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  Chapter 1


  Peter stared out through the carriage window as the train hurtled down the track. And for him, it really was hurtling. He had never been on a train before. The noise it made as it left the train station, it was something.


  He was quite excited. It was like an adventure, getting on a train, going off to Scotland. That’s where the school was, where they trained people like him, turned them into Jinn Hunters.


  Peter couldn’t help but smile. He had never ventured out of London before, didn’t even know there was so much greenery about in the United Kingdom. And now he was leaving everything behind. His job, his friends, his family, all of it to go off to some unknown place so that he could train to be a Jinn Hunter.


  Him, a Jinn Hunter.


  Peter made a mental note to actually quit his job.


  He was a little nervous too. The school was a secretive place, that much his grandpa Charlie had made abundantly clear. Apparently, the place didn’t have a postcode you could just enter into Google maps. His grandpa had written some instructions on a piece of paper and handed him a map with a large red cross on it. He supposed the cross marked the spot where the school would be.


  Charlie had also given them his sword; the one Peter had used to kill the Kalgrog. Peter wished his grandpa had come along with them. But he couldn’t. Charlie had to stay back to clean the Kalgrog’s trail, he’d said. He did promise to meet up with them later, once he was sure it was safe.


  “Peter,” Melissa whispered in his ear. “That guy’s looking at me.”


  The carriage they were in was a small one. Melissa sat beside him, and opposite them sat one other person. A guy aged about twenty. He was staring at Melissa. The way Melissa was dressed, most guys would be staring at her. She was wearing a skirt so short, even when standing, it barely covered anything. When seated, the skirt hiked up enough to completely expose her cunt. Add to that the fact that Melissa wasn’t wearing any panties underneath…


  “So, what?” Peter whispered back to her. While it might be rude to stare, it wasn’t exactly a crime. The guy hadn’t said anything or made any rude gestures. Sure, his stare was a little intimidating, but…


  Melissa frowned. “Some protector you are,” she muttered.


  “What?” Peter asked, confused.


  Melissa’s eyes widened and her cheeks reddened. “Nothing,” she said quickly as she turned away.


  Giving the guy sitting opposite a quick glance, Peter returned to staring out the window once more, watching the beautifully green countryside almost glide past. But it didn’t matter how pretty the scenery was, his mind was occupied with something else now. Or, someone else. Melissa. She had been behaving really strangely for the past few hours. He didn’t know her that well, but–


  “Stop looking at me, pervert,” Melissa hissed.


  The guy sitting opposite them, leaned forward and rested his elbows on his knees. “Or what?” he asked, his voice deep, aggressive.


  “Or my boyfriend will kick your ass,” Melissa responded, equally aggressively.


  Peter’s eyes widened in alarm as the guy turned to look at him. He sat up from his slouching position and raised his hands, palms out. “Woah wait,” he said, as the guy stood up. Bloody hell, the guy was fucking enormous. “She’s not my girlfriend, and, I don’t want to–”


  “He’s right,” Melissa said, interrupting Peter. “I’m not his girlfriend. I’m his sex slave.”


  Peter turned to look at her. “What are you doing?” he hissed, panic in his voice.


  She stared back at him, her face completely expressionless. “I’m telling him the truth. I am your sex slave, aren’t I?”


  It was true. Technically, she was his sex slave. Or something like that. It was a very recent thing and he didn’t fully understand it. But, that didn’t mean she could just go around randomly proclaiming it to the world without any context.


  The big guy remained standing, a confused look on his face. And then he grinned. “If she’s your sex slave, can I bang her?”


  Melissa glared at him. “I’m his sex slave, not a fucking prostitute.”


  The guy frowned. “I’m not going to pay you.”


  “How does that make it any better?” Melissa asked.


  “I’m explaining the difference between a sex slave and a prostitute,” the guy said, before he turned to Peter and asked, “You get it, right?”


  “Don’t you dare side with him,” Melissa said, shooting daggers at him.


  Peter wasn’t planning on siding with anyone. Part of him was glad the guy didn’t seem so angry anymore, and the other part of him was wondering what the hell was going on. Surely the conversation being had before him, it wasn’t normal, was it? Complete strangers didn’t openly discuss stuff like this, did they?


  The train came to halt as it reached the next station, and by luck, it so happened to be the big guys final stop. He said a polite goodbye before leaving the carriage.


  “What the fuck,” Peter muttered as he slouched back in his seat once more. “What?” he asked, noticing Melissa staring at him.


  “You never used to swear as much,” she said.


  It was true. He never did swear much. The worst he used to say was “bloody”, and that wasn’t a swear word. It was more a description used in frustration or in exclaiming surprise at something. But, he’d been under a lot of stress very recently, so yeah, he was embracing the swearing culture. It was a good outlet for frustration. Better than “bloody”.


  Melissa was still staring at him. But her look, it was one Peter did not like. It made him feel uncomfortable, conscious of his body. “What?” he asked, his eyes narrow, wary.


  “Don’t freak,” Melissa said, “but, I really want to fuck you.”


  Peter swallowed. “Fuck as in, like…?”


  “I want to take your cock in my mouth,” she lifted her skirt up to reveal her shaven pink pussy, “in my cunt, even in my virgin ass,” Melissa said.


  “Oh…” Peter mumbled.


  * * *


  Don’t freak, but I really want to fuck you…


  Melissa hadn’t meant to say that. The words just slipped out of her mouth. She had been thinking about it for a while now, of taking Peter’s cock in her mouth, her cunt, anywhere really. For the past few hours, that was all she had been thinking about. But since when did she just blurt out whatever she was thinking?


  It got worse. When he asked her what she meant, she answered him pretty explicitly. I want to take your cock in my mouth, in my cunt, even in my virgin ass. It was like she had no control over her tongue.


  Sure, Peter had a nice cock. Big, but not too big, and almost pretty. Like a dildo. And sure, she did want to suck on it. But that didn’t mean she had to tell him as much.


  Melissa had a feeling she knew why this was happening. It was because of what had happened to her in the Trial. They had taken part of her soul and placed it in a glass ball. Whoever her soul merged with, she would have to be that person’s sex slave for a hundred years. She would have to please them sexually ever week, her mother had said. Yup, her own fucking mother.


  Melissa managed to escape with the glass ball that contained her soul, and then, as if her life was a story being written by someone with a cruel sense of humour, she’d collided into Peter, the glass ball broke, and her soul merged with his.


  He accidentally became her owner. And now she was having these feelings, these thoughts. She couldn’t get them out of her head. She wanted him so badly… she wanted him to do things to her. Things she would never have considered before. Like anal. She actually wanted him to fuck her up the ass, to mount her from behind and drill his cock in and out of her virgin rosebud.


  And the insane thing was, she saw it as an intimate act, one of love and passion, of her giving her every hole to him, of fully belonging to him. She sat back, her eyes wide in fear. Was her life going to be like this for the next hundred years? Incapable of having a thought that wasn’t sexual?


  “Melissa?” Peter waved his hand in front of her eyes. “Are you alright?”


  “I’m fine,” Melissa snapped, pushing his hand away.


  Peter returned to his posture of slouching in the corner, frowning at her. And then, his eyes fell on her lap, before he quickly looked away and out through the window. Melissa glanced down at her lap, wondering what he was looking that, and then in horror, realised her skirt had hiked up once more, revealing her shaven pink pussy. A pussy that was so wet, it was actually glistening.


  She pulled down her skirt and closed her legs, her body shuddering. Was this what the next hundred years of her life was going to be like? Was she going to have moments of sanity where she didn’t want to be fucked like a little whore, like a sex slave? And what was the purpose of those moments of clarity? Just to make her feel the shame and embarrassment?


  Melissa had a horrifying feeling the Inquisitor, the female Jinn that had sentenced her to slavery at her Trial had done this on purpose. The Jinn world was evil like that…


  



  Chapter 2


  When Peter’s grandpa sent him and Melissa off to Scotland to attend a school where he would learn to be a Jinn Hunter, this was not what Peter had been expecting. In his mind, he’d pictured a huge castle nestled at the bottom of a valley, or on top of a rocky mountain. You know, Harry Potter style. And probably some sheep. Because Scotland had sheep, right? It was also supposed to be cold.


  It wasn’t very cold right now. It was warm, almost humid. And they were in the middle of nowhere, trudging through a muddy forest. It reminded him of the swamp forests of Florida. Not that he’d ever been to Florida, but he had seen a documentary on it.


  “Are you sure you know where you’re going?” Melissa asked.


  Peter was never any good with maps, and part of him had been fearing for awhile now that he’d managed to get them both lost. But he wasn’t going to admit it. Not to Melissa anyway. She’d been a right pain in the ass since… since they boarded the train from London’s Kings Cross station.


  Despite Melissa having a reputation at work as the “mean bitch”, Peter had thought it might be fun to travel on this adventure with her. He didn’t know why he thought it would be fun, but he just had.


  So far, it had not been fun. Melissa was weird. Which would have been okay if her weirdness didn’t almost get him beaten up once. And immediately after, she told him she wanted him. Her exact words were, “I want to take your cock in my mouth, in my cunt, even in my virgin ass”. She sat there with her skirt hiked up, wearing no panties, her pink pussy not only visible, but her legs parted as if she meant to take his cock there and then.


  It was like she had a split personality, because immediately following her fairly brazen request for sex, Melissa stared at him as if he were a ghost, her face pale, her eyes wide. And when he’d asked if she was okay, she snapped at him. One personality extremely horny, the other one had an attitude.


  What really sucked was that, despite her being a fucking weirdo, Peter wanted her. He hated to admit it, but when she sat there with her skirt hiked up, the sparkle in her eyes, that naughty mischievous look she seemed to pull off amazingly, he wanted to pull his jeans down and drive his cock inside her cunt. Literally. Like, no foreplay. Straight to hardcore fucking.


  Not that he was opposed to the idea of foreplay. I mean, Melissa was hot. She looked like she would taste amazing. And he wasn’t just talking about her lips, or even her vagina. He wouldn’t mind tasting every part of her, from her luscious breasts to her–


  “Peter!” Melissa stood before him, waving both hands.


  “What?” Peter asked, frowning.


  “I asked you if we were lost?”


  “Oh…” Peter did remember her asking that. Truth was, they probably were lost, but he wasn’t going to admit it. Not to her, at least.


  “That was five minutes ago,” Melissa said flatly. “And in those five minutes, you’ve not said a word. You didn’t even move. I thought you might be dead,” she said, grinning evilly. “I came to check on you and… noticed your erect cock,” she pointed at his groin.


  Peter glanced to see his cock erect and pushing against his jeans. Great. What was he supposed to do now? If he tried to push it down, that would just attract more attention. Also, in his apparently heightened state of sexuality, who knew what pushing down on his cock might do. Leave the cock, he decided. Act natural and ignore it.


  Peter looked up at Melissa to see her staring at his cock, her eyes sparkling, the grin still on her face, but now it looked more… lustful?


  “Stop looking at it,” he told her, his voice coming out sulkier than he had intended it to.


  Melissa didn’t stop looking at it. “Why is it erect? What are you thinking about?”


  “Nothing,” Peter lied, his face heating up. “Can we please focus on the task in hand?”


  He meant the map. But, you know sometimes how, depending on the situation, everything seems a little naughty, a little horny?


  Melissa looked up at him, a smirk on her face. “Task in hand?” she asked. “Okay…”


  She came up to him and looking down once more, her hand brushed against the bulge pressing against his jeans. All she was doing was touching it, and over cloth too. But it felt so good. And she was standing so close to him, he could feel the heat radiating from her skin. And the t-shirt she wore, the buttons were undone and she wore no bra underneath. Peter could see most of her breasts. He could see her nipples…


  He could smell her too. They’d been walking aimlessly for hours in the humid forest. She should have smelt bad, at least a little sweaty. But she smelt great, like flowers. Which flowers, he didn’t know, because… well, because he was a normal human being who spent most of his time not smelling flowers.


  Melissa found the tip of his cock under his jeans, and her thumb and index finger squeezed it.


  “What uh… what are you doing?” Peter asked.


  She looked up at him with those beautiful and large blue eyes. “I want to play with your cock,” her voice came out just above a whisper. “Can I?”


  Peter swallowed. It wasn’t everyday a girl like Melissa asked to play with his cock. I mean, the whole reason his cock was erect in the first place was because he was thinking of her and the things he’d like to do to her. But, they were in a strange tropical-like-forest somewhere in Scotland. It wasn’t an ideal location to get frisky, was it? Or maybe it was? Maybe he was just too boring and traditional?


  It didn’t matter what he was. Melissa took the matter out of his hands. She unbuckled his belt, his jeans dropped to his ankles. Peter wasn’t wearing any underwear either, and his cock popped out. Melissa took the tip in her hand and rubbed it. She then stepped closer to him, and guiding his cock underneath her skirt, she rubbed it against her wet and warm cunt.


  



  Chapter 3


  Melissa walked behind Peter, her eyes on his back, a frown on her face. It hadn’t worked. She’d felt this urge inside her to throw her body at Peter, have him do whatever he pleased with it, to have his cock inside her cunt, in her mouth, up her anus. She imagined him picking her up, throwing her on the hard ground and mounting her like an animal, driving his cock in and out of her with force, causing her to scream in pain and pleasure.


  The urge was so strong, she had walked up to him as he stood still, deep in thought. And then she noticed his cock. Peter was turned on. This was perfect. It was a strange feeling, being so confident as to pull a man’s jeans down, take his cock and rub it against her cunt. But that’s exactly what Melissa did.


  And it felt amazing. She’d never orgasmed so quickly or so strongly before. When she was done, she let go of his cock, adjusted her skirt, and then stepped aside. Peter had stared at her in confusion, and then he snapped out of it, pulled up his jeans, and then continued on like nothing had happened.


  It was obvious he was lost. They had been walking in this strange forest for hours now, and there was no sign of a school. It was mostly just trees, strange bugs, and the occasional swamp. She should have been annoyed at him. He was completely useless at reading a map. She knew for certain that they were going around in circles. They’d past the same cabin at least three times now, and not even once had Peter noticed it. Sure, she had better eyesight than him what with being a Jinn and all, but the cabin wasn’t exactly hidden. But she wasn’t annoyed at him, at least not because of how hopeless he was with a map.


  She was annoyed because she still had that urge. The urge to go up to him, drop to her knees, and beg him to fuck her however he wanted. And the urge was getting stronger. In fact, right now, she was using a tremendous amount of will power to not march up to him and beg to be taken like an animal.


  Why hadn’t the feeling gone away? She’d taken his cock and rubbed it against her cunt, against her clit. She’d orgasmed. Why was she still having such dirty thoughts?


  So busy was she with her thoughts, she didn’t realise Peter had stopped walking to examine the map. She crashed into the back of him. He turned to look back, a frown on his face, his eyes glanced at her breasts before going back up to her face.


  “Watch where you’re going,” he muttered.


  He was annoyed. And that brought a smile to Melissa’s face. She’d taken his cock, used it for her pleasure, and then left him with a massive hard-on that he could do nothing about. They were in the middle of a forest. Not a great place to find a quiet spot to jerk off. Or was it? Her smile quickly disappeared as she felt this strong pull to strip completely naked and beg to be taken by him.


  “You’re awful with a map,” Melissa said, trying to focus on something else other than how fuckable he looked.


  “You think you’d be any better?” he asked.


  “Can’t be worse,” Melissa said. “At least I know we’re going around in circles.”


  Peter’s frown deepened. “We’re not going around in circles,” he told her.


  Melissa rolled her eyes, then grabbed hold of his hand. She led him past a few trees, across the small stream, up the bank and around the swamp.


  “See that cabin?” she pointed with her finger. “We’ve been past it three times now.”


  Peter stared at the cabin, then down at the map in his hand. His face fell. “You could have said something,” he muttered.


  She could have, but her mind had been occupied with other things. Namely, Peter. And sex. And for the first time, she felt bad for him. He was actually a pretty cool and laid-back guy. And, he had never asked for any of this. Sure, she was going through a pretty shitty moment in her life what with her mother being a complete bitch and basically playing a part in first handing her over for sexual servitude for a hundred years and after that trying to kill her. But it wasn’t Peter’s fault. He had nothing to do with any of it. In truth, had it not been for her, he would have probably been home now doing… guy stuff. Whatever that was. Wanking?


  Melissa shook her head, trying to rid the thought of wanking and cocks and… She snatched the map from Peter’s hand, and then instantly regretted it when she noticed the glare in his eyes. Being nice to him wasn’t going to be so easy with her bossy attitude.


  Melissa stared at the map. It was of a forest with a few lakes dotted around, and a red cross designated over what Charlie had said would be the school. It would have been impossible to know which way to go, had it not been for Melissa’s Jinn eyesight. Much better than humans, she realised the map was actually very detailed. So much so that it even included the small cabin to their left.


  “We’re here right now,” Melissa pointed at their location on the map. “We need to get there,” she pointed at the red cross, then looking up from the map, she pointed with her finger. “We need to go that way, past the lake, and then go north, around the hilly bit, and then straight.”


  “Okay,” Peter said agreeably. “Lead the way.”


  Melissa was about to when she stared at the map once more. They had already been walking for hours, and it would be another six or seven hours of walking at least before they reached the school. The sun above was beginning to set. Walking in the dark wasn’t a problem for her, but even Jinns did eventually tire.


  “Shall we take a break first?” Melissa asked.


  Peter looked around. “Here?” he asked incredulously.


  Melissa struggled to not roll her eyes. Had he already forgotten about the cabin? She pointed at it. “The cabin?”


  “Oh,” Peter nodded sheepishly. “Forgot about that.”


  Melissa did roll her eyes. He was a dork. A cute dork with an amazing body and a really nice cock. She grabbed his hand and led him towards the cabin.


  



  Chapter 4


  It was dark in the cabin, and a little dusty too. Peter supposed it made sense to spend the night here. There was a toilet with a working sink, and a bed. Which might not sound like much, but compared to the wet and muddy forest floor, it was awesome. Based on the map, they still had a lot of walking left to do, at least another seven or eight hours, and that was if they didn’t lose their way at some point.


  The only problem for Peter was being in a small confined space with Melissa. She made him feel a little uncomfortable. He wasn’t usually this awkward around girls. It wasn’t like he’d never had a girlfriend before. He’d had quite a few, some very hot too. And, without seeming too big headed, he was actually a pretty cool and good-looking guy.


  But with Melissa, it was just different. He felt this attraction to her, one he couldn’t really explain. Sure, she was incredibly hot, and what with the short skirt and no bra underneath the t-shirt, she did look incredibly sexy. But it wasn’t like he’d never seen a hot naked girl before. So why was he so enamoured by her?


  And the way she used him… you’d think he was the sex slave, and not the other way around. He still couldn’t believe she’d just walked up to him, pulled down is jeans, grabbed his cock, and then rubbed it against her cunt. It felt great, and he was close to coming when she orgasmed. And then, she let go of his cock and stepped aside. Peter had stood there forever like a complete idiot with his cock hanging out, wondering what the fuck was going on, before eventually pulling his jeans up.


  And now he was stuck in a small cabin with her.


  Melissa jumped onto the bed, and Peter couldn’t help but think how typical that was of her. He didn’t think it fair that just because he was a man meant he had to take the floor. It didn’t even look like there was anything for him to place on the floor to make a bed of.


  “Peter,” Melissa called. She lay on the bed on her back, her finger twirling through her hair. “Come join me.”


  “On the bed?” Peter asked. It wasn’t a big bed, and with the thoughts going through his mind, he didn’t think it wise to be so close to her.


  “Peter,” Melissa called his name once more. He looked up to see her holding her skirt up, her legs spread apart, her pink pussy glistening in the dimly lit room. “I want you to take me,” she said, her voice quiet, distant even.


  Peter swallowed nervously. “What do… what do you mean?”


  “I need you to use my body… do whatever you want with it… please.”


  Peter stared at Melissa, a little in shock. Was he hearing right? She stared back at him, her face dead serious. This wasn’t normally how he made love to women. There was usually some sort of flirtatious back and forth. And the look on Melissa’s face, she seemed a little… a little intoxicated?


  “You don’t look great,” Peter said, and then knew immediately that he had chosen his words poorly.


  Melissa glared at him, and quite suddenly, she looked perfectly how she always did. “Are you fucking kidding me?” she snapped at him. She sat up and pulled off her top. “You think you can do better than this?”


  Peter stared at her luscious firm breasts as they bounced ever so slightly. He wanted to touch them, to feel them, squeeze them. He wanted to climb on the bed and suck on them. He wanted to push her down on her back and mount her, drive his cock in and out of her cunt while he kissed her passionately, kissed her roughly.


  “Well?” Melissa asked. “Do you?”


  Peter frowned. If she was expecting an answer, she was going to be waiting a long time. Who answered a question like that? Peter turned his back on her and stared at the fireplace. And then noted that the cabin had a fireplace. That would be handy for the night. Maybe he should go and find some wood to burn. It would give him an excuse to get out of the cabin, to clear his mind.


  Melissa threw her t-shirt at him. “You’re such an asshole.”


  He turned to see her seated on her bottom, a massive pout on her lips. She was only wearing the skirt now, and it barely covered anything. She had such beautifully smooth skin. His eyes fell on her breasts once more. They really were perfect.


  “I know you want me,” Melissa said, noticing where his eyes were. “Why are you being so difficult?”


  “Me?” Peter asked incredulously. “I’m the one being difficult?”


  “Yes!” Melissa said, her face completely straight. “I know you want me. Even now, just look at your cock. Why are you being so difficult? Just fuck me already!”


  Peter did look at his cock, and then he cursed silently. Not only was his cock pushing against his jeans, it had left a damned wet patch. “It doesn’t matter if I want you,” he told her. “It’s never going to happen. You’re just too… You’ve got an awful personality.”


  Melissa blinked, and then her face fell. “Oh,” she said softly, before turning her back on him.


  Peter stared at her back and the blond hair that covered most of it. He felt bad now. He didn’t mean to say that. It was true, she did have a shitty personality. She was incredibly spoilt and bossy, but that didn’t make it okay for him to say what he said. He was under a lot of stress. His entire life had been turned upside down. He’d left everyone behind to go off to this school which he knew very little about… Not to forget the Kalgrog that had tried to eat him. But he shouldn’t have taken it out on Melissa. Whatever he was going through, it was infinitely worse for her. She was his sex slave for the next hundred years.


  Peter sat beside Melissa on the bed and placed a hand on her shoulder. He instantly regretted it. She was top-half naked, and his fingers weren’t very far from her left breast. He kept his hand there though, fearing that placing his hand on her shoulder then removing it might somehow offend her.


  “What I said, I didn’t mean it,” Peter said.


  “It’s fine,” Melissa replied, staring straight at the wall. “It was the truth…”


  “It’s really not,” Peter said. “Everything that’s been happening, its put me under a lot of stress and I took it out on you… I’m really sorry.”


  Melissa turned to look at him, her face lit up with hope. “You mean it? You don’t think my personality is awful?”


  Truth was, he did think her personality was a bit on the crap side. But, he wasn’t going to say it to her face, especially not when he sat beside her with the specific purpose of trying to make amends for having told her how crap he thought her personality was.


  “I think you’re very cool,” Peter lied.


  Melissa leaned in and kissed him on the lips. She had soft lips, and she tasted of cherries. Peter kissed her back, and her little tongue met his. They didn’t kiss for long before Peter picked her up and threw her on the bed, on her back. He climbed on top of her, their lips meeting once more for a passionate kiss. And then Melissa pulled away, a sparkle in her eyes, she pushed his head down.


  Grinning, Peter began by sucking on her breasts first, taking each in his mouth, gently bit on each of her nipples before moving down her body, his tongue licked her chest, her stomach. He paused only to pull her skirt down, and then, parting her legs, he buried his head between her thighs, his tongue out, he began by licking her outer pussy lips.


  Melissa responded by closing her legs around his head, grinding her loins against his face. Peter’s tongue probed past her pussy lips and found her clitoris, and at the same time, he inserted two fingers inside her wet and warm cunt. Melissa came surprisingly quickly, her body shuddered before relaxing, her legs no longer pressed on the sides of his head. Peter remained where he was, lapping up her juices until she pushed him away with her feet.


  “My turn,” Melissa said, grinning mischievously. “Take your clothes off,” she added, her tone of voice commanding.


  Peter pulled his shirt off and slipped out of his jeans. He stood on the bed naked, his cock erect and precum leaking. Melissa climbed to her knees and took his cock in her hand. She rubbed the tip with her index finger, wiping the precum onto it, she looked up at him as she sucked her finger clean.


  Peter figured she would be a dirty girl, but he never imagined she would look so damned good whilst being dirty. With both hands, he grabbed her by the hair and shoved his cock into her mouth and down her throat. It was hot, it was wet, and his big cock felt tight in her mouth. Closing his eyes, Peter drove his cock in and out, hard and fast. And like a pro, Melissa took his cock without complaint, the only noise coming from her was a gurgling sound.


  Peter pulled back as he was about to come. It would have been a pretty awesome way to finish, holding her head tightly pressed against his cock, his hot cum shooting down her throat, and he might still finish that way, but for now, he still had other holes of hers to fuck, and fuck them hard he would.


  Peter didn’t know where these sexual animalistic desires of his were coming from, but he liked it. It felt good, it felt empowering. With his hands still holding her by the hair, he crudely and suddenly pulled her up onto her feet. A surprised yelp came out of her mouth just before Peter kissed her roughly, then bit her lip, leaving a bruise on her bottom lip. Taking a step back, he admired her naked body and chuckled when he noticed Melissa staring at him, wide-eyed and a little fearful. The whore had wanted to be used like a piece of meat. It was too late to back down now.


  She had such perfect breasts, and Peter grabbed one in each hand and squeezed hard. Melissa’s body tightened, but she didn’t moan, nor did she try to stop him. Holding her by the breasts, he pulled her close and rubbed her nipples against his chest. Peter raised his knee and parting her legs, he shoved it into her cunt.


  “Fuck my knee, whore,” Peter whispered to her as he stared into her blue eyes. “Grind your cunt on my knee.”


  Melissa did. She began to grind her wet cunt on his knee. Soon, like a true whore, she was beginning to enjoy herself. Her eyes closed and her cute mouth hung open as she made little moans of pleasure. Still squeezing her breasts tightly, Peter watched fascinated as Melissa had another orgasm. She really was a dirty whore.


  Once she was done, he let go of her breasts and grabbing her by the hair, he pushed her down onto her knees before presenting his very own knee, the one covered in her juices. Being the whore that she was, Melissa didn’t need telling. She licked his knee clean. And when she was done, Peter dropped to his knees, kissed her passionately on the lips, then pushed her back on the bed. And then he climbed on top of her, spreading her legs apart, he pressed his cock against her inviting cunt.


  



  Chapter 5


  Melissa lay back on the bed, exhausted and in a sort of daze. Her breasts hurt, as did her cunt and her lips. She hadn’t expected that from Peter. He was really rough. And dominating. And quite disrespectful too. He’d taken her completely by surprise. After fucking her mouth, abusing her breasts, abusing her cunt with his knee, abusing her lips, he mounted her. Fucking her cunt with his cock while his heavy body pressed down on her, he came inside her.


  He was lying beside her now. His flaccid but still large cock partly rested on her thigh. She stared down at it, in a little awe. He was a fucking savage. She meant Peter, not his cock. Although, his cock had savaged her well.


  On the plus side, she had orgasmed twice, and that inexplicable urge she had inside her to be used and abused by him, it was no longer there. Possibly because she had just been used and abused… whatever the reason, she was happy it was gone. It meant she could go back to being herself once more.


  “You know I don’t care what you think, right?” she asked.


  Peter lifted his head to look at her. “What?”


  “My awful personality?” Melissa said, giving him her best cold smile. “I wanted to have sex, so I pretended to be offended. Like an idiot, you fell for it. You might be my owner, Peter, but I still decide when we fuck and when we don’t.”


  Melissa stared at him just long enough to see the look on his face change from confusion to anger, and then she turned onto her side and closed her eyes, the smile still on her face. It wasn’t true, what she’d just said. He had hurt her feelings by saying her personality sucked. And what made it worse was, she had just decided he was a decent guy and that she should stop being mean to him. Well, it served her right for letting her guard down.


  That wasn’t going to happen again. She now knew Peter for who he really was. A fuckboy who liked to do it rough.


  



  Chapter 6


  They didn’t talk much the next morning. Actually, they didn’t speak a single word to each other. Peter tried to clean up using the sink in the toilet. It wasn’t great, but he managed to wash his junk, and to help things, he actually had some of his grandpa’s clean clothes in his backpack to wear. Melissa on the other hand, she had to wear the same skirt and t-shirt.


  They set off from the cabin early in the morning, Peter having really not slept much. The bed was much too small for both of them, especially since neither had bothered to wear any clothes after their rough fucking. Peter had remained awake and stiff most of the night, doing his best to not accidentally brush up against her naked body.


  The sex had been strange. The words that came out of his mouth, calling her a whore, making her fuck his knee, making her clean it with her tongue, those weren’t things Peter normally did during sex. He didn’t really understand what came over him, where this raw sexual animalistic energy came from. He felt bad about it, about saying those words, about treating her like a piece of meat. And he felt worse knowing that he had actually enjoyed being so dominant.


  He also felt a little used. Apparently, being offended when he’d said she lacked a personality was just a ploy. She didn’t care about his opinion. She wanted sex, so she guilt-tripped him into it. It did make him wonder, why was she that horny and desperate for sex?


  Peter walked a few feet behind Melissa as she led the way. And try as he did, he couldn’t help but occasionally glance at her, admiring her figure. She was wearing the same incredibly short skirt, and from behind, he could see the long legs and the curvy ass.


  Peter found he really hated himself sometimes. How could he still be attracted to her? And call him crazy, but part of him thought she knew whenever he had thoughts of her, because every time he glanced at her ass, a few seconds later, she would turn back to look at him.


  Melissa stopped walking quite suddenly, then glanced at the map before looking ahead.


  Peter came to stand beside her. “Lost?” he asked, trying his best to keep his voice from sounding too hopeful.


  Melissa shook her head. She pointed ahead at the ground. “The school isn’t far. That path should lead to it.”


  It was the first actual path they had come across. Peter supposed that meant Melissa knew what she was doing. Normally, he wasn’t really competitive, but it did bug him that she was so much better at reading a map than he was.


  “Why have we stopped then?” Peter asked sulkily.


  Melissa turned to look at him, worry in her blue eyes. “It’s a school for Jinn hunters…” she said.


  Peter could see how that might be of concern to Melissa, what with her being a Jinn and all. But they had been over this before. His grandpa Charlie had assured them that Melissa would be safe, and that the Jinn Hunters only went after the really bad Jinns, the ones that killed or tortured humans.


  “Grandpa said you’ll be fine,” Peter said.


  “Why should I trust him?” Melissa asked. “He doesn’t care about me. His only concern is you.”


  That was true. His grandpa Charlie really didn’t care for Melissa at all. When he’d heard she ran away instead of facing the consequences of her Trial, he knew the Jinns would come looking for her. The first thing he did was tell her to get lost. No, actually, the first thing he did was hold a sword to her neck. Peter had that sword in his bag right now. It was a pretty awesome sword. Sharp and shiny, golden hilt covered in gems. But that wasn’t the point right now.


  “What do you want to do?” he asked.


  “We don’t have much of a choice, do we?” Melissa asked.


  Peter shook his head. The Jinns had sent a Kalgrog after Melissa. The beasts were formidable killing machines that, after having killed the Jinn, whatever part of the body they hadn’t eaten, they dragged back as proof. It sounded quite horrific to Peter. They were crazed dogs on steroids and some more. Once they were given a scent of their prey, they worked relentlessly until they found and killed their victim.


  Melissa had been in shock immediately after Peter killed the Kalgrog. That it had found her meant her own mother had given the Kalgrog some of her clothing to pick up a scent. Peter didn’t really know how to relate to something like that. He had a fairly normal relationship with his own parents. He couldn’t imagine them ever willingly assisting in his murder.


  “If this goes wrong, it’s your fault,” Melissa muttered.


  She stepped onto the path and Peter watched her go, his lips tight. He was so close to feeling sorry for her, so close to thinking maybe she wasn’t such a shitty person.


  



  Chapter 7


  Walking on the path made the going much easier. Peter had lost count of how many times he’d tumbled over an exposed root or a fallen branch or his feet had sunken into a hole in the ground, a hole covered by decaying leaves.


  They hadn’t been going far when they came to the sign. In the middle of the path, attached to a wooden stick and written in red on a wooden board was a message.


  “Private property. Trespassers will be shot with the intention to kill and maim,” Melissa read out loud. “Kill and maim? Seriously? Only retards would find this funny.”


  Melissa stepped up to the board and kicked it to the ground. It was a very impressive kick. Very Jackie Chan of her. Peter would have been impressed had she done it in a karate class somewhere.


  “Why are you like this?” he asked.


  She turned to look back at him, her eyes narrow. “Like what?”


  “You didn’t have to break the sign.”


  “It said it was going to kill and maim,” Melissa said, her eyes boring into him.


  “So what?” Peter asked. “It’s on private property. They can write whatever they want. Seriously, you’re like a spoilt child sometimes.”


  “Oh, fuck you,” Melissa said. “Oh wait, I already did and it wasn’t that great.”


  Peter couldn’t help but smile. If that was supposed to hurt him, Melissa did not know him at all.


  “What’s so funny, asshole?” Melissa asked.


  Peter opened his mouth to tell her. And he had an epic comeback. But, unfortunately, his comeback would have to wait.


  Past the sign that Melissa had just kicked down, there was an enormous oak tree. And from behind the trunk of that tree, two girls about his age stepped out, each holding a bow and arrow in hand. Peter noted with some pride how of the two arrows nocked, neither was pointed at him.


  “What?” Melissa asked, as she noticed him staring beyond her. She turned back and spotted the two girls. “Bows and arrows?” she asked scornfully. “You’re going to kill and maim me with bows and arrows? Do you know what I am?”


  “A stupid Jinn?” one of the girls replied pretty instantly, sounding almost bored.


  She had long black hair, dark eyes and tanned skin. She wore short khaki pants and, on her chest, she wore what looked like metal armour designed in the shape of a bra. Her legs and her stomach were completely exposed, as was a large portion of her bosom. She looked like how a pervert would dress a warrior. Some metal armour, lots of skin exposed.


  Peter wasn’t complaining. As far as he concerned, well done pervert designers! And, the fact that she had identified Melissa as a stupid Jinn really raised her in his estimates.


  Melissa lost that arrogance, or anger of hers. She stared at the bows and arrows with renewed concern, respect, fear? He couldn’t tell. The good thing was, she wasn’t talking.


  “My name’s Peter,” he introduced himself. “My grandpa told me to come here to become a Jinn Hunter.”


  The girl with the dark hair turned to look at him. “Why’d you bring the Jinn along?”


  Peter didn’t really know how to answer that question. How did you tell complete strangers that he apparently owned Melissa as a sex slave for one hundred years? He couldn’t even introduce her as a friend because she wasn’t. And if he tried to lie and say it, he was sure Melissa, being Melissa, would probably scoff and then be very clear, explicit and repetitive in explaining how she wasn’t his friend.


  “She your slave?” the other girl asked.


  Peter wasn’t expecting to be asked that. He nodded slowly, a little stunned.


  The dark-haired girl placed her arrow in the quiver attached to her back, and she hung the bow from a little hook on her short khaki pants. The other girl kept her arrow firmly pointed at Melissa.


  “Tell the Jinn to strip,” the dark-haired girl said.


  Melissa seemed to finally find her voice. “Excuse me?”


  The girl ignored Melissa, and instead spoke to Peter. “Tell her to strip. It’s the only way you’ll be allowed into the school.”


  Melissa spun around to face him. “Don’t you dare,” she warned.


  Peter wasn’t planning on telling Melissa to strip. He had sort of promised himself to not tell her to do anything. Part of her soul had accidentally been trapped inside his, and now she was his sexual slave for a hundred years. He hadn’t fully understood the need for it to be labelled as “sexual”. Just being defined as slave would have been enough for him.


  The point was, as her soul was trapped inside his body, anything he told her to do, she had to obey. That gave him an immense amount of power over her. A power that would be so morally wrong to use, he’d promised himself he would never ask her to do anything.


  “You’re thinking about it, aren’t you?” Melissa said, her eyes wide. “If you make me strip, I will kill you,” she warned him.


  “What kind of slave is she?” the dark-haired girl asked. “Why does she speak to you like that?”


  “Uh…” Peter was lost for words.


  The dark-haired girl, as quick as a flash, had her bow back in her hands, and arrow knocked, this time she pointed it at Peter. “Is she really your slave?”


  “She is,” Peter said quickly. But he could see how this might look to the two girls, especially if they were used to Jinns as slaves, which they seemed to be. This could end very badly for him and Melissa if he didn’t prove it. And in his haste to prove it, he did something really stupid. “Take your clothes off and kiss my feet!” he said to Melissa.


  The colour drained from Melissa’s face as she stared at him. And then, it happened again. Her face showed the signs of struggle, her lips tightening, a muscle twitching on her left cheek, a vein suddenly becoming visible on her forehead. She was trying to resist. But it would be to no avail.


  Her hands reached her waist and the short skirt she wore, she pulled it down to her ankles, then stepped out of them. Next, her hands moved to her t-shirt. She lifted it up over her head and threw it aside. And finally, she dropped in a squatting position and pulled off her trainers. She stood before them, completely naked, her face was as red as a tomato.


  Melissa took a step towards Peter. And then another, and another, until she came to stand less than a foot away from him. With her so close and naked, Peter felt that urge once more, the urge to fuck her, the urge to dominate her naked body, to take her there on the forest floor, to slap her tits, to pull on her nipples.


  Melissa dropped to her knees, then kissed his feet. He hadn’t meant to order her to do that. It had come out accidentally, in his haste to convince the dark-haired girl pointing the arrow at him that Melissa really was his slave. That very same girl now reached behind her and pulled out a leash and collar. She threw at Peter’s feet.


  “Leash your slave,” the girl said.


  



  Chapter 8


  The dark-haired girl’s name was Meera, and once she put the bow and arrow away, it turned out she was a fairly pleasant person to be around. She led the way down the path and towards the school, chatting amicably with Peter. Melissa walked a few feet ahead of them, the collar the only piece of clothing she wore, being led on a leash by Stacy, the blond girl.


  She hadn’t resisted at all when Peter picked up the collar and placed it around her neck. Nor did she say anything when he attached the leash to the collar, and as per Meera’s instructions, handed the collar over to the blond girl, Stacy. She had become strangely silent, and Peter was beginning to feel bad for her once again. He promised himself to speak with her the first chance he got, when they were both alone. He had a bit of explaining to do. And a bit of apologising to do too.


  They walked down the path for another mile with nothing on either side to see but trees, and more trees. And then, quite suddenly, the path turned left around a small hill and the school was there. Well, Peter assumed it was the school. It looked more like a camp, the kind American kids went to in the summer.


  On one side was a clutter of turquoise painted cabins of various sizes. In the centre was a black building with a pointy roof. Peter imagined it to be the mess room. He was hungry, and no exaggeration, he could smell the food that was in there. On the other side was a single long cabin painted in red. As they came to the centre of the camp, Meera led him towards the red cabin while Stacy, still holding the leash, pulled Melissa the opposite way.


  “Where is she taking her?” Peter asked.


  “To see our resident witch,” Meera said. “She’s going to make sure the Jinn really is your slave.”


  They had a witch here? Peter had met a witch before. Her name was Lucinda, and she was pretty cool. Very hot too. Red hair, red eyes… amazing breasts… He briefly wondered if she did manage to catch that green elephant thing she was chasing, before his mind returned to the more important issue. Just because Lucinda was cool didn’t mean all witches would be.


  “They’re not going to hurt her, are they?” he asked.


  “You care about your Jinn. That’s sweet,” Meera said, her eyes sparkling. She grabbed his hand and pulled him towards the red cabin. “She’ll be fine. It’s you that you need to be worried about.”


  “Why?” Peter asked as she pulled him up the wooden steps. “What should I be worried about?”


  “You’re going to meet the headmistress. She’s the one that determines if you get to stay in the school to be a Jinn Hunter.”


  * * *


  The red cabin was very spacious inside. From the corridor, Peter could see the doors that led into the large living room, the equally large bedroom, and the spacious kitchen. Meera led him to the living room, told him to take a seat, and then disappeared to go and find the headmistress.


  Peter sat on a sofa, his eyes wondering around the room. There wasn’t much to see. The interior was painted the same red as on the outside, there were no paintings on the walls. The floor had a single red rug, and the sofas that surrounded the rug, they were red too. He decided the headmistress very much liked red.


  His grandpa hadn’t mentioned anything about a headmistress. Nor had he mentioned anything about someone deciding if he could stay or not. He’d always assumed that if you could see Jinns, you be a Jinn Hunter. Sort of like if you were a wizard, you were guaranteed a spot in Hogwarts. Even if you were stupid. Especially if you were stupid. Hufflepuffs, a whole group created just for stupid people.


  He really had to stop comparing this place to Hogwarts. For starters, were it Hogwarts, Melissa would not have been force to strip completely naked, then be leashed and dragged off to see a witch. That was a little bit fucked up…. He wondered if he should go find Melissa, see if she was okay.


  Peter was about to stand and head for the door when it opened and a woman walked in. She was tall, in her late thirties and had white hair. She wore a low cut short red dress that barely covered her modesty. More importantly, she was alone and not with Meera. And when she spotted him sitting on the sofa, gawking at her, she did not look like she was expecting him to be there.


  “And you are?” she asked.


  “Peter,” he said, standing up hesitantly.


  “Why are you sitting in my living room with your clothes on?” she asked.


  “I want to join the–” Peter stopped talking. Had she asked him why he was wearing his clothes? “Clothes?” he said dumbly.


  “Take them off,” the headmistress said, frowning much like a headmistress did.


  “My clothes?”


  The headmistress sighed. “Another stupid one.”


  She walked up to him, unbuttoned his shirt and took it off before reaching for his jeans and unbuckling his belt. Peter didn’t know what to say or do. He stood still, rooted to the spot in shock at what was going on. on the spot as the headmistress managed to pull his jeans down to his ankles.


  “I like it,” she said.


  Peter didn’t know what she was talking about, until he felt her grab his semi erect cock. She rubbed his cock with one hand, and with the other, she felt his bare body, squeezing his nipples, squeezing his buttocks. She even slapped him across the cheek, and then smiled. Peter was really confused, and a little terrified.


  The door opened, and in walked Meera.


  “Not a good time, Meera,” the headmistress said. “I’m with a new boy. He’s cute, but a bit on the slow side.”


  Meera cleared her throat uncomfortably. “Headmistress,” her voice came out squeaky. “He uh, he’s not one of your boys. He’s um… he arrived today with a Jinn slave. He wants to join the school.”


  * * *


  Peter sat on the sofa, still in shock and not quite sure what exactly had just happened. The headmistress had mistaken him for someone else, that much was certain. But like, did unknown guys come into her cabin to be… he wasn’t quite sure what had happened to him. Had he been sexually assaulted? She had taken off his clothes without consent and then grabbed his cock and pulled on his nipples and stuff.


  That was sexual assault, wasn’t it? I mean, she was hot, and had she asked him on a date, he would have said yes, and spent most of the date thinking about getting in her panties, but… this was sexual assault, wasn’t it?


  And to make things worse, he was sitting on the sofa with his shirt off, and his jeans by his ankles. She hadn’t let him put his clothes back on! Peter was sitting on the sofa naked. Meera sat beside him. The headmistress had asked her to stay. And she’d decided to sit right next to him, her thigh pressing against his.


  She wasn’t exactly wearing much clothing either, what with her very short khaki pants, her bare skin brushed against his, and where she was seated, with her metallic bra on, he could see most of her breasts, even the tip of her nipples.


  Not that he was trying to look. No, right now, he was using all his willpower to keep his cock from becoming erect.


  The headmistress walked in, a flask in hand, she sat opposite him. “Peter, is it?”


  Peter nodded. Meera nudged him with her elbow and muttered “headmistress”. Peter was glad it was one of those days when his brain was still sort of working despite the numerous shocks it had gone through in the past few days. “Yes headmistress,” he added quickly.


  “How did you hear of our school and why do you want to be a Jinn Hunter?”


  Peter didn’t really want to be a Jinn Hunter per se. What he did want was refuge from the murderous Jinns that were trying to kill Melissa and possibly him too. He decided to answer the first question and think of an answer for the second while he answered the first.


  “My grandpa Charlie told me about the school. He–”


  “Charlie?” the headmistress stared at him, eyes narrow. “Charlie Pettigrew?”


  “Yes headmistress,” Peter said.


  “Charlie Pettigrew is your grandpa?” she asked, a big smile on her face. “I thought you looked familiar. I can see it now. And you definitely have his cock,” she winked at him.


  Peter wasn’t sure if there was any blood left in other parts of his body, but if there was, it just shot up to his face to join the rest of it. He almost wanted to ask for a mirror, just to see how red his face was.


  “Why didn’t he come with you?” the headmistress asked. “I would have liked to have seen him.”


  Peter told them what had happened, how Melissa had failed her Trial and was sentenced to one hundred years of sexual servitude. How as part of her punishment, a portion of her soul was placed in a glass ball. Not wanting to be a slave, Melissa escaped with the glass ball, and then accidentally collided with Peter, the glass ball broke, and her soul was transferred into his, making him her owner. He didn’t mention the bit about him being naked at the time. They didn’t need to know that.


  He told them how he’d gone to see his grandpa, no particular reason why, just visiting his grandpa. Melissa tagged along, and he couldn’t understand why because they weren’t really friends. But his grandpa knew, and he came down with the sword. It was then that Melissa confessed everything, telling how they’d sentenced her for basically sleeping with humans, how her soul was trapped inside Peter, and that she was his slave for the next hundred years.


  And then the Kalgrog attacked. And here, Peter didn’t exactly exaggerate the truth, but he didn’t paint a very accurate picture either. He told them he killed the Kalgrog by stabbing it in the mouth with his grandpa’s sword. The very sword he had in his backpack. Which was true. He did kill the Kalgrog. But he didn’t mention how he first stabbed it in the ass and was then basically knocked unconscious. He’d awoken to find Melissa hugging him, the Kalgrog an inch behind her, its mouth open, ready to bite her head off. All he’d done was shove the sword into it’s open mouth while it was distracted.


  Both the headmistress and Meera were both so impressed by the fact that he had killed a Kalgrog, which he technically had done… he decided against painting a full picture.


  “Any offspring of Charlie’s is welcome in the school any time,” the headmistress said, once Peter finished telling his story. “Meera will show you around and settle you in. I would love to do it myself, but I’m expecting someone.”


  Meera stood up. “Thank you, headmistress,” she said.


  Peter did the same. He stood up and thanked her. The headmistress stared at his lap. Peter looked down to see his cock erect. Of late, the thing was in constant state of full or semi arousal. It was as if he had no control over it. “…sorry,” he mumbled.


  The headmistress’s eyes sparkled. “You don’t need to apologise for being turned on in my presence,” she said. She stepped up to him and took his cock once more in her hand, rubbing the tip, she kissed him on the lips. “I’m expecting another cock now,” she whispered in his ear. “But another time…” her thumb pricked against the tip of his cock. Precum leaked out onto her thumb. The headmistress raised her thumb and sucked on it as she stared up at him.


  She gave him another kiss, and then, quite suddenly she stepped away and disappeared into the bedroom.


  “You alright?” Meera asked.


  Peter nodded. “Yeah, I’m fine,” he said.


  “Cool,” Meera said, and then added. “I can see you trembling.”


  Peter nodded. “That happens sometimes… when… when…”


  “When the headmistress mistakes you for one of her little playthings and strips you naked, then makes you sit naked in front of hot girls, then grabs your cock and rubs it?”


  She said it with a completely straight face. And then she smiled. It sort of broke the stunned shock Peter was in, and he realised he was still mostly naked, his trousers still hanging by his ankles. He quickly pulled them up, and then reached for his shirt.


  With his clothes fully on, he found Meera staring at him, a curious look on her face. “What?” he asked.


  “Just thinking…” Meera said.


  “Yeah?”


  She nodded. “You look better naked.”


  



  Chapter 9


  Melissa tried to resist Peter’s command to strip naked and kiss his feet. She tried so hard. But her hands ignored her as they pulled her skirt down, as they took off her t-shirt. And after that, it was like having an out of body experience. She could see herself, her naked body walking towards Peter, dropping to her knees, kissing his feet.


  She watched as he placed a collar around her neck, attached a leash to it, and then passed the leash to the blond girl Stacy, who dragged her away like an animal. A dog on a leash. No, a bitch on a leash. She could see her tall and beautiful naked body walk down the path and on to the school. She was silent. She was defeated.


  And now, she was in a room sitting on a bed, her out of body experience apparently over. She glanced around. It was a small room, no other furniture aside from the bed. The floor had dark wooden panels, a single light bulb lit the room.


  The collar was still around her neck, the only piece of clothing she wore. The leash attached to it had been tied to the bedpost. She could have taken off the collar, could have untied the leash from the bedpost. But she didn’t… she remained seated there.


  She had never felt like this before, so defeated. Her body was no longer hers. It belonged to Peter. She couldn’t deny that anymore. Not after what had just happened…


  The door opened and Stacy walked in, carrying a bunch of stuff in her hands, she dropped them on the bed and immediately placed both hands on Melissa’s cheeks and tenderly kissed her on the lips. It caught Melissa by surprise, and it seemed to wake her from her defeated slumber. She backed away on the bed, her eyes wide.


  “What… what are you doing?” she asked.


  Stacy stared at her curiously. “You’re a new slave, aren’t you?” and when Melissa didn’t reply, Stacy’s eyes sparkled. “Oh this is going to be fun. How new? Months? Weeks?” Stacy’s eyes widened. “Days?”


  “Just over a day,” Melissa said reluctantly.


  “Oh wow… how does it feel?” Stacy asked.


  Melissa frowned. “How does it feel to be a sexual slave to a human? Pretty shit.”


  The sparkle from Stacy’s eyes vanished, only to be replaced with something else. An evil glint. “You still think you’re better than humans, even after one managed to enslave you?”


  Melissa didn’t think she was better than humans. In fact, she had planned to marry a human and start a life with one. But she was furious with Peter, and he was a human and… and as she watched Stacy, she realised it was a very stupid and careless thing to say.


  “I just wanted to have fun with you,” Stacy said. “But now I think I have to teach you some manners first.”


  Stacy turned to the things she had carried in her hand and dropped onto the bed. For the first time, Melissa properly saw them too. They were sex toys. Dildos. Handcuffs, butt plugs, a whip, nipple clamps, a cattle prod.


  “That’s right,” Stacy said, noticing the horrified look on Melissa’s face. “Be afraid, whore.”


  



  Chapter 10


  Stacy could still remember the first time she saw a Jinn. It killed both her parents and her younger brother. It would have killed her too, had the Jinn hunters not saved her. For a long time after, she feared Jinns. And then that fear passed, and she came to hate them.


  At the Jinn Hunters camp, there were a few Jinns owned by the Jinn Hunters. The Jinns were tied to their owners as sexual slaves for all of eternity, passed down from one generation of Jinn Hunters to the next. And the Jinn Hunters weren’t possessive with their Jinns. Well, most weren’t.


  Stacy got to play with the Jinns in the camp. And by play, she meant torture. But as the month passed, her hatred for the Jinns began to fade. She came to see them as individuals and not a collective evil entity. She stopped torturing them, and somehow, instead, became lovers.


  Which was really strange because she wasn’t a lesbian. And all the Jinns in the camp were females. In fact, she had never seen a male Jinn. They did exist though, she was told.


  Whenever a new slave Jinn was brought to the camp, Stacy couldn’t wait to get her hands on the girl. And from the moment she spotted Melissa, the tall blond girl with an amazing body, she couldn’t wait to get her alone.


  Pretty much all Jinns could do some basic shape shifting. Some could do it really well, like the blue girl from x-men. Others, not so much. But, for whatever reason, they all chose to remain in their own skin, in their own shape. And sometimes, their own shape wasn’t that pretty.


  But Melissa was hot. She was tall, she was pretty, she had amazing breasts, her skin was flawless, and her thighs… From the moment the leash was passed to her by Peter, all Stacy could think about was getting Melissa alone so that she could bury her face in the girl’s loins.


  All that changed once Melissa began to talk. The Jinn thought herself better than humans. It did not bring up good memories for Stacy. She reached for the whip.


  “I’m going to torture you,” she told Melissa. “You can take it like a good little slave, or you can try to resist and make things worse. What’s it going to be, whore?”


  “Fuck you,” Melissa said.


  Her hand flamed as she reached for the leash. It was something Stacy had seen over and over. Jinns bursting into flames, trying to burn everything. It didn’t faze her one bit anymore. Whip in hand, she lashed at Melissa’s left breast, hitting the nipple. The look of shock on Melissa’s face brought a smile on her lips. It was always fun breaking a Jinn, watching as the Jinn realised how it really wasn’t that superior.


  The look of shock quickly vanished, replaced by one of anger as Melissa still persisted with trying to burn the leash off. As Stacy raised the whip once more, Melissa’s body shimmered. Stacy grinned as the whip hit her, as the Jinn stared at her in shock once more.


  “Even your Jinn form won’t save you from this whip,” Stacy said.


  As if to prove her already proven point, Stacy aimed for Melissa’s cunt and lashed out with the whip. She had perfect aim, it was sort of her thing. Every Jinn Hunter had a thing, hers was the whip. She hit the exact spot where Jinns, much like human girls, had the clitoris. Melissa screamed out loud, her hands shot to her twat as she curled up on the bed, no longer trying to burn the leash off.


  Stacy paused with whip in hand, admiring Melissa’s ass. It was a great ass. And a good thing it belonged to a Jinn too, because the torture she was about to hand out to it, a human ass would be ruined.


  Stacy picked up the cattle prod, and with whip in one hand, cattle prod in the other, she came up behind the unsuspecting Melissa and zapped her in her anus. Stacy laughed out loud as Melissa’ body jolted, as her hands moved from her cunt to her anus. She wasn’t a naturally cruel person, but she definitely could be faulted for being caught up in the moment.


  For the next ten minutes, Stacy whipped and zapped Melissa, striking every part of her body, her ass, her breasts, her face, her cunt, her back. Jinns healed remarkably quickly, so nothing was off limits. Melissa tried to run for the door twice, and both times, Stacy aimed for the girl’s neck, wrapping her whip around it, she pulled her back. And three times, Melissa tried to attack her. And all three times, Stacy easily brushed her aside with the whip.


  And as she struck Melissa’s cunt for the umpteenth time, the girl simply fell back on the bed, motionless. Stacy had seen it before, the moment a Jinn went into shock and simply collapsed. She stood by the door, staring at Melissa’s beautiful naked body, watching as the whip marks rubbed away. And then, when she was sure the girl had recovered enough to be tortured again, she whipped her on the thigh.


  It was a gentle whip, just enough to cause Melissa to remember where she was. And remember she did. She jumped up and hopped to the corner of the room where she stood, her eyes wide in fear, her body actually trembling.


  “Ready to be a good little whore?” Stacy asked, her whip in hand, a grin on her face.


  Melissa nodded quickly, her eyes still wide. She looked like a terrified animal, cornered and abused. Which was pretty accurate. She looked cute.


  Stacy dropped the cattle prod and with her free hand, she pulled down her khaki pants. She wasn’t wearing any panties underneath. She lay on the bed and spread her legs open, exposing her unshaven cunt with its blond pubic hair.


  “Crawl to me,” she told Melissa.


  Melissa stared at the cunt, her expression unreadable. Stacy remained where she was, lying on he back, her legs spread open. She was generally relaxed, but her hand did tighten on the whips handle, ready to strike in case Melissa decided she hadn’t yet been beaten into submission.


  She need not have worried. Melissa crawled over to her on her knees, her cute tongue poked out of her mouth, and she gave Stacy’s cunt a tentative lick. And then she made a face, which caused Stacy to laugh out loud.


  “You don’t like cunt, do you?” she asked.


  Melissa looked up at her and shook her head.


  “You will, in time,” Stacy promised her.


  She wrapped her legs around Melissa’s head and grinded her cunt in the girl’s face. She was pleased to note that Melissa had some common sense after all. The girls tongue found her clitoris, and she pushed and probed at it, causing Stacy to moan in pleasure.


  Stacy let go of the whip and pulled off her top. Closing her eyes, she lay back and grabbed her breasts, squeezing the nipples as Melissa continued to lick away. The Jinn might not like cunts, but she was damned good at licking them. Stacy’s thighs closed together, squeezing Melissa’s head as her body shuddered. Her orgasms were explosive, and when she came, Melissa tried to pull back, but Stacy kept her legs wrapped around the girl’s head, holding her in place, coming on her face.


  When she was finally done, her legs relaxed, loosening the grip on Melissa’s head, the poor girl looked up, her face soaked, her hair soaked, her eyes wide as if she had seen a ghost. It was such a cute look, Stacy couldn’t help but laugh.


  “Come here,” she said, as she made space for Melissa to lie beside her on the bed.


  Melissa did as she was told, and she climbed onto the bed and lay on her back, stiff as a corpse. Stacy lay on her side, resting on her elbow, her head up, she ogled Melissa’s gorgeous body. Her hand trailed up the girl’s body, feeling her breasts, feeling her thighs, feeling her cunt. She noted with a little joy that the cunt was wet, not dripping, but wet.


  “You liked that, didn’t you?” she asked.


  Melissa glanced at her, a blank look in her eyes. “I… I don’t know,” she mumbled.


  Stacy stared down at the girl fondly. She was very pretty, and possibly a bit confused about her sexuality. “I’m going to take care of you,” she whispered.


  “Um… Thanks…” Melissa mumbled.


  Stacy grinned. Her hand was still at Melissa’s cunt, so she parted the wet pussy lips and drove in two fingers. Her thumb came to rest on the clitoris, and she rubbed it while her fingers wiggled inside. Melissa closed her eyes, her body relaxed, and her cute mouth hung open ever so slightly.


  And then, the door burst open and in walked Kevin, the resident alpha male. It wasn’t like he had much competition. Much like the gender balance in the Jinn world, with females easily outnumbering the males, so was it here in the camp. There were only three other males, not including the newbie, Peter.


  “That the new whore?” he asked.


  Stacy did not like Kevin. But, in the strange camp hierarchy, he was her superior. She couldn’t lie to him, so she nodded.


  “She’s hot,” Kevin said, as he stared at Melissa’s naked body. He walked into the room and grabbed Melissa by the hair. “She’s mine now,” he said.


  Melissa didn’t resist, but she stared at Stacy, her eyes pleading to be saved as Kevin dragged her out of the room. But there was nothing Stacy could do, and she doubted there was much Peter could do either. No, Melissa was now Kevin’s. A shame really, as she was beginning to like the girl quite a bit.


  



  Chapter 11


  With his clothes back on, Peter stepped outside the headmistress’s cabin and out into the open. It was around lunchtime, and once again, he could smell food coming from the mess room. He was practically starving, having eaten no breakfast and little dinner the night before.


  “What happens now?” Peter asked, hoping it was food time.


  “Well, you got accepted pretty easily,” Meera said. “There isn’t much to show around. Cabins for us Jinn Hunters,” she pointed at the cabins. “You can stay pretty much wherever you want. The headmistress is strict on the rules, but her rules aren’t many. There’s a strange sort of hierarchy, and all disputes between Jinn Hunters are resolved through duels.”


  “Oh, there’s also the witch’s cabin. She lives by herself. Strange woman. You should go and see her at some point,” Meera added.


  “Okay…” Peter said, trying to take in everything she’d just said. “Any particular reason why?”


  “To get your powers,” Meera replied casually.


  “Powers?”


  “First you’re hearing of it?” Meera asked, an eyebrow raised.


  Peter nodded confidently. It was definitely the first he was hearing about getting his powers.


  “I’ll tell you over lunch,” Meera said as she headed towards the mess room.


  Peter was tempted to raise his hands up in the air in celebration, he was that hungry. But he didn’t. He followed after Meera, the cute girl with the curvy ass which he couldn’t help but notice. And her breasts too. It was like her clothing was designed to entrap men, or lesbians.


  * * *


  It was a buffet service in the mess room, and Peter was so hungry, he skipped the starters and went straight for the mains. Steak with gravy and mashed potatoes. It was cooked perfectly, medium rare, and he finished his first helping before Meera managed to eat even a quarter of her meal. As he began his second steak, Meera put the fork down and stared at him.


  “Hungry much?” she asked.


  “Yes,” Peter said as he cut off another large piece of meat. “But I have a habit of eating quickly and eating a lot.”


  Meera nodded. “So, this uncle Charlie of yours, what did he tell you about us Jinn Hunters?”


  “He’s my grandpa,” Peter corrected her. “He didn’t tell me much. He didn’t have much time, to be honest.”


  Peter told Meera everything Charlie had told him. Which wasn’t much. Just that only some people could see Jinns, those from the bloodline of the Khaizar. And about the time Charlie first saw a Jinn, and how he met the Jinn Hunters. He never did mention anything about gaining powers though.


  Meera began by giving him a quick rundown on the history of Jinn Hunters. It began, as all things did, a really long time ago. The Jinns originally lived in the oceans, but they made for land thousands of years ago. When the Jinns first came into contact with human’s they saw them as nothing more than animals, much like monkeys, or ants, but lesser than tigers and lions. The Jinns hunted humans for food as they did other wild animals.


  Khaizar was from a small village in what is currently the middle east. When the Jinns first came across his village, they took three males and two females. A month later, they came once more, this time taking two males, and three females.


  The villagers tried to resist, but Jinns had powers that were beyond ordinary humans. The fact that they could shape shift gave them an immense advantage. Some changed their hands into blades, others grew in size and terrified their victims.


  Conventional weapons were of no use against Jinns. Jinns had a solid form, but they could also change into their Jinn form, where their body would have this shimmer. In their Jinn form, arrows, swords and other weapons would simply pass through them, causing the Jinns no harm.


  Khaizar and his tribe knew of the Jinns. Where they had attacked before, entire villages up and left overnight, looking for new pastures. But Khaizar was his tribe’s leader, and he did not want to do the same. His village had access to regular fresh water, an important feature in the desert. And because of the abundant water, the tribe’s crops grew well, their animals were healthy. Life was good.


  Khaizar did the only thing he knew to do. He climbed up to their tallest mountain, dropped to his knees, and prayed for a miracle. And a miracle came indeed. He heard a voice call him, and he followed the voice until he came to a pool of water. The voice told him to take his clothes off, and to enter the pool, which Khaizar did.


  And when he came out of the pool, he felt different. He felt stronger, more powerful. And not only that, but by his clothes beside the pool of water, there was a sword. The sword of Khaizar. It was said to be the most beautiful sword the world had ever seen. Khaizar picked up the sword and returned to his village. The following month, when the Jinns came once more, he faced them with sword in hand.


  He caught the Jinns by surprise. Surprised that someone would still dare challenge them, surprised that a human could be so fast and strong, and surprised that the sword in Khaizar’s hand could slice through them like butter. Every Jinn that came that night met its end by the blade of Khaizar. Except for one Jinn. She was said to be beautiful, like an angel. Khaizar spared her life and told her to go and tell the other Jinns of what happened here.


  Meera paused in her story to take a long sip from her drink. And when she was done, she stared silently at Peter.


  “What happened after?” Peter asked, intrigued.


  “The Jinn went back and told the other Jinns what had happened. They came the next night fully prepared and killed everyone in the tribe except for Khaizar.”


  “Oh,” Peter said. That hadn’t been the ending he had been expecting.


  “Yeah,” Meera nodded grimly. “It’s really not your typical hero story. A lot has changed since then. Jinns see humans as more than just wild animals. By and large, they don’t try to eat us anymore. And us Jinn Hunters, we keep a low profile, only go after the really bad Jinns.”


  Khaizar managed to kill a few Jinns that night, but most importantly, he survived the slaughter. But there was nothing left for him in the village, so he moved on, started a new family, had many wives and many children. And it is only the descendants of Khaizar that have the ability to truly see Jinns for what they are. Not all, but some. And those descendants that can see Jinns, they also have powers inside them.


  “You ever felt strange things happen around you? Unexplainable instances like breaking something just by touching it?” Meera asked.


  Peter nodded, a little relieved. When those unexplainable instances first happened, Peter thought he was going crazy. He was relieved that wasn’t the case now.


  “That’s the inner power within you, waiting to break free. You need to visit the witch, take a dip in the water to free your power,” Meera said.


  “What’s your power?” Peter asked.


  “Bow and arrow,” Meera said. “I can hit a bullet with an arrow, I’m that good.”


  She said it in such a way, Peter couldn’t tell if she was bragging, or just stating a fact. “So, I just go in the pool and… I come out with my powers?”


  Meera nodded. “We all become a little stronger, a little faster, some more than others, and we gain some sort of skill.”


  It sounded cool. It was like being a super hero. Peter couldn’t wait to find out what his power was. And now that he’d finished is second plate of food, he wasn’t hungry anymore. “Can we go now?”


  “Eager, aren’t you?” Meera asked.


  “Yeah,” Peter said, nodding honestly.


  Meera pushed her plate away and stood up. “I want to show you something else first,” she said.


  



  Chapter 12


  Holding Peter’s hand, Meera led him out of the mess room. Along the way, Peter passed a few of the camps of other residents. Much like the ones eating in the mess room, they were all women, dressed in clothing that showed a lot of skin, whether it was short skirts or khaki bottoms and metallic bras that left most of their bosoms exposed.


  Meera led him to one of the cabins, and once inside, she let go of his hand. “What do you think?” she asked.


  Peter glanced around. It wasn’t the largest cabin, only three beds. Dark wooden floorboards. Pretty standard glass windows. He wasn’t sure what he was supposed to think, so he shrugged. “Um, it’s nice?”


  “I thought you could stay here,” she said.


  “Oh, yeah, cool. Thanks,” Peter said hurriedly. It was nice that she was taking the time to show him around, settle him in. If she thought this cabin was cool, he was going to show enthusiasm and not be a dick. “Which bed is mine?”


  Meera pointed to the bed in the left corner of the room. “You can have that one,” she said. “The other two are taken.”


  “By who?”


  “That one’s mine,” Meera pointed to the bed right opposite Peter. “And that one’s Stacy’s,” she added, watching him carefully. “Is that going to be a problem?”


  Peter was an only child. He’d never had to share a bedroom before. Having his own room, sometimes he slept naked. That was something he wouldn’t be able to do anymore, and currently, that’s what was going through his mind. The things he couldn’t do, what with sharing a room with two girls.


  Meera grabbed his hand, her fingers locking with his. “Don’t over think it,” she told him, her eyes sparkling. “I mean, I’ve already seen you naked.”


  Peter’s cheeks reddened at that and he laughed nervously.


  “This wasn’t all I wanted to show you,” Meera said.


  She let go of his hand, her eyes still sparkling, she reached for her khaki shorts and pulled them down. Underneath, she wore pink embroidered panties. Meera then reached behind her and pulled off the metallic bra, exposing her beautiful and luscious breasts.


  “What do you think?” she asked.


  Peter didn’t want to say what he thought. So instead, a nervous chuckle escaped his lips.


  “Do you like?” Meera asked, giving a twirl.


  Peter liked very much. Her smooth tanned skin, her luscious breasts with the dark nipples, her slender figure, the long legs. But he’d never been in a situation like this before. What was he supposed to say that didn’t sound creepy, leery, and desperate? And on the flip side, he didn’t want to sound like he wasn’t interested. What was the perfect response, respectful but…


  “I should be offended,” Meera said, a mischievous grin on her face. “Here I am, stripping naked and asking your opinion, and you laugh and then say nothing.”


  Peter did recall laughing, but it had been a nervous laugh and not a “haha you look ridiculous” laugh. He was about to open his mouth and say as much when he properly noticed the look on Meera’s face. The mischievous grin, the sparkle in those eyes, eyes that were now staring at his groin area.


  Peter looked down, and instantly knew why Meera wasn’t offended by his laugh or the fact that he hadn’t said a single word after she’d asked him twice what he thought. His cock had answered her question as well as he ever could have. It was very erect and what with him not wearing any underwear, it was pushing against his jeans and basically being very visible.


  Meera stepped up to him, her hand reached for his bulge. Peter stared down at her breasts. Her dark nipples, he wanted to take them in his mouth. She unzipped his jeans zipper, reached inside and felt for his erect cock. Finding it, she guided it out, and rubbing the tip, she looked up at him.


  “What do you want to do to me, master?” she whispered.


  It was too much for Peter. He lost his shyness, or his sense of morality, or whatever insane thought that was holding him back from fucking this extremely hot, willing and apparently submissive girl. The first thing he did was grab Meera’s breasts and squeeze. They felt great in his hands. Still holding her breasts, he pushed her back onto one of the beds and climbing on top of her, he took her dark nipple in his mouth and began to suck.


  Meera’s hands worked on his jeans, and she pulled them off, freeing his cock, which she rubbed against her panties. Peter could feel the heat arising from her cunt, and he pulled down her panties before roughly shoving his cock inside her.


  He drove the cock in deep and hard, and Meera responded, her hands grabbed the edges of the bed as her back arched. Peter stared down at her hot and naked body as he fucked her cunt roughly. He reached for her breasts and slapped them. Meera moaned in pleasure, so he pulled on her nipples. The rougher he was, the more she seemed to like it.


  Peter came inside her, and when he was done, he pulled out and lay beside her naked body. It wasn’t long before Meera was up. She crawled to his cock and took it in her mouth, her ass up in the air, he had a perfect view of his cum dripping out of her cunt, dripping down her legs as the very horny girl sucked his cock clean.


  Peter didn’t know what to expect before he came to the school, but so far, things were looking great. And then the door opened and in walked Stacy, the blond girl from earlier, the one that had led Melissa away on a leash.


  Seeing her, Peter’s first reaction was to scramble up and pull his jeans up. But Meera, still sucking his cock, placed a hand on his chest, as if to tell him to stay put. And Stacy didn’t seem fussed to walk in and see Meera giving head to a naked guy.


  In fact, she came onto the bed, and then sat with her face directly behind Meera’s ass. With her hands, she parted Meera’s ass cheeks, then licked her little rosebud, before moving down, sucking on the cunt, cleaning his cum. Watching her work on Meera’s holes, Peter’s semi flaccid cock hardened.


  And then, he thought of Melissa, and how it would be insane if she walked in and casually joined in by taking off Stacy’s clothes and sucking on her breasts or cunt or whatever… he had a lot of very dirty images in his head.


  Where was Melissa? The last he had seen of her, Stacy was leading her away on a leash, taking her to see the witch? He wanted to ask Stacy where Melissa was, but the girl was so into eating out Melissa’s ass, it seemed wrong to disturb her.


  Had it not been for this incessant feeling that something was wrong, Peter would have waited for a better moment to ask.


  “Hey, um, Stacy.”


  She raised her head, her tongue still partially out. “What?” she asked, frowning.


  “Where’s Melissa?”


  “Forget about her. She’s Kevin’s now,” Stacy said, and then she buried her face back in Meera’s ass.


  



  Chapter 13


  Melissa was afraid. More than she had ever been. Not more than she had ever been, but as much afraid as she had been when she opened the door in Peter’s grandpa’s house and spotted the Kalgrog. She thought she was going to die back then, and now, she was wondering if that would have been the better thing to happen to her.


  When Charlie sent them off to go to the school where Jinn Hunters were trained, Melissa had her reservations. She was a Jinn, heading off to a place where humans were trained to kill Jinns. So much so, that they called themselves Jinn Hunters. But she was desperate. The Jinn community had sent a Kalgrog after her. That meant they wanted her dead, and they would keep coming after her until they achieved that objective. Hiding away in a place where there were Jinn Hunters, it didn’t seem like the worst idea in the world.


  Things began to go wrong along the way. She could sense a change inside her, this building up of emotions. It was like, one moment she was fine, the next second she was horny as hell, wanting it badly from Peter anyway he would give it to her. And then the minute after, she was angry. Angry at being so easily taken by him.


  When they finally made it to the school and ran into the two Jinn Hunters, things got so much worse. Peter commanded her to take off her clothes and kiss his feet. He didn’t have to add the second part. The two girls hadn’t asked him to make her kiss his feet. He’d done that in his own accord. Melissa had to obey, so she did. And for a while, she was in a stunned silence at the lack of power she had over her body.


  Things didn’t improve much after that. Just as she got over the shock of not having command over her own body, it was like déjà vu again. She was on a bed, and she had to please a woman sexually. Melissa might have taken it from Peter, because she had to. She might have taken it from the blond Jinn at her Trial, because again, she had to. But she certainly wasn’t going to take it from Stacy, the stupid blond human.


  And that’s where she was wrong. Turned out Stacy wasn’t an ordinary human. She was a Jinn Hunter, and as the name implied, they were very capable in dealing with Jinns. She’d learnt some of that from Charlie, Peter’s grandpa. For an old man, he had been surprisingly strong. And so was Stacy. She was fast too. And cruel. Melissa never imagined being whipped could hurt so much. The girl didn’t spare any part of her body. The visible wounds had healed, but Melissa’s breasts and her cunt still ached. As did her little virgin anus.


  And now she was here, in Kevin’s cabin, on his bed, naked and afraid as he took off his clothes. She wanted to run, but she was afraid to do that.


  “What’s the matter, girl,” Kevin said. “You scared?”


  Melissa didn’t know what to say to that. She was afraid. If she admitted it, would he take pity on her and let her go? Or at least go easy on her?


  “Don’t worry, I’ll fuck the fear out of you,” he said. “Or fuck it deep into you,” he added, laughing.


  Kevin stood naked, and Melissa couldn’t help but stare at his cock. It was big… bigger than Peter’s, and that was saying something. He climbed onto the bed and grabbing her by the hair, he pushed her head down towards his cock. It bashed against her sealed lips.


  “Not gonna open your mouth eh?” Kevin asked.


  He let go of her hair and quick as a flash, his hand moved towards her cunt, his fingers dug inside her pussy, his knee came up to her chest and he pushed her down against the bed. With his fingers still inside her cunt, his thumb pushed back her pussy lips and finding her clitoris, he squeezed it hard.


  Melissa opened her mouth and screamed. With his other hand, Kevin slapped her across the face hard. Her head swung sideways, and her scream stopped. With his knee, Kevin pressed down on her chest as he reached for her face. Her mouth was hanging open in shock, and he shoved part of his fingers inside as he grabbed her by the cheek.


  “I love a whore with spirit,” Kevin said, grinning manically.


  He let go of her cunt and her mouth, then moved his knee away from her chest. Melissa took a deep breath, trying her hardest to not pass out from the pain.


  “Open your legs,” Kevin told her.


  Melissa was afraid to open her legs, but she was more afraid of not listening to Kevin. She forced herself to part her legs as she lay on her back, to expose her cunt. He never gave her a warning, nothing to indicate what he was going to do. Kevin, standing on the bed, quite suddenly moved in and kicked her in the cunt.


  Melissa doubled over in pain. She didn’t scream this time, but the tears rolled freely down her cheeks. And then, she became aware of his cock as it pressed against her lips. Melissa had no semblance of pride or arrogance or fight left in her. She opened her mouth and took in his cock.


  Kevin wasn’t gentle. He rammed his cock down her throat and at the same time he grabbed her by the hair, his grip tight as he held her head in place. Melissa struggled to breath, and her body began to thrash as she was on the verge of passing out. And just as she was welcoming what she thought would be a break from the torture due to blacking out, Kevin pulled his cock out, leaving her gasping for air.


  Melissa was so disoriented, she didn’t know where Kevin was, but she was glad his cock was no longer in her mouth. She closed her eyes, turned on her left side and curled up, for all intent and purpose, hoping to sleep a long sleep. And then, she felt hands grab her ass cheeks, and a finger probed at her anus.


  Melissa found enough energy to move away and sit up in alarm. “Please…” she begged.


  She knew pleading was going to be pointless, but she was desperate to not lose her anal virginity to Kevin. It was strange, she knew, considering how much she seemed to clash with Peter. But deep down, she knew he was a decent guy, and she was destined to spend the next hundred years with him. Melissa had always figured Peter would take her anal virginity. It would be the thing she would give him, and him only.


  “Please,” she repeated desperately. “I’ll do anything you want. Anything else.”


  Kevin’s face hardened as he stared down at her. “You don’t have a choice, whore. You have to do whatever I want. And I want to fuck you in the ass.”


  He grabbed her by the foot and pulled her towards him, and as her face came within reach, he slapped her across the cheek. It was a hard slap, harder than the previous one, and Melissa’s vision blurred.


  Kevin grabbed her by the thighs and turned her on her front. He slapped her ass a few times, then dug his fingers back inside her cunt. It was dry, and having the fingers shoved in hurt. But it was small pain in comparison to what was to come.


  Kevin withdrew his fingers from within her cunt and grabbing both ass cheeks, he pulled them aside so fiercely, Melissa felt like she was being split into two. And then, to make things worse, without using any lube or spit, Kevin pressed his cock against her anus. It resisted, but not because she resisted. Melissa didn’t have the energy for that anymore. No, her anus resisted because it wasn’t used to being probed like that, being probed with monstrous sized cocks.


  Kevin seemed to not care and he continued to try his hardest at ramming his cock into her tight anus. It began to hurt so much, Melissa gripped the bed sheets not only with her hands, but she bit into them too.


  And then, quite suddenly, his cock made it inside her. Melissa had never felt so full before. And just as suddenly, she felt empty as Kevin completely pulled out from her anus. Soon, she became used to his method of taking his cock fully out before shoving it back in.


  Eventually, Kevin seemed to tire of this. He began to fuck her anus like most people did cunts, the cock going in and out, but never fully out. With her head down, her eyes closed, Melissa couldn’t tell when Kevin was close to coming. She did feel it though. Quite suddenly, she felt this wet heat inside her anus.


  Once he was done with her, Kevin pulled out, stood up and gave her ass a kick. Melissa was in so much pain, she barely noticed. She was just glad it was over. She lay on the bed, her eyes closed, her body weak.


  And then she heard it, the shouting. Melissa opened her eyes to see three other people in the room. Two women and… Peter.


  



  Chapter 14


  Peter couldn’t quite believe his ears when Stacy told him what had happened. She was so casual about the whole thing, and so mundanely annoyed, as if they were discussing Kevin having left his dishes unwashed in the kitchen sink. There was also the part about what she herself had done to Melissa.


  She was supposed to take Melissa to see the witch. Instead, she’d taken her to a cabin to enjoy…


  Peter thought there was more to it than Stacy was letting on.


  He knew Melissa. The girl wasn’t the type to just drop to her knees and eat out another girl. Sure, she was behaving a bit oddly of late, but he still doubted that was all that happened. Meera still had his cock in her mouth, and it was an effort to push her away, but Peter just about managed.


  And then, he pulled up his jeans and stormed out of the cabin, going in search of Melissa. He took two steps before he stopped, stormed back in and asked Stacy to take him to Kevin’s cabin, or where ever that douche bag had taken Melissa.


  Stacy was reluctant, and so was Meera. They mentioned something about rules, and duels and… Peter didn’t really fully understand any of it, nor did he want to. He grabbed Meera by the hand and dragged her outside.


  She pulled herself free, glaring at him, muttered something about at least letting her put some clothes on, she disappeared back into the cabin to do that. Peter stood outside, waiting for her, his mind racing. What the hell kind of place was this? This Kevin guy, he’d stormed into Stacy’s room and grabbing Melissa by the hair, had taken her away to fuck. And Stacy and Meera seemed to think this was normal?


  Meera returned wearing clothes and dragging by the arm, a sulky and pouting Stacy. The three of them then marched towards Kevin’s cabin. The cabins were of different sizes, and Kevin’s was easily the largest. Once inside, Peter spotted Melissa immediately.


  She was on the bed, still naked and on her knees, her ass up in the air, her eyes closed as her head rested on the bed. Behind her was a guy with long blond hair and a toned body. He was fucking her, but Peter couldn’t tell where, whether it was the ass or the cunt, not that it mattered…


  The guy came in her, and when he pulled out, he kicked Melissa on the ass, causing her to fall on her side. Kevin had been fucking her in the ass. Peter got a good look at Melissa’s gaping asshole, cum dripping out of it. Her eyes were still closed, and he wondered how much Kevin had hurt her.


  “Who the fuck are you?” Kevin asked.


  “He’s the new guy,” Stacy said quickly. “He doesn’t know the rules,” she added.


  Kevin grinned. “Well, someone better get him up to speed quick. Wouldn’t want to hurt him.”


  “What did you do to her?” Peter asked, his voice oddly quiet, oddly calm.


  “Fucked her in the ass,” Kevin said. He grabbed Melissa’s ass cheeks and pulled them aside, showing her gaping asshole. “Did a good job too, I think.”


  To say Peter was furious was an understatement. For whatever reason, he’d managed to control that anger up until this point. But Kevin was an unabashed rapist. Peter stepped up to him calmly. And putting all his strength behind his swing, he punched Kevin in the face.


  Peter wasn’t exactly a weak person. He worked out, took care of himself, was in good shape, and he knew how to fight. His swing should have knocked Kevin to the ground, or at least… it should have done something.


  Which it did do… It pissed Kevin off. And also, it really hurt Peter’s hand. It was like punching a fucking wall. Okay, slight exaggeration. It was like punching a wall that was covered in a thin layer of flesh. So, it hurt, but his fist probably wasn’t broken. Probably.


  Keven raised his hand, his palm flat, he slammed it into Peter’s chest, sending him flying back. Literally. Peter’s feet lifted off the ground and he crashed into the wall behind. It wasn’t the first time something like that had happened to him. A Kalgrog had also slammed him into a wall once. Both times, it really hurt.


  As Peter struggled to stay on his feet, Kevin approached him, a cool and cold look on his face. Peter was out of ideas in terms of what to do. He couldn’t fight this… thing. Yup, Kevin was a thing. Not a human. He was like a fucking superman. A rapist superman, but super none the less. So, he was glad when Meera stepped in Kevin’s path.


  “Wait,” she told him. “He hasn’t gone through the changing yet.”


  Surprisingly, Kevin did stop. He glanced past Meera at Peter, a look of annoyance flashed across his face. “Step aside. I won’t hurt him, yet.”


  Meera did step aside, somewhat reluctantly. Peter caught a glimpse of her face, and the worry on it before Kevin came to stand before him, naked. He hated to admit it, but the guy was better than him in every way. He was an inch taller, his cock was bigger, so were his muscles, and apparently, he was so much stronger too.


  “I challenge you to a duel,” Kevin said. “Do you accept?”


  Peter glanced at Meera, wondering what to do. Duelling this guy did not sound like fun. He was tempted to say no, but part of him feared it wasn’t that simple.


  Stacy stepped up to him, and whispered in his ear, “If you say no, he gets to keep the girl.”


  “I accept,” Peter said immediately.


  Meera did not seem very impressed by that. She was biting into her bottom lip, her fingers tapping against her thigh, she looked very anxious.


  “You go to the witch today, get your powers, we duel tomorrow,” Kevin said. “Otherwise I’ll come and take the girl. And the next time, I won’t be so gentle with her.”


  



  Chapter 15


  Peter picked up Melissa’s unconscious body in his arms and carried her out of Kevin’s cabin. It felt strange holding her naked body like this. Before Melissa’s soul had accidentally been pulled into his body, Peter didn’t really know her that well. And after part of her soul belonged to him, after she became his sex slave, what he did get to know of her, he didn’t like much.


  But now, holding her exhausted naked body in his arms, he felt strangely responsible for her. He also felt affection for her. He wanted to cuddle her in his arms and tell her it was going to be okay, he wanted to tuck her into bed and stroke her hair while she fell asleep. He couldn’t either now because she was already asleep, but the point was, he felt these things for her, which was strange.


  He carried her to his cabin, the one he would be sharing with Meera and Stacy, and placing her naked body on the bed, he covered her up with the blanket, tucking her in. And then, calmly, he turned to face Meera and Stacy.


  “What the actual FUCK!” he shouted. “What the fuck is wrong with you people? How the fuck is it okay to rape someone?”


  “Calm down,” Stacy said.


  Peter was not going to calm down. This place was insane. The headmistress was apparently a pervert, having young strange men sent to her to please her. Meera was apparently a horny bisexual, and Stacy possibly a lesbian. Sure, everyone was horny here, which was fine by him. He wasn’t one to judge. But, there was a line. And rape and torture were way past the fucking line.


  “You think I’m overreacting?” Peter asked.


  Stacy nodded. “You’re also spitting on me,” she said, as she wiped her face.


  Peter was tempted to properly spit on the girl’s face. Her casual nonchalant attitude was really beginning to piss him off.


  “It’s how it is here, Peter,” Meera said. “We live with the Jinns and their world is like this. I get that you’re upset she was raped–”


  “Upset?” Peter fumed. “That’s a bit of a fucking understatement.”


  “Can I finish?” Meera asked, frowning. “You’re upset, that’s fine. But, at the same time, she is your slave, and you did tell her to strip naked and kiss your feet, remember?”


  Peter did remember but… “That’s not fair,” he muttered. “You were threatening to shoot me with your bow and arrow.”


  “True,” Meera conceded. “But you are her master, aren’t you? You own another person… that’s wrong, isn’t it?”


  “I didn’t ask to own her,” Peter said pointedly.


  “The point I’m trying to make is that, this is how it is, and you just have to make the best out of it. You’re not going to change the way things are, okay. Jinn Hunters have a lot of experience with Jinns, and most of them aren’t very good. Melissa is a rare example of a Jinn being owned by a human. She doesn’t seem that bad. Usually the Jinns we capture as slaves are the worst of the worst. So, we’re used to treating them like shit. You can’t change that relationship we have with them overnight. And you’ll struggle to do it at all if the Jinns don’t stop being such arrogant smug pieces of shit.”


  “Yeah,” Stacy added, unhelpfully.


  Peter glared at the blond girl. He decided he didn’t like her much. Meera on the other hand, he hated to admit that she might have somewhat of a point. “What’s this duel thing?” he asked.


  “First thing you should know,” Meera said, “It’s to the death.”


  “You’re kidding, right?”


  Meera shook her head.


  “Actual death?” Peter asked, incredulously. “Like, when you die and… that’s it?”


  “What other kind of death is there?” Stacy asked.


  Peter took a deep breath, then turned to Stacy, bringing his face right up to hers, he shouted, “You realise this is a lot for me to take in, right?”


  Stacy stepped back, then wiped her face. “You’re still spitting,” she muttered.


  Peter ignored her, then turned to Meera. “I can’t duel him. I don’t want to die,” he said, honestly. “What other options do I have?”


  “You can give the girl up,” Meera said.


  Peter glanced at Melissa’s sleeping body. She looked so peaceful, and so beautiful. He felt that thing again, the one of affection and responsibility. No, he couldn’t give her over to that bastard, Kevin.


  “What about going to the headmistress?” Peter asked. “Surely she’ll stop this madness?”


  Meera shook her head. She explained how the camp rules worked. The headmistress had few rules. The first one was that none of the rules applied to her. The second rule was that the strongest ruled. If there ever was any disagreement between two Jinn Hunters, they would settle it with a duel to the death. This was to encourage bravery, and to teach a lesson to all Jinn Hunters. To let them know how it felt to be treated as inferior, as that was how the Jinns saw them.


  Kevin was the Jinn Hunter most others feared. He was really strong and fast. He was used to having his way. No one wanted to risk duelling him, so they gave him whatever he wanted.


  Peter collapsed onto one of the empty beds, suddenly feeling drained. This camp wasn’t at all like what he thought it would be. He was thinking Harry Potter, but without all the death and… actually, was this that different to Harry Potter?


  “What are you thinking?” Meera asked, concern in her eyes.


  Peter was really drained. So, his filter wasn’t working properly, and he actually told her what he was thinking about. “Harry Potter,” he said.


  “Like, Harry Potter… the kid that goes to Hogwarts?”


  Peter nodded glumly.


  “I… I don’t know how to respond to that,” Meera said. “I think you should focus on the problem you have in hand.”


  It was sort of related, Peter thought. He was thinking how shit this school was turning out to be. And then it hit him. “I can leave, can’t I? I can just leave the school with Melissa.”


  “I don’t know if you can,” Meera said hesitantly.


  “Why not?” Peter asked.


  “The school is supposed to be a secret, at least from the Jinns. Letting you and Melissa out, it might be considered risky, what with her being wanted and all. You said they sent a Kalgrog after her. They’re not going to just quit now.”


  Peter’s eyes widened in alarm. “I can never leave? What am I? A prisoner?”


  “You can leave right now,” Stacy said quickly, sounding quite eager even.


  “You might want stick around until you’ve gotten your powers and practiced a little with your new skills,” Meera said. She then made a throat slitting gesture, “You know, in case you meet a Jinn.”


  “What about Melissa?” Peter asked.


  “The Jinns want her. She’s not going to be safe out there. If they capture her, who knows what she’ll say for mercy?” Meera said.


  Peter could still remember the Kalgrog, its mouth open, the sharp teeth. He thought he was going to die. And he got lucky that he didn’t. Even if he could, leaving with Melissa would to much too risky.


  “What am I supposed to do?” he asked. He couldn’t beat the guy in a duel, that much was certain. And he couldn’t run away with Melissa. And he certainly wasn’t going to give her up to the rapist.


  “Let’s get you to the witch,” Meera said. “let’s see what your powers are… You never know. You might get something amazing.”


  It was a lifeline, Peter supposed. There was a chance he could get something pretty awesome, something that would help him defeat the sadistic rapist bastard. He felt some hope as he sat up.


  He would have felt more had Meera sounded a little bit more positive when she suggested it.


  



  Chapter 16


  Leaving Stacy behind to look after Melissa, and with strong instructions to not let anyone rape her, Peter headed out with Meera, to find this witch and get his powers. As he walked out of the cabin, he shook his head in disbelief. Never did he ever think he would be in a situation where he would have to warn someone not to let anyone rape Melissa. And then, as he made it to the door, he paused, turned to face Stacy, and then warned her to keep her own hands off Melissa.


  They walked silently as Meera led the way. Peter’s thoughts turned to home, and he wondered what his parents were doing, how they’d taken the news that he’d quit his job and moved to Scotland for a bit. That’s what his grandpa Charlie was going to tell them. That he was in Scotland. Charlie wouldn’t be telling them what exactly he would be doing there.


  Peter would have liked to have told them himself, but he accidentally broke his phone a few days back. And here in the camp, he hadn’t noticed much technology. Although, there was a lightbulb in his cabin.


  If he could find access to a phone, it would be his grandpa Peter would call first. Charlie could have mentioned something about the camp being… Peter didn’t even know how to describe it. Completely and utterly insane?


  Meera led them past the cabins, and down a narrow path that cut through the surrounding forest. It was a five-minute walk, and at the end of the path, there was a small wooden cottage. Meera knocked on the door.


  As they waited, she turned to Peter, and leaning into his ear, whispered. “She’s a bit weird.”


  Peter was about to ask why she was whispering, when the door suddenly opened. The young woman that stood there wasn’t at all like the other witch he’d met. Where Lucinda was tall, hot, and so damned gorgeous, and also hardly wearing any clothes, the witch that stood by the open door, well, she wasn’t ugly. But she did look like a witch.


  She had dark curly hair, a pale face, large black eyes, and she wore a black cloak. Very gothic, was Peter’s first impression. She looked to be about his age, or near-ish, in her late teens, early twenties.


  “You were talking about me, weren’t you?” the witch asked Meera, pointedly.


  “Only good things,” Meera lied.


  “Liar,” the witch said, and then she stared at Peter. “Who are you.”


  “I’m Peter,” he stuck his hand out.


  The witch stared at his hand, then looked back up at him. “What do you want?”


  Peter glanced at Meera, who nodded encouragingly. “I’m new here… I came to get my powers?”


  “You want to dip in the pool of light?”


  Peter glanced at Meera once more, who again nodded encouragingly. “Yes,” Peter said. “I’m here to dip in the… pool of light.”


  The witch sighed. “Fine, take your clothes off and come in.” And with that, she disappeared inside the cottage.


  Peter turned to Meera. “Um… did she tell me to take my clothes off?”


  “Yup,” Meera said, the corners of her lips twitching as she tried hard not to smile. “Didn’t I tell you the story about Khaizar and how he took his clothes off and dipped into the pool of light?”


  She did tell him that story, and he vaguely remembered her saying something of the sort, about the pool of light or whatever. He still didn’t see why he had to take his clothes off outside before entering the cottage. He said as much too.


  “Her house, her rules,” Meera said, her eyes sparkling.


  “You’re enjoying this far too much,” Peter said.


  It was okay, he told himself. Just take off your clothes. Don’t over think it. It didn’t help that Meera ogled him with those dark eyes of hers. She was laughing inside, he knew it. He unbuttoned his shirt and slipped out of it, then glanced around, not knowing what to do with it. Meera kindly held her hand out, and he passed it to her.


  The next bit was the more difficult bit. Well, not difficult to do, just… trying not to think about it much, Peter pulled his jeans off really quickly and handed them over to Meera.


  “Come on, give us a twirl,” she said, now grinning widely. And when Peter glared at her, she tapped him on the chest playfully. “Oh, don’t pout. You’ve got a great body. And your cock’s nice too, even when its not erect.”


  



  Chapter 17


  Peter stood naked in one of the rooms in the cottage, staring at the tub of water, a little confused. The witch, whose name he’d learnt was Sarah, had called it the “pool of light”. It wasn’t very light. In fact, it was the complete opposite of light. It looked like a tub of black ink.


  “That’s it?” Peter asked. “That’s the pool of light?”


  Sarah frowned at him. “It’s meant metaphorically,” she said, then added, “why are all the cocks so stupid?”


  Peter raised an eyebrow as he glanced at Meera. She nodded with a smirk, as if to confirm, yup, she did just call you a cock. And then, the lovely Meera looked down at his literal cock. She’d been ogling his naked body the whole time, and it made him feel a little… well, he didn’t feel uncomfortable. It was just unfair that he was the only one naked. It would have been nice if Meera was naked. Or even Sarah, the witch. She looked like she had a banging body underneath those clothes.


  Meera and Sarah, both naked. Now that was an image. Meera’s tanned skin, dark nipples, Sarah’s pale skin, probably pink nipples. The two bodies intertwined… The witch stepped up to him, and Peter couldn’t help but stare at her chest. She did have large breasts.


  And then, quite suddenly, Sarah slapped his cock.


  “What the fuck!” Peter shouted.


  “No dirty thoughts allowed in here,” Sarah said.


  “I wasn’t thinking dirty thoughts,” Peter muttered. It was a lie, obviously.


  “Why was your cock growing then?” Sarah asked.


  “Because–” Peter stopped, not knowing what to say. He wasn’t very good at lying on the spot.


  “Because what?” Sarah asked.


  Peter glared at her, wondering why she was being such a bitch. She obviously knew he was having dirty thoughts, and that he’d just lied. Why was she pressing the matter so much?


  Still standing only a foot away from him, Sarah reached down and grabbed his cock.


  “What– what are you doing?” Peter stammered.


  Sarah didn’t answer. Instead, her thumb and index finger formed a tight circle around the head of his cock, and then she basically began to jerk him off. Peter really didn’t want his cock to respond, to rise, and he tried so hard to keep it down. But, for whatever reason, his mind did not want to cooperate. It didn’t matter what he tried to think of, somehow, his mind always returned to Melissa, lying on the bed naked, her legs open. Or Meera, lying on the bed naked, her legs open… or the headmistress, lying on the bed naked…


  It was always the same image too, of one woman or another, lying in bed naked, their legs open, their cunts exposed. Peter really liked women lying around naked with their legs open, invitingly. Not only did his cock respond and rise, it throbbed in Sarah’s hand.


  “…please,” Peter gasped, as he felt close to coming.


  Sarah looked up at him with her large black eyes. “You want me to stop?”


  Peter didn’t know what he wanted. Who in their right mind asks for an attractive girl to stop giving them a hand job? But at the same time, he was the only naked one, and he had two girls watching him. Meera had a lustful look in her eyes as she stared at his cock, and Sarah, she wore a frown. She reminded him of one of his ex-girlfriends, Filipa.


  Filipa did not like playing with his cock much. He kinda had to really plead for her to do anything to it. And when she did eventually relent, she’d have that frown on her face. Why was Sarah playing with his cock if she didn’t want to? He hadn’t asked her to.


  Still rubbing his cock, Sarah turned to Meera. “Come here.” And when Meera came, she said, “Take off your bra. Show him your breasts.”


  Meera didn’t even hesitate. She reached behind and unlatched her metallic bra. Her large but firm breasts spilled out. Peter, who had been on the verge of coming already, now exploded, his cum shooting out onto Sarah’s black cloak.


  The witch continued to rub his cock until every last drop of cum had been drained out. And then she rubbed her fingers on his leg, wiping the cum off. And when she was done, she looked up at him.


  “Your cock seems fine,” she said, her voice flat.


  “Huh?” Peter asked.


  “You indicated your cock was getting bigger even though you weren’t having dirty thoughts. I thought there might be something wrong with your cock. But it seems fine,” Sarah said.


  “You…” Peter stopped, a little speechless. She’d given him a hand job, brought over Meera and made the girl show her tits, not that Meera seemed to mind doing that, just because he’d tried to hide his embarrassment at having an erection?


  “You want to finish your sentence?” Sarah asked.


  “Yeah, actually, I do,” Peter said. “You’re fucking weird.”


  “Probably,” Sarah nodded. And then she slapped him on his left ass cheek. “Get in the pool, cock.”


  



  Chapter 18


  Stretching her arms and legs, Melissa opened her eyes. The first thing she noticed was the wooden beam above her. And the second thing she noticed was that she was in a bed. She remembered being in a bed, having been taken there by Kevin.


  Kevin.


  Melissa sat up in alarm, her head spun around as she frantically searched the room. She couldn’t do another session with Kevin. These Jinn Hunters, they weren’t ordinary humans. They could really hurt her, even when they weren’t trying.


  Her eyes fell on the door, and one foot touched the ground when the girl spoke.


  “You can’t leave,” Stacy said.


  She was sitting on the bed directly opposite hers, and Melissa wondered how she hadn’t seen her before.


  “You’re going to stop me?” Melissa asked.


  Stacy shook her head. “Other Jinn Hunters will,” she said simply. “We take it in turns to guard the camp perimeters, keep an eye out for any dangers, stop Jinns from leaving. And even if you did make it out, you’ll come back anyway.”


  Melissa stared at her, bewildered. “Why would I come back?”


  “Because you’re a sexual slave. Your soul has been bonded to Peter’s. Whenever he feels a sexual need, so will you, and that need of yours will only be satisfied when you’ve satisfied him. And he’ll need a lot of satisfying. Something happens when souls are bonded. The couples sex drives just jump.”


  It made sense to her now, those urges of hers, and why she couldn’t stop thinking about Peter. She remembered running into him that night, when they collided into each other and her soul merged with his. She was running for her life, she should have been afraid, yet all she could think about was how good he looked. And from that point on, he was on her mind, constantly.


  And then, in the woods, she remembered how horny she had been, how she had brazenly walked up to Peter, unzipped his jeans and pulled out his cock, how she had then rubbed his cock against her dripping cunt, against her clit. She had one of the quickest orgasms ever. But it wasn’t enough. If anything, she was even more horny.


  And it made sense now. She’d only arouse him further without giving him relief. And when they fucked later that day in the cabin, when he came inside her cunt, she suddenly felt satisfied, like that insane urge to be treated like a piece of meat just suddenly dissipated. She knew why now, because Peter had been satisfied.


  Feeling light-headed, Melissa lay back in bed. This was going to be her life for the next hundred years? A sex crazed woman, addicted to Peter like a drug, only finding momentary peace in the moments after satisfying him and before his next urge?


  Stacy came to sit beside Melissa on the bed. She ran her fingers tenderly through Melissa’s blond hair. “It could be worse,” Stacy said. “You really lucked out with Peter. He’s a decent guy.”


  Melissa wasn’t in the mood for looking at positives, but it was true. Peter was a decent ish guy, for the most part. She hadn’t forgotten about the time he’d forced her to strip naked and then kiss his feet. Still, he was better than Kevin.


  Which reminded her of something. Kevin had just taken her, as if she was just a piece of meat that belonged to the camp. Was that what she was, bonded to Peter, but a cunt, a mouth or an ass for all to fuck and abuse?


  She had faint memories of what happened after Kevin finished fucking her ass. She collapsed onto the bed, her eyes closed, she could hear faint sounds. Voices that sounded like arguing. She opened her eyes to see Peter. He was angry, angrier than she had ever seen him before. She closed her eyes, and when she opened them again, he was carrying her naked body in his arms. She remembered thinking how handsome he looked, how happy she was to see him.


  He’d saved her from Kevin, hadn’t he? Maybe he would stop her from being passed around as meat. Melissa sat up once more. “Where’s Peter?” she asked.


  “He’s gone to see the witch,” Stacy replied.


  Melissa waited for the girl to provide some context to that. And when she didn’t, Melissa gave the girl an impatient tap on the shoulder.


  “Oh,” Stacy said. “He’s going to get his powers so that he can duel Kevin.”


  Again, Melissa waited for the girl to contextualise that. And again, Stacy seemed to be in a world of her own, her eyes firmly fixed on Melissa’s chest. What was she looking at? Melissa looked down to see her exposed breasts. She lifted the bed sheet up and covered her chest.


  Stacy blinked, then looked up at Melissa’s face. “What were we talking about?” she asked.


  “Peter. Seeing the witch? Getting his powers so that he can duel Kevin?”


  “Oh, yeah. That,” Stacy nodded. “Good guy,” she said. “Shame he’s going to die.”


  



  Chapter 19


  Kevin squeezed his hands around Natasha’s neck as he drove his cock in and out of her cunt. Her eyes were closed, her mouth hang open, and her body was still, but he knew she was struggling to breath, struggling in silence.


  Of all the Jinns he owned, and of all the Jinns in the campus, this one was his favourite. She was a rarity amongst Jinns, a gorgeous black pearl, her skin so black, her pussy and anus so pink, a perfect colour combination.


  He came inside her, then releasing his grip around her neck, he collapsed on top of her. Natasha’s silent struggle ended as she gasped for breath.


  “Thank you, master,” she whispered, once she’d managed to compose herself.


  She was a well-trained fuck whore now, but she hadn’t always been like that. No, in fact, Natasha had been one of the hardest Jinns to break. Those had been some fun days, when she would show resistance. He beat it all out of her, but it had been so much fun, the beating.


  Still lying on top of her, Kevin reached for Natasha’s dark breasts, and finding the nipples, he squeezed the tips. He felt her body tense as her back arched and her head tilted back. He tightened his grip on her nipples and watched her face, watched the pain as she winced.


  Letting go of her nipples, Kevin climbed off her and stood up on the bed. Like a good and well-trained whore, Natasha jumped to her knees and took his cock in her mouth, swirling her tongue around it and at the same time, taking it deep down her throat. He stared down at her back, the smooth and flawless black skin, those perfectly round and curvy ass cheeks…


  Kevin grabbed Natasha by the hair and pulling her up to her feet, he slapped her across the face, then spun her around and grabbed both her ass cheeks as his fingers brushed against her dripping cunt. She was such a good whore. As he drove his cock inside her ass, his thoughts turned to Melissa, the blond that would soon be his to own.


  That was the one advantage Melissa had over Natasha. The blond bitch still had a tight anus. He wondered if she would have any fight in her. It had been easy to fuck her ass, but then, he could tell Stacy had already broken her. Sometimes, after being temporarily broken, Jinns come back harder, with more fight, more pride. He had a feeling Melissa was going to be like that. It would be so much fun is she was. He hadn’t had a challenge in a while.


  Which reminded him of Peter, the new guy. He had some balls coming up to Kevin’s cabin, punching him in the face. It was a weak punch, but still, it showed some bravery. And then accepting a duel?


  Kevin had only duelled once before. It was against a guy named Charles. He’d duelled Charles for the right to fuck Natasha, to own the rare black Jinn as his own. He’d sliced Charles into thirty little pieces. And after that, no one ever wanted to duel him again.


  Kevin pulled his cock out of Natasha’s anus and climbing off the bed, he walked to the cupboard in the corner and pulled out his two blades. They were each two feet long. He didn’t know what metals they were made off, but they sliced through both humans and Jinns with ease, and they were both silver in colour.


  This duel with Peter, he hoped it would be fun. He hoped Peter put up a fight, that Peter lasted longer than Charles had.


  



  Chapter 20


  Peter fell asleep in the pool of light. He wasn’t sure if that was supposed to happen. But he was awake now. Still feeling a little drowsy, he tried to get out of the pool, and found to his shock, that he couldn’t. His body wasn’t responding at all. It was as if he was completely paralysed.


  He tried to call for help, and then realised even his mouth wasn’t working. The only thing that seemed to be working were his eyes. And his eyelids, he supposed, as he could still blink. Sitting on the edge of the tub, to his left, was Meera. She was no longer bare-chested, the metallic bra covering her breasts. A shame, he thought, but not the time or place to think about that.


  She noticed his stare and smiled at him. “Relax,” she told him. “You’ll be able to move soon.”


  Peter did relax. If she knew he couldn’t move, that meant it was normal and part of the process. So, nothing to worry about. He relaxed completely and began to wonder what sort of power he might have gained. Super strength and super speed would be nice. And a speciality too, like Meera had with the bow and arrow, if he had something similar, preferably a sword skill, that would be awesome.


  He could use the sword his grandpa gave him. Maybe he should name the sword. That would be super cool. Like, Excalibur. Obviously, he wouldn’t name it Excalibur. That was already taken. Maybe something like… the Kevin Killer.


  He wasn’t going to name his sword after Kevin. He didn’t know the guy well, but he figured doing something like that would give the rapist a massive ego boost. He did have to kill the guy though. Peter had never killed anyone before… He wondered if he could do it, if he managed to injure Kevin, would he be able to stand over the rapist and stab him in the chest? Maybe if he kept thinking of him as a rapist, it would be easier to do.


  Peter suddenly felt a shiver tremor through his body. And then he realised he was no longer paralysed. He tried to climb out of the tub, but as he stood up, his knees buckled and he fell in face first, making a large splash.


  Coughing water out, Peter managed to sit on his bottom and rest his back against the tub. He felt so weak, so sore, like his body had been pieced together using burning needles, and the pieces hadn’t quite yet gelled, so he couldn’t use the muscles, but he could feel the pain. Oh, could he feel the pain. It was too much.


  “Is it supposed to hurt this much?” Peter asked.


  Meera stared at him, her eyes wide. “Uhh… sure.”


  He knew instantly she wasn’t telling the truth. Peter had a sinking feeling that something had gone horribly wrong. “Meera,” he said, trying his best at a stern voice. “Don’t lie to me.”


  “I’m not lying,” Meera said quickly. “It’s supposed to feel like your body’s been pieced together using burning needles.”


  Despite his pain, Peter managed to frown. That was exactly what he thought it felt like. Was that just a coincidence? Did she read his mind? Was she telling the truth? His frown deepened. “If you’re not lying, why is your voice so squeaky?”


  “What do you mean?” Meera said in that squeaky voice. And then, looking away, she shouted, “Sarah!”


  Yup, she was definitely lying. He could see the panic on her face. “What’s wrong with me!” he demanded.


  “Sarah!” Meera shouted once more.


  The witch appeared beside Meera, as if out of thin air.


  “What?” she asked, annoyed. Meera pointed at Peter. Sarah turned to look at him, and then her eyes widened. “…oh.”


  “What?” Peter asked in frustration as the panic began to grow within him. “What’s happened?”


  “You um… You’ve got wings, Peter,” Meera said, her finger still pointing at him.


  



  Chapter 21


  Melissa stared at Stacy, stunned into silence. And then, her first thought was that, these Jinn Hunters were possibly crazier than the actual Jinns from her Trial, the ones that had sentenced her to a hundred years of sexual slavery. Apparently, the only way for Peter to save her from being raped was to duel Kevin. To the death. That was just insane. Okay, so part of her was thrilled that he would even consider doing something like that for her, but the other part was horrified.


  Death was so final. Why would they allow something like that? Sure, Stacy had explained that bit, something about encouraging this culture of survival of the fittest and seeing oneself as superior to others, much like Jinns did to humans. To beat them, you apparently had to be them. But it made no sense to her. How could a school or camp or whatever the fuck this place was, how could it function with such a system?


  And then, of course, her thoughts became a little self-centred. If Peter lost, she would belong to Kevin… Apparently, Peter’s death didn’t free her from her hundred-year slavery. The Jinn Hunters had a witch who was going to somehow ensure her soul transferred from the loser to the winner. And that was the question that was going through her mind now.


  “Can he win?”


  “Peter?” Stacy asked, and when Melissa nodded, “Doubt it,” Stacy said. “Kevin’s one of the best. Really good with his blades. He’s only had one duel before. Sliced a guy into thirty pieces.”


  “But what if Peter gains some incredible power? That’s why he’s with the witch, right?” Melissa asked desperately.


  “Unless he gains the power to become blade proof, there’s little he can do,” Stacy said.


  Never in her life did Melissa think she would be asking this. “Can he… can he gain blade proof… power?”


  “Never happened before,” Stacy shrugged nonchalantly. “But who knows?”


  “So, it’s a death sentence?” Melissa asked.


  “For him?” Stacy asked, then nodded, “Yeah, pretty much.”


  Melissa was really beginning to get annoyed with this Stacy. “How can you be so fucking casual about this?”


  Stacy finally showed some emotion. She frowned. “Hey, I don’t know the guy. Plus, he might be cute but I think I might be a lesbian.”


  “Think?” Melissa asked.


  “It’s mostly women around here,” she said, before shrugging. “I haven’t been with a guy in a long time. I don’t really know if I fancy them anymore.”


  Melissa had a lot of follow up questions to that, but now was not the time.


  She raised her hands in disbelief, wanting to either pull her hair out, or strangle Stacy. She was leaning towards strangling the fucking bitch when it occurred to her that it might not go so well, what with Stacy being a Jinn Hunter that had already once beaten all the arrogance and defiance out of her.


  Instead, Melissa closed her eyes, took a few deep breathes, opened her eyes, and said as calmly as possible, “Can you take me to Peter, please.”


  



  Chapter 22


  Stacy agreed to take her to the witch’s cottage, where Peter should be. Melissa climbed out of bed, and asked for some clothes because, well, she didn’t want to walk around naked. Stacy flat out refused to give her any clothes. And when Melissa asked why, Stacy replied, with a completely straight face, that she liked seeing Melissa naked, and that the only thing stopping her from sitting on Melissa’s pretty face was Peter’s very strict instructions to not do so.


  Melissa was equally grateful to Peter and disgusted by Stacy. She really didn’t want to walk out of the cabin naked. But apparently it was that or stay in the cabin with Stacy. Stacy who was really beginning to get on her nerves, Stacy who she might try and kill. She figured, if she suddenly attacked the stupid blond whore, catch her by surprise, she could probably knock her unconscious, borrow her clothes… and then lose her way outside, get grabbed by Kevin or another rapist, and then be abused.


  Yup, she was going to have to stave off attacking Stacy and wearing clothes too. With her head held high, her chest jutted forward, Melissa stepped outside. The first thing that hit her was the cold. It was much later in the day, the sun almost setting, and she was wearing no clothes. The good thing was, there didn’t seem to be many people about.


  Melissa followed Stacy past the cabins and down a path between the trees. It wasn’t a long walk, and at the end of the path was a small wooden cottage. Stacy knocked on the door, then leaned in to Melissa’s ear and whispered how weird the witch was. Melissa had never met a witch before, but the woman that opened the door was dressed pretty much like what she imagined a witch would be dressed like. Black cloak, pale white face, gothic looking.


  “What do you want?” the witch asked.


  “Is Peter here?” Melissa asked.


  “Who’s asking?”


  “Melissa. I’m–” she paused, not knowing how to answer the question. Was she supposed to introduce herself as his slave?


  “She’s his Jinn slave,” Stacy said, taking the problem out of Melissa’s hand.


  The witch rolled her eyes. “Take your clothes off before you come in,” she said.


  “Me?” Stacy asked, affronted. “Why do I have to take my clothes off?”


  “I meant the Jinn,” the witch said. And then she stared at Melissa. “But I see now that her clothes are already off.”


  The cold had caused Melissa’s nipples to stand erect. The witch reached for her left one and pinched it. Her hand then trailed down Melissa’s smooth skin, down her flat stomach, it came to her cunt, a finger pressed against the pussy lips, just enough to probe inside. Melissa swallowed nervously as the witch stared at her. She had piercing black eyes, and in that moment, it seemed like it was piercing into her soul, the bit that hadn’t been given to Peter.


  And then, quite suddenly, she pulled her hand away and turned to Stacy, a frown on her face. “Take your clothes off.”


  “Why?” Stacy asked, glaring at the witch.


  “Because you’re a prideful whore. And whores shouldn’t have pride.”


  There was a brief staring contest, and then Stacy relented. Looking away, she slowly pulled her pants down. Melissa wasn’t a lesbian. She didn’t have any interest in women’s bodies. But she stared at Stacy, intently and obviously. She wanted to make the girl feel uncomfortable as much as possible.


  Stacy stepped out of her clothes and stood naked, much like Melissa, with her head held high, and her chest jutted forward, displaying her breasts. Reluctantly, Melissa had to admit, Stacy wasn’t that bad looking naked.


  The witch led them into the cottage. It was dark and small, and consisted of four rooms. A bedroom, a kitchen, a living area. And a room with a tub. It was the room with the tub where she found Peter. He was seated on the edge of said tub, seated beside Meera, who had her tits out.


  Melissa felt a pang of jealousy seeing Peter sitting naked beside the topless Meera. But that jealousy pretty quickly disappeared as she stared at him in disbelief. He noticed her stare and frowned.


  “Don’t laugh,” he warned her.


  Melissa did the opposite. She laughed. “Are those real?”


  As if to answer her question, Peter flapped the enormous white feathery angel-like wings he had attached to his back.


  “Are you an angel now?” Melissa asked, smirking.


  “How is that possible?” Stacy asked.


  Peter shrugged his shoulders, looking very dejected.


  “Aw, why so glum oh heavenly one?” Melissa said, fluttering her eyelids.


  “It’s not funny,” Peter muttered.


  “It is a little bit,” Melissa said.


  “No, it’s not. This is my power. Stupid wings. How the hell am I supposed to defeat Kevin with just some stupid wings?”


  It was a good question, and the joy and amusement Melissa had felt at looking at Peter, Peter who now resembled a great big naked angelic bird thing, it was gone. How was he supposed to defeat Kevin with wings?


  “Flying could be useful,” Melissa mused.


  “I can barely walk,” Peter muttered. “Stupid wings are so heavy.”


  “I’m sure that’ll go away once you get used to them,” Melissa reasoned.


  “How do you know?” Peter asked.


  “I… I don’t,” Melissa said. “But you know–” she stopped, then glanced around for support from Meera and the witch. But neither gave her any.


  “He’s been sulking for over an hour now,” Meera said. “I even took of my bra to show him my tits. Thought that would cheer him up. It didn’t. We’ve given up.”


  “You’d be sulking too if you were the first person ever to grow fucking wings,” Peter muttered.


  Yup, Peter was angry. He only swore when he was angry. “Wait, what was that about first person ever?”


  “That’s right,” Peter said. “People usually go into the pool of light and gain super strength and a useful skill. Like archery or swordsmanship. They don’t go in and come out with extra body parts.” Peter flapped his wings. “I’m a freak, Melissa.” He looked so serious, but the flapping of his wings was so comical, Melissa’s lips began to twitch. “If you laugh, I will kill you,” Peter said, his voice flat.


  Melissa reigned in her laughter and settled for a smirk instead. Truth was, he actually didn’t look bad. He really did look like an angel, or a guy modelling angelic wings. She was sort of digging it. And then her eyes fell on his cock. It wasn’t exactly erect, but it was still nice. Melissa blinked and took a hesitant step back. What was going on? Why had she suddenly begun to think about sex?


  “What happens now?” Stacy asked.


  “Now that he has his powers, he has no excuse to not duel. So, he either duels Kevin tomorrow, or he gives up Melissa,” Meera said.


  Melissa watched Peter carefully. On the one hand, she really didn’t want to be taken by Kevin. On the other hand, if Peter did duel, there was a very real chance he was going to die. And after that, she would still be Kevin’s. And then, she realised, more than wanting to not be Kevin’s piece of meat to play with, she wanted Peter to live.


  “Don’t do it,” Melissa said, her voice quiet, soft.


  He looked up at her in surprise. “If I don’t… it’s… it’s very bad for you.”


  Her chest felt heavy, and Melissa had to hold back her tears. It was a strange feeling, like saying goodbye to someone she really loved and cared for. Not something that should have been applicable here.


  “I know,” she said. “But it’s not worth you risking your life for me.” And then an idea struck her, something that would give her some hope to pass the days of being used and abused by Kevin. “You don’t have to duel him tomorrow. Maybe with time, you’ll find your wings really useful, once you’ve figured them out, you can duel Kevin later and then win me back.” Melissa’s cheeks turned red as the last words left her lips. Win me back. It sounded romantic.


  “You already accepted the duel,” Meera said. “If you back out now, you forfeit. Melissa’s soul is transferred to Kevin by our lovely witch Sarah.”


  “Okay,” Melissa nodded. “But Peter can challenge him later and have my soul transferred back, right?”


  “Yeah,” Meera said. “But only if Kevin accepts. If he declines to duel Peter later, then you would still be owned by Kevin. Peter can take you for the night to fuck, but your soul would be linked with Kevin’s. You wouldn’t find any peace until you satisfied Kevin’s sexual needs. And knowing Kevin, if he feels like Peter is taking you for too long, he might just decide to kill you and cut his losses. He’s an evil bastard like that.”


  Melissa opened her mouth, but Peter raised a hand. “I’m really tried, and a little hungry. I’m going to eat, and then sleep on it.”


  And with that, he stood up, almost fell, steadied his balance, and then walked out of the cottage, his wings no longer looking comical but simply magnificent.


  



  Chapter 23


  Peter felt a little better after having had some food. He’d walked out of the witch’s cottage, expecting Meera and Melissa at least to follow him out, but neither did. So he went back in and asked them to come along, because he wasn’t going to go and eat all by himself with fucking wings sticking out of his back.


  Both the girls jumped up, as if broken from a trance. And then Meera suggested it might be worth him putting his jeans back on, which he could do, unlike his shirt, because you know, fucking wings. Peter pulled his jeans on, Meera wore her metallic bra, and Melissa…


  He couldn’t help but sigh when his eyes fell on her. She was so damned gorgeous, and her naked body… Part of him thought of skipping food and just taking her there and then, ravishing that body of hers.


  He noticed her staring at his shirt, the one he could no longer wear because of said fucking wings. She had changed a lot in the short time he’d gotten to know her. A day or so earlier and she would have been demanding clothes to wear, which in fairness, would have been perfectly acceptable. But right now, all she did was longingly stare at his shirt.


  He picked up the shirt, and rather than toss it at her, he stood behind her and helped her slip into it. If anything, she looked even hotter wearing the shirt than she did naked. The shirt came down below her waist like a very short skirt, accentuating her curvy ass and the long legs she had. He wanted to pick her up, place her on the edge of the tub, part her legs, and drive his cock in her cunt. And the look she gave him, he could have sworn she was thinking something similar.


  But he didn’t fuck her. Instead, he went for dinner in the mess room. The good news was that he didn’t bump into Kevin. The bad news was that he still had wings, and everyone that saw him, stared at him, some even pointed. He felt like a freak.


  With his head down, Peter gobbled his food quickly, and left, followed hastily by Meera and Melissa. It felt good to eat, and as he walked back to his cabin, he was beginning to get used to the wings. They no longer felt bulky and bothersome. They weren’t quite as comfortable as his own two arms, but they didn’t feel bad either.


  That night, his first night in the camp, he lay beside Melissa for the second time in his life. She was wearing his shirt, he was wearing his jeans. It took him awhile to figure out how to lie down with wings attached to his back, but he got there in the end. He lay on his back, one wing extended off the bed, and Melissa lay on top of the other wing.


  He could feel her weight on the wings, but it didn’t hurt, nor did he feel any discomfort of any type. He could just “feel” her on it. If someone had told him he would be sleeping next to Melissa when there was an empty bed going, he would have been pretty shocked. But, something had changed, and they had both, without discussing it, somehow decided they were going to sleep in the same bed.


  The cabin had three beds, but there was a spare bed going as Stacy and Meera had decided to share one bed for the night. He figured Stacy was a lesbian, and he supposed Meera was bisexual. What he didn’t account for was how horny they both were apparently. He could hear them going at it. Or more so, he could hear the low moans of pleasure escaping Meera’s lips as Stacy did most of the work.


  Melissa turned to her side and stared at Peter. “What are you thinking about?” she asked softly.


  Peter had been thinking about Meera’s dark cunt lips and the pink pussy beneath, but he was smart enough to not say that. He wasn’t quite sure what his relationship with Melissa was, but he figured him thinking about other women’s cunts might not be something she wanted to hear about.


  He turned his head and stared her in the eyes. “This–everything… it’s just insane, isn’t it?”


  Melissa’s lips spread into a half smile. “It’s probably more for you to take in than it is for me.”


  “I met my first Jinn a week ago,” Peter said. “She tried to kill me. And then a witch saved me. She was a lot different to Sarah. Her name was Lucinda. She was much hot–” Peter stopped talking.


  “She was much hot?” Melissa raised an eyebrow, and then she laughed. “You can say it Peter. She was much hotter than me?”


  “I was going to say much hotter than Sarah, our resident witch,” Peter said. Although, come to think of it, Lucinda, the red-haired witch, was probably a little hotter than Melissa. Just a little.


  “Oh,” Melissa smiled. “When you think about me… do you think I’m… hot?”


  Peter’s eyes narrowed. Was she fishing for a compliment? “You know you’re insanely hot, right? Pretty much every guy at work wanted you.”


  Melissa’s blue eyes studied him, and then she said, “Pretty much all, but not all?”


  “I didn’t really know you, and I had a girlfriend,” Peter said.


  “Also, I was a bit of a bitch,” Melissa said, smiling.


  “People did say things, but I didn’t believe all of it,” Peter said, cheekily.


  Melissa’s smile disappeared as her eyes narrowed. And then, her hand trailed down his body and came to a rest on his cock. His cock that was slowly growing beneath his jeans.


  “You want to do it?” she asked.


  “Little bit,” Peter said honestly.


  Melissa’s hand reached underneath his jeans, and finding his cock, gripping it tightly, she began stroking it. Peter leaned in and kissed her on the lips. He’d wanted to kiss her for a while now. It was a full-on kiss, and their lips remained locked together as her cute little tongue probed inside his mouth. She tasted so good, Peter could have stayed there for ever. He would have stayed there forever had it not been for the sudden and incessant pricking of his pee hole.


  Yup, Melissa had stopped stroking his cock, and instead was pushing her thumb against his pee hole. Peter pulled back and stared at her enquiringly. She grinned back mischievously.


  “Go down on me,” she said.


  Peter grinned back. That was something he could do. He manoeuvred his wing from underneath her and taking care to not break anything with the enormous feathery things, he pulled his jeans off, and then, gently sitting on her waist, he began by unbuttoning her shirt.


  As Melissa’s breasts spilled out, Peter leaned down and took them in his mouth, tenderly sucking the breasts, giving her nipples a little bite, he began working his way down her body, his tongue out, licking her stomach, biting her thighs, he came to her cunt, and raising her legs, he brought his face down and tenderly licked Melissa’s outer pussy lips before probing inside. He sniffed in her scent as his hands reached up and grabbed her breasts. He massaged them gently as his tongue pressed against her clit.


  Melissa came on his face, and when her body relaxed, Peter worked his way up her body, kissing her stomach, sucking on her breasts, biting her neck. He stared down at her for a few seconds, then their lips locked together in a long passionate kiss.


  And after, Peter lay on his back, his wings resting on the bed. Melissa was on her knees, rubbing his cock, she took it in her mouth. It felt great, the heat, the wetness. And as much as he wanted to cum down her throat, he reached down and pulled her up and beside him. She stared at him in surprise.


  “You don’t want me to suck your cock?” she asked, surprised.


  “I want you to lie beside me,” Peter said.


  Melissa lay on his wings once more, her shoulder rubbing against his, her hand felt for his cock, and finding it, she rubbed the tip. “Are you okay?”


  Peter smiled. He was doing great actually, better than he had been for a while. He suddenly felt a sense of purpose. This place, it was the place for him. All he had to do was win the duel tomorrow. And if he did win, he could change this place, make it better.


  “What are you thinking about?” Melissa asked.


  “I’m going to duel tomorrow, and I’m going to win,” Peter said.


  



  Chapter 24


  The next morning, Peter woke to find both Stacy and Meera standing around his bed, staring down at him and Melissa. It was a little bit strange, waking up to find himself being watched. But, he’d sort of come to expect the strange in this place.


  He tried to sit up and failed miserably. Melissa was asleep beside him and sleeping on his left wing. The wings were part of his body now, but it was going to take some time getting used to them, remembering they were there.


  “I’m going to duel Kevin,” Peter announced.


  “We know,” Meera said. “We heard you last night.”


  “Oh…” Peter’s face coloured slightly as he wondered what else they’d heard last night.


  Meera sat on the bed beside his waist. Her hand reached under the covers and finding his cock, she began to rub on it. Peter stared at her, a little surprised. Sure, he and her had fucked that one time, and their sleeping arrangement was very strange, but did that mean she could grab his cock whenever and where ever?


  “What uh… what are you doing?” Peter asked.


  “Rubbing your cock…” Meera said, a confused look on her face, she lifted the bed sheet up and stared at his cock, and her hand, and then nodded, as if to confirm that really was what she was doing.


  “Thanks, but… not really in the mood,” Peter said.


  Meera let go of his cock. Then, suddenly, her face lit up. “What about a blow job?”


  Peter shook his head.


  “Do you want to see me and Stacy make out?”


  Again, Peter shook his head.


  “Do you want Stacy to suck your cock? Or maybe you want to fuck her? She’s a lesbian.”


  “Um… no thank you?” Peter said, a little bewildered. Why where they being so weird? And then it hit him. “You think I’m going to lose the duel, don’t you? This is a sympathy fuck or sex or whatever, isn’t it?”


  Apparently the two girls hadn’t really prepped for this question, and they answered at the same time, Meera saying no and Stacy saying yes.


  “Thanks for the vote of confidence,” Peter muttered.


  “It’s not like that, Peter,” Meera said. “It’s just that you have wings.”


  “I have a plan,” Peter said.


  “What is it?” Meera asked.


  “I can’t tell you, but, if I do win the duel, don’t worry, I’ll fuck you both, alright?” Peter didn’t mean it, but he figured saying that would get them off his back.


  And it worked. Both Meera and Stacy nodded agreeably, and then they buggered off to get some breakfast. It was then that Melissa opened her eyes and turned to look at him. He knew instantly that she’d been awake the whole time.


  “You don’t have a plan, do you?” she asked.


  “I might have a plan,” Peter said defensively.


  “What is it?”


  “To not… die.”


  Melissa smiled. It wasn’t a happy smile. She felt under the covers for his cock, and finding it, she rubbed the tip. “Sure you don’t want a blow job, hand job, my cunt, or my ass?”


  “As soon as I win this duel, I’d like to have all of those things,” Peter said.


  



  Chapter 25


  The camp had a duelling arena. It wasn’t much to look at. The arena was circular in shape, surrounded by a wooden wall. And beyond the wall on all sides was three rows of seats. There were enough seats for at least a three hundred Jinn Hunters, or ordinary humans and the entire camp had apparently gathered to watch the battle.


  The arena was half empty, which meant there were about one hundred and fifty Jinn Hunters. And of those Jinn Hunters, only two that Peter could see were male. That left an awfully large number of females.


  Peter stood to one side of the circled arena, waiting for Kevin. Meera had kitted him up with chest armour, a helmet, and two swords. Peter spun the swords in his hands. He felt good. He felt strong, powerful. Even his wings, they didn’t seem to bother him much anymore. He gave them a flap, and a loud cheer erupted around the arena.


  They liked that? Were they rooting for him? He flapped his wings harder, and the cheers rose. And then, Peter began to feel his feet lift off the ground. He stopped flapping his wings, but he did wonder, would he actually be able to fly? If he could, how awesome would that be? I mean, flying…


  From the other end of the arena, the door opened, and Kevin came in view. He wasn’t wearing any armour at all. He only had the two silver blades in his hands. Meera had warned him about those blades, told him to stay out of their way. He’d rolled his eyes at that. I mean, it was sage advice. Stay away from the blades. Because if she hadn’t said that, he wasn’t going to stay away from the fucking blades!


  Kevin stopped two meters away from Peter. “It’s true then. You really do have wings.”


  Peter didn’t know what to say to that, and he really didn’t want to talk to Kevin anyway, so he stayed silent.


  “So, you’re like a big chicken?” Kevin asked, smirking.


  “They’re angelic wings, idiot. Have you ever even seen a chicken?” Peter asked, not at all amused.


  The smirk left Kevin’s face. “Yeah well…”


  Peter could see the concentration on Kevin’s face as he tried to come up with a good comeback.


  “I have seen chickens…” Kevin said, frowning.


  “Wow. Good for you man,” Peter muttered, before adding, “I’m going to die at the hands of the worlds biggest idiot.”


  Sarah the witch turned up at that point, and taking Peter’s hand with her left, and Kevin’s in her right, she closed her eyes and chanted a bunch of stuff. And then, when she was done, she backed away. “Spell has been cast,” she said, now standing a meter away. “On your death, your slaves’ souls will be transferred to the victor. You can begin,” she said.


  Kevin didn’t hang about waiting. He charged at Peter, both blades swinging. Peter had no fucking idea what to do, but he did know that if he stood still, he was going to die. Probably as a result of being sliced into lots of tiny little pieces.


  He scrambled backwards, tripped and fell on his back just as Kevin leapt into the air, blades out, about to gut Peter in the stomach. Peter tried to get up using his hands, completely forgetting he had wings. He couldn’t get up, but his gigantic wings did flap about, and just as Kevin was coming down from his jump, both blades pointed at Peter’s chest, one of Peter’s enormous wings swatted Kevin, sending him flying sideways into the wooden wall.


  It was totally accidental, and sort of comical, the way his wing came up and hit Kevin, like swatting a fly. And it was very effective. Mindful of his wings, Peter climbed to his feet and stared at Kevin’s still body as it lay curled by the foot of the wall. Had he won? Was it over?


  Meera, who was seated on the front row, waved at him with both hands. “Finish him off!” she shouted.


  Peter took a hesitant step towards Kevin, his swords raised. Finish him off? Peter knew the duel was to the death, but he’d tried not to think about the killing part. And never did he once think he was going to walk up to an unconscious Kevin and stab him in the chest. That seemed ardently cruel.


  As he came within a few feet of Kevin, Peter stopped. He thought he saw movement. And he was right. Kevin turned his head and stared up at Peter. And then, pressing against the ground with both hands, he pushed himself up, then leaned back against the wooden wall.


  There were no visible scars on Kevin, no visible signs of injury, but he looked weak. Peter didn’t want to kill Kevin. But he didn’t want to die either. And one of those had to happen. With swords raised, he charged at Kevin, and when he came within range, he swung both swords, bringing them together, hoping to slice off Kevin’s head.


  Except, Kevin’s blades, which were lying on a ground a few feet away, flew into his outreached hands, and he brought the blades up in time to block both of Peter’s swords. And then, he raised a foot and kicked Peter in the chest. It was a hard kick and it knocked him back and onto the ground. Peter struggled to climb to his feet, and just as he did, Kevin appeared out of nowhere to kick him once more, this time in the face.


  Peter fell to the ground, his swords no longer in hand, he turned and lay on his back, squinting up as Kevin stood over him.


  “You should have killed me when you had the chance,” Kevin said. He placed the tip of his blade against Peter’s left cheek, and digging into the flesh, he drew a straight line across, causing blood to gush out. “I’m going to torture you until you beg me to kill you,” Kevin said.


  Peter didn’t know Kevin would be such a sadistic fuck. Had he known that earlier, he might not have hesitated when he had the chance to kill him. Kevin placed the tip of his blade on Peter’s right arm this time, and again, pushing the sharp tip into the flesh, he drew a straight line down Peter’s arm.


  It was a strange feeling, having your skin cut by something so sharp. You didn’t feel the pain immediately. But as the blood gushed out, the pain and light-headedness from the blood loss, they both struck at the same time. He was going to pass out. And probably never wake up.


  “Stay with me, Peter,” Kevin said, as his blade moved up to Peter’s face.


  With some effort, Peter managed to raise his right hand, palm out and facing Kevin. He wasn’t sure why he did it. But he knew it was important. And then, he felt something surge through his right arm. Just before Peter fainted from the pain, he saw something fly out from his hand and strike Kevin square on the forehead.


  
Epilogue


  Peter sat in the camps medical room, staring at his arm, the one that was supposed to have a long gash, or at least, scarred skin from where Kevin had cut him. But there was nothing there. His skin was perfectly healed, as if nothing had ever happened. As was his face. The cut there too had left no marks.


  “You got more than just wings,” Melissa said.


  He did. Peter got a whole lot more than just wings. Peter won the duel, but he didn’t fully know how, not until Melissa and Meera both told him. He was on the ground, being tortured by Kevin. And then, he raised his arm, palm out flat and pointed at Kevin, a metal spike shot out from it and buried itself in Kevin’s forehead.


  Before Peter passed out, he remembered feeling something surging through his arm, and he thought he remembered seeing Kevin fall back. He was somewhat conscious when they dragged him out of the arena. He remembered seeing Kevin’s body still on the ground, his forehead bloody, a black metal spike sticking out of it.


  “What happens now?” Peter asked.


  “You won the duel,” Melissa said, smiling. “And I think you promised to fuck my mouth, cunt and ass if you won?”


  Peter grinned. He did remember promising something like that. Melissa was such a hottie, and she still didn’t have any clothes aside from his shirt that she had borrowed. He grabbed her by the arms and pulling her in close, he locked lips, kissing her passionately. His hands reached behind her, and he grabbed a bare ass cheek in each hand and squeezed as his fingers brushed against her hot and dripping cunt.


  Peter pulled back and stared up at her, grinning. “You’re really wet,” he said.


  “Watching you win that duel… I really want to fuck you,” Melissa said, her face deadly serious.


  Peter jumped off the medical bed, took off his armour and pulled down his jeans. Melissa ripped off her shirt, exposing her large bouncy breasts, she grabbed his cock and pulled in for another kiss, their two naked bodies pressed firmly together.


  There was a knock on the door, and second later, a gorgeous and naked black girl walked in. The first thing Peter noticed was her body, and not that it was naked and hot, but it did that thing. It shimmered, only briefly, but he knew instantly. She was a Jinn.


  “My name’s Natasha,” she said. “I think you’re my new master.”
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