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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It was a warm summer’s evening. Tom lay on the grass beside Clarissa, his girlfriend. She was beautiful, and she should have had his full attention.  
 
    Tom was aware Clarissa’s lips were moving and he could hear her voice.  
 
    But it all sounded so distant.  
 
    Tom’s focus was elsewhere.  
 
    A hundred meters away, where the grass stopped and the concrete path began, sitting on the bench was another couple.  
 
    The woman was hot.  
 
    Insanely hot.  
 
    Dressed in a short red skirt and a fitting white blouse, she wasn’t afraid to show it either.  
 
    But that wasn’t why they had his attention.  
 
    It was the man she was seated next to.  
 
    He was a burly man and not even close to being in the same league when it came to attractiveness.  
 
    That wasn’t unusual in itself.  
 
    There were plenty of attractive women dating men well below their league appearance wise. 
 
    He could be rich or have an amazing personality. She could have poor taste in men.  
 
    What was unusual was the fact that this man resembled a werewolf.  
 
    In every sense of the word.  
 
    “Tom?” Clarissa nudged him with her elbow. “You’re not listening,” she deduced. She turned to stare at the couple sitting on the bench. “Are you checking her out?”  
 
    “No,” Tom said quickly. “I mean… I was looking at them, but… I wasn’t checking her out.”  
 
    “Right,” Clarissa nodded, not sounding at all convinced.  
 
    “I promise.”  
 
    “Were you checking the guy out?” Clarissa asked. She leaned forward, eyes squinting. “Didn’t think he was your type…” she murmured.  
 
    “Very funny,” Tom said.  
 
    With some effort, he pulled his eyes away from the werewolf man and turned to Clarissa. Her dark eyes glinted with mischief. She was teasing him. She liked to do that. He supposed it was fun to tease, but there was more to it than that.  
 
    Tom reached back and grabbed hold of her thick hair and tugged on it, causing her neck to arch back. “Are you being naughty?”  
 
    “Maybe,” Clarissa said. “Are you going to punish me?”  
 
    “Yes,” Tom said decisively. “Soon as we get back to my apartment.”  
 
    Clarissa jutted her chest forward. She was wearing a low cut top, showing ample cleavage, her breasts pressed together, her dark nipples poked out from the edge of her top.  
 
    The girl wasn’t wearing a bra.  
 
    Tom was tempted to pull her top down, to expose her breasts, to take in their beauty.  
 
    Clarissa wouldn’t mind if he did it.  
 
    They had that sort of relationship.  
 
    She was his girlfriend, but she was also his submissive.  
 
    Or, as she liked to put it, his sexual slave slut. She wanted him to push her boundaries, and Tom was more than happy to oblige.  
 
    But this was out in the open in a park where there were other people. There might even be children about.  
 
    He looked up at that moment, to see if there was anyone near enough to notice if he did pull down her top for a quick peek.    
 
    Naturally, his eyes drifted towards the couple sitting on the bench by the path.  
 
    They were still there.  
 
    But now, another woman stood beside them. She was a curvy woman, in her mid-thirties, she had long curly red hair. She wore leather jeans that hugged her curvy bottom and a white shirt that was tucked in.  
 
    She stood facing the couple, speaking with them.  
 
    There was a sword in her right hand.  
 
    Tom blinked twice.  
 
    He leaned forward, blinked once more.  
 
    The sword was still there.  
 
    “Tom!” Clarissa snapped. “I’m like totally naked underneath this top and… I’m letting you do whatever you want to me, but you’ve still got your eyes for that girl?”  
 
    “She’s got a sword,” Tom muttered.  
 
    “Who has? The redhead?”  
 
    Tom nodded. “And that guy… he looks like a werewolf, doesn’t he?”  
 
    “Because of the beard?” Clarissa asked. “That’s a bit of a stretch.”  
 
    It wasn’t because of the beard. It was the snout. Though the rest of his body was built like a human, he had a snout.  
 
    Tom wasn’t entirely surprised Clarissa couldn’t see it.  
 
    This had happened before. Tom saw things that he couldn’t quite explain, things that no one else seemed to see.  
 
    But this was a first.  
 
    Another human had confronted the werewolf. A human carrying a sword.  
 
    Tom couldn’t make out the words, but he knew they were arguing.  
 
    Suddenly the wolf-looking man climbed to his feet.  
 
    He was tall. At least six and a half feet in height, he had enormous arms, the sort you saw drawn onto cartoon figures to show incredible muscles.  
 
    The werewolf pushed the woman with those pumped arms. It was an incredible push, and the strength behind them belied even the enormous muscles he possessed.  
 
    The woman was sent flying back, as if she’d been struck by a fucking truck.  
 
    Tom jumped to his feet and ran towards them.  
 
    He could hear Clarissa in the background, shouting his name. But Tom continued on. He was a strong lad with powerful legs, and he cut across the grass quickly, making a beeline for the redhead.  
 
    The redhead that had somehow weathered the blow exceptionally well. She held her sword before her, eyes on the wolf man.  
 
    The wolf man that was now definitely a fucking werewolf. 
 
    Tom stopped in his tracks.  
 
    The burly man with the snout had transformed into a werewolf.  
 
    He had four legs, a tail, hair all across his body and a snout. He had yellow eyes and as he growled, he showed sharp teeth.  
 
    The blond woman he had been with seemed to know something was wrong. She climbed to her feet and rushed over to the wolf, begging him to stop. The wolf swiped at her with a paw and sent her crashing into the neatly trimmed grass on the other side of the path.  
 
    And then, the wolf ran towards the redhead.  
 
    No.  
 
    He galloped.  
 
    And then he leaped into the air, graceful and terrifying in equal measure.  
 
    Except, the woman did not seem terrified in the slightest. As the wolf came down on her, she slid aside and slashed with her sword. 
 
    The wolf howled in pain as her blade cut into him. He crashed into the ground and tumbled down the path. Tom watched as the wolf climbed to his feet and shook his muzzle. The wolf was dazed and blood covered the fur on his hind legs.  
 
    Despite his size and the fact that he was a werewolf, he no longer seemed a threat. Tom’s attention turned to the wolf’s date, the blond woman the wolf had casually knocked aside. 
 
    She sat on her bottom and stared ahead into nothing, clearly in shock.  
 
    Tom rushed over to her and held his hand out. She stared at it, before her eyes shifted to his face. She smiled at him and took his hand.   
 
    “Are you okay?” Tom asked.  
 
    “I think so,” she murmured. “What happened?”  
 
    “Your wolf boyfriend knocked you aside so he could fight that woman,” Tom said.  
 
    “Wolf?” the girl stared at her boyfriend. The wolf had resumed his battle with the redhead. “I suppose he is quite beastly,” she grinned.  
 
    Great, Tom thought. Of course she didn’t see it. “Why is he fighting that woman?”  
 
    The blond shrugged. “I didn’t really understand much of what they were saying… something about a convention, I think.”  
 
    “Convention?”  
 
    “Yes,” the blond said with more certainty. “He was breaking a convention.”  
 
    Breaking a convention?  
 
    That was interesting.  
 
    This wasn’t the first time Tom had seen something strange. A werewolf, a pale woman with vampire-like teeth hypnotising a man, a red-skinned girl with a horn on her head.  
 
    But this was the first time Tom had witnessed a normal looking human confront one of these supernatural beings.  
 
    Apparently the werewolf was breaking a convention of some sort.  
 
    Did that mean there was an organisation that monitored this sort of stuff? Those that were part of the organisation would have to obviously be able to see the creatures… beasts… whatever they were.  
 
    Tom was suddenly very keen to speak with the woman battling the werewolf. He took a step towards her.  
 
    It was only one step before he paused.  
 
    She was still battling the wolf and battling him well. The beast was incredibly fast. The woman matched him in speed, but she was more agile. She danced around him, slashing with her sword. There were long cuts all across the wolf’s body, blood spilled onto the tarmacked path. 
 
    But the wolf kept going, slashing wildly with his claws.   
 
    Tom decided to wait until the two had finished their little duel before he stepped anywhere near that.  
 
    “My bottom hurts,” the blond beside him said as she rubbed her curvy ass. “Is it bruised?”  
 
    Tom looked away from the woman and the wolf and glanced at the blond’s bottom. It was perfectly curved, and the skirt tight, it pressed down against each cheek, showing the line that separated them. The blond prodded at the left cheek.  
 
    “It hurts here,” she moaned. “Is it bleeding?”  
 
    “I can’t see any blood,” Tom said. 
 
    “Oh, right,” the girl giggled. She lifted up her skirt to reveal her ass cheeks, and the thin line of cloth that passed as underwear and was named a thong. “What about now?”  
 
    “…uh… it looks fine,” Tom swallowed.  
 
    “Oh. Thanks. You’re so nice,” the girl laughed once more.  
 
    Tom hadn’t meant it like that. But, as he continued to stare at her ass, he supposed it was fine.  
 
    The girl turned to face him and placed a hand on his chest. “You’re cute too.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Tom mumbled.  
 
    Tom wasn’t normally awkward around pretty girls. But in this instance, he was aware his girlfriend was sitting farther down the park. He was distracted too as he wanted to speak with the woman who was battling the wolf.  
 
    He was wrong on both accounts. 
 
    The woman and the werewolf were no longer battling it out. The woman had won. She held her sword before the wolf, who had now returned to his human form, even the snout gone. He lay on the tarmac path, his clothes torn and covered in blood.  
 
    And his girlfriend wasn’t sitting farther down the park. She was standing beside him, her hands on her hips.  
 
    “What’s going on here?” Clarissa asked.  
 
    “She fell and hurt her bottom,” Tom began.  
 
    “And this night in shining armour came to save me,” the blond added, her hand still resting on his chest.  
 
    “Right,” Clarissa nodded.  
 
    Her lips pursed, she took his hand and pulled hard. Tom jolted to her side. The blond stared at them, a frown forming across her pretty face. “Are you two-” 
 
    She didn’t get a chance to finish her sentence. The redhead and the werewolf man appeared suddenly.  
 
    The man was still covered in blood and his clothes were torn. But through the tears, Tom could see his skin and the thin lines that were remnants of his wounds.  
 
    Thin lines…  
 
    He had healed that quickly?  
 
    “Go on,” the red haired woman said, sword still in hand. “Tell her.”  
 
    “Right, right,” the werewolf mumbled. “Jess… it’s over between us.”  
 
    The blond, who was named Jess, stared at the bloodied man, not comprehending. The stare continued, and then, realisation hit.  
 
    And then, she began to hit him, screaming profanities as she did.  
 
    The red haired woman with the sword turned and began to walk away. Clarissa remained by Tom’s side, holding his hand in hers, lips pursed.  
 
    Tom knew he should stay with her and talk to her. He knew he should not run after the redhead, who, despite being quite a bit older than him, was still ridiculously attractive.  
 
    But he desperately wanted to talk to her, to understand what had just happened, what he had seen. What he knew she had seen too.   
 
    “I’ll be back in a sec,” Tom said.  
 
    “Are you kidding-” 
 
    Tom dashed off before she could finish her protest.  
 
    The woman walked fast, and the path curved and disappeared behind the oak trees. As she vanished from sight, Tom broke into a run.  
 
    He reached the trees and stopped dead in his tracks.  
 
    The woman had vanished.  
 
    Fenced on both sides by the oak trees, the path continued for a mile. There was nowhere for her to go. How could she have vanished?  
 
    “Fuck,” Tom muttered.  
 
    He wondered if he’d ever get another chance like this, to speak with someone who could obviously see what he saw.  
 
    Tom recalled that one time he had approached this girl with red skin. She had a horn protruding from the left side of her cheek. He’d asked her what she was, told her he could see her red skin and the horn.  
 
    The girl told him she was going to stab him with her horn if he did not step the fuck away.  
 
    Tom promptly stepped the fuck away and made a mental note to stay the fuck away from other strange beings he spotted whilst walking around London.  
 
    This was the first time he’d found a human that could see what he saw.  
 
    The human did more than just see.  
 
    She battled the wolf and defeated him.  
 
    She walked around with a fucking sword.  
 
    This woman would have been the answer to all his questions. You could tell she knew stuff. But Tom had lost his opportunity because he was too fucking slow.  
 
    Frustrated, Tom turned to walk back. 
 
    The red haired woman stood there, sword in hand, eyes guarded. 
 
    “Hey,” Tom said. 
 
    “You’re following me. Why?”  
 
    “I wanna… I want to ask you a few questions.”  
 
    “About?” the woman asked. She took a step towards him, dragging her sword along the tarmac, the tip so sharp, it dug into it, leaving a line much like a stick would in sand. “Global warming? Rigged elections? The war on terror? Nuclear weapons? What is it you want to ask questions about?”  
 
    “Werewolves,” Tom said. “I saw you battle that werewolf. I want to know what the hell is going on.”  
 
    The redhead continued to walk towards him, sword still on the tarmac, drawing a line in it, she circled him once, before she stopped before him.  
 
    “What’s your name?” she asked.  
 
    “Tom.”  
 
    “Full name.”  
 
    “Tom Sawyer.”  
 
    “Funny,” the woman said. “If you lie to me again, or make a stupid joke, I will cut you.”  
 
    She stared at him with icy blue eyes that sent chills down his back. She wasn’t kidding. This woman would hurt him.  
 
    “Thomas Skinner,” he said. “My name’s Thomas Skinner.”  
 
    “Skinner,” the woman repeated. “Haven’t heard that one before.”  
 
    “It’s actually fairly common… lots of people have it as a surname.”   
 
    “People. Humans. Sure.”  
 
    Tom frowned. “Humans?”  
 
    “Yes.”  
 
    “Great,” Tom nodded. “So, are you going to tell me what happened with the werewolf man? Why can I see him, but not my girlfriend or the blondie?”  
 
    “Because you have angel blood in you,” the woman said. She glanced down at the watch on her wrist. “I need to be going, Tom, but I’ll be in touch.”  
 
    The redhead slipped her sword down her leather pants and walked past him. “Don’t follow me, or ask any more questions,” she warned.  
 
    Tom did as she said. He stood and watched as she walked away. And when she was gone, he shook his head.  
 
    Angel blood?  
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Carly pushed aside the black wrought-iron gate and walked down the slabs of concrete passing through the neatly mowed lawn. She had been to this house many times before, but that never made it easier.  
 
    Carly was a Descendant.  
 
    Descendants were part-human, part angel.  
 
    But Carly was the wrong type of Descendant.  
 
    She traced her line back to Lucifer, the fallen angel. Those with her ancestry were doomed to the fires of eternal Hell. That was until one of her ancestors, Philomena Ingrid, saved Archangel Michael’s life during a battle with the demons.  
 
    The Archangel Michael gave Philomena a choice. If she served the Descendants – the right sort of Descendants – for the rest of her life, then upon her death, she would be forgiven from the original sin that her great ancestor Lucifer had committed. 
 
    A life-time of servitude to make up for the sin of another, Carly thought bitterly.  
 
    It was unfair.  
 
    But that was the option available for her and the rest of those that could trace their ancestry back to Philomena Ingrid.  
 
    A life-time of servitude might have meant one thing thousands of years ago. Carly imagined Philomena Ingrid sweeping the floors, cleaning the toilets, making beds, cooking, that sort of thing.  
 
    It sounded almost pleasant.  
 
    But in this twenty-first century world, it had taken on a darker, more twisted meaning.  
 
    Serving the Descendants, she was subject to their whims, subject to their imaginations. And twenty-first century Descendants could imagine so much more than their ancestors.  
 
    Carly knocked on the door and waited, her breathing heavy, she pulled back her brown hair and tucked the stray strands between her ears. She adjusted her skirt to make the hemline straight.  
 
    “Carly,” Janine said as she opened the front door. “What are you doing here?” 
 
    Janine was a Descendant too.  
 
    The right sort.  
 
    Her family could trace their ancestry all the way back to Archangel Michael himself. She was a pretty descendant, as were most of them thanks to having angelic blood.  
 
    “I uh… I’m here to clean the house?” Carly replied, her cheeks colouring.  
 
    Janine already knew that. She’d been summoned by the girl’s mother. But this was all part of what they did.  
 
    “You must really like cleaning,” Janine said with a laugh. “I mean, you do it for free!”  
 
    Carly didn’t know how to respond to that. It was either she served the Descendants, or she spent eternity in Hell. It was a no-brainer really, wasn’t it?  
 
    “Of course,” she smiled politely.  
 
    Janine disappeared inside and Carly followed her. “What uh… what would you like me to do?”  
 
    “Clean the house, dumbass,” Janine said, as they walked down the corridor. “Once you’re done, come join us in the living room.”  
 
    “Us?” Carly swallowed nervously.  
 
    Janine turned to look back, her eyes sparkling. “My boyfriend and a couple of the girls are here.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Carly knew she couldn’t spend forever cleaning the house. If she took too long, Janine would make sure she regretted it. She would have to face them eventually.  
 
    Janine.  
 
    Her boyfriend Travis.  
 
    And the girls.  
 
    Carly had met them before.  
 
    None were Descendants. They didn’t even know what Descendants were, which would make whatever was to happen much more humiliating.  
 
    And something was going to happen.  
 
    Janine always made something happen.  
 
    From giving Janine foot massages, to modelling clothes for her. The latter had been especially humiliating. Carly had to dress in front of Janine’s watchful eyes.  
 
    And Janine made sure to watch and comment on Carly’s body. Busty like a porn star, she had said once, laughing.  
 
    After taking as long as reasonably possible in cleaning Janine’s house, her heart heavy, Carly walked down the stairs, through the corridor and into the living room.  
 
    Janine was seated on the comfy three piece sofa pressed against the wall, her feet resting on the footstool. Her boyfriend Travis sat beside her, his hand in her lap. There were two other girls in the room. Amy and Felicity. Carly knew all of them from school.   
 
    “I’ve finished cleaning,” she said, her eyes now on her feet, her cheeks burning.  
 
    “Mistress, isn’t it?” Janine asked.  
 
    Carly looked up, confused. “Mistress?”  
 
    “You like to call me mistress, don’t you?”  
 
    It wasn’t true.  
 
    If it were up to Carly to call Janine something, it would be the complete opposite of mistress.  
 
    The girl was a bitch.  
 
    An evil bitch.  
 
    The irony of the situation, what with Carly being a descendant of Lucifer and Janine being of the blood of the Archangel Michael.  
 
    Carly saw the warning in Janine’s eyes.  
 
    She would be in trouble if she denied it.  
 
    Serious trouble.  
 
    “Yeah… sorry… Mistress,” she mumbled.  
 
    Janine gave a satisfactory grin before turning to her boyfriend. “Carly’s into that weird shit,” she giggled. “You’re a bit of a slut, aren’t you?”  
 
    Carly’s cheeks now on fire, she felt lightheaded as she nodded in response. She could feel every eye on her.  
 
    The girls stared with a morbid fascination.  
 
    But it was Travis’s glare that made Carly shiver.  
 
    There was pure animalistic lust in them. 
 
    “She cleans my house so that afterwards I can punish her or humiliate her. She gets off on that stuff,” Janine continued. “She’s here for her reward. What should we do to her?”  
 
    Travis reached towards the coffee table and his can of beer that rested on it. He took a long swig as he continued to stare at Carly. She watched him drain the can with increasing worry.  
 
    A drunken horny male with that much power over her, it frightened her.  
 
    Travis emptied the can and placed it back on the table, his jaw set with determination, as if he had a grudge match to settle. “If she’s a slut, maybe we should get her to take off her clothes,” he said.  
 
    Carly’s eyes shot to Janine, waiting to see her response. She pleaded with her eyes, despite knowing it would do no good.  
 
    “Strip, slut,” she said, her voice cold.  
 
    Carly froze on the spot, her breathing stopped.  
 
    She felt like an animal caught in the headlights of a speeding car, paralyzed by the staring gazes. And then, something snapped in the back of her mind.  
 
    She needed to obey.  
 
    She knew one day this would happen. This and much worse would follow when she began attending Angel Academy to serve the Descendants.  
 
    This was her future for her remaining days on earth.  
 
    It was like an out of body experience.  
 
    It was like she had stepped out of her flesh and taken a seat to then watch as her body stripped.  
 
    As her hands rose to pull at the buttons on her blouse, her fingers trembled. Her face was no longer red. It was a pale white.  
 
    The buttons of her blouse were undone. The girls let out whoops and giggles as her bra came in view. 
 
    Travis said nothing.  
 
    He watched with lustful eyes.  
 
    As her blouse hit the floor by her feet, she pulled at the zip on her skirt. 
 
    The out of body experience came to an end as her skirt came off.  
 
    Carly was back in her body, fully aware of standing in her underwear in front of people she went to school with. For now, she still had a part of her modesty protected. She made eye contact with Janine, hoping the girl would have some mercy in her heart.  
 
    But there was none.  
 
    Her breathing heavy, her chest rose and fell rapidly.  
 
    Carly unbuckled her bra. As it slid off, her breasts bounced with joy, free from their restraints.  
 
    “Are those real?” Amy asked, awe in her voice, mixed with girlish mischief.  
 
    “Who knows,” Janine said, a smirk on her face. “Jiggle them,” she added. “I heard fake boobs jiggle differently.”  
 
    Carly gave a little hop, much to the delight of the girls. Her breasts jumped with her, but being lighter, they flopped up before coming down again.  
 
    The test was inconclusive, apparently.  
 
    They made her do it once more, twice, and then a third time.  
 
    Still inconclusive.  
 
    Travis decided he knew how to settle the debate.  
 
    He climbed to his feet and approached Carly. Without warning, he grabbed her breasts with both hands and squeezed hard.  
 
    Carly bit back a cry.  
 
    Travis stared down at her, a cruel glint in his eyes, he squeezed harder, flattening her breasts in her palms.  
 
    “Please…” Carly whispered as her eyes began to water.  
 
    “Please what?” Travis asked, his tone unforgiving.  
 
    “Please stop,” Carly said. “It- it hurts.”  
 
    “Call him master,” Janine chipped in, now leaning forward, watching with fascination.  
 
    The pain became too much to bear. Carly didn’t hesitate. “Please, master,” she begged.  
 
    Travis let go of her breasts.  
 
    He remained standing next to her, staring at the large soft mounds, at the little bruises he had created. Carly took deep breaths to process the pain, her knees felt weak, unstable.  
 
    “Come sit, Travis,” Janine tapped on the sofa seat beside her. “Before she has an orgasm.”  
 
    Amy and Felicity burst out laughing.  
 
    Carly forced her body to stay still as the blood rushed to her face. The tears that had formed in her eyes, she held them back.  
 
    Carly knew what was going to follow. Things were going to get worse before they got better. She still wasn’t naked. Janine would pick on that soon.  
 
    She promised herself no matter what happened, she wasn’t going to cry.  
 
    She would take it without complaining.  
 
    She’d had enough time to prepare for this. 
 
    So when Janine accused her of being a slut, of trying to use her large breasts to seduce Travis, she held back any response.  
 
    She did the same too, when Janine told her to take off her panties, to strip completely naked and turn around, to show off her ass.  
 
    She remained silent when they laughed at her bottom, again wondering if it was fake. She jiggled it for them.  
 
    And then, Janine decided she needed punishment for seducing Travis with her boobs.  
 
    On Janine’s instruction, Carly bent over the coffee table, her ass in the air as the girls took off their shoes and spanked her bottom.  
 
    Carly bit back her cry and held back her tears.  
 
    But when Travis stepped up to spank her, when he struck her firmly with his hand, when that same hand rested on her bottom and moved down, when it touched her pussy, when a finger pressed through the lips and moved inside, Carly couldn’t hold it in any longer.  
 
    She was a virgin.  
 
    Had been, until Travis had penetrated it.  
 
    She had known for some time now that her life was going to be different, that she was a descendant of Lucifer.  
 
    Knowing she could never have a normal life; Carly had kept to herself. She never made any friends, never dated any of the many guys that had shown an interest in her. 
 
    But knowing what her life was going to be like and completely accepting it were two different things. Deep down, the small girly part of her dreamt of meeting the perfect guy who would accept her for what she was and love her. He would have been the one to take her virginity.  
 
    It was a childish hope, one Travis had ensured would no longer be possible.  
 
    The tears began to roll down her cheeks, but Carly held back the sounds of cry as Travis fingered her pussy.  
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    As they headed back from the park, Clarissa made a show of her annoyance at Tom’s behaviour. She refused to hold his hand. She wouldn’t make eye contact and when he tried to explain what he had seen, she told him to save it.  
 
    She would not hear his ridiculous excuses.  
 
    She was pissed at him, she’d said, multiple times. The word “pig” was thrown about a few times too.  
 
    Clarissa walked ahead of him as they headed to his apartment.  
 
    The fact that she was heading to his apartment, and not going to her own home, Tom knew deep down, like, really deep down, she wasn’t as pissed at him as she was making out to be.  
 
    As they came to the front door of his apartment block, Clarissa stopped. She didn’t have a key. She folded her arms across her chest and cleared her throat. Deciding to indulge her, Tom stepped up, inserted the key and held it open for her.  
 
    His apartment was on the fourth floor. They took the elevator up. Again, Clarissa ignored him and stood a foot ahead of him. Her arms remained folded across her chest. Her face was scrunched.  
 
    It was once inside his apartment did Tom decide enough was enough.  
 
    He grabbed Clarissa by the scruff of her neck with one hand. He used the other hand to grab a fistful of her curvy bottom. He pushed her down the corridor and into the open plan living and kitchen area.  
 
    Tom shoved her down onto the leather sofa and climbed on top of her, sitting on her back, he pressed her head down into the cushion.  
 
    “I’m sorry!” Clarissa cried out.  
 
    “Sorry for what?”  
 
    “Being a… bitch?”  
 
    “Being a jealous bitch,” Tom corrected.  
 
    “Right. Being a jealous bitch. Sorry!”  
 
    Tom moved his hand away from her head and climbed off her back. Clarissa sat up and stared at him.  
 
    There was still some anger on her cute face, but now it had been overtaken by lust.  
 
    Early on in their relationship, Tom discovered the girl’s penchant for domination. 
 
    It started with rough sex.  
 
    No matter how hard he fucked her, she always wanted more.  
 
    Tom started by spanking her. That quickly moved to him tying her up. He even purchased sex toys.  
 
    And in those moments, when her legs were spread apart, when she was bound and immovable, when she was at her most vulnerable, Clarissa would open up and tell him her darkest and deepest secrets. 
 
    She wanted to be owned completely, she had said, to exist for his sole pleasure. She wanted his every needs and desires to be her only focus.  
 
    Sure, when she wasn’t in the mood for sex, she wasn’t so submissive.  
 
    They had a fairly normal relationship out of the bedroom.  
 
    But there was one thing Tom had realised not so long ago.  
 
    He could push the boundaries when he wanted to. Her submissive nature in the bedroom did not have to remain restricted to that space.  
 
    “So what happened today?” Tom asked as he stood towering over her.  
 
    “What do you mean?” Clarissa asked, her voice guarded.  
 
    “That little tantrum you threw earlier?”  
 
    “You were flirting with that other woman,” Clarissa said, now pouting like a sullen child.  
 
    Tom hadn’t been flirting with the redhead, or with Jess, the blond. “So?”  
 
    “You touched her bum!”  
 
    Again, that wasn’t true.  
 
    Tom had stared at her bottom as she raised her skirt. But it mattered not what he had done. “So what if I did?”  
 
    Clarissa didn’t respond.  
 
    She glared at him.  
 
    Tom stepped forward and grabbed her by her thick coarse hair. He yanked her up and grinned as Clarissa let out a little yelp. He tugged at her top and tore through the buttons with ease.  
 
    “That was expensive,” Clarissa moaned.  
 
    But it was a weak moan, her defiance ebbing away.  
 
    “Take it off. Take off your jeans too.”  
 
    “You’ve ruined it now. Why don’t you take it off?”  
 
    Tom frowned. “I will slap you,” he warned.  
 
    It seemed to do the trick.  
 
    Despite having a penchant for being dominated, Clarissa didn’t enjoy being slapped.  
 
    More specifically, she didn’t enjoy being slapped across the face. Tom rarely did it, though he did threaten to use it when she annoyed him.  
 
    Clarissa stripped down to her white lace panties that contrasted against her dark skin. She wasn’t wearing a bra.  
 
    The girl had a curvy bottom, but small breasts with large nipples. Tom rubbed his fingers against her panties and pressed against the soft material with his fingers, digging them deep inside her now wet pussy.  
 
    Clarissa’s body began to tremor, and Tom grinned.  
 
    The little bitch was so easily turned on, it was ridiculous.  
 
    He pulled off her panties and rubbed it against her pussy, letting it soak up her juices.  
 
    He told her to open her mouth, and like a good little obedient girl, she did.  
 
    Tom stuffed her mouth with her panties and stepped back.  
 
    “You look ridiculous,” he told her. “Still fuckable though,” he added. “But I won’t be fucking you. Not before we clear something up. Do you understand?”  
 
    Clarissa nodded her head with such eagerness, her panties fell out of her mouth. Tom held back his laugh and instead rolled his eyes.  
 
    “Leave it!” he ordered, as she bent over to pick it up.  
 
    He grabbed her arm and led her out through the sliding glass doors that led onto his balcony. Tom pushed her against the cold metal railing. Standing behind her, he dug two fingers into her wet pussy and leaned forward, his lips now in her ear.  
 
    “You’re a little bitch, aren’t you?”  
 
    “Yes, master.”  
 
    “What is your body for?”  
 
    “To be used-” Clarissa stopped, her face crunched as Tom grabbed her nipple and squeezed. “To be used and abused for your pleasure, master.”  
 
    “Who do you belong to?”  
 
    “…you,” she whispered.  
 
    “That’s right,” Tom said. “You belong to me. You’re my property. You don’t have any rights over me. You serve to please me, and if I want to flirt with another girl, that’s none of your fucking business. If I want to fuck another girl, that’s none of your business. If I want you to fuck a girl, to lick her pussy, to suck on her cunt, that’s what you will do. Is that understood?”  
 
    “Yes, master,” Clarissa murmured.  
 
    Tom hadn’t meant to say all of that.  
 
    Especially not the bit about him fucking another girl, about him forcing her to fuck and suck another girl.  
 
    He’d gotten carried away in the moment.  
 
    It seemed Clarissa had too, by agreeing to it.  
 
    He knew she was in the zone, that right now, she would say anything just to please him.  
 
    But did she really mean it?  
 
    He pulled his fingers out of her pussy and turned her around. “Really?” he asked. “You wouldn’t mind me fucking another woman?”  
 
    Clarissa stared at the ground and shrugged her shoulders. There was hesitancy in her posture. Tom waited patiently as she gathered her thoughts, mulling them over, deciding if she were brave enough to share them.  
 
    As she continued to stare at her feet, he decided she needed some encouragement. He tapped her inner thighs gently, and she responded by spreading her legs, making her pussy accessible.  
 
    He stuck two fingers in, and with his thumb, he rubbed her clit. Clarissa’s body responded. Her lips parted as she leaned forward, eyes closing. Her legs began to shake. Tom knew she was close to coming.  
 
    He pulled his hand away from her pussy.  
 
    Clarissa’s eyes flung open. She was about to beg for him to continue, but Tom put a stop to that with a swift slap to her pussy. He followed it up with three more. Clarissa’s body stiffened; she lowered her head in acceptance.  
 
    “Tell me what you’re thinking,” Tom said.  
 
    “I fantasize about you fucking other woman. I fantasize… about being in the room and pleasing you both,” she blurted out.  
 
    That was a revelation. The deepest and darkest yet.  
 
    “But… I’m afraid you might fall for another girl and… and toss me aside,” she said.  
 
    Tom took Clarissa’s hands in his and pulled her in for a tight hug. “I would never do that,” he whispered to her.  
 
    And he meant it.  
 
    Why on earth would he toss aside a beautiful girl that gave herself to him, to use for his pleasure however he chose?  
 
    As he hugged her, an image of having a threesome with another girl popped into his brain. Clarissa sucking on his cock, getting it hard while he fondled the other girl’s pussy and kissed her on the lips…  
 
    Tom picked Clarissa up and carried her inside into the bedroom. He threw her on the bed and pulled down his jeans. His large cock plopped out as he climbed onto the bed, as he climbed onto her. The girl was in for a rough fucking.  
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It was a week later, and Tom was returning from his day job at the local supermarket when he bumped into Carly.  
 
    The force applied between them could have been more than a bump.  
 
    He turned the corner and basically crashed into her, knocking the poor girl onto the ground. As he mumbled his apologies and rushed to help her to her feet, he became aware of what Carly was wearing.  
 
    A pair of pink panties.  
 
    Lacy ones meshed in the centre; Tom averted his eyes.  
 
    But not before he spotted her pussy lips pressed against it, surrounded by a dark patch of what he assumed were her juices.  
 
    “Carly,” Tom cleared his throat, his hands on her shoulders.  
 
    Her bare shoulders.  
 
    He let go of her, his hands now by his own sides, he cleared his throat again.  
 
    “Sorry, I uh…” he stopped, his thoughts wondering as his eyes drifted towards her chest.  
 
    Her bare chest.  
 
    Carly used a hand to cover her breasts, but not before Tom got a full glimpse of them.  
 
    Damn.  
 
    The girl had perfect breasts. Large ones that didn’t sag.  
 
    “What?” Carly muttered.  
 
    “Uh… you…” Tom blinked. “Umm… sorry I-” 
 
    “Jesus, you’re stupid,” Carly growled.  
 
    Tom frowned. “What the fuck?”  
 
    “I mean, you’re a walking fucking cliché aren’t you?” she snapped. “A stupid jock!”  
 
    Tom took a step back. Literally. He knew Carly from school. She was a shy girl. A surprising trait considering how she looked. He would have thought she would have been friends with the popular girls like Janine and her little clique.  
 
    “I guess it makes sense,” he muttered.  
 
    “What makes sense?”  
 
    “Why you don’t have any friends,” Tom responded. “You’re a bit of a bitch.”  
 
    Carly’s pale skin darkened with rage. She raised a hand and pointed a finger at him, a finger that trembled with fury. “Fuck you!”  
 
    “No thanks.”  
 
    “You don’t know me!”  
 
    “Clearly,” Tom said, his voice flat. “I was going to offer you my jacket, but I suppose you enjoy running around in just your panties?”  
 
    It was as if mentioning it made Carly realise how she was dressed. Her shoulders hunched together, trying to close in around her body. An impossible task. Her eyes faltered as the rage gave way to uncertainty.  
 
    Carly had green eyes, and for a brief moment, Tom thought he saw vulnerability in them.  
 
    “I… I don’t need your jacket,” she said softly.  
 
    “Right,” Tom nodded.  
 
    “Damn straight.”  
 
    Tom smiled. Damn straight? Who said that? Not someone in fucking London, that’s for sure. At least, not someone being themselves.  
 
    And Carly wasn’t being herself.   
 
    He knew she wasn’t this mean and rude girl that ran around almost naked.  
 
    Question was, what was she up to?  
 
    “So… going for a late stroll naked… that a thing you do?”  
 
    “What if it is?”  
 
    “Just… doesn’t seem like a thing you’re enjoying doing.”  
 
    “What?”  
 
    “Your clothes are off, but you’re covering your breasts with your arm. Why? Didn’t think of wearing a shirt when you left the house? Do you walk around in nothing but your panties at home? And you walked out without forgetting to put some clothes on?”  
 
    Carly frowned. “No?” she said softly.   
 
    “You don’t sound so sure… maybe you do walk around naked. You live alone? Or is that a thing in your family? 
 
    Carly swallowed; her face stiffened. “I don’t walk around naked at home. I’m doing this intentionally.”  
 
    “So you want to walk around naked? Outside?”  
 
    Carly nodded.  
 
    “Why are you hiding your breasts?”  
 
    “What?”  
 
    Tom nodded at them, grinning. “Why are you hiding your breasts if this is what you meant to do?”  
 
    The glare Carly gave him, it would have been frightening if she were not an attractive girl with an innocent face. Being mostly naked too took away any surprises she might hold. It wasn’t like she had any weapons on her.  
 
    Aside from those boobs.  
 
    Tom rolled his eyes at his lame joke.  
 
    “You want to see my breasts?” Carly asked, her brows furrowing. “Fine.”  
 
    Carly’s chest jutted forward as her arm came down. She had beautiful breasts. Perfect mounds of pale white, the nipples small and pink.  
 
    The complete opposite of what his girlfriend Clarissa had.  
 
    It wasn’t a competition. They were both nice.  
 
    Tom felt an urge to lean in and suck on Carly’s breasts.  
 
    Obviously he didn’t.  
 
    It would be sexual assault.  
 
    Wouldn’t it?  
 
    Unless she wanted it?  
 
    Did she want it?  
 
    They stared at each other, the two of them. Carly, her brown hair flowing against the sudden gentle breeze that swept up the paved ground, her hands by her sides, chest exposed proudly, wearing nothing but lacy pink knickers.  
 
    Tom wore a leather jacket and black jeans. His hair was jet black.  
 
    There was a contrast in their appearances, but Tom thought he saw something in her.  
 
    Something that made them alike. 
 
    He wasn’t sure what it was. An odd feeling. Or a familiar one?  
 
    “Take a picture,” Carly muttered. “It’ll last longer.”  
 
    She was being sarcastic, trying to shame him. But Tom was much too confident to be shamed, or much too immature. He wasn’t sure which it was.  
 
    He didn’t care which it was.  
 
    He took his phone out and snapped a picture of Carly standing naked, chest pushed forwards, breasts on display.  
 
    Carly’s eyes widened. “Why’d you do that?”  
 
    “You told me to.”  
 
    “Delete it!”  
 
    Tom shook his head.  
 
    “Delete it,” Carly repeated.  
 
    She didn’t wait for him to comply. She leaped at him, trying to snatch the phone from his hands.  
 
    She was a fast girl.  
 
    Much faster than he would have guessed.  
 
    But Tom was naturally athletic and had played sports at school.  
 
    He turned his body sideways as his hand slid down to his waist.  
 
    Carly was supposed to have missed the phone. Her body was supposed to have lunged past him and crashed into the ground.  
 
    But none of that happened.  
 
    The girl was quick enough to grab his hand as he pulled it down. Instead of hitting the ground, she’d slammed her body against his.  
 
    And that was where it remained.  
 
    Her almost naked body was pressed against his. Tom felt the warmth emanate from her. His left hand reached around and came to rest on her hip as he stared down at her.  
 
    Carly’s lips were inches away from his. Tom was tempted to lean in and kiss her.  
 
    That would have been the wrong thing to do.  
 
    She had done nothing but indicate hostility towards him.  
 
    Really, what he should do is move his hand away from her waist.   
 
    With some effort, Tom did exactly that. He followed it up by taking a step back just as Carly leaned in to kiss him. Their lips touched briefly before she realised he was moving away from her.  
 
    Blood rushed to her face, turning her usually pale skin bright red.  
 
    “You know what, fuck you!” Carly said.  
 
    And then, she stormed off.  
 
    Tom watched her go. His eyes fell on her bottom as she marched down the street.  
 
    What a weird girl.  
 
    Hot.  
 
    But weird.  
 
    Tom glanced down at his phone and the picture he had taken of Carly standing proudly with her breasts exposed.  
 
    She was really hot.  
 
    Tom hit the delete button. He set off home, his mind shifting to his girlfriend Clarissa. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Tom’s apartment was on the fourth floor of the building. It was a one bedroom apartment. He shared it with Clarissa who’d been staying over a lot in the past six months. 
 
    His girlfriend came from a broken family. Absent father, alcoholic mother. Staying in his apartment gave her a sense of stability that Tom was delighted to provide.  
 
    They got along well. Her submissive side was a massive bonus, one Tom was exploring much more of late.  
 
    In fact, with each passing week, it occupied more and more of his thoughts. Tom wanted to find her boundaries and push them. 
 
    Thanks to Carly, it was on his mind as he opened the front door.  
 
    What the hell had that been all about? Why was the girl running around at night almost completely naked? It was entirely out of character for the girl he knew from school.  
 
    Carly was a shy and quiet girl.  
 
    Tom wondered if Carly had been in trouble.  
 
    Was she running away from someone?  
 
    He glanced back at the open door that led out of the apartment.  
 
    Tom pushed the door shut with his foot.  
 
    If Carly were in trouble, there was no way he could go and save her now.  
 
    Also, he doubted she was in trouble. The girl had time to stop and berate him for checking her out. She’d leaned in to kiss him. If she were running for her life, she wouldn’t have made a move on him.   
 
    Tom took of his jacket and placed it on the hook by the front door. He called out Clarissa’s name as he walked down the corridor.   
 
    There was no response.  
 
    But he found her in the living room.  
 
    She was sitting on the sofa, her legs pressed together, hands beneath her bottom, her face stiff.  
 
    “You olrite?” Tom asked.  
 
    Clarissa shook her head. “That woman is here.”  
 
    “What woman?”  
 
    “The one from the park.”  
 
    Tom frowned. “There were two women in the park…”  
 
    “Redhead,” Clarissa said. “She’s in your room.”  
 
    His room? Tom’s frown deepened. “You let a random woman into our apartment and you’re sitting here while she’s in my room?”  
 
    “She’s not a random woman. She’s from the park.”  
 
    “You’re behaving really weirdly,” Tom muttered.  
 
    He left Clarissa sitting in the living room like a school child outside the headmaster’s office waiting to be called in for the inevitable scolding.  
 
    He opened the door to his bedroom. The redhead was there alright.  
 
    The one that had defeated the werewolf. 
 
    Tom had walked into the room somewhat annoyed that a stranger was in his room.  
 
    That annoyance slipped away.  
 
    This woman had defeated a werewolf.  
 
    There was little chance of him throwing her out.  
 
    But as he stared at her, his annoyance was beginning to return. She was rummaging through his chest of draws.  
 
    “What are you doing?”  
 
    “Going through your stuff,” the woman said without glancing back at him. She wasn’t even startled in the slightest by his sudden arrival. 
 
    “You can’t do that.”  
 
    “I can,” she replied. She closed the draw and turned to face him. “I can do whatever I want.”  
 
    She moved towards him, prancing like catwalk models did when they knew every eye in the room was on them, fascinated and enraptured. 
 
    Tom felt a strange feeling as he watched her approach.  
 
    His heart thumped as his mouth dried. At the same time, he felt beads of sweat form on his back.  
 
    Tom recognised the feeling.  
 
    It was fear.   
 
    Tom had been afraid in the past. But never like this.   
 
    The redhaired woman grabbed his hand.  
 
    Her grip was firm.  
 
    She pulled him into the room and pushed him onto his bed.  
 
    Tom sat on the bed much like Clarissa did on the sofa in the living room, his body stiff, his hands beneath his bottom.  
 
    “Do you know what Descendants are?” the woman asked.  
 
    Tom nodded.  
 
    “Oh,” the woman said, surprised. “That should make things much easier. I’m assuming your parents told you about them at some point? When you were much younger, perhaps?”  
 
    Tom shrugged, confused. “I might have learnt about it in school?”  
 
    The redhaired woman stared at him, her blue eyes bore into his soul. “You don’t know who Descendants are. You know the meaning of the word ‘descendants’,” she muttered to herself. “Don’t freak,” she said to him.  
 
    She pulled out a knife from her back pocket.  
 
    Tom jumped to his feet and climbed onto the bed, backing away from her. “What’re you doing?”  
 
    “I told you not to freak,” the woman said, frowning. “Why do they never listen?”  
 
    “You’ve done this before?” Tom asked, his eyes on the knife. “You go sneaking into people’s houses and then pull knifes out on them?”  
 
    “It’s less weird than it sounds,” the woman replied.  
 
    Tom nodded automatically as his mind raced. This was no longer amusing in any way. When he’d first heard the woman from the park was here, it had piqued his curiosity. Maybe she was here to talk about why he could see werewolves and other freaky shit.  
 
    That curiosity had given way to annoyance when he’d found her snooping through his draws. 
 
    Annoyance gave way to fear as she pulled him into the room and drew her knife. 
 
    Whatever the hell was going on, Tom wasn’t interested. He reached into his pocket and pulled out his phone.  
 
    He dialled 999, the number to call the emergency services.  
 
    He heard the ringing tone, heard the operator read out the options.  
 
    Tom didn’t get a chance to choose the police services. 
 
    The phone was no longer in his hand.  
 
    It was embedded into the wall behind his bed.  
 
    By a knife.  
 
    By the knife that the woman had in her hand.  
 
    Except, she still had that knife in her hand.  
 
    Had she just thrown a knife, cut through his phone, sent it flying out of his hand, embedded into solid concrete. And then replaced said knife with another?  
 
    Was this what he should really be thinking about right now?  
 
    “What do you want?” Tom asked.  
 
    “Your blood.”  
 
    “No thanks.”  
 
    “Wasn’t asking,” came the response. “It’ll be easier if you don’t resist.”  
 
    “Easier for you,” Tom said.  
 
    He leapt off the bed and dashed towards the door. His movement was quick. His hand made it to the door handle. That was when he felt the slash across his back. It cut through his shirt, through his vest. He felt a stinging pain across his back.  
 
    The woman grabbed him by the collar and pulled him back.  
 
    She was incredibly strong.  
 
    He lost his grip on the door handle and crashed back onto the ground. 
 
    The woman stood over him, a foot either side of his chest. She lowered herself, her bottom now rested on his chest. She held the knife at Tom’s throat.  
 
    “Listen carefully,” she told him. “I’m going to cut your cheek. It’ll be a thin cut. Unless you try to resist. In which case, you know…” she smiled as her sentence trailed. “Do you understand?” 
 
    “You’re fucking crazy,” Tom said, his body shaking in anger and fear.  
 
    “I’ll take that as a yes,” the woman said.  
 
    The knife moved up to his left cheek, where it rested for a moment. And then, she pressed the tip against his skin.  
 
    Tom felt it pierce his flesh, felt the brief sharp pain as cold metal cut through his skin, as the warm blood spilled out.  
 
    The woman rubbed her finger against the wound and wrapped his blood around it. She held that finger close to her lips.  
 
    “What the fuck,” Tom muttered. “You’re going to drink my blood? That’s disgusting.”  
 
    “You’re right. It’s not my favourite taste. Even after a thousand years of doing it.”  
 
    Tom tilted his head to the left, his right ear now facing the woman. Had he heard right? She didn’t look like she was a thousand years old. It had to be a figure of speech?  
 
    There were more pressing things for him to worry about.  
 
    Still, he couldn’t not ask.  
 
    “A thousand- no… Did you say-?”  
 
    The woman, who had been staring at her bloodied finger, now glanced at him, frowning, before she rolled her eyes. “You heard right. I’m more than a thousand years old.”  
 
    Tom’s face paled. “You’re a vampire, aren’t you?”  
 
    “What?”  
 
    “Aren’t you supposed to have fangs?”  
 
    The redhaired woman frowned. “You talk too much.”  
 
    She licked her finger, the one covered in his blood.  
 
    And then, she stared into space, much like someone might have done had they gone wine tasting and wanted to be really dramatic about their abilities in being able to distinguish all the subtle flavours, know what dirt it was grown in, and how old the child was that had trod on the grapes, the type of foot he or she might have had.  
 
    Tom found himself a little enthralled. “Well?” he asked, genuinely curious to know what his blood tasted like.  
 
    “It’s definitely angelic. But different.”  
 
    “Angelic?” Tom mumbled. “Like… angels?”  
 
    “You’re so smart,” the woman said, her tone a natural for sarcasm. “I’m going to need more,” she announced. 
 
    “What?” Tom backed away from her, shuffling on his bottom. “Why? W-Why d-do you need more?” he stuttered, his mind working overtime, conjuring images of dark alleyways with hooded figures passing over bottles of angel blood.  
 
    “I don’t think it’s Lucifer,” the redhead said. “But I also don’t recognise it as any of the archangels. I need another taste.”  
 
    That made absolutely no sense to Tom.  
 
    He struggled some as the woman came for another taste.  
 
    But she was insane strong.  
 
    Resting on his chest once more, she used her knees to pin down his arms. She pressed her finger against the cut on his cheek, causing him to groan.  
 
    “I don’t get it,” the woman said as she sucked on her finger. “But it’s definitely not Lucifer.”  
 
    She climbed to her feet and held her hand out to him. “Welcome to the Angel Academy, Tom. You’re officially the descendant of the right type of archangels.”  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    A week had passed since Carly had crashed into Tom.  
 
    Half-naked.  
 
    Okay, almost completely naked.  
 
    She’d had a challenging day and all the frustrations that had built up inside, she’d taken them out on him. It had been uncalled for, but it wasn’t like she had much choice. 
 
    She certainly couldn’t take it out on her tormentor, Janine. That girl was going to own her one day.  
 
    Literally. 
 
    And that day was imminent.  
 
    Carly was in her car, driving to Angel Academy. She was officially turning herself in for a lifetime of servitude.  
 
    Servitude to people like Janine who descendent from the right type of archangels.  
 
    Carly knew what awaited her.  
 
    Humiliation, abuse and torture.  
 
    She was afraid.  
 
    She’d even briefly considered not going. A brief consideration. Whatever awaited her at Angel Academy would be infinitely better than Hell. Which is where her soul would be damned to if she did not serve the Descendants.  
 
    Carly focused her thoughts on Tom, pushing away images of being naked tied to a pole, Janine standing over her with a whip in hand.  
 
    Tom was a nice guy. 
 
    Like, a legit nice guy. Especially for one that was so damned handsome.  
 
    If she were given the choice to avoid one person that night as she ran home almost naked, she would have picked Tom.  
 
    Life, eh?  
 
    Fitting, she thought bitterly. Her old life ending in humiliation just as her new life would begin – in humiliation.  
 
    Tom had been nice to her at first. Naturally, Carly had to respond like an ass. Most guys would have told her to fuck off.  
 
    But not Tom. 
 
    He remained calm as ever.  
 
    He even took a picture of her.  
 
    Carly felt her face heating. She knew he did it just to annoy her in that cute playful way of his. She wondered if he would save the picture. Would he ever look at it? It would have been a pervy thing to do. But she wouldn’t have minded…  
 
    Carly’s cheeks reddened as she realised she still had strong feelings for Tom.  
 
    It wasn’t a sudden realisation. She’d had a crush on him since forever now. She hadn’t done anything about it. What could she do? Being a descendant of Satan, her life was already decided. And it did not involve boyfriends.  
 
    Carly kept her distance from Tom and all the other boys.  
 
    Girls too.  
 
    She was going to spend the rest of her life as a slave. Why invest in relationships when it would all come to an end when she turned twenty-one?  
 
    As Carly neared her location, she pushed aside thoughts of her lost childhood and Tom. She turned off the motorway and joined a narrow country lane. Fields of grass grew on both sides and as far ahead as she could see.  
 
    Her heart started to pump.  
 
    Not that it didn’t normally pump. 
 
    Now it pumped with a ferocity that made it seem like it was in her head and not her chest. Carly took deep breaths, trying to calm herself.  
 
    It did not help.  
 
    Her hands trembled as they held the steering wheel.  
 
    The country lane came to an end. Before her was a large black metal gate of cast iron. The pointy tips on the bars were painted gold.  
 
    The gates slid open.  
 
    The path beyond was made of grey stone and wound up a hill, fenced on either side by evergreens.    
 
    Carly reached the top and paused a moment. She took in the scene before her and then turned left towards the three other cars that were already parked there and the two girls and single guy that stood with bags in their hands.  
 
    Stiff body and worry written on their faces; it was obvious they were the wrong type of Descendants.  
 
    Carly pulled out her own luggage and joined the girls. One was a black girl. The other was Asian. She had smooth and long silky black hair. The guy was tall with enormous pecs and massive arms.  
 
    “Hey,” Carly waved at the girls. “Lucifer’s-” she stopped, realising she’d never met another from the same line as hers. She’d never had to ask the question before. She was going to go with ‘Lucifer’s Spawn’.  
 
    That didn’t seem right.  
 
    You couldn’t ask complete strangers if they were the spawn of Satan.  
 
    “Lucifer’s children?” the Asian girl asked, and then nodded.  
 
    “Do you know what we’re supposed to do?” Carly asked.  
 
    “Wait here until they come for us,” the Asian girl said, introducing herself as Aiko.  
 
    Carly leaned against her car and stared ahead.  
 
    Angel Academy, they called it.  
 
    It was beautiful.  
 
    The buildings were made of a white stone. The same stone was used to pave the paths. There were stone angels everywhere. By the doors, by the windows and one in front of every building functioning as a fountain.  
 
    The larger the building, the bigger the fountain.  
 
    Some angels held swords. They looked fierce, like the ones from the biblical stories - the angels that came down to rain destruction upon humanity.  
 
    A tall blond girl with a clipboard in hand walked towards them, stopping directly in front of them. “Carly?”  
 
    “Uh, here?”  
 
    The blond girl looked up from the clipboard, a frown on her face. “Are you sure?”  
 
    “Yes?” she said with hesitancy, before adding quicky, “Yes, definitely here.”  
 
    “Gemma?”  
 
    “Here,” the black girl said with certainty.  
 
    “Mark?”  
 
    “Here,” the guy said, his voice suitably deep and gruff.  
 
    “And you’re Aiko,” the blond girl said. She didn’t wait for a response. “That’s all of you. Great. Leave your bags with the cars. You won’t be needing them. Your clothes too.”  
 
    Carly heard the words spoken loud and clear. But it took her time to process. She wasn’t the only one. There was hesitation on both Aiko and Gemma’s faces. 
 
    Mark on the other hand, had already taken his jeans off.   
 
    The hesitation was brief on the Asian girl’s face.  
 
    A pink backpack was slung across her back. She dropped it to the ground and kicked off her trainers. Her skinny jeans followed.  
 
    Seeing her in action caused Carly to react.  
 
    She did the same but with less speed and enthusiasm. It wasn’t the first time she’d had to strip naked in front of complete strangers. Thanks to Janine, she had previous experience of doing this. 
 
    Thanks to Janine?  
 
    Was she really thanking her tormentor?  
 
    Her clothes by her feet now, Carly stood naked in the warm morning light. At first, she stared at the ground, head down, cheeks red. But curiosity took over. She glanced to her right towards Aiko and Gemma.  
 
    Both girls had slender frames and small breasts. Gemma had large dark nipples; Aiko had small ones. Standing beside them, Carly felt bustier than ever. Her bra no longer there to support her breasts, she felt them weigh down.  
 
    Finally, she looked at Mark.  
 
    She had never seen a naked man before. 
 
    His cock… it was the first one she had ever seen.   
 
    “Put these one,” the blond said.  
 
    She held in her hand three black collars, each with a small metal ring in the centre.  
 
    Fastening the collar around her neck, Carly somehow felt even more naked than before. The material was soft, though the ring was cold. The fit was snug.   
 
    The blond girl with the clipboard led them down the path towards the school buildings. The stone path was warm against Carly’s bare feet. The school was mostly empty but she did pass a few occupants. The right sort of Descendants. Guys and girls that were fully clothed. They ignored her, and she was glad for it.  
 
    They main school area was built on the top of the hill. Leaving it behind, they walked down a winding path that opened up to a flat sweeping landmass. The path split into four. The entrance to each was guarded by the statue of an angel.  
 
    Correction.  
 
    Archangel.  
 
    Carved from white marble and with enormous wings, three looked exactly the same. The fourth was a female.  
 
    Gabriel.  
 
    She was beautiful and majestic.  
 
    Intimidating too, what with being twelve feet tall. Her wings were the same distance in span. Her hands were pressed against her chest, a sword gripped between them.  
 
    But pretty, nonetheless.  
 
    Carly had never seen an actual angel.  
 
    She doubted many Descendants had either.  
 
    It was more of a thing back in the day. Angels would come down from the heavens more often. When they came to aid God’s prophets and wrought destruction upon humanity. And made love to mortals on their tea breaks.  
 
    It had been over a thousand year since an angel last impregnated a woman. And it was always a woman.   
 
    There were no Descendants from Gabriel.  
 
    But a path had been set for her out of respect.  
 
    The blond woman, who still hadn’t introduced herself, led them down the first path, the one where Archangel Michael stood guard.    
 
    Five minutes later, they arrived at the House of Michael.  
 
    It was made of white stone and rose up three floors. A set of white steps led up to the house, going under a pediment supported by six pillars. The front doors were modern, made of tinted glass, they slid open.  
 
    It was cool inside, signalling modern air conditioning systems in place. It was bright too. They stepped into a large living and dining space. In the centre was a long wooden table. On the sides pressed against the walls and arranged in squares and rectangles were sofas. There was a fireplace in one corner.  
 
    At the end to the left and right were two sets of stairs leading up towards the first and second floors. The blond led them up to the first floor and down the corridor, stopping as they came to the end. She stopped by the door and turned to face them.   
 
    “You’ll spend one month at the House of Michael, another at Raphael, and a final month at Uriel’s. After you’ve served all three Houses, you’ll be auctioned off. Members from one House will purchase you and initiate you into their House. You will then serve dutifully until the end of your days. Is that understood?”  
 
    All four nodded.  
 
    Having been born into this, Carly knew how it worked from what her mother had said. None of this was shocking news. But being here, it finally happening, she felt a cold sweat wash down her body.  
 
    This was it.  
 
    The little freedom she had, from this moment on, it was all going to vanish.  
 
    Forever.  
 
    “This room here at the end is where all you Cursed live,” the blond said. She turned to leave and took a couple of steps before she stopped and looked back. “Piece of advice?”  
 
    It was a question, and the tone was almost friendly. All four nodded quickly.  
 
    “One of these Houses will own you for the rest of your lives. Sometimes they purchase Cursed ones because they’re good workers, or they have good bodies, or they’ve taken a fancy to you. But sometimes, a House will purchase a Cursed one because they want to torture you for the rest of your miserable lives.”  
 
    “Point is,” the blond said, after a brief pause, “Don’t piss us off. Don’t make us purchase you because we want to torture you.”  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Tom didn’t believe. 
 
    Which made him an unbeliever. Sort of funny. Ironic too seeing as he was the descendant of angels.  
 
    Apparently.  
 
    Tom didn’t believe the redhaired woman. The redhaired woman who remained nameless.  
 
    She’d given him an address.  
 
    And that’s where he was headed now.  
 
    To Angel Academy.  
 
    He didn’t believe the woman. Why would he? For starters, Tom didn’t believe in angels. At least, definitely not the angels from the bible. Those stories were nonsense. 
 
    But none the less, he’d packed a bag and set off towards Angel Academy.  
 
    Curiosity.  
 
    That was why he was driving to this place after being told to do so by a strange woman that had broken into his apartment and cut him before tasting his blood. Most would say he was insane for listening to her. For all he knew, she could be a vampire, sending him off to her lair to be fed on by more vampires. 
 
    Tom didn’t think that likely. She didn’t need to send him there. She could have just knocked him unconscious and taken him herself.  
 
    Curiosity.  
 
    They say it killed the cat. And that animal had nine lives…  
 
    Tom had to go though. All the things he had seen, werewolves, monsters and such, Angel Academy offered an explanation. Even if there was a remote chance of finding out what was really going on, it would be worth it.  
 
    The satnav on Tom’s car announced he take a left at the next turn. It was a narrow country lane, a winding one fenced by trees. Tom occasionally caught a glance of what lay beyond the leaves and branches.  
 
    Fields.  
 
    Empty at first, the more he drove down the lane, the more trees began to appear on the fields. As Tom reached the cast-iron gate of metal at the end of the path, he was certain he had just entered a forest.  
 
    The gates were open and after pausing briefly to reconsider the sensibility of his plan, of driving to a strange place named Angel Academy at the word of a woman who had cut him, Tom put his foot down on the gas and drove up the hill.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Tom was told to arrive at Angel Academy at 12:00 and report to the Welcome Desk. He was on time, but the place was deserted. He parked his car to the left of the hill beside the four other cars. Grabbing his luggage, he entered the large building of white stone. Tom appreciated the blast of cool air that greeted him as he stepped inside.  
 
    To his left and right was a wide corridor, stained glass on one side, doors on the other. In front of him was a reception. A woman sat behind the counter on a swivel chair, leaning back, her phone in hand. 
 
    It didn’t look very angelic…  
 
    None of the magical stuff Tom had expected, based on the many books and movies about magical schools, were present  
 
    “Hey,” Tom nodded at the receptionist.  
 
    She was a pretty girl, in her late teens or maybe more. She had long red hair and green eyes. Eyes that continued to stare at the phone.  
 
    There was a little bell on the counter, and after considering a while, Tom tapped it. As the bell rang out, the girl looked up at him and frowned. “What?”  
 
    “I’m-” Tom stopped. The woman had told him to go to the Welcome Desk. That was all he had to go on. So he asked, “Is this the Welcome Desk?”   
 
    “What do you want?” the girl repeated.  
 
    “I was told to come here and-” Tom stopped again.  
 
    The girl looked pretty normal. Nothing out of the ordinary. Nothing to suggest she might be a supernatural of some sort. If he started talking about Angel Academy and the girl had no idea what he was talking about, he would look like an idiot, wouldn’t he?  
 
    His worries were unfounded though. At least, his worries of looking like an idiot.  
 
    “You’re one of the new Descendants, aren’t you?”  
 
    “Yes,” Tom said, nodding with some relief.  
 
    “Follow the corridor on your right to the end. It’ll came out at the back.”  
 
    Tom nodded again, and then waited patiently for the girl to finish talking.  
 
    Which apparently, she had done so as she returned to staring at her phone.  
 
    “Thanks” he mumbled.  
 
    Holding his luggage by the handle, he dragged it behind him as he walked down the corridor. To his left were the long stained glasses, some depicted flowers, others showed white angels with beautiful wings. On his right were the doors made of dark wood with brass knobs. They were closed shut.  
 
    There was no sound coming from within any as he passed. If this was a school, if they were classrooms, there was no sounds of teaching nor were there any students about.  
 
    The place was deserted.  
 
    Tom came to the end of the corridor and exited the building. The school was on a hill. At the back was a path that led down the hill. Standing by the path were three girls, two had suitcases with them, the third held a clipboard in hand.  
 
    “Thomas Skinner?” she called, her brows furrowed.  
 
    “That’s me,” he said, and broke into a run to join them.  
 
    The girl with the clipboard continued to stare at him, annoyance written across her face.  
 
    “Sorry, I’m late,” he mumbled, even though he was sure he wasn’t late.  
 
    The girl didn’t reply but turned her attention to the two girls.  
 
    “I’m only going to mention the rules once, so pay attention,” she said. “You’re unclaimed Descendants. That means none of the Houses of Michael, Raphael or Uriel have claimed you as their own. As Unclaimed Descendants, you will serve the House of Michael until you are ready to take the test. If you pass the test, you will drink from the Fountain of Angels and find your ancestry. You will then join the House of your ancestry.”  
 
    Once she finished talking, the girl stared at each of those before her. Her eyes lingered on Tom.  
 
    “Any questions?”  
 
    “What happens if we fail the test?” Tom asked.  
 
    “Are you planning on failing the test?” the girl asked, her frown of earlier having returned.  
 
    “No… but, just wondering what would happen if-” 
 
    “You won’t fail the test,” the girl snapped. “No one has ever failed any of the tests, okay. Just don’t be a dick and you’ll be fine,” she added testily.  
 
    “Olrite,” Tom muttered. “What happens when we drink from the Fountain of Angels?”  
 
    “You get magical powers,” the girl said, her face straight.  
 
    “Right,” Tom grinned. “What really happens.”  
 
    “You get magical powers.”  
 
    It was Tom’s turn to frown. Was she being serious?  
 
    “You don’t believe me?” the girl asked. “Let me show you.”  
 
    She stepped forward and punched him in the chest.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    An hour and much cursing later, Tom sat at a long table in the House of Michael, his chest hurting like fuck. The stupid bitch, whose name he had yet to learn, had punched him in the chest. Her superpower it seemed, was super strength.  
 
    Tom’s feet had literally flown off the ground as he was flung back. His chest felt like it had caved in. Stars danced around his head as if he were a character in a cartoon.  
 
    And the bitch.  
 
    The nameless bitch stood over him and stared down, smirking.  
 
    When Tom finally got to his feet, he didn’t have any further questions. Mostly because his chest hurt so much, he feared if he opened his mouth, blood would spurt out.  
 
    The clipboard bitch led them down the hill and to the House of Michael. They would be staying here until they passed the test, which everyone passed, apparently.  
 
    If everyone passed the freaking test, Tom wondered what the point of the test was. But he didn’t ask. The clipboard bitch would probably find another reason to hurt him somehow.   
 
    Now at the House of Michael, Tom was sat at the long table. Sitting opposite him were the two other Unclaimed Descendants. Praveetha, the Asian girl and Melinda, a redhead.  
 
    Unclaimed.  
 
    “What do you think Unclaimed means?” Tom asked.  
 
    Both girls turned to stare at him. They were nervous about being here, he could tell. He had watched them as they sat at the table opposite him, their eyes wide as they took in their surroundings, their breathing heavy.  
 
    “It means we’re not claimed,” Praveetha said. “We don’t know which archangel we’re descended from.”  
 
    Tom got that much. “You’d think there would be more of us Unclaimed, right?”  
 
    It was a pretty big school for just three Unclaimed.  
 
    They didn’t get much time to think it over. 
 
    The front door to the House of Michael opened and in poured a large group of Descendants. Most seemed to be in their early twenties. There were a few that were in their thirties.  
 
    They walked past them and headed up the stairs that led onto the first and second floors. A few of the guys tapped Praveetha and Melinda on the back, saying claimed as they did.  
 
    None did that to Tom, though a few of the girls smiled at him.  
 
    As the crowd disappeared, there remained three in the living room. A guy with long blond hair slicked back, and two women, one with blond hair, the other a brunette.  
 
    “You’re the Unclaimed?” he asked.   
 
    “Yup,” Tom said, standing up, he extended his hand out to shake. “Tom,” he introduced himself.  
 
    “Jacob,” the guy said, shaking his hand. “This is Maria,” he nodded at the brunette, “and Jenny,” he nodded at the blond. “My deputies.”  
 
    Tom smiled at the girls, both who watched him with smirks. Praveetha and Melinda, who had been sitting awkwardly, jumped to their feet and hastily introduced themselves. Once that was over, Jacob pulled a chair and sat beside Tom.  
 
    “It’s lunch time now. We’ll eat first. After that, I’ll give you the tour, explain the rules and set you some tasks.”  
 
    Jacob seemed like a good guy and Tom nodded.  
 
    Soon, the crowds that had made their way up the stairs slowly began to filter down. They sat at the table until all the seats were taken. Those that came later crashed on the sofas around the corners of the lounge. 
 
    The space filled with the sounds of talk and laughter. Beside him on his left, Jacob spoke with Maria, whispering in her ear before roaring out in laughter.  
 
    Tom sat somewhat awkwardly. He got that he was the new guy, but he wasn’t used to not having anyone to talk to. He’d pretty much always been popular.  
 
    Praveetha sat to his right. Her body was stiff. She stared ahead at no one in particular. Tom nudged her with his shoulder. “Hey,” he smiled.  
 
    She turned to look at him, face frozen. “What?”  
 
    “Kinda cool, right? Angel Academy and what not.”  
 
    “You’re not afraid at all?”  
 
    “Why would I be afraid?” 
 
    “I didn’t know anything about angels until this redhaired lady turned up at my house. She cut me and tasted my blood.”  
 
    “Yeah she did that to me too,” Tom said. “Bit of a mean bitch.”  
 
    “I know… and then she stripped me off my clothes and whipped me. After I cried out the first time, she stuffed my panties in my mouth so that my flatmate couldn’t hear. And then she proceeded to spank my bottom until-” Praveetha stopped talking, her brown skin reddened.  
 
    “Until?” Tom asked, aware the girl had said more than she’d wanted to, but not caring about her sudden shyness. “What happened?”  
 
    “My bottom’s still sore,” Praveetha said, as she shuffled on her seat uncomfortably.  
 
    Wow. Tom had referred to the woman as the redhaired bitch. Turned out he had gotten off lightly. “She do the same to you?” he asked Melinda.  
 
    “My… my tits,” Melinda mumbled. “She whipped my tits.”  
 
    “What did she do to you?” Praveetha asked.  
 
    “Nothing,” Tom said. “I mean, she tasted my blood… but I didn’t get my cock or balls beaten.”  
 
    Their conversation came to an end as the doors at the end of the lounge beneath the stairs that led up to the first and second floors opened.  
 
    “What the fuck,” Tom muttered.  
 
    Beside him, Praveetha let out a little squeak. “Still excited?” she asked.  
 
    Men and women stepped through the doors carrying trays of food and drink. Tom watched with part fascination and part horror. The servers wore barely any clothing at all. In fact, three girls wore nothing but collars around their necks.  
 
    Tom did his best to not look at them.  
 
    He stared down at the table, his mind racing.  
 
    Angel Academy wasn’t meeting any of his expectations. Praveetha and Melinda had both been stripped and whipped by the redhaired bitch. And now, they had naked girls serving food?  
 
    If the stories in the bible were to be correct, wasn’t this the sort of thing you’d find in the House of Lucifer?  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    After lunch, Jacob, Maria and Jenny gave them a tour of the place. There was the House of Michael. Made of white stone it rose up three floors. Beyond the house were a bunch of low hills and fields with smaller buildings dotted around.  
 
    There was a cabin nestled into one of the hills. It was full of all types of weapons. From pistols and assault rifles to bazookas, swords and bows with quivers full of arrows.  
 
    The rest of the tour consisted of them taking in the shooting range and the training fields where some Descendants jumped through obstacle courses whilst others trained with swords and shields.  
 
    They were an attractive bunch, the Descendants.  
 
    All tall and slim.  
 
    Tom wondered if it was the angel blood running through their bodies that made them all look like models. 
 
    The tour ended with them standing before a wooden cabin that had seen better days.  
 
    “This is where you’ll be staying until you pass the test,” Jacob said. “Get settled in. Come to the main house for food. We’ll start your training tomorrow.”  
 
    And with that, Jacob, Maria and Jenny left them standing in front of an old cabin that was now covered in vines. Tom stepped onto the front porch. He half expected his foot to cave in and for the splintered wood to dig into his leg. 
 
    That didn’t happen.  
 
    It did creak beneath his weight.  
 
    As did the door when he pulled it open.  
 
    Inside, it wasn’t as bad.  
 
    It was small. A single room with two beds and two wardrobes. At the end was a door that led into the toilet and shower. There was a single bulb attached to a wire hanging from the beam in the centre.  
 
    “It’s crap,” Melinda muttered.  
 
    She was right.  
 
    It was a bit crap.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Later that evening, after a quick shower, Tom sat on the front steps of the cabin. There was only one shower and they had to take turns. It was going to be interesting having to share a small cabin with two hot girls. Privacy might be an issue. 
 
    From what he had seen of the place, Angel Academy was not how he imagined it would be. According to stories in the bible, angels were strict creatures of light that enforced God’s somewhat cruel and outdated laws. 
 
    That was how Tom had viewed religion.  
 
    Outdated and cruel.  
 
    No sex before marriage? Dressing like a prude? Praying and shit? Angel Academy should have been like some weird version of church.  
 
    But it wasn’t like church at all.  
 
    In fact, the part where the servers brought out dinner, wearing barely any clothing at all, that was more like some party you’d have in hell in the presence of Lucifer.  
 
    What the fuck was that? Who were those people?  
 
    The cabin door opened. Praveetha stepped out and joined him by the steps. Her black hair was still wet and it shone in the bright evening sunlight. She wore a red dress with a plunging neckline, the hem resting above her knees. 
 
    Her shoulder touched his as she sat beside him. “What do you think of this place?”  
 
    “It’s interesting,” Tom said diplomatically. “Not how I thought it would be. Naked servers?”  
 
    “I was expecting that actually,” Praveetha said, wearing a half grin.  
 
    “You were?” Tom turned to look at Praveetha.  
 
    She nodded, a solemn look in her dark eyes. “The redhaired women did strip me naked, stuff my pants in my mouth and then whip me,” she whispered, her cheeks reddening again.  
 
    “Yeah, if she did that to me, I doubt I’d have come to this please.”  
 
    “I thought the same too but… I’ve seen strange things… unexplainable things,” Praveetha said, her voice distant. “I had to know what it was all about… if that meant getting stripped and spanked a few more times, it’d still be worth it.”  
 
    Tom didn’t reply.  
 
    He wasn’t sure he agreed with her. The redhaired woman had sexually assaulted Praveetha. She had done more than that. Pulling down her panties, shoving it in her mouth and then spanking her, the redhaired woman had humiliated Praveetha.  
 
    If that had happened to Tom, he would have fought back harder. And he sure as fuck wouldn’t have come to Angel Academy.  
 
    Once Melinda finished showering, they set off towards the House of Michael.  
 
    It was a pleasant walk. It was the peak of summer, and in the evening, the weather was nice. The scenery matched it too. Surrounding the path were lush trees with dark green leaves that reflected off the white stone. Occasionally, a gentle breeze would push past them, rustling the few fallen leaves and on one occasion, even lifting Praveetha’s dress up in a Marilyn Monroe moment.  
 
    The House of Michael was a nice building, if not quite as imposing as some Tom had seen back in central London. He supposed if it had been built thousands of years ago, it might have been impressive for its time.  
 
    The architecture seemed to imply it was built some time ago. The pediment held up by the pillars, the building made of a white stone, large wide steps at the front, it wasn’t like the new buildings of glass.  
 
    The lounge area was half full. There was food on the table, and Descendants sat about eating and drinking in little groups, some at the table, some by the sofas that littered the corners.  
 
    At over six feet, Tom was a big guy. He’d been quite reserved during lunch. Unsure of what to expect and being thrown off by the naked servers, he hadn’t eaten much. Right now he was starving.  
 
    Tom pulled a chair out and sat down. He loaded his plate with food and dug in. So hungry was he, the naked men and women that kept coming in to serve him food, he barely noticed them. It was only when he finished his third plate of food and retired to an empty sofa with Praveetha and Melinda, a can of coke in hand, did he notice her.  
 
    She was a pretty girl with large breasts, and an hourglass figure. The sort of girl men and women sang about in songs, the sort of girl that didn’t really exist. Except, this girl definitely existed.  
 
    She was one of the servers, and as such, she was completely naked.  
 
    Tom had tried his hardest to avoid looking at the naked servers. But there was something about this girl that made him stare, that made him take in her full figure, starting from her legs, going past her shaven pussy, her large but firm breasts and up towards her face.  
 
    “Fuck me,” Tom muttered.  
 
    “Is that an offer?” Praveetha chuckled. Her face immediately reddened and she took a long gulp of the drink in her hand.  
 
    Melinda rolled her eyes, though she glanced at him with a look that was familiar. Tom had noticed girls looking at him like that. Without being arrogant about it, he was aware of how attractive he was.   
 
    Under different circumstances, he might have said something back to Praveetha, who was now staring at the ground, head down, cheeks rosy red.  
 
    But his attention was fully with the naked server.  
 
    “That’s Carly!” Tom exclaimed.  
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    Tom didn’t get a chance to speak with Carly. She moved quickly as she delivered her food and then disappeared down the doors at the end of the lounge.  
 
    Once the meal was over, Tom left the House of Michael with Melinda and Praveetha, heading for their cabin. There was a warm breeze that filled the night. Though there were no lights, the white stones on the path glowed brightly.  
 
    Once back at the cabin, Tom kicked his trainers off and collapsed onto the bed on the left side of the room.  
 
    “Excuse me,” Melinda said, standing at the end of his bed, arms folded across her chest.  
 
    “What?”  
 
    “Why do you get this bed?”  
 
    Tom lifted his head and looked across at the other bed. “They’re both exactly the same size.”  
 
    “Yeah, but you’re sleeping on it like it’s yours alone.”  
 
    Tom frowned. There were two beds and three people. Two girls, one guy. The beds were doubles.  
 
    “I’m not sleeping on the floor,” he muttered.  
 
    “I’m not sharing with anyone,” came Melinda’s responds.  
 
    Tom sat upright, glaring at Melinda, properly annoyed. He didn’t care that she was a girl. Chivalry was dead. It didn’t matter how long she stood there looking cross and entitled at the same time. He was not sleeping on the floor.   
 
    “I don’t mind sharing…” Praveetha said, her voice timid. 
 
    That’s going to count for nothing because Melinda is a stuck up bitch, Tom thought. And then, he decided to say it out loud. You know, give an inch, they take a meter or something? This Angel Academy didn’t seem like the place to let people push you around.   
 
    “What did you just call me?” Melinda fumed.  
 
    “Stuck up bitch,” Tom repeated without hesitation.  
 
    Melinda, who had been standing at the end of his bed, came around to the side just as Tom swung his legs out and climbed to his feet. He was a tall guy, and he towered over her. It didn’t act as a deterrent.  
 
    Melinda chest butted him. 
 
    It didn’t hurt.  
 
    At all.  
 
    And when Tom flexed the muscles in his chest, Melinda took a couple of steps back in fright.  
 
    Tom grinned.  
 
    That pissed her off even more.  
 
    She raised her hands into fists, taking the stance of a boxer.  
 
    Tom frowned. “You’re going to fight me?”  
 
    “You think I can’t take you down?”  
 
    Tom nodded. That was exactly what he thought. “I’ll defend myself,” he warned.  
 
    It was at this point did Praveetha appear. She stood in-between the two and faced Melinda. “I’ll share a bed with Tom,” she said, before she turned to look at him. “If that’s okay with you?”  
 
    Tom blinked. “Um, yeah sure.” He turned to look back at the bed. It was barely a double bed. “Might be a bit squashed,” he added.  
 
    Praveetha smiled. She had a nice smile, a sweet one. “I don’t mind.”  
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    Tom hadn’t come prepared to share a small space with two girls. At home, he normally slept naked. He couldn’t do that here, obviously. But he hadn’t brought along with him any form of pyjamas. He’d imagined worst case scenario would be sharing a room with another guy. He could sleep in his briefs.  
 
    How wrong had he been on that.  
 
    Not only was he sharing a room with two girls, but he was also going to share a bed with one.  
 
    Praveetha it seemed didn’t have the same reservations.  
 
    The girl pulled off her dress in front of both him and Melinda. Underneath, she wore black lacy panties and a bra. She slipped on an oversized white t-shirt and then climbed into bed.   
 
    After considering his options a moment, Tom sat on the bed and pulled down his jeans and slipped out of his t-shirt. As he slipped under the covers, his bare leg touched Praveetha’s. Tom was about to move it away when she wrapped her foot around his. A second later, her arm slung over his chest.  
 
    She was in the process of turning him into the little spoon.  
 
    And Tom was not interested in being the little spoon.   
 
    He turned to face Praveetha. Her eyes wide open, she stared at him with a mixture of nerves and mischief. He turned her around roughly and wrapped his arm around her waist as his knee rested on her thigh.  
 
    There was no innocent spooning, as far as Tom was concerned. His cock was pressed against her curvy bottom. The only thing separating them were two soft bits of fabric. To make matters worse, Praveetha wiggled her bottom, rubbing it against his cock.  
 
    The girl wanted it; Tom was sure of it. Why else would she be doing what she was doing? His arm was around her waist. He moved is up and gently squeezed her breast. It was soft. Big. Well, bigger than Clarissa’s.  
 
    Tom didn’t feel any guilt.  
 
    Sure, he had a girlfriend back home. But he wasn’t in a traditional relationship. Clarissa had even expressed a fantasy of him being with other women. He wasn’t breaking any rules.  
 
    Praveetha’s bottom still pressed against his ass, Tom held her breast, his fingers played with her nipple. It was hard to find through the t-shirt she wore. But as Tom rubbed in the general area, the teat perked.  
 
    He played with her nipple as the girl’s ass was firmly pressed against his now hard cock. But that was it. She didn’t respond. Praveetha stopped wiggling her butt. She didn’t respond to her nipple being played with. Her breathing had eased too, like she was really comfortable.  
 
    Or asleep.  
 
    She couldn’t be asleep.  
 
    Could she?  
 
    Tom raised his head to look over her shoulder.  
 
    Praveetha’s eyes were closed.  
 
    You’ve gotta be fucking kidding me!  
 
    The girl was a fucking tease!  
 
    She couldn’t really be asleep.  
 
    She had to be faking it.  
 
    If that were the case, she was damned good at it. Her face was completely still. Not a single twitch of the lip or slide of lashes.  
 
    Maybe he should give her ass a slap just to test it? The girl had given him a raging hard-on. He was going to struggle to sleep for the rest of the night.  
 
    Annoyed, Tom let go of her nipple and turned, his back to hers now.  
 
    As he lay on the hard bed, sexually frustrated, Tom thought about going into the bathroom to knock one out. There was no shame in that. Although, it had been a long time since he’d actually done that, thanks to having an insanely horny and submissive girlfriend.  
 
    In the end, Tom decided otherwise. Going into the bathroom to wank on his first day at Angel Academy just did not seem right.  
 
    Forgetting about Praveetha sleeping beside him, Tom’s thoughts turned to Carly.  
 
    He was sure it was her.  
 
    He’d gone to school with the girl. At one point, he’d had a crush on her. A passing crush. Every straight guy probably had one on her. The girl had the perfect body. Large breasts, long legs, perfectly curved ass, pretty face. And as an added bonus, she was shy.  
 
    Tom had seen her naked before when they crossed paths one night.  
 
    Almost naked. 
 
    Tonight, she had been completely naked, save for the collar around her neck.  
 
    It was definitely her. That naked figure with that face – he would recognise it from a mile away.   
 
    What the hell was she doing here?  
 
    Was she a Descendant?  
 
    She had to be, right?  
 
    Why was she naked and serving?  
 
    If that was something Descendants had to do, they could count him out. Tom didn’t give a fuck what sort of magical powers drinking from the Fountain of Angels would give him, there was no way in hell he was going to be humiliated like that.    
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Tom woke the next morning feeling a surge of energy flowing through his body. His feet slipped out from under the blanket and landed on the ground as his body rose from the waist up. He glanced down at the raging boner that pressed against his briefs.  
 
    Tom knew why he felt this surge of energy flowing through his body.  
 
    Sexual frustration.  
 
    The light coming in from the windows in the cabin was dim. Tom looked around for a clock. There was none. He remembered his phone resting under his bed. As he pulled it out, it did occur to him that it was strange it hadn’t buzzed even once.  
 
    If nothing else, at least Clarissa must have missed him, right?  
 
    As he stared down at his phone, he knew why it had been silent. There was no network. None at all. Going into settings, he searched for the school Wi-Fi to connect to.  
 
    It found nothing.  
 
    No Wi-Fi?  
 
    What sort of school didn’t have Wi-Fi?  
 
    Tom slipped his phone back under the pillow. Without internet, the damned thing was as good as useless. Aside from telling the time, of course. He pulled it out again. It was six in the morning.  
 
    Quiet in the cabin, he could hear both girls breathing. Slow and regular. They were asleep.  
 
    Tom was still horny.  
 
    He glanced over his shoulder at Praveetha. She was half covered by the blanket, her legs sticking out. She had that wonderous Asian skin. Smooth. Tanned. He pulled the blanket aside some to reveal her panties.  
 
    She was wearing lacy panties meshed at the front. Tom could see the line of her pussy almost as if she were naked.  
 
    Tease.  
 
    That’s what the girl was.  
 
    Tom got up and headed for the bathroom. A cold shower was what was in need.  
 
    And pussy.  
 
    He needed to find a pussy to fuck.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    A cold shower did help some. It managed to bring his raging cock down enough that it wouldn’t catch anyone’s attention as he walked down the path and headed towards the main building.  
 
    The House of Michael was bussing with noise.  
 
    The Descendants sat around the long table and lounged by the corners on the comfy sofas as food and drink was served by the naked guys and girls.  
 
    Tom sat down at the table and scanned the room, looking for Carly. 
 
    She wasn’t there.  
 
    Tom piled his plate with buttered toasts, fried eggs, sausages, beans and more. He worked his way through half of it when Praveetha appeared.  
 
    She was wearing a short flowing summery dress. The hem floated up as she sat down, briefly revealing the satin black panties she wore beneath.  
 
    The girl sported a flirtatious smile as she sat next to him. But it turned into a frown pretty quickly. “Ugh.”  
 
    “Waaah?” Tom asked, his mouth half full of food, the word barely came out. Swallowing hastily and almost choking on the sausage, Tom tried again. “What?”  
 
    “I’m a vegetarian,” she muttered, and then added, “You eat like a pig.”  
 
    It was Tom’s turn to frown. But then he realised she had a point. He was eating like a pig. Why? Because he was starving, he realised. But why was he starving? He’d had a full dinner the night before.  
 
    Still hungry, Tom returned to his plate, to his food.  
 
    He made an effort to eat with some dignity, chewing on his toast, waiting till he had swallowed it before taking a sip of his tea. As his hunger subsided some, he scanned the room again in search of Carly.  
 
    There she was.  
 
    The morning light shining in through the window lit her naked body up like an angel.  
 
    Carly carried in her hands a large tray full of steaming sausages. She placed it on the table at the opposite end of where Tom sat. As she turned to leave, a guy sitting at the chair slapped her bottom.  
 
    Carly’s body shuddered and for a moment, she seemed to freeze. She regained her composure quickly and took a step to leave.  
 
    She didn’t get far.  
 
    The guy grabbed her by the ass cheeks and pulled her onto his lap. His hands moved up her waist, towards her luscious breasts.  
 
    “What the fuck,” Tom muttered.  
 
    “Waah?” came the response from beside him.  
 
    He turned his head to see Praveetha with her mouth full of sausage.  
 
    “I thought you were a vegetarian?”  
 
    Praveetha swallowed the sausage, then wiped the sides of her mouth to rid the juices. “I thought I was too but… I’m hungry and they smelt so good. They taste really good.”  
 
    It was true. The food did taste amazing. Or maybe it was because he had been really hungry. Was still hungry. Tom dug his fork into another sausage and chomped away at it, his eyes returning to Carly.  
 
    She was still seated on the guy’s lap. He had his hands on her luscious breasts. He wasn’t being gentle and Tom was certain there was no consent from Carly.  
 
    “She’s hot,” Praveetha said through a mouthful of food. “I would.”  
 
    Tom turned his head, again distracted by the girl. “You’re a-” he stopped.  
 
    “Bisexual?” she asked, and then nodded.  
 
    “Tease.”  
 
    “What?”  
 
    “You’re a tease is what you are,” Tom said, remembering back to the previous night when he thought he was going to fuck the girl. That didn’t happen.  
 
    Praveetha frowned. But that frown dissipated as her gaze returned to Carly. “Is that your type?” she asked, her voice forlorn. “Is that why you didn’t-” she stopped, then looked at him again. “Is that why you didn’t fuck me last night?” she finished, her voice quiet.  
 
    It was Tom’s turn to frown. “Are you fucking with me?”  
 
    Praveetha smiled, flashing perfect white teeth. “No. But I’d like to.”  
 
    She was fucking with him.  
 
    She was clearly teasing him last night before she managed to fall asleep at the toss of an imaginary coin. She knew he’d wanted her. His raging cock was pressed against her bottom pretty much all night.   
 
    The girl was a tease.  
 
    And Tom wasn’t in the mood to be played.  
 
    He turned to Carly once more. She was no longer seated on the dude’s lap. Instead, she stood on her bare feet facing him. Her naked body posed to highlight her assets – her back arched, her hip tilted to the left, her legs parted to reveal her pink cunt.  
 
    “Why are the servers naked?” Tom asked.  
 
    Praveetha shrugged. “Maybe once you pass the tests, you have to start out at the bottom as a server. There’s something kinda hot about it,” she murmured. “Walking around naked for everyone to see…”  
 
    “Carly doesn’t seem to be enjoying it.”  
 
    “Carly?” Praveetha asked. “You know her?” 
 
    “We went to school together.”  
 
    “Did you fuck her?” Praveetha asked. 
 
    Tom ignored her, hoping she would shut up.  
 
    But she didn’t.  
 
    “I think he’s going to fuck her,” she murmured.  
 
    The dude grabbed Carly’s pussy. Again, she shuddered, but this time much more violently. The guy laughed in response.  
 
    Tom pushed his chair back and stood up. He took one step when Praveetha grabbed him by the arm. “Don’t,” she hissed. “He’s going to kick your ass.”  
 
    “Thanks for the vote of confidence,” Tom muttered. “But I think I’ll be fine.” The guy was no bigger than him.  
 
    “You think wrong. It’s probably because all the blood is currently located in your cock and not your brain,” she muttered. 
 
    “Fuck off.”  
 
    Praveetha ignored him. “He’s a proper Descendant. He’s been through the process and gotten his… superpowers.”  
 
    Tom remembered all too clearly how that blond with the clipboard had thrown him back with ease. He remembered the redhead who had beaten the werewolf showing immense strength and speed.  
 
    Tom hesitated.  
 
    Going up against a fully confirmed Descendant in a place full of Descendants where he was the newbie – the odds weren’t in his favour.  
 
    Tom knew Carly. Sure, they weren’t exactly friends, but it didn’t matter.  
 
    She was clearly uncomfortable and doing her best to weather the abuse the asshole was dishing out on her body.  
 
    He slipped Praveetha’s hand off his arm and walked towards them. He reached the end of the table and turned when another hand grabbed him.  
 
    “Tom,” Jacob said, grinning. “You done already?”  
 
    “I uh-” Tom stopped, losing his track of thought. “Yeah… I’ve finished eating. I was going to-” he turned to point at Carly and the asshole, only to find they were no longer where they should have been. He scanned the room to find the guy leading Carly by her nipple up the stairs towards the first floor.  
 
    “Great. Let’s go. We need to get you Unclaimed started on your training.”  
 
    Tom didn’t get much time to argue.  
 
    Jacob was walking away now, heading towards the exit. Praveetha walked behind him. He glanced up at the stairs. Carly had disappeared from sight. Sighing, Tom set off after Jacob. 
 
    His doubts about this place were beginning to grow.  
 
    The home of the Descendants of angels, shouldn’t it have been something like heaven? Not all clouds and everyone walking around with wings, halos and long shiny silky white gowns, but something in between. Like Church?  
 
    Instead, there were naked servers that were being treated like slaves, being sexually abused in public.  
 
    And Tom knew it was abuse.  
 
    Carly wasn’t consenting.  
 
    As he left the House of Michael, following Jacob down the path between the trees, Tom’s brows furrowed. If he did decide this place wasn’t for him, would they let him leave?  
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Chapter 11 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Melinda joined them as they left the House of Michael and trudged up one of the many hills that surrounded Angel Academy. She walked ahead with Jacob and gazed up at him as if he were the archangel Michael himself.  
 
    Praveetha walked beside Tom. Her fingers brushed against his, testing, teasing, she smiled up at him. That smile turned into a frown. “What’s wrong?”  
 
    “Nothing,” Tom replied.  
 
    “I thought you’d like this place. It’s all macho,” Praveetha said, hunching her shoulders and holding her arms out. “There are naked girls walking about too,” she added in hushed tones. 
 
    Tom didn’t reply.  
 
    He was thinking about Carly again. She had been uncomfortable in the lounge in the House of Michael. That guy was sexually abusing her in public. Now, he’d taken her upstairs, probably to his bedroom.  
 
    What was he doing to her? 
 
    All sorts of explicit images flashed through his mind before he could stop them. It only made to worsen his mood. Tom decided he couldn’t hold it back any longer. He was going to ask Jacob.  
 
    He picked up the pace to join Jacob. But Praveetha grabbed his arm.  
 
    “Where are you going?”  
 
    “I want to have a word with Jacob.”  
 
    “He’s not interested.”  
 
    Tom frowned. “You don’t even know what I’m going to say.”  
 
    “True. But unless you have nice tits and an ass, and you’re willing to wiggle it about for him, I can bet you he isn’t interested.”  
 
    Tom’s frown deepened. “What are you on about?”  
 
    “Melinda,” Praveetha said, nodding at the other Unclaimed girl. “Maybe we were wrong about the girl. She doesn’t seem like a moody bitch around him.”  
 
    Praveetha was right.  
 
    Melinda, the snobby Unclaimed girl was very different around Jacob. She was dressed provocatively, wearing a skirt so short, Tom could see the curves of her ass cheeks sticking out. The slightest breeze pushed against it and flashed the red lingerie she wore underneath.  
 
    She was now holding Jacob’s arm, her shoulder leaning against his as she laughed out loud.  
 
    “Turns out girl just has standards,” Praveetha muttered. And then, she looked up at him. “Not that there’s anything wrong with you,” she added hastily.  
 
    “Thanks,” Tom muttered.  
 
    He pulled himself free from Praveetha’s hand and continued his march towards Jacob, determined to speak with him, to ask him about the naked servers and what the hell that was all about.  
 
    But before he could catch up to him, they reached the top of the hill and their destination.  
 
    It was a large cabin. The outer walls were made of semi-circled wooden logs. The windows were tinted and the roof was slanted. Tom recognised this place from their tour. It was the weapons depot.  
 
    Standing on the front porch, leaning against the railing were Maria and Jenny.  
 
    Jacob’s deputies were easy on the eyes. Both girls had long legs that they flaunted, each wearing very short black skirts.  
 
    “Alright,” Jacob said, rubbing his hands together as he climbed the steps to the cabin. “This is my favourite place.”  
 
    He pushed the door open and disappeared inside, Melinda simpering behind him. Praveetha took Tom’s arm and smiling, led him up the steps.  
 
    Jacob stood inside the cabin smiling like a kid in a candy shop. Every wall was covered in something designed to kill. From guns to swords, to spears and even nun chucks. 
 
    “As a Descendant, it’s your duty to keep the peace, to ensure werewolves, vampires, demons and all other scummy types know their place. To do that, you’re going to need a weapon, or weapons. Maria and Jenny will help you choose the right ones. You’ll train with them until a test has been assigned for you. If you pass, you’ll drink from the Fountain of Angels and become a Descendant claimed by one of the Houses.”  
 
    “Any questions?” Jacob asked.  
 
    It seemed pretty simple, Tom thought. Descendants, the keepers of peace. Tom had already spotted some of that peace keeping in action when the redhead attacked the werewolf and told him to back off from the human woman. He supposed interspecies dating was a crime?  
 
    Tom had been in this cabin before and the thought of picking a weapon and training with it, there was a massive appeal to it. Passing the test, drinking from the Fountain of Angels, gaining super strength, using it to battle dangerous beasts and keep the peace – yup, this was something he definitely wanted.  
 
    Wanted badly enough to be a naked servant like Carly?  
 
    Tom decided he would cross that bridge when he got there.  
 
    Jacob left them in the hands of Maria and Jenny. Tom dashed off to the guns section. Sure, the words looked cool, but there was a reason armies didn’t march into battle carrying them anymore. He pulled off the wall what was labelled an M16 and held it in his hands.  
 
    It was heavy.  
 
    In a good way.  
 
    “God. You look like you want to sleep with that thing,” Praveetha groaned.  
 
    He could see himself doing that, taking this gun to bed. He reached for a pistol and passed it to her.  
 
    “Why?” Praveetha asked. “Because I’m a woman I can’t take the big bad gun?”  
 
    Tom shrugged his shoulders nonchalantly.  
 
    “Give. Me,” Praveetha growled, her hand held out.  
 
    Tom passed the M16 into her hand. She took it confidently enough but her hand slumped under its weight. A look of panic spread across her face as the gun almost hit the ground. Tom bit back a laugh.  
 
    Praveetha glared at him.   
 
    It didn’t have the desired effect. She looked cute and harmless, almost made him want to slap her bottom. 
 
     Actually, he wanted to slap her bottom.  
 
    The only thing that was holding him back was- 
 
    Nothing.  
 
    The flirt touched him whenever she wanted to. He could do the same back.  
 
    “Ouuuch!” Praveetha muttered. “What was that for?”  
 
    Tom shrugged. “Seemed like the thing to do.”  
 
    “Well-” Praveetha stopped, her cheeks reddening. She dropped the M16 and stood straight, stepping up to him, the top of her head now just below his chin.  
 
    “Once you two are done fucking around, you can come and see the real weapons,” Maria said.  
 
    The girl was standing a couple of feet away from them, her arms folded across her chest.  
 
    Tom’s eyes scanned the cabin, looking for a door that would lead to another room. He found none.  
 
    “The swords, dumdum,” Maria said.   
 
    She turned and walked towards the wall covered in medieval weapons.  
 
    Curios, Tom joined her. They did look good. He lifted a sword with a silvery blade off the wall. Holding it in his hand, he felt obliged to slash at thin air.  
 
    Maria took the sword’s twin in her hand and did the same. “Swords are better weapons in our world. You need a lot of bullets to kill a demon, or a werewolf, or a vampire. With a sword, a single strike will do,” she took another slice at thin air, this time her left leg slid across the floor whilst her right remained in spot, her knee bending down, “and you can fight all night without worrying about ammunition.”  
 
    “Werewolves?” Praveetha squeaked.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Tom ended up choosing the sword over the M16. What Maria said made some sense. Guns ran out of bullets. Going up against demons, vampires, werewolves, he imagined he could unload magazines of bullets easily and do little damage.  
 
    But with a sword, you could slash away at them forever. And the sword he picked as his weapon of choice was beautiful.  
 
    That was the only word you could use to describe it.  
 
    The pommel was a shiny red, the grip an emerald green, the guard ocean blue and the blade… the blade itself was silver in colour, but it glowed. 
 
    After choosing their weapons, Maria and Jenny led them out behind the cabin and down a set of concrete steps. The training grounds were located at the bottom of the hill.  
 
    Maria showed him how to hold the sword, how to stand, how to strike, how to parry. After that, they did some light training. It came as no surprise that Maria was faster than him, stronger than him, and much more skilled than he was.  
 
    Despite being disarmed numerous times, being knocked on his ass as many times, kicked in the chest once and punched another time, Tom actually enjoyed the session.  
 
    Maria knocked him down for the last time and stood over him, staring down at him curiously. He held his hand out to her. She took it and pulled him to his feet.  
 
    “Why are you grinning?” Maria asked.  
 
    “It was fun.”  
 
    “Fun?”  
 
    Tom nodded. “I’ve got an awesome sword and I’m learning how to use it. I thought I was going to spend the rest of my life in some dead end job that sucked the life out of me. This is amazing.”  
 
    “It doesn’t bother you that you’re getting your ass kicked by a girl?” 
 
    “Not in the slightest,” Tom said, and then laughed. “Is it really that hard to believe that I’m not sexist?”  
 
    It was Maria’s turn to shrug. “Most unclaimed guys brag about taking it easy on me before we start training. And then, when I kick their assess, they get all moody, like they’re on their fucking periods.” 
 
    Jenny, who had been training Melinda and Praveetha, joined them as they walked up the steps that led back to the cabin. Tom joined the two unclaimed girls. Both looked worse for wear, covered in dirt. Melinda had blood on her bottom lip.  
 
    “Jenny punched her for being gobby,” Praveetha said.  
 
    “Gobby?”  
 
    “Maria’s own words,” Praveetha said, struggling to contain the glee in her voice.  
 
    “Fuck you both,” Melinda muttered.  
 
    She stormed ahead, huffily walking past Jenny and Maria.  
 
    “With that attitude, she’s going to hate this place,” Praveetha commented. 
 
    “Mhmm,” Tom said noncommittally.  
 
    Tom’s feelings about this place were somewhere in-between at the moment. Love-hate. He loved some aspects, like training with swords and keeping the peace between humans, werewolves, demons and all other sorts. It sounded like a worthy occupation. 
 
    But there was a darker side to this place. It was hard to get Carly out of his mind. Being used, abused and humiliated in public. Tom was familiar with American universities and their sororities and the freaky initiations some demanded.  
 
    But being sexually abused crossed a line for him.  
 
    Only problem was, he wasn’t entirely certain if Carly was being sexually abused. He had been certain earlier in the day when he had seen her being felt up by that guy. But now that he thought about it, he wondered if his judgement had been clouded by his anger. 
 
    Carly hadn’t resisted when the guy touched her up. She looked uncomfortable, but she hadn’t pushed him away.  
 
    Had he read her wrong? 
 
    What if she enjoyed it? Or at least, consented to it? And if she did consent to it, the question was, why in hell would she?  
 
    There was only one way to know.  
 
    Find Carly and ask her. 
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    After the training session, Tom returned to the cottage with Praveetha. Melinda arrived before them, having stormed ahead. She stepped out of the shower as they walked in, a towel wrapped around her body, another around her hair.  
 
    “I need privacy,” she muttered.  
 
    Tom let out a loud sigh. “What do you want?”  
 
    “Privacy, idiot,” Melinda muttered. “I just said it, didn’t I?”  
 
    Tom gritted his teeth.  
 
    He barely knew the girl, but he was really beginning to dislike her.  
 
    She reminded him of this girl from his school.  
 
    Janine.  
 
    Girls that thought they were better than everyone else because they had a bit of money, or clearer skin, or shiny hair, or whatever the fuck it was that girls thought made them look hot. 
 
    Entitled bitches.   
 
    “Well?” Melinda asked. “Aren’t you going to leave?”  
 
    “Nope,” Tom said. “I think I’m going to have a shower. And I don’t care about privacy.”  
 
    Saying that, he began to undress in front of Melinda.  
 
    He pulled off his t-shirt to reveal his toned chest. Standing to his left, Praveetha groaned. Melinda stared at him with steely eyes. Tom proceeded to pull his jeans down. Having done so, he hesitated only briefly before he pulled down his underwear.  
 
    “Oh god…” Praveetha murmured.   
 
    Tom stood in the cottage, completely naked, his eyes on Melinda. Her lips pressed together, she stared back at him. And then, she broke contact to glance down at his manhood, her lips parting as she swallowed uncomfortably.  
 
    “I’m going to have a shower now,” Tom announced. He turned to look at Praveetha. “Want to join me?”  
 
    Praveetha sighed, her eyes wide, ogling. “Why the hell not,” she murmured.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Tom sat at the House of Michael at a corner table beneath the stairs. There was plate of food before him. He dug his fork dug into the perfectly cooked piece of ribeye steak and stared at Praveetha.  
 
    “What?” she asked, her brown skin suddenly tinged with red.  
 
    “Nothing,” Tom replied, grinning.  
 
    “It’s not nothing,” Praveetha said, now blushing hard.  
 
    She was right.  
 
    It wasn’t nothing.  
 
    Tom was thinking back to an hour earlier, when Praveetha had joined him in the shower.  
 
    This suddenly shy girl hadn’t lacked confidence. She’d stripped in record time and then pushing him up against the tiled shower wall, she’d turned the water on and dropped to her knees.  
 
    There was no teasing. She took his cock in her mouth, her eyes closed as she sucked.  
 
    As he sat at the table opposite her now, Tom was imagining her naked.  
 
    Her perfectly firm breasts were larger than Clarissa’s. The nipples were dark and small. The curves of her body, her waist, after he came in her mouth, after she swallowed his load, she washed his body, slathering soap, she paid especial attention when she rubbed his cock, bringing it back to life.  
 
    Placing an arm under each of her thighs, Tom had lifted her up and pushed her back against the wall. He’d driven his cock into her warm, wet pussy. Praveetha arched her back, thrusting her luscious mounds forward, Tom took her nipples in his mouth, moving from one to the other, sucking, biting, all the while thrusting his cock in and out of her cunt.  
 
    Tom came inside her for the second time.  
 
    “Well?” Praveetha asked.  
 
    Tom took a sip of his drink and smiled. “Nothing.”  
 
    “Liar,” Praveetha said. But she didn’t press on the matter. Instead, she rose to her feet. She was dressed wearing black leggings and a grey sports bra. “You coming?”  
 
    Tom was dressed rather more casually, wearing jeans and a polo t-shirt. “I’ll see you there,” he said.  
 
    He watched her leave, his eyes firmly on her butt as she left the lounge. Tom grabbed his can of fizzy drink and gulped it down, his mind briefly on Clarissa, his girlfriend.  
 
    He wondered what she was doing. He hadn’t told her much before he’d left. Only that he was going away for a few weeks on a training course.  
 
    What training course, she had asked.  
 
    And that question had led him to respond by grabbing her throat gently, pushing her back until she came against the wall, and telling her it was none of her business. Clarissa enjoyed being dominated, and she had let go of the subject.  
 
    He’d have to tell her at some point.  
 
    If he was allowed to.  
 
    Was he allowed to?  
 
    Tom realised not for the first time that he knew very little about this place of angel descendants. It didn’t seem to be run very well. After a brief and barely existent orientation, he was led to a cottage and told to share it with two other girls. He wasn’t complaining about that, but he did have questions.  
 
    And he was going to get an answer to one of those questions today.  
 
    He finished his can and squeezed it in the centre out of habit before climbing to his feet. Tom set off towards the stairs that led up into the House of Michael.  
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    Carly arrived at Angel Academy carrying with her the few possessions she had owned. At the school, she was met there by a Descendant who she eventually learnt was named Martha.  
 
    Martha was a tall girl, blond hair, long legs and a beautiful smile with kind eyes.  
 
    That’s right.  
 
    She had kind eyes.  
 
    But she was a bitch.  
 
    She ordered her to strip naked.  
 
    It was something that Carly had experience with, but it still didn’t make it easy. 
 
    Carly was one of four Cursed starting their service that day. She would serve in the separate Houses before being put up for auction. The House that purchased them would then give them a name.  
 
    Until then, they would be nameless, responding to whatever they were called.  
 
    Bitch, slut, whore, traitor, scum, unholy, devil spawn – those were a few names Carly had heard Janine use, although their official designation was Cursed.  
 
    They were the Cursed ones, coming from the loins of Satan.  
 
    Carly had met Descendants before coming to this damned school. They were an entitled bunch. They saw themselves as above every other being on earth, above demons, werewolves, vampires. 
 
    Their unchecked privilege had made them cruel. 
 
    Martha had led them to the House of Michael, where she basically deposited them outside a room. Once she was gone, Carly took the lead and opened the door.  
 
    It led into a large room with bunk beds pressed against the wall. There was no other furniture, not even a mirror on the wall.  
 
    Carly let out a deep breath she didn’t realise she had been holding. She became aware of her heart thumping away. The noise was loud, akin to drums being played in her head. 
 
    She was here, in the House of Michael. 
 
    Naked.  
 
    This was it.  
 
    No turning back now.  
 
    Was she going to spend the rest of her life naked?  
 
    She glanced at the three other Cursed. Visibly, they seemed to be handling this much better than her.  
 
    Carly let out a nervous laugh. It wasn’t a great way to start a conversation. The three others turned to look at her. 
 
    Gemma, the black girl frowned. “What’s funny?”  
 
    Carly cleared her throat. “Nothing.” 
 
    “Why did you laugh?” she persisted.  
 
    “Nervous I guess.”  
 
    Mark, the naked guy nodded, and Carly inadvertently glanced down at his cock, wondering if it would also move up and down.  
 
    It did not.  
 
    It was a stupid thought.  
 
    “I’m a little nervous too,” he admitted, smiling.  
 
    Mark was cute, and Carly smiled back.  
 
    “I can’t believe I’m finally in the House of Michael,” he continued, now smiling widely. “We made it.”  
 
    What?  
 
    Carly didn’t get a chance to ask the question. She stared at him stupidly, and then, the door opened.  
 
    In walked a man and woman, both naked save for the black collars around their necks. Carly hadn’t seen naked men before. Growing up knowing what her future was going to be, she had never made an attempt to invest in friends, something that would have led onto boyfriends.  
 
    She had never seen a cock before today.  
 
    And now, she had seen two.  
 
    The man with the collar around his neck had what could only be described as a magnificent cock. It was almost the length of her forearm.  
 
    It wasn’t just his manhood that was big.  
 
    The rest of him matched.  
 
    He was built like a tank.  
 
    “I’m John,” he introduced himself, his voice deep. “This is Patricia.” The woman nodded at them. “We’re going to run you through the rules, and then get you to work.”  
 
    And that was exactly what he did. 
 
    As he spoke, Carly’s attention moved away from his cock. She listened intently as he told them what was expected of them.  
 
    The duration of their stay in the House of Michael was not fixed but would consist of a few months most likely. During their time here, they would serve the House. Their day would start before dawn when they would begin prepping breakfast and readying the lounge.  
 
    After ensuring all the Descendants had eaten their fill, they would clean the lounge, wash the dishes and tidy the kitchen. From there, they would move onto the rest of the rooms in the House, sweeping floors, cleaning toilets and such. Following on from that, they would then begin the prep for lunch.  
 
    There was no break in the schedule.  
 
    It would be day after day of tending to the needs to the Descendants, of ensuring the House was immaculate for their use.  
 
    And it wasn’t just the House.  
 
    “After serving a period of service you will be put up for auction. Every House has a budget for new Cursed, and you will probably be bought to serve one of the Houses. However, there are some individual Descendants who are wealthy too, who might bid on you, if you impress them.”  
 
    “And that should be your main focus,” John said, pausing briefly. “To impress the Descendants. You can only do that with complete obedience, with complete awareness, of understanding what they want, of what they need before they’ve asked for it. You don’t belong to a House yet, you don’t belong to an individual, but you must behave like you are already owned, like they are your God.”  
 
    Blasphemy.  
 
    Carly thought it but didn’t say it.  
 
    Instead, she stared at John as his mouth continued to move, as he spoke of how great the Descendants were. As time passed, she struggled to pay attention.  
 
    Her mind wondered.  
 
    Somehow, it ended up on his cock.  
 
    She had never seen one before today. 
 
    Like buses.  
 
    You wait ages for one, and then two turn up. 
 
    She bit back a smile.  
 
    John had a really nice cock.  
 
    It was circumcised, the skin cut away, revealing the pink tip. Carly didn’t think her reaction to seeing a cock for the first time would be like this. She felt a strange sensation building up in-between her thighs.  
 
    Her eyes widened when she realised what it was.  
 
    And then she realised John was staring at her, expectantly. 
 
    He had said something.  
 
    What had he said?  
 
    “I uh- I didn’t-” her cheeks burning, she paused to try and compose herself. “Sorry, I didn’t hear the question.”  
 
    John frowned. “I didn’t ask a question.”  
 
    “Oh… sorry,” Carly muttered. Why the hell was he staring at her?  
 
    John continued to stare. 
 
    Carly stared back, her jaw now setting, she almost raised her arms to fold across her chest. But then, she realised she was naked. An odd thing to forget, but somehow, she had forgotten. And now that she remembered she was naked, she began to feel naked.  
 
    John finally took his eyes off her.  
 
    “Number one and two, you will be trained by me,” he said. “Number three and four, you will be trained by Patricia.”  
 
    And with that, John walked towards the door, followed by Aiko and Mark. When they were gone, Carly noticed another pair of eyes staring at her.  
 
    Patricia.  
 
    She wore a smirk. “You weren’t listening to John, were you?”  
 
    “I was,” Carly said instantly.  
 
    “Uh huh,” Patricia nodded, still smirking. “What number are you?”  
 
    Carly swallowed. “Four?”  
 
    “Fifty percent chance of getting it right,” Patricia said. “You got it wrong.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Patricia led them through the House of Michael. It was an easy building to remember. There was the lounge on the ground floor, followed by bedrooms on the first and second floors. The third floor was occupied mostly by the common room and the bedrooms of the leaders of House Michael.  
 
    The common room had multiple large screen televisions fitted with the latest games consoles. There was a full-sized snooker table and arcade machines, along with a couple of foosball tables. At one end was a bar, working behind it were two naked woman and one naked man.  
 
    From there, Patricia led them back to the first floor. “It’s time for you to get ready.”  
 
    “Like… wear clothes?” Carly asked, hope in her voice.  
 
    They had reached their room and Patricia turned to look at her, the smirk once more across her lips. “Have you seen any of us Cursed wearing clothes, number three?”  
 
    “What is there to wear then?”  
 
    “I didn’t say wear. I said get ready. You need to smell nice for the Descendants.”  
 
    Beside her, Gemma chuckled.  
 
    “You too,” Patricia said, without glancing back. “You both smell like… Cursed humans.”  
 
    “That is what we are...”  
 
    “Don’t remind them,” Patricia scoffed.  
 
    “They’re part human too.”  
 
     Patricia stopped and turned to look at her. “Definitely don’t say that,” she warned.  
 
    Carly nodded quickly. She understood the dangers of offending the Descendants.  
 
    They were near their quarters on the first floor. Rather than entering through the door that led to the large room shared by the Cursed, Patricia opened the door before that.  
 
    It was a large shower room. The sort you found in schools or swimming venues. The tiling was a dull grey. There was nothing to separate the shower cubicles at the other end, no curtains, no walls. They already walked around naked, why provide any privacy in the shower room? 
 
    “Clean yourselves, every part of your body,” Patricia said. “Help each other if you must,” she added, and then turning, she stepped towards the door, where she paused, hand on the doorknob. “Make sure to clean inside your buttholes,” she said, before leaving. 
 
    Carly glanced at Gemma and let out a nervous laugh. “She’s kidding right?”  
 
    The girl stared back at her, face deadpan, she twisted her hip to show her ass before parting her cheeks to reveal her little rosebud. “I’m going to need help.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It turned out Patricia wasn’t kidding.  
 
    Or, if she was, that joke had been lost on Gemma.  
 
    The girl was determined to have the insides of her anus cleaned. It wasn’t deep within the confines of absurdity for the Descendants to want anal sex. And who wouldn’t want a clean bum to fuck?  
 
    It was something Carly had mentally prepared herself for. Not to be bumfucked. But to expect the unexpected and deal with it.  
 
    And her way of doing that – just do it.  
 
    She didn’t bother clearing her mind, didn’t spend time prepping to steel herself for the task of cleaning another girl’s shitter. She simply moved.  
 
    Grabbing the shower, she unscrewed the head. Holding the now freed shower hose with one hand, she pushed Gemma up against the tiled wall. The girl seemed to know what was going to happen. She arched her back and stuck her bottom out.  
 
    “You could pull your bum cheeks apart,” Carly muttered.   
 
    “Does that help?”  
 
    Carly was going to say yes but stopped.  
 
    Did it help?  
 
    “I don’t know if it’s going to make it easier to go in, but at least I can see where I’m poking this into,” she held the hose up.  
 
    Gemma looked over her shoulder at the exposed metal hardened around the edges. She reached back and pulled her ass cheeks apart, revealing her pink rose bud.  
 
    It was too pink.  
 
    “You got that laser surgery thing, didn’t you?”  
 
    “Obviously,” Gemma replied. And then her eyes lit up. “Wait,” she gasped. “No way!”  
 
    “It’s not normal,” Carly protested.  
 
    “What’s normal about any of this?”  
 
    That, Carly thought.  
 
    That was the most normal thing Gemma had said so far. This was all crazy. The whole thing was complete bullshit. Giving up her whole life to serve the descendants of angels? Cleaning another girl’s ass, prepping it to be used and abused? And what of her own holes?  
 
    Did she have a choice?  
 
    It was a small price to pay to avoid the eternal fires of hell, wasn’t it?  
 
    Carly let out a deep sigh.  
 
    She pressed the hose against Gemma’s butthole and gently pushed it in. They could have at least been given proper equipment to do this. As the water shot through the whose and filled Gemma’s rectum, she was grateful that Descendants, even those from Lucifers line, were stronger than normal humans. They didn’t suffer disease or illness.  
 
    Was that a good thing?  
 
    It just meant she would have to suffer everything they threw at her for a long time.  
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Chapter 14 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Tom found the House of Michael to be deceptively large. The stairs led up to a corridor that turned full square before coming back around to the balcony at the front. It also had corridors leading off it, with doors on either side.  
 
    It was a lot of rooms to look through if he were to do just that.  
 
    But he couldn’t do just that.  
 
    He couldn’t randomly walk into a room.  
 
    Not unless he wanted to get punched in the face.  
 
    And getting punched by a Descendant could really hurt.  
 
    He needed to ask someone for directions.  
 
    “Hey,” Tom approached the two blond girls walking hand in hand down the corridor, somewhat merrily.  
 
    The girls stopped at his approach, smiling.  
 
    Tom froze.  
 
    What the hell was he supposed to say?  
 
    “Um… the naked servers… where do they stay?”  
 
    Both girls frowned at the same time. “Ugh. Have some dignity.”  
 
    They walked past him, noses up.  
 
    It was a fair response. Inquiring about the naked servers was a completely inappropriate question to ask, especially to women.  
 
    Tom avoided the next bunch of girls that passed him. He waited until he saw a guy with dark hair walking alone.  
 
    “Hey man. I’m looking for the naked servers. Do you know where they are?”  
 
    “The Cursed?”  
 
    Cursed?  
 
    Tom frowned.  
 
    He had always assumed they were just going through some sort of initiation. The name Cursed seemed to imply more. Or maybe he was reading too much into it?  
 
    “Yeah, sure. The Cursed.”  
 
    “Take the first corridor from when you enter and walk to the end. The room at the end is theirs.”  
 
    “Thanks man,” Tom said.  
 
    He walked back to the first floor landing and walked down the corridor until he reached the end. Rather than turning and following the corridor, he knocked on the door.  
 
    A naked woman opened it. “Can I help you, master?”  
 
    A naked woman calling him master?  
 
    Despite not wanting to, Tom glanced at her body.  
 
    A brief glance.  
 
    She was hot.  
 
    Perfectly firm tits, smooth skin, flat stomach, cute belly button, shaven pussy, the lips parted slightly.  
 
    Goddammit. He was losing his train of thoughts.  
 
    He was new to this place. He needed to take it all in his stride and assume he belonged here. “I’m looking for Carly. Do you know where she is?”  
 
    “Carly?” the girl frowned. “We… we don’t have names.”  
 
    “You don’t have names?”  
 
    The girl shook her head. “We have numbers but… those are mostly for internal use. Descendants wouldn’t know them.”  
 
    Tom stared at her, really confused. So much for taking shit in his stride. “I don’t get it,” he finally said.  
 
    “She might be in the room?” the girl said. She held the door open for him.  
 
    Tom walked in. It was large and mostly empty, save for the rows of bunk beds on one side. The room was full of what he deduced were the Cursed. Most lay on the beds, resting. As he approached, they climbed to their feet.   
 
    Guys and girls, all naked.  
 
    Tom was beginning to feel uncomfortable being clothed. He was also beginning to feel like an imposter.  
 
    The Cursed stood in line, hands behind their backs. The women jutted their breasts forward and spread their legs apart as if they were advertising their bodies.  
 
    The girl who had opened the door was still standing beside him. “Have you found Carly?” she asked.  
 
    Tom shook his head.  
 
    Carly wasn’t here.  
 
    “Perhaps one of these girls might be able to satisfy your needs?”  
 
    A tempting thing to offer a young man, letting him take his pick from hot girls. But this wasn’t why he was here.  
 
    “Nah, I’m good. Thanks though,” he said, before adding hurriedly to the girl that stood directly in front of him. “Not that you’re not insanely hot.”  
 
    He shook his head as he turned away. Should have kept this mouth shut and not made that dumb comment.  
 
     The girl walked with him to the door. “If you can describe her, I might know where she is?”  
 
    Tom gave a description of Carly as best as he could. He felt a bit odd when he talked about her breasts. It was relevant, seeing as how all the Cursed seemed to be naked all the time.  
 
    “I’m kinda new here and I know her from college,” he finished. “It’s not a big deal. Just wanted to say hi.”  
 
    “You’re new here?” the girl asked. “Your first year?”  
 
    “First month.”  
 
    “If you went to college with her, then she must be your age too?”  
 
    “Yeah. I suppose that narrows it down?”  
 
    The girl nodded. “There were only four Cursed that came in this year. I think I know who you’re talking about. I can take you to her?”  
 
    “Oh. Cool. Okay, yeah,” Tom nodded.  
 
    The girl closed the door and set off down the corridor, walking purposefully and with stride. Tom gazed at her ass, before rushing to join her. She led him down the corridor, coming to a stop in front of a door.  
 
    “She was requested by Master Kelvin,” the girl said. “This is his room.”  
 
    Tom had imagined the girl was going to lead him down to the kitchen, or someplace else where Carly might be working.  
 
    What he did not expect was to be led to a Descendant’s room.  
 
    He couldn’t just barge in there, could he?  
 
    But then, Tom heard a cry coming from within the room. He placed his ear against the door.  
 
    He recognised Carly’s voice instantly.  
 
    She was crying, begging for mercy.  
 
    Tom raised his hand to knock on the door, but then, stopped himself. Why would he knock? He pushed the door open and barged inside.  
 
    Carly was indeed in the room, and not alone. She was naked, lying on the floor, her legs spread apart. Standing over her was a guy holding a whip in hand.  
 
    Carly’s body was marked with red lines. Her pussy was badly bruised. 
 
    “Kelvin?” Tom asked.  
 
    “Yeah. Who the fuck are you?”  
 
    “What are you doing to her?” Tom asked, his jaw setting.  
 
    “Whipping her, dumbass. What does it look like?”  
 
    Tom felt anger rise through his body. “Leave her the fuck alone,” he stepped forward, hands curled into fists.  
 
    “Tom, stop,” Carly said.  
 
    He glanced down at her, surprised. “What?”  
 
    “Please go,” Carly said, her tone softening.  
 
    “You know this guy?” Kelvin asked.  
 
    She nodded, lowering her head, her cheeks colouring. “We went to school together. He doesn’t know I’m a Cursed. I didn’t know he was a Descendant.”  
 
    “What House are you from?” Kelvin asked. 
 
    “I don’t have a house,” Tom said. “I’m new here.”  
 
    “Going through the initiation,” Kelvin nodded. “Look man, you’ll get it once you’ve been here a while. This bitch here, she’s a Descendant of Satan. She deserves this as penance for her crimes. If she takes her punishment, when she dies, she’ll get to enter heaven.”  
 
    It was a lot of information to take in and Tom wasn’t sure he fully understood. He glanced down at Carly, lying on the ground, tears in her eyes, her body marked red from the whip.  
 
    “Are you okay?” he asked.  
 
    She nodded quickly. “Please. This needs to happen.”  
 
    “See?” Kelvin said. “She’s fine. Now get out of my room,” he added, his tone changing.  
 
    Tom glared at Kelvin; his fists still curled. But he caught Carly staring at him, pleading with her eyes. She didn’t want his help. She wanted him out.  
 
    Tom turned and walked out of the room.  
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 15 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Tom ducked under the striking sword. His knees hit the ground, raising clouds of dust as he skidded behind Maria. He jumped to his feet and turned, his own sword in hand, he slashed at her back with determination.  
 
    Maria blocked his strike. Her foot came up, aiming for his chest.  
 
    Tom was expecting that and he moved back just in time. 
 
    “Nice,” Maria commented, smiling.  
 
    “Thanks,” Tom grinned.  
 
    He was getting the hang of battling with swords. He’d improved much over the past few days but Tom knew Maria was taking it easy on him. She was a Descendant, one who had drunk from the Fountain of Angels.  
 
    She had super speed and super strength. He had seen flashes of it when they trained. But for the most part, she held it in bay to keep it fair.  
 
    “What do you think my test will be?” Tom asked as he parried her strike.  
 
    Maria shrugged her shoulders. “Last year they sent the Unclaimed to the Lake of Mist. There’s an island in the middle. The Unclaimed had to swim across to it and steal a golden apple.”  
 
    That didn’t sound so bad to Tom. He was a strong swimmer. “Why are we learning to fight with swords if we’re going to swim?”  
 
    “It changes every year,” Maria said. “And there were zombies on the island the Unclaimed had to fight off to steal the golden apple.”  
 
    Tom was looking up, his sword raised to block Maria’s incoming strike. “Zombies?” he asked, now staring at her, his eyes wide.  
 
    Maria’s sword clattered into his. Distracted by the talk of the dead coming to life, his grip was weak and the sword slipped from his hand. To finish him off, Maria raised her foot. This time it connected with his chest and knocked him to the ground.  
 
    Maria leapt into the air, sword in hand. Tom watched in awe as she landed a foot either side of his chest. The point of her sword was now an inch from his neck. His lips spread into an enormous smile.  
 
    “Why are you smiling?” Maria frowned.  
 
    “That was fucking amazing!”  
 
    “It was cool,” Maria said, her frown breaking, she smiled.  
 
    She moved aside and held her hand out for him. Tom took it and pulled himself up.  
 
    “You’re actually quite good,” Maria said.  
 
    “I know,” Tom replied.  
 
    “Ha – there’s the male ego,” she said triumphantly.  
 
    “Or you’re just a good teacher,” Tom responded.  
 
    Maria elbowed him in the rib playfully, smiling.  
 
    They walked in silence towards the cottage to return their weapons. It was a comfortable silence. Tom liked Maria. She was normal. Which he was beginning to realise might not be a common thing in this place.  
 
    He still couldn’t believe what was happening to Carly. She might have been there voluntarily, but she sure as fuck was not enjoying it.  
 
    A descendant of Satan? Jeez. Talk about bad luck.   
 
    “What are you going to do now?” Maria asked, as they placed their weapons back in their holders. 
 
    Tom shrugged. It was still light outside. He had a couple of hours to kill before supper. “Probably shower.”  
 
    “I know this amazing lake where you could wash,” Maria said.  
 
    “Yeah, sounds good,” Tom nodded.  
 
    Maria grinned and Tom smiled back. He thought he noticed her cheeks colouring as she walked past him and out the door.  
 
    Nah. That couldn’t be right. Why would her cheeks colour? She wasn’t shy, was she?   
 
    Maria’s head appeared by the door. “Coming?”   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “This is amazing,” Tom said, staring in amazement. “It’s like the freaking-” he stopped, not knowing what to compare the sight before him with, having never left the country.  
 
    But he had seen pictures.  
 
    “Bahamas,” Tom said. “No, wait. What does the Bahamas look like?” he muttered.  
 
    “Freaking?” Maria grinned. “Really?”  
 
    “Habit from my mum,” Tom said. “She didn’t like cursing.” 
 
    “Are you going to get in or what?” Maria asked.  
 
    Tom was definitely going to get in.  
 
    It was much too beautiful to not.  
 
    Maria had led him beyond the hill, past a set of woods and to a lake surrounded by palm trees.  
 
    Palm trees in England.  
 
    Not only that, but the water was also blue, like in the freaking Caribbean. “Caribbean,” he muttered.  
 
    “What?”  
 
    “This place is like the Caribbean,” Tom said.  
 
    “Hmm,” Maria said.  
 
    And then, she pushed him into the water.  
 
    It wasn’t a gentle push.  
 
    It had the strength of a Descendant behind it.  
 
    Tom went flying into the water and landed with a splash.  
 
    “Sorry!”  
 
    Spitting water out from his mouth and brushing his now wet hair away from his eyes, Tom turned to face Maria. “I’m okay,” he told her.  
 
    “Sorry,” she repeated. “I forget how weak the uninitiated are…”  
 
    Weak.  
 
    That wasn’t exactly what a guy wanted to hear. Earlier, he’d thought Maria might have been crushing on him. But he was wrong. She saw him as weak.  
 
    Maria began to undress.  
 
    She unbuttoned her blouse and let it drop to the ground by her feet. A pink bra barely held her perfect breasts from popping out. Maria wiggled her bottom as her fingers dove into the waistband of her skirt. That was off too and by her feet on the ground.  
 
    And then, Maria unstrapped her bra.  
 
    She pulled her panties down.  
 
    Tom stared at her magnificently naked body as she entered the water. He stared at her legs, and then, as they disappeared under water, his eyes moved up her body, her waist, her tits, and finally, her lips and eyes as she stood in front of him.  
 
    “Hey…” Tom said softly.  
 
    Maria grabbed his belt under the water. Her hands moved expertly. Unbuckling it, she pulled his jeans down. Her hand then moved to his pants. Tom reached for her breasts and took them in his hands. They felt firm, but soft at the same time.  
 
    He squeezed them before taking the left one in his mouth.  
 
    Maria found his cock and stroked it, bringing it to life.  
 
    Her breast left his mouth as she slipped down, dropping to her knees, her head under water.  
 
    “Okay…” Tom murmured.  
 
    She wasn’t going to give him a blowjob under water, was she?  
 
    Turned out she was.  
 
    It felt amazing to have his cock in Maria’s mouth, to have her tongue wrap around it, to have the water squeeze it at the same time.  
 
    She was going to have to come up for air soon, Tom thought.  
 
    He was wrong.  
 
    Maria sucked on his cock until he exploded in her mouth. And then, she sucked some more. How she managed to do that under water was beyond him.  
 
    When she finally rose up, her skin was somewhat pale.  
 
    Maria kissed him on the lips. And then she turned and walked back towards the shore. Maria sat down on the sandy beach that surrounded the lake. She spread her legs apart and stared at him.  
 
    “Coming?” she asked.  
 
    Tom was definitely coming.  
 
    He had already cum once, but of course he was going to cum again.  
 
    His cock rose to full length as he climbed out of the water.  
 
    His jeans still around his ankles, he kicked them off and dropped onto the soft sand, his knees digging in.  
 
    Tom wrapped an arm under Maria’s back as his cock pressed against her dripping pussy. He locked lips with her as his cock drove into her warm cunt. Encouraged by her moans, he fucked her hard. Tom came inside her and at the same time, Maria orgasmed.  
 
    Once done, he lay beside her on the beach and stared up at the setting sun, smiling.  
 
    Life here was actually quite good.   
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    Tom was lying on his bed in the cottage he shared with Praveetha and Melinda, a book on his chest, he stared up at the wooden ceiling.  
 
    Weeks had passed since Tom had found Carly lying on the floor in one of the rooms in the House of Michael, naked, having her pussy whipped. But the image was still stuck in his mind. He remembered the anger he’d felt at Kelvin, the Descendant who held the whip in hand, who tortured Carly’s body.  
 
    But there was nothing Tom could do.  
 
    Because Carly wanted him gone.  
 
    Tom didn’t realise it at the time, but seeing her naked, seeing her beautiful body being used by another man, there was more to it than just wanting to protect her. 
 
    He’d thought about it over the past few weeks and he realised it was jealousy.  
 
    Tom had been jealous of Kelvin.  
 
    He’d known Carly for many years now. Not intimately, of course. The girl was a bit of a loner. They went to the same school and occasionally shared classes.  
 
    Carly seemed pleasant enough, if a little shy and awkward.   
 
    He preferred that over Janine and her clique.  
 
    Janine.  
 
    Tom had a strange relationship with Janine. She was a popular girl at their school. No. She was the popular girl in their school.  
 
    Long blond hair, skin always tanned, expensive and trendy clothes, long legs and curvy waist, Tom wanted to fuck her as much as he wanted to tell her to fuck off.  
 
    “Hey. What are you thinking about?”  
 
    Praveetha stood a foot away from him, a white towel wrapped around her body, another around her hair.  
 
    “You,” Tom said, truthfully.  
 
    Right at that moment, he was thinking about Praveetha, fresh out of the shower, her body still wet. He reached for her towel and pulled. It slipped to the ground by her feet.  
 
    Praveetha had a magnificent body. Her Indian skin was beautifully tanned. Tom placed a hand on her hip as he sat upright, his bottom by the edge of the bed, his feet on the ground.  
 
    Praveetha stepped towards him, her legs either side of his knees, her breasts right before his face. Tom held one in each hand and smiled.  
 
    “What?” Praveetha asked, smiling too.  
 
    “This place isn’t so bad, is it?”  
 
    “This place or me?” Praveetha frowned.  
 
    “Sure, you’re not bad,” Tom teased.  
 
    Praveetha’s frown deepened. She turned to walk away. But before she moved out of reach, Tom slapped her ass.  
 
    “Ow,” Praveetha cried, her eyes wide, mouth open as she stared at him. “That hurt!”  
 
    That was the idea, Tom thought.  
 
    He climbed to his feet and pulled down his shorts. Naked, he picked up Praveetha and plonked her onto the bed on her back. He pressed his lips against hers, kissing her hard as she grabbed his cock and guided it to her warm and wet pussy.  
 
    This school really wasn’t so bad, Tom thought, as he drove his cock inside Praveetha.  
 
    “Really, Tom?” a voice said. “You’re going to fuck an Unclaimed?”  
 
    Tom turned towards the door of the cottage to see a tall girl with long legs and thick blond hair standing with her hands folded across her chest.  
 
    “Janine?” he mumbled. “What the hell are you doing here?”  
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Chapter 17 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Carly sat on the floor on her naked bottom, having lunch with the other Cursed. The food was good, even though it was leftovers from the Descendants lunch.  
 
    She had lost count of how long she had been at Angel Academy. Each day was the same and passed as a blur. She woke early, she cleaned, helped cook, cleaned some more, then waited to be used by Descendants.  
 
    And she was used a lot by them.  
 
    Whenever they came into the room she shared with the other Cursed, when she stood in line, hands behind her back, legs spread apart, she stood out from the crowd.  
 
    It was her breasts and her waist. The former were big, the latter was curvy.  
 
    She was picked by a Descendant every single day.  
 
    At first, she dreaded their touch, feared their cocks and cunts. But as the days passed, it was all she hoped would happen, that a Descendant would take her, would fuck her cunt, her mouth, even her ass.  
 
    Men and women desiring her body to fuck was better than them desiring her body to torture.  
 
    She had been whipped senseless once. Another time, a curly-haired brunette had stretched her ass enough to shove in a baseball bat – which she promptly did. Not satisfied with that, she then proceeded to kick Carly in her cunt until the bat popped out of her ass.  
 
    Carly had eaten half her meal when the door to their room opened.  
 
    It was a Descendant.  
 
    Carly and her fellow Cursed pushed their plates under the beds and climbed to their feet. They stood in a line, hands behind their backs, legs spread apart, the men to display their cock and balls, the women their pussies.  
 
    Carly stared down at her feet and held her breath. She didn’t want to make eye contact, and breathing raised her chest, further accentuating her breasts. Both of those could attract the attention of the Descendant.  
 
    But it didn’t matter what Carly did.  
 
    Somehow, she was picked every day.  
 
    The Descendant stopped in front of her.  
 
    “Well, hello there,” the voice said.  
 
    Carly’s heart stopped as she looked up and met the Descendant’s eyes.  
 
    It was Janine.  
 
    “Don’t look so shocked,” Janine said. “It was only a matter of time before we bumped into each other.” She raised a hand and felt Carly’s left breast. From there, her hand trailed down her body, coming to rest at Carly’s pussy. “Your body has taken a pounding. What the fuck did they do to you?”  
 
    Was that sympathy in Janine’s voice?  
 
    No.  
 
    She was fascinated by the change in Carly’s body over such a short period.  
 
    Janine spun her around and grabbed her ass cheeks.  
 
    She parted them and let out a squeal of delight. “Damn girl, they really stretched it out!”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Carly cheeks burned red as she walked down the path towards Tom’s cottage. She was naked, save for the collar around her neck. Janine had attached a leash to it. And the butt plug in her bottom.  
 
    It was a large butt plug, one that really stretched her already stretched asshole, filled her inside and made for uncomfortable walking.  
 
    Carly didn’t care about the plug or the leash. She didn’t care that she was naked, that her pussy and breasts both showed signs of abuse.  
 
    What she cared about was Tom knowing.  
 
    She couldn’t believe he was here.  
 
    She had known him for as long as she could remember. As small children, they had played together in the streets. It was a much simpler time, before Carly knew what she was.  
 
    She drifted away from her childhood friends once she learnt what her future held. Growing up, she still saw Tom around, either in the streets, or in school. He was a nice guy, especially for one that was so damned attractive.  
 
    Carly had crushed on him hard. In fact, he was the only guy she had ever had a crush on. Sometimes she allowed herself childish fantasies of running away with him, living a life away from Descendants and their cruelties. Other times, she imagined Tom learning of Descendants and coming to her rescue.  
 
    It turned out Tom was a Descendant himself. 
 
    She was shocked at seeing him appear in the room whilst Kelvin had her on the ground, whipping her pussy and tits. Tom seeing her like that was more painful than what Kelvin put her through. And now Janine was taking her to Tom’s cottage, no doubt to humiliate her further.  
 
    Carly wished God, with his apparently infinite amounts of mercy, would strike her down with a bolt of lightning. She would even take the ground opening up and Hell swallowing her, reuniting her with her ancestor, Satan.  
 
    But none of that happened.  
 
    She stood a foot behind Janine as the Descendant entered Tom’s cottage.  
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    Though Carly kept her eyes on the ground as she stood by the open door to Tom’s cottage, she was aware that he wasn’t alone. Or that he wasn’t clothed. Nor was the Indian chick he was lying on top of.  
 
    “Really, Tom?” Janine asked. “You’re going to fuck an Unclaimed?”  
 
    Tom turned towards the door. His eyes widened.  
 
    “Janine?” he mumbled. “What the hell are you doing here?”  
 
    “I’m a Descendant,” Janine said, now striding into the cottage and dragging Carly along by the leash. “Just like you. Well, I’m initiated and well connected, so not exactly like you,” she laughed.  
 
    “Jesus,” Tom mumbled, as Janine sat by the edge of the bed. He sat upright; his large cock slid out of the Indian girl’s pussy.  
 
    Tom reached for the blanket to cover himself. But Janine grabbed him by the wrist.  
 
    “What are you doing?” he muttered.  
 
    “There’s nothing to be ashamed off,” Janine said. “You have a nice cock.”  
 
    She reached for it and began to rub it.  
 
    Carly could see the hesitancy in Tom’s eyes. And then, he looked up at her and frowned.  
 
    “What’s going on here?” he asked.  
 
    “I can’t believe you’re an Unclaimed Descendant,” Janine squealed. She scooted onto the bed and wiped her hand, the one that was now covered in the juices from Tom’s cock onto the Indian girl’s thigh. “What are the odds of two Descendants going to the same school?”  
 
    “Three Descendants,” Tom mumbled.  
 
    “There’s another?”  
 
    “Carly,” Tom said as his eyes met hers.  
 
    Carly swallowed nervously, her cheeks burning. Tom knew what she was. When she lay on the floor naked, her legs spread apart, Kelvin had clearly told him what she was. 
 
    So why did he think they were the same?  
 
    “Carly?” Janine frowned.  
 
    Janine had forgotten she was even there. That’s how much of an airhead the girl was. Carly wondered if it was better that Janine had briefly forgotten about her.  
 
    “Oh, right,” Janine said. “She’s not one of us. She’s a Cursed.”  
 
    “I’ve heard that before,” Tom said. “But I don’t get it.”   
 
    “Carly here is a descendant of Satan,” Janine said.  
 
    “Like… the actual devil?” Tom asked.  
 
    “Yes. The actual devil,” Janine said, grinning. “Carly here has been a very naughty little bitch.”  
 
    She gave a hard tug on the leash. Janine came from a powerful family of Descendants and knowing the House she could trace her ancestry back to, she had already drunk from the Fountain of Angels.  
 
    She had inhuman strength.  
 
    Carly felt her throat being squeezed as her knees hit the ground. As she coughed, Janine grabbed her by the hair and pulled her onto the bed, bringing her head next to Tom’s cock.  
 
    “This little bitch comes from the loins of Satan. Her only path to salvation is to serve the rightful saviours of Earth.”  
 
    “The rightful savours of Earth?” Tom repeated.  
 
    “Yes, Tom. We are the rightful saviours of this planet,” Janine said. “We protect it from the hordes of demons, vampires, werewolves and all other manners of beasts. We put our lives on the line to battle Carly’s demonic siblings. And all the while, we let her kind live amongst us,” she continued, her face curling in disgust. “Come little bitch,” Janine said. “Suck on Tom’s cock. Earn your keep.”  
 
    Carly had never sucked on a cock before coming to the Angel Academy. She’d never been in a relationship, never had a boyfriend. But the few weeks or months she had been at this school, Carly had sucked on many cocks, had had her vagina used and abused, her anus probed, her breasts groped and worse.  
 
    If a Descendant were to take her to his place and have her suck his cock all day long, it would be happy days as far as Carly was concerned.  
 
    Better than the abuse some dished about to her.  
 
    But this was Tom’s cock.  
 
    As she brought her mouth closer to his cock, she realised she still had a crush on him, still had childish fantasies of having intimate nights alone with him. She wanted to suck his cock. But not with an audience.  
 
    And not as a slave, but as a lover.  
 
    Those fantasies had been destroyed, much like her body.  
 
    Carly took his cock in her mouth and wrapped her tongue around it.  
 
    She felt it harden in her mouth, felt the taste of salty precum from his tip. She pushed her mouth forward, driving his cock down her throat, then out, then down once more. Her hands reached for his balls. She massaged them gently.  
 
    “Is she a good cock sucker?” Janine asked.  
 
    “…she’s not bad,” Tom murmured.  
 
    “Not bad? Maybe she needs a spanking,” Janine said.  
 
    She didn’t wait for consensus.  
 
    Carly’s body jolted as Janine spanked her ass with the strength of an initiated Descendant. She was already sucking with as much enthusiasm as she could muster. She was even playing with his balls.  
 
    What more could she do?  
 
    “She doesn’t need a spanking,” Tom said. “She’s doing fine. Great. She’s doing great…”  
 
    “Hmm,” Janine said, apparently not satisfied. “What’s your name?” she turned to the Indian girl.  
 
    “P-Praveetha,” the girl said nervously.  
 
    “Have you ever sucked on a pussy before?”  
 
    Praveetha shook her head nervously.  
 
    “You’ll have to do,” Janine said with disdain.  
 
    She climbed to her feet and standing on the bed, she stripped naked.  
 
    Carly, who had her mouth full of cock, couldn’t help but look up at Janine, out of curiosity.  
 
    It was obvious why Janine wasn’t shy at all.  
 
    She had an enviable figure. Where Carly was more like a Victoria’s Secret model made for porn, what with her large tits and curvy figure, Janine was a Victoria’s Secret model made for the catwalk.  
 
    She glanced up at Tom to find him watching Janine, eyes wide, mouth hanging open.  
 
    Of course, he was going to be attracted to her, Carly thought, her heart sinking. This was the closest she was ever going to get to Tom. Being forced to suck his cock by Janine, and perhaps, when he was initiated, he would take her himself to fuck her pussy and ass.  
 
    Pushing Praveetha aside with her foot, Janine dropped onto the bed beside Tom. She spread her legs apart, resting one on Carly’s shoulder, she reached down and rubbed her pussy.  
 
    “Come on, have a taste,” she said, grinning mischievously, her fingers now near Tom’s lips.  
 
    Carly knew Tom wouldn’t resist, that Tom couldn’t resist.  
 
    There was something about Janine. Her confidence combined with her beauty was alluring. Tom’s lips were already parted. As her fingers touched, they opened further. He licked, tasting Janine’s pussy.  
 
    “Why aren’t you sucking on my pussy, Praveetha?” Janine asked, her voice scolding.  
 
    Praveetha, who had been standing awkwardly by the edge of the bed, now moved quickly and dropped beside Carly. She leaned in hesitantly, and then basically dived into Janine’s pussy, eyes closed, tongue sticking out.  
 
    Carly continued to focus on Tom’s cock, sucking gently, occasionally deep throating, then pressing her tongue against his pee hole. At the same time, she massaged his balls, applying just the right amount of pressure.  
 
    Looking up, she spotted Janine and Tom with their lips locked together, he had his hands on her breasts, fondling.  
 
    Carly couldn’t understand.  
 
    Why hadn’t he cum already? 
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    Tom wasn’t sure what the hell was going on.  
 
    Actually, that wasn’t entirely true.  
 
    He knew he was in the cottage, making love to Praveetha, driving his cock deep inside her warm and wet pussy. He was on the verge of shooting his load inside her when Janine appeared by the door.  
 
    Janine.  
 
    He knew her from school.  
 
    She was hot as fuck. A Victoria’s Secret model. 
 
    Except, she was a bit of a bitch.  
 
    Tom didn’t like her much.  
 
    But being a guy and what not, he would have hate fucked her. 
 
    And now, she was here, in the school for fucking angel descendants.  
 
    If there was ever any confirmation needed that these descendants of angels weren’t exactly pure, it was standing by the fucking door to his cottage.  
 
    But then, Janine walked in with Carly.  
 
    Actually, she dragged Carly in by the leash, as if she were a dog.  
 
    What followed was confusing as fuck.  
 
    Carly started to suck his cock. Janine lay beside him and played with her pussy. The next thing he knew, Praveetha was now sucking that pussy whilst he made out with Janine.   
 
    A foursome with some of the hottest girls imaginable.  
 
    Heaven.  
 
    At least, it should have been.  
 
    Carly was a descendant of Satan. It wasn’t the first time Tom had heard that. His lips locked with Janine’s, cock being sucked by Carly, his mind was unfortunately full of images of the devil. This huge red monster fifty feet tall walking the earth and looking for women to impregnate.   
 
    Janine’s hand trailed down his chest as she admired his naked body. It came to rest on Carly’s head. She grabbed a fistful of the girl’s hair and pulled her back, forcing his cock out of her mouth.  
 
    “You’d think she’d be a better cock sucker by now right?” Janine asked him.  
 
    Tom didn’t respond.  
 
    He stared at Carly.  
 
    She was a descendant of Satan.  
 
    What did that mean?  
 
    Was she evil?  
 
    Is that why she had always been sort of… aloof?  
 
    “You’re probably better off fucking her pussy,” Janine said.  
 
    She pushed Praveetha away from her own pussy and still holding Carly by the hair, pulled the girl to her feet. Janine’s free hand moved to Carly’s pussy. She pulled at the puffy lips and then gave it a hard slap.  
 
    Carly winced, as did Tom.  
 
    But he continued to watch with fascination, his cock hard.  
 
    Janine brought Carly onto her knees, head on the mattress, arse up in the air. She had a massive plug shoved into her butthole. Janine took Tom by the hand and led him off the bed to stand directly behind Carly.  
 
    “Doggystyle,” Janine laughed. “Because she’s a bitch,” she added.  
 
    It wasn’t funny.  
 
    But Tom did not protest. 
 
    As Janine held him by his cock and guided it into Carly’s pussy, he grabbed the girl by the waist and drove it in. Carly grunted.  
 
    “Fuck the bitch hard,” Janine whispered in his ear.  
 
    Tom did as he was told.  
 
    He fucked Carly hard, driving his cock into her pussy, his tip crashed into her cervix. With every thrust, Carly’s body shuddered as little gasps escaped her lips.  
 
    Little gasps that annoyed Janine. She commanded Praveetha to lie on the bed in front of Carly, legs spread apart. Janine then grabbed Carly by the hair and pressed her head down against Praveetha’s pussy.  
 
    “That should keep you quiet,” she said, satisfied.  
 
    Tom watched in fascination as Carly sucked on Praveetha’s pussy with dedication. He didn’t know she was bisexual.  
 
    Maybe she wasn’t.  
 
    Carly had to listen to everything Janine said, because if she didn’t, she would be damned to eternal hell. 
 
    Or something like that.  
 
    Question was, why was he listening to Janine?  
 
    This was wrong.  
 
    He was hurting Carly.  
 
    Tom stopped driving his cock in and out of Carly’s pussy. He pulled back. His cock slid out, leaving her pussy gaping.  
 
    “Is her worn pussy too loose?” Janine asked. “Do you want to try the whore’s asshole?”  
 
    Tom eyes fell on Carly’s butthole and the plug that stuffed it. He felt an urge to touch it, to dig his finger inside it. Janine grabbed hold of his hardened cock and rubbed the tip against Carly’s anus.  
 
    Tom really wanted to fuck Carly anally.  
 
    But it was wrong.  
 
    Carly wasn’t willing.  
 
    This was rape, wasn’t it?  
 
    Or at least something along those lines…  
 
    Tom grabbed Janine’s hand and pulled it away from his cock. “I think you should leave,” he told her.  
 
    Janine’s eyes widened in confusion. “You want me to leave?”  
 
    Tom nodded, his eyes steely.  
 
    “You can’t want me to leave…” Janine said. “That’s impossible… you’re an Unclaimed.”  
 
    “Get out of my cottage,” Tom said, his voice hardening.  
 
    Janine continued to stare at him. Her confusion turned to shock, followed by anger. Her lips curled as she glared at him.  
 
    “You’re an Unclaimed piece of dirt, Tom. You don’t know how lucky you were to be given this chance of becoming my friend. Instead, you throw it in my face. You’re going to regret that,” Janine said.  
 
    She turned and walked out the door naked.  
 
    Once she was gone, Tom turned to Carly, who was still on the bed, ass up in the air. Her face was no longer buried into Praveetha’s pussy. It hovered inches above as Carly looked back at him.  
 
    “She’s a bit dramatic, isn’t she?” Tom muttered.  
 
    “You said no to her,” Carly mumbled. “How did you say no to her?”  
 
    “Well… she was being a bit of a bitch…” Tom said, frowning.  
 
    Why was it such a surprise he told Janine to bugger off? What he found shocking was the fact that it had taken him so long to do so in the first place.  
 
    “Janine is part of the Morteley Descendant family,” Carly said. “It’s the most powerful Descendant family because…” she stopped, the worry palpably written across her face.  
 
    “Because what?” Tom asked, frowning.  
 
    “When Descendants drink from the Fountain of Angels, they gain their angelic powers. All of them gain strength and speed. Some of them gain other powers. Like the ability to almost fly or strike lightening from their fingertips.”  
 
    Tom felt a sinking feeling deep inside him. “What powers does Janine have?”  
 
    “The Morteley family are famous for having Descendants with telepathic and hypnosis abilities.”  
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    The following morning, Tom sat in the lounge of the House of Michael with a bowl of cereal. He was alone. Praveetha was still in the cottage, taking a suspiciously long time in the shower. Tom figured she was probably playing with herself.  
 
    It turned out Praveetha’s encounter with Janine hadn’t left her confused or shaken.  
 
    It had done the opposite.  
 
    Being caught naked with Tom on top of her, being then commanded to suck on Janine’s pussy before watching Tom fuck Carly whilst that same girl sucked on her pussy, Praveetha was disappointed when it came to an end.  
 
    Tom on the other hand, was confused.  
 
    He was learning more about Descendants. It seemed even amongst the children of angels, there was a hierarchy.  
 
    And Janine’s family, the Morteleys, were at the top.  
 
    Tom could see why they would be so powerful. The Morteley family had members with the ability to hypnotise others.  
 
    Did Janine use those powers on him?  
 
    Did she control his mind?  
 
    That would explain why he had played along, why he had participated in Janine’s games.  
 
    After Janine left, Tom had felt dirty. He’d hit the shower, stood underneath the water, eyes closed, hand resting against the tiled wall, his mind replaying the events of earlier.  
 
    He knew Carly was brought against her will, knew she wasn’t an active participant, and yet, he had fucked her. While he stood under the water wondering what was wrong with him, Carly had walked in.  
 
    She was naked.  
 
    Naturally.  
 
    She didn’t have any clothes.  
 
    Carly had walked up to him, a strange look in her eyes, she’d kissed him on the lips.  
 
    Tom had kissed her back.  
 
    They made passionate love in the shower room. He pressed her body against the tiled wall, raised her right leg up as she guided his cock inside her cunt. Their lips locked together, Tom pushed his cock inside her pussy, the pace gentle, guided by the rhythm of her body.  
 
    They came together.  
 
    After, Carly washed his body.  
 
    When she came to his cock, she dropped to her knees and sucked out the remaining sperm before soaping it gently.  
 
    Tom was still in a daze of sorts. The whole thing felt surreal. After drying him with a towel, Carly left the cottage, as naked as she had been when Janine had dragged her in by the leash.  
 
    And now, the following morning, Tom sat by himself, eating his cereal and thinking about a lot of things.  
 
    He had made love to Carly, a descendant of Satan. Was that bad? Was she bad? Imagine having the actual fucking devil as your ancestor. How fucking crazy was that.  
 
    And then, it finally hit him.  
 
    After completing the test and drinking from the Fountain of Angels, Tom would be assigned to a House depending on whoever his ancestor was.  
 
    He would not be walking around naked, serving the Descendants, being used as a plaything for them like Carly and the other naked men and women he had seen around. All those servers were the Descendants of Satan.  
 
    “Tom, you big goof,” Maria said, as she sat next to him. “What the hell did you do?”     
 
    “What did I do?” Tom asked, confused.  
 
    “That’s what I want to know. What did you do to piss off a Morteley?”  
 
    “Ohh,” Tom said. He took a bite of his cereal, surprised at how fast news could travel when it was so insignificant. “I told her to get lost.”  
 
    “You told a Morteley to get lost?” Maria gasped.  
 
    “Not in those words,” Tom mumbled. He couldn’t actually remember the words he had used. The whole event was still a bit of a blur. “And I didn’t know she was a Morteley.” He didn’t even know what a Morteley was until yesterday.  
 
    “She?” Maria asked. “Which Morteley was it?”  
 
    Tom told her what had happened, how he knew both Janine and Carly from his life before. How Janine had arrived with Carly on a leash, taken charge of the room and made him fuck her mouth and pussy before Tom finally got the sense to tell her to leave.  
 
    “Jesus. Small world, huh?” Maria muttered.  
 
    It was a small world indeed.  
 
    “What’s up with the descendants of Satan?” Tom asked. “Do all of them have to serve this place for the rest of their lives?”  
 
    “Not all of them. In fact, most don’t have the option to serve,” Maria said. She told Tom about Philomena Ingrid, how she had saved Archangel Michael’s life. In return for her service, she was allowed to service him for the rest of her life. Her descendants would also have the privilege to serve his descendants. “In exchange, they would not have to spend eternity in hell upon their deaths.”  
 
    It seemed like a fair exchange, Tom thought. Except, the Descendants were a cruel bunch of fuckwits.  
 
    Tom said as much.  
 
    Maria laughed out loud. “You can’t say stuff like that, Tom. You barely know anything about us. You’re a newbie.”  
 
    “Oh come on,” Tom groaned. He liked Maria, but she was being ridiculous. “You’re not going to justify slavery, are you? Because that’s what this is.”  
 
    “We’re not humans,” Maria said. “Once you take a drink from the Fountain of Angels, you became a proper Descendant. We’re the peacekeepers. Do you have any idea how many different species are out there trying to destroy the world?”  
 
    “No,” Tom said.  
 
    “Demons, werewolves, vampires, wizards and witches, ghosts-” 
 
    “You don’t have to list them all,” Tom muttered. “Still doesn’t justify it.”  
 
    Maria rolled her eyes. “You’re not the first newbie that feels like this. It’ll change once you’ve been here a while.”  
 
    Tom doubted it, but he didn’t argue. “Did you want something?” he asked. “Or did you just come to tell me off for standing up to Janine?”  
 
    “Oh right,” Maria’s eyes widened. “Your test has been decided. I think the Morteley family influenced Jacob. They’re going to send you to the wolf camp.” 
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    Tom lay in bed, eyes wide open, he stared up at the ceiling. Beside him, Praveetha slept naked. Her arm rested on his chest, her leg rested just below his groin, her wet pussy rubbed against his thigh. Her breathing was light and easy. No worries in the world, she was fast asleep. 
 
    Tom on the other hand, did have something to worry about.  
 
    As part of his test to show his worthiness to be a recognised Descendant of angels, he was going to be sent into the wolf camp, according to Maria. For what purpose exactly, she did not know. But it was not a good sign.  
 
    Wolves were dangerous, Maria had said.  
 
    Tom didn’t doubt her.  
 
    But he did wonder just how dangerous they could be.  
 
    The first Descendant he had ever met was a redhaired woman who remained nameless. She defeated a werewolf on her own and with some ease.  
 
    Tom let out a sigh.  
 
    That day in the park seemed like a lifetime ago, even though only a few months had passed.  
 
    He missed Clarissa.  
 
    He wondered what she was doing right now.  
 
    Tom decided he would pay his girlfriend a visit before going off on his test. He would tell her the truth. She deserved to know. The way Maria spoke about his mission, it sounded like might die at the wolf camp.   
 
    Was it worth it?  
 
    Couldn’t he just refuse to take the test?  
 
    And not be a Descendant?  
 
    Tom was surprised by how strong his feelings were for this place, for being a Descendant. He’d spent most of his life feeling confused, seeing things that shouldn’t be there. Now he knew why. Could he really turn his back on all of this and walk away?  
 
    The answer was no.  
 
    He couldn’t walk away from the life of being a Descendant, from keeping the peace on earth and saving it from the demons, werewolves and vampires. What was he supposed to do after knowing they all existed?  
 
    Work in an office and stare at a screen all day?  
 
    Also, he wasn’t a coward.  
 
    If Janine thought she could scare him off by sending him to the wolves, she was going to be in for a surprise. 
 
    Tom turned to face Praveetha, causing her leg to roll off him. The girl was a light sleeper and she opened her eyes. Her lips spread into an easy smile.  
 
    But Tom’s eyes were focused a little lower down her body.  
 
    Praveetha noticed.  
 
    “Horny now?” she asked.  
 
    She had wanted to fuck earlier. But Tom hadn’t been in the mood. Now that he’d decided he was going to go through with the test and emerge victorious – yes he had decided he was going to emerge victorious – Tom’s beastly desires had returned.  
 
    He leaned in and took her breast in his mouth. He sucked on the nipple as his hand moved down her body towards her pussy. It was wet. It was always wet. Praveetha was one horny little bitch, he thought with a grin.  
 
    She started to moan.  
 
    “Oh for fucks sake,” Melinda grumbled. “How hard can it be to not fuck for one night?!”  
 
    “You’re just jealous,” Praveetha said as she grabbed Tom’s dick and stroked it.  
 
    “Jealous of what?” Melinda said as she shot up and stared at them.  
 
    Praveetha did the same, her boobs jiggled as she sat up. “Jealous Jacob doesn’t find you attractive!”  
 
    Melinda’s mouth hung open in shock. “How do you know about that?”  
 
    “All the girls know about it,” Praveetha said. “It’s sooo obvious. It’s embarrassing too.”  
 
    Even in the dimly lit room, Melinda’s cheeks were visibly red. “You’re embarrassing.”  
 
    Praveetha laughed out loud. “Seriously?”  
 
    Tom, who was still lying in bed and not sitting upright like the other two, smiled at that. It was a pretty lame come back. But he didn’t expect Praveetha to point it out. The girl was surprising him by her feistiness.  
 
    He stared at her bare back and the thick lock of black hair that covered half of it. He brushed it aside and rubbed her back.  
 
    “You think you could get with Jacob?” Melinda asked with scorn.   
 
    “I did actually,” Praveetha replied.  
 
    That made Tom sit up. “What?”  
 
    “Yeah… I hooked up with him a few weeks back… is that going to be a problem?”  
 
    Tom couldn’t really complain. He was sleeping with Maria and he’d briefly fucked Carly in front of Praveetha… There was also Clarissa, his actual girlfriend.  
 
    “Not a problem… not a problem,” Tom said. “So like… is it serious? Do you and Jacob uhh... is it a regular thing?”  
 
    Praveetha’s eyes sparkled as she stared at him. “Not a regular thing but… you don’t mind me sleeping with other guys, do you?”  
 
    “No,” Tom said. “Nope.”  
 
    “Are you sure?” Praveetha asked, her voice dropping. She leaned closer to him, her nipples touched his arm. “I can stop, if you want?”  
 
    “Like… an exclusive thing?”  
 
    “Not exclusive… we can both sleep with other women,” Praveetha said. “How does that sound?”  
 
    It sounded perfect. He kissed her on the lips.  
 
    “Ewww,” Melinda groaned.  
 
    “You can join us if you want?” Praveetha said to her.  
 
    “No way!” Melinda responded.  
 
    “I’ll wear you down,” Praveetha blew her a kiss before she turned her attention back to Tom. Her hand rested on his cock and she frowned. “You’ve gone soft.”  
 
    “Sorry,” Tom muttered. Hearing Praveetha had been sleeping with other guys wasn’t exactly a turn on. Melinda didn’t help either.  
 
    “It’s okay. I know what to do.”  
 
    Praveetha pushed him down onto the bed and climbed on top of him, her pussy in front of his face, she took his cock in her mouth and began to suck.  
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    The following morning, after breakfast, Tom headed for the armoury up on the hill. He met Maria there, as he had done for the past few weeks. She hugged him on sight, wrapping her arms around him, she squeezed tightly.  
 
    “Has Jacob spoken to you yet?” Maria asked.  
 
    “No. Is he supposed to?”  
 
    “Today is the day.”  
 
    “Today is the day for what?” 
 
    “Your test!”  
 
    Ah. His test.  
 
    “What am I supposed to do again?” Tom asked.  
 
    “Jacob will have the details, but you’re going to face the wolves. Unless you want to leave this place forever?”  
 
    “Nah.”  
 
    “There’s no shame in leaving,” Maria said. “Actually, there is much shame but you’re an Unclaimed. You don’t have a family that will lose prestige.”  
 
    “I’m not running away, Maria,” Tom said, sighing. “I’m going to pass the test and then I’m going to smash Janine’s face in.”  
 
    “I like the attitude but you can’t smash Janine’s face in,” Maria said, her eyes wide.  
 
    Tom didn’t mean it literally.  
 
    But he was pretty pissed at Janine right now. The bitch had used her telepathic powers on him, and when he had resisted, she’d used her family power to send him on what Maria thought was a suicide mission.  
 
    Tom walked into the armoury and picked up his favourite sword. He headed down to the field below and began his training with Maria.  
 
    She moved suddenly and quickly.  
 
    Tom barely had time to blink before she was upon him.  
 
    Caught by surprise, his grip on the sword was weak as he raised it in panic. With one strike, Maria sent it flying out of his hand. Her foot shot up and struck him on the chest.  
 
    It was the kick of a Descendant. A Descendant that had drunk from the Fountain of Angels. 
 
    Tom flew across the field and hit the ground with a thud, sending little clumps of the earth flying about as he landed on his bottom.  
 
    “What. The. Fuck,” he muttered as he climbed to his feet groggily.  
 
    His chest felt like it had been struck with a sledgehammer. 
 
    Tom took a deep breath and instantly regretted it. It hurt like fuck. He took another deep breath. Fuck. It still hurt. But it wasn’t like he could go on without breathing now, was it?      
 
    “Are you okay?” Maria asked as she rushed over.  
 
    “I’m not dead, if that’s what you mean,” Tom grumbled. “What the hell was that all about?”  
 
    “I was trying to prepare you for the werewolves. They’re so much faster than the normal human speed we’ve been practicing at.”  
 
    “Is there no scenario with the werewolves where I just walk in, have a chat, and then walk out?”  
 
    “No,” Maria said without hesitation. “Wolves hate us. Vampires hate us. Demons really hate us. If you walk into their base, they will kill you.”  
 
    “Seriously?”  
 
    Maria tilted her head to the left, then to the right slowly. “They’ll probably hurt you first and then kill you. Are you sure you don’t want to call it quits and leave?” she said, before adding, “I’ll come visit you once a month?”  
 
    “Thanks,” Tom muttered. “But no thanks.”  
 
    He picked up his sword from the ground. He wasn’t going to run away. The more Maria talked about him dying at the hand of wolves, the more he was determined to go and prove her wrong.  
 
    “Let’s go for another round,” he said, holding his sword before him.  
 
    Maria stared at him with annoyance in her eyes. That faded as she let out a deep sigh. And then, she walked up to him and hugged him.  
 
    “Dude,” Tom grumbled.  
 
    Maria pulled back and frowned. “Did you just call me dude?”  
 
    “I’m not going to die, okay. I’m not fucking useless. I can look after myself.”  
 
    “Fine,” Maria said. “But it’s not worth training anymore. You’re as good as you can be without drinking the water from…” her sentence trailed.  
 
    “What?”  
 
    “The Fountain of Angels. What if you drank from it?”  
 
    “Don’t I have to pass the test to drink from there?” 
 
    “Maybe,” Maria said. “Unless I stole some for you?”  
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    After a rushed kiss, Maria hurried off. Tom assumed she had gone to steal him some water from the Fountain of Angels. He wasn’t sure how he felt about the idea of drinking the water before passing the test.  
 
    It was cheating, wasn’t it?  
 
    Getting caught seemed unlikely. Drinking from the fountain wouldn’t change his appearance in any way. He could drink the water, gain his angel strength, do whatever he was supposed to do, pass the test and then drink the water again. No one would know. 
 
    He supposed it all came down to how he felt about cheating.  
 
    They were going to send him into the home of the wolves, where according to Maria, he was going to probably die.  
 
    And all because he’d told Janine to leave?  
 
    Tom decided he didn’t feel bad about cheating.  
 
    He began the slow walk back up the hill towards the armoury, swinging the sword in hand. As he reached the top, he found Jacob waiting for him on the front porch.  
 
    He wasn’t alone.  
 
    Janine was there.  
 
    Carly too.  
 
    She was wearing clothes for a change.  
 
    Not much.  
 
    She wore a short dress that barely covered her waist. It had a plunging neckline. The sheer material was so thin, he could see her tits and the thin line of her pussy.  
 
    Carly wasn’t wearing anything underneath the dress.  
 
    “Tom,” Jacob stepped off the porch and walked towards him. “Let’s go for a walk,” he said as a he placed a hand on his shoulder.  
 
    “What’s up?” Tom asked, though he had a good idea of what the hell was up.  
 
    Jacob waited until they were about a hundred feet away from the armoury before he spoke. “You know about the test that Descendants have to take before they can drink from the Fountain of Angels. Well, tomorrow you set off for your test.”  
 
    “Okay. Cool,” Tom said nonchalantly.  
 
    “Your test is to go to the Wolf Camp and retrieve a rose flower from their central garden.”  
 
    “Anything else?” Tom asked.  
 
    Jacob shook his head. “That’s it really.”  
 
    “You had to walk me down here to say that?”  
 
    Jacob crossed his arms across his chest, his face setting. “You know why you’re going to the Wolf Camp?”  
 
    “Because I told Janine to get lost?”  
 
    “It might not seem like it, but there is more to Descendants than this school. There is a whole world of us out there. There are rules and important families. We are all little pieces of a much larger picture. And we all need to know our place in that picture.”  
 
    Tom couldn’t help but laugh. “I don’t know what you were going for with that speech, but it was just so stupid.” 
 
    Jacob’s face hardened. “You’ll be leaving tomorrow. The Cursed one will go with you.”  
 
    “Why?” Tom asked, anger building inside him.  
 
    “Do you know where the wolf camp is?”  
 
    “…no,” Tom said, his eyes faltering.  
 
    “Carly has been chosen to take you there,” Jacob said, his voice softening.  
 
    “You know her name,” Tom said. It was the first time he’d heard a Descendant refer to the Cursed by name.  
 
    “You’ve got a dangerous task ahead of you, going into the camp of wolves. Janine suggested Carly be sent with you to guide the way. I learnt you three knew each other from your life before Angel Academy?”  
 
    “I didn’t know them that well,” Tom said. Carly had always been a bit of a loner. Janine was a show-off. 
 
    “Well, it seems Janine has it in for Carly. She’s ordered Carly to be by your side the whole time. You can’t leave her outside the camp. It’s not as bad as you think. Death is actually welcome for the Cursed. A release from what is a harsh life sentence.”  
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    After what was a horrible pep talk, Jacob led Tom back to the armoury. Janine was still standing there, a wide smile across her lips.  
 
    Figuring he had nothing left to lose, Tom told her to fuck off. But not before he commented on how bad at kissing she was.  
 
    Janine’s skin turned red as a tomato. She opened her mouth to retort, but nothing came out. Tom laughed as she turned and marched down the hill in a huff.  
 
    His victory felt hollow as he faced Carly. She remained standing by the porch, watching him, her expression unreadable. 
 
    But Tom didn’t need to know what she was thinking. Her life was in danger because of him.  
 
    “Sorry,” he mumbled.  
 
    “For what?”  
 
    “Janine’s making you come with me because I told her to fuck off,” Tom said. Except, he hadn’t told her to fuck off, not in those words. Now, he was wishing he had used those words.  
 
    “I’m glad for it,” Carly said, smiling. “At least I get to wear clothes,” she laughed.  
 
    It was a rare thing to see Carly smile.  
 
    Tom had known her since childhood, and he could only remember once when he had seen her laugh.  
 
    It had been at his expense.  
 
    Tom was twelve. He’d just purchased a Flake from the ice cream van. Turning, he’d walked into a stupid metal pole that rose two feet up from the ground. Thinking back, Tom still didn’t know what the purpose of that stupid metal pole was.  
 
    He had smashed his nuts into the pole and his face into the creamy covering of the Flake.  
 
    The other kids burst out laughing.  
 
    Carly had smiled.  
 
    “It’s going to be dangerous,” Tom told her. “We could die.”  
 
    Carly’s smile faltered. “I don’t have much to live for, Tom,” she said softly. “If I die with the blessing of the Descendants, I can enter heaven.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Dinner was a subdued affair for Tom. He would be setting out for the territory of the wolves the following morning. His task was to steal a rose flower from their central garden. Walking into wolf territory and sneaking into their camp, even if Maria managed to get him water from the Fountain of Angels, it was still going to be tough.  
 
    One inexperienced Descendant against dozens, maybe hundreds of werewolves.  
 
    Earlier, Tom was being driven by his arrogance and his pride. He was determined to succeed, to prove he wasn’t a coward, to come back, rub it in Janine’s face and tell her to fuck off.  
 
    Properly.  
 
    But it was a different ball game now.  
 
    There was more than his life at stake.  
 
    Carly was putting on a brave face. She talked about how her life was terrible, that dying was better. But Tom couldn’t believe that. He knew her life was bad, that there was no reason to think that would ever change.  
 
    But he could see it in her eyes.  
 
    There was still hope there.  
 
    Hope that something would happen to change her life.  
 
    Carly didn’t want to die.  
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    Later that night, Tom lay in bed beside Praveetha, after having made love to her. She had orgasmed, but Tom wasn’t able to cum. His mind wasn’t in it.  
 
    Praveetha rested with her pussy pressed against his hip, her leg raised onto his knee. Her hand, which had been resting on his chest, now trailed down his body, coming to his cock.  
 
    It was hard.  
 
    Of course it was hard. He was a young man, after all. A young man lying next to an incredibly hot and horny young woman.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” Praveetha asked.  
 
    “Nothing,” Tom replied too quickly.  
 
    “You’re going to lie to me?” Praveetha asked, hurt in her voice. “I gave up all other men for you…” she added.  
 
    Was she offended or was she teasing? Tom turned his head to meet her eyes. He couldn’t tell.  
 
    “I’m just not in the mood…”  
 
    “I get it,” Praveetha said, still rubbing his cock. “You might die on your quest tomorrow. Sex is the last thing on your mind.”  
 
    “You know?”  
 
    “Everyone knows,” Praveetha said. “It’s because of that Janine, isn’t it? It’s because you told her to leave the cottage. Who knew such a small thing could result in your-” Praveetha stopped. She forced a smile before her eyes moved down to his cock. “I’m going to miss you,” she whispered.  
 
    Tom was pretty sure she was talking to his cock and not him. 
 
    “I’m not going to die,” he muttered.  
 
    “I heard the wolves are pretty savage,” Praveetha said. “And that they do not like Descendants.”  
 
    Tom had heard the same.  
 
    Apparently, all other species hated the Descendants. Having lived amongst them for a few months, Tom could see why. Descendants were fucking shitheads. Well, at least, most of them appeared to be.  
 
    “I’m going to sleep,” Tom muttered.  
 
    “Okay…umm… do you want me to suck on your cock?” Praveetha asked sheepishly. 
 
    Tom was beginning to realise just how much Praveetha loved his cock. He wondered if that’s what it had been all about. His cock. He felt a little used. And then he realised he was a guy and didn’t care if a hot girl only wanted him for his cock.  
 
    “God, I can’t wait till you’re gone,” Melinda grumbled from her bed opposite them. “I’ll finally be able to get some sleep!”  
 
    Sometimes, Tom forgot he shared the cottage with Praveetha and Melissa. The latter still hadn’t warmed up to him. With potentially one night left at the cottage, Tom decided he would give it one last shot.  
 
    To piss her off further.  
 
    He turned and climbed on top of Praveetha.  
 
    “Round two?” she asked, her eyes sparkling.  
 
    “Yup,” Tom said, grinning. “You know how you like to moan during sex,” he added. “Don’t hold back.”  
 
    He held Praveetha’s breasts, squeezing them in his hands, he drove his cock inside her tight pussy. Praveetha’s eyes rolled as she spread her legs apart before lifting them up onto his shoulders.  
 
    If Tom did die tomorrow, he was going to miss Praveetha and how damned flexible she was.  
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    There wasn’t much fanfare as Tom set off on his suicidal quest. After morning breakfast, Jacob met Tom at the cottage. Carly was with him, once more wearing a short dress with a plunging neckline made of sheer silk.  
 
    Praveetha gave him a quick kiss on the lips and wished him luck. From there, Tom, Carly and Jacob set off towards the armoury.  
 
    Tom already knew the weapons he would pick. He had been thinking about it all night. He chose the sword with the silver blade. Werewolves right? He also picked two silver knives. He considered a gun. Stared at a semi-automatic rifle for a long time.  
 
    His plan was to sneak in and sneak out. The sword was going to be placed in a sheath that rested underneath his jacket, the blades would be tucked into his belt.  
 
    Tom glanced at Carly. “What are you picking?”  
 
    Carly in turn looked back at Jacob.  
 
    “She doesn’t get to pick a weapon,” Jacob said. “It’s your quest, not hers.”  
 
    “But she’s going into the den of werewolves. She needs something to protect herself.”  
 
    “Her life isn’t important,” Jacob said flatly.  
 
    “Right,” Tom muttered. “Because she’s Satan’s spawn.”  
 
    “Right,” Jacob said, either misreading Tom’s tone, or just not giving a shit.  
 
    Tom looked away from the assault rifles. As much as he wanted one, it just wouldn’t fit in with his plans of sneaking in and out.  
 
    They left the armoury behind and headed for the main building made of white stone that sat atop the hill. Since his first day at the Angel Academy, when he had walked in and met with the receptionist, Tom hadn’t set foot in the place.  
 
    As they arrived at the front, Tom stared at the building. It was a large building, but it seemed to be vacant. There wasn’t a single person about.  
 
    “What’s this building for?” Tom asked. “Does anyone live here?”  
 
    “The grown-ups do,” Jacob said.  
 
    “You’re a kid?” Tom asked, smirking.  
 
    Jacob did not smile back. “I could punch your face off, boy.”  
 
    “Whatever man,” Tom rolled his eyes. He spotted his car resting on the driveway and made a beeline for it. Carly followed after him.  
 
    Tom opened the door and climbed in.  
 
    “Shall I sit at the front or at the back?” Carly asked.  
 
    “Sit at the front,” Tom said. “I’m not your taxi driver.”  
 
    “Right,” Carly climbed in hurriedly.  
 
    Tom glanced at his rear-view mirror. Jacob was still standing there. The guy looked annoyed more than anything else. Finally, he turned and walked beyond the building of white stone.  
 
    “Are uh… are we going?” Carly asked.  
 
    Tom nodded. “You’re the map, right?”  
 
    “Yup. We need to head towards London.”  
 
    Home, Tom thought.  
 
    They could stop over at his flat and spend the night there to formulate a plan. He could also see his girlfriend, Clarissa. He wondered how she would feel about him turning up with Carly.  
 
    Clarissa was his girlfriend, but he had a master and submissive relationship with her. The girl was kinky. She had indicated she would be okay with Tom sleeping with other women, that she would even participate to please his lover.  
 
    It was one thing talking about, it was another thing him showing up with Carly.  
 
    Not that he was going to bang Carly.  
 
    Tom shook his head to shake the thought. He had much more important things to worry about.  
 
    For starters, where the hell was Maria?  
 
    She was supposed to be bringing him the damned water from the Fountain of Angels. Just as Tom was beginning to think she had either forgotten or failed, he spotted her appearing from behind the building.  
 
    “It was harder to get this than it should have been,” Maria said. “They had two Descendants guarding it. Did not expect that at all.”  
 
    “What did you do?”  
 
    “Slept with them both,” Maria said, without even pausing to hesitate.  
 
    “Slept… slept with them both?”  
 
    Maria nodded.  
 
    “Like… together?”  
 
    Maria’s eyes narrowed. “We’ll talk about it when you get back,” she said.  
 
    She handed him a vial. Contained within was a small amount of water that literally sparkled like a liquid form of diamond.  
 
    Tom wasn’t sure he wanted to have that conversation if he did get back. “So… I just drink it?”  
 
    “The sooner the better,” Maria said. “Sometimes it can take days to kick in… and then it might not even be much help if you’re angel blood is really distant, which is usually the case with Unclaimed.”  
 
    Tom stared at the water.  
 
    Liquid diamond was a very apt description.  
 
    It wasn’t something that was very appealing to drink. And it could be for nothing. But he didn’t have anything to lose. He twisted the lid open and swallowed the contents in a single gulp.  
 
    The water was cold and thick, but in a good way. His entire body suddenly felt refreshed, as if a dietician had examined every fibre in his body and filled it with the missing nutrients.  
 
    “…what does it taste like?” Carly asked.  
 
    “Pretty damned good,” Tom said. And then a thought occurred to him. “You’ve never drank from the Fountain of Angels, have you?”  
 
    Carly shook her head sadly. “Cursed aren’t allowed.”  
 
    Tom thanked Maria. She leaned in and kissed him through the window, before wishing him luck. As she disappeared beyond the building of white stone, Tom put his foot down on the gas and headed down the hill, leaving behind Angel Academy for the first time.  
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    The first hour of their journey towards London was a silent one. Tom followed the satellite navigation instructions as it guided him through the twisting and twirling country roads of England. He switched it off as they joined the motorway towards London.  
 
    For that first hour Carly sat beside him completely silent. She stared ahead, her face pale. Occasionally, she pulled at the hem of her exceptionally short dress, trying to cover her legs.  
 
    “You can buy some clothes at the next service station,” Tom told her.  
 
    “I don’t have any money,” Carly said.  
 
    “It’s on me,” Tom told her.  
 
    “…thanks,” she said quietly.  
 
    Another five minutes passed on the motorway before Tom glanced at her. “So uh… descendant of Satan, huh?”  
 
    Carly nodded. 
 
    “What’s that like?”  
 
    “Not great.”  
 
    “Right,” Tom nodded, feeling a bit foolish.  
 
    He wasn’t sure what sort of response he’d expected from her. He already knew her life was rubbish. Condemned to suffer until death for the sins of her ancestor, Satan.  
 
    Still though, being related to Satan…  
 
    “Have you ever met him?” he couldn’t help but ask.  
 
    “Meet Satan?”  
 
    Tom nodded.  
 
    “No, Tom. I have not met Satan. And none of you Descendants have met any of the archangels. Or any angel for that matter,” she said, her voice rising. “In fact, no angel or the devil himself has been seen for a thousand years.”  
 
    “A thousand years… really?”  
 
    “Yup!” Carly said, her voice barely containing her rage. “I’ve been condemned to live a life of misery based on something that was agreed over a thousand years ago. I mean, what if it’s all a lie? What if there is no Satan, huh?”  
 
    “But… there’s got to be a Satan. You’re his descendant.”  
 
    “How do you know it’s true?” Carly asked through gritted teeth. “How do you know any of it is true?”  
 
    “Because they exist,” Tom said. “I’ve seen stuff before. Like, werewolves and shit.”  
 
    “Yeah, I know werewolves exist. We can see them, so we know they exist. But you’ve never seen an angel. I’ve never seen the devil. All we have is the word of those stuck-up Descendant bastards. And I don’t know if I believe them!”  
 
    It was a fair point, Tom thought.  
 
    Just because werewolves, vampires and all the other fantastical creatures existed didn’t mean angels had to be real, did it? Seeing was believing, wasn’t it? And he hadn’t seen an angel. Only humans that were incredible strong claiming to come from angels.  
 
    Could it all be a lie?  
 
    What if he really wasn’t the descendant of an angel? What could he be? What could they all be? 
 
    And then, Tom realised it didn’t matter if he came from angels or not. His life at the Angel Academy wasn’t so bad. In fact, it was fucking amazing. Well, it would be if he passed this test.  
 
    For a living, he would be fighting werewolves, vampires, demons and other sorts of evil to keep peace on earth. In addition to that, having only been at Angel Academy for a few months, he’d made incredible friends.  
 
    He realised that whether angels existed or not and if heaven and hell were real did not make a huge difference to him.  
 
    But it was a very different story for Carly.  
 
    Her life at the school was horrible. 
 
    Her body was used and abused by the Descendants.  
 
    She had no future.  
 
    She was a slave.   
 
    Carly had the option to run away. None would stop her. But she stayed at the school because of something she believed in. That she was the descendant of Lucifer. That, if she were to dedicate her life in service to the Descendants, she would enter heaven.  
 
    But if she was having doubts about that…  
 
    “If you don’t believe we’re the Descendants of angels, why are you here?” Tom asked.  
 
    “I didn’t say I don’t believe,” Carly muttered. “I have doubts sometimes…” Carly shrugged her shoulders. “Let’s finish this task of yours and maybe I’ll run away after.”  
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    It was late in the evening when Tom pulled up to his apartment block. He climbed out of the car and stared up at the great towering structure of glass and steel. There was nothing intimate about the place, nothing unique. He was surrounded by similar blocks of glass and steel.   
 
    But still, when Tom stood there and stared up, he felt like he was home.  
 
    “Can’t believe you bought your own apartment at eighteen,” Carly said as she stood beside him. “How did you afford it? Aren’t you like an orphan or something?”  
 
    Tom frowned. “I’m not an orphan, dumbass. My dad is alive. He’s just ill and in an old person’s home.”  
 
    “What about your mum?” Carly asked. “I remember seeing her once. She was quite young looking. What happened to her? Is she dead?” 
 
    Tom’s frown deepened as he stared at Carly. “Have you always been such an insensitive twat?”  
 
    Carly shook her head. “Nope. It’s a more recent thing. You know, when your body is used and abused like a piece of meat by Descendants, you tend to stop caring about what how you could hurt someone with just words.”  
 
    It was a fair point. Some of Tom’s annoyance faded away. But only some. 
 
    Tom’s mother disappeared over ten years ago. There was no warning anything was wrong. One day, she was there and everything was fine. The next day she was gone. His dad refused to call the police and report her missing. She wanted to leave, he’d said. It was her decision.  
 
    Tom did wonder sometimes why his mum left and where she might be now. But he always pushed the thoughts out of his head as soon as he could. She was gone. By her own choice.  
 
    Tom opened the front door and stepped inside. He headed for the stairs and broke into a run. His apartment was on the fourth floor, but he always took the stairs. It was a good opportunity to get in some exercise.  
 
    He felt good as he reached his floor and approached the blue door that led into his apartment. Inserting the key, he pushed the door open. It had been a few months since he’d last been here, but it didn’t feel like that as he walked in.   
 
    “This is really nice,” Carly said, as she followed him into his open plan living room. She headed straight for the sliding glass doors that led onto the balcony. “Bloody hell Tom. How did you afford such a place?” 
 
    “My dad had some money lying around,” he said as he joined her on the balcony. “I thought Clarissa would be here,” he muttered.  
 
    “Who’s that?”  
 
    “My girlfriend,” Tom said.  
 
    “Oh, right,” Carly nodded. “She’s a normal human, isn’t she?” Carly asked and when Tom nodded, she continued, “What does she make of this whole Descendant thing?”  
 
    “I don’t know,” Tom replied honestly.  
 
    He really didn’t know how Clarissa felt about it. After the redhaired woman’s visit, Clarissa had been somewhat distracted, as if her mind had been messed with. Looking back and knowing Descendants could mess with peoples’ minds, Tom wondered if that’s exactly what had happened.  
 
    It had been a long drive home and Tom was hungry.  
 
    He wandered into the kitchen and opened the fridge. It was packed with food and drinks. Tom pulled out a cider. “I’m going to order a pizza,” he said. “What do you want to eat?”  
 
    Carly shrugged her shoulders. “Whatever you’ll let me eat.”  
 
    Let her eat?  
 
    Of course.  
 
    After a brief rebellious period, she was back to being subservient, much like her fellow Cursed.  
 
    “What do you like to eat?” Tom asked, and when Carly shrugged again, he snapped, “Just tell me goddammit!”  
 
    “Pizza sounds great,” Carly mumbled.  
 
    As Tom headed for the wall phone, he heard the front door open. He walked into the corridor to see Clarissa. She wasn’t alone. There was another black girl with her, one that looked about six or seven years older.  
 
    “Tom,” Clarissa froze on the spot as she spotted at him. “You’re back!”  
 
    She charged across the small space, arms open, and flung herself at him. Tom caught her and wrapped his arms around her.  
 
    He had missed her. More than he’d realised. She smelt good.  
 
    He noticed the other black girl staring at him, arms crossed over her chest, she wore a frown across her face.  
 
    She looked really familiar.  
 
    “Where have you been?” Clarissa asked.  
 
    “Uhh…” Tom didn’t know how to answer. 
 
    He couldn’t just lay it all out for Clarissa, could he?  
 
    She wouldn’t believe him. He didn’t believe the redhaired woman when she told him he had angel blood and he had more reason to do so than Clarissa, what with seeing werewolves and demons walking around.    
 
    “Never seen you speechless,” Clarissa said, her lips pursing. “What the hell have you been doing?”  
 
    Tom frowned. It wasn’t like Clarissa to be bossy and demanding. He glanced past her at the girl that stood in the corridor by the front door.  
 
    “Do I know you?” he asked.  
 
    “Tasha,” the girl said. “I’m Clarissa’s older sister?” she added. “We’ve met before,” she muttered.  
 
    Tom’s lips twitched as he remembered. He’d met both sisters at a party. It was Tasha that had made a move on him, but Tom had eyes only for her younger sister. As he stared at Tasha now, he wondered why he had chosen Clarissa instead.  
 
    Tasha was probably hotter.  
 
    She definitely had bigger breasts than Clarissa and a curvier bottom. It was the face. Tasha looked like a slightly mean hot bitch. Clarissa looked naïve and innocent.  
 
    “Tom,” Clarissa grabbed his t-shirt and tugged. “What the hell is going on?” she asked before her voice lowered, and she whispered, “Who’s the girl?”  
 
    That was a question Tom could answer. “That’s Carly.”  
 
    “Why’s she dressed like that?” Tasha asked. “Why are you naked underneath that dress?” she asked, now addressing Carly. “You been fucking Tom?” 
 
    Fuck, Tom thought. They were supposed to stop at a service station and buy her some clothes.  
 
    “Just the once,” Carly said, before adding, “Another time he had his cock in my mouth. But I don’t think that counts?”   
 
    Clarissa’s mouth dropped.  
 
    Tasha seemed to find it amusing and let out a laugh. “Because his cock is too small?”  
 
    “It’s actually quite big,” Carly said, before turning to him. “Why don’t you show them?”  
 
    “Tom!” Clarissa snapped. “You cheated on me?”  
 
    “Let’s go in the bedroom,” Tom hissed at Clarissa. “We can talk in there.”  
 
    “You can talk here,” Tasha said, her face stony. “You been cheating on my little sister?”  
 
    “And what if he has?” Carly asked, not helping things at all and being completely out of character for a Cursed one.  
 
    “I’ll cut your balls off,” Tasha threatened.  
 
    “Love to see you try,” Carly scoffed. “Tom will kick your ass.”  
 
    “You’d hit a girl?” Tasha asked, suddenly not looking so confident.  
 
    “Not only hit you,” Cary said, her voice rising, her eyes sparkling as if she was enjoying this. “Tom will break your arms and your legs. He will smash your teeth in. He will-” 
 
    “What the fuck, Carly!?” Tom cut her off.  
 
    “What?” she asked innocently. “If you’re going to go into the den of wolves, you can’t hold onto old fashioned views about women.”  
 
    “Den of wolves?” Tasha asked.  
 
    “Werewolves, to be clear,” Carly said.  
 
    “What the fuck is going on?!” Clarissa snapped.  
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    Tom sat on his balcony, a bottle of cider in hand, he stared up at the sky. It was a clear night. The moon shone bright and large, looming and ominous. Carly sat beside him, still dressed in nothing but the flimsy dress that was now hiked up to her waist.  
 
    “So like… werewolves,” Tom said. He nodded at the moon. “Does that make them stronger?”  
 
    “Are you asking me if the moon makes werewolves stronger?” Carly asked.  
 
    “It’s not a stupid question.”  
 
    “It is a little bit,” Carly chuckled. “But it’s okay. You’re kinda like a virgin, aren’t you?”  
 
    “Me?” Tom asked. “A virgin?”  
 
    “Oh relax,” Carly said, as she slapped him on the arm. “I know you’ve slept around, you little slut.”  
 
    “Slut?” Tom glanced at the glass of wine in Carly’s hand. “I think you’ve had a bit too much to drink,” he muttered as he reached to take it from her.  
 
    “Nooo,” Carly pushed his hand away. “Let me drink! This might be my last night on earth.”  
 
    “If you keep drinking like that, it probably will be,” Tom said, as he snatched the glass from her hand.  
 
    “Killjoy,” Carly muttered.  She settled back in the rattan chair and stared up at the moon. “Werewolves don’t have any sort of relationship with the moon,” she said. “They can change into werewolves in the blink of an eye. They’re super strong, super-fast, and usually super angry.”  
 
    “Is their bite infectious?”  
 
    “For normal humans, yes. But for those with angel blood,” she turned to look at him. “We don’t turn.”  
 
    That was a positive, Tom thought.  
 
    He took a sip of his drink, his thoughts turning to Clarissa. She had stormed out with her sister Tasha, after Carly babbled on about the supernatural. Clarissa didn’t believe her. In her mind, she figured Tom had cheated on her with a crazy chick.   
 
    Tasha wasn’t helpful in keeping things calm. 
 
    “But I wouldn’t worry about being turned. The werewolves will rip us apart and then eat us. Probably.” Carly glanced at the drink in his hand, the one he had stolen from her. “Give it back,” she reached for it.  
 
    Tom didn’t fight her.  
 
    Sneaking into the werewolf camp and stealing a treasured rose of theirs, it was probably suicidal.  
 
    He took a long sip of his cider.  
 
    Fuck.  
 
    Was he really going to do this?  
 
    “So?” Carly asked.  
 
    “What?”  
 
    “This could be our last night alive on earth.”  
 
    “…Okay?”  
 
    “Are we going to fuck or what?” Carly asked.  
 
    Tom stared at her. She was a little tipsy. Her hair was ruffled, her dress tatty. But none of that took away from her natural beauty, her natural hotness.  
 
    “Why the fuck not,” Tom said.  
 
    He climbed to his feet and grabbed Carly by the dress as he pulled her close. Unsurprisingly, it tore down the middle. Her chest was exposed as she collide into him. Tom didn’t get a chance to take in her large soft breasts. Carly kissed him on the lips.  
 
    There was passion behind her kiss and Tom kissed back hard. Their lips pressed together, he breathed in her summery scent. Tom reached behind and pulled off her torn dress and grabbed her ass.  
 
    Carly pulled her lips back and reached for his jeans. She tugged at the belt, unbuckled it and pulled them down. Tom took her breasts in hand and fondled them gently. He wanted to suck on them, but Carly was already down on her knees. She took his cock in her mouth and sucked on it.  
 
    Her mouth was wet and warm and Tom breathed in deeply. It felt so good. The stress from what was to happen tomorrow melted away. His mind was only on the view. And from where he stood, that view was good – Carly’s breasts and the curves of her hips.  
 
    As great as it felt having his cock sucked, Tom wanted to fuck Carly, and do it hard. He grabbed her by the hair and pulled her to her feet. As his cock came out of her mouth, she caught it in her hand and rubbed the tip. Tom kissed her on the lips, and then picked her up off the ground. He carried her into the living room, and from there, into his bedroom.  
 
    Tom threw her on the bed. She landed with a bounce, then spread her legs apart. Tom stood there and stared at her.  
 
    “What?” Carly asked, her eyes faltering. “Don’t you like?”  
 
    “I like it very much.”  
 
    “Then?” Carly asked. “Why are you just staring at me?”  
 
    “I don’t know if I want to fuck your pussy or eat it out.”  
 
    “Fuck me first,” Carly said. “Be rough too. I want to walk funny tomorrow.”  
 
    Tom was about to open his mouth and say that probably wasn’t going to be a good thing considering what they were going to do tomorrow, but he pushed those thoughts out of his head. He was going to enjoy tonight. He was going to devour Carly’s body. 
 
    He jumped onto the bed, his cock hard, he pressed it against her pussy. It pushed past her lips and slid in. Tom leaned forward and took her left breast in his mouth. He sucked on it as his cock drove deep inside her.  
 
    Carly’s body arched as a moan escaped her lips. Tom wrapped his arms around her back and pressed her body against his, squishing her breasts against his chest. Their hot bodies pressed together, he drove his cock in and out of her cunt.  
 
    It wasn’t long before he exploded inside her.  
 
    His cum filled her pussy until it leaked out, covering her inner thighs. Tom turned on his side and lay beside Carly. She grabbed hold of his cock and rubbed it, trying to bring it back to life.  
 
    “I didn’t have an orgasm,” she complained.  
 
    “Yeah… sorry about that,” Tom muttered. He was normally pretty good at pleasing the ladies.  
 
    “It’s fine,” Carly said.  
 
    She moved down the bed and rested her head on his stomach. She took his limp cock in her mouth and sucked on it.  
 
    As he lay in bed, Tom stared at Carly’s naked body. She had an amazing figure. He reached for her ass and grabbed hold of it. Carly reacted by moving her ass up the bed, closer to his face, giving him a better view.  
 
    As she sucked away at his now hardening cock, Tom spread apart her ass cheeks to glance at her pink butthole.  
 
    “Can you orgasm if you’re being fucked in the ass?” he asked.  
 
    Carly turned her head to look at him, her eyes narrow, his cock slipped out of her mouth.  
 
    “You want to fuck me in the ass?”  
 
    Tom nodded with enthusiasm and Carly laughed.  
 
    “There’s only one way to find out.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Chapter 29 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Tom woke the following morning with a throbbing head. Surprising considering he had barely drunk anything. Carly lay beside him, her thick hair covered her face as she lay on her front, her naked body sprawled over the bedsheet.  
 
    Tom took a moment to admire her luscious figure. His eyes rested on her ass cheeks and he smiled.  
 
    He had fucked that ass last night, left it gaping.  
 
    He turned on his side and gently took hold of a cheek in each hand. He lifted his head as he parted her cheeks, curious to see if his cock had caused any lasting changes.  
 
    He was pleased to see Carly’s butthole looking very much like the imagined virgin.  
 
    He gave her bottom a spank as he sat up.  
 
    A muffled sound managed to make it out through the prison of hair that surrounded her head and consequently, her mouth. Tom gave her bottom another spank, harder this time. Carly’s body shuddered. But she was silent. Tom spanked both her ass cheeks, hard enough to leave an imprint of each hand on her peachy bottom.  
 
    This time, Carly’s body remained completely still and no sound escaped her lips.  
 
    Tom grinned, surprised by her determination to remain in bed.  
 
    He left her there and walked out into the corridor, and from there, the living room.  
 
    As he entered the kitchen, he got the feeling he wasn’t alone.  
 
    Tom turned to find Clarissa and Tasha sitting in the living room.  
 
    Both stared at him, eyes wide and focused on his groin.  
 
    Of course, Tom was naked.  
 
    Why the hell wouldn’t he be? He wasn’t expecting anyone else to be in the apartment.  
 
    “How long have you been there?” Tom asked.  
 
    “…are you not going to put some clothes on?” Tasha asked as she swallowed uncomfortably, her eyes still on his cock.  
 
    “Maybe,” Tom said, shrugging his shoulders. “You’ve already seen me naked now so…” his sentence trailed as he watched Tasha with curiosity. The girl was still staring at his cock, a deep longing in her eyes. Did she still fancy him?  
 
    “We’ve been here for a couple of hours,” Clarissa said, her voice quiet. “I saw you and Carly in bed… naked,” she added.  
 
    Interesting, Tom thought. Clarissa had found him naked in bed with another girl. And yet, she was still here and calm too. What was more surprising was Tasha. Normally, the girl would blow off at the slightest chance.  
 
    But here she was, calm and still staring at his cock.  
 
    “Is it true?” Clarissa asked. “What she said yesterday… is it true?”  
 
    “About werewolves?” Tom asked, his eyes moving from Tasha to Clarissa. “Yeah…”  
 
    “And you’re going to go into their camp to steal something to pass a test to be an angel?”  
 
    That wasn’t exactly accurate. He wasn’t going to pass a test to be an angel. He was already part angel. But Tom nodded anyway and asked, “Do you believe me?”  
 
    “I don’t,” Tasha said.  
 
    “Don’t care and wasn’t asking you,” Tom retorted.  
 
    Tasha’s lips pursed as she folded her arms across her chest.  
 
    Tom ignored her and walked towards Clarissa. He became aware of how naked he was as he approached her, his semi erect cock directly level with her face.  
 
    “I know it sounds crazy,” Tom said. “But I’m telling the truth.”  
 
    “I think I believe you.”  
 
    “You do?”  
 
    Clarissa nodded. “You thought you saw a werewolf in the park a few months back and then that woman came and…” her sentence trailed and Clarissa swallowed nervously, a distant look in her eyes.  
 
    “What did she do to you?” Tom asked, now concerned about Clarissa’s wellbeing. “She didn’t hurt you, did she?”  
 
    Clarissa shook her head. “I’m not sure what she did… It’s all a bit of a haze now.”  
 
    “What woman?” Tasha asked. “Some girl did something to you? Why didn’t you tell me?” she added, and then, she turned to Tom and climbed to her feet. “What kind of weird shit are you doing to my sister?”  
 
    “Nothing… I didn’t do anything to her.”  
 
    “Don’t lie to me,” Tasha. “I know all about your sex life!”  
 
    Tom raised an eyebrow. “What now?”  
 
    “Your BDSM lifestyle. I know you like to dominate my sister.”  
 
    Tom stared at Clarissa, somewhat dumbfounded. Sure, he knew girls talked. But he thought that was more girls talking about how good their man was in bed, or how big his penis was. Never did he imagine Clarissa would tell her own sister that she was a submissive…  
 
    For her part, Clarissa seemed to feel embarrassment at least somewhat. Her head downcast, she stared at the floor.  
 
    “Are you getting other women to abuse her?” Tasha asked. She took a couple of steps towards Tom, now so close, his cock was an inch away from her stomach.  
 
    “No one is abusing her,” Tom said, a little frustrated by the conversation. What he wanted was some alone time with his girlfriend without her older sister making statements without knowing the facts. “How about you give us some space?”  
 
    “Oh, you’d like me to leave, wouldn’t you?”  
 
    “You don’t fucking say,” Tom growled.  
 
    “I’m not going anywhere,” Tasha said.  
 
    She took another step forward in an attempt to get into his face. The result was her stomach crashing into his cock. Tasha’s anger faded as she stared down at his cock, now pressed against her belly button, the flesh exposed due to her low cut top.    
 
    The plunging neckline of her top revealed her large breasts and her dark nipples that struggled to stay hidden. Tom felt the urge to pull the top down, to free the nipples, as it were. He watched Tasha carefully, trying to guess what her reaction might be.  
 
    She remained standing where she was, his cock still touching her belly button.  
 
    If Tasha didn’t want his cock, she would have shuddered and moved back and then yelled profanities. At the very least, what with her sister being present, she would have pretended to be disgusted.  
 
    But Tasha had done none of that.  
 
    Sure, the thought of him pulling her top down and fondling her breasts in front of his girlfriend Clarissa, who also happened to be Tasha’s sister, was a bit insane. But the idea of having two sisters was an incredibly hot one. And this might be his last chance ever, considering he could be dead by the end of the day.  
 
    What the hell, Tom thought.  
 
    He reached for Tasha’s top and pulled it down gently. Her body shuddered as her breasts popped out. But she did not shirk back, nor did she utter a word of complaint. Instead, Tasha looked up at him.  
 
    Tom could see the lust in her eyes.  
 
    He grabbed her large dark nipples and tugged at them.  
 
    “What the fuck is going on?” Clarissa asked.  
 
    Her words wanted to show strength, but her weak voice betrayed her.  
 
    Tom pulled at Tasha’s nipples, causing her to stand on tip toe. He could see the pain in her face as her lips parted.  
 
    “You’re a submissive little slut like your sister,” Tom whispered.  
 
    Tasha didn’t reply. He could see the conflict written across her face. Part of her wanted to resist and tell him to fuck off. The other part… Tom would recognise that look anywhere.  
 
    She was a submissive!  
 
    He pushed her breasts together and held both her nipples with one hand. His other hand now moved down to her skirt. He reached under and with little effort, pulled aside what was a thong. His fingers came in touch with her moist pussy and as he pressed against the lips, they slid in easily.  
 
    Tom’s other hand let go of her breasts and moved to her neck. He grabbed her by the throat and pushed her back towards the sofa. Clarissa jumped to her feet and moved out of the way as Tom pulled Tasha’s skirt down.  
 
    He climbed on top of Tasha and drove his cock inside her cunt, his hand still holding her by the throat, he kissed her on the lips.  
 
    “You can’t… you can’t fuck my sister,” Clarissa said weakly.  
 
    As far as Tom was concerned, Tasha was a fully consenting adult.  
 
    And she was consenting to this.  
 
    He grabbed her tits, holding onto them as if they were handles on a safari vehicle traversing through the African plains being chased by a pack of lions, he drove his cock in and out of her cunt hard. 
 
    Tasha moaned in pain as her eyes lolled back. They came together, Tom shooting his load inside her cunt, he collapsed onto her, his hand trailed up to her neck, where it rested, the fingers squeezed her pipe.  
 
    “You’re my little bitch now, aren’t you?” he whispered in her ear.  
 
    Tasha nodded her head, her eyes bulging. Tom let go of her throat. She began to cough as she gasped for breath.  
 
    Tom pressed against her breasts as he pushed himself up off her and sat on the sofa. He stared at her puffy pussy, the pink lips striking against her dark skin.  
 
    “You fucked my sister,” Clarissa whimpered.  
 
    “You fucked her sister?” Carly asked, as she appeared by the door leading into the living room. “You animal!” she grinned.  
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    It was midday when they set off for the werewolf camp. Carly knew where it was and she sat in the driving seat. They left behind the city and joined the dual carriage. Resting vertically on Tom’s lap was his sword. He gripped the handle tight, finding the firm touch comforting.  
 
    “Can’t believe you fucked your girlfriend’s sister in front of her,” Carly said.  
 
    It wasn’t the first time she had said that, or something along those lines.  
 
    “Can’t believe Clarissa didn’t kick you out of the house,” Carly added.  
 
    “It’s my house,” Tom reminded her.  
 
    “After what you just did, I think you owe her the house!”  
 
    “I had consensual sex with another adult,” Tom said, frowning. “It’s not like I raped her or something.”  
 
    “Huh,” Carly said. “Maybe we will survive this after all.” 
 
    “What?”  
 
    “It’s the water from the Fountain of Angels. It changes Descendants,” Carly said, and when Tom stared at her with confused eyes, she laughed. “I’m a literal slave, Tom. I am raped and beaten every single day. All of us Cursed are used and abused by the entire school. And not a single Descendant has a problem with that. Don’t you think that’s strange?”  
 
    It was a fair point.  
 
    Most people would have an issue with how Carly and the Cursed were treated. Yet, the Descendants didn’t even blink an eye. They went along with the abuse as if it were normal. 
 
    But it wasn’t normal at all.  
 
    “So… you’re saying drinking water from the Fountain of Angels like… affects the mind?”  
 
    Her lips set, Carly nodded grimly.  
 
    “Fuck,” Tom muttered. “Am I going to turn into an asshole now?”  
 
    “Turn into more of an asshole,” Carly corrected.  
 
    “I was not an asshole to begin-” Tom began, but then noticed Carly smiling.  
 
    She was teasing him. Which was nice, he decided. She seemed happy. At least, happier than he had seen her in a long time.  
 
    “So, do you have your superpowers?” Carly asked.  
 
    Tom shrugged. He didn’t feel any different. “How would I know?”  
 
    “Are you stronger?” Carly asked. “Can you fly? Shoot lasers out of your eyes?”  
 
    “Is that a thing?” Tom asked. “Cuz that would be so amazing if it were!”  
 
    “Punch something,” Carly said, smiling.  
 
    Tom smiled back. Carly was such a pretty girl, kinda sweet too. He vowed to resist the mental changes that came with drinking water from the Fountain of Angels. He wasn’t going to be an asshole.  
 
    And then, he turned and stared at the car door and its metal frame. Super strength, here I come, he thought.  
 
    Tom punched it.  
 
    “OWWW!” Tom screamed.  
 
    “What?”  
 
    “I don’t have super strength,” he muttered as he rubbed his fist.  
 
    “Hmm… maybe it’ll come soon,” Carly said. “And like, hopefully really soon,” she said as the car turned off the motorway and joined a narrow country lane fenced with over growing trees on either side and branches hanging dangerously low.  
 
    “Slow down,” Tom said as he sunk in his seat.  
 
    “Relax,” Carly said, still driving as if she were on the damned motorway.  
 
    “Not easy to do,” Tom grumbled. “Unlike you, I don’t have a death wish!”  
 
    “You’re not going to die,” Carly said. “At least, not yet.”  
 
    And she was right.  
 
    If Tom was going to die, it wasn’t going to be from a car crash.  
 
    A large branch hang low across the road. As Carly sped forward, Tom grabbed his seatbelt with both hands even though it was securely fastened across his chest. He braced himself for the impact.   
 
    But nothing happened.  
 
    The car continued to roll forward.  
 
    Tom’s head spun around as he looked through the rear windshield.  
 
    The branch was still there hanging low across the road.  
 
    Somehow, the car had managed to go through it, as if it were not real.  
 
    “See,” Carly said.  
 
    Tom did see. But he wasn’t sure he understood.  
 
    “What the fuck,” he muttered weakly.  
 
    “We’ve entered werewolf territory. This road isn’t on the map but you still get a few humans stumbling onto it. The bad road with all the low hanging branches is usually enough to make most humans turn around. Up ahead, there will be a few more tricks,” Carly said, before adding darkly, “And some actual traps.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
    
  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    They drove for another half hour before Carly stopped the car. The road continued, clear for the first time, the tarmac smooth and the trees suddenly gone, it was an open and inviting road.  
 
    But Carly didn’t continue down that road.  
 
    She parked the car on a patch of dirt beside a hill and jumped out.  
 
    Tom followed her somewhat warily, staring up at the steep hill. He had his sword in hand. The cold metal felt heavy but not reassuring as it had in the past.  
 
    Cumbersome.  
 
    That’s how it felt.  
 
    “Are we here?” Tom asked. “Is it at the top of the hill?”  
 
    Carly shook her head grimly. “We’re still miles away.”  
 
    “Okay,” Tom nodded with ferocity, trying to steel himself for what was to come. But as the sun shone brightly in the sky and sweat dripped profusely from every pore in his body, he shook his head. “I can’t do this.”  
 
    Carly turned to look at him and frowned. “You’re sweating.”  
 
    “No shit, sherlock.”  
 
    “Why are you sweating so much?”  
 
    “I don’t know,” Tom muttered. “Maybe because it’s a fucking hot day?”  
 
    Carly stared up at the sun. Like, stared at the burning ball of fire directly. And then, she looked at him.  
 
    “The sun’s up, sure,” she said. “But you look like you just ran a marathon.”  
 
    Tom felt it too.  
 
    His entire body was dripping sweat like it was a tire full of water and punctured with thousands of little holes. As he stared up at the hill, he felt like an old man. His hand even rested on his hip as he took deep breathes.  
 
    “What’s wrong with me?” Tom asked, suddenly afraid. There was no reason for him to feel like this. Unless he was dying… “Am I dying?”  
 
    “I don’t know,” Carly said, as she studied him with concern. “Sometimes Descendants feel a little unwell when they drink from the Fountain of Angels. But a little unwell is usually a headache, light dizziness… not a swamp monster.”  
 
    Tom squinted at Carly as the sweat from his brows weighed heavy. “Swamp monster?”  
 
    “Yes,” Carly said. “Swamp monster. Now, are you up for this mission, or do you want to come another day?”  
 
    Tom shook his head. Better to get this over with. “Let’s climb this motherfucker,” he grunted. 
 
    “It’s just a hill, Tom,” Carly said, rolling her eyes. “And a small one at that.”  
 
    Cary began her climb. And she did it easily. Tom watched her until she reached the top.  
 
    “You can do this,” he whispered to himself, though his body said otherwise.  
 
    Tom began the climb.   
 
    It was hard. 
 
    More than once, his hand slipped as he tried to pull himself up the steeper parts. All the while, and it was a while, Carly sat on her bottom by the edge, her feet dangling down, she watched him with amusement.  
 
    When he finally pulled himself up to the top, Tom glared at her, properly annoyed.  
 
    Carly burst out laughing. “You look so angry,” she giggled.  
 
    “I liked it better when you were a submissive little bitch,” Tom said.  
 
    “Yeah… I didn’t like that much,” Carly said. “This is the real me,” she added. “And turns out the real me finds your pain hilarious.”  
 
    With his breath somewhat caught, Tom glanced past her and at what lay beyond the hill. To his horror, there were dozens of hills forming a perfect circle. And in the centre of that circle was what he was certain was the wolf camp.  
 
    But despite being certain, Tom decided to ask anyway. “So… that the wolf camp?” he pointed.  
 
    “Yup,” Carly said, barely able to contain her glee.  
 
    “Right,” Tom said. He took a deep breath and stared at the hilly range before him. And then, he glanced up at the bright blue sky and the heat that emanated from it before finally glancing at Carly. “You got any water?”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Carly did not have any water.  
 
    She was wearing one of Clarissa’s jeans and a top. Carly was a much curvier girl and the fit was tight, showing every curve of her body. There was certainly no flask of water hidden there.  
 
    The trek down the hills were so much easier than when going up. On his fourth climb up, Tom’s chest felt like it was going to explode. His sight was blurry and his head ached. On the plus side, he was so dehydrated, there was no longer any water left in his body to form sweat.  
 
    Was that a good thing?  
 
    No… that was definitely not a good thing.   
 
    Tom focused his attention on the climb down the hill as loose bits of rubble rolled down. The slightest misstep could be fatal. His attention was taken some by Carly shooting glances his way.  
 
    As he reached the bottom, he stopped to stare at her.  
 
    “What’s the problem?” he asked.  
 
    “What?” came her response.  
 
    “You keep looking at me,” he said. “Do I have something on my face? Is it red like a tomato? Have I grown a third eye or a second nose?”  
 
    Carly frowned and crossed her arms across her chest.  
 
    “Whatever man,” Tom said.  
 
    He turned and started to climb the next hill. As he made it halfway up, Carly passed him on the right. She glanced at him with pursed lips, annoyed.  
 
    What the hell was she annoyed about; Tom wondered. She was being a bitch all of a sudden. A dramatic transformation from the submissive and obedient Cursed from earlier. He wondered why the change had come about.  
 
    The afternoon passed and gave way to the evening. The sun was no longer shining brightly in the centre of the sky. Along with shifting westwards, it had lost much of its heat. Tom had lost count of how many hills he had climbed. He did know it had been many hours since he’d last spoken to Carly.  
 
    And then, finally, he climbed the last hill.  
 
    Before him was the valley of the wolves. As Tom stood by the edge and stared down, he couldn’t believe this was actually in the United Kingdom, and not New Zealand.  
 
    Surrounded on all sides by lush hills, a river of crystal clear water flowed through the centre. On the riverbanks were solid structures, some made of wood, some brick, some stones. One building stood out from the rest.  
 
    Made of white stone, it was an enormous Aztec-like pyramid structure.  
 
    “That’s where the rose garden will be, isn’t it?” Tom asked.  
 
    “Your guess is as good as mine,” Carly replied. “How do you feel?”  
 
    “I feel good,” Tom said.  
 
    It was not the truth.  
 
    He still felt like shit.  
 
    Just standing atop the hill and staring down, his head spun. It took every ounce of his strength to not lean on to the closest tree for support.    
 
    Carly punched him in the arm.  
 
    Tom let out an agonising howl.  
 
    Carly’s eyes widened. “What the fuck, dude,” she hissed. 
 
    “You punched me,” Tom hissed back.  
 
    “You said you were fine,” Carly hissed again.  
 
    “Yes, well, clearly I was lying,” Tom grunted.  
 
    “Every wolf in the valley heard your scream,” Carly groaned. “You know they have super hearing, right?”  
 
    Tom didn’t know that werewolves had super hearing. He didn’t know anything about werewolves, other than what he had read in books.  
 
    And he knew some of what were in books was inaccurate.  
 
    Werewolves didn’t need the full moon to change into their beastly form.  
 
    “Got any words of encouragement before I head down?” Tom asked.  
 
    Carly didn’t respond instantly. She stared at the valley below and the enormous pyramid. And then, she turned to look at him before grabbing him by the arm.  
 
    “Why are you doing this?” Carly asked. “You could walk away and still have a life. A pretty good life,” she added.  
 
    Tom didn’t know the answer to that.  
 
    Not exactly.  
 
    Sure, there was the part of him that wanted this life. The life of a Descendant. To protect the world from demons, werewolves and other evils. Who wouldn’t want that? It was a childhood dream for pretty much every boy, to grow up and have superpowers, to save the world.  
 
    But he was no longer a kid.  
 
    The risk was real.  
 
    He had been sent alone to the camp of werewolves.  
 
    Alone.  
 
    If he were caught, the werewolves would tear him apart.  
 
    Literally.  
 
    Images of sharp teeth digging into his flesh and tearing it away from his bones flashed across his mind, causing him to shiver.  
 
    Carly was right.  
 
    He didn’t need to do this.  
 
    He had already drunk from the Fountain of Angels. Whatever transformation his body was going to go through, it was going to happen regardless of whether he saw this out or not. Sure, if he didn’t steal the rose, he could never return to Angel Academy.  
 
    But Tom realised he was okay with that.  
 
    They were a bunch of assholes.  
 
    And by going down there he was risking more than just his life. He was risking Carly’s life too.  
 
    “Let’s head home,” Tom said. He gave a final look down at the valley before turning to Carly. “Let’s get out of here before we stumble across a wolf.”  
 
    Carly, who had been staring down at the valley moments earlier, now had her back towards the wolf camp. She stared towards the hills, her lips pressed together, her skin taut and pale, there was fear in her eyes.  
 
    Tom turned to see what it was that had her suddenly terrified. He had a sinking feeling he knew the answer, but prayed he was wrong.  
 
    “Fuck,” Tom muttered.  
 
    Standing twenty feet away from him were a dozen humans. The men were large and burly, most had beards and long dark hair. The women were busty with powerful legs but surprisingly tidy hair.  
 
    Though they looked like humans, Tom was sure they were werewolves.  
 
    “Sup,” he said, swallowing uncomfortably, he gave an awkward wave of the hand.  
 
    The largest of the humans stepped forward from the pack. “What are you doing here, angel scum,” he growled.  
 
    Play dumb, Tom thought. “Angel?” he asked. “What’s an angel?” he laughed nervously. “I mean… where?” he looked around, as if trying to sight a heavenly being flying around.  
 
    “What were you going for? Ignorance mixed with innocence?” Carly whispered.  
 
    “Yeah… think it’s working?” Tom asked.  
 
    “Nope,” Carly said without hesitation.  
 
    The burly man took another step towards them. “I’ll ask one more time, angel scum. What are you doing here?”  
 
    Tom glanced around his surroundings. He was trapped at the edge of a hill. Behind him was the wolf camp. Before him, now spread out in a semi-circle were the werewolves, still in their human forms.  
 
    His chances of escape were slim.  
 
    But not non-existent.  
 
    He glanced to his right, where the youngest of the werewolves stood. She was a girl about his age, possibly younger even.  
 
    “Follow me,” Tom hissed at Carly.  
 
    And then, he made a dash for it.  
 
    Running as fast as he could, Tom charged towards the young werewolf, sword drawn. As he made it halfway, he saw the expression on her face change from one of confusion to one of determination. As he inched closer, time apparently slowing down, Tom realised he had made a terrible mistake.  
 
    The girl might have been the youngest of the wolf pack. But by no means did that mean she was incapable of kicking his ass.  
 
    The girl charged at him, and as she did, her body began to transform. Her nose expanded, her ears grew, her eyes widened. Her shoulders expanded, her arms and legs thickened. Hair sprouted out and covered every inch of her body as her clothes tore off.  
 
    She was now a werewolf. 
 
    And she was terrifying to look at.  
 
    Her mouth wide as she leapt towards him, Tom’s heart pounded as fear coursed through every fibre in his body.  
 
    Run away, his mind screamed. But his body was suddenly rooted to the spot. 
 
    And then, the werewolf crashed into him.  
 
    Her head smashed into his chest with such force, Tom was sure every bone inside had just been shattered.  
 
    But that was the least of his worries.  
 
    Because he was now flying.  
 
    Not gracefully, like he imagined angels did.  
 
    No.  
 
    He was flying like a toddler thrown into the air by a loving parent.  
 
    Except.  
 
    There was no love here. No caring arms to catch him as he fell.  
 
    And he was falling.  
 
    Tom turned his head to look down.  
 
    Below him, the wolf camp was coming up fast.  
 
    The werewolf had struck him with such force, she had sent him flying over the hill and down to his death.  
 
    This was how he was going to die.  
 
    At least he wasn’t screaming.  
 
    And as Tom wondered if that was due to being paralyzed by fear, or just too stupid to appreciate what was going on, he struck the ground a foot away from a two story structure. As the dust rose up around him, he closed his eyes.  
 
    His mind was suddenly at peace as he embraced the cold that washed over his body, as he embraced his death.  
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    After the female werewolf had kicked Tom over the edge of the hill and sent him down to his death, a burly wolf grabbed Carly by the throat. He lifted her up off the ground as if she weighed as much as a child’s doll.  
 
    He laughed as Carly slammed her fists against his arm, trying to break free. As her body slowly shutdown due to lack of oxygen, he ripped her top off with his other hand and stared at her breasts.  
 
    When Carly was certain she was going to black out, he let go of her.   
 
    She hit the ground with a thud, landing awkwardly, her left foot slipped and her knee crashed into a jagged bit of rock that stuck out. She climbed to her feet as her knee bled. Carly ignored the pain her body felt and turned away from the werewolf to run.  
 
    Her sight blurry, she made it five steps before a hand caught her by the hair and pulled. Her feet slipped. She felt herself falling backwards.  
 
    Carly’s head smashed onto the ground.  
 
    The last thing she saw as she lay on the ground was the face of an actual werewolf in its beastly form. It stared down at her, lips raised to show sharp teeth. There was a spark in its yellow eyes, one denoting hunger.  
 
    And then, her eyes closed as her body gave way to the darkness. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Carly sat on a cold floor, naked once more. Having spent so much time with the Descendants in a naked state, being used and abused like a piece of meat, she was surprised to find she still had a fear of being nude.  
 
    Maybe it was the werewolves that inspired the fear.  
 
    She was no longer on the hilltop, surrounded by the beasts. No. She was in a room. A windowless room. The only light came in through a small ventilation port in the right corner. As her eyes adjusted to the dimly lit space, she spotted the door.  
 
    Carly climbed to her feet and made towards it. She took one step and bit back a cry as pain shot through her knee, up her spine and straight to her head. Carly glanced down at her knee. It had bruised horribly.  
 
    Ignoring it, she hobbled towards the door and pulled at the handle.  
 
    It was locked.  
 
    Of course it was locked.  
 
    Turning, she pressed her back against it and slid down onto her bottom. Her legs extended before her, she stared at the bruise on her knee. Her head continued to ache, and it was a moment before Carly realised the pain was not originating only from her damaged knee.  
 
    She reached back and felt the bump on her head.  
 
    It was the size of an apple sliced in half.  
 
    “Fuck,” Carly muttered.  
 
    She was going to die.  
 
    The werewolves were going to kill her.  
 
    She’d thought she was okay with dying. It would have been the desired escape from a life of servitude. She would enter heaven. That was the goal, wasn’t it?  
 
    So why was she suddenly afraid?  
 
    The werewolves were going to torture her before they killed her. She would be paraded and humiliated. She would be raped.  
 
    But that wasn’t what she was afraid of.  
 
    She was going to die.  
 
    Her life was going to end.  
 
    Her miserable life was going to end.  
 
    Carly still wasn’t a hundred percent certain about Heaven and its existence. What if she died and there was no happy ending?  
 
    As the tears began to roll down her cheeks, Carly became aware of the object lying in the corner. She brushed away her tears and stared at it.  
 
    It was a body.  
 
    Her eyes widened.  
 
    It was Tom.  
 
    His chest rose and fell steadily.  
 
    He was alive.  
 
    And unlike her, he was still clothed.  
 
    Carly jumped to her feet and in her haste to rush over to him, she stumbled. Still moving forward, she tried to maintain her balance. Which she just about managed to do for a moment. And then, gravity won the battle and pulled her down.  
 
    Right onto Tom.  
 
    Her elbows were out awkwardly, pointed before her, they slammed into his ribs.  
 
    “Owww!” Tom howled.  
 
    Not only was he alive, but he was also awake now.  
 
    He pushed her off him and crawled along the wall, his eyes wide, his breathing heavy. He stared at her with crazy eyes, until finally, his body slumped as he leaned back against the wall.  
 
    “What the fuck man,” he growled.  
 
    “Sorry,” Carly mumbled. “S-s-sorr-ry,” she repeated. “I didn’t mean to-” she stopped and pointed her elbows at him. “Do that,” she said, her face falling. “I thought you were dead.”  
 
    “Why would I be dead?” Tom asked, frowning.   
 
    “Because… because you were kicked from the top of the hill?”  
 
    “Oh… that happened, didn’t it?”  
 
    Tom glanced down at his chest. His hands moved across his body, feeling it, searching for signs of injury. Their appeared to be none.  
 
    “What happened?” he asked, now looking at her again.  
 
    Carly filled him in on what had happened after the werewolf had kicked him off the hill and sent him tumbling down to what should have been his death. It wasn’t much. She’d bumped her head against the rock and blacked out. She woke to find herself in this darkened room, naked.  
 
    “What are they going to do to us?” Tom asked.  
 
    “Kill us,” Carly said softly.  
 
    “Why?” Tom asked. “Why are they going to kill us?” he repeated, panic rising in his voice.  
 
    Carly stared at him with curiosity. She could see the fear in his eyes. Fear that had mostly been absent whilst they had made their way here. Tom had known all along death was a possibility. Why was he only now fearing it?  
 
    “I don’t want to die,” Tom said. 
 
    “I don’t know what to say, Tom,” Carly sighed. “You knew this was a possibility.”  
 
    Carly climbed to her feet and began to dust herself. Being naked, the dirt from the rough, uneven and rocky floor stuck to her body like glitter. There was even some in her pussy. She spread her legs partly and felt down there, trying to brush away the dirt without getting any inside her vagina.  
 
    “What are you doing?” Tom asked.  
 
    “Trying to get rid of the dirt from my pussy,” Carly grumbled. “What does it look like?”  
 
    “Looks like you’re playing with your pussy,” Tom grumbled.  
 
    “Why the fuck would I play with my pussy right now?” Carly growled.  
 
    Tom shrugged his shoulders as he stared at the ground sullenly.  
 
    Carly had half a mind to have a go at him. She wouldn’t be here if the asshole had stayed away. But no, fucking men and their fucking egos. He thought he could sneak into the werewolf camp, a Descendant without his angel powers, and steal a rose right from the middle of their damned camp.  
 
    She could have stayed back. Once they reached the hills, she could have simply told him where to go. She didn’t have to come all the way here with him. 
 
    But she did.  
 
    Why?  
 
    Tom was still sitting on the floor, his legs crossed, his mind hard at work. She could see him thinking, his brows furrowed. She recalled their school days, when Tom would stare down at his book, the same expression on his face.  
 
    It wasn’t that he was dumb. On the contrary, he was actually quite smart. But he seemed to sort of wear his emotions on his sleeve.  
 
    Fuck.  
 
    She still fancied him quite hard.  
 
    Carly didn’t get much time to dwell on that.  
 
    The door to their prison opened.  
 
    There was a female werewolf and a male one. They were in human form but they were still large. The girl was as tall as Tom.  
 
    “Come,” the man said, his voice deep and gruff, suiting his bearded face and muscular build.  
 
    “Or what?” Tom asked. 
 
    He was a brave one, Carly thought.  
 
    He’d already had his ass handed to him by the werewolves.  
 
    They had thrown him from the top of a hill.  
 
    That should have been a warning to Tom. The wolves weren’t bluffing. They were happy to hurt him, attempt to even kill him.  
 
    So you’d think, what with his earlier realisation that he did not want to die, that Tom would behave.  
 
    But no.  
 
    Tom remained seated on the ground and stared up at the beastly man, a sullen look across his face.  
 
    “You’re going to hurt, you little shit,” the man said. “You’re going to hurt so much you’re going to beg for death. But for every little shit of attitude I get from you, I’m going to hurt that bitch of yours,” he pointed at Carly.  
 
    Tom looked at her.  
 
    Their eyes met.  
 
    Carly looked down at the rough ground. She suddenly felt shame. She was naked. She was weak. She was a Cursed. But worst of all, she was a liability.  
 
    She climbed to her feet and walked meekly towards the werewolves by the door. She knew Tom was behind her, but she stared at her feet as she walked into the corridor.  
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    It would be an understatement to say things were not going well, Tom thought. Somehow, he had managed to survive falling down the hill. He should have had a million bits of broken bones.  
 
    He had none.  
 
    A miracle?  
 
    Sure, he knew God existed. There were angels about, so God must exist too, right?  
 
    But Tom didn’t think this was a miracle.  
 
    What would the point be in God saving him from falling down the hill only to have his death be even more gruesome?  
 
    And his death was going to be gruesome.  
 
    Tom was certain of it.  
 
    The wolves were fucking savages. No questions asked, that bitch had knocked him to what she’d hoped was his death. And then, they had stripped Carly off her clothes and left her naked in a cell.  
 
    As he walked down the corridor behind her, his eyes fell on her naked body. She had a slender back, a plum bottom and long legs. He’d always sort of fancied Carly.  
 
    Sort of because he never really properly knew the girl, despite sharing a school for most of their lives. He knew why now. In her mind, her destiny was fixed. To live a life as a slave to the Descendants. Why waste time on friendships that would ultimately expire.  
 
    Carly was Cursed. But that didn’t make her evil in any sense of the word. She was a good girl. And now she was going to die because he couldn’t keep his ego in check.  
 
    He glanced at her naked figure from behind once more.  
 
    Tom felt a lusting towards her. He wanted to hold her tightly, to press her warm naked body against his.  
 
    But it wasn’t lust, he realised. 
 
    He didn’t want to fuck her.  
 
    At least, not in that moment.  
 
    No.  
 
    Right then, he wanted to protect her. 
 
    The werewolf man walking beside him noticed Tom looking at Carly and grinned. “I’m going to fuck her so hard tonight,” he laughed.  
 
    Carly looked back, her eyes wide in horror.  
 
    Tom’s jaws set. 
 
    “My monstrous cock is going to tear her vagina apart,” the wolf boasted, unaware of the murderous rage in Tom’s eyes.  
 
    “Pat,” the female wolf said.  
 
    She was staring at Tom.  
 
    “What?” the werewolf named Pat growled.  
 
    “His got his fists up,” she replied.  
 
    Tom stopped walking, as did Carly and the werewolves.  
 
    It came as a surprise to him, but his fists were up. He held them close to his jaw, protecting it like boxers did as they readied themselves to dance in the ring. 
 
    Except, it didn’t have the desired effect on the werewolf.  
 
    His mouth opened wide and he let out a roaring chuckle. “What are you going to do with those puny little fists, Descendant?”  
 
    Puny?  
 
    Tom glanced at his fists.  
 
    Sure, they wouldn’t be as big as the ones the werewolf would have forming were he to curl his fingers into his palm, but Tom was no pussycat. He was over six feet tall and fairly muscular. And growing up, he’d gotten into a fair few fights in school. He knew how to hold his own. 
 
    He’d also just been kicked off the top of a hill by a werewolf.  
 
    They were so much stronger and faster than humans. The water from the Fountain of Angels hadn’t worked. Tom was still normal. Still human. He didn’t have any supernatural strengths.  
 
    Did it matter?  
 
    Tom decided not.  
 
    He was still going to try and punch the werewolf’s face off.  
 
    Tom’s face tightened; his teeth pressed together. He charged at the werewolf and made it three feet before he was stopped. The werewolf moved much faster than he did. He closed the distance between them and struck Tom in the chest with both his fists.  
 
    For a moment, Tom was rooted to the spot. Time slowed as the wolf’s fists connected. The pain vibrated from his heart and expanded out, covering every inch of his internal organs.  
 
    And then, the moment passed and time resumed.   
 
    Tom was flung across the corridor. He crashed into the door at the end and smashed through it. As he lay on the door, he became aware of the splintered wood that had embedded itself into his back.  
 
    It hurt like fuck. 
 
    But he was able to climb to his feet.  
 
    And as he did, the wooden shards fell off his back.  
 
    Tom reached back, feeling for blood.  
 
    There was none.  
 
    It was surprising how much punishment his body could take.  
 
    It wasn’t natural.  
 
    He should have died.  
 
    Just the force of the werewolf’s fists striking his chest should have broken every bone in there. His chest should have caved in.  
 
    And smashing into the door like that? Breaking through it? A normal human shouldn’t have been able to just get up from something like that and brush it off.  
 
    Tom’s eyebrows both rose as his eyes widened.  
 
    Had it worked? Was he a proper Descendant?  
 
    Apparently he wasn’t the only one thinking along those lines.  
 
    The werewolf stared at him too, confused. “How did you get up from that?”  
 
    Tom raised his fists cautiously and held them before his neck and jawline.  
 
    “Seriously,” the wolf said. “How the fuck are you still alive?”  
 
    “Come on,” Tom said, his breathing heavy. “Let’s fight.”  
 
    The wolf didn’t need a second invitation. He charged at Tom. As he ran down the corridor, he began to change form. Claws extended out as powerful hind legs pushed him along. His nose was now a snout, his teeth were sharp and many, his eyes were yellow and his entire body was covered in fur.  
 
    Tom had spent the past few months training hard. A quick leaner, he had improved greatly in that time. But he had been practicing against Maria.  
 
    Maria was a gorgeous girl and although a ridiculously capable opponent, she was fucking hot.  
 
    The wolf running at him was the complete opposite.  
 
    It was terrifying to look at.  
 
    Tom was paralysed by the fear.  
 
    As the wolf inched closer, time slowed once more. His senses heightened; he saw the enormous creature running at him in high definition. The wolf’s body was immense, but it was his head that was the most terrifying.  
 
    Jaws open, those teeth looked like they could bite him in half.  
 
    As the wolf inched closer, the definition in those teeth increased.  
 
    And then, Tom realised the wolf was actually inching closer.  
 
    Not just the wolf.  
 
    Carly too.  
 
    She was turning to look back at him. Her body moved slowly, her hair floated in mid-air.  
 
    What the fuck was happening?  
 
    Tom felt himself calm down. His fears washed away. As the wolf came within reach, Tom raised a hand and swung it.  
 
    What happened next caught him by surprise.  
 
    As his fist connected with the wolf’s jaw, time resumed.  
 
    The wolf flew across the corridor. His body whizzed past Carly and smashed into the wall at the end. It slumped down and lay on the floor, limp.  
 
    The female werewolf stared at him in fear. Her lips twitched. Her hands by her sides, claws etched out from her fingernails.    
 
    But her body remained human by and large.  
 
    Her eyes flitted to the still body of the wolf man lying on the ground. That seemed to do it.  
 
    She turned and ran down the corridor, leaping over the body of the fallen wolf.  
 
    “What the fuck just happened?” Carly asked.  
 
    Tom wasn’t entirely sure. The wolf had come towards him all fierce and shit. He was terrified. Time suddenly froze. And then, Tom punched the beast on the jaw and sent him flying across the room.  
 
    “You got your powers?” Carly asked.  
 
    The thought hadn’t occurred to Tom. It should have. It was a pretty reasonable explanation. When Descendants drank from the Fountain of Angels, their angelic genes activated, giving them strength and power. That’s what happened. And by God, it was magnificent power.  
 
    “About fucking time,” Tom muttered.  
 
    Carly nodded her agreement. “We should probably get out of here, right?”  
 
    Tom couldn’t agree more. “Which way?”  
 
    “Why are you asking me?” Carly hissed.  
 
    Tom shrugged his shoulders. He glanced at the end of the corridor, where the wolf remained, his body still. Had he killed the beast with a single punch?  
 
    Fuck. Had he killed someone?  
 
    Before Tom could get too worked up about his first kill, he noticed the beast’s chest rise and fall.  
 
    “That way,” Tom pointed.  
 
    “Really?” Carly asked. “You think we should go down the corridor? Down the only natural way out of this place without having to break the walls?”  
 
    Tom frowned. He didn’t remember Carly being this sassy.  
 
    Scratch that.  
 
    That was all he remembered about Carly.  
 
    The sassy bitch.  
 
    He took her by the hand and ran down the corridor, hoping for the best.  
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Chapter 33 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Turned out escaping from the Wolf Camp wasn’t very hard. The corridor led out of the prison complex. They were surrounded by low build houses of brick and cement. Still holding her by the hand, Tom led her through the narrow alleyways until they came to the bottom of the foothills.  
 
    Climbing up the hill wasn’t hard either.  
 
    Tom felt strong and powerful.  
 
    He grabbed Carly by the waist and hoisted her onto his shoulders. The girl was still naked. Her pussy and breasts rubbed against him as he climbed.   
 
    Once at the top, he attempted to lower her onto the ground. His grip on her bottom loosened and she slipped from his shoulder. Carly landed on her bottom with a thump.  
 
    “Sorry,” Tom mumbled. He expected her to be angry. He expected her to glare at him, to make a snide remark of some sort. But Carly did none of that. She climbed to her feet and brushed her bare bottom, trying to rid the dirt that clung to her flesh. “Are you olrite?”  
 
    Carly nodded. “Where to now?”  
 
    Tom glanced around at his surroundings. Below him was the wolf camp. All around him were what seemed like hundreds of hills.  
 
    It wasn’t long ago that he stood on top of a hill and looked down at the wolf camp.  
 
    The problem was, despite the short length of time that had passed, he had no idea which hill he had stood on earlier, and consequently, he had no idea which way to go.  
 
    There was also the fear of wolves suddenly appearing like they had the previous time.  
 
    “Isn’t this your area of expertise?” Tom asked.  
 
    “I-I can lead,” Carly said, nodding with enthusiasm.  
 
     Tom held his hand before him and pointed ahead. “By all means, please do.”  
 
    Carly gave him a tight lipped smile as she walked past him.  
 
    Tom should have been following her, but instead, he remained rooted to the spot, his eyes on her bare buttocks.  
 
    “Seriously?” Carly asked.  
 
    She had stopped walking. Her ass remained where it was, but her head turned back and she stared at him, a smirk on her face.  
 
    “I uh… I wasn’t looking at your ass,” Tom mumbled.  
 
    “Oh?” Cary asked, her voice teasing. “What were you looking at?”  
 
    “That-” Tom raised his hand and pointed his finger. He then stared at what his finger pointed at. A shrub. “I was looking at the shrub,” Tom muttered.  
 
    “Sure,” Carly said, her eyes now sparkling with amusement. “Well, if you’re done looking at the shrub, we should really get going before the wolves come.”  
 
    It was a good point.  
 
    Tom made a mental note to get a grip and focus on getting out of here. Once that had been achieved, he would have tons of time to perve on Carly’s butt.  
 
    He followed after her as she climbed down the hill, before climbing up the next and down once again. Tom felt great. He dashed up the next hill and paused to look down as Carly climbed up.  
 
    Tom frowned. Why was she so slow? 
 
    “What?” Carly glared at him as she used the tree by the edge to pull herself up.  
 
    “You’re slow,” Tom said bluntly. “Why are you so slow?”  
 
    “Because I haven’t had been juiced up with water from the Fountain of Angels,” Carly muttered.  
 
    Juiced up? Tom’s frown deepened. Was she implying it was some sort of drug?  
 
    Now finally at the top, Carly stood with her hands on her hips. Her face flushed, sweat dripped down her naked body. “It’s already started,” Carly said.  
 
    “What has?”  
 
    “The change.”  
 
    “Well, duh,” Tom said.  
 
    “Not that change,” Carly said, her eyes narrowing. “You’re beginning to think you’re better than me,” she added, her voice meek.  
 
    Tom was about to say that he was better than her.  
 
    His mouth open, he managed to stop just in time.  
 
    His eyes widened as he realised the truth that she spoke. He was annoyed at her for being slower to climb.  
 
    That wasn’t her fault.  
 
    Carly had been through a lot in the last day. She had been through a lot in the last few months. Just the fact that she was still going was an achievement. 
 
    He’d been warned that this would happen. That he would change. Tom hadn’t believed it. He thought he could resist it.  
 
    But it had happened without him even knowing.   
 
    Was it impossible to resist? Was he going to be a cruel and cold-hearted bastard like the rest of them?  
 
    It was a real possibility.  
 
    Tom could feel the urge to scold Carly. She was a Cursed. He had the blood of pure angels running through his veins, she had that of the traitorous Satan.  
 
    Tom’s teeth grit together as he suppressed that urge.  
 
    He stared at Carly, focusing on her and her alone. She was a human, just like him. She was a good person. She had stayed with him along this journey when she could have turned back. She had risked her life by doing so.  
 
    He owed her.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” Tom said. “I’m sorry,” he repeated again, this time with more conviction.  
 
    Carly’s jaw literally dropped.  
 
    Tom walked up to her and pushed it up, closing her mouth. With one arm around her back and the other around her legs, he picked her up.  
 
    Her naked body pressed against his.  
 
    Her cheeks reddened but her eyes sparkled. “You’re going to carry me to the car?”  
 
    “That’s the plan,” Tom said.  
 
    “We’ve got another three hills to climb before we reach it.”  
 
    “We should probably get going then,” Tom said. “You’re not getting any lighter,” he muttered under his breath.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Carly’s chest hammered away as Tom carried her down the hill. She tried to keep her eyes ahead, but every so often, she would turn to look at him. She had always fancied him some, but she hadn’t realised how damned handsome he was.  
 
    That’s because she had never been this close to him before.  
 
    His strong jawline was covered in days old stubble. His eyes were piercing. His hair was oddly shaped, probably due to having been knocked out cold and sleeping on the ground. It gave him that handsome rugged look.  
 
    Carly had had a crush on him from a distance. She had never really known him. In her fantasies, he had been one of the good ones. A hero that saved her from the Descendants she was destined to serve for ever.  
 
    He might not be able to save her from the Descendants, but he was definitely a good guy.  
 
    And a damned strong one, she thought.  
 
    Tom carried her up and down the hills without pausing for a break, without breaking sweat, without even a noticeably difference in his breathing.  
 
    His car was still where they had left it the day before.  
 
    Tom’s arm slid out from under her legs as he dropped her feet to the ground. No longer pressed against his body, Carly suddenly felt naked. She wanted to be naked. She wanted Tom to ogle her. But at the same time, she didn’t want to be naked. Not like this, her clothes torn off by werewolves, her bare skin dirty and bruised, her hair tussled.  
 
    But Tom didn’t seem to notice her at all.  
 
    “My car is still here,” he muttered. “And we got away from the werewolves’ way too easily.” He turned to face Carly. “Did we get away a little too easily?”  
 
    “Maybe…” Carly said. Initially, she had been afraid of getting caught by the werewolves. But those thoughts left her mind once Tom scooped her up with arms that were surprisingly powerful. But now that he mentioned it… “We didn’t come across a single wolf on the way out, but on the way in-” 
 
    “It was like they were lying in wait,” Tom muttered, his lips curling.  
 
    “You don’t think-” Carly’s eyes widened.  
 
    “I wouldn’t put it past that bitch,” Tom growled. “It wasn’t bad enough that she sent me on a suicide mission, but she told the fucking wolves I was coming. I’m going to kill her.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Carly sat in the passenger seat, her legs pressed together, her arms folded across her chest, she stared ahead at the road intently, her face pale. Tom was driving like a nutter. She glanced at the speedometer. One hundred and forty miles per hour.  
 
    He was angry.  
 
    Really angry.  
 
    She had never seen him like this before.  
 
    It was the water from the Fountain of Angels.  
 
    She knew it turned Descendants into entitled assholes. It was reasonable to assume it also made them more emotional. 
 
    She could hear him muttering under his breath. He was going to kill someone. Or at least, he was going to try and kill someone.  
 
    Janine. 
 
    He was going to try and kill Janine.   
 
    She wondered if he had a plan.  
 
    “So uh… where are you going?” 
 
    “Angel Academy,” Tom said.  
 
    “Cool… um… like… why?”   
 
    “I’m going to fucking kill Janine,” Tom said.  
 
    Carly let out a nervous laugh. “Bit of an overreaction, don’t you think?”  
 
    “She tried to have me killed, Carly,” Tom said through gritted teeth. “So no, I don’t think it’s a bit of an overreaction.”  
 
    “But like… how are you going to do it?” Carly persisted.  
 
    “What do you mean?”  
 
    “Are you going to stab her? Or strangle her? Or like, kick her in the face?”  
 
    Still speeding down the motorway at twice the limit, Tom turned to look at her, a frown on his face. “What’s wrong with you, sicko.”  
 
    Carly rolled her eyes. “You can’t just walk into Angel Academy and kill Janine.”   
 
    “Why not?”  
 
    Carly stared at him in shock. He was so damned handsome. Had that fact blinded her to the possibility that he could be really stupid? She waited patiently, hoping it would click for Tom, that he would realise why it was a bad idea to march into Angel Academy and go hunting for Janine.  
 
    “Oh,” Tom said, his eyes faltering.  
 
    “Thank god,” Carly let out a breath she didn’t realise she was holding. She slid down in her seat as her body relaxed.  
 
    But then, she realised Tom hadn’t slowed down one bit. He was still speeding down the motorway at twice the limit. He flashed his blinkers at cars in front. Cars that sensibly changed lanes to let him pass.  
 
    Where the hell were the bloody cops when you needed them?  
 
    “Don’t look at me like that,” Tom said, his eyes on the road. “I’m not going to back down just because she’s got a whole house of Descendants on her side.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Chapter 34 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Tom had never been so angry before. He wanted to smash Janine’s head in.  
 
    Literally.  
 
    He wanted to grab the bitch by the throat and throw her against the wall. As her body would slide down the wall and hit the ground, he imagined grabbing her by the hair and pulling her across the floor, taking her out of the house and out into the dirt where he would then stomp on her head.  
 
    He would literally smash her head in with his feet.  
 
    Despite Carly’s reservations, he felt his anger was justified.  
 
    There were two points behind his anger. The first was the fact that Janine had tried to kill him. It wasn’t bad enough she had sent him off on an incredibly difficult mission, she’d colluded with the fucking enemy. It was no coincidence the wolves found him with ease.   
 
    The second point was the fact that she had tried to kill him simply because he’d told her to leave. The bitch was so high on power, she had sent him to his death for that?  
 
    Tom drove from the werewolf camp to Angel Academy in record time, having done twice the speed limit on pretty much every road and hitting multiple red lights. London and its environs were kept under surveillance by hundreds of cameras. It was a wonder he hadn’t been pulled over by the police. 
 
    Now, as he approached the front gate that let into Angel Academy, his right foot finally eased off the gas pedal. As the car came to a slow stop, he turned to look at Carly.  
 
    She was still naked.  
 
    He could have offered her his t-shirt. That would have covered her breasts and her pussy. Why hadn’t he done that?  
 
    The water from the Fountain of Angels. Drinking it was turning him into a selfish twat.  
 
    Tom pulled his t-shirt off and threw it at Carly.  
 
    She stared at him, eyes wide.  
 
    “Sorry,” Tom said. He hadn’t meant to throw it with such force. “You want the t-shirt?”  
 
    Carly frowned. “Like… as a souvenir?”  
 
    “No. To cover your modesty,” Tom replied.  
 
    “Thanks but I’ve been naked since the day I got here. I’m kinda used to it.”  
 
    Tom gave her the thumbs up. “Well, you look great,” he said.  
 
    “Um, thanks,” Carly said, her cheeks reddening.  
 
    Tom decided he’d said enough stupid stuff for one day. “You stay here,” he told her. He opened the door and climbed out.  
 
    Carly did the same. She stared at him over the car. “You know this is a bad idea, right?”  
 
    Tom shrugged his shoulders. At some point during the drive over, he’d had his doubts. But now that he was here, he felt good. He felt strong. He figured he had a good chance of walking into the House of Michael and finding Janine without being apprehended. He only needed a few seconds to stab her in the heart and kill the bitch.  
 
    He didn’t care what happened to him after he killed Janine. He imagined murder in the school would be frowned upon. And Descendants were cruel. The punishment could be painful.    
 
    It mattered not to Tom.  
 
    The bitch had to die.  
 
    “Stay here,” Tom said, his voice firm this time.  
 
    He walked towards the gate and upon reaching it, he kicked it with his left. It was a hard kick, pushed by his anger. The gate swung open and crashed against the pillar it hung from, sending little bits of stone chipping into the air.  
 
    Tom grinned. He was getting stronger by the minute. Janine wasn’t going to stand a fucking chance.  
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    Carly watched Tom kick the metal gate. Her eyes widened as it swung across with such force, cracks appeared on the stone pillar that had held it for thousands of years.  
 
    That was desecration of school property. 
 
    Carly didn’t have to be a genius to know Tom was on edge. He was angry and he was pumped with Fountain of Angel water. 
 
    She had heard the stories of Descendants who, having just drunk from the Fountain of Angels and gained their powers along with their sense of entitlement, go on hedonistic rampages. The first few days are the worst. They calm down after that. Apparently.  
 
    That’s what Tom should have been doing, living out his fantasies, fucking her like the piece of meat she knew she was.  
 
    Instead, Tom had drunk from the Fountain of Angels before completing his mission. A mission that nearly cost him his life, a mission that Janine sent him on to die. He’d somehow managed to survive the werewolves.  
 
    But he would not survive an attempt on Janine’s life.  
 
    “Fuck,” Carly cursed.  
 
    Tom had disappeared up the hill. She didn’t have much time to stop this from happening.  
 
    But how could she stop him?  
 
    Carly spun around on the spot in desperation.  
 
    Surprisingly, it helped.  
 
    She had an idea.  
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    Maria lay on her bed, eyes open, she stared up at the ceiling. She was vaguely aware of the fact that her body needed sustenance, vaguely aware of the fact that it was almost midday and vaguely aware of the naked Cursed man that lay beside her.  
 
    She had picked him up last night, brought him back to her room and rode his cock like her life depended on it. She turned onto her side now and stared at his cock. Even in its softened state, it was large. When rock hard, it was a formidable device.  
 
    But it hadn’t been enough.  
 
    Maria grabbed his cock and balls by the root and squeezed hard. “Fucking useless,” she said.  
 
    “I’m sorry it’s useless, Descendant,” the Cursed man said.  
 
    She glanced up at his face.  
 
    Such a handsome face, yet so unattractive.  
 
    All Cursed were like that. Their beauty was superficial. Beyond the pretty surface, there was nothing. They were hollow inside.  
 
    Maria tightened her grip on the Cursed man’s cock and balls and tugged hard. She watched his face, waiting for his expression of calm to change to one of pain. His face scrunched as his chest rose and fell rapidly. She squeezed harder, only stopping as a murmur escaped his lips.  
 
    His cock was useless. It hadn’t satisfied her last night. Maye his face would do better.  
 
    Already naked, Maria sat up and climbed onto his face. Parting her legs, she pressed her pussy against his face. Like a well-programmed mindless slave, he opened his mouth and sucked away. Maria noted with some interest at how his cock suddenly rose.  
 
    Mindless sluts, the Cursed were. She had been lying naked next to him the whole time. An incredibly sexy woman. Yet, his cock had remained flaccid until she sat on his face. Like a programmed machine, she had pressed a button that had activated his cock.  
 
    Sighing, Maria climbed off the Cursed man’s face.  
 
    She stood by the edge of the bed and stared down at him. He had the biggest muscles, the largest cock and a very handsome and rugged face. To the naked eye, by every measure the Cursed were superior.  
 
    But it made no difference.  
 
    Maria couldn’t get Tom out of her mind.  
 
    How the hell had this happened? There was nothing special about Tom. He was just another Descendant.  
 
    Wrong.  
 
    He wasn’t even a proper Descendant.  
 
    Now, he was on his way to steal a flower from the werewolf camp. It was a death sentence for having pissed Janine off.  
 
    It wasn’t often Maria questioned her purpose of being. She was a Descendant. Her duty was to uphold the law and keep order. Without them, the werewolves, vampires and demons would have burnt the world to the ground.  
 
    But sometimes, just sometimes, she did wonder. What gave Descendants the right to judge others? Descendants were arrogant and entitled little shits.  
 
    Maria’s lips spread into a smile.  
 
    Tom wasn’t an asshole.  
 
    At least, not yet.  
 
    But she had given him water to drink from the Fountain of Angels.  
 
    There was a rumour that drinking the stuff made you an asshole. If Tom survived, he could come back a proper cunt.  
 
    The door to her room opened.  
 
    Maria turned to look back.  
 
    It was another Cursed.  
 
    A girl. She was naked, which was not unusual. What was unusual was to see them look so dishevelled.  
 
    The girl’s hair was a mess. There was dirt on her face and dark circles under her eyes.  
 
    “Interesting,” Maria murmured. 
 
    She approached the girl and circled around her, taking in her full figure. It was amazing how the Cursed originated from the same angelic blood as did Descendants.  
 
    This little whore came from the loins of the devil, but Satan was an angel, the same as Michael, Gabriel, Raphael and Uriel.  
 
    But the Cursed looked different. Where Descendants looked like Victoria’s Secret models, but with an arse and tits, the Cursed looked like more like the anime characters. The ones with enormous arses and tits, but incredibly small waists.  
 
    Maria grabbed the girl by the throat and pushed her against the wall. She stared into her eyes, expecting to see the emotionless emptiness gaze back. But there was feeling there.  
 
    “You’re afraid?” Maria asked, frowning. “I’m not going to hurt you,” she added, before her lips twitched. That wasn’t entirely true. She was planning on hurting the whore a little.  
 
    The Cursed girl continued to stare at her, the fear in her eyes palpable. But she remained silent. Much to Maria’s annoyance. Her frown deepened. She slapped the girl across the face. In her annoyance, the force applied by her palm was much too strong. 
 
    The girl hit the ground with a thud. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
       
 
    Chapter 37 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Tom marched down the stone path, his arms stiff, his hands curled into fists, he felt rage like never before. A sudden gust of wind pushed against him. The branches on the trees either side of the path swayed as loose green leaves flipflopped on their way to the ground.  
 
    Except, the leaves weren’t green.  
 
    They were red.  
 
    As Tom stared ahead, he realised everything was tinged in red.  
 
    It was as if someone had pulled his eyeballs out and dipped them in a glass of red wine before pushing them back in.  
 
    This new development should have alarmed him.  
 
    But in his mind, there was only space for rage.  
 
    He was still determined to stab Janine to death. The fact that he did not have his sword with him, or any of the blades to stab with did not register.  
 
    Tom continued on, his pace quickening, he eventually broke into a run. As he circled around the curved road, he came to the four paths that led to the four separate Houses. There was something about the statue of Gabriel that made him pause for a moment.  
 
    It was only a moment.  
 
    Tom’s attention turned to statue of Archangel Michael.  
 
    It was a magnificent statute, made of white marble, it sparkled in the sunlight. The Archangel’s wings were spread apart and the tips of the feathers were silver. Tom stared at the statute for as long as he could without blinking.  
 
    And when he finally did blink, he staggered back, his head suddenly aching, he dropped to his knees, his eyes closed, he took in deep breathes.  
 
    When he finally looked up, there was a Descendant standing beside him, a smirk on her pretty face.  
 
    “You’re new,” she announced. Her smirk faded as she stared at his clothes. “You’re dirty.”  
 
    Tom climbed to his feet and took an aggressive step towards her. “Where the fuck is Janine Morteley?” he growled.  
 
    The girl’s eyes widened. “You can’t say that.” She looked back over her shoulders, worry in her eyes. “People have died for less,” she hissed.  
 
    Tom, who up until that point was full of rage, felt some compassion towards this girl. She cared for someone other than herself. She wasn’t evil.  
 
    He felt an urge to pick her up and cuddle her, to hold her tight and protect her from this cruel world. He was on the verge of doing just that when he spotted a gaggle of girls appear by the path that led towards the House of Michael.  
 
    “Janine,” Tom murmured.  
 
    The Descendant beside him turned to look back before her eyes returned onto him. Uneasy, she grabbed him by the arm and tugged. “You have to let it pass,” she whispered.  
 
    Tom frowned. “Let what pass?”  
 
    “This happens all the time,” the girl insisted. 
 
    “What happens all the time?” 
 
    “An Unclaimed is picked on by a powerful Descendant. After drinking from the Fountain of Angels, said Unclaimed seeks out the powerful Descendant to exact revenge.”  
 
    Tom stared at the girl. That was eerily accurate. “Who are you?”  
 
    “Name’s Agnus,” the girl replied, her lips twitched as her eyes sparkled. “I’m right, aren’t I?”  
 
    “Yeah…” Tom admitted somewhat reluctantly.  
 
    “Chin up,” Agnus said. “Happens to us all,” she added, before leaning in all conspiratorially. “It’s the water from the Fountain of Angels. When it transforms our bodies and gives us super strength, it also fucks up our minds. Makes us emotional.” 
 
    This wasn’t news to Tom. Carly had mentioned it more than once. But in that moment, it felt like brand new information to him.  
 
    “Fuck,” Tom murmured. “Fuck,” he repeated. “Why would they let us drink that stuff if it fucks up our brains?”  
 
    “It’s temporary,” Agnus said, as she wrapped her arm around his. “It’ll wear off in a couple of days. In the meantime, let’s get you cleaned up.”  
 
    It was a good suggestion. Tom had spent the night in a werewolf cell sleeping on the floor. His clothes very much showed that. There was dried dirt stuck to his knees and elbows, more on his back, some in his hair.  
 
    The anger he had felt moments earlier was gone, now replaced by exhaustion. Agnus still holding him by the arm, she turned to lead him away from the House of Michael. Tom walked down the stone path, his thoughts turning to Carly. He hoped she was okay. The poor girl had been through just as much, if not more.  
 
    “Tom?” a voice called from behind. “What the fuck are you doing here?”  
 
    Tom turned to see Janine standing with her hands on her hips, her eyes wide, her lips curled.  
 
    He felt his anger return instantly. He wanted to grab the girl by the hair and smash her head against the statute of the Michael.  
 
    “Don’t,” Agnus whispered. “She might look like a harmless girl but trust me. She is anything but.”  
 
    Tom did trust Agnus.  
 
    It occurred to him that maybe he trusted her because of what the water from the Fountain of Angels was doing to his brain. She was a complete stranger.   
 
    But it didn’t matter.  
 
    His anger was overwhelming pretty much every other emotion he was feeling.  
 
    “You fucking bitch,” Tom growled.  
 
    Janine’s eyes widened. Her mouth hung open but no sounds escaped. Her friends that surrounded her stared in silence, shocked by his outburst.  
 
    “You-” Janine raised a hand and pointed it at him. “You can’t say that to me…” she said, her voice weak. “You’re an insignificant Unclaimed bastard,” she continued, her voice growing stronger, she turned to her friends. “Bring the Defenders,” she commanded.  
 
    As her friends scurried off to obey her command, Tom turned to Agnus. “Defenders?”  
 
    Agnus nodded solemnly. “I don’t know you very well, but you should run. Like, leave the school. If the Defenders find you, they will kill you,” she said, before shaking her head. “No. It’s worse than that.”  
 
    “Worse than dying?” Tom muttered.  
 
    “Yes. They will torture you first and then kill you. You can’t go around saying stuff like that to a Morteley,” Agnus hissed. “You should run.”  
 
    But Tom wasn’t going to run. He was still angry. And it was strange what anger did to someone. He had clearly heard everything Agnus had said.  
 
    But his mind focused on the things that suited his rage.  
 
    The Defenders were coming.  
 
    Once they got here, they were going to torture, and then kill him, apparently.  
 
    But they weren’t here just yet.  
 
    For now, Janine was all alone. 
 
    So, he was going to fuck her up. And then, if there was time, he would fuck off. And if there wasn’t any time, he would take whatever these fucking Defenders threw at him. The important thing right now was to hurt that bitch.  
 
    Tom charged at her, fists raised, a guttural roar escaped his lips.  
 
    Time seemed to move slowly as he approached her. The look of shock on her face as her lips parted, her mouth hung open, her brows raised.  
 
    But that look of shock faded quickly.  
 
    As Tom came within striking distance, Janine reached behind her back. Time continued to move slowly. He saw the purple pommel sticking out from her hand, her fingers wrapped around the grip, the silver blade revealed itself slowly as her hand pulled it out from what seemed to be a secret hidden space behind her back.  
 
    It was too late for Tom to stop. There was far too much momentum pushing his body forward.  
 
    Still, knowing that didn’t stop him from trying.  
 
    Attempting to come to a full stop instantly, Tom’s knees buckled beneath him as his body crashed forward.  
 
    It sort of worked.  
 
    Janine swung her sword, aiming for his head. She missed as he tripped and crashed headfirst into her legs.  
 
    Tom jumped to his feet and stepped back.  
 
    He was angry, but he was also aware of the fact that Janine had just tried to slice his head off. She wasn’t fucking around either. The bitch was going to try and kill him.  
 
    “Fuck,” he growled. What he needed was a sword.  
 
    “Yes, you’re fucked,” Janine said, her lips pursing, a glint in her eyes.  
 
    “It’s not a fair fight,” Tom said.  
 
    “Fair?” Janine threw her head back and laughed. “We’re Descendants, not humans. Our blood isn’t all the same. Do you think it’s fair that I have to share the same House with the daughter of some whore?”  
 
    Tom frowned. “What the fuck are you talking about?”  
 
    “I come from a proud line of pure Descendants. I have the ability to change the will of man, human or Descendant. I have the ability to change this world. But I have to share the same House as a girl with no abilities whatsoever, a girl who is only here because her great grandma was a fucking whore.”  
 
    Tom’s frown deepened. “You’re an unpleasant little shit.”  
 
    It seemed despite not having a sword, he was able to cause significant damage to Janine. Her face crumbled. The colour turned a prize-winning shade of red as her body trembled with rage.  
 
    “You’re going to die you fucking piece of shit!” Janine spat out.  
 
    “Cursing doesn’t suit you,” Tom observed, noting how odd the word fucking had sounded.  
 
    “Fuck. You.”  
 
    “Better,” Tom noted. “But put a bit more oomph into it.”  
 
    Janine frowned, momentarily confused it seemed by Tom’s advice, whether it was genuine or not. But then, she realised it mattered not and she charged at him, sword held before her, the goal to impale him.  
 
    Tom had spent many hours of many days training with Maria. He was a quick study. Now with the strength and speed that came with drinking from the Fountain of Angels coursing through his blood, his confidence began to return.  
 
    As Janine thrust her sword at him, the pointy end an inch away from his chest, Tom sidestepped and struck Janine on the back with the side of his hand and at the same time, he stuck his foot out. The sword fell out of her hand as she tumbled to the ground onto her hands and knees, bottom up in the air.  
 
    It was a juicy bottom. Perfectly round like they all seemed to have.  
 
    Tom couldn’t resist.  
 
    He kicked it.  
 
    Except, he was going for a moderately hard kick. He forgot that he was much stronger now.  
 
    His foot planted firmly with her right buttock.  
 
    Janine cried out in pain and leapt to her feet. She moved awkwardly towards the statute of Michael and leaned against it. She looked back at him, her face still red, though possibly now from embarrassment and not rage.  
 
    “You… you kicked my butt,” she murmured.  
 
    “Yes, I did,” Tom smiled with satisfaction. He stared at Janine, suddenly feeling an urge to grab hold of her tits.  
 
    It was a strong urge; one he was not able to resist.  
 
    Tom marched towards her.  
 
    “What are you doing?” Janine asked, worry in her eyes.  
 
    “I want to see your tits,” Tom replied.  
 
    “No,” Janine shook her head. “Please don’t,” she begged.  
 
    The begging only strengthened his desire.  
 
    Janine pushed off the statute and stumbled back. The kick to her buttocks must have done more damage than she was letting on. Janine tripped over her unsteady legs and hit the ground. She let out another cry of pain as her eyes pressed shut.   
 
    Tom stood over her like a predatory animal about to devour the weakened prey. He felt no sympathy. Only lust and a sense of entitlement.  
 
    He lowered himself, his knees resting on the ground either side of her waist, he leaned forward and grabbed her dress. As his fingers touched her bosom, Janine’s eyes opened.  
 
    He could see the fear in them.  
 
    For a brief moment, Tom knew what he was doing was wrong. But it was a fleeting moment. His animalistic lust returned. He tore her dress and exposed her breasts. He took her luscious mounds in his hands and squeezed them hard. 
 
    His hands moved down to her pussy but Janine closed her legs and threw punches at him. They were feeble strikes and only pissed him off. Tom slapped her across the face once, then twice.  
 
    They were hard slaps and Janine’s skin paled as her body froze.  
 
    “Stay fucking still,” Tom growled. “Or I’ll hurt you,” he warned.  
 
    Janine nodded, her body trembling now.  
 
    “Open your legs. Let’s have a look at your cunt, whore.” 
 
    Janine did as she was told.  
 
    She parted her legs to reveal her pussy.  
 
    Tom pulled his pants down and hoisted her legs up. His cock was hard and he drove it roughly into the girl’s cunt. He grabbed her throat as he fucked her cunt, rough and hard. He heard her wheeze as she struggled to breath, but he cared not one bit.  
 
    He also heard the clatter of approaching feet.  
 
    But he was too preoccupied by the pleasures of Janine’s body to care. When he finally did look up, it was too late.  
 
    He was surrounded by a dozen Descendants, all carrying swords, all wearing metal plates on their arms, legs and chests. The one closest to him moved incredibly fast, even for a Descendant. His foot connected with Tom’s chest.  
 
    It was a hard kick, made worse by the fact that Tom was certain the guy was wearing metal boots. The force behind the kick sent him flying off Janine.  
 
    Literally.  
 
    Tom’s head spun as his body whirled in the air. He hit the soft ground and actually bounced off it before hitting it once more. He landed awkwardly; his neck bent at an angle as his head hit the turf. He lay on the ground, unmoving, his chest, neck and head in equal amounts of pain.  
 
    There was a loud thudding noise in his head. As time passed, he realised it was coming from his chest. It was his heart. It thumped away like a woodpecker attacking a trunk.  
 
    Tom lifted his head and squinted. The Descendants with metal armour and swords formed a circle around him. Beyond them, a crowd had gathered to watch.  
 
    Janine was back up on her feet. Her dress torn, she was completely naked. Her tits hung out, but she didn’t care. She made no attempt to cover herself.  
 
    She was smiling now as she came to stand over him. Her hands by her hips, she raised her foot and pushed his head back against the dirt.  
 
    “I’m going to kill you,” Tom said weakly.  
 
    “No, you’re not,” Janine said, her voice firm. Her eyes flitted down his naked body until they came to rest on his cock. “I’m going to cut that thing off and feed it to you,” she whispered.   
 
    “How the fuck is he still alive?” someone in the crowd murmured.  
 
    “Bring him to my room,” Janine said.  
 
    She stepped back and the armed Descendants stepped forward. Two grabbed him by the arms and pulled him up. They dragged him across the ground towards the House of Michael. Janine walked in front him. The crowd followed, walking behind the armed Descendants.  
 
    Tom suddenly became aware of how quickly the pain was fading. His chest, which only moments ago felt like it had been shattered into hundreds of little pieces, was now perfectly fine to the point where, he actually looked down to see if there was any bruising.  
 
    There was none.  
 
    Feeling strong again, Tom yanked himself free off the Descendants and lunged towards the waist of the one closest to him, his hand outreached, he grabbed the guy’s sword and pulled it out.  
 
    The Descendants got over their surprise fairly quickly.  
 
    They came at him from all sides.  
 
    Tom was good with a sword.  
 
    He was strong and fast.  
 
    But he did not have the experience of those surrounding him.  
 
    And he was outnumbered badly.  
 
    He fought bravely, managed to even take down two Descendants before one struck him on the head with the flat side of the sword. Another drove his knee into Tom’s back before a third kicked him on the shin.  
 
    Not for the first time, Tom was on the ground.  
 
    The Descendants weren’t taking any chances. They had him pinned down, one on his back, another rested on his legs whilst two more held his arms out.  
 
    Janine stood over him once more. “You’re making it very difficult to torture you, Tom,” she said.  
 
    Tom frowned. Was he supposed to apologise?  
 
    “Why can’t you just be still and let me have my way with you?” Janine asked. “You know… maybe if you survived the torture, came out a changed man, we could even forge a relationship of some sort.”  
 
    “You’re a sick fuck,” Tom growled.  
 
    “But it seems the safest thing to do is have your head sliced off,” Janine said flatly.  
 
    She stepped back and nodded at the Descendant to her right. He stared at her, uncertainty in his eyes. Janine focused her stare on him. The Descendant’s body relaxed and when he turned to face Tom, he wore a dazed smile.  
 
    The bitch had hypnotised him.  
 
    Tom felt his rage grow again. He pushed against the ground, trying to free himself.  
 
    He felt a sudden sharp pain on his back. It felt like the Descendants were digging their swords into it, cutting open the flesh and bones. Tom screamed out in pain. He pushed against the ground with all his might and managed to climb to his feet, throwing the Descendants off his back, he turned to face them, ready to fight.  
 
    But the Descendants backed away from him, eyes open in horror.  
 
    They weren’t alone.  
 
    The crowd that had gathered around him was deadly silent. Some pointed, other stared with mouths hanging open.  
 
    “What?” Tom asked. “What?” he repeated.  
 
    It was Janine who answered him.  
 
    “You have wings,” she whispered.  
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    It was a simple statement.  
 
    You have wings.  
 
    Tom could see them too.  
 
    Big massive feathery wings attached to his back.  
 
    The feathers were so white and clean. Shiny too. He could feel the weight of them on his back.  
 
    He knew they were heavy, but they didn’t feel it. The wings were perfectly balanced.   
 
    Tom didn’t understand.  
 
    Why did he have wings on his back?  
 
    “Why do I have wings?”  
 
    Janine shrugged her shoulders. “It’s not normal for Descendants to have wings. Maybe you’re just a freak,” she added, her voice turning nasty.  
 
    By now, the crowd surrounding them had grown significantly. A tussle broke out to his left as a Descendant attempted to push her way to the front. Tom watched with interest as the Descendant successfully knocked three guys to the ground with the blunt end of her sword.  
 
    The others in the crowd parted quick enough after that. As she reached the front, Tom smiled.  
 
    It was Maria.  
 
    Who else would be able to just casually knock out three Descendants. Trailing behind her was Carly. She smiled at him sheepishly before looking down at her feet. She was completely naked. As was he. There was some bruising across her cheek that looked new. What had happened to her?  
 
    Tom didn’t get a chance to ask.  
 
    Maria ran towards him, arms stretched out, she crashed into him with a significant amount of force. The old Tom would have tumbled to the ground. But now, he remained standing firm.  
 
    Her arms wrapped around his body, she looked up at him, smiling widely. “Thank god you’re alive,” she whispered. “And you’ve got wings!” Maria took a step back and stared at them. “You’ve got wings,” she repeated.  
 
    “Why do I have wings?” Tom asked.  
 
    “Because you’re a freak,” Janine growled. “We need to kill him,” she added, her glance turned towards the Defenders, the Descendants that wore armour.  
 
    The Defenders looked at him with clear hesitancy on their faces. One stepped forward, sword in hand, it trembled, showing his fear. He glanced at his armoured comrades, and when none joined him, he stepped back.  
 
    “You cowards,” Janine screamed. “Look at me!”  
 
    But none did look at her. They looked everywhere else but at her. It seemed her special abilities to manipulate men could be thwarted.  
 
    Tom took a step towards Janine, his anger rising.  
 
    “I’m not afraid of you,” Janine said.  
 
    “You should be,” Tom said menacingly. He took another slow step towards her. “I’m going to do horrible things to you.”  
 
    Maria placed a hand on his chest. “No, you’re not,” she said casually.  
 
    Tom glared at her. “I so will!”  
 
    “We need to get you tested,” Maria said.  
 
    “Tested?”  
 
    “Yes. To see which house you belong to,” Maria said.  
 
    “He’s a freak,” Janine shouted. “He’s probably some demon angel hybrid, another spawn of Satan!”  
 
    Maria grabbed him by the arm and dragged him towards the path that led to the main building at the front. The crowd parted with haste to give way.  
 
    Tom wasn’t keen on being tested.  
 
    He still wanted to teach Janine a lesson.  
 
    But with Maria holding his arm, her shoulder rubbing against his, her hair just beneath his nose, giving off a whiff of her sweet scent, he felt his anger melt away.  
 
    “I want to come back and teach that bitch a lesson,” he muttered.  
 
    “Sure,” Maria said, without even looking up at him.  
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    Tom sat naked in a tub of warm liquid. It was thin, like water. But sparkly. A watery form of diamond. He’d been sitting here for over an hour now.  
 
    Alone.  
 
    Naked.  
 
    It wasn’t so bad.  
 
    Like a warm bath.  
 
    It was having the effects of a bath too.  
 
    Having battled the werewolves, and then Janine and her little posse of Descendants, Tom was fairly dirty.  
 
    But rather than muddy the liquid with his dirt, it seemed to wash off and vanish. The liquid remained perfectly sparkly.  
 
    Tom rested his head against the rim of the tub, feeling relaxed, his eyes closed. He must have dozed off for a moment because when he opened them, a woman stood by the edge of the bathtub.  
 
    It was the redhaired woman. The one that had sent him to this damned school.  
 
    “What up nameless bitch,” Tom said as he sat up.  
 
    “Nameless bitch?” she raised an eyebrow.  
 
    “Yeah. I heard you were a bit of a bitch to the other Unclaimed,” Tom said. This woman had stripped Praveetha naked and beaten her.  
 
    “It’s Josephine,” she said as she stared at him with curiosity. Her hand rested on his shoulder before it moved down his back. His bare wingless back. “Where are they?” she asked.  
 
    “Retracted,” Tom said.  
 
    “You can make them come out when you want?” Josephine asked.  
 
    Tom shrugged his shoulders. He hadn’t tried to bring them out. It had hurt so much the first time; he wasn’t sure it was something he would do willingly.  
 
    Josephine, who had been staring at his back, now focused her gaze on him. She held out her hand.  
 
    Tom took it and hesitantly climbed to his feet. He was naked. Josephine was dressed, wearing a short black skirt and a white blouse.  
 
    She stared at him, taking in his nakedness as he stepped out of the tub.  
 
    Her eyes lingered on his manhood.  
 
    Tom cleared his throat, his cheeks turning red. Maybe it was her age, or the air of authority around her, but for whatever reason, Josephine made him nervous.  
 
    Their eyes met and she smiled. “You’re a bit of a surprise, Tom.”  
 
    “Cuz of the wings?” 
 
    “We have Descendants that exhibit exceptional talents from time to time,” Josephine said. “Wings are… different,” she added softly. “But surprisingly… not the most surprising thing about you.”  
 
    “There’s something more surprising than my wings?” Tom asked, trying to process what Josephine was implying.  
 
    “So much more surprising,” she nodded, now smiling widely.  
 
    Tom gulped. “Um… what is it?”  
 
    She took a step towards him. Her arms wrapped around his back. She pressed her waist against his cock and looked up at him.  
 
    “You’re a Descendant from the House of Gabriel,” she whispered.  
 
    “Okay…” Tom said. “So, what’s the big shocking thing?”  
 
    Josephine’s brows furrowed. “You’re a Descendant from the House of Gabriel,” she said, before adding, “You’re the first ever Descendant from the House of Gabriel.”  
 
    “Really? That’s kinda cool,” Tom said. “That is cool, right?”  
 
    “It’s a bit more than cool, Tom,” Josephine said. “It means your mother is the Archangel Gabriel.” Her hands moved down his arms. They came to rest of his hips. She stared at his manhood, her lips twitching, her eyes sparkled.  
 
    “You’re thinking of fucking the first ever Descendant from the House of Gabriel, aren’t you?” he asked slyly.  
 
    “Something along those line,” Josephine smirked.  
 
    “Let’s do it,” Tom said enthusiastically.  
 
    Josephine laughed out loud before her eyes returned to his manhood. “Oh, I wish I had,” she sighed. “But I fear you’re beyond me now,” she whispered.  
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Chapter 40 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It had been a week since Tom had returned from the werewolves camp. A week since he’d fought back Janine’s goons. A week since his angelic wings had sprung out. A week since they learned of his ancestry.  
 
    Tom was a Descendant from the House of Gabriel.  
 
    Gabriel was a female angel.  
 
    And he was the first from her line.  
 
    It meant his mother was an angel. 
 
    His mother was Gabriel the fucking Archangel.  
 
    Tom remembered his mother clearly. He recalled her as being very human looking. He supposed that counted for little. His own wings were currently tucked away somewhere he knew not.  
 
    Tom’s angelic blood was stronger than any other Descendant’s.  
 
    Being the only Descendant from the House of Gabriel, he was the House Rep. He learnt recently that every House had a representative. That representatives conveyed the wishes of their House at fancy and important meetings. Each House held an equal vote when it came to deciding on anything and everything.  
 
    Quite suddenly, Tom’s life had changed.  
 
    He had gone from being an Unclaimed to now being the most powerful Descendant in the world.  
 
    According to Maria, at least.  
 
    Tom didn’t care for any of that.  
 
    He did care about being the only Descendant from the House of Gabriel.  
 
    As the House Rep, he was entitled to spend the money allocated to the House. Out of a sign of respect, every year, money was assigned equally to all four archangel houses. With no one in the House of Gabriel to spend it, that money piled up to become an enormous amount.  
 
    Tom wasn’t going to pretend otherwise and say he didn’t care about money. Anyone who said that was obviously lying. Money made life easier. And he knew exactly what he was going to spend his money on.  
 
    Tom, who had been lying on the bed in the cottage that he shared with Praveetha and Melinda, sprung to his feet. So deep in thought had he been, he’d forgotten Maria was lying beside him, her head on his chest.  
 
    “What the fuck,” she gasped as he flung her onto the ground.  
 
    “Sorry,” Tom mumbled.  
 
    He held his hand out, which she took, still shooting daggers at him.  
 
    “Where are you going in such a hurry?”  
 
    “To the auction,” Tom said. “It’s today, right?”  
 
    “At 3PM,” Maria nodded. “Oh,” there was understanding in her eyes. “You’re going to buy that Cursed girl, aren’t you?”  
 
    “Carly,” Tom said. “Her name is Carly.”  
 
    And yes, he was planning on purchasing her.  
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    It had only been a week since his wings had sprouted out. But word of it spread quickly throughout the school.  
 
    In fact, it was all anyone ever talked about.  
 
    As Tom made his way towards the main building, Descendants he passed on the way either smiled and waved at him or jumped in fear. There was no middle ground.  
 
    The auction was to take place in the hall of the main building. It was a dreary room. The wallpaper that adorned the room would not look out of place in an old grandma’s living room. Grey and flowery. The windows were wide and tall, but thick brown curtains were draped across them, leaving out the natural light.  
 
    From the ceiling hung an enormous chandelier. But the bulbs were of low power, working as well as candles would. 
 
    The Cursed were already on the stage. Naked, their bodies showed signs of having recently been washed. A Descendant joined them on the stage. 
 
    Tom’s heart skipped a beat as Carly was chosen first from the bunch. The Descendant grabbed her by the hair and pulled her forward.  
 
    A week ago, a sight like this would have set Tom off.  
 
    He would have jumped onto the stage and possibly hospitalised that Descendant. But the temporary mental effects of drinking water from the Fountain of Angels had worn off. Tom was feeling much more like himself now and he remained amongst the crowd, calm and quiet.  
 
    The Descendant pulled Carly to the front of the stage and beside a tall lamp, which he then switched on. The light was powerful, and he shone it against Carly’s face. She closed her eyes immediately, face scrunched.  
 
    The Descendant slapped her across the face and laughed as Carly shuddered.  
 
    “Keep the eyes open, whore,” he barked.  
 
    Tom took a deep breath, trying to keep his anger down. Beside him, Maria held his arm and leaned against his shoulder. “It’s okay,” she whispered. “Soon, the girl will be yours and no one else will be able to hurt her.”  
 
    Tom nodded silently.  
 
    The auctioneer Descendant continued with his abuse of Carly. He played with her breasts as he described them to the crowd. He parted her legs, fingered her pussy, tasted her, then described the taste as sweet and sour.  
 
    All the while, Tom’s rage began to grow. His body was visibly shaking. Maria looked up at him, concern in her eyes.  
 
    “Don’t do it,” she whispered.  
 
    “Do what?” Tom asked, through gritted teeth.  
 
    “Don’t go on stage and attack him.”  
 
    “Why not?”  
 
    “Because it will end badly for you and Carly,” Maria said. “Sure, you’re stronger than the rest of us, sure you’re the House Rep for Archangel Gabriel, all that stuff. But if you go on stage and attack our tradition, they won’t care about those things. A hundred Descendants will descend on you. If you really are as strong as everyone thinks you are, you might survive that. But what do you think will happen to Carly?”  
 
    “He’s fucking assaulting her on stage. He’s humiliating her!” Tom growled.  
 
    “Yes, my love,” Maria cooed. “But use your head. Everything I just said, still relevant.”  
 
    Tom frowned. He didn’t like how she was talking to him. He wasn’t an angry child. Sure, what she said did make sense. But how the hell was any man supposed to stay calm when someone they cared about was being abused?  
 
    “What shall we start the bidding at?” the auctioneer asked, finally done with his very visual public inspection of Carly. “Ten gold coins?” he asked. “She’s got nice tits, a wide cunt and large buttocks. Obviously all the Cursed suck cock and pussy very well,” he added, laughing.  
 
    “I’ll give a hundred gold coins,” Tom said.  
 
    The crowd around him fell silent.  
 
    It seemed for the first time that they realised he was even there.  
 
    Those around him moved away to create a perfect circle surrounding him and Maria. The silence that came from his announcement of spending ten times as much gold from the get go was now replaced by whispers.  
 
    Whispers of who he was.  
 
    The auctioneer finally found his voice. “Um… a hundred gold coins. That’s the price to beat… not sure anyone’s going to umm… a hundred gold coins?” he asked, staring at Tom, brows furrowed.  
 
    “A hundred gold coins,” Tom repeated.  
 
    “Right,” the auctioneer nodded. “Well, I guess that’s… uhh sold. Yeah. Sold,” he said.  
 
    “What happens now?” Tom asked Maria.  
 
    “Go get her,” Maria replied.  
 
    Tom walked towards the stage, all eyes on him.  
 
    “I mean you could have gotten her for about fifteen gold coins, but a hundred is fine too,” Maria muttered.  
 
    He glanced back at her, frowning. She blew him a kiss and smiled. Tom continued towards the stage, the crowd parting for him somewhat gracefully, like how he imagined the sea parted for Moses. 
 
    As he reached the steps that led up to the stage, his focus fell on Carly.  
 
    The bright light shone onto her naked body, keeping it on display for all. And what a display it was.  
 
    Carly was beautiful.  
 
    The perfect body.  
 
    The perfect skin.  
 
    The perfect height.  
 
    The perfect face.  
 
    Fuck, Tom thought. Were his feelings stronger for her than he had realised?  
 
    Her head lowered, her eyes downcast, Carly had no idea he was walking towards her. He wondered what was going through her head right now. Did she even know he was here? Did she know what had happened to him? How he had suddenly been elevated to the highest echelons of wealth and power?  
 
    Tom suddenly felt guilt grip him hard.  
 
    Since finding out who and what he was, he’d been so consumed with his newfound privilege, he’d not taken the time to seek out Carly and speak with her. Sure, she had always been there in the back of his mind. He had planned to purchase her the minute he learned he would have tons of money.  
 
    But he never made any attempt to get in touch, to see if she was okay, to reassure her.  
 
    As he stood within a few feet of her now, Carly finally raised her head.  
 
    Her stare was blank.  
 
    It reminded him of animals caught in headlights when crossing a road.  
 
    He approached her slowly. When he came within touching distance, he reached for her hand. Carly shivered at his touch and blinked.  
 
    “Tom?” she said his name, her voice distance.  
 
    “Hey,” he said softly. He stepped closer, his chest now just inches away from her breasts.  
 
    “What are you doing here?” she asked.  
 
    “Umm…” Tom stopped, not knowing how to answer that question. He couldn’t say he’d bought her.  
 
    “I’m being sold,” Carly said. Her lips spread into a smile. “Can you believe that?” she asked, before her lips faltered, as did her glance.  
 
    Tom was filled with so many emotions, he wasn’t sure how to process them. Part of him wanted to scoop Carly into his arms and run away with her. Another part of him wanted to murder the auctioneer for abusing her. Another part of him wanted to attack every Descendant in the damned hall for being such cruel beasts.  
 
    Tom decided to go with his first thought.  
 
    He slid one arm under her leg, the other wrapped around her back. He picked her up with ease and began to walk towards the steps that led down the stage.  
 
    “What are you doing?” Carly asked.  
 
    “Taking you away.”  
 
    “I don’t think you can do that,” Carly said, her eyes suddenly filled with worry. “You need to put me back, Tom. Otherwise they’ll hurt me,” she said, before her face crunched in horror. “They’ll hurt you too.”  
 
    Tom shook his head firmly. “I’ve bought you, Carly,” he said. “You belong to me now and no one is going to ever hurt you again.”  
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    It had been a week since Tom had purchased Carly at the auction.  
 
    A lot had happened in that week.  
 
    He’d moved into the House of Gabriel. He was its first occupant. It was an enormous house for two people. But having gone from sharing a tiny cottage with two other Unclaimed girls to now having his own House that was built for more than a hundred, he definitely preferred the latter.  
 
    There were some initial issues he had to get around.  
 
    As an Unclaimed, he ate at the House of Michael. Now that he was part of the House of Gabriel, he couldn’t go somewhere else to eat. He wasn’t sure he was even welcome in any of the other Houses.  
 
    The cooking, cleaning and maintenance of the House was done by the Cursed. At the moment, Tom only had one Cursed.  
 
    Carly.  
 
    Tom hadn’t purchased Carly so he could put her to use in his kitchen.  
 
    “Go buy a few more Cursed,” Maria had said nonchalantly. 
 
    “From where?” Tom asked. “The auction’s over.”  
 
    “Auctions are where new Cursed are sold. That doesn’t mean you can’t go and buy a few from the other houses. You’ve got tons of money. I’m sure every house would sell to you so that they can go and buy a new car or something.”  
 
    Tom still wasn’t quite sure how the power structures worked in the other Houses, who got to spend the money and all that. Being the only one in the House of Gabriel, it seemed all the house money was his. And it was a lot. He could afford a lot more Cursed.  
 
    But he was still uncomfortable with the idea of paying money to essentially buy slaves.  
 
    “I’ll do it for you,” Maria said, apparently reading his mind. “You’ll need about four to start with. Are you bisexual?”  
 
    “What?” Tom asked, frowning.  
 
    “Do you like cock?” Maria asked, her face completely straight.  
 
    “Don’t see how it’s relevant to this conversation, but no. I don’t like cock,” Tom muttered.  
 
    “So female Cursed only then,” Maria said nodding.  
 
    “I’m not going to fuck them!” Tom protested.  
 
    “You say that now,” Maia laughed. And then, she walked off.  
 
    A couple of days later, Maria returned with four women of varying ages.  
 
    The oldest was in her early thirties. She was a blond with enormous tits and a glistening cunt. The youngest was a black girl with small tits but a deliciously curvy bottom. She was a year older than him.  
 
    “Here you go,” Maria said. “They’ll cook, clean and take care of your cock.”  
 
    Tom should have been used to seeing naked women, should have been used to the way Cursed were spoken about as if they were simply property.  
 
    But he wasn’t.  
 
    He felt uncomfortable and Maria knew it.  
 
    “If you won’t use them, I will,” she laughed.  
 
    She wasn’t kidding.  
 
    Maria decided to move into his house.  
 
    Tom was happy for the company.  
 
    There was a class barrier between himself and Carly.  
 
    He was the Leader of the House of Gabriel.  
 
    She was a Cursed.  
 
    Despite how he might have wanted things to be between them, she was distant and subservient in his presence.  
 
    Overall, Tom was settling into his new life well. But he knew there were tough times ahead. 
 
    Being the only Descendant of the House of Gabriel, he was one part of four of the decision making process for Descendants.  
 
    For the entire ensemble of Descendants. Not just those that went to this school.  
 
    Tom could live the easy life. But he was determined to make changes and use his vote to improve the lives of the Cursed. And something told him Descendants would be resistant to change.  
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