Chapter 56
The Royal Frog is a cozy little shop located in one of the few permanent standing structures that make up the local market plaza. On the surface, it looks like an antiques shop. It's being run by a tattooed naga woman behind the counter whose curvy hips rest atop a bundle of indigo coils. Her body is covered only by a sheer robe, which isn't even fully closed to hide her breasts or belly. Kira can't help but stare at her briefly until Noel elbows Kira to snap her out of it. The two of them begin to browse.

The shop's owner asks, “Looking for anything specific?”

Noel shakes her head. “Nah, just browsing. My friend here is from Earth—wanted to get her a souvenir.” She winds her long anaconda tail through the shelves and clothing racks. “Oooh, this could be useful.” She plucks up a bottle full of liquid to examine. “Or maybe these...” She sets the first back down, then grabs another.

Kira leans closer to Noel. “What are you looking at?”

Noel reveals, “These are body modification potions.” She holds up the first one. “This one changes your size.” She then shows the next one. “This one can actually change your whole body from a naga to something else.” Noel pauses to double-check that bottle's label. “I think it's a centaur potion.” She sets it back down. “Centaurs are so tasty. One of my favorite snacks.”

Kira raises a brow at Noel, then shakes her head, and starts to peruse through various items on her own. She looks to the woman behind the front counter and asks, “What's your name by the way?”

The shopkeeper smiles and replies, “Xena.”

“Do you have any recommendations?”

Xena ponders for a moment before wondering, “Do you have any magic ability of your own?”

To that, Kira shakes her head. “My sister knows some magic, but not me.”

Xena suggests, “Perhaps a gift for your sister, then. We have plenty of spell books for an aspiring young mage.” She gestures to a book shelf close by. “You may find some interest in reading these books as well.”

Kira approaches the book shelf to select one at random, but when she opens it, the writing is in Japanese again. “I don't think my sister can read this.”

Xena holds out her hand. “Let me see?” Kira turns over the book, to which Xena waves a hand over. The open pages begin to flip on their own, rapidly going from one side of the book to the other and back again. When the pages settle down, the words have somehow changed—from Japanese, to English. “Is that better?”

Kira peers into the book. “Oh! Much better.”

Xena slides over a jewelry box from close by. She pops it open to reveal a pair of earrings inside. “These aren't for sale, but you could find a pair like them.”

“What are they?”

“Enchanted earrings that translate all heard languages into something you know.” She gestures to her own ears, which are wearing a similar pair. “That is why I can understand your English. May I recommend visiting a jeweler like Erato?”

Kira double-takes at the name. She swears she had heard it somewhere before. “Who?”

“Erato Ejderha. She is a smith and enchantress who works not only with jewelry, but also weapons.”

Kira wonders, “Will that enchantment give me the power to talk the language as well?”

Xena nods, smiling. “Naturally. The enchantment on the earrings hears the language being spoken, and gives your mind the information needed to respond.”

Kira looks down at the jewelry box again. “So who do these belong to, if they aren't for sale?”

“They're for my husband. He's a bit preoccupied at the moment.”

Kira looks to Xena's indigo coils, almost expecting to spot a bulge, but nothing is there. She assumes the husband to be busy with an actual errand aside from being digested. Though, the line of thought brings Kira to another matter. She asks Xena, “Do you know anything about magic that can bring you back to life after digestion?”

For a moment, Kira worries that Xena might be taken aback by the odd question—but Xena responds without concern, “Of course. Mind you, necromancy is highly illegal, but a certain loophole exists around the laws to let you revive a person so long as their spirit is still present.”

Kira asks, “Like your soul trapped a necklace?” She thinks back to the club, and the pendant that was loaned to her by her coworker Moria.

Xena smiles. “Precisely. I take it you've been exposed to such enchantments?”

“Only once,” Kira says.

“Those necklaces aren't the only way to rescue a soul,” Xena goes on to explain. “They are just one of the few long-term options. Here in my shop, I have reformative potions that can be taken before a person is devoured. The person who takes the potion will be brought back after death, and their body rebuilt in the last bed they slept safely in. Keep in mind, no reforming magic is free. It usually robs the predator of their meal's nutrients to rebuild the body.”

Kira only vaguely recalls her ordeal with Moria, but remembers the presence of the pendant which had apparently preserved Moria's spirit long enough for Victoria to bring her back. She goes on to ask, “So where can I find Erato?”

“I sell a number of teleportation tablets.” Xena opens a drawer behind the counter, and sets one down in front of her. “Simply smash one of these against the ground and you'll be warped to a new location. If you do that, I suggest buying extras for the return trip. Also, do not attempt to use these on Earth. You'll just waste them.”

Kira looks down at the tablet. “How much for these?”

“A teleportation tablet to Coura will cost you about fifty Frenatti.”

“Fre—what?”

Noel wiggles over. “She's talking about the currency used on Peran.” Speaking of, she sets down a few items that she had bought. “We can't afford those right now anyway, but if you want to exchange money, the rate is about $20 per Frenatti right now.”

Kira winces. That adds to $1,000 for a tablet, and just to go the one way. “Yeah, that's a little out of my budget right now.”

Xena puts away the tablets, then. “Is there anything else I can get you?” She rings up Noel's purchases in the mean time, trading them for a number of Frenatti coins.

Kira asks, “You said something about reformative potions?”

Noel says, “Already got us covered on that. I got some from Vicky before we left.”

“I thought those were healing potions.”

“No, the red ones are healing. The blue ones are reformatives. You only drank a red one.”

“Oh.” Kira shrugs. “Well at least I know where I can get more.”

Xena tells them, “I also sell much more than just reformatives.”

Noel nods. “Mhm, that's why we came here.” She begins to gather up what she had purchased, helping to put it all into a cloth bag that looks like the one Sasha was carrying earlier.

Kira realizes, “Did we get one of those anti-digestive oils?”

“Yup,” Noel confirms. “Grabbed a few while you were chatting—among other things. We're pretty much done here.”

Kira grabs Noel before she leaves. “Hold on, can you buy one more thing for me?”

“What's that?”

Kira holds out the spellbook she had been looking at. “This. It's for my sister.”

Noel looks back to Xena, then asks, “How much?”

“Twelve Frenatti,” Xena says.

“Oh, that's not bad for a spellbook.” Noel puts down the extra coins, and tucks the book into her bag with the other items. “That'll be all.”

Xena smiles to the two of them. “Come again soon~”

With those parting words, Noel begins to slither out. Kira wiggles after her and follows her out into the streets again. While outside, Kira asks her, “So what did you buy?”

Noel smirks faintly, but tells Kira, “If I told you, you might ruin the surprise for Maya.”

“Oh god, what are you planning?”

Noel doesn't say anything more on the topic, and slithers ahead of Kira. She instead asks, “What do you want for lunch?”

Kira is about to reply when her eyes catch the view of a large market stall along their path of travel. However, rather than selling any kind of wares, Kira's stomach turns at the sight of several male and female nagas bound by collars around their necks, each of whom are chained to a large concrete anchor under the canvas of the market stall. She asks Noel, “Are those—”

Noel looks over. “If you're about to say slaves, then no.”

“But look at them. They're chained up.”

“It's for their own safety. Trust me.” She changes course toward the alleged slave market. As she comes close, a pair of imposing nagas stand guard with revolvers at their hips. Both of them are male, and both of them watch Kira and Noel as they slither forward. The two men are a whopping eight feet tall. The one to the left has a fiery red set of scales which look firm with muscle, while the one to the right is much more chubby, with a mix of purple and black across his forty foot tail. After identifying both Kira and Noel not to be a threat, they resume their attention upon the crowd.

While Kira and Noel pass the guards, Kira looks back at them and the bound nagas out front who are up on display. However, as she turns her attention forward again, she and Noel have entered a staging area where an ongoing auction is in place. A decent crowd of nagas sit quietly in wait, as well as a handful of taurs who are so plump that they make Torger look scrawny by comparison.

One naga in particular catches Kira's attention. She is a well tanned female naga with red hair, brown scales, and a very athletic build. The woman seems familiar. Kira can't help but wonder, had she met her somewhere? Perhaps she had been at the club, but a name does not come to mind. Kira decides not to say anything, and just observes the well dressed lady from afar. Noel invites Kira to settle at the edge of the crowd, just so that they may watch.

Upon stage is currently a short and chubby naga with a build and coloration that is quite similar to Leyla. She's totally naked, and blushing firmly as she fidgets with the collar around her throat. It's certainly not Leyla, but Kira wonders to herself if Leyla had ever participated in any hardcore slave-play with Val ever since they got together. Up on stage, the chubby naga is joined by a male announcer with brilliantly red an golden scales, dressed in a matching red suit over his torso. He calls out, “Twenty seven years old, desert rattler, limited contract! She cooks, she cleans, she'll even dance for you! Do I hear five hundred Frenatti? Five hundred Frenatti for one year!”

Kira realizes that is roughly the equivalent of $10,000 in US currency, if Noel's statement of the exchange rate is to be believed. However, she wonders, “What does limited contact mean?” to Noel.

Noel goes into detail. “Limited contract means that she's only being hired for certain things. In this case, sounds like house work and dancing on the side. Whoever buys her contract isn't supposed to eat her.” As she says this, there's a few bids for the woman, but the reception is relatively lukewarm. The final price ends up at 750 Frenatti before the woman is sent to her new master—a silver male naga who is accompanied by his pregnant wife, whose tail is a greenish yellow.

The next woman up is a crimson naga as plump as Kira is, except her tits are even heavier. The crimson naga openly sways her chest as she comes on stage, wobbling her melons at the crowd to blatantly show off. The announcer takes over. “Fire naga from East Nisyros! Aspiring sorceress, and talented entertainer! Unlimited contract for one year! Do I hear five thousand Frenatti?”

Despite the sharp increase in price, several of the wealthiest looking nagas in the crowd begin placing their bids. A male shouts out, “Five thousand five hundred!”

“Six thousand!” shouts a woman toward the front.

“Sixty two hundred!” calls one of the taurs among the crowd.

“Sixty five!” yells someone else.

As the bidding war intensifies, Kira looks at Noel. “How much money do these people make? That's like... thirteen thousand dollars!”

Noel smirks. “These are some of the wealthiest people in Nagendra, and auctions like this are held all the time in Nagendra and Akeshlahab. Pretty much everywhere else, it's outlawed. People still think it's like regular slavery when it isn't.”

The crimson naga on stage sways her fat hips, showing off at the crowd, very clearly enjoying herself. Eventually, the bid reaches 8,000 Frenatti, at which point the crowd starts to fall quiet. The announcer asks, “Do I hear eighty-one hundred? Eighty-one hundred! Going once!”

“Eighty-one hundred!” shouts a petite looking male close to Kira. He's only about as big as Maya, but he's dressed like a prince with everything from finery to a silver crown.

“Eighty-one hundred!” the announcer echos. “Do I hear eighty-two? Eighty-two thousand! Going once! Going twice! … Sold! To the young entrepreneur!”

The crimson naga is released off her chains, but the collar is kept on. She eagerly slithers down to greet her new master, whom she promptly scoops up into a smothering hug. She muses at him out loud, close enough for Kira to overhear, “You sure you can handle me~?”

The male wriggles slightly in the bigger naga's grasp, but smiles fondly. “I'm sure. Just don't slosh me, or you'll never get your money... What are you planning to do with it, if I might ask?”

“It's paying for me to attend school in Nisyros,” the crimson naga explains as she sets her master back down. The two chat on the way out of the auditorium, and their words soon fade into silence.

When they leave, Noel tells Kira, “A lot of people sell themselves into bondage to pay for things like education, houses, gambling debts... Some people just do it for fun. I think the crimson gal was having fun with it, really.”

“Hers was an unlimited contract. That means somebody could eat her?”

“Or have sex with her, or do whatever else they want.” Noel shrugs. “It all depends on whoever buys the contract. Someone as plump as that? I'd be smothering them in cream and sending them through my intestines in no time~” She murrs loudly at the thought.

Kira quiets as they observe the remainder of the auction. Females aren't the only ones being sent up, as several males make their pass across the stage as well. Each person who is put up for sale is a different variety of species, age, and size. Kira wonders what it would be like to have a slave—er, servant—of her own. She wouldn't be cruel to them, that much she knows, but the more she considers the relationship between master and slave, the more fantasies come to mind... fantasies of gorging herself with live, wriggling nagas, while a dozen others knead her tail, feed her hungry maw, or pleasure their mistress. On the other hand, Kira also imagines what it could be like for those positions to be reversed, with Kira as the pet, and someone like Noel as master. A blush comes to her cheeks as she keeps these thoughts to herself, quietly imagining herself with each naga that comes onto the stage, and the things she'd do to them—or that they would do to her.
Before Kira even knows it, a half hour had passed. The auction is winding down. The last girl to be sent across the stage is a short, pale, and very young looking deep sea naga. She is the only such species to have been introduced during the event. She stands trembling in front of the crowd, and the person handling her has to give her collar a somewhat harsh yank on the chain to make her climb fully upon the stage. The timid deep sea naga covers up her flat chest and skinny frame. She's not like the others who had gone across the stage so far. She's scrawny, she's thin, she's malnourished, and her body is covered in scars—many of which look like they were either inflicted by teeth, or claws.

The battered young naga shivers while the announcer states, “Age of eighteen and a day,” he starts with. Kira can't believe she's even 18. That must be why the announcer even bothered to mention it. He continues, “Deep sea naga, unlimited contract, 250 Frenatti!”

And yet, the crowd has few takers. The wealthiest nagas had already left with their prizes, but it occurs to Kira as she repeats the announcer's words in her head, did he say only 250 Frenatti?

“Do I hear 250?” he asks again, though he looks disinterested. “Unlimited contract. Ten years.”

Kira can't believe what she's hearing. That can't be right, but she heard him clearly the second time. She mutters to Noel, “That's only like five-thousand dollars... for ten years?”

Noel raises a brow as well. “Yet, no takers. I know she's a little scrawny, but...”

The announcer sighs. “250 Frenatti, ten year unlimited contract!” he repeats. “No? No one? ...” He shakes his head. “Very well. The item is withdrawn from—”

Kira springs up. “I'll take her!” All of a sudden, the crowd turns to look at Kira. She shrinks back slightly, flustering at the dozens of eyes upon her. “Uh... I mean...” Kira clears her throat, trying to act more dignified. She tries to mimic the calls of other bidders she had watched earlier. “Two fifty,” she says, slowly sitting back down.

As she sits, Noel smirks. She mutters quietly, “You know you don't have the cash for that in-hand.”

“I'll get the cash,” Kira huffs. “Can you spot for me? Just for now?”

Noel nods. “I can, but that means you'll be in debt to me.” She grins.

As they discuss, the announcer snaps out of his staring and says, “Two fifty, do I hear two fifty five?” His voice takes on that familiar vigor from earlier. Even the deep sea naga stares out at Kira, just as equally confused and surprised.

Kira groans at Noel, “I'll pay you back. We'll make another visit to Victoria.”

The announcer shouts, “Two fifty five! Two fifty five for the deep sea naga's unlimited ten year contract! Do I hear two fifty five? Going once! … Going twice!”

Noel whispers to Kira, “If you can't pay me back, that means you have to be my indentured servant~” She leans in close to flick her tongue at Kira's cheeks.

“… Sold to the lovely pink naga in the back!”

While the deep sea naga is being brought off stage, Kira swats Noel away. “I have money you dope,” she pouts.

Noel wraps her thick tail around Kira, nibbling on her shoulder. “If you give me an unlimited contract for just a night, I'll pay for her in full~”

Kira squirms softly. “Noeeeelll,” she whines, her cheeks turning red. Though, Kira's heart does flutter at the obvious implication of what Noel is plotting. “I said I'll pay for her.”

The announcer concludes, “That was the last item. Those who have not registered in advance, please speak to Lord Chetan at the Ouroboros Manor in order to pay for your items. Gold, silver, or written check only.”

Noel stands up once the auction is over. She stretches over Kira, somewhat deliberately flaunting her curvy figure over the pink naga. “Mmhrrr, tell you what. I'll loan you the money on one condition.”

Kira huff. “It'd better not involve eating me.”

“It does~”

Kira groans, but she can't say no at this point.

“I'm gonna come to your club this week. When I do, you're gonna dance on stage for me... and then, I'm gonna swallow you in front of the whole crowd.” She flicks her tongue. “Work you into slush beneath those hot stage lights...”

Kira baps Noel on the nose. “If you kill me, it defeats the point of the loan.”

“Oh, you'll come back.”

“Wait what?”

Noel thumps a hand against the side of the bag she had filled with goods earlier. “I bought reformatives, remember? The blue vials?”

“That's what those are? So, what, they bring me back to life?”

Noel nods. “Correct. I plan on sneaking one into a drink for Maya, just to give her a good scare. She's never been fully digested before~” She pauses, realizing she ruined the surprise. “If you tell Maya, I'll turn you into tits for real.”

Kira pouts a bit, but considers the offer. A slight blush comes to her cheeks at the thought of Noel's stomach rippling around her and Maya again. “Ugh, fine, but on two conditions of my own.”

Noel grins now. “Name them.”

“One, don't fuck with me. Be up front about the potion and let me take it myself. I'll play along but don't freak me out like you plan to do with Maya.”

“Fiiiiine.”

“Two,” Kira continues, “We're not doing it in public.”

“Aww, but I wanted to see you shake your stuff on stage!”

“We can still do that, but it'll be a private show,” she explains. “We'll do it this Sat—no.” She was about to say Saturday, but recalled she has that date with Torger. “I mean Sunday.” She can't miss Torger again. “Sunday evening. I work that night.”

“Sunday doesn't work. Maya has work in the morning. How about Friday?”

“Friday is fine.” Kira wiggles in Noel's grasp. “Now can you uncoil me?”

Noel realizes she is still wrapped around Kira's body, and sets her loose. She muses, “I'll go back to Vicky to get some more coin. You go on ahead to Chetan's place. See the town while you're at it.”

Kira holds out a hand. “Can I have one of those reformatives?”

“Why?”

“Because if I get lost or some asshole eats me along the way, I need a backup plan.”

Noel rolls her eyes. “Fine, fine... but that's costing you a thousand extra! Those things aren't cheap!”

“Frenatti or dollars?”

“Dollars,” she clarifies.

Kira rolls her eyes. “You're killing me here, but fine.”

“Nuh-uh,” Noel smartly retorts, “It's a stomach that will kill you—without that reformative.” She grins smugly and pops open the wooden box from earlier. She turns over one of the vials to Kira.

Kira promptly snatches it, and pops the cork. She drinks it down.

Noel blinks. “Already? What, gonna go diving down a gullet right away~?”

Kira explains, “If I get attacked unexpectedly, there's a chance I might not get to drink it in time.”

“Oh, good thinking.”

“I assume they last a while.”

“They do,” Noel confirms. “One vial lasts about twenty four hours. You gotta drink the whole thing for it to work, though.”

Kira examines the vial. “Every last drop?”

“Well, not literally, but yeah.” She nods. “The vials have more than you need, just in case, but if you don't drink enough it stops working.”

Kira licks once over her lips. “Has kind of a weird blueberry aftertaste.” She returns the empty vial. “Anyway, if you don't hear from me, I obviously got eaten. Where would you find me 'reformed'?”

“You'll just wake up in the last place you felt safe enough to rest for an extended time,” Noel explains. “That's usually the last bed you slept a full night in.”

“Understood...” Kira slows her slithering as they exit the auction yard. The guards had departed, and the 'indentured servants' who were in chains out front had all been sold off. “So where am I heading now?”

Noel points Kira in the right direction. “You see that villa in the distance?” It's up on a hillside that overlooks much of the town. “That's Chetan's place; Ouroboros Manor. When you get there, just tell them that your assistant is retrieving your assets. They'll wait.”

“And if you don't make it back?”

Noel snickers. “What, think I'm gonna get slurped up by some street snake?”

“It's a possibility.”

“Well I guess you go into chains yourself~” she giggles.

“You'd better come back!” Kira scolds.

“Relax, I'm kidding.” Noel sticks her tongue out. “If I don't come back by nightfall, just go back to Vicky's place to get home. They'll hold your purchase for up to three days.” With that, Noel splits off from Kira. “Otherwise, I should see you in under an hour!”

“Alright, stay safe...” While Noel leaves, Kira wonders to herself if they will be staying for any sort of a gathering with Chetan, or if they will just collect their purchase and leave. In any case, Kira starts to slither. She has a long way to go without a car to bring her there, but like Noel said, she should see the city for herself. While she's at it, she also browses the market some more on her way out.
