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Chapter 1: Dissonance 
“Holy mother of horse tits, who shoved an icepick in my skull?”
They lay there, disoriented and confused, only vaguely aware that the weak voice might have been their own, as their mind bombarded them with disjointed images. Slowly, agonizingly slowly, those images became less and less disjointed, but not the slightest bit less confusing. All of them were memories, that much was clear despite their pounding head. Yet, there were two sets of memories. One set insisted they were H@!%^ &!@$d, a thirty-four-year-old human woman from Earth. From 21st century Earth. The other set insisted that they were Rylia T’naai, a 97-year-old Asari most recently of Illium. 
The mental dissonance only grew as the pain faded. The human memories were by far the stronger, the more immediate, the more themselves. Yet the body they were slowly becoming more aware of by the moment was very clearly that of Rylia. ‘Feminine’ curves more generous than Ha!%^ &!@rd, blue skin, and the thrum of biotic energy running through their body. Of course, the very fact that they were so aware of that thrum spoke to the human memories. Rylia considered it normal, while her mind now found it out of place.
Resolution of that dissonance came by inches, or perhaps centimeters, since Asari apparently used something closer to that measurement. 
She had no idea how long she’d lain there, nor how she had gotten there. But the end amalgam of Rylia and Haz%^ slowly resolved itself into something workable. Haze^’s basic thought processes came out on top, the logic-driven framework and extreme will that her human life had possessed beating out the greater number of years of an Asari who had largely drifted through life just having fun.
At the same time, Rylia’s memories had won out in piecing together their body’s sensorium and instincts. She’d spend thousands upon thousands of hours in this body, mastering every muscle playing a Bioti-Ball Power Forward for the Armail University team.  Then, just for good measure, thousands more in her job as a stripper on various worlds across Citadel Space. Rylia knew this body, it was hers, and her instincts won out even as the mental half of the equation became more the motivated human and less the lazy, hedonistic and unmotivated stripper who’d apparently taken some very questionable drugs the night before. Purely for the excitement value.
Which wasn’t to say that Rylia T’naai had been stupid. Far from it, in fact. The very fact that she’d graduated from Armail University with an advanced engineering degree before the age of 100 told one exactly how brilliant she’d been. Yet, the fact of the matter was she hadn’t gained that degree from copious amounts of hard work…she’d literally just been born as that much of a latent genius. 
Unfortunately, like many bored geniuses, she’d found the idea of sitting in a lab and dealing with idiotic management who couldn’t find their ass with both hands and an assisting lidar targeting array…less than appealing. She’d put more effort into bioti-ball than her degree anyway, and like all Maidens, wanted to get out and see the galaxy. So she’d fucked off straight from graduation to a strip club audition, and leaned into her considerable athleticism and good looks (even for an Asari!) to get the job.
It was a traditional Asari Maiden profession anyway, so no one had really asked questions.
Heck, even her family hadn’t really minded, given the most common alternative was usually becoming a merc, and mercs died a lot more often than strippers did. Pretty much any Asari who actually reached the Matron stage and did the whole have-a-kid thing was wealthy enough to act as a safety net when their kid hit the Asari version of a rebellious teenager phase. Her own mother was no different, cheerfully helping support Rylia until she’d started making enough money to go it on her own.
It was expected that Maidens would have some wanderlust. Such was considered just a part of how Asari grew up, and was a major contributor to why they’d been the first race to reach the Citadel in the first place. They weren’t driven in the same way Humans could be. But Maiden curiosity was a powerful thing, which had pushed exploration efforts into the stars far more quickly than was typical for most species. Asari were, in truth, almost as well known for exploration as for diplomacy. Maidens could easily compete with humans for the sheer urge to poke things they maybe shouldn’t with a stick. In fact, finding out humans had that same urge had horrified most of Citadel space, as they’d all imagined another entire race with Asari-like poke-it-with-a-stick tendencies.
Thankfully, much to the human’s own considerable bemusement, the rest of the galaxy had eventually come to the conclusion that humans had better impulse control than Asari Madiens. Humans that frequented the wilder areas of the galaxy in general were still getting used to the occasional relieved response of ‘oh, thank god, you’re just a human. I thought from the suit you might be an Asari Maiden.’ Such was the level of reputation for dubiously intelligent actions of the Asari most likely to be found in such places.
Ultimately, Telefia, Rylia’s mother, had been immensely pleased that Rylia had held her own wanderlust and questionable decision making off long enough to finish Uni. The degree would be there when she calmed down from the ‘wild years.’ Asari memories were far better than most species in the first place, and there were literally thousands of schools across Asari space that specialized in ‘refresher courses’ for older Maidens and new Matrons.
Those courses were, themselves, an ancient tradition. Such schools were intended to return any skills that Maidens had lost to their wild years so that they could better contribute to the Asari people once they settled down a bit. Most of them were even free, to some degree, sponsored by various Matriarchs who headhunted those schools for more stable employees.
Absolutely none of that past had given Rylia a particularly strong will. 
Not, at least, compared to a human born into a lower-class family who’d clawed her way up to some measure of actual success. Sure, that success had started as putting herself through college as a hentai artist who eventually ended up working at a game studio doing concept art and story boarding for…female characters with generous figures. Still, she’d been making over 80 grand a year and had a professional name people had started to actually recognize in the industry. For the daughter of a blue-collar factory worker and a line-chef, she’d done fucking amazing for herself.
As such, it wasn’t really a surprise that the final amalgam mind favored the human side heavily, even if it accepted a lot of helpful bits and pieces from the Asari side in order to make something fully functional. With the pounding in her head finally reduced to a dull ache as the dissonance faded, Rylia was almost ready to start properly figuring out what the fuck had happened when a new complication appeared.
**********************
Mental Dissonance Resolved. System initializing. Please Stand By.
Initialization…12%.
**********************
Rylia blinked several times, but the floating box in her vision refused to go away, the ‘initialization’ percentages slowly ticking upward. So, either she was having a very vivid dream or…no, she wasn’t going to go there. The fuckery with having multiple incredibly detailed sets of memory wasn’t something that a dream or hallucination could possibly cover. That meant that, one way or another, a human had somehow been iseakied into an Asari. Which, now that she had her mind sorted out, was very worrying. 
That human had, after all, played the Mass Effect games. Worse, the ‘Rylia’ memories had known about humans, as well as who the current Councilors were. Which meant she knew that she couldn’t be more than a couple of decades prior to the start of those games…and the names of various things matched enough to be worrying. Of course, on the flip side, it was also clear that the Mass Effect games had shrunk the galaxy a lot. There were trillions of Asari, with dozens of major colony worlds and quite a few minor ones as well. Likewise, there were a lot more species involved in Citadel Space than the games had shown. 
Oh, the games had apparently covered all the major species, but there were half a dozen minor ones for every major species. The Asari and Salarians both had their own client species, just like the Turians did. Though the Asari treated theirs quite a bit better than the other two, who tended to exploit them more heavily. Not that the Asari were innocent of that. But when you could afford to wait a few centuries to get any return on investment from a new species, there was no need to be as heavy-handed as the other major races were. Heck, even the Hanar were more abusive with the Drell than Asari were with their own clients. 
Which, honestly, was probably why their client races hadn’t appeared in the games. No one really complains about being taken over and peacefully uplifted by a race of gorgeous sex icons. Doubly so when said icons want to have sex with you, build families, and invest in your culture since it’s the new interesting thing. All of which was fascinating to work through from a new perspective that actually cared to make use of Rylia’s knowledge instead of ignoring it, but was also sort of not relevant to the moment. 
Both humans and Asari had ‘isekai’ stories. Heck, it was even a popular genre among bored Asari maidens who wanted to imagine themselves on cool adventures. Which meant she could certainly grasp the concept of a…what…reincarnation? 
A transmigration of some sort anyway. 
She could even grasp the idea of them having a ‘System.’ She supposed that all there was to do was wait and see what sort of ‘System’ she’d ended up with, while quietly hoping it wasn’t one that wanted her to go out and punch a bitch in the face.
Neither of her lives had been the combative sorts. 
**********************
System Initialization…100%
System Online…
Welcome to the Omniversal Market! Where everything can be had, for the right price!
Good Luck, New User. If this System has found you at all, you and your reality are going to need it…
**********************
Well…that wasn’t fucking ominous at all, right? Of course, assuming that the plot of those games that the dominant half of her had played was accurate at all, she could see what the message meant. It did imply that she wasn’t just meant to fuck around with whatever this system was.
Which, well…what was it, exactly?
Ryila almost jumped as that thought brought up something like a series of help files in her brain. Once her heart started again, after what felt like entirely too long a pause for her wellbeing, she worked her way through what the mental help files could tell her. The Omniversal Market System was, well, just what it said on the tin, so to speak. Apparently, it served its user as an interface through which they could buy and sell almost anything from scrap to…technology from other realities?! 
She spent several long seconds, double checking that she hadn’t misread that section, before mentally willing the interface back into existence. On it, she could see several options.
**********************
Omniversal Market
Purchase: Items, Knowledge, Resources, Help
Sell: Market Sell, Market Auction, Dimensional Barter
Currency: Credits, Karma, Favors
**********************
Rylia quickly lost track of time as she opened each of the menu options in sequence. The Sell options were actually the easiest to understand, when she eventually got to them. She could, apparently, sell anything she had ‘ownership’ over to the market in exchange for credits. According to the help files, ‘ownership’ was a very loose term, and didn’t care anything about legality. It just had to be hers in some fashion. Very much a ‘possession is nine tenths of the law’ sort of understanding of the concept of ownership.
 Auctions were apparently only for rare items and could net more than just currency for the seller. Unique, highly customized prototypes, items with conceptual weight, rare collectables, or even original items made entirely by the System user might be things you could auction, instead of just selling to the Market System itself.
In turn, if you found something rare enough for other users of the System to bid on, you might well earn a ‘favor’ currency from someone powerful enough to pay in something custom. Other users who might have already taken the effort to combine a dozen techbases into one powerful item were just one example. Asking them for a bespoke solution to a problem was one thing a ‘favor’ was good for.  It also worked the other way, being able to offer up bespoke solutions for a rare item on auction.
The last ‘Sell’ option, Dimensional Barter, could allow you to trade things straight across with other users, skipping any exchange fees from the System. Want a specific technology from Star Trek? Well, a user in such a universe might just be willing to trade tricorder technology for high-end omni-tool schematics. Of course, that was much too low end of an example, from what she could see. It was too easy to just buy either a tricorder or omni-tool from the store, even if the tech level of your current reality did seem to affect prices. The vast majority of the Dimensional Barter trades seemed to be for much larger ticket or rarer items. As in, the smaller ones were talking about trading entire starships from different realities. There were some exceptions for mixed-tech items, but she didn’t spend too much time looking through specifics, with the rest of the System to explore.
Of course, all of the Sell options paled in comparison in complexity to the ‘Buy’ options. Rylia lost most of her time on those menus or, more accurately, the massive series of Sub Menus involved. The sub menus started out, by default, by showing Mass Effect technology. Since even a small glance around her room earlier had showed her she was in Rylia’s apartment on Illium, this made complete sense. The default menu was for locally available technology.
Even that default menu was also, however, comprehensive. Dozens of sub menu options allowed her to see everything from omni-tools and biotic amps to guns, then straight on to starships and more. Notably, a few things Rylia had done searches for were cheaper than her memories said they should be. By a varying amount that she strongly suspected was the retailer markup in each case. She could get name brand clothing for a fraction of its normal cost, for example. Though, in that specific example, with the brands that were best known for quality there was still a significant difference between them and lesser competitors. Likely a result of superior materials or manufacturing methods that upped the base cost of the item.
Of course, the default menu was only the tip of the iceberg.
A dropdown menu allowed her to select other realities’  technology. It was, sadly, technology only, with no sign of magic on offer. A few looked a bit like magitech, in the same way that Biotics were borderline magic, but there was nothing that screamed ‘enchantments and spells.’ Yet, even with that caveat, there were hundreds of realities listed. Some of which she recognized, some of which she didn’t, and some of which she immediately wanted to delete before their connection to her System caused Eldrich Horrors to leap out at her.
Admittedly, that last one was mostly because Warhammer 40k was on the list, but she felt justified in her instinctive reaction of ‘NOPE’ upon seeing that one.
Also of note was something that took her a bit of time to sort out. Apparently, the farther away from her local tech base something was, the more drastic the price differed from the things she could buy from her own reality. Quick checks of something like transporters or replicators from Star Trek showed they were expensive. To the point she could buy a ship, a fairly large one at that, from her own reality for the same cost. It did work the other way, too, though. Some items could be cheaper, even if they were useful, just because they were from a lower-level tech base. Sometimes, this produced weird interactions that she took note of as potentially useful to exploit. 
Fallout tech, for example, was cheaper due to its crudity, but not always truly cheap if there wasn’t a local equivalent. The Institute’s teleportation tech was cheaper than Star Trek’s transporters, but still far more expensive than most of the other tech from the Fallout-verse. Meanwhile, Synths weren’t actually that pricey, presumably because Mass Effect had both advanced AI and the ability to create pretty convincing robots. As seen by Cerberus’s creation of the Eva Coré android, which could fake being human well enough to infiltrate the highly-secured Mars Archives. In fact, though it was expensive, a quick check showed that such androids were available from her ‘default’ store. They were marked as ‘future’ tech, implying they didn’t exist yet, which in turn likely explained the expense. But she could get them.
As a whole, this meant that some careful selections could allow her to achieve effects like teleportation more cheaply than normal, or acquire improvements from one tech base to apply to her own without too much cost. She would just have to look for more advanced tech exceptions in lower tech bases, or find tech that had crossover with the Mass Effect tech base. 
Back on point, the options available weren’t just for finished pieces of tech or some of each reality’s set of bullshit materials. The ‘Knowledge’ category was, in some ways, even more interesting than the individual items that could be bought. It could provide complete understanding, at least as complete as the universe you were getting it from had knowledge on a subject, of whatever you purchased the knowledge of. It didn’t seem to download straight to your brain, but she quickly identified several different realities with tech that could help with ‘flash learning.’ Though she imagined all would have some level of drawback.
The ‘Help’ category, for it was a category, was a bit more disturbing, given that it offered people for sale. Thankfully, a bit of investigation turned up why every single option was currently greyed out for her. Apparently, ‘Help’ could only be purchased with Karma points, earned for doing objectively good things. 
A bit more digging when she found an actual help document for the Help category farther explained that the individuals listed were not slaves. They were people who had, by various means, made deals with the System in some fashion. Said System claimed it would only match you with ‘compatible individuals,’ but farther went on to explain that such matching was almost the only advantage you would have with them. They couldn’t betray you and were required to serve you to the terms of their contract for a specified period. But once that period was over, they were free to do what they wanted otherwise. It was up to you to convince them to work with you rather than fucking off and doing their own thing after the contract period was up.
The part of her that was still human was a little dubious. The part of her that was Asari, on the other hand, didn’t have any issue with it. Apparently, indenture contracts weren’t unique to Illium. Illium had the most shady laws regarding them, without the numerous protections built into the laws of proper colonies, but more honest versions of the practice were apparently quite common throughout Asari space. Given how long-lived Asari were, it actually sort of made sense, too. 
Normal indenture contracts, on a proper Asari colony, had specific term limits and extensive protections that made it more like a particularly binding employment agreement than slavery. The differences served two genuinely useful purposes. The first, most obvious purpose, was to provide upward class mobility. Even an Asari with nothing but who had dreams of say, starting a business, could sign herself into indenture for a set number of years in order to see a potentially very hefty payout at the end. An aspect of the system allowing them to gain capital for their own ventures as a result. Something which, in a species that could live for a thousand years or more, was a completely sane choice. What was a decade or two of service for enough money to start your dream business at the end?
The other purpose, which explained a lot about what the other side got out of it, was that it provided a way for Matrons and Matriarchs to get potentially flighty maidens to actually stick around. If a research project or political movement was projected to take fifty years to really gain traction? That wasn’t the non-starter for a 500-year-old Asari that it would be for a fifty-year-old human. Yet, getting the minion-level help to make it all work to stick around for even half that duration might be hard. So, instead of constantly replacing the pool of Maidens who made up your minion-level employees? Simply buy a few dozen promising indenture contracts and it would work out fairly well for everyone involved.
It was a system that wouldn’t work nearly as well for a species where ten or twenty years was a major chunk of their lifespan. For the Asari, though, where that was two percent or less of their life expectancy if that didn’t die from accident or violence? For them, it was an entirely sane system. Which left Rylia feeling oddly okay with the ‘Help’ section of the System, at least once she thought it through all the way.
Eventually, after what she was fairly certain had been several hours lost to her exploration of menus and options, Rylia managed to tear her attention away from the System. Partially because her body was informing her in no uncertain terms it had needs, and partially because she kinda had some more immediate problems even beyond those basic needs. First, she needed to use the Asari version of the bathroom before she burst. Which might prove a slightly interesting experience in and of itself given that she was mentally more human than Asari now and there were a number of interesting anatomical differences…
… … …
Thankfully, her memories of ‘Rylia’ thoroughly exploring her own body over the years had kept the temptation to do some new exploring to a minimum. Which wasn’t to say she hadn’t indulged a little when she took a shower. Rylia had a high sex drive even for a Maiden, and her previously human mind had been that of a curious pervert who still drew hentai on the side. All of which had certainly made the temptation of a little masturbation in the shower hard to resist. There were some fascinating things about Asari biology that were…
No. Not the time. Focus!
With certain hygiene needs taken care of, and a surprisingly good frozen meal put through a fancy sci-fi version of a microwave, Ryila felt almost hum-…er…Asari again? Which meant that it was time to attempt to take stock of just how utterly fucked she and the galaxy were. First, where was she in the timeline and what did she have to work with? Well, the latter was actually easier to sort first, given that she still had all of Rylia’s memories. 
Thankfully, the answer was mostly positive, too.
In the immediate term, Rylia hadn’t been stupid enough to take a random new drug when she had work the next day. In fact, after quickly checking the date, it proved that she still had another 36 hours before her next shift. She had a few other things to do in that time, but Ryila had planned for the entirety of today to be free in case of a bad trip. Ending up mostly subsumed by an invading consciousness from another reality probably counted as a bad trip, come to think of it. Of course, since it was more of a merger rather than a take over, ‘subsumed’ wasn’t quite the right word. 
Regardless, she had time to get her thoughts in order, which is what mattered right now.
In the longer term, or at least medium term, Ryila was actually pretty well off. That wasn’t the norm for Asari dancers, not unless they worked at some seriously high-end club somewhere…or provided more ‘services’ than just dancing. Even then, well, there were a lot of Asari out there in the galaxy, the majority of them at any one time being Maidens. ‘Curiosity killed the Maiden’ was a far more common phrase than ‘curiosity killed the cat,’ in Citadel Space, for a good reason. Something that resulted in a much smaller number of Asari actually living to the Matron stage than you might expect with another species. 
Given that sheer number of Maidens at any one time and how common being a stripper was as a choice, it wasn’t normally super high-paying work. Ryila was gorgeous even by Asari standards, and seriously fit from all the Bioti-ball. Yet, that wouldn’t have been enough for more than a middling level of pay all on its own.
There were, however, benefits to the fact that Ryila had been a genius, even if a lazy one.
Specifically, Ryila had identified an opportunity in the, at the time, barely known humanity. She’d started her stripping career just three years after humanity’s little scuffle with the Turians, and like every Asari Maiden, had been super interested in humans. Maidens almost always went hard with new races, seeing them as the most interesting new thing when they showed up, and the Matriarchs outright encouraged it. After all, how better to suck a new race into political bed with you than to sic your horny teenager equivalents loose on them to have fun?
Humans had been even more susceptible to that, given how close in appearance they were to Asari, but there had been a bit of a catch. Specifically, that the humans barely had a united government at the time, and they were initially all sorts of paranoid about allowing aliens into human space. Stupid Turians screwed that up for everyone! Well, Rylia hadn’t given up entirely, and had spotted a trend in the human ‘net that she could take advantage of. Apparently, humans loved to consume content by ‘streamers,’ and the sexier and more exotic those streamers were, the better!
Rylia had lept in with both feet. Both feet, a fantastic pair of tits, an exotically alien pussy, and absolutely none of the silly nudity taboos humans and other species had. 
It surprised the human woman now shoved into Rylia’s mind as the primary pilot not one single bit that a lot of humans had instantly simped hard. Sexy, exotic, alien who was an expert at teasing people for profit? Yep, that checked a bunch of boxes alright. Better for Rylia, as one of the first Asari to realize there was a market for it, she had gotten in early and built several million followers. Close to fifty million at this point, actually.
In truth, she now made the vast majority of her money from those followers, but Asari were social creatures even more than humans were. Which was the sole reason that Ryila had kept jumping from world to world, getting part time gigs for a year or two with various strip clubs. The fact that any club she joined would instantly get a trickle of her richer followers showing up to watch made it an easy sell to get herself hired. Clubs that had humans were still a hot commodity, even ten years on from them first popping up. Doubly so anywhere near Asari space. A stripper that would virtually guarantee you pulled in some humans? A hotter commodity still. 
Heck, despite not strictly speaking, being a porn star? Rylia had featured in the very first issue of Fornax earlier this year. Something the original Rylia hadn’t thought much of, but her new memories form Hazel told her in no uncertain terms that Fornax would end up becoming a pretty major porn producer in Council space. One of the only Human companies that actually managed to edge into that usually Asari-dominated industry. 
All in all, it meant that Rylia was actually pretty damn well off for a stripper. 
It also, sort of, told her where she was in the Timeline. Her human self hadn’t exactly been an expert on the Mass Effect timeline, even if she could be sure it would be the same. Which wasn’t certain at all, given how much different the galaxy was in Rylia’s memories, compared to the limited scale of the games. That said, she had a hazy idea that the first game had occurred sometime in the 2180s, by the human calendar. A quick check on her omni-tool showed it was currently late 2167CE. So, assuming the Reapers were actually a thing, and the timeline wasn’t too different? That meant she should have a minimum of 13 years to work with. Hopefully more. 
Not a lot of time. But with the Omniversal Markeplace? She’d make do…

Chapter 2: Landing on Your Feet
Rylia hadn’t needed to go far to begin testing out the Omniversal Marketplace. It had been a bit disappointing to discover that you couldn’t transfer regular currency directly into the system. Yet, despite that, the work around was fairly simple. Despite expensive tastes, Rylia was thankfully pretty well off. Which meant that simply visiting a pair of pawnshops and haggling lightly for used items that the Omniversal Marketplace overlay showed had a decent value had provided a quick-and-dirty set of items to sell to the Market. Not exactly trusting Illium’s cameras not to catch something weird happening and report it to people, she hauled everything she’d purchased from the shops back to her apartment. 
There, she started feeding the various omni-tools, guns, and bits of tech junk into the System. It was a bit weird to watch it just sort of distort and vanish into space as she sold things, but it was pleasing to see the basic currency counter tick upward with each item she sold to the Marketplace. Finally, when she’d sold the last item, she had just over 9,000 System Credits to play with. She’d spent close to 12,000 at the pawnshops, so she hadn’t exactly managed a one-to-one conversion, but she could afford the loss for now. She’d need a better method in the long run, but this would do for basic experimenting.
Of course, even with the minimal planning she’d been half-assing in the back of her brain, she already had a shopping list of things she wanted. Unfortunately, most of the ‘critical’ stuff was way out of her price-range just from her little bit of pawn shopping. Still, there were a couple of things on the list that were well within her new budget. First was correcting a minor bit of arrogance from Rylia’s original self. The girl had been confident enough in her biotics that she hadn’t bothered with any sort of weapons or defenses. She actually did have basic, if rusty, self-defense training. Something virtually all maidens got as a matter of course. But she hadn’t kept a personal weapon or continued the exercises. 
In truth, as evidenced by the fact she was still alive, that wasn’t as stupid as it might sound. Rylia had stuck to the rich parts of Illium, and Asari weren’t the favored target for the likes of minor criminals specifically because you could never be sure which ones might blow you into tiny chunks of meat with their mind. Pickpockets and the like tended to avoid Asari as a result, even if darker elements sometimes specifically targeted them for other reasons. Still, with a new and more jaded mind running the show, she wasn’t nearly so blasé even in the safer sections of the city.
Which made her first purchase a completely in-universe kinetic barrier generator. The sort that could be worn under clothes, but a high-end model that might be worn by a well-to-do businesswoman. Even without any sort of markup, it drained three thousand System Credits. On the flip side, it would eat multiple shots from anything short of a military-grade sniper rifle. Rylia’s tentative plans did not involve going out and punching Reapers, thanks. But not having at least basic protection was stupid.
Which, of course, is why her first out of universe purchase was a gun. Specifically, a hold-out blaster from Star Wars. Small, compact, on the cheaper side. But it came with both a handy stun function and the plasma shots if fired in lethal mode would be only minimally impeded by kinetic barriers. It cost nearly as much as the kinetic barrier had, sadly, due to there being nothing like it in the Mass Effect universe. Thankfully, the markup for that wasn’t too steep in this case, as there were somewhat similar technologies. Geth weapons used plasma, for example. Though the stun function…there was no equivalent. Which is probably where most of the price hike had come from.
Ryila instantly felt better with both of the new purchases on hand. Sure, actually having to USE the weapon would be a Bad Thing, since its unusual nature would draw attention she didn’t want. But better to have it and not need it than to die early, when she was vulnerable, because she hadn’t taken basic precautions. Hmmm…actually. Yep! A quick look through the universal options produced the Men in Black setting and the Neuralyzer. Surprisingly, it wasn’t that expensive. Possibly because Reaper tech in-universe could most likely do the same thing? Whatever the reason, it only ate up another thousand credits and would help prevent secrets getting out if she got surprised.
Having also confirmed she wasn’t crazy and the System worked with those purchases, Ryila set all three purchases on her desk and sat at the sinfully comfortable chair she’d acquired several worlds ago and insisted on dragging along. Rightfully, the Hazel part of her now insisted. The thing was amazingly comfortable without making you want to fall asleep. A neat balancing act and she wished she’d had something like it in her old life…
Right. 
On to practical planning.
With a bit of immediate security, it was time to think longer-term so she could create short and medium-term goals to get herself there. Sure, teenage humans and Asari Maidens alike mocked their own equivalents of the high-school counselors and motivational speakers ‘5-year-plan.’ Or, well, 50-year plan in the Asari case. The older you got, though, the more you realized they really had been trying to impart an important lesson. Not necessarily in the need for a specific plan, but in the methods that worked to work towards one practically. 
Picture the end result, then break it down into chunks. Both because it helped order things, and because some of the ideas would fall flat. Bad luck, poor timing, insufficient knowledge, inadequate planning steps, something would go wrong with at least a few steps of any long-term plan. Murphy could be counter on to see to that. Yet, if the big goal was chunked up into smaller ones, any one piece of the plan going pear shaped was less likely to sink the whole ship, as it were. 
Slowly, feeling her way through her situation, she began trying to pull the partial ideas floating around in her head into an actual plan, or at least the start of one. 
First thing was first, discard the game bullshit as much as possible without losing the advantages limited foreknowledge could bring. The likelihood of a single ground-pounder somehow shifting the fate of the galaxy by shooting things in the face was so laughable as to not be worth considering. At best, Shepard might become an influential focal point, but counting on him or her to be a full solution was insane. Doubly so since there was zero way to confirm that the McGuffin that was the ‘Catalyst’ was a thing, or that it would work if it was. The Reapers had known the thing existed, after all. She was also pretty sure she remembered hearing that it had been a last-minute rewrite anyway, due to spite about leaks? She had no idea if that was true but, either way, it was better to assume the McGuffin was a dead end.
That left just two real options, and sanity said pursuing both was the right choice. 
Option 1 was to find a more traditional path to victory. She was not the right person to run up and punch a Rogue Spectre or Reaper in the face. But, thankfully, her System wasn’t geared for that anyway. Only the most utterly unimaginative would use the Omniversal Marketplace in that fashion. No, it was geared towards upgrading a tech base into something that could fight back.
The Reapers had intentionally guided the tech development of every race for eons, so using the Market to break that part of the cycle was an obvious piece of the larger solution. Energy weapons that could bypass kinetic barriers, better FTL technologies to reduce reliance on the Relays, better ground weapons to deal with the hordes…and something that could block, or at least detect, indoctrination. All of those would help bring the puny mortals up to snuff, capable of properly fighting back. 
Put in simpler words, don’t play with the enemy’s deck. 
That was just common sense, as you could always count on any competent enemy to cheat. No, take apart the deck entirely and restack it in the defenders’ favor, to help make up for the numbers disadvantage. Better yet, find a way to start an arms race to force all the species out there to start building like mad, too. That way the numbers weren’t as lopsided when the fecal matter hit the rotary air impeller.
Option 2, of course, was the backup plan. Survive. Hide well enough and in sufficient numbers that the Reapers can’t complete the Cycle properly and never even realize they failed. Don’t come back for a couple of thousand years, then build up over a complete 50,000 year Cycle to bitch slap them in Dark Space before they wake up. Less resource intensive, more plausible to pull off in a decade to decade and a half. But trillions die. Not ideal, but stupid not to make sure it’s taken care of in case Plan A doesn’t work. If the DLC was accurate, the Protheans almost made it work even after being put on the defensive for centuries. Forewarned and with non-Relay FTL available, it shouldn’t be too hard to set a viable Plan B like that up.
Right. Now, how did she get from current assets to either of those options.
Drumming her fingers on her chair arms, Ryila sank deeper into its comfy embraced as she pondered the issue. Money was obviously the first hurdle, no matter how you looked at it. No, not money. Resources. Money would help with the buildup, but raw material resources could be fed into the Market to help the process along, to speed things up and buy advantages. Rylia had money, but she wasn’t filthy rich. Frowning, she opened her banking and investment apps on her omni and assessed what was available. 
She had the better part of a million credits in liquid assets. Not nearly as much as she would have had if her previous self hadn’t been nearly as good at wasting money as making it. Still, it was a solid amount, particularly as there was nearly twenty million more tied up in investments. Rylia hadn’t been stupid, and she had made sure to set her future self up for success when she got bored of the stripping thing. Of course, she’d take some level of losses if she withdrew some of those investments early, but it was there to use if she needed it.
She also had an engineering degree, a proven level of genius, and a job that had such flexible hours that no one would look too hard if she produced a few designs that she’d been ‘working on as a hobby.’ Biting her lip, she forced herself to wrench her mind away from military development. That would need to happen. The moment she got into that game she’d be a massive target, though. She needed security and influence before reaching that point. Preferably complete with some ‘Help’ acquired from the Market and thus outside the existing galactic systems of loyalty.
She needed civilian products with a huge market potential. She could find things like that in the Marketplace easily enough, though. So that would be the tentative ‘Phase 1.’ Get rich, buy, barter, or steal the assets to feed into the Market so she could get what she needed out of it. Acquire experts and personal security to keep the sharks at bay. Then…what? Sell military hardware? 
The Humans were frantically trying to catch up to the other militaries and would jump at some of the things she was thinking of. Given that part of her had been human, she was still a little fond of the pyscho space-orcs anyway. So giving them a bit of an edge would make her feel better. Not to mention possibly position her to do something about Cerberus early on…but…no. It would almost certainly be too slow, too likely to end up with her dead at the hands of a Spectre for disrupting the status quo. Not to mention that the humans just didn’t have enough modern manufacturing capacity yet to make the difference. In another ten years, after a massive and concentrated effort, they’d be a semi-major player. Fast enough to startle the hell out of the existing players on the galactic stage, yes. But right now, they weren’t there yet.
Staring at a map of the galaxy, considering her options, her eyes drifted to the Terminus that was so nearby to Illium. A slow smile spread on her face, just a little evil looking if someone had been there to see it. Perhaps, what the doctor ordered, was a little bit of competition. After all, nothing could inspire hidebound institutions to build up faster than to suddenly discover someone else had better guns. Why, they’d even pay massive bribes to whoever could get them copies of those better guns to make for themselves! Yes, it was time to trick, scam, and manipulate the entire galaxy in order to save it! Skills she’d had in both lives!
It sounded to her like a much more reliable method than trying to punch a Reaper in the face. Of course, first she needed to practice her strip routine and make an appearance for her adoring streamer fans. No reason she shouldn’t try to wring more money out of her adoring simps, and finishing her current stripper job out through the end of the month would look less suspicious than suddenly dropping everything. 
That, plus the human part of her thought it sounded sort of fun, even if the original Ryila had been getting bored of the repetition…

Chapter 3: Selling Sex Toys for Fun and Profit
It surprised Ryila not one bit that the Asari had a thriving sex toy market. That, in fact, they were by far the most prolific current manufacturers of such. Her human self had idly wondered, before her transmigration, just how much of Asari sex was actually physical. After all, they did that whole ‘Embrace Eternity’ thing, right? So was sex for Asari more mental than physical? Thankfully, given that she wasn’t going to be letting anyone meld with her anytime soon with the System in her head, the Rylia part of her had been intimately familiar with the answer.
Sex for Asari was absolutely still physical.
In fact, despite the way that it had been presented in the Mass Effect games, melding wasn’t a casual thing. Not melds that went deep enough to matter for sex, at least. Asari treated melding a lot like most of the more prudish races did sex. It was something for romantic partners to share, at least when you went deep enough for pleasure to be involved, and even then it only amplified the experience by doubling through shared pleasure. It enhanced sex by causing both partners to get double the pleasure. In fact, one of the many reasons that Asari liked partnering with other races over their own, was that they got to experience new and interesting sorts of pleasure from alien partners with alien anatomy. 
There were other types of melds, of course. The type of meld Liara had almost immediately offered to attempt with Shepard was a much shallower informational meld. Asari were effectively touch-telepaths, who could share experiences much faster and with far more context via an informational meld. Coworkers might well use that type of meld to help communicate technical details swiftly and clearly. Family and friends could be expected to use a slightly deeper meld that carried emotional context with the information, allowing clearer and cleaner emotional connections that explained why Asari were such social creatures as a whole. A meld deep enough to share full experiences and physical stimuli? Only very close friends or lovers were generally allowed to dive so deep. 
There were, of course, exceptions. Medical professionals might need to meld for an easier diagnosis. Being able to experience your patients symptoms was a hell of a shortcut, after all. But that was the equivalent for stripping for a doctor to do a medical exam. Likewise, being a Consort was an actual full-blown profession that were closer to mental-health professionals that whores. Yes, sex could be involved with them, but it more often wasn’t. Misunderstandings there from other species came from the fact that it was more common for those other species to have serious mental-health hangups regarding sex. 
Maybe only one in two hundred Asari who visited a Consort would have sex with them. Whereas one in twenty Turians might. That was because their fucked-up, military-focused society led to fantastic amounts of sexual health hangups and teaching them ‘a better way’ could help with those hangups. Well, a ‘better way’ by Asari views. With two perspectives to view it from, Rylia could say with certainty that the Asari were probably a bit too quick to jump to that as a diagnosis and solution. Which, of course, only helped spread the reputation.
 Either way, it resulted in general misconceptions about the profession, and the romance vids out there didn’t help by depicting melding as part of romance. Asari understood the subcontext. Other races really didn’t get it, and the fact that they didn’t was so alien to Asari in general that it was hard for them to verbalize a correction. Particularly when they didn’t really see the reputation as a bad thing, due to their own open views on sex.
Wrestling back to the main point after drifting rather far from it though…Asari sex wasn’t just ‘still physical.’ It was, in fact, mostly physical, just like the vast majority of other races that developed to take pleasure from sex. As a result, it wasn’t surprising that the race most known for casual attitudes towards sex dominated the porn industry and produced a large range of sex-toys and related paraphernalia. 
What had surprised Rylia, or the human Hazel who now resided in Rylia’s brain and life, was how fucking unimaginative the Asari were with the designs of said toys. For all their curiosity made them fantastic explorers, Asari were, in fact, actually sort of bad at being creative. Art was something of an exception there, but even that was the realm of a small minority of Asari who happen to be pushed upward rather strongly in status by the very trait that made them good at it. Asari society and culture as a whole pushed for innovation, but a very small subset of the population were properly good at it. 
Worse, in a way, the vast majority that were tended to be snapped up for critical Research and Development. While those that remained tended to be buoyed upward by their society, becoming famous artists, writers, poets, and so on. 
The whole thing was, again, an artifact of their age and maturation cycle. Maidens were the only ones who really had the mindset to innovate, and they were too restless and full of wanderlust to actually sit down and do the innovation. Most older Asari, in turn, lost the mindset for it by the time they settled down into jobs where it would be useful. It had, in fact, Rylia could now realize from an outside viewpoint, been why the Asari had latched onto the Salarians when they first met.
The Salarians were their opposites in this regard, short-lived and incredibly good at creative innovation. Something Asari culture held in such high regard that it had pushed through an alliance that shouldn’t really have happened. Salarian society and culture made entirely too many of them walking war crimes, which should have put the largely peaceful Asari off. But it hadn’t, because of the collective species-wide high of running into a species chock full innovators. 
In the end, the temptation to ignore the ugly bits in order to benefit from the windfall in innovation had been too great. Doubly so when they (somewhat correctly) didn’t view the Salarians as much of a threat to them. The Salarians were too short lived and too few in number in comparison to the Asari at the time to be an actual, credible threat. Honestly, even thousands of years later, they were still barely a credible threat, which is why the initial alliance had lasted so long.
The reason for that lack of threat was two-fold. First, Asari longevity was the product of cellular regeneration that made even the most virulent of plagues nearly worthless against their biology. Asari didn’t really get sick the same way other species did. To the point that Rylia, after considering it carefully, had actually come to the conclusion that the lack of Asari husks in the Mass Effect games was probably legitimate, rather than an oversight or design limitation. 
Be it by nature or something the Protheans had done, Asari would be incredibly resistant to even a Reaper-created form of nanite or pathogen. With that avenue pretty much a non-starter, there weren’t really any super weapons that could deal with the massive and dispersed population of the Asari species. Only the Krogan and Rachni, who could both compete with the Asari numbers game, had ever truly managed to threaten Asari dominance. With those numbers, of course, being the secondary reason the Salarians just…couldn’t really properly threaten their oldest allies. Something which was probably the only reason said Salarians hadn’t genocided more species, really.
Wrestling back to the main point, again. An Asari who was both creative enough to innovate and interested in making sex toys instead of the giant spaceships or amazing artworks that would see them catapulted to the top of Asari society? Yeah, that combination was so rare that it basically didn’t exist. The majority of really interesting toys were actually thought up by other species and than refined and mass produced by the Asari.
Which, as it happened, was doubly problematic. Few of the other species out there had similar enough anatomy to create the right things, unless they were specifically making them for Asari. Salarians didn’t really have a sex drive at all. Turians did and were technically compatible on a physical level but were easily the most prudish species in Citadel Space. Batarians were sadomasochistic psychopaths who brought pain and torture into sex as a matter of cultural norms. Quarians had been fantastic at making sex toys that were Asari compatible. They’d been one of the Asari’s favorite species as a result…right up until the whole Geth thing and Quarian tech had been thrown out en masse for fear of Geth infection.
There was a actually a dedicated day of lament for the loss of all the cool sex toys. Ironically, there wasn’t one for the Quarians, since the Asari actually did remember that their war had been a civil war. As far as the Asari were concerned, the remaining Quarians had sort of brought their situation on themselves, since they were the remnants of the side that started the shooting. Not the ones that had tried to defend the, until the shooting started, incredibly harmless Geth.
Yeah, the Asari might actually have a point in mourning the amazing sex toys they’d had to throw out more than the survivors’ situation. Even if Hazel’s perspective meant she realized, where most Asari didn’t fully process it, that the current Quarians weren’t really the same group any longer. What with all of the originals being long dead by now. Rylia remembered her mother tearing up on the Day of Mourning when she’d recalled having to throw her favorite toys in an industrial furnace, along with a long-line of other mourning Asari clutching their own favorites.
Hazel got it. She’d have hated to give up her own favorites for the greater good. Even if she might not have teared up over ‘sacrificing’ them…
There was a bright spot on the horizon, as Humans were just as compatible as Quarians had been. Possibly even a bit more so. Yet they hadn’t been around long enough to realize the niche they could make a killing on. More accurately, they probably had, certainly some of her simps likely had ideas. But the Systems Alliance was trying so hard to make a good impression that they’d likely quietly shot ‘sex industry takeover of Asari domestic sex toy production’ in the back of the head whenever it came up as a possibility. Stupid of them, since the Asari would have loved them for it. But the Hazel part of her understood the SA having failed to grasp that fact properly.
All of which, taken together, was fucking fantastic for Rylia.
A perfect storm, even.
After all, she was a reasonably wealthy Asari who had enough money to get things into at least limited mass production. Better, she was a stripper/sex worker whom it wouldn’t look at all odd if she came up with ideas for sex toys. Best yet, she had a millions strong audience of simps that would cheerfully make the galaxy aware of her new products! All while having a System which meant she could just buy designs for extremely fun looking sex toys from other realities, so she didn’t have to make them from scratch. Even if she’d likely have to do some level of adaptation for the local tech base.
Heck, the fact that she showed ‘innovation’ as an Asari would even open doors for her when she started wanting to sell other stuff. Her species had zero negative connotations related to sex and sex products. So, to her fellow Asari, it would just be a sign she was one of those rare few prized members of their species with a mind for innovation at an age where she was still motivated to do something with those ideas.
Now, she just needed to pick out which sex toy(s) from which reality she wanted to show off on a ‘special stream.’ Oh, and she also had to practice her strip routine for tomorrow’s shift. Just to make sure she hadn’t lost her touch with Hazel being the more dominant mind behind the body now…
… … …
Rylia was extremely glad that the part of her that had been Rylia from the start had known her usual routines so deeply that they were pure muscle memory. Her initial attempts at practicing those routines, with the stripper pole that Rylia did, in fact, have in her apartment for just that purpose, had revealed some minor issues. Ones that she suspected were going to carry over into biotic usage as well, leaving her mentally making a note to find a nearby bioti-ball complex and use ‘refreshing her skills’ as an excuse to deal with that as well.
Specifically, the issue she’d noted was that Hazel being the dominant mind got in the way of the muscle memory. Despite what the name made people think, ‘muscle memory’ is still memory. Just like all memory, it’s stored in the brain, a form of procedural long-term memory that enables execution of certain movements without conscious thought. It was, of course, the without conscious thought bit that had screwed with Rylia. The long-term memory was still there, but it only worked smoothly when she didn’t think about what she was doing. The moment she consciously considered her actions, there were…misfires.
 Embarrassing ones. 
Ones that had caused a few faceplants and one extremely painful ramming of the pole somewhere sensitive. She was really glad no one was recording that, seeing her accidentally bruise her azure with a stripper pole she’s spent thousands of hours on would not have looked good for her image. Not even with her simps. Well, maybe with her simps. She supposed blooper reels were a thing for more than just humans.
Thankfully, her stripping routines were so deeply embedded that even a couple of quick hours had been enough to smooth out the issues with two of the routines. That was enough to get through her current shift, and she could easily refresh the others before she would have to use them. Rylia was a part-timer who only worked three days a week, after all. Days randomly chosen so that her simps would never be quite sure when she would and wouldn’t be there.
Tonight, they were delighted, and Rylia had to admit, with the new perspective of Hazel dominant in her mind, the entire routine was…exhilarating. As she went into a sensual backbend that practically ground her ‘azure’ into the pole and blew a kiss at one of her admirers only a few feet away, she marveled at the confidence that came from the part of her that was still Rylia. 
Hazel hadn’t been bad looking at all, pretty in a ‘nerdy girl next door’ sort of way that had resulted in one or two HR issues popping up in her male-dominated field. Yet she’d never, ever, had the sort of raw magnetism and confidence that practically oozed out of the part of her that had been Rylia. 
It was a heady sort of feeling for a girl who’d drawn boatloads of hentai, but hadn’t exactly had a whole lot of actual experience with either sex. Almost none with men, as she’d always preferred the curves of the feminine body over the blocky look of most guys. Only a little bit more with women. A few roommates, a single girlfriend that had taught her a lot. 
That was about it.
Rylia, on the other hand, was sex-on-legs and knew it. She’d had dozens of flings with Asari, Turians, and even a human fan or two of both genders. 
Breathing heavy, but in just the right ways to emphasize her unusually large tits for a Maiden, she spun around the pole and pulled herself upright in a motion that was, in fact, as complicated as it looked. This was fun. She was glad she’d held off any thought of quitting until her contract ran out. She’d have to get serious soon enough, after all. For now, she’d enjoy this as a little bit of fun stress relief…
… … …
“Hmm. So many options, a bunch of which would sell pretty well, I think. Should I go with the ones that would be the most fun for me? Or maybe focus on the ones that most look like they were made for Asari anatomy? This is supposed to be something I came up with, after all…”
Paging through the latest selection of sex toys, this set from the Star Wars universe, she’d added them to a ‘wishlist’ she was using for organization. It was something she’d figured out how to do while sorting out far more important items she was going to need, with the ‘wishlist’ system letting her pull together items from multiple different realities in one place. Reluctantly, having been having entirely too much fun imaging what all the different toys would do to her, she decided she’d collated enough options.
The question now was how to sort out the right ones.
After a moment of consideration, she decided to winnow this list down to a secondary ‘best choices’ list by applying two criteria. No…three. Yes, all three should help her pare down the list. First, she needed to remember the difference between human and Asari anatomies and pick out only the ones that looked like they would work best for Asari. An Asari making a human-specific sex toy would get strange looks, after all, and there were some significant differences to consider.
Despite an Asari ‘azure’ looking quite similar to female human genitals, they didn’t at all have the same hot spots. In part, logically, that was because Asari lacked a male counterpart. There was significant evidence back on Thessia that such hadn’t always been the case. There were pre-historic records that indicated there had been male Asari of a sort, and there was some evidence of tampering in their genome that most thought was a natural part of their evolution of the ability to meld. 
Personally, Rylia had a different theory.
“We were totally some perverted Prothean’s attempt to make a sex doll race or something, weren’t we? We know they had sexual dimorphism, and I know, or probably know I suppose, that they were touch telepaths. Asari weren’t always the same and it seems to have ‘developed’ into the genome at roughly the same time that we went all-female as a race. Doubt that’s an accident. Particularly not if the not-so-nice bits about the Prothean Empire from the Mass Effect 3 content are accurate.”
Her theory certainly fit some other bits too, such as the particular positioning of Asari sensitive bits being such that even just regular day-to-day movement tended to cause light arousal in adults. Nothing that wasn’t easily ignored, but it was always just sort of there, in the background, and explained quite a lot about Asari sexual openness. It was also the exact sort of thing someone custom-tailoring a servitor race of sex dolls or similar might want.
The reason for the always-on mild arousal was pretty obvious to anyone that bothered reading a basic anatomy summary. Much like human woman, or Quarians for that matter, Asari had a set of ‘lower lips.’ Three layers, instead of two like humans or a single thicker set for Quarians. Unlike humans and Quarians, whose outermost set of lips were more of a natural environmental guard and less sensitive as a result, all three layers of an Asari ‘azure’ were super dense with nerves. The way they were layered meant that even normal walking movements tended to cause them to rub very gently together. Just enough to keep a low-level of arousal going if an Asari was up and moving about. If you swayed your hips a bit more, an easy motion for most Asari, it got a fair bit more intense, too.
Add in two separate clitoris-analogues, bracketing the top of their azure and positioned between the second and third layers set of lips, where they could easily rub a bit with the right motion, and there were honestly a pretty intense amount of nerves right at the entrance of an Asari azure. Evolution explainers excused the concentration away as an adaptation to the eventual absence of males in the species. Just as they explained away the fact that there was another major nerve cluster much deeper in, as a ‘left over’ from when there had been Asari males. Fingers would never reach that deep in their pussy-equivalent, it really only getting hit properly with a nicely long toy or a pretty big dick. 
Yeah, there was actually a reason Krogan had been, and to an extent still were, well-liked lovers for a certain segment of Asari. Asari bits were even more elastic than a human’s, their cellular regeneration let them heal up from a little bit of ‘rough use,’ and Krogan dicks were absolutely big enough to hit that extra nerve cluster with every thrust. The fact they had two dicks and some Asari, like humans, enjoyed anal as well and…yeah. Krogan were pretty popular with some Asari. Personally, Rylia hadn’t cared too much for the one time she’d tried out a ‘Krogan Ride,’ their mating instincts being a bit too rough for her to enjoy as much as that segment of the Asari population did. 
“Wait. Focus Rylia. The fact Asari are totally engineered for sex is secondary. Except in that it doesn’t exactly exclude a lot of toys. There’s a reason no Asari has ever really needed to think of something super-duper-extra clever. A basic fucking vibrator can turn most of us into mush.”
It was true, and meant that most Asari toys focused on either length to hit that extra set of nerves, or else potent and varied vibrations. Some toys tried to do both, though doing it that way tended to make it not as good at either unless it was a pretty high-end model. The only real ‘exotic’ toys, at least in general use, were ones that used Mass Effect fields as well. The high-Ezeo content of Asari nervous systems made those extra effective. A properly calibrated mass effect field, applied correctly, turned basically their whole nervous system into an erogenous zone. Given that Ezeo was dirt cheap for Asari corporations, since over eighty percent of all Ezeo mining in Citadel Space was controlled by their species, it was even a fairly cheap extra. It did have the downside of being fairly unsafe for other races, though…
Hmmm, with the anatomy bit being less helpful than expected in simplifying her list, better focus on the other two bits. The bigger and more important one was that they needed to be unique. Whatever she introduced needed to either provide a novel type of stimulation that existing mass market toys didn’t, or else be suitable for roleplay. In that area, at least, Asari were suitably creative. Long lives meant plenty of time to explore exotic kinks, which was another part of why they dominated the porn industry. 
Vanilla sex was only interesting for so long, before you wanted to branch out. So the other angle would be something that enabled new or existing kinks? That thought got a number of toys specifically earmarked, while others were discarded as being too similar to already-on-market options. 
The last criteria, that she’d tacked on almost as an afterthought, actually helped narrow the focus the most. Which toys could she make without using wildly exotic tech for the ME tech base. Using completely unknown materials science in a sex toy would be a bit much. As would including anything that would require whatever a universe’s local unobtanium nonsense material was. Something that relied on psychic energy not present in the Mass Effect verse, or which used metaphysics the locals had no knowledge of, wouldn’t be terribly practical.
Sadly, that did delete a significant number of very interesting toys. Maybe she’d buy a few for herself anyway? Come to think of it, if she wanted to use her simps for advertising, she’d have to be willing to use whatever this toy or toys she selected on stream. A few of them were a bit…much. At least for now. The Hazel part of her will still adjusting to how much more intense sex could be for Asari, even if the Rylia part of her was well used to it.
“Well, fuck. I still have like…fifty options here. Time to cross reference with existing stuff and common Asari kinks more thoroughly, I guess?”
Who knew taking over the galaxy’s sex toy industry would involve so much research? Sighing, she started trying to piece together some statistics and patterns that would help her figure it out…

Chapter 4: Space Japan Would be Proud
-Lemon Starts Here-
Strictly speaking, Rylia wasn’t really a porn actress. 
That said, the confluence of Asari cultural casualness towards sex and sexuality, and the fact humans would pay a lot to watch their celebrity streamer crush ‘having fun,’ meant that she’d occasionally done masturbation streams. She never announced them in advance, so that all the simps had to tune in regularly in hope of catching them. It was a tactic that had resulted in regularly high numbers on her stream even when she was just gaming, talking bioti-ball, or geeking out over something engineering related. 
Which had made her actually announcing such a stream draw huge numbers. As in, her stream counter was currently ticking away at over 5 million viewers and had been solidly over 3 million since very early on in the stream, even once people realized she was technically selling something. Sort of. More like advertising, really. Specifically, advertising the trio of sex toys she’d spent the last month arranging not just prototypes for, but solid production runs of. 
“Mmmm, I have to tell you boys and girls, that last one hit just right. I’m told it works pretty well for humans, but I can attest personally that my design is fantastic for Asari. All the power and modes of vibration you could want, embedded ezeo in the Asari model to hit all those extra nerves…and the ability to go deep. All while providing entirely new sorts of sensations~! Well, unless you’ve gotten with a particularly freaky Hanar, I guess. But I’ve never heard of an Asari that actually managed that. Those guys are prudes.”
The final and most expensive of her new toy line, which was still coming up, had honestly been the one that finalized her decision. But all three of them were part of a theme. When looking through what was already on the market, the former Human Hentai Artist in her had been absolutely appalled to discover that Citadel Space didn’t have tentacle hentai! Heck, not even humans had that much of it here! For some reason, it had remained mostly exclusive to Japan in this universe’s version of Earth, anime not having broken out in quite the same way it had on hers. All while there apparently just wasn’t an equivalent from any other species!
That just wouldn’t do. It deeply offended her Hentai soul, and she’d immediately decided that she had to be bring the glory of Tentacle Sex to the galaxy. Something which had been fairly easy to do by seeking out sex toys from realities that certainly did have the concept. The first toy of the trio she’d shown at the start of stream was actually her personal favorite, though the least visibly spectacular. It was a ‘squid’ meant to be inserted and worn all day.
It used a vibration unit with small tentacles, each with mass effect fields (originally micro tractor beams she’d adapted to the local tech base) to move itself around in your azure, or a human pussy. It would move a little on its own, semi-frequently, to keep you comfortably lubricated. But the main point was that it could be either remotely controlled or set to all sorts of patterns, either random or pre-programmed, teasing you all day. Or more than teasing, given that it had potent vibration abilities that could pass from the ‘body’ of the squid through the tentacles. The longest pair of those tentacles weren’t restricted to just grabbing, either. Instead they could thrust and prod all the best places to stimulate inside Asari, Humans, and Quarians alike. 
She’d inserted the squid toy for the first part of the stream and opened the controls up for lucky winners of random lotteries to play with her remotely for a few minutes at a time. She’d talked and gamed in the nude for the duration of showing off that toy, occasionally moaning or groping herself a bit when someone did something nice with the controls. It had been a popular concept, but the least visually impressive for her stream. A good toy to wait out the buildup of viewer count with.
When she’d hit three million, she’d switched to a more visually impressive vibrator, which was actually the cheapest of the three toys, but still fairly original. Instead of a single head, it had a half dozen tentacles that could each both squirm and vibrate independently. It was a type of toy that would have been nearly impossible to make in her human life, requiring strong micro servos or a complex puppet rig. Too fragile and finicky for reliable use. In the Mass Effect reality, however, it had been hilariously easy to make work with the far superior local materials science and impressive miniaturization.
It had also been very well received as she’d cheerfully worked herself through a half dozen orgasms while showing off everything it could do. The initial production run of them had sold out before she even finished with its part of the stream! Which she’d just wrapped up a few minutes ago, as it happened. She’d needed a few minutes to hydrate, recover, and set up the final toy. Which was what she was showing off to the simps now.
It was by far the most visually impressive, and expensive, of her new product line, and she was currently ‘caught’ in its embrace as she starting commenting to the stream again. This one had a sizable base, from which seven cybernetic-tentacles emerged. The stand itself could and did produce a mass effect field which would ‘contain’ the user. Something that was going to raise a lot of eyebrows when the right eyes looked at it, since she’d purchased knowledge of how to make mass effect fields even do that from her System. It had been part of a Protean security system, the same variety that had trapped one Doctor T’soni on Therum in the games, in fact. 
Showing off the fact she’d figured out that trick, something modern mass effect systems hadn’t been able to replicate, and used it for a sex toy? It was going to blow more than a few minds. Which, of course, is why she’d done it. It both amused her and would seem like a logical thing for a bored genius Maiden to do. The number of Salarians that might rage quit their professions when they found out made her grin every time she considered it. 
For now, though she still had a show to put on. 
“As you can see with this last and most awesome new toy, the four ‘heavier duty’ tentacles are intended to be used as bindings. Sure, the Mass Effect field lightens you and sticks you in midair, but that just isn’t the same as being properly bound and helpless, now is it?”
In an action that matched what she’d said, the base unit Rylia was suspended above languidly reached out with four cyber-tentacles, each covered in realistic synth skin, and wrapped around her arms and legs. She’d already been lightly lifted and floating from when activation of the base unit, but now she was properly ‘caught.’ More, where she’d been sitting primly in midair before, the bindings now acted to pull her spread eagle in midair, lewdly exposing her nude body to her viewers. 
“Then, of course, it’s time for the other tentacles to play. I’ve preprogrammed them for the show, but the system comes with quite a few patterns that can be remotely control, combined into favorite sequences, or even outright randomized! Ah, and here comes the first of the ‘fun’ tentacles!”
True to her word, a thinner cyber-tentacle was rising between her spread legs like a snake. Its ‘head’ was very obviously phallic, and it zeroed in on her dripping azure with perfect precision. Rylia moaned as the bulbus head teased her, running along her outer lips and briefly vibrating, before moving to slowly press into her azure. She moaned again as it penetrated, then let out little whimpers and mewls as it ‘squirmed’ it’s way deep into her core.
There was a slightly theatrical quality to those sounds since she was putting on a show for an audience. But Ryila had been, and part of her still was, extremely skilled at hitting the balance between realism and theater that her simps could accept as ‘real.’ Meaning she suspected she’d just reinvigorated tens of thousands of erections, even after they’d undoubtedly exploded a time or two as she’d gone over the last two toys.
The emotion behind the moans was very real, too. Original Rylia had thoroughly enjoyed being watched. More, the part of her that was still that Asari girl was utterly delighted at the combination of her interest in building things being combined with getting off for her fans. The girl honestly probably would have made a sex toy line like this, if it had occurred to her. It just hadn’t done so due to the whole ‘Asari not typically being motivated innovators’ thing.
“R-right, that’s one! Now, any moment now, the second one will engage…”
True to her word, just seconds later, another of the ‘fun’ tentacles shifted upward. This one had a different toy-head, slimmer and sleeker, both to show of the variability…and because of its target. That target was, of course, her ass. Much like with humans, some Asari did and some Asari didn’t enjoy anal. Rylia had been relatively ambivalent, thinking it could be hot under some specific circumstances, but not all in on it by any means. It was, however, one area that was apparently as much metal as physical, as her human self had enjoyed anal. Not to any sort of excess, but enough she was among the relatively rare women that could get off from it, with enough effort at least. Experiments after their merge had led to the discovery that Rylia now enjoyed it much more than she had before. 
Which was convenient, in the moment, as the self-lubing toy pressed against her defenseless rear entrance and squirmed in a lifelike manner. One that she knew from recording a previous test was pretty hot to watch, but which also served the purpose of working the lube it produced into her rosebud. It spent several seconds doing that, before abruptly increasing the pressure. Rylia gasped, then moaned, as it popped through any resistance and began squirming deeper into her ass.
The moans were a lot less fake this time, the unusual sensation combining with the sensation of fullness created by being double-penetrated more than enough to drive her higher for real. She’d meant to speak again, but failed to get words out as both toys began to buzz lightly. Her eyes screwed shut for long seconds, embracing the sensations, and by the time she opened them again it was too late to continue her spiel.
After all, the final tentacle was zeroing in on her mouth.
This one actually had the largest of the three tentacle cocks, Rylia having been quite proud of her blowjob skills, and she willingly opened up to let the toy slip between her lips. Unable to speak at this point, she focused on getting the point across by lewdly working the tentacle-cock in her mouth…then moaning lewdly around its width as the other two already buried inside her began to properly move. They started up a thrusting rhythm, running counterpoint to each other, with one thrusting in as the other withdrew. 
Letting herself go into the sensations, knowing at this point the stream was going to get a heck of a show no matter what she did, Rylia wondered how many times she was going to cum in the next half hour, as the timer on the program she’d set up ran down…
-Lemon Ends Here-
… … …
Rylia wanted to rub her hands together and cackle, when she got up the day after her advertising stream. All three product lines had sold out entirely, with massive backorders already piling up from Asari and Humans alike who wanted her toys. That was despite having liquidated some of her assets to pour upwards of three million credits into the initial mass production run. Now, even accounting for startup costs, she’d tripled that starting investment. Of course, in order to handle the number of orders coming in, she was going to need to spend a fair bit of that money influx to buy up and retool still more capacity. But that was, as they say, ‘First World Problems.’ 
Hmmm, speaking of First World Problems, she was going to be smacking face-first into several others. Up until now, she’d either done everything herself, or hired temporary intermediaries to handle things she couldn’t. A reputable legal firm for contracts and liability waivers, some union workers to manage factory output, packaging and delivery. So on and so forth. She was going to need to spend some of the new influx of money hiring a more permanent team. 
Now, how did she do that in the way that was least likely to screw her over later?
Hmmm, higher-level positions were going to be an ongoing issue she’d have to be careful to vet. Acquiring a near-AI from the Market could help her do deep background checks, at least. Star Wars universe droids, perhaps? There should be a model from someone like the Banking Clan or Jedi Order that specialized in investigation, right? Might not hurt to get a couple of security droids too.
So long as she stayed away from certain classes of droid, they shouldn’t break the ‘no-AI’ ban. At least, she didn’t think so. She’d need to look into that. There were always other options if those wouldn’t work, though she was certainly staying well the heck away from the Warhammer 40k options, thanks. There were plenty of safe dumb-AI from various realities that would outperform local VI handily, without crossing the barrier to properly sentient AI, and without making something like a freaking Servitor!
Still, that was only one step of a solution to a single part of the problem. She was going to need engineers, secretaries, PR, HR, and ad specialists. Possibly some Asari and humans willing to shoot porn with her toys, too? Really, a lot of different things. Where could she…
Ryila smacked herself in the forehead.
Right. She was currently on Illium, center of the shady indenture contracts in the explored galaxy! Which meant there were undoubtedly thousands of individuals who would be very loyal if she bought out their contract and rewrote it into something less shady. At least loyal to the point where they could be counted on not to fuck up a good thing, even if she’d likely have to watch them for taking bribes and such. If they’d been desperate enough to sign a shady contract, just fixing their situation wasn’t a guarantee they wouldn’t try to screw her.
Still, they were likely to be a lot more loyal on average than just picking up random workers who didn’t have a reason to owe you. A perfect starting workforce that she could then cherry-pick for the best and most loyal to her over time, shifting those picked individuals into more important projects. 
Satisfied with the solution, Rylia immediately began to look into where to buy up shady indentures from. Getting a start with a few basic minions first would help shape up the company’s basic structure. Which would, in turn, let her lure in some decent management people so she didn’t have to handle everything herself.
She was way too sexy to get stuck doing paperwork!

Chapter 5: Relocation and Expansion 
Rylia stood in the middle of the third largest scrapyard on Nevos and smiled hugely. Not the normal reaction of someone surrounded by massive piles of junk. Not even if it was junk they owned. Which, in this case, was in fact the case. Then again, most people didn’t have the Omniversal Marketplace.
“Alright, Jen! Are the privacy measures all up and online?”
The droid hovering on its repulsorlifts behind her and to the left was a JN-66 analysis droid she’d nicknamed ‘Jen.’ The point droid of several such droids she’d set up to assist her in running everything she was juggling. It responded in a crisp female voice.
“Yes, mistress. The security droids have secured the perimeter and report all countermeasures are in place.”
Rylia nodded, pleased by the efficiency of the GU-Series police droids. They weren’t much to look at and their combat abilities weren’t fantastic, but they were still a step up on most Mass Effect mechs. Most importantly, they wouldn’t look too out of place compared to said mechs and had very solid security routines. Including, since she’d paid for the package, the ability to run the broad-spectrum jammers and a broad-area holoscreen that would hide what was actually going on out here.
She’d needed to risk a few trips to places on Illium, guarded by a much more capable KX-series droid that was her personal bodyguard, in order to ‘liquidate’ a fair bit of ‘possession is 9/10ths of the law’ items back on Illium. Doing so in sites that had been held by gangs prior to busts, were part of poorly secured junkyards, and similar mildly risky endeavors, had funded her droid and privacy tech purchases from the Marketplace. All without draining her in-universe funds farther.
She’d also, pointedly, left Illium with a bunch of her new indentured minions afterwards. She’d only acquired Jen and the KX bot she’d nicknamed Kix before leaving for Nevos, which is where she’d set up her manufacturing lines for her new brand of sex toys from the start. All others had been purchased on planet, so as to minimize the risk of someone realizing how advanced they actually were via scanning as they came through planetary security. 
For better or worse, once her contract with the strip club had run out, she’d decided to leave Illium behind. As much business as flowed through that planet, it wasn’t really a manufacturing center. Nor was it overly safe for an Asari who had recently proven herself a potential ‘rare asset.’ She didn’t have any big names in her family that could protect her from some of the more unscrupulous Matriarchs trying to ‘recruit’ her by dubious means. So removing herself to somewhere those Matriarchs didn’t have such a firm grasp on had been a matter of basic common sense.
Thus, she’d relocated herself and her new, and newly gratefully since she’d redo their contracts, indentured minions to Nevos. The planet was one of the nicer Asari colony worlds, with a population of under two billion. More importantly, despite amazing beaches and a thriving tourism industry, it was also a decently large manufacturing center. One that, as it happened, had a more limited version of Illium’s reputation. Unlike Illium, it was firmly within Asari space, so there were far more general protections and properly enforced local law, with a comparably lower change of getting her gloriously pert ass kidnapped. Yet, despite how long it had been colonized for, Nevos was still something of a frontier world, and that came with a lack of truly serious regulation or oversight on its businesses.
The planet also included a number of large junk and scrapyards, which were the inevitable result of any major manufacturing base, and which were kept pointedly far out of sight from most other development on the world. Mind you, these were Asari scrapyards, and they actually did care about ecology of their garden worlds. So she didn’t have to worry about chemical or biological waste. Instead, it was mostly things that legitimately did have value. Old sky cars, outdated or worn out omni-tools, ship parts beyond their service life, broken industrial machinery, etcetera. There was profit to be had in processing it for scrap material, but the margins were low enough it hadn’t been too hard to convince someone to sell.
Rylia had claimed she wanted to develop the land after clearing out the scrap.
Which, to be fair, she did.
The locals just didn’t need to know how fast that was going to happen. 
“Right! We’ll get started with the sky cars to clear up some space, then use the Market credits to buy the first builder bots! Let’s get to it, Jen!”
After an affirmative from Jen, with the bot providing a map of the best place it had analyzed to start from, Rylia mentally rubbed her hands in glee as she started selling an entire scrapyard of stuff to the Omniversal Marketplace…
… … …




Rylia leaned back from her desk, stretching in a limber way that would leave most cats green with envy. A lesser, but enjoyable, feature of Asari bodies. Certainly, it was much superior to the joint-popping that her human self had earned after a couple of decades stooped over sketch books and drawing tablets. 
She was happy with the pace of the expansion she was managing.
Only three and half months into merging with the original Rylia, Erotic Delights, the company she was using to establish the manufacturing and sales for her sex toy product lines, was doing extremely well. Production was ramping up, credits were rolling in as orders still outpaced that ramped up production, and she’d managed to vet enough mid and high-level managers of various species to absorb most of the paperwork side of things. Better yet, her acquisition of a lot of manufacturing facilities served a secondary purpose of making a few of those facilities vanish, adding to her more concealed holdings. No one would question all the buying in bulk just yet.
After all, her sex toy empire was wildly taking off, and clearly needed the capacity.
She’d been pretty darn confident that the products would sell well, but she’d admittedly failed to wrap her head around the sheer numbers involved. Trillions of Asari, a species known for high sex drives, being introduced to something new in the field of sex toys was turning out to be…hilariously lucrative. Doubly so since she’d already had several additional toys prototyped. Direct nerve stimulators, adapted from a combination of Star Wars and Star Trek tech to make something that could be created with the local tech base, were proving to be just as popular as her initial trio of products. As well as just as hard to keep up with the demand for.
Frankly, Erotic Delights was likely to continuine struggling for enough manufacturing capacity for years if she didn’t sell out to a major company at some point. Not because it wasn’t expanding rapidly, but just because the demand was that high. Of course, she didn’t really want to sell out, even if it would mean a massive infusion of credits, simply because having such an innocuous cover for manufacturing other things was so useful. 
Already, her scrap facility had been emptied onto the Marketplace and construction bots had been purchased from the Market to build up a truly hidden and sizable facility for making other things. Combined with the facilities that were ‘disappearing’ underneath all her other purchases, she had a solid core manufacturing base she could use to mass produce tech from other realities.
Of course, she’d also used some of the System Credits to purchase other things off her ‘must have’ lists.
The most important of those was a rapid learning system. 
Not that getting such up and running had been as easy as she had hoped. On deeper investigation, Rylia had discovered that the vast majority of systems which could pull the ‘download knowledge to your brain’ trick had…drawbacks. The Institute technology from Fallout had a nasty tendency to overwrite your personality. Flash learning from Star Wars was best used on a blank mind, as too many foreign experiences could cause a psychotic break. Warhammer 40k equivalents had a predicable indoctrination effect. Etcetera and so on. Ironically, Cyberpunk, for all that its tech level wasn’t that high in most fields, had one of the best and least side-effect prone systems. Even there, though, there were too many drawbacks. Like needing a neural port cybernetic implant to use skill shards in the first place.
Thankfully, others using the Omniversal Marketplace System had already solved the same problem. She’d found one of the cheapest items up for ‘Dimensional Barter’ was one such system that combined multiple tech bases to minimize drawbacks. Though it had meant spending over a hundred thousand credits to acquire some rare materials that someone was willing to trade it for. Still, she had the system now, and had been slowly using it for technology breakthroughs from other realities. It took time, she couldn’t overuse even the hybrid system she’d traded for without consequences. But she was gaining the needed skills. She’d also pointedly used it to learn Galactic Basic, restricting most of her droids to using that particular Star Wars language as an extra form of security.
Of course, the learning system wasn’t a panacea, and she was now hitting new bottlenecks. Specifically, that doing so much herself was taking too long.
In more than one sense, too.
Not only did she need to learn the technologies in order to mass produce them, instead of just buying them from the Market and using them, she also needed to adapt what she learned to the Mass Effect tech base. Which, combined with trying to run her new Sex Toy Empire, was eating up too much time. Her new hires, combined with the JN-66 analysis droids, would remove most of the issues on the Sex Toy company front, at least. But it didn’t do a thing for her ability to handle the R & D aspect. She didn’t exactly have locals she could trust with the big technical breakthroughs just yet.
Leaning back and staring at the ceiling, she mused aloud.
“I clearly need to summon some help. I’ve built up some karma currency almost accidentally by enforcing fair hiring policies and giving preference in hiring to those who need work, even if it means training them. Not to mention buying out all those shady-as-fuck indentures when I left Illium and rewriting them as fair. Even a bit on the overly lucrative side, really. It’s not a ton, but I have karma credit built up that I could summon someone. The question is…who?”
Sighing, as she realized she was talking to herself now, yet another indicator she needed to grab someone she could trust with the full truth, Rylia settled back in for more work. Given she’d only get one shot at picking the right person for now, she just knew she was in for an extremely long night as she opened the Omniversal Marketplace and started flipping through the ‘Help’ section to earmark possibilities…
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