I was skeptical about any use of the black arts.” 

The wagon driver, now also muddy, brushed some mud from the woman. He looked over at the over-dressed man and said, “Actually Sir Malcolm, that’s something that we’ll have to determine. The Lady Gwen needs to clean up and then we can discuss the situation.” 


Sir Malcolm turned to the boy and snapped, “Squire, help the Lady to the barn and then go to the cottage and fetch her clean clothes. Now, boy.” 

Sir Malcolm walked up to me and grinned. “Princess Ann. I trust those ruffians did you no harm?” 

I shook my head. “I have no idea, Sir Malcolm. I’ll be honest with you. Things are not what they seem.” 

Josh looked towards the cottage and asked, “Is there anything to eat?” 

Sir Malcolm looked at me quizzically. He forced a smile. “Come your highnesses. You must be famished.” 

The smell of rain was still in the air as we walked along the muddy path to the cottage. Walking in this ridiculous silken dress with the multiple layers of petticoats made walking awkward. The skirt of the dress also dragged through the mud.  I hope this wasn’t an expensive dress. 

As we entered the cottage, several men inside stood stiffly and bowed and said, “Your highnesses.” 

Sir Malcolm turned to me and Josh. “I realize this accommodation isn’t what you’re used to, but under the circumstances, this is the best we could do. A carriage has been dispatched to bring you to your manor. Please have a seat.”  He then turned to the wagon driver. “So, Lord Guthrie. Are you suggesting these are not the princesses? I have met them both.” 

Gwen slammed the door open to the cottage and angrily said, “These girls are not the princesses.  Something went wrong. I knew there was too much distance between the location of the princesses and the inn.” Gwen stormed up to me and glared. “Girl. What was your name again?” 

Sir Malcolm stiffened his stance and said, “Lady Gwen! You can’t speak to Princess Ann in such a manor!” 

Gwen flashed a glance to Sir Malcolm.  “Stow it, Malcolm. This isn’t the princess! Again, girl. What are you names and where did you come from?” 

I remained seated. I looked over at Josh and cleared my throat. “You’re right. We’re not whoever it is you were trying to get. My name is Mitch and that’s my best friend Josh. We’re not even girls.” 

Sir Malcolm violently grabbed Gwen’s arm. “What treachery is this?” Looking at me, Sir Malcolm demanded, “Did this wench put you up to this? This lie? I’ve met your highness!” 

Lord Guthrie jumped and shouted, “Unhand the lady, Sir Malcolm!” 

Nostrils flaring, Sir Malcolm shouted, “Do you expect me to believe this is not the princess? And a boy? Princess, why are you going along with this charade?” 

A shouting match erupted between Malcolm, Gwen, Guthrie and one of the other men. Josh stood up, put two fingers in his mouth and blew a loud whistle. Everyone stopped shouting and turned to look at Josh. 

Josh exclaimed, “Knock it off, everybody! We have an explanation.” He pointed at me. “Go ahead, Mitch. Explain.” 

I frowned at Josh, but turned to address everyone. I held up my hand when Sir Malcolm tried to speak. 

“Listen to me!” I shouted. “What I’m going to tell you is going to sound nuts, but it’s the truth. Josh and I are just a couple of blokes …” I thought I’d try using some vernacular. “… from the twenty-first century. You, hush. Let me finish.” I then gave a quick account of what Josh and I have been through. 

Sir Malcolm pulled a sword out and shouted, “Blasphemers! You have stolen the souls of the princesses!” 

Lady Gwen shouted, “Hold, Sir Malcolm. I believe she tells the truth.” 

Right then we heard a horseman approach. His horse making splashing sounds in the mud. It had started raining again. The man dismounted and someone rapped their knuckles on the door. A soldier poked his head inside the room. 

The soldier said, “The rider, Sir Malcolm, is one of ours. He brings a message from that thieving band of ruffians who kidnapped the princesses.” 

Sir Malcolm said, “Pray enter. What word do you bring us?” 

The rider entered. He bowed, “Your highnesses. Your lordships. The gang is terrified. Terrified by whatever black magic was used to replace the two princesses with two foul-mouthed young boys who claim to be girls. Princesses. They want nothing to do with such strong magic. The boys are at this location.” The rider started to hand a piece of paper with writing on it to Sir Malcolm. Gwen snatched the paper and looked at it. 

Gwen tapped the paper. “We were too far. Or my magic was too weak.” 

Who could the girls in Josh and my bodies be? Kiya and Aoh or the two princesses these blokes were looking for? How could we know without talking to them? 

Sir Malcolm snatched the paper from Gwen and looked at the rider. “Dispatch twenty men under my authority to this location immediately and bring those boys here. I want answers, dammit!” 

The rider bowed. “Immediately, sir.”  He turned and left the cottage. 


*          *          * 

The rain was coming down pretty steady as we all gathered inside the cottage waiting for the troops to return with the two boys. I guess I should say Mitch and Josh. But I was already starting to get comfortable being a princess again. I looked out the window at the downpour. I had no idea what part of Europe we were in. I was afraid to ask. 

“What do you think happened, Gwen?” I asked as I adjusted my oversized boobs. 

Gwen frowned. “I hate to give away my secrets, but I have learned the earth magic of the ancients. There are bands that encircle the earth and if you know the secret, you can tap that energy. It took a lot of training to learn how to read the ancient writings and then learn how to interpret them. It’s incredible how much ancient knowledge has been lost.” 

Looking smug, Sir Malcolm said, “These are modern times, Lady Gwen. We  have no need of such superstitious nonsense and  hokum.” 

Gwen smiled slightly. “This is the third time you’ve hired me, Malcolm. For jobs that went beyond natural laws. Are you denying the results?” 

Before Sir Malcolm could respond, there was a knock on the door. Malcolm nodded to one of the soldiers standing by the door. “Let them enter.” 

The soldier  nodded and unlocked the door and it swung violently open and two boys rushed in, followed by two shell-shocked looking soldiers. The boys were me and Josh! They had been gagged, but the boy who was in my body had managed to tug his down. Their hands were tied behind their backs. 

Scowling, Pseudo-Mitch shouted in a rage, “Malcolm! What the fucking bloody hell is going on? What foul, satanic magic did you use on my sister and me?” She kicked Malcolm in the shin. “Answer me, damn you! And Gwen! I might have known you’d involve that whore of the devil!” The boy saw me and Josh and his rage increased. “That’s my body you cunt! Malcolm, give me back my body!” 


Gwen laughed. “Malcolm, are you sure you want that foul mouthed brat restored?” She pointed at me and Josh. “I think these girls are much more pleasant to be around.” 

The Pseudo-Mitch screamed at Gwen, “I’ll have your head, you bloody witch! Malcolm, I want her head on a pike, now!” 

Sir Malcolm sighed as he stood up. “The Lady Gwen will be dealt with in due time. If I dispatched her now, you will remain forever this boy. You should be more grateful, your highness. Your rescue was only possible through her knowledge of the black arts.” 

Eyes bulging, and fighting against his restraints and jumping up and down, the Pseudo-Mitch shouted, “You call this a rescue? I’m a bloody boy! I want my bloody body back!” 

Malcolm cast a desperate glance to Gwen. “My lady, we need to restore these ladies with due haste.” 

Grinning, Gwen calmly said, “To be honest, I prefer them like this. The boys should be put to work in the mills so they know what it’s like to be a commoner. But I’m sure these two fair maidens would like to be restored as well. Guthrie is brewing the special herbal tea as we speak. Let us adjourn to the barn where we’ll have more room.” 

As we were led out of the cottage, Pseudo-Mitch snarled at me, “You better not have gotten me pregnant, wench!” 

I wanted to slap the little jerk, even if it was my body. To keep the pot stirred, I simply commented, “It’s too early to know.” That set the boy off on another foul rant. I was hopeful that since Josh and me were now these princesses and the princesses were in our bodies that Kiya and Aoh were now safely back in ancient Egypt to fulfill their destinies. Such as it was. 


As we filed into the barn, Lord Guthrie looked up from the boiling pot he was tending. He smiled at Lady Gwen. “Just another minute, my lady and the tea will be ready. The boiling has to be precise.” 

Gwen smiled at Guthrie. “Excellent my good sir. Now I need the boys and princesses to lay flat inside this area we cleared.” 

Sir Malcolm stepped up to the still fuming Pseudo-Mitch and calmly said, “I’m going to remove the restraints, your highness. Please follow the Lady Gwen’s instructions exactly or sadly you’ll remain a boy forever.” I couldn’t help but think that another option might be that Josh and I remain big-titted princesses while the real princesses take our place in the twenty-first century. I cringed at the thought. Our parents didn’t deserve those two awful brats. 

I’m not sure where Gwen got all the supplies, but she started lighting candles floating in cups of scented oils.  She then handed each of us a cup of the nasty-tasting tea. Without hesitation, Josh and I downed the tea and lay down. The two boys had to have the tea forced down their throats. 

Gwen said, “The earth energy is stronger here than at the inn. The recent rain has soaked the earth making calling up this energy easier. I’m confident that the princesses souls will be returned to their rightful bodies and the two boys will continue their journey home. We must act now as the energy tendrils connecting them to their own time grow weak.” 

On the verge of passing out as Gwen started her incantations, I said, “Just be sure we don’t go backwards in time.” This would be our last shot. There’d be no return from wherever we were sent. 


Lord Guthrie said quietly, “No guarantees, miss.” 

I fell into absolute blackness and felt like I was falling – spinning. I couldn’t breathe. 

*          *          * 

I sat up, eyes closed, gasping for air. I tried to focus as a warm breeze gently caressed me. Still sucking in air, I managed to open an eye. Before me stretched the green grass of a park not far from my house where Josh and I used to play all the time when we were kids. 

I laughed. “We’re back! We’re finally back!”  Then the breeze blew several long strands of black hair across my face. Aw crap! Are we still girls? 

“You okay?” I heard the voice of Josh next to me. It wasn’t a feminine voice. I turned in his direction. 

A very much boy and very cute Josh reached up and brushed some of my hair from my face. He gave me a worried look. “Are you okay?” I just stared at him, shocked into silence. 

Finally, I said, “You’re a boy?” 

Josh chuckled. “Guilty as charged!” He ran his fingers through my long hair. “I can’t help but worry about you. I’ve been worried ever since you took that nasty fall and hit your head at the stupid museum that your parents took us to. Remember? The one with the mummified remains of a boy who had been murdered by a slave girl? On his wedding day of all days? Crazy, huh? Some prince or something.” 

I nodded and scanned around the park, seeing a few kids playing. “That’s crazy alright. I wonder what life was like back then?” 


Josh laughed. He held my hand. “You know it sucked. No lights, no phones, no computers. What did they do for fun, I wonder.” 

I sighed. “What could they do, huh? I mean, we were both there, right?” I can’t believe it. I came back as Kiya. So I was probably around fifteen again. Was my room back to being blindingly pink? Did I have an obnoxious brother or sister? Josh’s unchanged from when all this first started. Except he seems cuter than I remembered. 

Josh frowned and wrinkled his brow. “What’s that supposed to mean? That we were both there? You know your dad blames me for your fall and hitting your head.” 

I just looked at Josh for a moment. “You know. Back in the ancient city of Khemenu. The evil priest. The king I was going to marry. All that jazz?” 

Josh gave me a worried look. “You must have bonked your head harder than we thought. I’m surprised you remembered the name of the city. That one and the one the prince was from were both destroyed by a war. They only discovered the ruins about a decade ago.” 

I cocked my head to one side. “Are you sure? No kings or magic?” 

Josh laughed and said, “Of course not. Something you ate last night must not have agreed with you.” 

I looked sadly at Josh. “You don’t remember big titted princesses from seventeen hundreds-ish?” 

Josh chuckled as he pushed his finger against the tip of my nose. “Kiya, you’re pretty, but you’re also a little dopey.” 

I gave Josh a small smile and then looked away. Oh my God. So this is it. Kiya and Aoh finally met their destiny. It was a different destiny though. And what of Sacmis? Especially since she brought back a boy and a girl. A prince. And I guess as crazy as it was, the two eighteenth century princesses were restored? Something tells me the Lady Gwen escaped the wrath of the princess and kept her head. But the magic is over. I’m stuck as a fifteen year old girl who doesn’t look anything like her parents. 


At least Josh came out of all this without a scratch. Maybe it’s best he doesn’t remember any of this. I’ll probably have nightmares for years because of the crazy adventure we had. We went through everything together. He had to have returned with me. Right? Am I dating Josh? That seems a bit weird. How did that get twisted? I’m not sure if I like the idea of dating Josh. He is cute though. 

I looked at Josh and squinted in the sunlight and wrinkled up my nose slightly. “So I’m dopey, huh?” 

He smiled and ran his fingers through my hair and held the back of my head. “I wouldn’t have it any other way.” He winked at me with a sly smile. “I just can’t believe that after all that, I wind up with the girl.” 

Surprised, I said, “You mean you do rem…” 

He bent towards me and our lips touched. Kings, princesses, priests, and magic were all suddenly very far away. We kissed on that hill in the park for an extraordinarily long time. 

*          *          * 

The End 
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Chapter 1

“You still haven’t found a game yet?” I asked my son Zeb with growing impatience. I was getting tired holding the ungainly and heavy box for the new game system I was getting him for when he heads off to college in a few weeks. His real name is Zebulon, which no one uses. When he was younger he thought he was named after an alien planet.

Zeb and I were at the mall, doing some last minute shopping to get him some much needed new clothes. A new pair of pants and at least a couple of shirts that didn’t have anime characters on the front. Last on the list was a new game console and a game for his dorm room. As an incentive to keep his grades up, I had promised him the console. He won a four year scholarship, so I think I can afford the console.

On the way to the mall, as it was such a beautiful morning, we stopped at a park to toss the Frisbee. When Zeb bent over to pick up the Frisbee after missing an easy toss, he saw something shiny in the grass. He picked it up and saw that it was a ring. It was a bit thick for a ring with some strange designs on it. I wasn’t sure if it was an actual ring like jewelry or just some piece of discarded electronics. Of course, Zeb had to put it on his finger. It slipped right on, but then he couldn’t remove it. It didn’t cause him any issues at the time, so we decided we’d wait until we got home to try to remove it. I hoped we wouldn’t have to go to the emergency room.

“Can I get two games?” asked Zeb, holding three regular priced new game cartridges.

I shook my head, “No. I said one used game. You have a birthday coming up. Hurry up. This box is getting heavy. And we told your mother and sister we’d bring home lunch and it’s 12:30 now.” I also wanted to get out of the store. It was mostly empty, but there was one creepy looking guy towards the front of the store who kept looking at us.

“I’m hurrying,” said Zeb. He put the three games back. He then tugged on the ring he was wearing.

“Still can’t get that ring off?” I asked.

“No. And now it’s driving me crazy! It’s a cool looking ring and all, but I really don’t want to wear it.  It’s really too big.” Zeb struggled with the ring again.

“You shouldn’t have forced it on your finger,” I said.

“I didn’t!” exclaimed Zeb. “I told you. It just slipped on as if it was a perfect fit. Now it won’t come off!”

“After we get home and use soap to lubricate it, and we still can’t get it off, we may have to go to the emergency room and have it cut off,” I said.

Zeb held up his hand and looked at the ring and said, “It’s such a cool ring though. I’d hate to ruin it by having it cut off.”

I shifted the game system box to my other arm and said, “It wasn’t the ring I was talking about having cut.”

Zeb grinned and shook his head, “Dad.”

I pointed to the used games rack and said, “Go. Pick a game and let’s get out of here. Or I’ll pick one for you. That animal hospital game sure looks fun.”

Zeb raised his hands in surrender, “Okay, okay! I’ll pick something. Just give me another minute.”

As Zeb started scanning the rack for that perfect game, another oddly dressed guy in a long coat walked up to him. He spoke in a low tone, but I could barely hear, “Cool ring kid. Want to sell it?”

Zeb shrugged, “Mister, even if I wanted to, it won’t come off.”

The man stepped back with a look of surprise on his face. He said, “It’s locked? You? You’re the ring holder? How can that be?”

With a worried look on his face, Zeb stepped back a few paces. As I started to move in his direction, the creepy guy started walking quickly towards Zeb as well. As I walked past the cashier I said, “Maybe you should call mall security?” I didn’t wait to see if he did anything.

The creepy guy approached the man, not Zeb. He said sternly, “You can’t have the ring, John. It’s locked. The Vortex has made its selection. I have to secure it and the wearer. Leave now before I’m forced to arrest you.”

The man whose name apparently was John said, “Get lost, Micah. I’m not leaving without the ring. I’ve been searching for it for weeks.” John pulled an automatic pistol from his coat. “You just arrived, so I know you don’t have one of these babies. The weapons on this world are so much better than what we have in our realm. Step back, Micah.”

Micah stepped closer to John. He said, “You can’t have the ring John. It’s picked a new holder. That’s why the high priestess tossed it into the vortex to keep it from you. Your plan has failed. No one person can control all the realms. Release the boy and return now!” Micah took another step towards John.

“Fuck you!” shouted John as he lifted the pistol and fired point blank into Micah’s chest, causing him to pitch backwards in a shower of blood. John pushed the gun into his pants pocket and grabbed a startled Zeb by the arm. “You’re coming with me, boy!” John then grabbed at a metallic disc chained around his neck and in a flash and a loud snap sound, John and Zeb disappeared! There was screaming in the store as well as out in the mall’s hallway.

Shouting my son’s name, I dropped the game system box and ran to where Zeb had been just an instant before. There was nothing there except a strong smell of ozone.

I ran over to Micah who was gasping for air. I’m not expert, but I was sure he was mortally wounded. His clothes were getting soaked with blood. I grabbed Micah’s shirt collar and shouted, “Where’s my son? What just happened here? Who are you people?”

Micah coughed and blood trickled out of his mouth. In a hoarse voice he said, “Your son is in grave danger. I was sent to arrest John and bring him back and recover the ring if possible.” Micah started coughing again. Continuing, he said, “What are you willing to do to save your son?”

“Anything!” I shouted. “I’ll do anything to save him! Where is he? How can I help him?”

Micah reached up and from around his neck and under his shirt, pulled out a metal disc similar to what John had used. He said, “Take this device and press the center button. It will take you to our world. The origin world. There you must seek out John Banos before he can take your son to the Black Monastery.” Micah started coughing again.

I pulled the disc from its chain and slid my thumb to the button. Micah touched my arm and said, “A word of warning. The ring, if mated with the receptacle in the Garden of Light, your son will be free of the ring. He can choose to stay or return by entering the vortex. But only him. Not you. You will be stuck in my world. And, as you are not of my world, going there will change you. Are you still willing to go?” He coughed up more blood.

“I’ll do anything to save Zeb,” I exclaimed through gritted teeth. “But changed how? How will I know my son if he’s changed?”

Micah nodded.  His breathing was becoming more labored. “The change is random, but the ring will prevent your son from changing. You must find your son before the Ring of Jared is used by the high priest of the Black Monastery or all of our worlds will be plunged into war, chaos and darkness.” Micah coughed a few more times and then every muscle in his body suddenly relaxed.

Mall security suddenly burst into the store, weapons drawn. One pointed his weapon at me and shouted, “You! Hands on your head. Don’t move.”

I pressed the center button.

*          *          *

I plopped down hard into a large puddle of gooey mud. The impact knocked the wind out of me and I just laid there in the mud trying to catch my breath. I was disoriented and heard strange sounds and noticed strange odors around me. I also felt wrong. Like everything about me was out of place.

I grunted as I tried to lift myself up on my elbows. A strand of blonde hair fell across my face. Where did that come from? I then discovered two other things at once. I was lying in the mud completely naked and I had breasts. Micah had warned that I’d be changed, but I sure didn’t expect to have breasts.

I didn’t have long to ponder where I was or how I was changed as I heard some steps coming up from behind me. A rich, deep voice boomed, “Girl! By Rotter’s Ghost, how the devil did you get here? Who are you? Stand up!”

Since I now had breasts, I assumed he was addressing me. I stood up on uneasy legs and turned to face the voice. I could feel mud slowly oozing down my front and legs. The voice belonged to a large, burly guy with an unkempt beard and longish and equally unkempt hair. He appeared to be dressed in soft leather, obviously an animal skin. There was another man with him, smaller, wiry and he kept his hand on the hilt of the sword that dangled from his belt.

“I ask again, mud girl. Who are you and how did you sneak into my camp? Trying to steal food?” the big guy bellowed.

I looked down at my hand and the disc had dissolved into a powder. I quickly glanced around me and saw several wagons gathered around, smoke rising from several camp fires. I apparently was also in some kind of forest.  The light was fading and I was cold.

I straightened myself up and said in a girlish voice, “My name is Robert Cramer. I’m here to find my son, Zeb. I need to find where John Banos is.”

The burly man shrugged, “Never heard of him. But I’ll wager if he took your infant, he’s already sold it or disposed of it.”

“My son’s not an infant!” I exclaimed. “He’s…”

The big guy reached out suddenly and grabbed a handful of my long hair. He said, “You best forget about him, girl. And Robert is hardly a fitting name for a girl, but it doesn’t matter. You have no name now.” The man, holding my hair in a tight grip that caused pain all the way down my neck, lifted me off the ground slightly. The pain was horrible. The skinny guy hurriedly tied a leather collar around my neck.

The burly man laughed and jerked on the rope leash attached to the collar. “You’ll fetch me a good price, I’ll wager, with all that golden hair and no markings. Whoever owned you before is going to be pissed that you’re gone, but you know what they say about finders’ keepers and all that shit.”

“I’m not owned by anyone!” I shouted as I tugged on the leash attached to the collar.

The burly man slapped me across my face with his open palm. He sneered, “Says the naked girl covered in mud. Well girl, until I sell you, I own you. You will address me as Master, understood?”

“I have to find my son!” I cried. “He’s wearing the Ring of Jared and it’s about to fall into the wrong hands.”

The man jerked on my leash and started leading me into his camp. He laughed and said, “That’s it? That’s the best you can do is bring up a fairy tale? The Ring of Jared is a bedtime story!”

“I’ve seen it!” I shouted. “It’s real and my son…”

He slapped me again. “Not another word out of you except to say ‘yes Master’ and ‘no Master’. Understood?”

I stood there, shaking from a mix of fury, fear and cold. He started to raise his hand again and I meekly said, “Yes, Master.” I hated calling this asshole ‘Master’, but I was in no position to fight it. I needed to buy myself some time.

“That’s better, girl,” said my new Master as he lead me past a few wagons. There was another girl at one wagon who looked like she was preparing food. She had a cloth wrapped around her covering her breasts and crotch. Master tied my leash to that wagon.

As he tied me to the wagon, I meekly asked, “Do I get clothes, Master?”

He said, “No.” He turned to the other girl and said, “Shitforbrains, clean up this girl. I want to sell her as soon as possible.”

Shitforbrains bowed slightly and said, “Yes, my Master.”

I watched the girl take a small bucket and fill it halfway with water from a larger barrel on the wagon. She fetched a brush from a box on the side of the wagon and returned to me.

Without a word, she dunked the brush into the bucket and started scrubbing the mud from me. Damn! That water was cold! As some of the mud started coming off, the girl said, “Welcome to the camp of Wallace the Weasel. That’s our Master’s name, but don’t ever say it. Did Master give you a name?”

I said, “No.”

She nodded and said, “He doesn’t bother with names for girls he plans to sell right away. You’re lucky. There can’t be many hell holes worse than this camp.”

“I have to get away. My son was kidnapped and I have to find him,” I said.

The girl looked at me with sad eyes and said, “You don’t have a son anymore. Babies don’t sell well. Sometimes a high-born will buy babies and give them to the females they own to raise. Not often. And whoever you were, whatever life you had before Master put that collar around your neck, is no more. The Weasel is mostly stupid. He can’t tell that you were never owned before. You carry yourself like someone who is free. Well, you’ll never be free again.”

“Maybe you can help me escape?” I said. “You don’t like being here anymore than I do. Together we can find my son.”

Shitforbrains stopped scrubbing on me and leaned in close and said in a hiss, “Your son is dead.” She pointed at herself and continued, “And they kill run-aways. The sooner you realize that your life is now nothing the better it will be for you. Forget your son and forget who you were.”

I shook my head and said, “My son is not dead. He’s not an infant.”

Shitforbrains looked me up and down. She said, “You’re about my age. At most your son is four. Which means he’s probably dead.”

“My son is eighteen,” I said defiantly.

“And they call me ‘Shitforbrains’,” laughed Shitforbrains. “That’s not even possible! You would have had to have gotten pregnant before you were born!”

“Look. I know this is going to be hard to believe, but I’m not from this world,” I said seriously. “In my world, I’m forty-five year old man.”

Shitforbrains just stood there and stared at me for a moment. And then she burst out laughing. “That’s the funniest thing I’ve heard in a long time.”

Frustrated, I cried, “It’s true I tell you! I have no idea where I am. Until just a few minutes ago, I was in a shopping mall buying my son a video game system for college.”

Shitforbrains just stared at me with vacant eyes. “You were dropped on your head recently, weren’t you?”

Wallace the Weasel popped his head around a wagon across from us and bellowed, “Shut up you stupid whores. And that girl better be clean. I’m taking her into town tomorrow to sell.”

Shitforbrains bowed slightly and said, “Yes my Master. She’s almost squeaky clean.” She slapped me with the harsh, wet brush again. The cool mist swirling around along with the water from the brush chilled me to the bone. The slave girl picked up the bucket and poured the cold water over my head. She then worked her fingers through my wet hair to wash it.

In hushed tones, the girl said to me, “Well there you go, you lucky bitch. You’re the guest of the Weasel for just one night. No matter who your new owner will be, he can’t be half as bad as the Weasel.”

Shivering, I said, “What makes you so sure I’ll be sold?”

Shitforbrains barked a laugh. She picked up a few wet strands of my hair and said, “Blonde hair. Fair skin. Blue eyes. I wouldn’t be surprised if somebody doesn’t knock the Weasel in the head and steal you long before he gets you to the market.”

My teeth started to chatter with the cold. I said, “If I can, I don’t plan to be here for him to sell. If I can get away, would you come with me? I need a guide on this world.”

The girl frowned and slapped the palm of her hand against my forehead. She said, “What you need are some brains, girl. The Weasel might not beat you for running away because that would lower your value. Me? He’ll just kill. He doesn’t like me anyway.”

With a cry in my voice, I whispered, “I have to get away! I have to…”

Shitforbrains gave me a soft slap on the cheek and said, “You have to find your son. Yes, I know. Stop saying it. Let me say this slowly. Even if you had a son older than you, he’s dead. Whoever you were before Wallace the Weasel put a collar around your neck is no more. You’re not a human any more. You’re property. Just a girl. Unless you’re high-born, a girl is nothing but stock.” She laughed coarsely and spread her arms wide. She said, “Embrace your new life!”

“Shut up, girl!” shouted Wallace the Weasel. “I’m about to toss you into this fire. Feed the new girl when you’re finished cleaning her.”

The slave girl picked up a bowl from a box on the wagon I was tied to and used it to scoop up some thick, whitish liquid with the consistency of oatmeal. She handed the bowl to me and said, “Eat this bitch and shut the hell up. Go to sleep and thank the gods that you’ll have a new owner by this time tomorrow.” She turned and walked away, dragging the rope tied to her collar behind her.

I sniffed the bowl. The liquid didn’t smell all that great, but I then realized just how hungry I was. The gruel had no taste, but it was hot and warmed me on the inside.

After I finished eating, licking the bowl clean, I found a burlap sack in the wagon. I wrapped it around me and crouched down under the wagon. It certainly didn’t get any warmer after the sun went down, but the wagon partially blocked the wind.

*          *          *

As the evening darkened into night, I found I couldn’t sleep. I searched the ground for any sharp rocks. I discovered that the Weasel wasn’t quite as stupid as he looked. All large and sharp rocks or even sticks that could be used as a weapon or used to cut ropes had been removed from the grounds of the camp.

Or then again, maybe he was. I examined the leash that tethered me to the wagon and found it was merely tied. There was no lock or any other method to secure it. The knot was elaborate and tight, but after picking at it for several minutes, I managed to untie it.

I was standing behind the wagon, holding the loose end of the rope when I heard a noise from behind me. As I started to turn, a gruff voice said, “Girl. What are you doing?”

I turned around to face the man. He was just one of the Weasels henchmen from what I could see in the dark. I smiled weakly and said, “I can’t sleep.”

The pointed a finger at me and said, “You’re lucky the boss wants to sell you tomorrow. Otherwise I’d pay the difference to him and take you to my wagon.” He slapped me across the face and said, “Get on the ground and go to sleep. Don’t let me catch you up again.”

I meekly muttered, “Yes, Master.”

As he turned his back on me, a sudden thought shot through my tired brain. I quickly looped my leash and dropped it over the man’s head and jerked it as tight as I could. He gagged and couldn’t yell out. I started winding the leash to make it tighter and tighter. The man struggled briefly and then passed out.  He wasn’t dead. Just unconscious.

I quickly searched the man as he lay on the ground and found a knife. He had a sword, but there was no way I could lift it. I cut the leash where it connected to my leather collar. Placing the blade of the knife in my teeth to free my hands, I quickly tied the man’s hands with the leash. I stuffed one end of the burlap sack I had used into his mouth so he couldn’t call out when he woke up.

I found Shitforbrains hunkered down beside a tree. I ran over to her and cupped my hand over her mouth. She awoke immediately with wild eyes and tried to shout. I hissed into her ear, “Shh! I’m blowing this taco stand. You coming?”

Looking confused, the slave girl said, “You’re what? Where did you get that knife? You’ll be killed for holding that, blonde or not.”

“Only if they catch me,” I said breathing hard. “I’m leaving now. You coming with me?”

Her eyes wild, she said, “I… I… I can’t. I’ll be killed. They’ll kill me anyway if they think I helped you. Hit me with the butt of the knife. Knock me out. I beg you.”

“I’m not going to hit you,” I became increasingly impatient with the growing urgency to leave before I was discovered.

“If you knock me out, they’ll know I didn’t help you,” she hissed through clenched teeth. “You may have a death wish, but I don’t. Hit me!”

Heaving a huge sigh of despair, I gritted my teeth, raised the butt of the knife and struck Shitforbrains hard against the side of her head. She groaned and went limp. I checked to make sure I hadn’t killed her and turned and ran into the forest.

Running naked in pitch black darkness through the woods is a very bad idea. Twigs and branches slapped my arms, legs and face. I constantly tripped over rocks and tree roots. Odd and frightening noises surrounded me.

In the darkness, I had no idea where I was running. I could be going in circles for all I knew or about to fall off a cliff or even walking into the mouth of a vicious animal. I slowed down from my panicked pace and tried to calm down. Tripping and spraining an ankle or breaking a leg wasn’t going to help me.

I stopped to catch my breath. I looked up at the sky. Through the tree tops, I could see a sky brilliant with stars. But they meant nothing to me. A breeze chilled my sweat covered body. Fear began to grip me as the realization of my situation finally started to set in no matter how crazy some of it was.

I had no idea where I was. I could be on another planet, in another time, another dimension, or just somewhere in Eastern Europe. Intellectually, I rejected all these, but I couldn’t deny what I saw and felt. I could speak and understand what was said but what does that mean? I’m naked and most fantastic of all, I’m a girl. How is that even possible? Until now, I couldn’t fully process who I now was. I felt one of my firm breasts and felt the nipple become erect in the cold. I slid my hand down between my legs to confirm what I already knew.

I started shaking almost violently with fear and I started to cry. I’ve never been so vulnerable in my life. Standing there, naked, cold, lost and being a young girl was absolutely horrifying. I was utterly helpless.

Standing there crying wasn’t going to help me either. I pushed onward, hoping to put enough distance between me and the Weasel. I was on foot. He had horses. I bet I was leaving a visible trail of broken limbs and twigs.

After several minutes of stumbling through the woods, I came to a clear area. It was a narrow, rutted clear area. It took only a moment to determine I had come across a road of some kind. Roads go places. Places like towns. The Weasel was going to take me to a nearby town to sell me. Would a town be a good or bad place for a lost naked girl?

I decided that anyplace was better than where I was. I was cold and getting hungry and thirsty. I had no idea which direction was best. I picked one and started running. The road was soft dirt compared to the forest floor. I knew I’d be leaving foot prints, but maybe they weren’t obviously mine. I stepped in a pile of what seemed to be horse manure, so the road had been recently traveled.

The light around me gradually started to change from black to gray. I looked up and the sky was starting to get lighter. This wasn’t completely good news. While I could now see where I was going, it meant that most likely the Weasel was up and discovering I’m not in his camp any longer. I needed to get off the road.

Cautiously, I stepped back into the woods. Returning to the rocks and twigs and God knows what else of the forest floor made me almost decide to return to the relative softness of the road. But the forest offered the only protection I had at the moment.

As the light brightened, I picked up my pace. After running for what seemed like hours, I knew I couldn’t be more than a mile or two from the camp. I had to get more distance.

Suddenly my leg caught what felt like a tight string, causing me to fall headfirst onto the rough ground. I heard a jingling sound, like rocks in a can. What the hell? I raised my head up from where I was laying on the ground and saw a pair of boots.

“Well well. What have we here?” I felt my hair being grabbed and then painfully jerked on. My head was pulled back to where I could see the face of the man who had spoken and who had my hair securely clinched in his fist. He had longish hair and looked like he hadn’t shaved in a few days. A scar running down the length of his cheek was the only mar on an otherwise handsome face. He studied me a moment with his blue eyes with more of a look of amusement than anything else.

He jerked my hair and said, “Well, girl. Can you speak?”

Scared shitless, I said with a cry in my voice, “Yes. Please sir, can you help me?”

The man chuckled, “Help you? You’re obviously a runaway. It’s a serious crime to help a runaway.”

“Please help me,” I pleaded. I took in a deep breath. “I have no idea where I am or how I got here. I was caught by someone named Wallace the Weasel. He was going to sell me. Please I need to find my son. He was taken by someone named John Banos. Please help me find them!”

The man felt the leather collar around my neck. He frowned and said, “So you belong to that scoundrel eh? I’m sorry for you girl, but I can’t help you. You should have let him sell you. I don’t know anyone named John Banos. Stand up.”

He pulled me up by my hair. He held it tightly. I managed to look around at my surroundings. I saw a bedroll on the ground. A horse tethered to a tree nearby. The remains of a small fire pit and a string with what looked like small metal cans attached that he used apparently as an alert.

He looked at me again as he held my hair and grinned. “Quite a beauty you are. No wonder he wanted to sell you. I’ll bet he’ll pay me a bounty for your safe return.”

“Please. I beg you,” I said, starting to cry again. I hated being helpless. “My son has the Ring of Jared. Does that mean anything to you?”

His expression flickered for just a moment, and then he said, “No. I stopped listening to fairy tales while still on my mother’s knee. I…” he stopped speaking and looked at something over his shoulder.

I turned and was horrified and I started shaking uncontrollably. Crying I said, “It’s him. Please don’t let him take me back! I have to find my son!”

Riding between the trees were Wallace the Weasel and several of his men. Dragging behind him on a leash was Shitforbrains, looking tired and miserable. As he approached, the Weasel called out, “Thank you, stupid girl, for leaving me such an extraordinarily easy trail to follow.”

Jerking on my hair, the man holding me said, “Is this your property?”

Still sitting on his horse at the camp’s edge, the Weasel said, “That it is indeed. If you would be so kind as to return it?”

Pulling on my hair, the man said, “Such a fine specimen. You were very careless to let it wander away. A girl like this should fetch a high price. Is there a reward for catching it?”

The Weasel grinned and said, “Sir, there are four of us and one of you. I’m more inclined to just retrieve my property and go.” He had pulled the leash tight on Shitforbrains. She looked horrified.

The man holding me casually slid his other hand to the hilt of his sword which did not go unnoticed by the Weasel. The man said, “How do I know she really belongs to you. I don’t see a brand or any markings showing ownership. I know you, Wallace the Weasel and you do have a reputation of being a thief. I just found this girl and you know what they say about finders’ keepers and all that.”

The Weasel’s eyes went wide as he took a closer look at the man’s sword. The Weasel looked him up and down and gasped. Nervously he said, “You’re a Knight of the Realm! What are you doing in these woods? This is not a good omen.”

Pulling my hair tighter, the man said, “I think I’ve taken a fancy to this girl. I get so tired of tavern girls, don’t you?”

Beads of sweat started to form on the Weasel’s head. He said, “Yes. That’s why I keep the taverns supplied with new ones.” He paused for a moment and swallowed audibly. “Take the girl, Knight, with my compliments.”

One of the men riding with the Weasel said, “You’re just going to let him have the girl? She’s worth at least five gold! That’s more than a normal three month’s take!”

“Shut up, Norman!” The Weasel looked over at Norman with a scowl. “He can kill us all in heartbeat. If he wants the girl, he can have her. Let’s go.”

As the Weasel started to turn his horse, the man holding my hair said, “I fancy the other girl too.”

The Weasel looked down and said, “You want Shitforbrains? She’s just a worthless little bitch. She’s not even a good fuck. She makes a mean stew though.”

The man tugged at his sword’s hilt. He said, “Yes. Her as well.”

The Weasel shrugged and said, “Be my guest. You won’t get much for her.”

The man said, “Tie her to that tree next to you and be gone.”

The Weasel tied Shitforbrains’ leash to a branch of the tree next to him and with a hand signal to his men, they turned and rode away.

“Oh, thank you!” I said to the man still holding my hair. He didn’t say a word as he pulled a large knife from his belt and quickly cut away the leather collar from my neck. It was like heaven to feel that awful thing fall from my throat. “Thank you for freeing me…”

Looking amused, the man still holding my hair, deftly swung a metal band around my neck. With his free hand he snapped it closed. I heard the obvious click of a lock as it closed. He pulled a small chain from his pocket and attached it to the metal collar.

I just stood there in shock. I said, “I… I… I thought you were freeing me!”

He chuckled as he let go of my hair. He said, “Maybe you should be the one called Shitforbrains, eh? I own you now. No man in his right mind would ever free a slave.” He tugged on the chain to make sure it was secure. “My name is Anthony, but you may call me Master.”

*          *          *

Oh my God now what? I felt numb as I realized I wasn’t going to be free. How was I going to find Zeb now? Anthony, while not as gruff as the Weasel, still considered me his property. And he obviously wasn’t as stupid as the Weasel. How was I going to get away now?

Without a word he led me over to where Shitforbrains was tied. He walked up to her with a smile, “I thought I recognized you.” He pulled another metal collar from a pouch he had slung over his shoulder. He deftly put it around Shitforbrains neck and locked it into place. He took another small chain and attached it to her collar and the other end to mine. With his knife, he cut away the leather collar still around her neck.

“You… you recognize me?” asked Shitforbrains as she felt around the metal collar. She looked at him with confusion. She tugged the chain between me and her.

Anthony smiled and said, “I knew your father. We fought together. I met you and your mother once, many years ago.”

Tears welled up in Shitforbrains eyes. “I don’t even remember my mother or father.”

Looking wistful, Anthony said, “He was a good man. He saved my life, just before he died. Look, you know I can’t take you back to your family. They’d never take you back with the stain and shame of being a slave on you. But in honor of your father, I will take care of you.”

Crying and staring at the ground, Shitforbrains sobbed, “Thank you, Master.”

Anthony said, “Your name used to be Lisa. I like that better than Shitforbrains, so for now at least, I’ll call you that. Displease me and I’ll come up with something worse.”

Still looking at the ground, Lisa said, “Yes, Master.”

Turning to face me, Anthony asked, “And what shall we call you?”

“My name is Robert Cramer. Can you help me find my son?” I said, feeling a bit more relaxed.

Frowning, Anthony said, “Did I ask you what you used to be called? That’s an awful name for such a beautiful girl anyway. I’ll call you Caldi for now with the same warning for displeasing me.” I learned later that Caldi was the name of a rare and beautiful flower that only grew in one region of this stupid world I was on.

The sun was now shining brightly through the trees. Anthony led Lisa and me back to his camp. As we walked the short distance, he grinned, “Thank you girl for giving me John Banos’ name. Now I know who I’m hunting. We have little time to keep the Ring of Jared from falling into the possession of the high priest.”

*          *          *


Chapter 2

“We’ll eat something and then head to the next town which I believe is called Bugville. Sounds like a charming place. We’ll probably get there around noon,” said Anthony as we all stood in his camp. “But first things, first.”

Pointing at Lisa our Master commanded, “On your knees girl. Submit to me.”

“Yes, Master,” said Lisa as she slid to her knees on the rough ground at Anthony’s feet. She spread her legs apart, bowed her head, raised her arms and crossed them at the wrists. “I submit my body and heart to you, Master, totally and completely in all things. I am yours to do with as you please.”

Smiling, Anthony said, “Now stand. Come here girl, and kiss me.”

Lisa smiled slightly as she stepped towards him. She said, “Yes my Master.” I stood there, growing ever more nervous as I watched her slide her arms around Anthony’s neck and gave him a long, deep kiss.

“Very good, girl,” said her new Master. “Now prepare us something to eat. Look in that saddle pack.”

“Yes my Master,” said Lisa. As she turned to walk to the saddle pack, Anthony gave her a little swat on her butt.

Anthony turned to me and said, “And now you, girl. On your knees.”

I hesitated. I said nervously, “I’m not a girl. We don’t do shit like this where I come from.”

His face suddenly clouded in anger, Anthony took a few steps towards me, his hand on the hilt of his sword. Lisa stopped and turned to look at me.

Anthony said, “You look like a girl to me and in case you haven’t noticed, we’re not where you come from, wherever that may be. On your knees, girl. Now.”

I folded my arms across my naked breasts and said, “No. I won’t. I’m not playing this game.” Lisa’s eyes were pleading as she silently mouthed the words, “Get down. Get down.”

Scowling, Anthony stepped right up to me. I felt so small with his large, muscular frame towering over me. Through clenched teeth, he said, “I have no time or patience to deal with an insolent girl. You can help with my quest as you know the person I seek, or your rotting corpse can lay here in the forest and feed the worms. On… your… knees. Now.”

I smiled nervously and said, “Since you put it that way…” Lisa, her eyes wide, kept making an obvious gesture for me to get down on the ground. I lowered myself slowly to the ground on my knees, trying to find a softer spot. Imitating Lisa, I spread my legs and bowed my head. I hesitated as I started to raise my arms. I thought how insane this was. I had no desire to submit to anyone. To hand my very life over to another person. But this man can help me find Zeb. I shook my head and took a deep breath.

Staring at the ground and hoping I could remember what Lisa had said, I said, “I submit my body and heart to you, Master, totally and completely in all things. I am yours to do with as you please.”

Anthony said, “Very good girl. Now stand.”

I stood, starting to feel nauseated, afraid that my new Master would order me to kiss him. My body may be a girl, but my mind definitely isn’t.

Anthony said, “Now kiss me, girl.” Lisa was frantically nodding her head.

I felt sick. I looked at my Master’s face. Oh God I don’t want to do this. I don’t want to be here. I wish Zeb had never found that stupid ring. I looked at my feet for a moment, then back to my Master’s face. With a deep sigh of resignation, I did what Lisa had done. I slowly slid my arms around Anthony’s neck, stood on my tiptoes. He bent his head toward me and I watched as his lips parted slightly. I pressed my lips against his. I was going to pull away the moment our lips touched, but he held me close and pressed his lips into me. His scruffy beard felt rough against my face, but also felt somehow erotic. I just closed my eyes and submitted to his kiss. What else was I going to do?

Finally my Master let me pull away. He grinned at me and said, “Now that’s more like it, mine. I can tell you will provide me with much pleasure. But why were your fingers crossed as you said your oath?”

I winked at Lisa and said to my new Master, “It’s an old Earth custom. It… ah, it emphasizes what I was saying. Yeah. That.” I crossed my fingers once again.

Swatting my backside, my Master said, “Go help your sister.”

Lisa had found some salted meats and bread in the pack. She was trying to prepare a cold meal, something quick so we could be on our way. In a whisper, she said after I had gotten near to her, “What does crossing your fingers mean?”

I smiled and whispered back, “It is an old Earth custom. It means I didn’t mean anything I said.”

Lisa shook her head. She said, “Girl, I don’t think that works here. You are his to obey at his pleasure. He will take care of you, and protect you, but only if you give yourself totally to him. Like it or not, you belong to him. From what I can tell, he will be a good Master, but you must please him. If he can’t trust you, he’ll sell or just kill you. Nobody will care.”

I just stood there in silence for a moment. I have to do this for Zeb.

*          *          *

“So tell me girl,” said Anthony as we walked along the rutted road to Bugville. Well, Master rode his horse. Lisa and I walked beside him. “Why is your son involved? You claim to be from another world.”

“Well, that’s because I am, my Master,” I said. “My son Zeb, found the Ring of Jared on the ground and like most people would do, he tried it on. It slid on easily, but now it won’t come off.”

Anthony nodded. He said, “The ring was tossed into the Vortex where it could recharge and wind up just about anywhere. It went to your world because apparently, your son is a Ring Holder. Your son has the power to use the ring.”

“Use it?” I asked. “He can’t even take it off!”

Nodding again, Anthony said, “He can only remove it at the Black Monastery. But only he can remove it. We must be there when he does to be sure the realms stay in peace.”

I shook my head and said, “I’m worried I’m too late. That my son, Zeb might already be dead.”

My Master said, “If this John Banos has your son, then he will protect him until they get to the Black Monastery. If the Ring Holder, your son, dies while wearing the ring, the ring loses its power. It must be recharged in the Vortex where it will become lost again. The ring is my responsibility as a Knight of the Realm. We must locate it soon.”

“I don’t believe in magic, but I can’t deny I’m here,” I said. “But what’s with the ring?”

My Master said, “The ring is a key to great power. With it, you can access all the power of the Vortex. Its origins lost in antiquity and its history has been told and retold for so long that it’s now regarded as a fairy tale. Just children’s stories. But its power is very real. The Knights of the Realm are chartered to protect the ring and the Vortex. We understand its true nature. But the high priest at the Black Monastery has become evil and greedy. With the ring, he would enslave us all. And by all, I include your world as well.”

“My world, Master?” I asked. “But magic doesn’t really work on my world. It’s just tricks that fool people.”

My Master laughed. He said, “Yours must be a technical world. I’ve heard of those. The magic is there. It’s just not obvious. The ring would not have gone to your world if it wasn’t a Member of the Realms. If the high priest gets the ring, your world would be in for a rude surprise.”

“Oh my God,” I said. “So this is bigger than just my son.”

Looking a bit grim, Anthony said, “Yes. The fate of many realms rest in your son’s hands. Literally.” He paused for a few moments and then he said, “So tell me girl. How did you come to be here.”

I stared blankly into space as I remembered that terrible moment when Zeb disappeared. I said, “Zeb and I were in a store, shopping for a game… never mind that’s not important. Anyway, this guy John Banos approached my son about the ring. He didn’t know the ring had locked on his hand. That’s when this other guy showed up to try to arrest Banos and take the ring. Banos shot him and disappeared with my son. The guy who was shot gave me a disc of some kind. Told me to press the button in the center to come here to try to save my son.”

Knitting his brow, Anthony said, “This ‘guy’ who was shot… did he say his name?”

Frowning in thought for a moment, I said, “Banos said it. His name was… um… um… Micah. Yeah, it was Micah.”

Anthony stopped his horse and looked sternly down at me. He said, “His name was Micah? Are you sure? And he gave you his travel disc?”

Looking worried, I said, “Yes my Master. I’m sure. He warned me that using the disc would change me.”

“What was his condition when you left, girl?” Anthony looked very agitated.

“I’m sorry my Master,” I said looking up at him while he sat on his horse. “He died just before I pressed the button. Did you know him?”

My Master nodded grimly. He said, “Yes. He was a fellow Knight of the Realms and my closest friend. We worked together a lot. Are you sure he was dead?”

Nodding slowly, “Yes my Master. I could see the life leave his eyes.”

“And it was John Banos who killed him?” asked my Master as his eyes stared blankly.

“Yes my Master.” I answered meekly.

Grimacing, my Master said, “Then John Banos is a dead man. I will not rest until he pays for his crime.” Anthony kicked his horse in the flanks and the horse started moving forward. The rest of the trip to Bugville was in silence.

*          *          * 

“No color TV?” I asked as I looked around the room Anthony had gotten us at the Bugville Inn. It was pretty stark. Definitely not a Super 8. One bed and a small chest of drawers against one wall. A table with a chair was against the other wall. A couple of eye bolts were driven into the stone floor by the bed. Two lanterns hung from the ceiling.

“What?” asked my Master.

“It’s nothing my Master,” I sighed. “Where do Lisa and I sleep, my Master? I only see one bed.”

Directing Lisa to drop the saddle bag she was carrying, Anthony said, “The bed is for me. See those rings on the floor by the bed? You will be chained there. I’ll allow you to use some of my bedding if you don’t want to lie on the stones.”

Frowning, I said, “That’s awfully big of you, my Master.”

Anthony smiled, “I try to keep my girls happy.” He sat down at the table, pulled a piece of paper from his pocket along with something that resembled a pencil. He started scribbling something that looked like a list.

As he continued to write, Anthony turned to my sister in chains and asked, “Lisa. Can you read?”

“Yes my Master,” nodded Lisa. “As you know, I wasn’t always a slave.”

Anthony didn’t look up from his writing, but he frowned as he said, “Girl I didn’t ask for a history lesson, did I?” He pulled up the paper and held it out for Lisa. He then opened a small pouch hanging on his belt and removed a few copper colored coins. “Take these coppers and see if you can acquire the items on this list.”

“Yes, my Master,” said Lisa as she glanced at the list. “I’m sure I can find most of these things.”

Anthony stood and removed the chain attached to Lisa’s collar. He handed her a key. “Bring everything back to this room and lock the door. I’m going to the tavern to see if I can learn anything about Banos.”

Feeling the chain attached to my collar, I said, “Am I going with Lisa or staying here?”

My Master smirked and said, “You’re coming with me, girl. I’m not letting you out of my sight.”

“But but but… you’re letting her go by herself!” I exclaimed.

Looking serious, my Master said, “Lisa knows her place, Little One. I could see she took her oath of submission to heart. I’m afraid you’ll bolt at the first opportunity.”

“No I won’t, my Master!” I said, stung by his words of distrust. Honestly, where would I go? This knight is my best chance so far of finding Zeb.

Anthony frowned, “You’re too valuable for me to let you roam around loose anyway. You’d be stolen before you got halfway down the street.”

My words heavy with sarcasm, I said, “This is such a lovely world you have.”

My Master smiled broadly, showing white, even teeth. He said, “We call it home.”

Anthony jerked on my chain for me to follow him. He stopped and turned to face Lisa. He said, “Oh, girl. There should be a clean cammi for you in the saddle bags. Burn those rags you’re wearing and put on that cammi.”

The cammi looked like a camisole or one of those onsie things my wife would wear instead of a blouse. It’s cut from a coarse cloth.

“Yes my Master,” said Lisa simply.

“Do I get some clothes?” I asked timidly.

Anthony laughed heartily, “No Caldi. I prefer you the way you are. Come.”

It was a short walk to the tavern. I felt really uncomfortable walking in public stark naked. Looking around, I noticed other girls with or without a Master, but wearing the ever present collar, going to and fro. Most were dressed in what I guess was a cammi. I really had no idea what that was. A few girls were naked like me. What surprised me, just based on my experience so far on this world, were other women, walking freely around, not wearing collars. Some of these women wore dresses while others shockingly to my slave sensitive eyes, wore workpants and shirts. It was a world of contradictions, for sure.

“Just curious my Master,” I said as we walked. “How will I be able to return my son to our home?’

My Master smiled down at me and said, “A couple of things. One, it’s dangerous for a slave to be curious. Secondly, let’s don’t get ahead of ourselves. First we have to find him before he gets to the Black Monastery and then we must defeat Banos and the high priest. If we manage that, your son removes the ring in the Garden of Light and hands it to the priestess. She’s on our side. He then walks into the Vortex and he returns home.”

“And then I follow him, right?” I said hopefully.

Anthony stopped walking and looked sadly at me. He said, “No. Without a travel disc, which are, as they say, as rare as hen’s teeth, you can’t enter the Vortex.”

“But you said all my son has to do is enter the Vortex to return home! Why not me?” I asked hearing some desperation in my voice.

“Your son is not of this world,” said Anthony. “The Vortex will detect that and send him to where he belongs.”

Speaking louder than I should have, because some people turned around to look at me, I said, “But I’m not ‘of this world’ either. I should be able to just follow him.”

Shaking his head, my Master said, “Micah must have surely warned you before he gave you his travel disc. In coming here, you have been transformed. You are now of this world in this form. You can never return to your former life.”

I tugged on my Master’s shirt and said, “But that’s not fair! Yes, Micah told me I couldn’t come back, but I thought surely there’s a way around that.”

My Master ran his fingers through my long, blonde hair and said, “I will help you return your son to your world or die trying. There’s just too much at stake. But I’m sorry Little One. This is now your life.”

I started to cry. I said, “Nothing against you, my Master. But this royally sucks.”

Anthony shrugged and flashed a brief smile. He ruffled my hair and said, “Come my girl. Let’s see if we can learn anything in the tavern.”

I followed my Master into the tavern as he led me by my leash. It was bigger inside than I expected. Not very well lit but busy with patrons and girls bringing food and drink to tables. There was a raised circle in the middle of the room filled with loose sand. Two girls, dressed in silks were dancing there.

A bald man dressed all in black leather stood up and stepped in front of my Master. He was missing a few teeth. He said, “That’s a magnificent girl you have there, sir! I’ll give you four gold for her now.”

My Master just stood there expressionless. He shrugged, “She’s not for sale.”

From the table next to us, another man said, “She’s a virgin, isn’t she? I’ll give you five gold for her.”

Another man at the same table said, “Hell, if she’s a virgin, I’ll give you one gold just to pop her!” There was a roar of laughter around the room. I wanted to run away and hide.

Anthony just smiled and said, “I’m her owner. I reserve that for me.”

The first man looked hungrily up and down at me. He wouldn’t take his eyes from me. I felt like I was going to throw up. I looked around and almost every man was looking and grinning at me. The man who spoke first said, “Six gold. That’s my final offer.”

Laughing, a man at a table behind him shouted, “What are you goin’ to do with her, Carl? Ever since that varmutte bit off your pecker, girls have no use for you!” Several of the girls working the tables laughed.

“Shut up, Larson!” shouted the man with the missing teeth and apparently his manhood as well. “I can sell her up north!”

Smiling, Anthony said, “Like I said. She’s not for sale. Now if you’ll excuse me?” He started to walk past the man.

Suddenly serious, the man behind Carl said, “Better sit down. Look Carl. He’s a Knight of the Realm.”

Eyes widening, Carl said, “What? Um… excuse me sir!” He quickly sat back down.

Anthony led me to a wall where I saw half a dozen girls chained there. To me he said, “Wait here.” He then locked my leash to a hoop embedded in the wall. I started to protest, but Anthony raised a finger to his lips and said, “Quiet girl. I’ll be back after a few drinks.” He turned and walked away leaving me with the other girls.

I watched as he approached the man behind the bar. The man raised his hands and said, “We don’t want no trouble, Knight.”

The last thing I heard before he got too far away to hear in the noisy tavern was, “I’m just here to quench my thirst good sir.”

Frowning, I sat down on the floor with the other girls chained to the wall. I just sat there, watching Anthony get a tankard of something and chat with the guy behind the bar for a few minutes. He then walked up to a table of scruffy looking men and sat with them, drinking and laughing.

After that got boring, I turned around and looked at the other slaves chained to the wall. We were a glum looking bunch. Everyone seemed to be keeping to their own thoughts. Why didn’t Anthony just let me stay at the inn? This place was too dark, it stank, it was too loud and if you’re chained to a wall, it’s incredibly boring.

I was about to doze off when I saw a man enter the tavern, wearing basically the same black leather and armor that Anthony wore. Trailing behind him was a tall, slender girl. My Master looked up and waved at him. Anthony stood up and embraced the newcomer’s shoulders. He pointed at me, and then pointed at one of the few empty tables. The newcomer smiled and brought his girl over to the now crowded wall.

The newcomer looked down at me and said, “Greetings, girl. You’ll keep my girl Saki company while I discuss business with your Master, okay?” He then chained his girl to the same post I was chained to.

“Yes, Master,” I said as the girl sat next to me. He turned and walked back to where my Master was now sitting.

I turned to the girl and said, “I am called Caldi. Nice to meet you.”

The girl smiled weakly at me and said, “Same. Is that your Master that mine is talking to?”

I nodded and said, “Yes. I’m guessing your Master is a Knight of the Realm?”

She looked nervously back towards her Master, then back to me. She said, “Yes. I think something is going on.”

I looked at her curiously and asked, “Why do you say that?”

Looking directly at me, Saki said in a low voice, “Your Master is the second Knight we’ve seen today. Three Knights in one small area doesn’t happen very often. And according to my Master, the scuttlebutt is that the Ring of Jared has been found and if not here already, maybe returning to this realm. I shouldn’t say any more.”

I nodded. “My Master is looking for…”

Saki put her finger on my lips and shook her head. “We shouldn’t speak of it here. Has your Master not taught you anything?”

Knocking her hand away from my mouth and frowning I said, “Actually, he hasn’t. But what’s the idea? It’s just us chickens here.”

Smirking, Saki said, “These other girls are just like little magpies. Without knowing what it’s about, they will tell their Masters anything they’ve heard.”

Shrugging, I said, “Sorry. I didn’t know it was a big secret.”

Looking a bit smug, Saki said, “For Masters like ours, a good slave keeps her mouth shut and ears open.”

Before I could say anything else, my and Saki’s Master approached us and unchained us from the hoop. My Master, in a serious tone jerked my chain and said, “Let’s go.” All four of us walked in silence back to our room at the inn.

*          *          *

Once we were back at our room, Anthony sat on the bed while the other Master, a Master named Damari sat backwards in the chair by the lone table.

“This is getting more serious by the minute, it seems,” said Anthony. “Your description of the two men you saw hiring a few soldiers of fortune match those of a John Banos and my girl’s son.”

Damari looked at me strangely and said, “Her son? Both men were clearly older than her.”

I laughed lightly and said, “Well, it’s a long story…”

My Master shot me an angry glare and said, “Nobody gave you permission to speak, girl!” Turning back to Damari he said, “It’s a long story. The older man’s name is John Banos. The boy’s name is Zeb and is Banos’ prisoner. Zeb has the Ring of Jared.”

Damari said, “Prisoner you say? He was not restrained and seemed pretty anxious to get moving. In fact, they left a little more than an hour before you arrived.”

“Damn the luck!” said my Master through clenched teeth. “We were so close. We have less time than I thought. The boy is feeling the ring’s power. The closer he gets to the Black Monastery, the more influence the ring will have on him.”

Nodding, Damari said, “Aye. If he’s gathering an army as he goes, it’d be suicide for us to just ride in and try to take him.”

Anthony looked in deep thought for a few moments. He looked up and said, “You’re the Knight for these parts. What resources do we have in this region?”

Damari said, “There’s a small garrison about five klicks up the Eastern road towards Sullsbury. They protect this region from marauders from the neighboring kingdom.”

My Master said, “Can we use them? Will they fight for us?”

Leaning back reaching into her cammi and twirling a finger around Saki’s nipple for a moment, Damari said, “A lot of them are weekend warriors, working off debts and minor crimes. But there are Royal Regulars there as well. I think they would all jump at the chance to serve the Knights of the Realm.”

Anthony smiled. He said, “Good. If we can stall their army long enough for you and me to get this girl…” He pointed at me. “Get this girl into the Monastery, we can defeat the evil priest and send the Ring back into the Vortex.”

Damari looked at me quizzically and said, “This girl? Yes, she’s beautiful and I’m sure will keep you warm at night, but she’s far too delicate to take into a campaign. You’re other girl, while pretty as well seems to be much tougher. I wouldn’t doubt if she could handle a sword herself if it wasn’t illegal.”

Lisa grinned broadly at Damari’s words.

“Oh, I’m bringing her too,” said our Master. “But I feel Caldi is the key. It has to be more than just luck that I found the only one on the planet who knows who holds the Ring.”

Damari looked at me with disbelief and said, “And how would such a young, beautiful little slut come to know this?”

I waved my arms in frustration and almost shouted, “Because Zeb’s my son!” I almost added “you fucking asshole…” but held my tongue. I affected a Texas accent and said, “We alls ain’t from around these parts!”

Everyone in the room looked at me as if I was from Mars. Well, I guess to them it’d be the same difference.

Anthony laughed and said, “Easy, Damari. Caldi isn’t a slut… yet. She’s still a virgin.”

Damari laughed heartily and said, “Still? With you owning her? You’re getting slow old man.”

Standing, Anthony said, “Give me a break. I only found her this morning. Girls. Load up the saddle bags and load up the horse. Damari and I have some planning to do. We leave in a few minutes for that garrison.” My Master then chained me to Lisa’s collar.

I stood there, angry. How could they say such things while I’m standing right here? I might as well be an end table as far as they’re concerned. I’m an it. A thing. I said, “I can barely lift one of those saddle bags. Can’t they just wait until we’re actually leaving?” Lisa covered her eyes and shook her head.

Saki slapped my naked ass. She said, “You heard your Master. I sure hope you get some training soon, girl. You dishonor your Master.”

“The tavern here needs a new kitchen slave,” said Anthony. “I may sell her after we’ve retrieved the Ring.”

I glowered at my Master for a moment, and then with a sigh started helping Lisa with the saddle bags.

Hissing into my ear, Lisa said, “I’ll kill you myself you stupid bitch if you don’t stop acting like that!”

Whispering back, I said, “Sorry. I’ll try to be a good girl.”

*          *          *

“Honestly? You don’t know how to pleasure a man?” asked an incredulous Lisa.

“I know what pleasures a man,” I said. “But it’s certainly not anything I’ve considered having to do myself. I mean, to another man that is.”

Lisa, Saki and I were given a small cell at the garrison’s kennel. I bristled when I heard the word “kennel”. It was where the girls who served the garrison were quartered. Each cell had its own cage door, but none seemed to be locked. The girls came and went as needed for various chores. Each cell’s floor was covered with blankets and other bedding.

Saki said very seriously, “You must learn to pleasure your Master. It’s part of your duty to him to make him feel like a man. His day is hard. His nights should be filled with pleasure.”

“You don’t get it, either of you!” I exclaimed. “I have no desire to do anything with a man. Until yesterday afternoon, I was a man. I didn’t choose this!”

Lisa pushed my forehead and said, “None of us chose this, you stuck up little twat. I was stolen from my home during a raid and sold to that walking pile of garbage The Weasel. I had to pleasure his men so they’d stay out of his stock. You think I chose that?”

Saki nodded, “Same for me. I was taken as a young girl when marauders sacked my village. I was sold to a house of pleasure in Muldar. I was beaten daily by the men who came there. My Master won me in a game of chance. I love my Master and would do anything for him. You need to learn to love your Master. I can tell he loves you.”

Looking shocked, “You’re out of your mind! He doesn’t love me. He didn’t even know me until this morning when he took me from The Weasel.”

Lisa said, “Yes he does. You can see it in his eyes when he looks at you. Me he took because he felt he owed my father a debt. He took you because of your beauty.”

I shook my head. “He took me because I can lead him to the ring. That’s all. Besides, men own us. They don’t need to love us.”

Saki frowned at me, “A good Master loves his girl, even if he’s sometimes harsh to her. A good Master is also a teacher. You should learn from him.”

I laughed humorously, “Those girls serving in the tavern might say something different.”

Saki shrugged, “Tavern owners aren’t good Masters.”

Lisa said, “Like Saki, I love our Master. I’ll do anything for him as long as I’m away from The Weasel. Which is why I’m going to help you. Saki too. It’ll be dark soon and we don’t have much time to prepare you.”

“Prepare me?” I asked. “What are you talking about?”

Lisa picked up the small bag that held the new clothes our Master had sent her to buy along with supplies. Instead of a rough cammi, she pulled out something small, made of red silky material with golden highlights. She and Saki both smiled as she held it up.

Lisa grinned, “You will wear these beautiful silks tonight and enter our Master’s tent. You will make him feel like a man and he will finally make you feel like a woman.”

I shrank back against the cell’s wall in horror. “You’re out of your fucking mind! I… I’ll do no such thing! The hell with what I look like! Inside, I’ve spent my whole life being a man!”

Scowling, Lisa said, “You told us what our Master said to you. You’ll spend the rest of your life here as a woman. He’s your Master. You must show your love for him.”

“Look. He’s a nice guy and all, but I don’t love him,” I said trying fruitlessly to force myself through the wall. “I mean, he bosses me around and treats me like shit.”

Lisa scowled at me, “You don’t know what shit is like, you bimbo. The Weasel was going to sell you to that very tavern you were at today with Master. The tavern owner would have made a fortune selling your services… your body to a never ending parade of men until you died. Master saved your life. You owe him everything.”

I swallowed hard and said, “You’re right. I owe him for that. But what you’re asking. I… I…”

Saki held up the skimpy silks and said, “Put this on. It’ll be a quick lesson, but we’ll teach you how to make your Master feel like a man.”

I took the silks from Saki and felt them in my hands. They were smoother and more sensual than any of the sexy panties my wife had ever worn. I said, “Look. I don’t think I can do this…”

Through gritted teeth, Lisa snarled, “Put on the fucking silks!”

*          *          *

It was quiet inside the walls of the garrison at night. Light from dozens of torches along the top of the wall as well as scattered throughout the garrison grounds cast odd dancing shadows. The men of the garrison were either standing guard duty or standing around talking or sitting on the ground eating their dinners. Those in view of me stopped what they were doing when they saw me. Their eyes followed me as I headed towards a large tent in the middle of the grounds.

I could feel the silks slide around my legs as I walked. You couldn’t help but feel sexy wearing these silks. It felt incredible. And despite being embarrassed at being dressed like this in public, my self-image still being my old self, I held my head high.

None of them made any move towards me. They all knew who owned me. I felt nervous as hell walking past all these men. There was no masking what their thoughts were. I had never worn make-up before, but Lisa and Saki had lightly rouged my cheeks and reddened my lips and made up my eyes. Apparently, for special occasions and dancing, girls would wear make-up and jewelry.

The two guards at the entrance of Anthony’s tent smiled, but made no move to block my entry. My Master didn’t notice me as I entered. He was shirtless and seated on a bench before a table studying a large map. Several candles lit the table while a few torches lit the interior of the tent. In the middle of the tent’s floor were a pile of silks and blankets for his bedding. I doubt even the garrison’s captain had a bed so inviting. It’s apparently good to be a Knight of the Realm.

My Master turned with a look of surprise followed by wide smile when I said in as sultry a voice as I could muster, “Greetings, my Master.”

Following the quick lessons Lisa and Saki had given me, I gently placed my hands on my Master’s broad shoulders. I softly kissed his neck between his shoulder blades and started to gently massage his shoulder and neck muscles. His muscles were so tight! He’d never let on that he was so stressed. I pressed my fingers deeper into his skin and kissed his neck. He closed his eyes and started to relax. I was surprised that he didn’t say a word as I massaged his tight muscles.

After a few minutes of massaging him, and after another soft kiss on the base of his neck, he suddenly turned and put a hand behind my neck and pulled my face towards his. He kissed me deeply. I was suddenly breathless. I’d never been kissed like this before. Trying to think of baseball players or other distractions, I found I just couldn’t resist his kiss. My heart started to race and I felt other things… strange feelings… starting to happen with my body.

Anthony pulled away and said, “Dance.”

In a breathy voice, I said, “Yes, my Master.”

I’ll never be a Fred Astaire or I guess in my case a Ginger Rogers, but Lisa and Saki had taught me a few moves and both had assured me that the rest would begin to flow naturally. I swayed my hips and moved my arms as gracefully and as sexily as I could. I hoped I looked sexy and not like a football player trying to belly dance.

For several minutes I danced before my Master. He smiled at me the whole time. I wasn’t sure if he thought I was being funny or I was entertaining him with my dance. I guess it didn’t matter if he was enjoying it.

After several more minutes of dancing, he waved his hand indicating I should stop. He said, “Remove the boots.”  He pointed at his feet.

“Yes my Master,” I said. I slid to my knees before my seated Master. I started dutifully unbuckling the several buckles on his boots. His boots were pretty dirty and scuffed up. But I dared not mention that as I was afraid he’d direct me to lick his boots clean and buff them with my hair or something.

After unbuckling the first boot, I grabbed it by the heel and tugged. And tugged. I finally jerked on it hard and went tumbling backwards when the boot finally came off. I lay on my back a moment, holding his smelly boot while Anthony laughed. I smiled sweetly at my Master as I sat back up. I saw my Master’s naked foot and wondered if socks have even been invented on this stupid world.

The smell from the boot was nauseating and I muttered under my breath, “Master could use a bath.” I crawled on my hands and knees back up to Anthony to pull off his other boot.

Frowning slightly, my Master said, “What did the girl say?”

I shook my head slightly. I really need to stop saying things. A bit more loudly, I repeated, “I said that Master could use a bath.”

Anthony grinned and said, “I’ll look forward to you bathing me when we return from the coming battle. Remove the other boot.”

As I unbuckled the other boot, my face was almost next to the crotch of his pants. There was an obvious bulge there and I shocked myself by wondering what was underneath his pants. I had less difficulty in removing the other boot. I rested on my knees after tossing the other boot to one side.

“Remove my pants,” said my Master.

I tried to smile as I said, “Yes my Master.” I’m sure they don’t wear underwear here and despite my earlier random thought, I really didn’t want to see anything. I unfastened his belt and pulled it loose. His pants had a row of buttons instead of a zipper. I slowly unbuttoned his pants. I could feel a hardness underneath. When I opened his pants wide, my Master’s penis popped out. It was larger than I expected. I had spent my whole life avoiding looking at other guy’s penises in restrooms and such and now here it was, hanging right in front of me. I couldn’t help but just stare at it for a few moments. I shook my head and pulled his pants down his legs and discarded them to one side.

Smiling, my Master said, “Pleasure me.”

Oh my God. I was afraid he was going to say that. Lisa and Saki gave me pointers on this, but I had told them there was no way in hell I’d do it. I just stared at his massive manhood for a moment. Master slid his hips forward towards me as he leaned back in his chair and closed his eyes.

I grimaced and thought to myself, “Aw fuck.” Hesitantly I opened my mouth and leaned forward. I stopped and pulled my head back. I reached up and held his penis steady with one hand. I mentally recoiled at the touch. Never in my life had I touched a penis that wasn’t attached to me. I closed my eyes tightly and leaned back in, his cock sliding between my lips.

I couldn’t believe I was actually doing it. The taste of his sweat and what I really hoped wasn’t urine accosted my taste buds. I slid it all the way until I felt I was about to gag. Then slid it back to where it almost came out of my mouth. I pressed my tongue hard against it as I started sucking on it. My Master moaned as I pleasured his manhood. I’m sure he believed my story about having been a man on my world and I have no doubt he took extra pleasure in dominating me.

With his cock in my mouth, I thought about what I’d like to have done to me when I still was male. I changed my approach and was rewarded by a satisfyingly loud moan from my Master. After a minute or so, I decided giving my Master a blowjob wasn’t as bad as I had imagined and was starting to get more into it.

Anthony suddenly pulled himself from my mouth and stood. Tugging on my hair, he said, “Come to my bed.” I quickly moved to his bed. I knew what was coming and now I was resigned to it.

As I lay on my back, Anthony kissed me deeply as he gently kneaded one of my breasts. I could feel my nipples getting hard. He slid a finger inside my vagina. The feeling surprised me. After spending my adult life sticking my fingers inside someone else’s pussy, it felt weird to know someone was doing the same thing to me. I felt no guilt in deciding I enjoyed it.

Then my Master started massaging my clitoris. I gasped as he stimulated me. The sensation was beyond anything I could imagine! I moaned uncontrollably.

Anthony removed his fingers and I felt his swollen cock slide into me. I felt pain as he pushed into my virgin pussy, but that was secondary to the pleasure of having his manhood push into me. I gasped again, finding it difficult to breathe. I was being fucked by a man, and so help me, I loved it.

I couldn’t help but moan, groan and yelp as he pumped his cock into me. He kissed me deeply. I raised my hips up to match his thrusts. I had never experienced such absolute, raw pleasure before. I decided that sex from this side was much, much better.

Finally, with one mighty thrust, Anthony plunged his cock deep and unloaded his seed inside me. At the thrust, I cried out loudly, “Oh, Master!” I had forgotten I was in a tent and I heard a muffled cheer go up from the men outside. I didn’t care. Both of us hot and covered in sweat, my Master just lay on me, as his cock continued to pulse a few times, pumping more of his seed. Oh man, I sure hope I don’t get pregnant.

He kissed me again, and then rolled off me. He was immediately asleep. I smiled at my Master and cuddled up next to him and closed my eyes and quickly drifted off to sleep.

That night, I became a woman.

*          *          *


Chapter 3

“Are you going to sleep all day?” asked an annoyed Lisa.

I cracked open an eye and found I was lying in the sun on a few blankets. The tent was gone. I was no longer wearing the silks. I blinked in the early morning light and lifted myself up on my elbows. I was very sore down in my private region. I wondered if I would even be able to walk.

Lisa said as she passed by again, “We could really use the help. You’re not one of those ‘princess slaves’ are you?”

I sat up and rubbed the sleep out of my eyes. I tossed my hair back and said, “Maybe I am!”

“Or maybe you’re not,” said my Master from behind me. “Help Lisa load up that wagon. We roll out in half an hour.”

“Yes, my Master,” I said as I stood on wobbly legs. I walked over to where Lisa and Saki were loading a wagon with supplies.

Lisa looked at me and laughed. She said, “You’re walking funny.”

Frowning, I said, “Ha ha. You’re very funny.” I picked up a box of cans and carried them to the wagon.

Saki sneered, “The whole camp heard you last night. Can you be more quiet next time?”

Still frowning, I said, “I’ll try.”

As we loaded the wagon, I looked around. It seems that my Master and Master Damari were taking about fifty men to do battle against the evil priest and possibly my son. I really didn’t care for the idea of anyone attacking my son, regardless of what side he was on. I’m sure if he wasn’t being influenced by Banos and the Ring of Jared, he’d never do anything evil.

We finished loading the wagons. The soldiers did help. It wasn’t just us girls doing all the work. Good thing because some things all three of us together couldn’t lift. We watched Damari muster the men into ranks.

“Caldi. Walk with me a minute,” said Anthony.

Looking at him curiously, I said, “Yes my Master.” Taking my leash, he led me away from everyone, over to one of the garrison’s walls.

Leaning against the wall and idly twirling my leash, Anthony said, “Girl, I’m glad you did what you did last night. For several reasons. One, is well obvious. You pleased me very much. I’m also glad because lying with me cemented your resignation to your fate of being a woman. Some of this may seem barbaric to you, but this is where you are, and this is who we are and as harsh as it sounds, you’re never seeing your world again. I didn’t make the rules.”

Looking up at his face, “Yes, I understand my Master. I know I’m here for the long haul.”

Stroking my hair, my Master said, “Doing those things last night I’m sure wasn’t easy for you to do, considering who you used to be. But it showed me that you do have the determination to do what it takes to reach your goal, which is to return your son to your world.”

“I’ll certainly do all I can, my Master,” I said honestly.

Looking towards the north, the direction where the Monastery lay, Anthony said, “I really believe it was no accident that I found you. And that it was no accident you arrived here, blonde, blue eyed and beautiful.” He paused for a few moments, “We need to get going. You girls can ride in the wagon. We need to move a bit faster than normal. It’s a four day trip that we need to make in two.”

Looking down at myself, I said, “Can I get something to wear?”

He didn’t even look at me as Master started walking towards his troops, pulling on my leash. He said, “No.”

*          *          *

Lisa looked at me and asked with disbelief, “You’re serious? On your world, people fly through the air on machines and instead of horses and wagons, people use machines that move themselves?”

I readjusted my seating position as sitting on the back of the wagon wasn’t the most comfortable place to be. All three of us were securely tied to the wagon in case we got any bright ideas. Actually, I think it was mostly for me. Lisa and Saki seemed content with their situation. They’ve both had it much worse.

“It’s true,” I said. “I mean, not everyone has a car. There are still many places in my world where people depend on animals and such for basic transportation. The world is big after all. The cities are huge with thousands and sometimes millions of people living in them. Everything is connected through paved roads and trains.”

Lisa shook her head. She waved an arm to take in the whole outdoors in her gesture.  “I don’t think I’d want to live in such cities. Too crowded. Do they have slaves?”

I frowned, “Some places still do that. Most civilized people are offended by it. And you don’t have to live in a big city. The city I lived in wasn’t huge, maybe around a hundred thousand or so. But big enough to have a mall, some big grocery stores and a good electronics store and lots of restaurants.” I smiled as I thought about the last steak I had. I miss eating steak.

Saki said, “My Master has told me of the ancient legends of our world. Our world was once like yours. Then a group of priests, called scientists back then, created the Vortex. There was a great war where they used unimaginably horrible weapons that wiped out most of the people on the world. A priesthood has managed and protected the Vortex ever since. Well, until now.”

I asked, “Now an evil priest wants control of it?”

My Master, riding beside us had apparently been listening. He turned slightly and said, “Yes. And the Ring of Jared is the key. With it, the holder can wield unimaginable power.”

Saki sighed, “Maybe it would be best if the Vortex was destroyed.”

I laughed. They all looked at me like I was crazy. I said, “Don’t you get it? Destroy the Vortex and our Masters are out of a job!”

My Master just shook his head. He said, “You can’t destroy it. To do so would destroy our whole world and the Gods know what else.” He turned around and returned his attention to moving his army forward.

We rode for a while in silence, each of us lost in our thoughts. I finally broke the silence and said, “Lisa. Do you know how to cook a steak?”

*          *          *

While it was nice to not have to do much for a change, riding in the wagon did get a bit boring. I enjoyed watching the landscape roll by as our small convoy of wagons and small parade of troops passed through. In stark contrast with the harshness of the society, the countryside itself was beautiful. Mountains and forests, rivers, green meadows dotted with trees. The landscape was gorgeous and varied. We traveled through it fairly quickly though.

We stopped at noon. We three slaves were tethered to the food wagon along with two other girls I didn’t even know they were with us until we stopped. We distributed salted meats, bread and water to the men. I didn’t much care for how the men leered at me as I handed them their food. Of the five girls handing out food, I was the only one that was naked.

My Master and Damari were the last to be served. While it wasn’t exactly a cheeseburger, we girls delighted in being allowed to take some of the meat and bread. Nice break from the gruel we were normally given.

Lisa and I sat down on the grass next to Anthony while we ate. I looked around at the all the barbaric, medieval looking splendor. The colorful banners. Men in armor. Squinting in the sun, I looked at my Master and said, “Master. Will this be enough men to defeat Banos’ army and take the Monastery?”

Still chewing, Anthony said, “If they are outside the walls of the Monastery, Banos’ men should be fairly easy to defeat. We have soldiers skilled in the art of war. Banos has drunks and thieves. The Monastery has its own defenders as well. It’s like a small city inside the walls. They have spring water and they grow all the produce they need. They have livestock. There’s no way to out siege them and the wall is impenetrable. At least with our forces. My goal right now is to stop Banos and your son from entering the Monastery.”

Looking confused I asked, “How are we supposed to get in? How is Banos getting in?”

Anthony laughed, “Really girl? Banos works for the Priest. Bringing the ring to the Priest was his goal. Your son is just along for the ride.”

I shook my head and said, “I hope we catch them. It’s only been a few days here, but it seems a lifetime ago that we were shopping for games back home. They have a huge lead on us though.”

My Master grimaced, “Aye. They have a lead, but they didn’t have time to get much in the way of supplies. Banos’ men are probably getting tired and hungry by now. Hopefully, they’ll now be moving slower.” Anthony looked around, brushed his hands together and started to stand. “You girls are going to get lazy with all these breaks. Time to move.”

Secured inside the wagon once more, we started on our way. It seemed we were moving a bit faster than we had during the morning. Lisa curled up in a ball and fell instantly asleep. Saki just stared blankly into space with a worried look on her face.

“Saki, is something wrong,” I asked.

She shook her head and looked down at the planks in the wagon’s floor. “I’m worried is all.”

“About fighting Banos’ army? Master seems pretty confident about defeating them,” I moved closer to Saki.

Saki frowned slightly, “My Master isn’t worried about that either. It’s… well, it’s when we get to the Monastery.”

I nodded and said in a low tone so only Saki could hear, “Yeah. My Master confused me. He said the walls of the Monastery are impenetrable. How do we get in?”

Whispering back, Saki said, “That’s what has me worried. From what my Master told me, no army, no forces have ever broken through the wall. Even if there are no defenders on the wall. No one has ever breached it.”

I shrugged, “They must know a way in, I’m sure.”

Saki shook her head, “My Master said the only goal is to catch Banos before he reaches the Monastery and retrieve the ring and put it in a guarded place. Our Masters are very determined. They are willing to die to complete their mission.”

A cold shock flushed down my spine. I said, “You said they’re going to lock up the ring? But… but, it’s on my son’s finger. It won’t come off. That means locking up my son!”

Looking sad, Saki said, “They are Knights of the Realm. The security of the Realm is paramount to them. Nothing else matters.”

Tears forming, I said, “But my Master promised me he’d help me get my son home.”

Saki sadly shook her head, “A promise to a slave is meaningless.”

I curled up next to Lisa and cried.

*          *          *

“I want five men to constantly patrol just inside those woods,” said my Master as we set up camp in a small clearing. It was getting dark and he didn’t want to travel the narrow forest road at night.

I hadn’t said a word to anyone since my conversation with Saki earlier. I felt betrayed. An immense sadness had overwhelmed me. The whole point of me coming here in the first place, enduring all this humiliation and hardship was to get my son back home. I didn’t sacrifice my life just to have my son locked away somewhere.

That night, I just sat in a corner of our Master’s tent. I stared coldly at Anthony while Lisa pleasured him. I grew angry watching them. I wanted to hate Lisa for what she was doing, but I had to admit to myself that she probably didn’t know Master’s plan to betray my son. I also had to admit that Lisa was an opportunist. She lived for the moment. Even if she did know, she wouldn’t let it bother her.

With a final moan and squeal of “Oh Master!” Anthony rolled off her, with a look of satisfaction on his face. He looked up and saw me glowering at them. An expression of concern clouded his face for a moment.

Anthony said, “Lisa. Go check on the horses.”

Still lying on the blankets, grinning, Lisa said, “The horses are fine, my Master.” She sat up and kissed him.

Looking angry, Anthony pushed Lisa away and said, “Girl, I said go check the horses. Go! And take your time about it.”

First looking confused, Lisa stood up and said, “Yes my Master.” Seeing me, she shot me a withering glare and quickly left the tent.

Looking sternly at me, Anthony said, “At my feet, girl. Now.”

I hesitated a moment, then slowly rose to my feet and walked over to him. Briefly, I just stared at him, not trying to mask the anger I felt.

“Sit,” said my Master.

I sat down before him without saying a word. I just glared at him.

Frowning, Anthony said, “Before I have you whipped for insolence girl, tell me what your problem is. I thought we were past this defiance of yours.”

“You lied to me,” I said through clenched teeth. “Whip me, beat me, hell even kill me if you want. You betrayed me. You betrayed my son. You’re not going to help me save him. You’re going to lock him away. I thought men had honor and all that shit.”

My Master looked suddenly royally pissed off. “Who told you this?” he demanded.

“You might as well kill me. I’d be better off,” I snarled. “I’m not telling you. I won’t betray a friends’ trust. Unlike you.”

With a fury I’ve never seen in Anthony before, he reached out and slapped me. Hard. “You stupid, insolent little whore!” The slap stung and I fought back tears.

“Kill me,” I said, staring coldly at my Master.

His expression softened and his muscles relaxed. He said, “Caldi, there are forces at work here that neither of us understand. I didn’t take you from the Weasel. He delivered you to me. There are a million different ways that you could have been changed to, but you arrived as a beautiful girl. I don’t believe any of this is an accident.”

“I believed you when you said you’d help return my son. I threw away everything I had and everything I will ever have in order to return my son to our world. And now it was all for nothing?” I started to cry.

“Caldi,” said Anthony. He reached out to touch my face. I slapped his hand away. He frowned and looked away for a moment. “Caldi. The walls of the Monastery cannot be breached. Once we have your son in custody, we’ll have something to hopefully bargain with. I intend to keep my promise to you. The safety of the Realm depends on it.”

I defiantly stood up and shouted, “How? You said yourself you can’t get in!”

Remaining sitting and with a calm demeanor, my Master said, “You’ll have to trust me.”

Before I could answer, there was suddenly shouting from outside. Someone yelled, “We’re being attacked!”

Anthony jumped to his feet, drew his sword and said to me, “Stay here!” He started to run for the tent’s entrance. The back end of the tent was suddenly engulfed in flames. He turned around, grabbed my hand and pulled me. “Well shit. Come with me.”

The tent burned quickly. Outside, men were scrambling everywhere. There was clanging of steel against steel, screams and howls. Only the campfires lit the pandemonium all around. I couldn’t tell who was who.

My Master grabbed a nearby soldier by the arm. “Take this girl. Find the other girls. Get another man and protect them. Especially this girl.” He started to head into the fray.

The solder, looking disgusted at such an assignment said, “They’re just sluts, Sir Anthony!”

Snarling, Anthony pushed the tip of his sword against the man’s chest and said, “Do as I say. If this girl especially gets so much as a scratch, I’m personally running you through.”

Frowning the soldier said, “Aye, Sir.” To me he said, “Come, wench. Let’s get the others.”

Lisa and Saki had been hiding under a supply wagon and saw me with a soldier. They came running towards us, scared out of their minds. The wagon burst into flames. The soldier tapped another man and told him to follow him. One of the girls from the garrison came running across the camp screaming. Two men chasing her.

“Stay behind us,” commanded the man guarding me. He and the other soldier rushed to engage the two chasing the girl.

The two men chasing the girl stopped their chase and fought wildly. They didn’t seem to know how to properly handle a sword as their thrusts left themselves wide open for counter-attack. In just a few moments, the two lay on the ground in a crumpled bloody heap.

I heard another girl scream. I looked around for her and in the dim light, I saw her being dragged away into the forest. She was too far away to help.

The four of us girls huddled together, completely terrified. All around us were the screams of dying and wounded men. We were totally helpless, dependant on the two soldiers for our defense. I hate being helpless. Without proper training, even as a man I knew I wouldn’t be able to handle a sword. I really wished I had an Uzi or something.

And then just as suddenly as it had began, the battle stopped. The remnants of the attacking force turned and ran back into the woods. Our troops, only taking a small loss started to give chase.

“Stop! Don’t follow them into the woods! It’s a trap!” shouted Anthony. His command was echoed among the men and they stopped their pursuit, some just a few feet from the wood’s edge.

Anthony then came running up to where we were huddled. To me he asked in a very concerned voice, “Are you uninjured?”

“Yes my Master,” I said, shivering from both fear and the chilled night air.

Anthony looked down at the two dead attackers at our feet. To the soldiers protecting us, he said, “Good job, men.”

I said, “They took one of the garrison girls, my Master. She was too far away to help.”

My Master ruffled my hair and said, “We’ll try to get her back.”

Damari came running up to my Master, breathing hard. Saki ran up to him and collapsed to the ground, hugging his leg. After taking a few deep breaths, Damari said, “Anthony. I’m sure you’ve guessed that these were John Banos’ men. It was only ten of them, but they hit with such surprise and ferocity, it seemed like three times that many.”

“Damage?” asked Anthony looking around the shambles that was the camp.

Damari took a deep breath, “Three wounded, but they’re still able to fight. They stole one of the girls. We captured two of the attackers. The rest were killed or escaped.”

“Take me to the prisoners,” commanded Anthony with a scowl.

We walked past the still burning wagon. Some of the grass was burning as well. Sitting on the ground, their hands tied securely behind them were two cut and bleeding men. They looked up briefly as we stopped before them. One of them squinted up at my Master and said, “Fuck you.”

Anthony took the tip of his sword and pushed it into an open wound on the man’s side and gave it a twist. The man screamed in a howl of pain.

Getting down on one knee, Anthony grabbed the man’s hair and pulled his neck back hard. He said, “I have no patience for the likes of you. How large a force is waiting for us in the forest?”

Through gritted teeth, the man said, “Fuck you!”

Anthony snapped the man’s head back so hard I thought his neck would break. The man again howled with the pain. Still holding his hair tightly, my Master said, “Next time I break your neck. Once again, I ask politely, how large a force is waiting for us?”

Barely able to breathe, voice strained, the prisoner gasped, “About sixty.”

Anthony let go of the man’s hair and said, “See? That wasn’t so hard.” Anthony then stood. To Damari he said, “It’s still about 4 hours until first light. There’s no way we can enter the forest in the dark and expect to make it out. Put half the men on watch and then rotate them in two hours. Get the turned over wagon back on its wheels and see if there’s anything to salvage from the one that’s burning.”

Damari pointed at the two prisoners. “What about them?”

Anthony looked at the two with disgust and said, “Put manure bags on their heads and put them on the last wagon. After the Ring is secure, we’ll sell them in Shalar.”

Both men shouted, “No! Please! Not that! Anywhere else!”

Anthony ignored them and we walked away. I said, “I’m confused, my Master. Those two seemed more upset about where you were going to sell them than the fact that you plan to sell them as slaves.”

My Master grinned and said, “Shalar is a small kingdom. It’s one of the few city-states on this world that has a woman ruler. Some male slaves are picked to be breeding stock. The others are emasculated. Many criminals are sold to Shalar or places like it.”

I frowned and said, “You have such a charming world, Master.”

Anthony laughed and said, “Well, now it’s your world as well.”

*          *          *

The dawn’s light was barely starting to brighten the sky when we broke camp and quickly loaded the remaining wagons. Lisa and the other garrison girl prepared a hurried breakfast as Saki and I finished loading the remaining wagons. Anthony said something about an army traveling on its stomach and knew his men needed something to eat before they headed into battle.

From his horse, Anthony shouted behind him, “Keep the wagons in the center. Make a wide circle around them. Keep the two men on either side of you within sight. Call out if you see anything.” He then made a gesture to signal it was time to enter the forest. The road narrowed as it lead into the woods.

It became visibly darker as we entered the woods. I was pretty scared. We could be attacked at any moment. I didn’t want to get killed and I sure didn’t want to wind up in the hands of Banos’ men. The wagons stayed on the road. Anthony had the men in a wide circle around the wagons so hopefully we wouldn’t get surprised. Every bird and other animal noises made me jump.

About a half hour into the woods and it was getting brighter. The sun had finally risen above the trees. It seems that Banos and his men may have just taken advantage of our delay and moved on ahead of us. The girls and I had started to relax.

There was suddenly an odd zinging sound in the air and a loud thwack sound as our wagon’s driver was thrown backwards off his seat, followed immediately by a loud report. Holy shit! Banos still had his gun from my world!

I shouted, “Get down! Get down on the ground!”

Lisa jumped up and grabbed the reins and halted the horses. The other wagons behind us stopped. And then we all jumped to the ground next to the fallen driver. He was dead.

Anthony stopped his horse and turned in my direction. He said, “Get down? What just happened here? Why are we stopped?”

There was another whizzing sound and the thud of a bullet impacting the tree next to Anthony. He looked at the tree with a large nick in the bark. He shouted, “What is that?”

I yelled, “Get down my Master! Banos has a gun!”

Anthony shouted, “Dismount! Get down low behind something!” The few mounted soldiers jumped quickly from their horses. The other men started ducking behind trees, rocks or the wagons. Crouching, Anthony made his way quickly to where the girls and I were laying under our wagon.

As his eyes tried to scan the forest before us, Anthony said, “Girl. What is this gun Banos has? How do you know of it?”

I said, “It’s a small, handheld weapon, my Master. It fires small projectiles called bullets over distance. He took it from my world. He must be close because the handheld guns aren’t accurate over long distances.” I paused for a moment and then said, “It’s what Banos used to kill your friend Micah.”

Anthony frowned as he asked, “How many of these… bullets… does it hold?”

I shrugged and said, “I don’t remember if it had an extended magazine or not. My guess would be ten. But he could have extra magazines or if he has a box of bullets with him, then there’s no way to know how many he has.”

My Master looked at me curiously and said, “How do you know so much about this weapon?”

I said, “I have… or rather had, three of them myself. Zeb and I spent quite a few Saturdays at the range plinking away.”

“Plinking? Nevermind,” scowled Anthony. “We can assume he has at least seven more of those bullets as he’s used the weapon at least three times. How far can he hit his target with it?”

I bit my lower lip in thought. I said, “Since he probably hasn’t had much time to practice with it, I’d say twenty-five yards… fifty at most with his skill level. And all these trees make hitting anything at distance even harder.”

Anthony raised an eyebrow, “So he’s close?”

“Probably not anymore. I doubt he’s foolish enough to stay in one spot after taking pot shots at us,” I said taking what satisfaction I could from my Master talking to me as more or less an equal.

Nodding, Anthony then turned to the nearest soldier crouching next to him. He said, “You. Take four men and move up thirty yards. Stay low. Search the area, then send back one of you to report.”

It seemed forever to sit under the wagon, waiting for the soldier to return. After the gunshots, the forest was strangely still. Finally one of the men returned.

“It’s clear up ahead, Sir,” said the soldier, breathing noisily. “We checked another twenty yards ahead and no sign of the other army. It looks like they moved to the road. They seem to be moving quickly.”

Nodding, Anthony commented, “We’re getting close to the Monastery.” He then shouted, “Mount up! I want twenty men in front of the wagons, twenty behind and the rest guarding the flanks.”

Anthony looked at our driverless wagon.  “Lisa. Can you drive a wagon?”

“Of course, my Master!” said Lisa with enthusiasm.

Anthony shouted, “Then do so! Let’s move!”

The soldiers started moving at a faster pace down the road. Lisa snapped the reins and the horses started trotting forward.

I moved up to the front of the wagon and whispered into Lisa’s ear, “Don’t get shot.”

Lisa nodded, “That’s high on my list.”

After several minutes, the forest began to thin out and we abruptly came out to a large clearing. About a mile in front of us loomed the high, black walls of the Monastery. It looked more like a walled city fortress. The stones were black. Between us the wall were Banos’ men about 50 yards in front of us.

Standing in the stirrups, my Master shouted, “Attack! Don’t let them reach the Monastery!”

The men pulled their swords and raised them high and shouted. Banos’ men turned and also unsheathed their swords. They knew they couldn’t reach the safety of the walls in time.

Lisa pulled hard on the reins and brought the wagon to an abrupt halt. She set the brake and scurried into the back of the wagon with Saki and me.

I looked on in horror as I saw Damari lurch back in his saddle and fall from his horse, followed by a loud report from a pistol.

“My Master!” shouted Saki as she jumped from the wagon to rush towards the fallen Damari.

“Holy shit!” I exclaimed. “What a lucky shot.” I followed Saki from the wagon to her Master’s side as he had fallen within the lengths of our tethers.

Damari sat up as we got near him. He was bleeding from near the top of his shoulder. I checked his wound and laughed. Saki’s eyes flared at me. I said, “You lucky bastard. Your armor deflected the bullet so it just grazed you. It didn’t penetrate.”

Darmari winced as he tried to stand. He might have a bruised or broken rib. He coughed, “Under the circumstances girl, I’ll ignore just this once you calling me a bastard.”

Saki, looking worried asked, “Are you alright my Master?”

Damari regained his feet and said, “I’ll live. Get back in the wagon, girls.” He drew his sword and ran towards the fight raging just a few feet from us.

We watched from the wagon. It was as vicious battle. Swinging swords, flashing knives, screams and blood covering the ground. It had been smooth meadow grass, but it was quickly being churned up into a muddy, bloody mess. Several of the garrison’s men were cut down by the brutal onslaught of Banos’ men.

The sight of the battle was more barbaric than anything I’d seen portrayed in a movie. There was no graceful slow-motion ballets of death. Convulsing limbs and heads lay on the blood stained grass. Steel flashed in the sun and shouts of the mortally wounded filled the air.

Suddenly, from Banos’ ranks someone shouted, “He’s at the gate! Run away!” There was a chorus of “Run away!” as Banos’ men disengaged from the fight and turned to run towards the Monastery. Our soldiers started to give chase.

“Hold!” shouted my Master. “Do not pursue. It’s too late. Banos and the ring are inside the walls. This fight was just to delay us in pursuing Banos.”

I jumped from the wagon, found a knife on the ground and cut out tethers. Then I ran to my Master with Lisa hot on my heels. When I got near him, I saw that he had a gash in his arm. I ran up to him and took his arm. “My Master, you’re hurt!”

He waved me off and said, “It’s just a flesh wound.”

I looked at the retreating army and the black, foreboding walls of the Monastery. I said, “We’ve failed, my Master.”

Anthony shook his head and said, “Not yet.” He then called to our men and said, “Gather weapons and the wounded and put them in the wagons. We’ll set up a camp down near the wall, just outside of archer range.”

Damari hobbled up to us. In a tired voice he said, “Well that was fun.”

Anthony laughed, “You’re walking like an old man!”

Damari laughed and said, “Give me some slack, Anthony. Six months ago I took an arrow to the knee. I’m afraid that’s ended my days of adventuring.”

*          *          *

From what I could see of it, the Black Monastery was one of the ugliest structures I’ve ever seen. Huge, black and foreboding. A tall, black wall had been built around it. Along the wall, the army of John Banos had built up were lining the top of it along with the regular defenders.

Even though both opposing armies weren’t all that large, it was still a spectacle to see: banners waving and soldiers wearing colorful tunics on their armor. We had stopped just short of the enemy’s archer range. They didn’t have many, but it was enough to damage our small army.

The men on our side had already started cook fires and set up tents like they were in a siege. I thought we were just going to rush them and wipe them out, but we made no move to get closer. My Master had taken me up to the edge of our camp while Lisa and Saki helped with cooking up a meal for our small army.

I sat in the grass next to my Master as he surveyed the Monastery. I asked, “What’s next, my Master? Do we attack?”

Anthony ignored me for a minute or so as he scanned the walls with a crude telescope. Finally he said, “Not yet. Not if we don’t have to. We wouldn’t stand a chance going against their defenses. I really had hoped that we could have arrived here first to cut them off. We could have won that battle. But this works better, I think.”

“Better?” I asked. “But you just said we can’t break through their defenses.”

Nodding, my Master said, “Yes. Getting control of the Ring would have made things easier. But we would still need to free the Priestess who I’m sure is held prisoner. Plus, doing battle might have endangered your son.”

I stood up next to my Master. A rowdy cheer rose up from the men manning the wall. I keep forgetting I’m stark naked. Ignoring them, I said, “So it’s standoff. How long can we just wait out here?”

My Master looked down at me and said, “You ask a lot of questions for a girl. But to answer you, not long. The Priest has your son. Ordinarily we’d just lay siege against a fortification. But the Monastery has its own farms and spring fed water supply. They can wait us out until we’re old and gray. Damari has been dispatched to the town of Hotspring where there is an actual fort. But it will be at least a day before he gets back with a larger force. We can’t wait even that long. I’m sure the Priest will use the ring very soon.”

He handed me the little telescope and said, “Here. Look at the tallest part of the Monastery, over there on the left. There are three people standing on a platform. I think one of them is your son.”

I quickly placed the telescope against my eye and frantically searched for the platform. After a few nervous moments, I brought the telescope to view the platform. There was an older guy, bald and dressed in what I swear looked like a white lab coat. That had to be the Priest. Next to him was John Banos. I recognized him from the game store. And next to him… stood Zeb!

I squealed, “It’s him! It’s Zeb.”

My Master took the telescope from my grasp and looked at the platform again. He said, “Thank you girl for confirming your son’s presence.”

“So now what, my Master?” I asked earnestly. “I don’t see any catapults, battering rams or siege towers with us. Have you found a weak spot in their defense that we can attack?”

“No. Not exactly,” said my Master. He pulled a large white cloth from the pouch he always carried. He then dropped his sword onto the ground and waved the white cloth in the air.

“We’re surrendering?” I asked, my eyes widening with disbelief. Maybe white flags mean ‘attack’ on this world.

Still waving the white flag in the air, my Master jerked on my leash and led me towards the gate. He said, “I’m gifting you to the Priest.”

*          *          *


Chapter 4

Horrified, I looked up at my Master. “Could you repeat that my Master? It sounded like you said you were going to gift me to the Priest.” I felt a little weak in my knees.

Anthony looked down at me and smiled. “You heard correctly, little one. As a gift to the High Priest, you will be let into the monastery. Alone, of course. They won’t let me in with you.” We walked slowly to the gate. “However, I hope to gain an audience with the high priest shortly.”

I tugged on my leash. “You can’t be serious, my Master! What do you expect me to do? I’m just a girl. I’m not a warrior. What will happen to me in there?”

My Master snapped on my leash, causing me to stumble. He turned and looked sternly at me and asked, “Girl, what are you prepared to do to save your son? What would you do to return your son to your world?”  He pulled me to my feet.

I held onto my leash with both hands as I was pulled along towards the gate. I scowled at my Master. “I would do anything, Master to save my son. I’ve told you.”

My Master grinned down at me without humor. “Well girl. Now you will get your chance. I have been inside the monastery a few times over the years. What I saw was a mystery to me, but I believe that to you, as you are from a technical world, you may find yourself in a familiar setting. Remember. To those inside, you’re just a girl. A stupid slave good for only sex and menial labor. We can use this to our advantage.”

We stopped a short distance from the gate. Anthony looked up at the gate and shouted, “As a Knight of the Realm, I wish an audience with the high Priest!” A couple of people who were clearly not of Banos’ men turned and disappeared from the wall. Despite the seriousness of the situation, I giggled at the thought of one of the people looking over the wall shouting, “Your mother was a hamster and your father smelt of elderberries.”

Someone at the top of the wall shouted, “Knight of the Realm, state your business with the high priest!”

Looking up at the wall, squinting in the bright sunlight, my Master shouted, “I wish an audience with the priest. The reason is no concern of yours.” He then pointed at me and continued, “I also wish to present the priest with a gift!”

The person on the wall shouted back, “Stand fast while we relay your request to the high priest.”

My Master looked down at me. “While they go ask the Priest if he will accept my request, I will give you your orders. Listen carefully. You girl, you are bound to me for life. You will die before you submit to any other. On your knees girl and repeat it. Now!”

I didn’t like the sound of it, but I got on my knees and looked up at my Master. I said, “I bind my life to you, my Master. I will die rather than submit to another Master.”

My Master smiled at me. “Once I gift you, you will be required to submit to your new owner. But now you are mine for the rest of your life. You can have no other owner so your submission to him won’t count. This will allow you to disobey your new owner. But be discreet. As soon as you can, you must locate and release the Priestess. You must bring your son to our side. At the moment, I’m sure he’s loyal to Banos. Once you have secured your son, help the Priestess to open the gate. The ring must not be used by the priest.”

I started shaking. “You’re just going to abandon me? What if I can’t get to the priestess? What if I can’t convince my son? I don’t know if I can do this! How do we know he hasn’t already used it?”

Anthony smiled at me. “You’re a good mother. You will do whatever it takes to save the life of your son. If you had to, you would die for him. I feel this inside you. The gate is opening. The world would be different right now if they had been able to use the ring. Just remember what I told you.”

That’s odd he referred to me as a mother. I guess he can only see me as a woman.

The gate’s massive leather hinges creaked and groaned as the heavy wooden gate slowly opened. There were over a dozen slave girls pushing to open the gate. I looked up and saw a large metal rod bolted to the gate and then disappearing into a large piston, like a locomotive’s drive. At one time, the gate was powered. Maybe they’ve forgotten how it works.

Several armed soldiers approached us. All of them looked me up and down and grinned. Knowing all too well what they were thinking made me nauseous. The tallest one said to my Master, “The priest has agreed, Knight. The girl will come with me. These two guards will take you to the priest.” He pointed to another guard standing by the gate. “You will hand over all your weapons to this man.”

Anthony bowed slightly. “Thank you. I’m honored the High Priest has granted me audience. Please lead the way.” He then casually handed the ruffian my leash. No good-byes or fare-thee-wells. Shit. When I was five years old, I said good-bye to the broken toaster we threw away.

The guard jerked on my leash. “Come with me, girl.” He tugged on my leash and caused me to stumble. The man looked me up and down and laughed. “That knight was foolish to give you to the priest. The priest won’t give him anything that’s of much value. As far as I know, there are no famines, floods or plagues that the priest could end. I’m sure he has all the gold he could spend. Doesn’t matter. You however, are quite the prize.”

As we walked towards the walls of the Black Monastery, I took the time to look around.  Lush green grass carpeted the ground near the wall.  A short distance away were rows of structures that looked like they might be farm buildings. In the distance, I could hear children laughing.

I looked up. I could no longer see the level where Zeb and the priest were standing. Poor Zeb would have no way of knowing if the priest was good or bad. I sighed. To be honest, I had no way of knowing if my Master was good or bad. But I have to trust someone and he has brought me here. While hardly great, we do have a plan. Sort of.

If I fail, what were their plans for Zeb? Make him one of their henchmen? Kill him? And me? If not killed outright, I’ll live my life out as a sex toy and mopping floors. I chuckled slightly as I thought my wife back on earth would probably say the same thing.

I stopped walking for a moment as I thought of her. I hadn’t thought of her once since arriving in this barbaric world.  In fairness, I have been somewhat busy. But what must she be thinking? Zeb and I both disappeared after leaving the house to just go to the game store. I’m sure she heard about the shooting and must think the worst.

I was brought out of my reverie with a sharp jerk on my leash. The guard snarled, “What are you doing, slut? Keep moving!”

I was led to a recessed place in the wall of the so-called monastery. Inside the recess was a weathered, but brushed-metal door. I was shocked to see a button on a wall mounted panel next to the door. The guard pressed the button and the door opened revealing what looked for all the world as an elevator car and we stepped inside. The door closed behind us. Some light music tinkled from somewhere within the walls of the elevator car. On one of the walls was several rows of buttons and the guard pressed one with a high number. The small room shook slightly and there as a low buzzing sound.

I exclaimed, “Holy shit! This is an elevator!”

The guard frowned as he slapped me. “Silence, slut!”

I could feel the elevator moving upwards. I frowned at the guard as I rubbed my cheek.

*          *          *

The elevator door slid open and the guard pushed me out. I looked around the room in amazement. Gone were the rustic and rough stone rooms of a Medieval setting that had been typical of every building I’d been in so far. I was standing in what appeared to be a modern office building lit with fluorescent lighting. Not quite like the ones back on Earth, but close enough. My eyes wide as I gaped at the area I was in. “This is incredible!” I gasped in amazement. I noticed many of the lights weren’t working.

The guard pulled hard on my leash. “Let’s go, slut. And shut up!”

I pulled back on the leash and frowned. “Does all this not strike you as amazing?”

He jerked painfully on my leash. “How else would gods live? The magic is strong here. Now move before I conk you on the head and drag you.”

I sighed and followed the brute down the hall. Closed doors lined the hall. Signs that I couldn’t read obviously labeled doors and hallways. Other than the guard and me, no one else was around.

We stopped in front of a door which, other than the sign on it, looked no different than all the other doors. It was apparently unlocked as he just twisted the knob and opened it. He shoved me into a large, brightly lit room. He pushed me down onto a bench and tied my leash to it.

The room looked just like a large meeting room with rows of benches instead of chairs. Several ceiling tiles had fallen leaving black holes revealing cabling and plumbing.  For the first time, I noticed a low, back-ground hum that just emanated from the walls. Vents in the ceiling blew out cool air.

The walls of the room were decorated with framed pictures, depicting odd places. Barbaric places were on display, even more so than the world I was on and then other pictures were showed modern worlds. One picture I would have sworn was a shot of New York.

“You will wait here, girl. When the priest summons you, a guard will take you to him so you can submit to him.” The guard spoke very gruffly.  He checked to make sure my leash was secure and then he quickly turned and left. I looked at my leash.  He’d just tied it.  Did he think I was too stupid to untie it? I could just run away.  But where?  I decided I needed to meet the priest before trying anything.

“Well, what have we here?” said a woman’s voice from the middle of the room. I looked for the source and saw a naked, older woman slowly lift herself up from a mat on the floor. She was chained to the floor. She frowned at me as she sat in a nearby bench. “Oh. Just another slave girl,” she sighed. “Another sex toy.”

I sat up straighter and studied the woman. I asked, “Where are we?”

The woman shook her head. “And a dumb girl at that. At least you can talk. My last room-mates had no education at all.” She sighed again. “Girl, did you not know you were being brought to the Black Monastery?” She then laughed without humor.

Excited, I said, “Yes! I just wasn’t expecting anything modern like this. I was hoping to find the priestess.”

She narrowed her eyes at me. “What would you want with the priestess, girl?”

I bit my lip. How much can I trust this woman? She’s obviously a prisoner. Even if she could, she wasn’t in a position to help me. Dammit, I have to trust someone if I’m ever going to get close to Zeb. This is the closest I’ve been to him since he was kidnapped from the game store.

I took a deep breath. “I’m trying to find my son.”

The woman squinted at me and shook her head. “Your baby won’t be here. Sorry, but you need to forget about your infant.”

I tried to stand, but I couldn’t as the leash that tied me to the bench wasn’t long enough. The collar hurt my neck and I sat down. I yelled, “My son is not an infant! He’s an adult!”

The woman shook her head and scowled at me. “Do you take me for a fool, girl?”

I started crying. “I’m so close! If I could only find the priestess!”

The woman stared at me. “What need would a slave girl have for the priestess?”

Pointing at my own finger, I cried, “My son has the Ring of Jared stuck on his finger. He was kidnapped and brought here by John Banos.”

The woman stood up and took a step towards me. She was restricted by the length of her chain.  “I don’t know who John Banos is, but you say your son has the Ring of Jared? Most think the ring is just a fable. A children’s story. How could an infant come to possess it? Don’t give me that nonsense girl that your son is an adult. You’re barely an adult yourself. You’re just a girl.”

I tugged on my leash. “I haven’t always been a girl. I came here when I pressed a button on a disc that I got from a dead guy. I know the ring is not a fable. I held it in my hand before my son put it on his finger.”

The other woman’s eyes went wide and she gasped. “You used a disc you say? To get here? Are you saying you’re from another realm?”

I shrugged. “I guess so. I sure as hell ain’t from here.”

Looking shocked, the woman sat down on a nearby bench and studied the floor. “Surely Miles isn’t going to use the Vortex. It’s too dangerous. Even Miles isn’t that stupid.”

Feeling confused, I asked, “Who’s Miles? Can he take me to my son?”

The woman looked at me as if I was a child. “Miles is what you would call the high priest. He’s just a programmer with an over inflated ego. I didn’t know he has that damned ring. I threw it into the Vortex myself to put it beyond his reach.”

“So you’re the high priestess?” I asked with a gasp. “I have to say I’m somewhat confused.”

The woman chuckled. “I’m not surprised. You’re just a slave girl. This is all just magical nonsense to you. So yes, I’m the high priestess. Or the head programmer. You can call me Denise.”

Angrily, I said, “I told you. I’m not from here. My world was technical. With elevators and electric lights and such like this place. My Master sent me to find the high priestess and ask for help.”

Denise folded her arms and glared at me. “Do I look like I’m in a position to help you?”  She pulled on the small chain that attached her to the floor. “I can’t even help myself.”

I started crying. “So it’s hopeless. Even if I could talk to Zeb, I have no plan to get him back home.  What the fuck was I thinking, anyway?”

The former priestess grunted. “You were thinking like a mother. You’ll sacrifice everything for your child. If I wasn’t chained to the floor, I could send your son back. But I’m not likely to have that chance now.”

I looked over at her, a tear trickling down my cheek. I asked, “If you could, how would you do it?”

Shrugging, Denise said, “Just have him walk into the vortex’ portal. Or push him. He’ll automatically return to his own realm.”

I sat up straighter. “That’s it? Just enter this vortex thing? Where is it? What is it?”

Denise frowned at me. “Don’t you know? Oh, of course not. You’re just a stupid slave girl. The vortex is the center of everything. It’s the core that weaves the fabric of all the realms together.”

I stood up. Or tried to. Grinning, I said, “I get it. The vortex surrounds us, penetrates us and binds the realms together!”

Denise frowned again. “No. That’s stupid. That’s not it at all. Each realm is independent.  Only the vortex connects the realms. We have to maintain it. So we recruit new programmers. That’s what the ring does. Your son was recruited by the ring to join us.”

I scowled at Denise. “I want to send my son home. Since he was kidnapped by a criminal, I don’t think he’s going to be used for the forces of good.”

Denise chewed on her thumbnail. “You might have a point.  I’m afraid Miles wants to play with the realms. Shake them up.  He’s already trying to cause glitches in the realms.”

At that moment, the door opened and the same guard entered. He approaches me with a grin. Laughing he says, “Come with me, girl. Your Master has requested an audience with you.”

I stood up, excited. The guard started to untie my leash from the bench. “My Master wants to see me?”

Denise chuckled. “Don’t get excited, girl. He’s just going to force you to submit to him. Then you will belong to him and you can forget about your son.”

I shouted angrily, “I’ll never forget my son!”

The brutish guard struck me with an open palm across my face. “You will be silent, slut!” He jerked on my leash.

Denise grinned. “No. No I don’t think you will.” As the guard pulled me by my leash out the door, Denise called out, “Keep your wits about you, girl!”

The guard slammed the door behind us.

*          *          *


Chapter 5

“Come along, slut,” said the guard brusquely as he jerked on my leash. I have to admit I was gawking. I peered in every open door or windowed office. This was once a busy office complex. Some of the offices still had office clutter, as if they’d been abandoned somewhat quickly. What happened? Where could they have gone? Was this all just some giant government science project gone awry?

The guard led me down a flight of stairs and we exited on a partially unlit large room with the same raised floor you expect to see in computer rooms. There were console desks scattered throughout the large room. Along one wall were banks and banks of what looked for all the world like fugitive electronics from an Irwin Allen TV show. In the center was a large black field. I couldn’t tell if it was a display or a missing wall. And in front of that was a large computer console with several chairs and monitors. The power on the console appeared to be turned off.

In the middle of the wall was a huge black circle with swirling patterns and when you looked at it, it appeared to extend to infinity. There was a railing in front of it to keep someone not paying attention from just wandering through it. There was a slight hint of ozone and small electrical crackles popped around the edges. I was surprised because I thought it needed the ring to function. I kept my questions silent as I knew no one, not even my Master would answer a mere slave girl.

Standing amid the computer console were four people. I recognized three of them. John Banos, my Master and… and Zeb! The fourth guy must be the high priest that Denise referred to as Miles. I couldn’t believe it! I had finally found Zeb. I started to cry I was so happy to see him.

I had started to run ahead of my guard when he jerked hard my leash, almost gagging me. “Where do you think you’re going, you stupid girl?”

As we approached, it appeared as if my Master… or should I say, former Master was just getting ready to leave.

Looking irritated my Master said, “Please consider what I have said, Miles. Your ego has you playing with fire. You could bring ruin upon all of us.”

Miles shook his head at my Master. “Pffle, Tony. Don’t be so melodramatic. Don’t you think it’s time for a shake-up? Our group of software engineers have only managed to keep this piece of shit running for what? A thousand years? Ten thousand?  Everyone has always been afraid to touch the settings. I’m tired of everything being static. And then not to mention one or two realms are about to ascend to our level of technology. We can’t have that, now can we? Time for a re-boot.”

I was annoyed this Miles person called my Master Tony. His name is Anthony. My Master shouted, “You’ll kill billions! You can’t just stop the realms and restart them! Each realm is teeming with life! The steering committee would never approve of this action.”

Miles laughed. “Fuck the steering committee! They’re just a bunch of fossilized geezers like your vaunted system security folks.  What are you calling yourselves these days? Knights of the Realms?  What a joke.”

I kept watching my son, Zeb throughout this exchange.  He looked very worried and confused.  He was still wearing the Ring of Jared. What does it all mean?

John Banos took a step towards Miles and shouted, “This is all terribly exciting and all, but I brought you the damned ring. I want my reward. You promised me control of one of the realms. I want it now.”

Tony put his hand on the hilt of his sword and stepped towards Banos. “How dare you demand to steal the lives of billions of people! Criminal! I should run you through!”

Miles shook his head. “Calm down, Tony. You know the rules. No bloodshed at the main console. Besides. At this moment, I can’t do anything because this stubborn, stupid boy has the ring and he doesn’t like my idea to restart the universe.” He pointed at Zeb.

Banos sneered, “Just let me kill him if he doesn’t cooperate.”

Miles sighed. “I’ve told you. The ring will take itself off-line if the host is killed. We’d have to toss it back into the Vortex to restart it. And then we’re right back to where we started. I just might have you tossed into the Vortex as well.” Miles nodded at the guard holding my leash.

Banos held up his hands. “I’m just getting impatient is all. Sorry.”

Anthony looked over to Zeb. “Good boy. You have a grasp of the lives at stake. Don’t give in to this madman!”

Miles laughed. “So now I’m a madman, am I? There are no lives at stake, here boy. Everything is a simulation.”

Anthony scowled. “They’re born. They grow old. They die. They bleed when they’re cut. These are real lives we’re talking about.”

Miles studied his fingernails. “Not my problem Tony. Look, Security man. You’re charged with protecting the integrity of the realms. What I as the system engineer does, is not your concern.”

Anthony sighed. “I’m going to stop you, Miles. You’re crazy. I’ll come back with an army and we’ll take control of the Vortex.” He looked over at me.

Miles pulled a pistol from his pocket and brandished it about. “I don’t think you’ll get far while I have this gift from John even if you got past the gate.” As he swung the pistol around, Banos and Zeb both ducked.

Frowning at seeing the pistol, Anthony looked at Zeb. “Stay true to you gut, boy. Zeb, right? Your mother would be proud of you.”  He turned on his heel and hurried off down the hall to a bank of elevators.

Zeb looked shocked. “How did you know my…” His voice trailed off as my Master walked away.

Miles shook his head as he watched my Master enter an elevator. “I’m glad he’s gone. I hate dealing with Security. Now let’s get down to business.”  He glanced to Zeb, John and me.

Miles grinning at Banos said, “John, I’m grateful for bringing me the ring.  I told you I was happy to pay most any price.  And I will.” He walked over to stand next to Zeb. “You puzzle me, Zeb. The Ring wouldn’t have selected you if weren’t the right one to join our team. You said yourself you’re studying computers. I need the ring, son. Just slip the ring into its receptacle and you can leave if you want.  I just need the ring.”

Zeb took a step back. “I… I can’t be a part of such destruction. All those people.”

Miles laughed. “You said you played a lot of computer games, right? You played combat games? Did you feel any remorse when you killed an opponent?”

Zeb wrinkled his brown in a frown. “No. They’re not real.”

Miles’ face lit up. “Exactly! They’re not real. Just chunks of data. They’re not real in the realms either.”

Zeb looked confused. “Does that mean I’m not real? I’m from one of the realm worlds.”

Miles rolled his eyes at Zeb. He looked to the guard. “Hand me that beast’s leash.” He jerked me towards him.

Miles shouted, “Down on your knees, bitch! Now.”

What an asshole, I thought. I slid to my knees before him as he commanded.

Scowling at me, Miles shouted, “You will submit to me, slut. Take the position and say the words!”

All girls on this world are taught this. Even free ones because, well you never know. I crossed my arms at the wrists, raised my hands high and bowed my head. Slowly I repeated the words I had said to submit to Anthony days ago. “I submit my body and heart to you, Master, totally and completely in all things. I am yours to do with as you please.” I said the words, but Anthony still owned my soul.

Miles grinned at me. “I accept your submission, girl.” Holding my leash, he dragged me over to Zeb. “Take this girl tonight, with my compliments. She will please you in every way that she can. Pleasuring men is all she knows. Enjoy the use of her tonight. We’ll discuss the ring again in the morning.”

John Banos scowled. “Morning my ass! Boy! The receptacle is right there on the center console! Just stick your finger in the hole. I don’t care what you do after I get my reward!”

I made a mental note of where the ring is supposed to be placed.

Miles gave Banos a dismissive wave. “Patience. The boy needs to feel like he’s doing the right thing so we get his full cooperation.” Miles again extended my leash towards Zeb. “Take her my boy and enjoy her. Get a taste of having whole worlds bow down to you!”

Miles held out my leash to Zeb for him to take. Zeb just looked at the leash, horrified. “I can’t take that. She’s a person.”

Thinking quickly I said, “Please, I beg you Master. Please let me pleasure you. Bringing you pleasure, brings me happiness.”

Grinning, Miles said, “See? She begs to please you. You want this creature to be happy, don’t you?” He held out my leash again.  Hesitantly, Zeb took it. “Excellent choice, boy. Trust me. She’ll make a man out of you.  See you in the morning.” He then turned and walked away, shortly followed by Banos.

*          *          *

I just knelt on the floor of Zeb’s room and stared at him. I couldn’t believe I had finally found him! It seemed an impossible task. Maybe it was no accident I arrived on this world as a pretty young woman to eventually link up with my Master. He obviously accepted that I was telling the truth the whole time. He knew this wasn’t magic but a sufficiently advanced technology that was created long ago. I doubt either Miles or Denise fully understand it.

But I had found Zeb. Now the task of getting him home. Has he been seduced by the awesome power literally at his finger tip? How can a computer science degree stack up against the incredible power of a computer that manages multiple worlds and billions of lives?

Looking embarrassed, Zeb said, “Why are you staring at me? You don’t have to worry, miss. I’m not going force you to have sex. You’re what? Fifteen? Sixteen? And you don’t have to kneel to me.  Would you like a blanket to cover up?”

Being given permission, I stood. I smiled at my son. “Even here, where gentlemen are rare, you remain one. I’m very proud of you. Not just that, but especially resisting the temptation to become a god.”

“Why would you be proud of me? And please wrap yourself with this blanket. Your nakedness makes me uneasy even if it doesn’t bother you.”  He handed me a blanket from his bed. I covered myself with it even though I’m used to being naked before men.

“Thank you, Zeb.” I kept smiling at him. I just can’t believe I found him. “We need to send you home. But you must help me first.”

“What are you talking about?” asked Zeb. “I’m stuck here. Miles has promised me many rewards if I just power up that computer.” He unconsciously fidgeted with the ring. “What an incredible machine! And you’re right. It’s like being a god.”

I frowned. “You must return home! I’m sure your mother is worried sick about you.”

Looking suddenly sad, Zeb said, “I can never go home. I’m stuck here. That Banos guy brought me here. I don’t know how to get back. And to be honest, I’m not sure if I want to.”

I stepped up next to Zeb. I felt so small standing next to him. To make sure he was real, I reached over to touch his arm. The blanket fell to the floor. “I know how you can return.”

Zeb jerked his arm away from me. “Look, lady. I know you’re a sex slave and trained to seduce men, but I’m not going to have sex with you! That’s what Miles wants and I’m not playing his game.”

Zeb’s words stung me. “I’m not here because of Miles.”

Zeb shook his head. “I saw you submit to him. I have to say, this is one disgusting world.”

I touched Zeb’s arm again. “Miles doesn’t own me. My true Master is Anthony. He sent me to get you back home.”

Pulling his arm back from me again, Zeb said, “Stop touching me! I order you.”

I folded my arms and frowned at my son. “You’re going to go home before this power corrupts you. Please don’t fight me.”

Obviously annoyed, Zeb shouted, “What do you care? You’re just some… some girl.”

I took a few breaths and then held out my hand. “Zeb. I am your father.”

Zeb laughed. “You’re what? Girl, I have no idea what game you’re playing, but there’s no way my dad is a sixteen year old girl.”

“You’re a big Star Wars fan. How would I know that?” I asked, still holding my hand out to him.

Looking less confident, he said, “Well, someone told you, of course.”

Angry, I took a step towards him and shouted, “Who on this damned planet has ever heard of Star Wars?!  Would either one of us be here right now if you’d just picked a fucking game so we could have left the store?”

A look of horror crossed Zeb’s face as he stared at me. “Dad? But but but… But how? You’re a girl!”

I took his hands in mine. “Yes. I’m now a girl. The trip here changed me. Knowing it would change me, I took the risk so I could try to rescue you.”

He didn’t let go of my hands. He stared incredulously at me. “Rescue me? I’m not in danger, Dad. And Miles wants me to operate the most powerful computer ever created! The power to control whole worlds! The power is staggering. Why get a computer science degree when this computer can make me a god?”

I squeezed his hands and stared up into his eyes. “That’s the danger, Zeb. That’s more power than any one man should possess. Do you honestly think Miles will share that power with you after you give him the ring? He wants to destroy everything!”

Zeb let go of my hands. “I trust him. He’s made no effort to harm me.” Zeb’s face darkened. “He even gave me a little slave girl to play with. And look at our history, Dad. Maybe humanity deserves to be reset!”

With pleading eyes, I asked, “Does your mother deserve to be reset? Your little sister? Your best friend from school?”

Zeb stiffened as he scowled at me. “Maybe. Do you really expect me to walk away from this? Besides. There’s no way for either of us to ever leave. As long as I have the ring, I have power over Miles.”

I shook my head. “He’ll kill you the first chance he gets.” I sighed heavily. “Looks like I can’t change your mind. So will you do me a favor? I have a friend imprisoned here. Help me free her and then I’ll return to my Master. I’ll leave you alone.”

Zeb looked down on me and grinned. “I used to respect my dad as someone who was strong and I was expected to do what I was told. But look at you. A small, helpless, naked girl. I’m still not going to fuck you. That’d be weird. But no, I won’t help you.”

He wasn’t expecting it. I slapped him as hard as I could across the face. I shouted, “This place is turning you into a monster. Thank God your mother isn’t here to see you turn into a sack of shit. But then, you’re just going to kill her anyway.”

Zeb’s face darkened with anger. “How dare you, a mere girl strike me!”

I shouted back, “I’m your father, dammit! I’ll spank you if I need to!”

Shaking his head, Zeb growled, “My dad isn’t a girl. Maybe I will fuck you after all.” He made a grab at my leash, but I pulled it away from him. Disappointment brought tears to my eyes, but maybe the temptation of this much power is too much for anyone to resist.

Zeb grabbed for me. “Come here you little bitch! I need to teach you some respect!”

Zeb hadn’t bothered to lock the door to his room. I ran quickly into the hallway. Which way do I go to find Denise’s room? I had hoped to rescue her so she could unlock the mammoth gate. Since failing that, maybe she can just tell me how.

I ran out into the hall and rotated around to get my bearings. Zeb came running from his room, straight at me. I made a snap decision and took off down the hall. I was pretty confident I’d gone the right direction. Being a young, light weight girl, I ran swiftly down the corridor. I could hear Zeb huffing as he ran after me.

After thirty seconds of running, I started to feel that I had gone the wrong direction. Zeb had fallen far behind me. I had told him to lay off all those sodas.  Finally, I recognized the door to the room where Denise was being held. The over confident guards had never locked the door. I threw the door open and rushed inside.

The room looked empty. Had she been moved? “Denise!” I called out. There was no response. I called out again.

“Huh? What?” I heard a sleepy voice from near the floor.  I forgot it was late and Denise sleeps on a mat on the floor.

I ran up to her as she sat up. “I only have seconds, Denise. How are the gates to the city opened?”

She looked at me for a second and then said, “You can’t.  It either takes a lot of muscle power of many people, which you have no command over or use the console after it’s powered up by the …”

Zeb slammed the door open. Angrily, he ran towards me. “How dare you defy me, bitch!” He slapped me hard. And I mean really hard. I fell to the floor and possibly hit my head. Everything went black.

I’m not sure how long I was out. But Zeb and Denise were both leaning over me. Zeb looked like he’d been crying. I sat up shouting, “Please Master! Don’t hit me again! I’ll do whatever you ask.”

Denise helped me sit up on a bench. She apparently wasn’t chained to the floor any longer.  Zeb lifted his hand to me and I flinched.

“Dad!” cried Zeb. “I’m not going to hurt you. Oh, God. I’m so, so sorry. A madness or something came over me. I didn’t know what I was doing. Are you okay?”

I rubbed my cheek and looked warily at my son. “Didn’t I teach you not to hit girls?”

Sighing, Zeb said, “I’m sorry. Don’t look at me like that. I’m not going to hit you again. The lure of that much power is very hard to resist. But when I hit my own dad when she’s at her most vulnerable, I recognized my corruption.”

Denise touched Zeb’s shoulder. “Look, kid. Even I would surrender to the call of ultimate power. That’s why I toss the ring back into the Vortex after it finds a new recruit. The power of the Vortex would destroy you, and me and even Miles. It destroyed most of us a thousand years ago.”

Still rubbing my cheek, I looked from Zeb to Denise. “We’re running out of time. My Master has an army waiting outside the wall. How do we open the gate if we can’t command the manpower to do so?”

Denise bit her lip and looked at the floor. She took a deep breath and said, “It’s dangerous, but we’ll have to activate the ring to restore power to the main console.  That activates everything.”

I bit my lip as well as I glanced over to Zeb. “Can you resist being a god for at least fifteen minutes?”

Zeb frowned. “I’m over that, Dad.” He looked at me with his head cocked to one side. “I have to say, Dad. You’re really cute.”

I grunted. “That’s what every father wants to hear. So Denise, how do we activate the ring?” We all stood up and started walking quickly back to the main console.

Denise shrugged. “Easy. Just stick your finger with the ring into the receptacle on the console.”

Hurrying down the hall, I asked, “Is that the Garden of Lights?”

Denise laughed. “Yeah. Hey, I didn’t name it. It’s because of all the blinky lights.”

The area around the main console was empty. I guess there’s no need to guard the most important piece of equipment in the universe if it’s not powered up.

“We’re here.” I said after we arrived. “Now what?”

Again Denise took a deep breath. “When your son inserts the ring, which is basically a key, all hell will break loose. The Vortex which is always on, will energize and start powering up to max. The Vortex is always dangerous.  After the ring is inserted, it will actually pull you in if you’re too close. Alarms will sound which will alert everyone in the facility. Those three large switches on the console will be thrown to ‘on’.

“When I press the orange button on the console, the gates will open. Our security forces will be alerted.” She glanced at me. “I’m sure your Master is at the ready to assault the Vortex?

“And here’s where you come in Zeb. Once the Vortex is energized it is extremely dangerous. You must act quickly. No time to think about what you’re doing. When those three large switches are thrown to ‘on’, you must re-insert your finger into the receptacle. The ring will re-attach to your finger. The Vortex will remain powered up until those three switches are turned back to off.”

Denise took another deep breath. “Once the ring is back on your finger, run, and I mean run, as fast as you can into the Vortex. I wish I had time to explain it, but just accept that no one else can follow you. Any of us would have to go through a prep operation. But you, as a foreign body on this world can just pass through the opening.”

I asked, “What good would that do? Banos now knows where to go find Zeb and the ring? He can just follow him.”

Denise said, “The ring will come off in the Vortex and be randomly placed somewhere in the Realms. Zeb will go back home as he’s a foreign body. Banos is not.”

Zeb pointed at me. “What about her? I want her to come with me. She’s foreign like me.”

Denise shook her head. “Sorry. She’s been changed. She’s of this world. She can’t go back. Not by just entering the Vortex. So get ready. You have to take the ring out as soon as those switches are thrown.”

Zeb straightened and took my hand. “I’m not going without her. I can’t leave her here!”

I smiled at Zeb, but I tried to sound authoritative which is hard for a young slave girl like myself. I shouted, “Zeb, you’ll get your ass into that Vortex – even if I have to throw you into it myself!”

Denise looked around nervously. “We must act now. The facility will wake up soon. Zeb, I know it’s hard for you, but hug and kiss your mother good-bye right now. I’m sorry you’ll never see her again.”

Zeb put his arms around me and hugged me tight. “I love you, Dad. I really don’t know what to say. You sacrificed so much for me.” He stroked my hair.

I looked up into Zeb’s eyes. “I love you too, Zeb. Make your mother and me proud. I would do it all again.” I smiled at him. Zeb bent down and kissed my forehead and then wiped away a tear. As we disengaged the hug, I said, “God speed, Zeb.”

Zeb turned to face Denise. “I’m ready. Say when.” He placed his hand over the ring’s receptacle.

Denise nodded and uttered, “When.”

Zeb took a deep breath and I saw his muscles tense. “Hold on to your butts.” He slipped his finger into the receptacle on the console. The ring snapped from his finger.

The ring immediately began to glow brightly as the oddly named Garden of Lights seemed to power up. A low hum emanated from the Vortex and the console lights blinked into life. Status messages started to scroll across the displays. Throughout the building, klaxon’s sounded. All our muscles felt like they were about to snap as we waited for the switches to engage.

Large rotating orange lights gave the control room an eerie glow. The alarms were deafening. There was a sudden loud Womp! sound as the three switch threw themselves into the on position.

Denise shouted, “Now Zeb! Now! Go go go”

Just as Zeb was about to slide his finger into the receptacle, Miles and Banos came running and sliding into the control center.

Eyes wild, Miles shouted, “What the hell? You activated the ring? Denise! You bitch! How did you get out?”

Banos, his jaw set in determination, ran quickly towards Zeb. “That’s my ring, boy! Give it to me!”

An alarm shouted, “Wall breach! Wall breach!”

Miles pulled the handgun Banos had given him from his pocket. He pointed it at Zeb. “Stupid boy! You could have had it all!!” He pulled the trigger. The shot went wild and struck the back wall. The slide locked open. That was his last bullet. Miles pulled uselessly several times on the trigger before tossing the gun at Zeb as he ran as fast as he could towards the Vortex. The gun skittered across the floor.

Just before Zeb passed through the Vortex, Banos lunged and grabbed him. Since Banos couldn’t enter the Vortex, it kept Zeb from passing through.

“Let go of me!” shouted Zeb as he strained to push himself into the Vortex.

Banos held Zeb tightly. “Give me the ring! It’s mine!”

From several directions, guards and other members of the Vortex security team were rushing down the halls. Miles ran over to the Vortex to help Banos pull Zeb back in. Miles shouted, “Hold on!”

I looked down at the floor where the now empty gun lay. It may be empty, but it’s still useful. I ran over and picked it up. I saw several guards grab hold of Denise. I ran over to Miles and Banos.

I jumped onto Miles’ back and brought the butt of the gun on his head. He let out a yell and fell backwards, knocking me to the ground. I jumped up and as I was about to hit Banos with the gun, Miles grabbed my hair and pulled me back. I tried to spin around and hit him, but he blocked my attempt and then grabbed my arm. He was much too strong for me.

Banos snarled, “Give me the ring, boy. We’ll kill the girl if you don’t.”

I struggled against Miles’ grip as two of the guards approached with the swords drawn. I hoped my Master was on his way.

I shouted, “Don’t give in, Zeb! Don’t let them have it!”

Miles slapped me hard across the cheek. “Shut up, girl! I’m going to enjoy using you before I kill you.”

At that moment, an elevator down the hall sounded “Ding.” The doors slid open and five men ran out of the elevator car towards us. I recognized Anthony and Damari. From the way he wore his armor, a third man must also be a Knight of the Realm. The other two were soldiers.

Struggling against Miles’ tight grip, I shouted, “My Master!”

Miles growled, “What are you waiting for? Attack him!”

The guard standing next to my Master turned and said, “But he’s a Knight of the Realm!”

My Master stood, his sword at the ready. Same for Damari. Banos had a death grip on Zeb, keeping him from entering the Vortex. The Vortex guards stood frozen, too afraid to do anything. Miles held me tightly. Denise was held back by two swordsmen.  Talk about your Mexican Standoffs. Nobody could move.

Miles shouted, “Whoever kills that knight, gets this girl.”

Several of his men looked over at me and then just shook their heads. I think I was just insulted.

From among the guards, a very large brutish man who could squeeze my head like popping a pimple stepped up and pulled out his sword. He looked around at his fellow guards. He snarled, “Don’t be such cowards. These so-called knights are men just as you.” He then swung his sword in a broad arc towards my Master.

Anthony blocked and pushed the man back. The large man came at Anthony again, managing to cut his arm. The clash of steel on steel was so swift it was hard to follow. Both men shouted as they thrust their swords at each other. And then silence as the large man’s head went skittering across the floor. Everyone seemed to back away. More soldiers started pouring from the elevators.

My Master thrust his sword towards Banos. “Let the boy go, John. It’s over.” Banos looked from Miles to my Master. He paused a moment and then released Zeb. Zeb disappeared into the Vortex. He was on his way home.

Several men walked up to Banos and took hold of him. My Master walked up to him and said sternly, “You’re being arrested for the murder of Micah, a knight of the Realm and for leading an army against the Realm.”

I ran up to Anthony and cried, “Oh my Master!”  He brushed me aside and stepped up to Miles.

My Master put the point of his sword under Miles’ chin and snarled, “I should just run you through for the trouble you caused as well as falsely enslaving the high priestess. But you are being arrested instead.”

The soldiers released Denise. She pulled the three heavy switches back to off and the Vortex started to wind down. She grinned at Anthony. “The Vortex is secure, Sir Anthony. The ring has been randomly dispersed.”

My Master grinned at Denise. “You are free, priestess. You are now in charge of this facility.”

My Master then smiled at me and walked towards me. “Caldi, my little one. Your mission is a success. You rescued your son and sent him back to where he belongs. Excellent work, girl!”  There was a small ripple of applause from the knight’s men.

I lifted my face up to him and kissed him. “Thank you my Master. I would have been lost without you!”  I kissed him again. I paused a moment before grinning at my Master and asked, “Do I get freed too, my Master?”

Anthony just looked at me for a moment and then said simply, “No.”  He then looked around the room at his men. “Let’s secure the area, and then break camp and head home.”  There was a cheer from all his men.

I just stood there numb.

My Master frowned at me. “Don’t just stand there, Caldi. You need to help Lisa and Saki load the wagons.”

*          *          *


Epilogue

We walked back to the camp in silence along with our soldiers. My Master held my leash as if I had somewhere to run to.

Master looked down at me. “You’ve been very quiet, girl. I thought you would be excited. You saved your son and returned him to his home.”

I continued to look at the ground as we walked. I shrugged. “Yes my Master. That was the goal. But it means never seeing him again. I’ll never know if he finds love. Or gives me grandkids. And what can he tell them about me? Who’d believe it? At the end, I was just some cute girl to him.”

My Master looked down at me and grinned. “Caldi, you’re a hero. You saved all the realms from evil.”

I grunted. “I’m a slave, my Master.”

I stopped walking and looked sternly at Anthony. “I don’t get it, my Master. I’ve done all you’ve asked of me. I saved the world. I saved my son. And what’s my reward?”

My Master gave me a puzzled expression. “What more could a girl want? You have a nice place to sleep. The best gruel money can buy. And I’ve gotten you a cammi so you don’t have to run around naked anymore.”

I scowled at Anthony. “Seriously? Why don’t you free me? That would be nice.”

My Master jerked on my leash as we continued walking back to camp. “I told you, Little One. Only a fool frees his slave. You are much too valuable.”

I stopped walking again and he jerked on my leash. “Look, my Master. I don’t have any trouble saying I love you. Instead of your slave, maybe I could be your wife.”

He stopped walking and just stared at me. He then let out a gut splitting belly laugh. “That’s one of the things I like about you, Caldi. You’re very funny.” 

He stood there a moment grinning at me. And then his expression clouded and became serious. He sighed. “Girl, if I didn’t own you; if I set you free, ten minutes wouldn’t go by before someone worse than the Weasel would steal you and sell you to some tavern where you’d be used endlessly by men until you died.”

I frowned deeply at my Master. “I fucking hate our world!”

Anthony nodded. “Yes. It can be tough, cruel and unfair.

I grinned as I looked up at him. “But we call it home.” 

My Master then bent down and with a finger under my chin lifted my face up. He kissed me. We kissed for a long time on that grassy field.

*          *          *

The End
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