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The Slave

Angel walked through the path in the woods. Trees lay on both sides of the track. There were bushes in some places, but the path was free of vines and grass. The people had put stones on the path, so the path would remain sturdy to anyone using it. Angel had walked on for another ten minutes when he began to hear voices up ahead. It sounded as though there was trouble. 

When he turned a bend on the track, he saw a group of men holding a young person. Angel slowed down when the men caught sight of him. He surely didn’t want to make trouble with anyone. His eyes fell on the young person they were holding. Angel scrunched his brow, wondering if the person was male or female. For a moment, he couldn’t tell. He had to use his powers to determine the sex of the person. When he checked, he realized the person was male. 

Angel stopped on his tracks. “Good day. May I ask what you three are doing with this person here?”

The leader, a tall muscular man with a black beard, said, “She’s a slave.”

And that’s when Angel became more confused. These men thought this boy was a girl. Even Angel had thought at first this person was female, but when he had looked closer, he could tell there was something odd about this person. Angel began to wonder if he should tell these men that this was no female. 

He looked at the young boy in their clutches. The boy was wearing a knee-length cream-colored dress that was torn certain places. He was even wearing lady slippers. His hair was brown, long, and slightly curled. And he had the prettiest green eyes Angel had ever seen in another person. 

Angel turned back his attention to the leader. “A slave? Is she a runaway?”

The leader smiled. “No, we just caught this one.”

Angel narrowed his eyes. “You mean you three just found her traveling on this path, and you decided to take... her as a slave?”

“Yes,” the leader replied. “Our lord permits. The people here know this. He owns everyone in these parts. And he has asked us to bring in more slaves.”

“Oh?” Angel understood now. “Well, I’m on my way to see your lord right now.”

“Yes, we know who you are, Angel,” the leader replied. “But he didn’t tell us you were coming today though.”

“Why don’t you let me take this slave off your hands?” Angel suggested. “I’m already on my way to your lord.”

The leader thought about Angel’s suggestion for a moment. “No, we shouldn’t do that. Our lord might be upset that we made one of his acquaintances do our job.”

Angel smiled. “No, I’ll tell him that I was the one who insisted. Let me take her. You can round up more slaves if I take her. This one seems to be giving you trouble anyway.”

“Okay,” the leader said. “I’m Marcus by the way. Tell our lord that Marcus’ gang caught this one. He will handle it from there.”

Angel nodded. “Sure.” 

The three men dragged the slave toward Angel. Since they had no restraints on the slave, Angel took hold of the slave’s hands and put them behind his back, holding him in place.

“I can handle it from here,” Angel said to the three men.

“Let me make sure she doesn’t get away,” the leader said, producing a small piece of rope. 

He then began to bound the slave’s wrists together. When he was done, Angel let go of the slave’s hands. 

“Don’t forget,” the leader said, walking away with the others. “It was Marcus’ gang that captured that one.”

Angel smiled. “I won’t forget.”

Angel watched the three men head down the path he had come from. When they had turned the bend and were out of sight, Angel began to lead the young boy with him onward. 

“Do you mind telling me how they thought you were a girl?” Angel asked the boy.

The boy didn’t answer.

Angel sighed. “I know you’re a boy. Why are you in a dress?” Angel thought about the boy’s situation for a moment. “Do you consider yourself a girl?”

Again, the boy didn’t answer.

Angel walked on for another ten minutes. He sensed out the area. The three men he had passed were now far away from him. Angel stopped on his tracks. Turning the boy to face him now, Angel looked him in the eyes.

“Why don’t you say something?” Angel asked. “I could help you if you tell me what I want to know.”

The boy remained dumb.

Angel began to wonder if the boy could speak. Was he retarded? Did someone dress him up as a girl because of his condition? The boy lowered his gaze. Angel realized there was no expression on the boy’s face. He was beginning to think he wasn’t normal and maybe he was indeed retarded. 

Angel sighed deeply and continued to lead the boy down the path. He still had a long travel before he reached Lord Burik’s castle. As he looked at the sky, he could see that it was late. It would soon be night in an hour’s time. And he figured around this same time tomorrow, he would finally reach Lord Burik’s castle. 

“Can you speak?” Angel asked, becoming restless. 

He thought the boy would at least shake his head if he couldn’t speak, but the boy made no response whatsoever. Angel stopped on his tracks again. Turning the boy around, he untied the rope that bound his hands. When he was done, he threw the piece of rope into the bushes where no passerby would see it. The boy’s hands dropped to his sides.

“You’re free to go,” Angel said, turning the boy around to face him now. “Run off. And try not to get caught again.”

He began to wonder if the boy understood what he had said. The boy looked at Angel, in his eyes, and then he darted off into the woods. Angel shook his head. Looking in the direction the boy had sped off to, Angel wondered if he knew where he was headed. Did he know these woods well? Angel only hoped he would make it back home, wherever his home was, safe and sound. After sighing deeply, he continued on.
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Lord Burik

Angel sat down in the dining hall with Lord Burik. The hall was packed with other guests seated at round tables. There were dancers, singers, and jesters on stage entertaining everyone. The air was lively. Angel smiled, enjoying the ambience of the place. 

“So, how is work on your end, Angel?” Burik asked. 

“Busy as always,” Angel answered. “I can’t believe it’s hard to reach this place. You still make it difficult for people to come visit you, you know that? I had to park my ship so far away. Why is your parking lot so far away from your castle? It’s a day and a half’s journey to reach here.”

Burik laughed. “I have to be careful, Angel. A lot of people want me dead in the universe.”

“And why is that?” Angel asked with a knowing smile.

Burik laughed again. “My business always gets me in trouble. But this is my territory, my rules. I do what I want, when I want, how I want it. No one in the universe should give a damn about what I do here. This doesn’t concern them.”

“True,” Angel said. 

“So, you’re staying tonight, right?” Burik asked. “I have already prepared a room for you.”

Angel smiled. “Sure, I will stay tonight. I was passing by, so I decided to stop by and see how my old friend was doing.”

“I’m good as always,” Burik said.

Just then, some soldiers entered the dining hall with many beautiful women. Angel looked at them momentarily. When his eyes fell on Burik, the man smiled at Angel.

“I have a gift for you,” Burik said.

Angel narrowed his eyes. “Oh?”

The soldiers lined up the women a couple of yards away from Burik’s table. 

Angel waited for Burik to say more.

“You always visit me and leave empty handed,” Burik said. “This time, I wanted to give you something. It’s up to you if you receive my gift or not. I’ve brought these fine women. They are all slave girls. You may choose any one of them. You can spend the night with her, do what you want with her, and you are free to take her tomorrow when you leave. This is my gift to you.”

Angel swallowed a lump that formed in his throat. He couldn’t believe what Burik was suggesting. He didn’t want a slave, but he knew he couldn’t turn down the man’s offer. He smiled weakly at the man, then his eyes turned toward the slave girls. Angel began to wonder who he would pick, but when his eyes fell on the eighth person, he swallowed another lump that formed in his throat. Number eight was the person he had met on the path coming to Lord Burik’s castle. It was the slave that Marcus had given to him. Angel couldn’t believe the boy had gotten captured again.

Angel looked at what the boy was wearing this time. He had cleaned up and was wearing a pink revealing dress. Angel could see he was wearing a white underwear and white bra beneath the dress. The dress was that revealing. His hair was washed and clipped up with flower clips. And his socks and shoes were white. The shoes were flat though. All the women in the lineup were wearing flat white shoes. But their dresses were different.

The boy was looking at Angel, his expression vacant like before. 

Angel, turning back to Burik, said, “I’ll pick the eighth one, the one in pink.”

“Oh?” Burik looked at the eighth person to see who had caught Angel’s attention. He smiled. “Yes, she’s a beauty. She looks quite young though. Do you like the young ones?”

Angel had no idea what to say, so he said nothing.

Burik turned to his soldiers. He gestured for one of them to get close. When the soldier reached Lord Burik’s side, Burik whispered something in the man’s ear and then pointed at the eighth slave. The soldier nodded and walked over to the boy. He brought the slave to Angel then waited for Burik’s command. 

“You can take the rest of them back,” Lord Burik said to the soldier. 

The man nodded, and together with the other soldiers, they took the rest of the slaves away. 

The boy stood next to Angel, his eyes distant and looking elsewhere. Since there were just two chairs by Lord Burik’s table, and they were both occupied, Angel began to wonder where he would put the boy to sit. 

Burik continued talking. “So, as I was saying before. What I do here is no one’s business but my own.”

Angel realized that the boy would have to stand. He momentarily looked at the boy to see his gaze lowered now, and for a moment, Angel actually saw a change of expression. He seemed defeated now. 

When Burik saw Angel looking at the slave, he said, “I hope you enjoy this gift of mine.”

Angel looked at Burik and nodded with a smile. He knew the boy didn’t see the nod or smile. The boy was facing Burik and his gaze still lowered. 

“You know, Angel, I wasn’t sure what your taste was,” Burik said. “But why this one? What stood out with this one?”

Angel thinned his lips. “She’s young.”

Burik laughed. “Oh, so you do like the young ones? They’re feisty, you know?”

“Yes, feisty but reckless,” Angel said. 

Angel noticed the boy had trembled when he had spoken. When he looked at the boy, he could see the pores on the boy’s skin had risen. Was he feeling cold? The air was cold, and since he was wearing revealing clothes, Angel believed he was indeed cold. 

Angel also noticed the boy wasn’t bound and his hands were on his sides. 

Angel reached forward and took the boy’s hand in his and pulled him gently. He thought the boy would object, but he didn’t. When Angel had pulled the boy to his side, he pulled him down to sit on his left leg. The boy sat quietly and stared at his lap. He was behaving rather well. Angel was glad that he wasn’t giving trouble, but seeing that he was allowing this unnerved Angel. It was as if the boy had no hope whatsoever. What would make him feel this way?
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Chapter Three
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Dinner

Dinner was finally served. Angel noticed that the servant had only brought two plates of food and two drinks. They had not served the boy sitting on his lap. When he realized the servants weren’t coming back, and Burik had already started to eat, Angel took up the fork and began to eat too. The boy was sitting quietly and staring aimlessly down at his lap. 

He wanted to ask the boy if he was hungry, but he figured the boy would not say anything or even respond to him that he understood what he was saying. And he was sure Burik knew nothing about the boy. If the boy was indeed retarded, Burik wouldn’t know. Angel was curious for a moment, wondering if Burik knew anything at all about the boy. He wanted to question the man sitting across from him but didn’t.

But then Burik said, “You don’t have to worry about her, if she ate or not. We feed the slaves every day. I’m sure she ate something already. That’s why my servants didn’t bring her anything when they served us.”

Angel nodded. “Okay.”

“I’m not sure what’s her name though,” Burik continued. “I’m sure you’ll ask her later when you retire to your bedroom with her.” Burik flashed Angel a knowing smile. “I never thought you were the one to have relationships though, Angel. I never saw you interested in anyone before.”

“Yes, well, I didn’t want to turn away your gift,” Angel replied. 

“So, you’re really not interested in her then?” Burik asked. Angel said nothing. He was eating. “If you don’t want her, you can return her to me. I won’t get upset if you refuse a gift of mine. It’s a gift I knew you might not want, but I couldn’t help but entertain the idea today to see what you would do. I was sure you would decline when I had asked earlier on.”

Angel swallowed what was in his mouth. “It’s okay. I accept your gift. She seems quiet. And I could use a slave to help me around. I’m sure she’ll come in handy in more ways than one.”

Burik smiled wider. “Yes, that’s what slaves are for. To help you around. I hope she gives you no trouble at all.”

“I doubt... she will,” Angel replied. He so wanted to say “he.” And he was hoping he didn’t slip. “She seems obedient.”

“Yes, it seems so,” Burik agreed. “But we didn’t give her anything. Just know that.”

Angel nodded. He knew they hadn’t given the boy anything. The boy was behaving the same way in the woods when he had stumbled upon him. 

“Do you mind if I retire to my room right after I eat?” Angel asked.

Burik narrowed his eyes at this request. “May I ask why you want to leave so early? Don’t tell me you can’t wait to get in bed with her.”

Angel smiled. “It’s not that. I’m tired. I just want to get an early night’s rest.”

Burik shook his head. “I don’t believe that’s true. You could sleep on your ship. So, what’s really up?”

Angel smiled wider. “Okay, maybe I am curious about her. I want to get in bed with her early.”

When Angel said that, he saw the boy loose hands suddenly gripped the fabric of his dress tightly. Again, this made Angel believe that the boy could understand very clearly what he was saying. He was sure the boy wasn’t retarded.

Burik chuckled on hearing these words from Angel. “Again, you’re surprising me. And it could be because of this slave that you’re interested in. You hide your true colors, Angel.”

“Maybe,” Angel said. “A lot of people hide their true colors.” 

Angel continued to eat his dinner. In less than half an hour, both he and Burik had finished eating their dinner. Angel downed the last of his drink. Standing up, he reached for his bag that he had rested on the table. He swung it over his left shoulder. The boy waited in front of him. Angel rested his right hand on the boy’s shoulder to prevent him from going anywhere. 

“I hate to see you leaving so soon,” Burik said with a frown. “What about tomorrow? You are leaving tomorrow to go on your mission?”

Angel smiled and nodded. “Yes, I should be leaving around eight.”

Burik nodded. “Well, I do bid you a good night. And please do enjoy your time with this slave. If she gives any trouble, feel free to bring her back. I will give you another.”

Angel nodded. “Thanks again.”

Burik nodded. “Any time. Don’t forget, your room is on the second floor, third door on the right. Just use the key card I gave to you, and you’re good to go. If it doesn’t work, it means you’re at the wrong door. So, just try another door until you get it right.”

Angel nodded. “I’m sure I will find it.”

“Okay,” Burik replied.

Angel began to make his way to the staircase on the right end of the dining hall. As he walked, he kept his hand on the boy’s shoulder urging him forward. The boy was walking, his head down as usual. It made Angel wonder why he wasn’t putting up a fight. Why was he being so tame? Did Burik make his men flunk their slaves, so they would behave? Was this boy a slave a long time now? Angel had a lot of questions and was sure the boy wasn’t going to answer any of them.

Angel soon reached his room. When he inserted the card into the panel, the lock opened. The words “UNLOCKED” were written on the panel now.  Angel pushed the door open, then urged the boy to enter first. The boy entered peacefully. Angel entered after and closed the door behind him. He realized then that the door had locked automatically. The words “LOCKED” were now written on the inside panel. Angel knew that he would have to use the key card again to open the door if he wanted to open the door again.
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The Bedroom

When Angel turned around, the boy was standing still and facing the room, just the same as he had left him. He sighed deeply and looked about the bedroom. It was the first time he was staying in one of Burik’s guest rooms. He had no idea what to expect. From where he stood, he began to look around for hidden cameras. Not seeing anything strange, he figured he would have to use the paladin to check what the room had. 

The paladin was a computer device that could check a lot of things. It could detect hidden cameras and computer devices. It could even check the health and status of the boy in the room with him. Angel pushed the key card into his pocket and walked over to the bed, leaving the boy standing by the door. 

He dropped his bag on the bed and opened the larger section of it. Taking out the paladin, he began the search. When the room came up on the small monitor, he could see that there were no hidden cameras or other devices in the room. There were also no abnormalities in the room to indicate that any device from far was monitoring the room. Angel realized then that the room was safe. 

He lifted his face and looked at the boy. “Are you just going to stand there all night?”

The boy kept his head down. He didn’t even acknowledge the fact that Angel had spoken to him.
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