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    Oliver hit the brakes angrily, his eyes on the old woman as she took her sweet time to cross the road. She noticed his frustration and gave him the sweet old grandma smile. Oliver was not in the mood for grandmas. All four of his grandparents died long before he was born. It was probably why he never understood the fuss when other people’s grandparents passed. For him, grandparents seemed more like nice toys. Some people had them, others didn’t. And it wasn’t really a big deal if you lost your nice toy.  
 
    He realised it was a bad analogy. Kids cried their hearts out when they lost a favourite toy.   
 
    The grandma was still crossing. He pulled the window down and stuck his head out. “What the fuck!” he shouted at her. “It doesn’t take that long to fucking cross. MOVE!” he pressed the horn. 
 
    The old woman stopped in the middle of the road and turned to look at him. She was still smiling though. “Your mother should have kept her legs closed, you manner less cunt,” she said sweetly.  
 
    Oliver blinked twice. He hadn’t been expecting that response from her. She looked like a sweet old lady. One of those grandma’s that baked cookies for the grandkids and smiled excessively, showing beautifully white dentures.  
 
    “You’re right,” he told her. “My mother should have kept her legs closed. She would still be alive today if she had.”  
 
    He caught a glance of the look of shock on the old lady’s face as he drove around her. He felt satisfaction only for a second. And then he began to wish his mum really had kept her legs closed. She would have lived, and he wouldn’t have this miserable existence currently titled as “his life”.  
 
    His thoughts turned to Emily, the only good thing in his life. Hurry up, please, she had said, sounding desperate.  
 
    It wasn’t the first time she had gotten herself in with the wrong crowd and called him for help. And he knew it wouldn’t be the last time either. He was in love with the girl. And she knew that, took advantage of it. But to Oliver that didn’t matter. Emily wasn’t just a girl he loved, she was his best friend, his only friend.  
 
    He pulled into Boundary Street and spotted her immediately. She stood with her back pressed against the wall, phone in her hand. His heart skipped a beat every time he saw her. She spotted him and waved. And then her head turned and she looked up. Mark was there, his head sticking out the window.   
 
    Oliver harboured a strong dislike for Mark. Emily had been dating him for only a couple of months, but it was enough for him to know that Mark was a dirt bag. He treated her like crap, but she ignored it, made excuses for him.   
 
    Mark disappeared from the window, and by the time Oliver pulled up and climbed out of his car, Mark was down on the street, wearing nothing but boxers and slippers. It was obvious why Emily liked the guy. She had a thing for bad boys, especially ones that looked like they spent most of their time in the gym. 
 
    Oliver guessed Mark was either doing something illegal, or working out in the gym. And probably doing something illegal there too, like injecting steroids. The guy was ripped like a beast.  
 
    “We’re done,” Emily said, pushing Mark’s hands away. “We’re fucking done you creep.”  
 
    Mark grabbed Emily’s hands and pressed them back against the wall roughly. Leaning in, his bare chest pushing against hers, he kissed her on the lips. Oliver’s blood boiled at the sight. He wanted to pull Mark off Emily and punch him in the face. 
 
    He didn’t. Because he wasn’t a fucking idiot. He was well aware of what would happen if he tried to get in Mark’s way. He would be flattened.  
 
    Mark let go off Emily’s hands, and they dropped by her side. They kissed passionately, Mark reached down, tugging at Emily’s skirt, he pulled it down to her knees, exposing her red lacy panties.  
 
    She was only a few feet away now, but Oliver stopped walking. This had happened before. Emily had called him, sounding desperate, asking him to pick her up. And when he had arrived less than an hour later, she’d told him to go away.  
 
    “Stop,” Emily murmured, managing to pull her lips away.  
 
    Mark had pulled down her panties, his fingers dug in to her cunt, his other hand pulled at her top. There was a tear, her bra became visible, and then her breasts were exposed. Mark was good at taking clothes off women, it seemed…  
 
    “Stop!” Emily said more forcefully. She pushed Mark away and pulled up her panties and skirt.  
 
    Mark came back at her. He slapped her across the face, then pulled her in for a rough kiss. He laughed as she struggled to free herself, and then he yelled, pushed her to the ground and felt his lip.  
 
    “You bit me,” he said slowly. “You fucking bitch, you bit me.”  
 
    There was blood on Mark’s lips, and not a small amount. Oliver rushed to Emily’s side, and helping her up, he tried to move back and away from the towering and angry Mark. But he wasn’t quick enough. Mark raised a foot and kicked his arm, the one wrapped around Emily’s chest, sending them both cashing to the ground.  
 
    “Stay out of this, Oliver,” Mark warned him. “The bitch bit me. She needs to learn some fucking respect.”  
 
    Oliver wasn’t really one for getting into fights, he didn’t have the build for it. He was tall, over six feet, but people only tended to notice his slightly hunched back. Running hurt, as did most other types of physical exertions. His only saving grace was his cock. It was very big. But having a big cock wasn’t exactly a great conversation starter with the ladies. Or anyone else for that matter. 
 
    And it certainly wasn’t useful in a fist-fight.  
 
    No, Oliver really wasn’t a fighter. But this was Emily. He couldn’t just leave her at the mercy of Mark, not without trying.  
 
    Sighing, Oliver climbed off the ground and stood facing Mark. He knew what was to come, and he raised his fists, planning to at least try and fight.  
 
    Mark sniggered. “Seriously? You’re going to take a beating for that whore? You know why she’s pissed? Cuz Charlie took a picture of her wasted cunt. The whore didn’t mind both of us fucking her last night and this morning, but take a picture of her cunt after… that’ll set her off. Stupid bitch.”   
 
    Oliver glanced back at Emily. She was still on the ground, her palm grazed by the fall, she stared up at him, a look of anger mixed with hatred on her face. He wasn’t sure who she was angry with. It could have been herself, it could have been Mark or Charlie, it could even have been him.  
 
    In the end, it didn’t matter what she had done last night, or this morning. He wasn’t going to walk away and leave her at Mark’s mercy. She was Emily… the girl he had known and loved since forever.  
 
    Oliver turned to face Mark once more. He didn’t get much notice, only briefly seeing Mark’s fist before it connected with his left cheek. Oliver staggered back, his sight blurred with pain and the bright lights that came with being punched in the face, he struggled to stay up. 
 
    Mark leapt forward, and raising his foot, he fly-kicked Oliver in the chest, knocking him to the ground. “Stay down, Oliver. Trust me, she’s not worth it. Not after taking my cock,” he laughed.  
 
    From his point on the ground, Oliver could see Mark standing over Emily. He grabbed hold of her arm and picked her up. She didn’t resist. She only glanced down at him once, her look unreadable.  
 
    Mark grabbed Emily by the hair and slapped her. She screamed in pain. He reached for her partially torn top and pulled it off, exposing her red bra, before ripping that off too.   
 
    At that moment, Oliver couldn’t help but think how beautiful Emily was. She had on a short skirt that showed off her long legs and accentuated her ass. From there up, her chest completely bare, her breasts on display, her stomach flat, her skin perfect, her blond hair bouncing off her breasts… 
 
    She was a dream. 
 
    Mark slapped her once more. He let go off her hair and grabbed her nipples, laughing as he squeezed them. Emily screamed again, but no one came to her aid. It was that sort of neighbourhood, the kind of place where a wrong turn could mean an early grave.  
 
    Mark was pulling her skirt down now, determined to make Emily stand out in the open in broad daylight completely naked. Oliver felt an anger rise within him. His hands curled into fists, and he rose up off the ground for the second time that day.  
 
    Save for her heels, Emily stood completely naked now. Mark had taken off her skirt and lace underwear. He pulled her legs apart, his eyes on her cunt, his lips spread in a vicious grin.  
 
    Oliver tapped him on the shoulder, and as Mark turned, Oliver swung his fist as hard as he could.  
 
    It was much too hard.  
 
    Oliver’s fist connected with Mark’s jaw, smashing it completely. Mark fell. His body hit the ground with a thud. And then it lay there, lifeless, his teeth broken and splattered on the sidewalk.   
 
    Oliver looked at his fist in shock. It was purple. His fist was purple and glowing. Why did he have a purple fist? And how was he able to kill someone with just one punch? He wasn’t strong enough to do something like that.  
 
    “What the fuck-” Emily moaned.  
 
    Oliver shook his fist, trying to rid the purple glow. Surprisingly, it worked. His fist returned to a normal colour.  
 
    “Is he dead?” Emily asked, coming out of her state of shock. She stood beside him, placing a hand on his arm, she stared down at Mark’s body, his face bloody and badly disfigured. “Did you kill him?”  
 
    Oliver’s mind began to race. He had killed Mark. Whether he meant to or not, he had actually killed the guy. His eyes scanned the street. No signs of anyone rushing out to see what had happened. This was the same street where moments earlier Mark was literally tearing clothes off a screaming woman. Perhaps nobody would notice.   
 
    Placing one hand under her legs and the other around her back, Oliver lifted up the still naked Emily. Leaving her clothes behind, he carried her as fast as he could to his car. They needed to get out of here, and quick.  
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    Emily was still naked. They were back in his apartment. She was in his bedroom, sitting on his bed. She had been in his room plenty times before, had sat on his bed too. But never naked. As hard as he tried, Oliver couldn’t keep his eyes off her. She was so fucking beautiful. Her breasts were so firm and… just right.  
 
    “Mark’s dead,” Emily said, still staring into space.  
 
    It was the third time she had said that. Oliver didn’t know what to do. It was clear to him that she was in shock, but what was he supposed to do? How did you get someone out of shock? He reached for his phone. The internet would know.  
 
    Mark’s dead body was lying on the sidewalk in Boundary Street. Someone would find it, and eventually, the police would be called. There would be an official investigation. But how hard would the police really try to find the killer?  
 
    Mark wasn’t someone rich and important. He died in Boundary Street. Two other people had died on that street just this year alone. The police wouldn’t try very hard to find the killer.  
 
    It hit him just then.  
 
    Emily’s clothes were still on the sidewalk. The least he could have done was removed the fucking clothes. It seemed so obvious now, but at the time, all he could think of was getting away from there before someone spotted him.  
 
    He’d killed the guy with one punch… how the fuck was that possible? 
 
    His fist. Oliver glanced at his hand. It had been purple. He was sure of that. It wasn’t now. He curled his hand in to a fist, stared at it hard. Nothing happened. It didn’t turn purple. Or any other colour for that matter.  
 
    Oliver sighed. He would worry about his fist later. Right now, he needed to go and get Emily’s clothes. And pray too. Pray that the police weren’t already there. 
 
    “Where are you going?” Emily asked, no longer staring into space, but at him. “Don’t leave me,” she held out her hands.  
 
    Oliver stared at her breasts. His hand was on the door, but he let go of it. He would regret this later, he knew, but how often would Emily hold her hands out to him, asking him to go to her while she was naked?  
 
    He went to her, pulled her in close, his arms wrapped around her waist.  
 
    She rested her head on his chest. “Thank you for today,” she whispered.  
 
    Oliver didn’t reply. Instead, he pressed his lips against her head. She was naked on his bed, her body pressed against his. She smelt so good too, and felt so warm, he wanted to kiss her. 
 
    And then he felt it.  
 
    Emily laughed as she poked his cock once more.  
 
    “Wh-what are you doing?” Oliver stammered. 
 
    He moved away from her quickly and stood by the door. She laughed, her eyes sparkled. She sat on her bottom and spread her legs, exposing her vagina. Oliver swallowed. He had never seen a real vagina before.  
 
    Emily licked her lips as her hand moved down to her cunt. She spread her pussy lips and rubbed her clit, closing her eyes, she began to moan.  
 
    Two thoughts were going through Oliver’s head. The first was, what the fuck was going on here. And the second was, would it be wrong to grab her and shove his cock down her cunt? She had opened her legs for him, it was what she wanted, wasn’t it?  
 
    If it were one of the guys she normally dated, they wouldn’t wonder if she wanted it or not, they would just fuck her. And knowing Emily, she would have liked it too. Maybe that was what he needed to be. More assertive.  
 
    Oliver decided to fuck it, and by it, he meant Emily.  
 
    He took off his t-shirt and pulled down his trousers. His enormous cock flopped out, and he rubbed the tip. Emily’s eyes were still closed. He climbed on to the bed and grabbing her legs, he pulled her down on her back.  
 
    Her eyes flung open as she fell back on the bed. Lifting her legs up, Oliver drove his cock into her cunt.  
 
    “Oww,” Emily yelled. “Stop,” she tapped his shoulder. “It hurts.”  
 
    Oliver didn’t stop. He continued to drive his cock in and out of her cunt. She didn’t resist. Instead, Emily closed her eyes again, she reached down and rubbed her clit, she began to moan. He couldn’t tell if the moaning was in pain or pleasure. He didn’t care. He’d wanted her for so long. His cock felt so fucking good in her cunt. He reached for her breasts and squeezed them.  
 
    He came inside her, and then collapsed on top of her.  
 
    Spent, it felt good to lie on top of Emily’s naked body. He breathed in her scent, wrapped his arms around her and squeezed, pressing her naked breasts against his bare chest. The warmth of another naked body, it felt great.  
 
    Oliver chuckled.  
 
    “What’s funny?” Emily asked.  
 
    Oliver pushed himself up and sat on her hips, his flaccid but still large cock rested on her stomach, covered in his cum and her juices. “I just lost my virginity,” Oliver murmured. He reached down and pinched Emily’s breasts.  
 
    She took his cock in her hands and rubbed the tip. His cock began to grow, to harden. Emily’s eyes widened. “It’s fucking huge!”  
 
    Oliver grinned. “Yeah.”  
 
    “I can’t believe you kept this hidden from me,” Emily said.  
 
    She didn’t notice, but Oliver wasn’t smiling any longer. He hadn’t tried to hide his cock from her. She knew he liked her, knew that he really liked her. He’d wanted her for so long. And now that he had finally fucked her…  
 
    It didn’t feel right.  
 
    Oliver moved down off her hips and parted her legs, exposing her cunt. His hardened cock pushed against her pussy.  
 
    “Again?” Emily asked, her voice shaky. “Can we do it later?”  
 
    “I thought you liked my cock?”  
 
    “I do,” Emily said quickly. “It’s just… It’s been a long day and… I’m really tired. I just want to sleep. Can we… we can fuck later?”  
 
    Oliver’s cock still pushed against her cunt, and then it slid in. He watched her eyes roll back as it went in fully. He took his cock out, then pushed it back in. Emily grimaced, but then closed her eyes.  
 
    Oliver drove his cock in hard, Emily’s body shuddered, but she said nothing. He started to fuck her, going in and out, he leaned forward, his chest coming up against hers, he bit her neck. She wrapped her legs around his back, her wet cunt squelched as his cock went in and out.  
 
    He came inside her again.  
 
    She was a good fuck.  
 
    That was the first thought that went through his mind.  
 
    Emily, the girl he had loved since childhood, she was a good fuck. Wasn’t this supposed to be more… more what? More emotional? More fulfilling? More… romantic?  
 
    Oliver pulled his cock out of her cunt and lay beside her. She still had her eyes closed. She was beautiful, and her naked figure was enviable, as good as any porn star. And she was a good fuck.  
 
    He felt her breasts, cupped them in his hands, squeezed the nipples, watched her face tighten. Why could he not stop thinking of her as just a good fuck? Did he not love her anymore?  
 
    His hand reached down to her wet and wasted cunt. His fingers probed her pussy, he dug a few in, then pulled them out covered in her juices and his cum. He wiped his cum-covered fingers on her tits.  
 
    She lay there still, her eyes closed, her body motionless. 
 
    Oliver got up and put his clothes on. He had just killed someone today. He needed to go and remove Emily’s clothes from the scene before the police turned up. That was the more pressing concern at the moment.  
 
    He gave one last look at Emily’s naked body lying on his bed. Part of him wanted to mount her again, to ride his cock in and out of her cunt whilst slapping her breasts. Whore, Mark had called her. Was that what she was?  
 
    Oliver shook his head, trying not to think of Mark and his last words. He opened the door and stepped out of his apartment, running down the stairs, taking three at a time. Cover his murderous tracks first, he thought. Then worry about whether Emily was just a whore to him now or if she was something more.     
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    Oliver stepped out of the apartment block, closing the door behind him, he reached inside his jeans pocket and felt for his keys.  
 
    “Oh, for fucks sake…” he muttered.   
 
    He had left the keys on the kitchen counter. He was about to turn and rush back up when he stopped in his tracks. A small red car was parked behind his Audi, blocking it completely.  
 
    “What a fucking day,” Oliver muttered through gritted teeth.  
 
    Even if he had his keys, he wouldn’t be able to pull out. He took three angry steps towards the car before he noticed her.  
 
    Her head was slumped on the steering wheel, her eyes were closed and her arms dangled by her side. She looked to be asleep, or dead. He briefly wondered why he thought the latter before he felt a sudden surge of familiarity.  
 
    He knew her.  
 
    Oliver walked right up to the car window and peered inside. There was very little of her face to be seen. Half of it was pressed against the steering wheel, and the other was partially covered in her long red hair.  
 
    Who was she? How did he know her? And what the hell was she wearing?!  
 
    She was wearing a robe, which he supposed wouldn’t be so unusual on its own, but, her robe hung loose, and it was open down the middle. He could see her breasts. And her nipples. She was naked underneath the robe…  
 
    He felt an impulsive urge to knock on her car window, to wake her up, to ask her who she was. Another part of his brain wanted to fuck her. He suppressed that thought. You couldn’t just knock on people’s windows and ask to fuck them.  
 
    The sleeping girl stirred, her head shifted off the steering wheel, she leaned back against the head rest, her robe opened completely, showing her breasts, her flat stomach, her cute belly button… 
 
    Oliver’s mouth dropped. Whoever this sleeping girl was, she was a fucking sight. She looked like the kind of girl dirty old perverted men would create for video games. That urge to fuck her returned once more. Oliver was about to knock on her window to do just that when his senses kicked in. 
 
    The girl just stirred. She could wake up any moment. And when she did, she would see him standing by her car door, staring in at her, his mouth open and possibly drooling. It didn’t matter that he thought he knew her. She would not take to that kindly, having her privacy invaded.  
 
    Oliver stepped away from the car and headed down the street, talking long and quick purposeful strides. He made it three streets away before he stopped walking. What the fuck was he supposed to be doing? He shook his head, trying to get rid of the naked redhead in the car. She was so fucking hot… 
 
    Mark.  
 
    That was it. He had killed Mark. Boundary Street. That was where he was supposed to be heading. Car. He cursed silently. He was supposed to drive to Boundary Street, not fucking walk there.   
 
    Oliver decided against going back for his car. He would walk it to Boundary Street. It wasn’t that far really. Going back meant risking running in to the redhead. Just thinking of her made him shudder. He had felt such a strong connection with her. He imagined that’s how he would have felt had he met his mother for the first time. 
 
    That made him shudder again, but this time in disgust. He had seen the redhead almost fully naked, and really badly wanted to fuck her. He should not be thinking of his mother at times like this…  
 
    Oliver made it to Boundary Street, the whole time muttering to himself. And not for the first time that day, he had another one of those what the fuck moments.  
 
    “…what the fuck,” Oliver said weakly.  
 
    He stood in the exact spot where Mark had fallen only hours ago. The exact spot where Mark’s jaw had broken, where his blood had spilled, where his teeth had splattered. Except, there was none of it there now.  
 
    No body, no blood, no teeth. Oliver spun around, his eyes scanning the ground. None of Emily’s clothes either. Where could it all have disappeared to? He was only gone for a few hours. It couldn’t have the police. They would still be here, the whole area would be cordoned off, they would be knocking on people’s doors, asking questions.  
 
    But there was no on here. The street was dead. Dull.  
 
    A drink. Oliver decided he needed a drink. There was a bar around the corner, and he made his way there. It was shut. Of course, it was shut. It was still fairly early in the morning. Not knowing what else to do, Oliver hung around outside the bar, waiting for it to open. 
 
    He didn’t want to go back to his apartment. Emily was there, probably still naked. He didn’t want to deal with her right now. He couldn’t deal with her, or the fact that the girl he had loved for so long, after fucking her once… okay, after fucking her twice, he no longer loved her? What the fuck did that mean? How the fuck was that even possible?  
 
    He had raped her…  
 
    Oh shit… He had raped her, hadn’t he? She’d told him to stop, but he continued to fuck her anyway. And the second time, he drove his cock in and out of cunt, even when she had suggested they do it later.  
 
    Oh fuck… He’d just raped his best friend… His only friend…  
 
    He really needed that drink, and when the bar finally opened, Oliver sat by the bar and gulped down four beers. The fifth he took away and sat in a dark corner, sipping at it moodily, wondering what the fuck was going on today, and what was wrong with him.  
 
    Had he really killed Mark, or was it just a hallucination? Maybe it didn’t really happen. He thought his hand was purple and glowing… maybe that didn’t happen either. Maybe none of it happened. Maybe the whole thing, raping Emily, killing Mark, the redhead with the gorgeous breasts, maybe none of it was real.  
 
    There was another person sitting in his dark little corner, and awhile passed before Oliver noticed her. She was in her early twenties, had long red hair, red lips, and red eyes. She sat next to him and stared at him brashly.  
 
    It was her, the sleeping redhead from the car. 
 
    Why was she here? Had she caught him staring at her breasts and followed him here to the bar? What did she want? And why did he still think he knew her?     
 
    “Hey,” Oliver said cautiously.  
 
    She didn’t reply immediately. Instead, she stared him up and down, taking him in, as if deciding his worth. Her lips pursed. “What are you doing here?”  
 
    He was sitting in a bar, a drink in hand. What the fuck did it look like he was doing? And who the fuck was she to ask him what he was doing here? Oliver shook his head. What was wrong with him? Why was he so angry so suddenly? 
 
    “Having a drink,” he said, going for amicable rather than angry asshole.  
 
    Her eyes narrowed. “What?” she asked, confusedly. “How did you get here?”      
 
    Here? Did she mean the park? “...I walked?”  
 
    “You walked-” she stopped, disbelievingly. “What do you mean you walked?” she demanded. “Is that supposed to be funny?”  
 
    Oliver shook his head. He wasn’t trying to be funny. He genuinely had walked to the bar. Even though he’d had a few beers, he could still remember it quite clearly. He’d raped Emily, left the apartment, spotted the redhead sleeping in her car, had wanted to fuck said redhead, then hurried away before she woke, went to find Mark’s dead body, didn’t find Mark’s dead body, then walked to the bar.  
 
    “Is this some sort of test?” the redhead said.  
 
    Awhile passed before Oliver realised she was actually talking to him and not herself. He shrugged. He didn’t know if it was a test, didn’t know what the fuck she was talking about, but he did stare at her, much like she stared at him - brashly.  
 
    Not for the first time, he noted how striking she was to look at. The red eyes that she had, he had never seen red eyes before, not like this - fiery and powerful. And oddly, not a scary look.  
 
    She was a gorgeous girl, and thoughts of wanting to fuck her returned. He glanced at her robe. It was worn loosely, but not loose enough for him to glimpse her breasts. He wanted to reach out and pull her robe open. The urge was so strong, he actually raised his hand before forcefully pulling it back.  
 
    And then the oddest thing happened.  
 
    The girl reached forward and touched him. It was more of a poke really. She poked him on the cheek. Once. Twice. A third time. Oliver glared at her through gritted teeth.  
 
    “Can you not do that?” he asked.  
 
    “You’re real,” she muttered. “You’re actually real… this isn’t a dream.” She looked at him, confused. “Is this a dream?” she asked, then shook her head. “What a stupid question. We can’t dream.”   
 
    She continued to mutter to herself. Oliver watched her with waning interest. She was crazy. There was no doubt about that. A shame really, as he still felt like he knew her. There was something about her, she had this glow, like… Like what? He struggled to think, to remember. He was so certain he had seen this glow before. Where?  
 
    He did still want to touch her though. Some of it was sexual, some of it was curiosity. Why the fuck not, he thought. She had touched him.  
 
    Oliver raised his hand, and cautiously touched her arm, and when she didn’t react with hostility, his hand trailed down to her chest, his eyes watching her carefully. The redhead eyed him curiously, and then responded in the strangest way ever.  
 
    She opened her robe just enough to reveal her perfect breasts. Oliver didn’t understand what was going on, nor did he really care. He wanted to feel her breasts. So, he did. He brushed the nipples gently first, then squeezed her firm tits.  
 
    She responded by biting into her bottom lip, her hand ran up his leg, coming to a rest on his lap, on his cock. Oliver moved closer to her. He pulled aside her robe, his hand moved down her bare chest, down her flat stomach. She had such smooth and flawless skin. He glanced down. She wasn’t wearing any panties. 
 
    He caught a glance of her vagina, and an insatiable hunger took over him. He wanted to drive his cock down her cunt. No, he wanted her to sit on his face so he could eat her out. No, he was going to shove his fingers-  
 
    “Ow,” Oliver groaned. “What the hell?” he tried to free his hand from her grip, but couldn’t. She was a lot stronger than him. “Let go of me! 
 
    Still holding his hand, the one that had tried to finger her cunt, she eyed him curiously. Oliver tried to pull his hand free one more time, and this time, she let go. As he moved away from her, the redhead pulled her robe together, covering her breasts.  
 
    “Fucking weirdo,” Oliver muttered angrily.  
 
    “I’m the weirdo?” she challenged. “You’re the one pretending to be a fucking Wanderer. How did you even get here?”  
 
    A wanderer? “What the fuck do you mean pretending to be a wanderer? Where am I wandering off to?”  
 
    The redhead shook her head irritably. “Fine. This is stupid, but fine.” She moved closer to him, a smile on her face, she stuck her hand out. “Hey, I’m Lucinda.”  
 
    Oliver glanced at her hand suspiciously. What the fuck was going on? She seemed annoyed only seconds ago, and now she wanted to shake hands and be like… friends? Well, she could fuck off.  
 
    Although… He probably could do with more friends now that he had raped Emily, his only friend… 
 
    He shook her hand. “Oliver,” he said. “Oliver Morley.”       
 
    They sat quietly after that. Lucinda was still smiling, though she longer looked his way. Oliver still stared at her though. She was so fucking gorgeous, and he still thought he knew her.  
 
    “Weather’s been good,” Lucinda said conversationally. “Hasn’t it?” 
 
    “You’re going to talk about the weather now?” Oliver asked. “Shouldn’t you have started with that? Before you let me play with your breasts and then tried to break my hand?”  
 
    “Try?” Lucinda scoffed. “I could break every part of you if I wanted to. And easily.”  
 
    Oliver didn’t doubt she could. He wasn’t exactly the strongest person around. Well, aside from the fact that he killed Mark with one punch. Wait, did he really kill Mark? His body wasn’t on the sidewalk.  
 
    “What are you thinking?” Lucinda asked.  
 
    Oliver frowned. She was watching him curiously again, as if he were some sort of exotic animal. She was outside his apartment, and now she was here too.  
 
    “You’re following me,” he told her.   
 
    Lucinda chuckled. “I am?” she asked. “Now why would I do that?”  
 
    “I saw you outside my apartment.”  
 
    “Yes, you did,” Lucinda nodded. “And then you ran off,” she grinned.  
 
    Oliver didn’t remember running. He had taken long quick strides away from her car. And, she hadn’t denied following him. “Why are you following me?” he asked.  
 
    “I was looking for something.”  
 
    “What?”  
 
    “I don’t know.” Lucinda looked away from him and towards the bar. “Something different…” she added absently.  
 
    Oliver thought he was different. The purple fist of earlier, it wasn’t the only strange thing to happen to him. For the past few months, really weird things were happening around him. At first, he didn’t think much off it, but then, the coincidences became harder to ignore, and the evidence that it was him and not something else more obvious.  
 
    He hadn’t told anyone though, not even Emily. And Emily had meant the world to him. He felt an urge to tell Lucinda, to spill all his darkest secrets, his darkest fantasies… There was something about her. He was sure he knew her and his brain urged him to trust her.   
 
    “I might be different.”  
 
    “You might be a little too different,” Lucinda muttered.  
 
    “What?”  
 
    She smiled at him innocently. “Oh, nothing,” she tapped his arm.   
 
    Oliver stared into her large red eyes, a little unnerved. He had heard her. He was a little too different, she had said. He was about to ask her what she meant, but Lucinda broke eye contact as she suddenly turned to face the bar again.  
 
    They sat silently after that, and Oliver was glad for it. If they had spoken much longer, he would have told her everything. Including the fear that this morning had not been some sort of dream or illusion, that he really had killed Mark and raped Emily. A complete stranger, and he was ready to tell her his darkest secrets. Surely there was something wrong with him.  
 
    Lucinda stood up quite suddenly. “Well, it was… interesting, odd, strange meeting you here,” she told him.  
 
    It was all of that because you were a fucking weirdo, Oliver thought. He watched her as she walked away, his eyes on her ass. She had a perfectly round ass. Of course, she did. Everything else was perfect about her. Why wouldn’t her ass be?  
 
    And then he noticed for the first time. It wasn’t a robe she was wearing. It was a fucking cloak. A cloak like a witch would wear. Oliver chuckled, shaking his head. What a fucking day… 
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    Lucinda strode nervously up and down the corridor. A man in a velvet cloak with golden strips along the borders stood by the door that led into the Law Lords’ private chambers. He was a big guy, and in his hand, he held a black staff with spikes on either end. His eyes followed her as she walked, and his face grew increasingly agitated.  
 
    Lucinda stopped in her tracks, watching him carefully, her hand felt for her own staff, hidden within her cloak, the cold metal pressing reassuringly against her naked skin.   
 
      “You,” he said to her. “You’re a Dalit?”  
 
    Lucinda placed a hand on the outside of her purple cloak just beneath the stitched Golden Eagle. “Guardian,” she told him.  
 
    “Red hair…,” the man muttered.” Red eyes…” he licked his lips. “I’ve heard about you,” he took a step towards her. “You’re the Dalit.”  
 
    As he came with ten feet of her, Lucinda whipped out her grey staff, her magic filled it and it began to glow. She held it before her.  
 
    The man laughed. “I don’t want to fight,” he told her. “I just want to see you. Take your cloak off. Show me your tits. Let me feel your cunt.”  
 
    Lucinda stared at the man, her staff held before her, waiting for him to make a move, hoping he made a move. He was just a guard. She didn’t have to take crap from him. The man’s black staff began to glow as he filled it with his magic.  
 
    “You want to battle me? You think you can beat me?” he scoffed. “If you’d disrobed like a could little whore, I would have just felt your breasts, fingered your cunt… but now, I’m going to shove my staff up your ass you stupid little bitch.”  
 
    He charged at her and swung his staff. Lucinda slid underneath it, came up behind him and smashed her staff against his legs. She heard the cracking of bone as she stood up and turned. The man was on the ground, he stared up at her, his mouth opened in shock. Then he looked down at his feet. And then came the scream.  
 
    It was a bloodcurdling scream, appropriate for someone whose feet had just been separated from their legs. A door to her left opened and a woman rushed out.  
 
    “What’s going on here?” she asked, then spotted the man lying on the ground, bleeding from his legs. She gave a wave of her hand, a golden ball of light surrounded the man’s legs, covering the wounds, they stopped the bleeding. “Who did this to you?” she asked.  
 
    The man pointed at Lucinda.  
 
    “You did this to him?” the woman asked. “Why?”  
 
    By now, Lucinda had hidden her staff back within her cloak, but she still gripped it, just in case she needed it.  
 
    “He attacked me,” Lucinda said. “I was just defending myself.”  
 
    “She’s a Dalit,” the man shouted.  
 
    The woman raised an eyebrow. “Is that true?”  
 
    Lucinda nodded warily, her hand gripped around her staff. The woman before her, she wore a silver cloak with golden borders, an emblem of a purple arrow circled by a snake flashed by her left breast.  
 
    Lucinda didn’t recognise the House, but the woman before her was of the nobility. And it didn’t matter who was in the right or wrong. When it came to the nobility, they were always right.  
 
    “So, he wanted a glance of you?” the woman asked, taking a stride towards her. “Maybe a kiss or two,” she took another stride, now standing within touching distance, “maybe a feel?” she reached and pulled aside Lucinda’s cloak. “You are a Dalit,” she said, staring at Lucinda’s naked body beneath the cloak. “What are you doing here?”  
 
    Lucinda swallowed. She hated being reduced to nothing more than a piece of meat for men and women to use and abuse. She should have been used to it by now, it happened so often. “I was summoned by the Lords,” she said. “I am a Guardian.”  
 
    The woman glanced at her cloak, noticing the Golden Eagle. “So, you are,” she murmured. “How long before you must see them?”  
 
    Lucinda glanced at the clock on the wall. “I have another thirty minutes.”  
 
    “…thirty minutes,” the woman repeated. “It’ll have to do,” she sighed. And then, without warning, she pulled off Lucinda’s cloak.     
 
    Lucinda’s body tensed as the cold hit her, her staff instinctively filled with magic, and the woman laughed.  
 
    “You’re going to strike me too?” she asked.  
 
    Lucinda shook her head quickly. Without being asked, she dropped the staff. It clattered to the ground, the sound echoed off the walls and down the empty corridor. Lucinda lowered her head in meek submission.  
 
    The woman placed her hand under Lucinda’s cheek and lifted her head up. “You are a Dalit,” the woman said. “It is only normal for men to want to see your naked body. You do not break their legs for it. Do you understand?”  
 
    Lucinda didn’t agree, but she understood. She was a Dalit. She counted for little amongst the ordinary, she counted for nothing amongst the nobility. She was just a piece of meat. And as if to confirm, the woman grabbed her by the nipple and squeezed.  
 
    It hurt, but Lucinda bit back a cry. What followed hurt so much more.  
 
    The woman led her by the nipple to the man on the ground, the man whose feet she had just chopped off.  
 
    “Get a look,” she told the man. “She’s pretty, isn’t she?”  
 
    The man, even though he had just lost his feet, had a satisfied grin on his face. Lucinda wanted to kick him in the head. She imagined extending her hand, her staff flying in to it, she would fill it with magic as she spun around, killing both the woman and the man with one strike. She could do it. She was that could. They couldn’t stop her.  
 
    “Spread your legs,” the woman whispered in her ear. 
 
    Lucinda’s face coloured a deep shade of red as she opened her legs, her cunt becoming more visible.  
 
    “Get on your knees,” the woman said, and Lucinda did. “You want a feel of her cunt?” the woman asked, and the man nodded eagerly, actual drool on his lips. “You don’t mind, do you?” the woman asked. “You don’t mind if this dirty commoner touches your cunt?” 
 
    Holding back the tears, Lucinda shook her head. “I don’t mind, my lady.”  
 
    The man grabbed her cunt roughly and dug his fingers in. The tears she had been holding back now rolled freely down her cheeks. Her suffering seemed to spur the man on as he grabbed her breasts, pulled at the nipples, pinched her ass, and tried to fit three fingers in her dry cunt.  
 
    “That’ll be enough,” the woman said.  
 
    The man either didn’t hear her, or didn’t care. Whatever it was, he had just made a big mistake. The woman struck him on the chest with her staff, knocking him back. She walked towards him as he tried to sit up, and kicked him deftly on the chin. 
 
    What little sense he had left, he used it to remain on the ground, his hands raised in a plea.  
 
    “If you ever try to touch another girl, even if it is a Dalit, in the House of Lords, you,” she spat, “a simple commoner. I will have your head. Don’t forget your place.”  
 
    She pulled aside her cloak and parted her legs, and then, to Lucinda’s shock, the woman pissed all over the man.    
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
    The day was not going well at all for Lucinda. She had been summoned by the Law Lords, a thing pretty much unheard off for Dalits. They couldn’t have wanted to see her for a good reason. No, good things didn’t happen to Dalits. And she thought she knew why they had summoned her.  
 
    Oliver Morley.  
 
    The guy was trouble, and she was beginning to wish she had never met him. This was all his fault, her being summoned to the House of Lords, being sexually assaulted by a disgusting legless guard, and now, still naked, on her knees before Lady Isabella.  
 
    That was her name, the woman who had stripped her naked, had allowed the man to fondle her cunt, her breasts, the woman who had then pissed on that very same man.  
 
    “It’s good that you’ve stopped crying,” Lady Isabella said. She stood before Lucinda, her back pressed against the desk. “You’re a Dalit,” she continued. “You are beautiful. It is natural for men and women to desire you. In the House of Lords, you do not punish that desire by chopping their legs off.” 
 
    Lucinda looked up in surprise. Isabella was scolding her as if she were a child and Isabella the headmistress.  
 
    “I like your spirit,” Isabella continued. “You are a Guardian. Impressive for a Dalit, but you can be so much more.” Isabella raised her foot and pressed the heel of her shoe against Lucinda’s bare breast. “Do you want to be more, Dalit?”  
 
    What Lucinda wanted was to get out of here. Lords and Ladies were cruel, and the games they played were cruel too, and often dangerous. But, to refuse Isabella now meant to make an enemy of her. And Lucinda could not afford a noblewoman as an enemy.  
 
    She nodded her head meekly. Raising her hands, she took Isabella’s shoe, lifting it up gently, she sucked on the heel, cleaning it.  
 
    Isabella smiled approvingly. “Good girl,” she purred. “You will do nicely.” She pulled her foot back and, taking off her clothes, she spread her legs. “Come,” she beckoned to Lucinda, her hand rubbing against her cunt. “You only have twenty minutes before you meet the Law Lords.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Lucinda sat quietly outside the Law Lords chambers, waiting to be called. She felt dirty, used. She hadn’t had much time to clean up after Isabella had finished with her. Her tongue still tasted Isabella’s vagina. She hated to admit it, but it wasn’t a bad taste… The first noble cunt she had ever licked…  
 
    She massaged her breasts gently before her hand reached down to her own cunt. Isabella hadn’t gone easy with her… She laughed a bitter laugh. As bad as her day had been, she knew it could so easily become so much worse.   
 
    It had been a week since she had met Oliver Morley, five days since she had returned home, three days since she had submitted her report on the magical signature found on the Other Side. And now she was here, in the House of Lords, summoned by the Law Lords.  
 
    It wasn’t unheard of, Guardians being called before the Law Lords. It was usually for one of two reasons. Either to congratulate a Guardian returning victorious from an incredibly difficult quest, or to admonish one who had not only failed, but had failed spectacularly.  
 
    Lucinda couldn’t think of anything she had done to deserve their adulation. It had to be for the latter reason. She had failed. And she thought she knew why.  
 
    It was supposed to be simple. Something on the Other Side was using magic. It happened occasionally and it was always pixies. The Great Barrier was old, but it still stood firm and strong, keeping apart their two worlds, the magical from the non-magical.  
 
    Except for pixies.  
 
    Somehow, the little fairly-look-alike creatures would find a way past it. And once through, they would head straight for the Wanderers’ towns and cities to create mischief and wreak havoc.   
 
    It was the Other Sider’s job to bring them back, to keep their worlds separate. And that was why she was there, to bring the pixie back.  
 
    Except, it wasn’t a pixie.  
 
    It was an angry young man. She didn’t know what to make of him at first. He didn’t look right. His wizard aura was all wrong. And then she watched as he killed a man with one punch, his fists glowing an angry purple. He was a wizard alright, but what was he doing here?  
 
    She would have recognised him if he were another Other Sider. And the Great Barrier only allowed Other Siders to pass through it. She cleaned up his mess, getting rid of the body, the blood, the teeth and the girls clothes. The girl, Emily, Lucinda had felt sorry for her. She knew what it felt like to be undressed in public, to be used and abused by strong and powerful men… 
 
    When she had caught up with Oliver in the bar, he’d played innocent, acted as if she was the strange one. But then, at the same time, he had fondled her breasts… Only a wizard would be so brash to do something like that. He must have recognised her as a Dalit.  
 
    Lucinda left him there on the park bench. The improbability of the scenario had her convinced it was a test of some sort. She already knew where he lived. Her first stop was to check the local schools to see how long he had been here, if he had enrolled in any classes as part of some elaborate plan.  
 
    That was where it all fell apart.  
 
    She found him, and he wasn’t even a recent recruit. She managed to trace him back all the way to a nursery, and even a hospital where he was supposedly born. That could only mean one thing. A family of wizards were living on the Other Side.  
 
     How long had they been there? How had they avoided using magic for so long? How had they passed through the Great Barrier?  
 
    After some more digging, she learnt more of his family. His mother died during childbirth. The reports on her death were confusing. Something about bright lights, a lot of shouting… His father was still alive, and basically a drunken waste of space and precious air. But more importantly, his father was a Wanderer.   
 
    As if it weren’t confusing enough, she had to remind herself that Wanderers didn’t give birth to wizards. That was just stupid. It was like a cow giving birth to a goat. It did not happen. 
 
    In her defence, she had written in her report that the magical signature came from Oliver, a young wizard who appeared to have been born on the Other Side to Wanderer parents. It was a stupid thing to write, but what other option did she have? And now she was here, summoned by the Law Lords.   
 
    “Lucinda Melikova.”  
 
    Lucinda jumped as her name was called out. The Law Lords were ready to see her.  
 
    She’d heard stories about them, that when they were bored, they looked for commoners to punish. Was this one of those times? If it was, her day was going to get so much worse. She wondered what would happen when they realised she wasn’t even a commoner, that she was just a Dalit.  
 
    And they would know… Dalits stood out like sore thumbs. Sore thumbs that everyone wanted to fuck, suck, use, and abuse…  
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    Another three beers later, and Oliver decided it was time to go back to his apartment. He wobbled his way out of the bar, positively drunk. The walk did him some good, sobered him up a little, though not enough as he first tried to get in to someone else’s apartment.  
 
    When he finally made it home, the first thing he noticed was Emily.  
 
    She was still there, though no longer naked. She wore a red top and black jeans. She still looked hot, and in his semi drunken state, he decided he wanted to fuck her again. It had felt so good, having sex. He reached for her, stumbled and almost knocked his head against the counter.  
 
    “You’re drunk,” Emily noted.  
 
    “Little,” Oliver said. Gathering himself, he stood by her, placed his hand on her shoulder. “Wanna fuck?” he asked.  
 
    “No.”  
 
    Oliver frowned. “Why not?”  
 
    Emily looked up at him. “Mark’s dead.”  
 
    But was he, Oliver thought. He sat down beside her and placed an arm around her shoulder, a gesture he supposed that was to indicate comforting affection. In truth, he just wanted to hold her, to touch her. 
 
    “I went back there,” he told her. “His body was gone.”  
 
    “Gone?”  
 
    Oliver nodded. He hadn’t hung around for long at the spot where Mark had fallen, but a dead body would have been pretty easy to spot. He told Emily about the missing clothes, the missing teeth, the lack of blood on the concrete…  
 
    “You didn’t kill him?” Emily asked, sitting up. “He didn’t die. He must have crawled away.”     
 
    Oliver had thought of that. If a body was missing, it was sensible to conclude the person was alive and had just walked away. But, “What about the blood?” There wasn’t a single trace of blood anywhere to be seen. It didn’t make sense for Mark to clean up after himself.  
 
    “What else could it be then?” 
 
    Oliver had given some thought to that too. It had been such a strange day, so strange that he was wondering how much of it had actually happened. “How much do you remember of what happened?”  
 
    Emily told him what had happened. How Mark had stripped her in the streets, how Oliver’s fist had turned purple as he punched Mark. How Mark’s face crunched, his teeth splattered everywhere, his body fell to the ground like lead. 
 
    Emily’s version of events matched exactly to what Oliver remembered. Right up to the part about his fist becoming purple. It blew his theory of it all being some sort of dream out of the water.  
 
    Mark was definitely dead, he decided. But what happened to the body?  
 
    “…and then we came back to yours,” Emily continued, “and you fucked me twice. You have a big cock,” she stated as a matter-of-fact.  
 
    That had happened too… 
 
    “…yeah,” Oliver began, “Sorry about that. I don’t know what came over me.”  
 
    It wasn’t like him to force himself onto girls, even if they were naked and sitting on his bed, even if he had wanted the girl for so long, had spent most nights thinking about her. He remembered how he had touched that girl in the bar too. Lucinda. She was hot. 
 
    Why was he so fucking horny today?  
 
    “Don’t be,” Emily said. Her hand rested on his lap. “Might take awhile to get used to that monster cock of yours,” she laughed. “But it was,” she paused, looking for the right word.  
 
    Her lips looked so cute, so kissable. So, Oliver did. He leaned in and kissed her. She kissed him back. He grabbed her breasts, squeezed them over her red top. She unbuttoned his jeans, her hand reached inside, grabbed his cock. He tore her red top off. She wasn’t wearing a bra underneath, and her breasts popped out.  
 
    And then, the door burst open, three men barged in, guns in hand, they pointed them at Emily and Oliver. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver watched as Tom and George tied Emily up. Using her torn red top, they bound her hands behind her back. She was topless, her breasts exposed, but neither seemed to care.  
 
    Sammy returned from the kitchen, a beer in hand. He sat opposite Oliver, the 9mm in his left hand, he placed it on the table.  
 
    “What the fuck, Sammy,” Emily screamed.  
 
    It wasn’t the first time she had screamed. In fact, since the moment Sammy and his buddies had shown up all guns in the air, Emily had consistently screamed and cursed.  
 
    “Always thought you were a bit of a pussy,” Sammy said to Oliver.  
 
    Oliver thought he knew what this was about, but the desperate part of his mind wished it was something else. He took his eyes off the gun and looked up, swallowing. “What do you mean?”  
 
    “Don’t fuck about,” Sammy warned. “George saw you. Said you knocked out Mark with one punch.”  
 
    Sammy seemed impressed, and then it dawned on Oliver that Sammy didn’t know his brother Mark was most likely dead. His eyes drifted towards the gun again, he thought of it being held against his forehead. Was he ready to die? Because Sammy would most certainly kill him once he knew…  
 
    “So, what have you done with him?” Sammy asked. “You like a sadistic fuck? You got him tied up somewhere? Torturing him for fucking that whore?” he pointed at Emily.   
 
    Oliver didn’t want to die. So, he did what anyone would do in that position. He lied. “I’ll go get Mark,” he made to stand up, but stopped when Sammy reached for his gun.  
 
    “Sit,” Sammy said, pointing with the gun.  
 
    Oliver sat.  
 
    “There’s no rush,” Sammy said. “You know, I wanted to fuck Emily for so long. Mark lets his buddies fuck her. Sometimes two three of them go at it. But me? Nah. He thinks its weird. Thinks brothers shouldn’t be fucking the same cunt. Thinks its some sort of incest or some stupid shit.”  
 
    Sammy turns to look at Emily, a glint in his eye. He stands up, walks over to her, presses the nozzle of his nine millimetre against her breast. She stares up at him silently, her chest rising and dropping at an alarming speed.  
 
    Oliver eyes the door, part of him considers making a run for it. The other part of him wants to do something heroic but stupid. Thankfully before he can decide what to do, Sammy puts his gun aside.  
 
    Sammy grabs Emily by the hair and pulls her up. She stands shakily, her hands tied behind her back, her chest already bare, her breasts exposed, Sammy pulls down her black jeans. She isn’t wearing any underwear.  
 
    Sammy reaches down and feels her cunt. Emily steals a glance at Oliver, and he knows what she’s thinking. She’s wondering if he’s going to come to her aid like he did when Mark stripped her naked in the middle of the street.  
 
    The poor girl wasn’t having a great day. But, strangely, Oliver didn’t feel much for her. When Mark had done the same thing earlier, a rage had filled him, one he had linked to jealousy. He was jealous that Mark was sexually assaulting the girl he loved.  
 
    But now, he found he only felt sorry for Emily, sorry that she was being forced to stand naked in a room full of men, sorry that Sammy was digging his fingers inside her cunt, sorry that she was probably going to be raped, or worse.    
 
    Her hands still tied behind her back, Sammy grabbed her by her nipples and pulled her towards the counter. He turned her around, made her bend over, slapped her ass, then whipped out his cock.  
 
    Oliver looked away as Sammy raped Emily. He could hear her grunts as Sammy drove his cock inside her cunt. And then it was George’s turn. And after him, it was Tom. And then, it was Sammy again, but this time he wanted her in the ass.  
 
    And poor Emily, after what she had been through that day, raped by three men, stripped naked in broad daylight, her boyfriend killed with one punch, who could blame her for what happened next?   
 
    “You’re gonna die like your brother,” she told Sammy as he struggled to shove his cock up her ass. “You’re gonna die in the streets, your teeth splattered across the sidewalk, and no-one’s going to give a fuck!”  
 
    Sammy paused, his cock in his hand, pressed against Emily’s ass, he turned to look at Oliver. “What the fuck is she talking about?” he asked, and when Oliver didn’t reply immediately, his face hardened. “My brother’s dead? You killed my brother?”  
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    Lucinda had never been in the Law Lords private chambers before. This was not what she expected it to be like. The law lords and their guests lounged about the room, most held pipes that guffawed thick smoke of all colours up in the air. Women moved around the room, some carried drinks, others were naked…  
 
    She recognised the naked women immediately. Beautiful women with long legs, curvy figures, large breasts… Dalits.  
 
    Great, Lucinda thought. The private chambers for the Law Lords in the House of Lords was a brothel. She stood awkwardly by the door, not knowing what to do, not knowing who to approach and explain why she was there.  
 
    A hand grabbed her ass from behind and squeezed. Lucinda fought back the urge to grab the hand and break it off. She was in the House of Lords, in the Law Lords private chambers no less, she had to remind herself.     
 
    “Are you going to just stand there?” a female voice asked. “Take your clothes off. Get busy.”  
 
    Lucinda turned to face the Dalit that had grabbed her ass. She took a step back in surprise. She knew the girl. “Georgina?”  
 
    Georgina was her cousin, and shared some of her physical traits. She had red hair and red eyes, and like most other Dalits, a gorgeous figure. One that was fully on display as Georgina stood before her completely naked.  
 
    Lucinda couldn’t help it as her eyes drifted from Georgina’s breasts to her cunt, and then down her long legs. She even wanted to spin the girl around and see her ass. It was the competitive streak in her mixed with the Dalits heightened sexuality.  
 
    “Lucinda,” Georgina held her arms out for a hug. “What are you doing here?”  
 
    Lucinda pulled her cousin aside and whispered in her ear, telling her that she had been summoned by the law lords themselves in her capacity as a Guardian. Georgina’s eyes widened at that, and Lucinda gulped, fearing all her worst thoughts were about to be true. The lords were going to punish her.  
 
    Georgina led her to the Law Lords. There were three of them, and they sat aside from the others on an elevated platform to the left of the room. They appeared to be in relaxed and relatively good moods.  
 
     With her eyes fixed on her feet, Lucinda gave a low bow. She had never been to the House of Lords before, and although she had met with a few from the nobility, none had been of such high stature. She hoped her bow looked right. She had practised it many times at home in preparation for this.  
 
    Her throat suddenly felt dry as all three Law Lords turned to look at her. “My lords,” she croaked, her mouth suddenly feeling clumsy.  
 
    “And who are you?” Lord Dragonoski barked.  
 
    Lord Dragonoski, his hair was white, he had yellow eyes, a sharp nose, and excessive amounts of gold covered his hands. He was the one she was most afraid of. He had a reputation for being a bit of a sadist.   
 
    “I- I’m a G-Guardian,” Lucinda stammered, her finger shaking as she pointed at the Golden Eagle on her cloak. “I was s-summoned by your l-lordships.”  
 
    “Ah,” Lord Nightingale said, “Lucinda Melikova, is it?  When your report of the man from the Other Side came before us, I must confess to having unpleasant thoughts of what to do to you.”  
 
    He spoke gravely, and for Lucinda there was no doubt left as to why she had been summoned. Her legs began to shake. She pushed down hard onto her feet, trying to keep them still. But it didn’t work. She did notice her feet though. They seemed quite big for a Dalit. Had they always been that big?   
 
    “There is no need to frighten the poor girl any further,” Lord Bastion said. “Congratulations are in order, Lucinda Melikova.” 
 
    Lucinda was still busy trying to stop her legs from shaking. It was a moment before Lord Bastion’s words registered. Congratulations? She looked up. “My lords..?”  
 
    Lord Bastion smiled. “It was a bit of luck on your part to stumble upon him, but nonetheless, your report was very thorough and you conducted yourself well under the circumstances.”   
 
    “A wizard born to Wanderers,” Lord Nightingale said, “this changes everything.”  
 
    The words repeated in her mind. A wizard born to Wanderers... It hadn’t been a test? The drunken oaf really was Oliver’s dad? But that was impossible. Wanderers don’t give birth to wizards. Whoever heard of such nonsense? She almost said as much out loud.  
 
    “This changes nothing.”  
 
    It was Lord Dragonoski who had spoken and she noticed he sat a distance apart from Lords Bastion and Nightingale. She met his eyes for a second before she looked down again. It was ample time to know he wasn’t happy.  
 
    “You – Melikova, is it?”  
 
    “Yes, my lord.” 
 
    “Tell me, what does your father do?”  
 
    “He is a farmer, my lord.”  
 
    “A farmer,” Lord Dragonoski scoffed. “A lowly Guardian of common blood, you are required to ask permission before you do anything deemed above your level of competence.” He slammed his fist onto the armrest angrily.  
 
    “My lord, I-”  
 
    “Silence!” Lord Dragonoski roared and Lucinda shuddered, taking a step back. “How dare you interrupt me?”  
 
    She didn’t realise she had interrupted. There was a good passage of silence before she had spoken. How was she to know he hadn’t finished talking? The silence stretched again, she wondered if she should apologise, or would that count against her for interrupting again?  
 
    “A Breeder posing as a wizard, and you did not think to refer to your superior before you merrily wandered up to him and dethroned what little dignity you had?” Lord Dragonoski said contemptuously.      
 
    Lucinda’s eyes widened as she stared at her feet. Dethroned what little dignity she had...? It hit her then that Lord Dragonoski hadn’t realised she was a Dalit. Once he did, things would only get worse for her. And he would realise soon… perverted men always spotted Dalits in the room.   
 
    “You dare not answer me?” Lord Dragonoski said ominously.  
 
    In trouble for talking, in trouble for not talking – you couldn’t win with a lord. “I wish to beg your forgiveness, my lord, and promise in future to remember my place.”  
 
    It wasn’t what she wanted to say, but she knew better than to speak her mind. Her contact with Oliver had been brief, her report very detailed and, as it now seemed, correct. What had she done wrong?  
 
    And then her dreaded fears passed. Lord Dragonoski looked at her, not in the way a lord looks at a commoner, but the way a perverted man looks at a woman.  
 
    “Red hair,” he muttered. “Are you a Dalit?”  
 
    It even peaked Lord Nightingale and Bastion’s interest as both sat up slightly, curiosity on their faces.  
 
    Lucinda’s face coloured a deep shade of red, almost as much to match her red hair and red eyes. “Yes, my lord,” she replied softly.  
 
    “They let Dalits in to the House of Lords now?” Lord Dragonoski asked no one in particular, before his gaze returned to her purple cloak. “Take it off.”  
 
    Lucinda had feared something like this would happen. In this world, a Dalit’s body was not their own. It belonged to whosoever was the powerfullest in the room. Lucinda slid out of her cloak, letting it drop to the ground, she stood stark naked in front of the three old men.  
 
    Lord Dragonoski waved with his hand, and Lucinda took slow steps to approach him. She could see the leery look in his eyes. She stood before him and her breath took a sharp intake as his cold hand touched her cunt.  
 
    The lustful look in his eyes was a familiar sight. Growing up as a Dalit, she had seen that look many times in men, sometimes in women too. She shivered as his hand trailed up her body. They rested on her breasts. He played with her nipples.  
 
    She hated the man, wanted to kill him, but she wasn’t stupid. She would do whatever it took to get out of here alive and undamaged. As his hand trailed down her body, Lucinda opened her legs, exposing her cunt, making it more accessible for him.  
 
    Lord Dragonoski nodded appreciatively. Two of his fingers made their way inside her cunt. His other hand grabbed her by the ass, and he pulled her closer, his resting knee now level with her cunt.  
 
    He stared at her body, taking in her beauty. She could smell his foul breath, she wanted to gag. And to kill him. She held back both desires. He took his fingers out of her cunt and held it up to her mouth. She sucked them clean, tasting herself.  
 
    “You’re a fucking whore,” he whispered to her. “Tell me whore, who do you belong too?”  
 
    “I belong to you, my lord,” Lucinda whispered back, her voice shaking.  
 
    He pulled her in for a kiss, their lips locked, she kissed back, trying her best to impress passion. He pushed her aside, and slapped her naked ass.  
 
    Lord Dragonoski stood up and turned to the other lords. “It isn’t too late to change your minds yet.”   
 
     “The House of Lords has decided,” Lord Bastion said firmly. “The young man will come.”  
 
    “The House will not always be yours,” Lord Dragonoski said as he stormed off. “The Breeder will wish he was never born,” Lucinda heard him mutter as he left through another tunnel at the back.  
 
    Standing there naked, Lucinda faced the two remaining lords. They were still in relatively good moods, still smoking their pipes. Lord Bastion even had a smile on his face. “Were I a few years younger, I would have taken you to bed tonight,” he told her.  
 
    Lucinda could tell he meant it as a compliment. A Law Lord wanting to take a Dalit to bed, imagine the bragging rights for said Dalit. But Lucinda was glad Lord Bastion wasn’t a few years younger. He would still have been old, disgusting and not something she would want shooting cum inside her.  
 
    “You must be wondering why we summoned you here,” Lord Nightingale said.  
 
    He was right. They couldn’t have sent for her to first praise, then shout, then strip her naked, feel her cunt and squeeze her ass. They had plenty of other Dalits in the room to do that to.  
 
    “You are to bring Oliver Morley to our world. He will attend the School of Merlin as a wizard should do,” Lord Nightingale said.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It made sense to her now, what Lord Dragonoski had said about changing their minds. He didn’t want Oliver to come to their side. She could see how a wizard born to Wanderers could be a problem for him.  
 
    Her worry at that moment was a little more self-centred.      
 
    “My lords...” Lucinda paused hesitantly.  
 
    “Yes?”  
 
    “What if I made a mistake? What if he really isn’t a wizard?”  
 
    “Is there something you wish to add to your report? Something you may have forgotten to mention?”  
 
    There were a few things she had left out. Like how she had fallen asleep while she waited outside his house, how she had poked him to see if he was actually real or a figment of her imagination, how she had allowed him to feel her like all male wizards did. But those were minor details, nothing that needed to be shared.    
 
    “No, my lord.”  
 
    “A wizard born to Wanderers is not a claim we take lightly. Others were sent to verify. He is what you say,” Lord Bastion said lazily, staring at his nails.  
 
    A weight seemed to lift off her chest just then and she let out a long silent breath, feeling relieved and a little lightheaded. They weren’t about to make such an important decision based on her report alone. She noticed Lord Bastion’s nails. They were quite long. Maybe he should consider cutting them.   
 
    “There is more,” Lord Nightingale said. “Lord Dragonoski does not approve of the boy coming to our side. As I am sure you are aware, he is a fervent supporter of removing the Great Barrier, conquering the world, enslaving the Wanderers, you know.” He waved his hand in the air dismissively. “He isn’t alone in his views. Their support seems to grow every day.” Lord Nightingale paused to stare at her.  
 
    Lucinda wondered why he was telling her this. It wasn’t that she didn’t already know it, everyone did. But why was he telling her? What did he want from her?  
 
    “The School of Merlin is in the Land of the Free,” Lord Nightingale said. “No man from any House would openly harm him there. But the Le Fays do have many fanatical supporters.” He paused again. “You are to keep watch over him and protect him from harm’s way. It would be a shame if the young man were to die before we truly understand what he is.”  
 
    Lucinda blinked twice as she realised her worry had been misplaced. It was Oliver whose life was in danger, not hers. If they brought him here and the Le Fays managed to get a hold of him...  
 
    “Is that understood?” Lord Nightingale asked.  
 
    “Yes, my lord,” Lucinda said automatically. 
 
    “You may go now,” Lord Bastion said lazily, before his eyes turned on her and he frowned “And out some clothes on. You’re not a whore anymore.”  
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    It was a cold day on the Other Side. Lucinda went to Oliver’s house first, and after waiting hours for him, she decided to look elsewhere. The local bar was her second stop, and sure enough, he was in that same corner, a beer in hand, a distant look in his eyes.   
 
    Lucinda hesitantly made her way towards him, part of her wondering why she was doing this, taking a wizard born to Wanderers to a place where half, if not more, hated Wanderers and wanted to enslave them all.  
 
    Oliver didn’t notice her as she slid in beside him, so intensely was he in his daydream. Lucinda smiled at him, flashing her perfect white teeth. That should have gotten his attention. Usually her just sitting next to men was enough to get their attention. But not this time. Oliver still stared ahead into an imaginary abyss.   
 
    “Hey,” Lucinda said, placing a hand on him.  
 
    Oliver jumped, startled. “You,” he said. Then he frowned. “Go away.”  
 
    Lucinda stared at him in shock. It was literally the first time any man had ever told her to go away. Plenty of women had told her to go away, some had even tried to chase her away with staffs and wands, but never before had a man not wanted her company. The shock passed quickly, only to be replaced by hurt. She was offended. Did he not find her attractive?  
 
    “What’s your problem?” she asked him.  
 
    “My problem?” Oliver said. “You’re the fucking weirdo who let me feel her up then flipped and stormed off. I don’t have time for your little games. Go away.”  
 
    “My little games?” Lucinda repeated, stunned. “My little games?” she repeated again.  
 
    Oliver’s frown deepened. “Do you want to repeat it one more time?”  
 
    She did. “My little games?” Lucinda huffed. “You have no idea what’s going on, do you?”  
 
    It was Oliver’s turn. “I have no idea?” he asked, then raised his voice and repeated, “I have no idea?”  
 
    Lucinda frowned at him. “Are you mocking me?”  
 
    “Weirdly, no,” Oliver said. “I’m in deep shit.”  
 
    “Okay,” Lucinda nodded, sort of believing him that he wasn’t mocking her, that he might actually be in some sort of trouble. “Tell me what the problem is. I might be able to help.” It wasn’t a completely selfless act. If she could gain his trust, it would make it a whole lot easier to convince him to go with her.  
 
    “You wouldn’t believe me if I told you,” Oliver muttered.  
 
    “Try me.”  
 
    Oliver laughed. He stared at his beer, then took another swig of it. “What do I have to lose,” he muttered. Then he drained the mug, gulping it down at an impressive rate. He brought the empty mug down with a bang, then looked at her, his eyes meeting hers.  
 
    “Okay, fine. I’ll tell you. So, this guy, Mark. He’s dating Emily. I’ve had this big crush on Emily since forever. She calls me a few days ago, tells me to pick her up. I drive over in a hurry. But before I can get there, Mark comes down, starts to take her clothes off. He’s raping her in the streets, in front of everyone.”  
 
    “So anyway, I decide to step in and help her. Mark kicks me to the ground. I get up all angry, punch him in the face, my fist,” Oliver held up his fist, “it was purple. I swear to you, my fist became like this glowing purple. I punch Mark in the face. He drops dead. I mean, teeth everywhere, blood everywhere.”  
 
    “I drive off with Emily in a hurry. We go back to ours. She’s still naked, she’s looking hot. I mean, this girl has tits like you’ve never seen,” he paused. His eyes moved down, coming to rest on Lucinda’s chest. “Okay,” he mumbled. “Maybe you’ve seen tits like that before.”  
 
    Oliver shook his head. “Anyway. I’ve wanted Emily for ages. And now, you know, since I killed her abusive boyfriend with one punch. She’s looking at me, she’s noticing me.”  
 
    “She makes the first move. So, we start kissing and stuff. Then I want to do it. But I got a big dick see, and she’s not used to that. I mean, her vagina has had cock after cock, but apparently mines is too big. She says it hurts, wants me to stop. But I’ve wanted her for so long. So, I fuck her anyway. Then I realise I basically raped the girl I’ve loved since for fucking ever.”  
 
    “…okay,” Lucinda said slowly, not sure what to make of everything Oliver had just told her.   
 
    She knew Wanderer’s were different, that they had all these rules of what could and couldn’t be done, but she was struggling to see the problem. As far as she was concerned, Oliver had the right to fuck Emily. He was her knight in shining armour, and that earned him the right to fuck her at least a few times.  
 
    “Okay?” Oliver asked. “That’s all you have to say? I just told you that I killed someone, and all you have to say is “okay”?”  
 
    Lucinda thought she understood. This was one of those Wanderer things. Oliver was feeling guilt for doing the morally right thing. “You did the right thing,” she told him. She placed a hand on his knee. “You saved her from him. You’re a hero.”  
 
    Oliver stared at her like she was an alien. “You won’t think I’m a hero if you heard all of it,” he muttered.  
 
    “There is more?”  
 
    Oliver nodded. “After raping Emily, I hurried back to Boundary Street. Emily had left her clothes there. I didn’t want the police to find it. But when I got there, her clothes were gone. So had the body.”  
 
    “Yeah, about that, I-” 
 
    “I mean, the body had vanished,” Oliver cut her off. “Like, gone. There wasn’t even a single trace of blood left.”  
 
    “Yeah, I-” 
 
    “So, I come back,” Oliver said, cutting her off again, “thinking you know what, maybe I didn’t kill Mark. Maybe I only broke his jaw or something. Maybe after we left, he crawled away. When I get back to my apartment. I see Emily there. And she’s got clothes on this time. But she’s still hot. I mean, I wanted to fuck her. But I didn’t love her anymore. I just saw her as a piece of meat to fuck.”  
 
    “How can I love this girl for so long, then lose my virginity to her, then not give a shit about her anymore?”  
 
    “You only just lost your virginity?” Lucinda asked, shocked.  
 
    Oliver’s eyes narrowed. “Seriously? That’s the only thing to surprise you from everything I’ve said?”  
 
    “Yes,” Lucinda replied, being honest.” You’re so old. How could you only just lose your virginity?”  
 
    “I’m not that old,” Oliver said defensively. “How old were you when you lost your virginity?”  
 
    “Twelve.”  
 
    “You were twelve when you lost your virginity?”  
 
    Lucinda nodded, grinning. She could remember it like it was yesterday. His name was Bronkus. He was a Dalit like her. He had a big cock even for a Dalit. He fucked her in her father’s barn. It hurt so much the first time. She feared he was going to rip her apart.  
 
    They fucked seven times that day, and by the seventh time, Lucinda was hooked onto Bronkus’s cock. She couldn’t get enough off it. She wanted it in her cunt, wanted it in her mouth, even considered trying it up the ass.  
 
    “Oh, stop it,” Oliver sulked.  
 
    “Stop what?”  
 
    “That dreamy look on your face,” Oliver said, “you’re thinking about it aren’t you?”  
 
    “Sorry.”  
 
    Lucinda tried to rid the “dreamy” look from her face. It was a little difficult to do when you didn’t know what it looked like, or that you were even doing it.  
 
    Oliver took another swig of his beer. “It’s all gone to shit,” he muttered. “You wanna have sex?”  
 
    “What?” Lucinda asked.  
 
    “Worth a try,” Oliver muttered. “Not like I had anything to lose. I’m going to die anyway.”  
 
    “What are you talking about?”  
 
    “Were you even listening to anything I said?” Oliver growled. “Sammy’s going to kill me.”  
 
    As a Dalit, it was her second nature to apologise, and she almost did then, before remembering that actually, she had been listening, and that no “Sammy” had been mentioned by Oliver at all.  
 
    “You never mentioned a Sammy,” she told him evenly.  
 
    “I didn’t?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “Nope.”  
 
    “Oh.” Oliver raised his empty beer mug to his lips, realised it was empty, then slammed it down again. “Him and his buddies broke into my apartment, raped Emily, kidnapped her, then told me to bring Mark to them or they would kill Emily by cutting her up limb by limb.” Oliver raised the beer mug again to take a swig. “I don’t know where Mark’s body is. The thing just vanished. Like magic.”  
 
    “Shall I get you a beer?”  
 
    “What?” Oliver asked, frowning.  
 
    Lucinda sighed, “You keep raising trying to drink from the empty mug. It’s bothering me.”  
 
    Oliver’s frown deepened. “You really need to start focusing on the bigger problems,” he told her.  
 
    He was right. The bigger problem. Mark’s missing body. “So,” Lucinda began carefully, “If you return the body to this “Sammy”, will everything be okay?”  
 
    “It would be a start,” Oliver said.  
 
    “Okay, I can help with that,” Lucinda said. “I know where the body is.” 
 
    “You do?”  
 
    “Yup.” She told him how she had seen him kill Mark with a punch, how, once he had fled with the naked girl, Lucinda had cleaned up. “I buried him a few miles away from here. We can dig up his body, return it to Sammy, get Emily back. Everyone’s happy.”  
 
    Oliver stared at her as if she was insane. “Why the hell were you following me? And why would you just bury a body you find lying around? Shouldn’t you call the police or something?”  
 
    “Did you want me to call the police on you?”  
 
    “No!” Oliver said, his voice rising. “But it’s what normal people do. Is that why you were following me?” he asked her. “Because you saw me kill him?”  
 
    Lucinda thought for a moment, wondering if this was the right time to tell him. She decided against it. He was drunk and a little angry. She would wait till he was sober and calm before she told him about the wizarding world and how she wanted to take him to it. 
 
    “Yup, that,” she said quickly. “I saw you protecting that woman so I hid the body to help you.” The words came out flat, and she worried he would see through her lie. “And now I want to help you. Let’s dig up the body and return it.”  
 
    “How the fuck is that going to help with anything?” Oliver moaned.  
 
    Lucinda sighed. She was beginning to really tire of his stinking negative cry-baby attitude. She wanted to grab him by the hair and give him a good few slaps. She took a deep breath to calm herself. “You said finding the body would be helpful,” she spoke very slowly. “I know where the body is. What’s the problem now?”  
 
    “When I said that, I had no idea you actually buried it. I still thought there was a chance Mark got up and walked away. But you buried him, so that’s not going to happen now, is it? When I give Mark’s dead body to his brother, what do you think Sammy will do? Just let me and Emily walk away?” 
 
    Lucinda really hoped the answer to that question was a yes. 
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    It was a no. The answer to the question was a resounding no. Sammy would not let them just walk away if they handed over Mark’s dead body.  
 
    There was something about Lucinda that didn’t quite add up to Oliver. And it wasn’t just that she was liar. It was so very obvious to him that she was lying. People didn’t randomly cover up murders for strangers. She was following him, she had an agenda. What that agenda was, he had absolutely no idea.  
 
    But there was more to it than that, more to her. There was just something about her… it bugged him that he couldn’t figure out what it was.   
 
    She was beautiful, easily the prettiest woman he had ever seen. But that wasn’t it either. He still felt like he knew her, how and from where, he couldn’t be certain, but he did know her.  
 
    “Stop looking at me like that,” Lucinda said.  
 
    “Sorry,” Oliver mumbled.  
 
    She was so damn pretty, it was distracting. He still couldn’t believe she had let him touch her breasts. They were just so… perfect.  
 
    “Now you’re looking at my breasts,” Lucinda commented.  
 
    “Sorry,” Oliver mumbled. His eyes fell on her lap. He looked away immediately. He did not want to think about her lap and what was there underneath the cloak.  
 
    The cloak. She was wearing her purple cloak. “Why do you wear a cloak?”  
 
    That seemed to catch her by surprise. “I uh- what do you mean? What’s wrong with my cloak?”  
 
    “There’s nothing wrong with your cloak,” Oliver said. In fact, he thought the cloak was quite cool. For a cloak. “Why do you keep wearing a cloak though?” And, are you naked underneath it, he thought, because she was definitely completely naked the last time.  
 
    Lucinda stopped walking. “Here,” she pointed down.  
 
    Oliver stared down at the patch of disturbed ground. “Are you sure?”  
 
    “I’m always sure,” Lucinda said.  
 
    Great, an egotistical one, Oliver thought. It was past midnight, they were in the middle of Epping Forest, and there was nothing but trees around, but he still didn’t feel great about doing this. He also couldn’t see how giving Sammy his brother’s dead body was going to save him from being shot dead.  
 
    And Emily. They had Emily as a hostage… poor girl. Those fuckers were probably raping her this very minute, unless they were doing something worse.   
 
    Lucinda dug her spade in to the ground, muttering something about being able to do this so much quicker with… magic? Had she just mentioned using magic? Oliver’s thoughts turned to his purple hand. He wasn’t strong enough to kill Mark with one punch. Had his purple hand had something to do with magic?  
 
    “You going to help?” Lucinda glared up at him. 
 
    Oliver dug his spade into the ground. It was the right thing to do, to return Mark’s body to his brother for a proper burial. Mark was an asshole, there was no doubt about that, but he didn’t deserve this, being buried in an unmarked grave in the middle of nowhere.  
 
    It wasn’t long before Lucinda’s spade hit flesh. They dug out the body and Oliver sighed. It was definitely Mark, and he was definitely dead.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver pulled up twenty meters away from the spot where Mark had died. It was also twenty meters away from Mark and Sammy’s apartment, the same place where Emily was, hopefully still alive and in one piece.  
 
    “We need a plan,” Oliver said. “If we go in there with a dead body. They’re going to start shooting.”  
 
    “I have a plan,” Lucinda said. “I’ll go in with the body. They don’t know me, so they’ll ask questions before they shoot. I’ll lay the groundwork for you, then, when I give the signal, you come in.”  
 
    It was an awful plan, and Oliver was under no delusions about how awful that plan was. But he really didn’t want to die. Especially not now that he had lost his virginity and discovered how great sex is. He wanted to fuck at least another woman, preferably Lucinda, before he died.  
 
    “Okay,” he nodded. She will lay the groundwork for me. “Wait,” he grabbed her by the arm just as she was about to get out. “What do I do when I go in there? They’re still going to shoot.”  
 
    “Don’t worry,” Lucinda said nonchalantly. “I’ll distract them.”  
 
    Okay, Oliver thought, Lucinda could definitely distract Sammy. All she had to do was walk in there and Sammy would be distracted. And, if she were to take her clothes off, well that would probably give Sammy a heart attack. 
 
    He was about to suggest in jest that she walk in there naked, when he noticed she was no longer seated beside him. No, not only was she outside the car, she was walking towards Mark and Sammy’s apartment with Mark’s body wrapped in sheets slung over her shoulder. 
 
    She was carrying a fully-grown man’s corpse like it was nothing.  
 
    “What. The. Fuck,” Oliver whispered.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Using a little magic, Lucinda lifted the body onto her shoulder. She walked past the car, peeking a glance in, she sighed. Oliver was staring into space again. He did that a lot. She wasn’t sure if she found it annoying or endearing.  
 
    He wasn’t bad to look at. He had the right height, the right facial structure, good amount of hair on his head. If someone were to describe him, he would seem to look incredible. Strong jawline, high cheekbones, tall, dark hair. But it just didn’t look quite right in person. 
 
    The body still over her shoulder Lucinda knocked on the door to Sammy’s apartment. She sort of had a plan for what to do. Find Emily, make sure she was safe, then either kill the others or severely injure them. It really depended on how they reacted to her.  
 
    They had guns, she knew, but she wasn’t worried. She had trained to deal with much more than a bunch of Wanderers with guns.  
 
    The door opened. “Who the fuck are you?” the man looked at the body wrapped in sheets on her shoulder. “And what the fuck is that?”  
 
    “Sammy?” Lucinda asked.  
 
    The man shook his head. “He’s inside.”  
 
    “Can I come in?”  
 
    “Who the fuck are you?”  
 
    Lucinda sighed. “I have something for Sammy,” she patted the body on her shoulder.  
 
    “That looks like a dead body yo, wrapped up in bedsheets.”  
 
    “It is,” Lucinda smiled. “It’s Mark’s dead body.”  
 
    The man stared at her, then he slammed the door shut in her face. She heard movement beyond, then, the door opened again, and three men stood facing her, all three with guns in their hands pointed at her.  
 
    “George says you got Mark’s body in there,” the one in the middle said. “You better not be fucking about. I’ll put a bullet in you, bitch.”  
 
    “You’re Sammy?” Lucinda asked.  
 
    He grinned. “That’s right bitch. I’m Sammy. You heard of me?” his free hand reached down and grabbed his crotch.  
 
    Lucinda rolled her eyes. He wasn’t what she was expecting. Sammy was skinny, had bad teeth, and an awful haircut.  
 
    She dropped Mark’s dead body on the ground. It landed with a thud, his left leg stuck out of the sheet.  
 
    “That-that’s a foot,” George said. 
 
    Lucinda reached inside her cloak, her hand gripped her staff and she filled it with magic. It wouldn’t be long before they realised that she was telling the truth, that Mark’s dead body really was wrapped around in those sheets. And then the battle would begin. She couldn’t deny she was a little eager for it to start. It had been awhile since she last battled anything.  
 
    “Is there a dead body in there?” Sammy asked, his hand shaking as he pointed the gun at her.  
 
    “Yup.”  
 
    “Why-why do you have a d-dead body?” Sammy stammered, suddenly looking very unsure of himself.  
 
    “It’s Mark’s body. You wanted it back, didn’t you?” Lucinda said casually, as if discussing the weather. “That’s what Oliver said. You take the body, and you give us back Emily. She is here, isn’t she?”  
 
    Sammy glanced down quickly at the sheet-covered body. His hands continued to shake as he held the gun, pointed at her. “That’s Mark’s body in there?”  
 
    Lucinda nodded, a little annoyed. She had told them may times already that it was Mark’s body in there. When where they going to start the battle?  
 
    Sammy nudged George with his shoulder. “Take a look.”  
 
    George took a step back. “Why me?”  
 
    “Are you fucking kidding me?” Sammy shouted. “You’re afraid of dead bodies now? Get the fuck down there and check!”  
 
    Very reluctantly, George dropped to his knees, placing his gun beside him, he unwrapped the sheets. Mark’s dead body lay in the open, his face battered and decayed, it was not a pleasant sight.  
 
    Sammy looked up at her, horrified. “You fucking bitch,” he whispered.  
 
    And then he pulled the trigger. Lucinda didn’t spot the bullet as it left the gun’s barrel, nor did she see it as it sped towards her. But the bullet was visible for all as it stopped inches away from her forehead, frozen in mid-air.  
 
    “…what the fuck,” Sammy whispered.  
 
    Lucinda grinned. She loved seeing that look of shock on Wanderers faces when they witnessed real magic. Her right hand still holding her staff inside her cloak, Lucinda reached out with her left hand and held the bullet between her fingers. She flicked the bullet aside and smiled at the men.  
 
    “We can do this two ways,” she told them. “You can battle me and die glorious deaths, or, you can stand aside, let me take Emily, and live the rest of your lives knowing you are cowards.”  
 
    For the first time that night, the three men didn’t hesitate. All three of them opened fire on her. Grinning, Lucinda threw her cloak off and held her staff out before her. Her magic had expanded around her, and the bullets stopped in mid-air in front of her.  
 
    The men stopped shooting, but this time it wasn’t the bullets they were staring at.  
 
    “You’re… you’re naked,” Sammy said.  
 
    Lucinda was naked. She didn’t wear clothes under her cloak. Clothes didn’t feel comfortable on Dalits. They were too restrictive, and Dalits had very sensitive and sensual sexual body parts. The constant rubbing of the cunt and breasts against fitting clothes just wouldn’t work for Dalits.  
 
    “Why are you naked?”  
 
    Lucinda sighed. The three men had lowered their guns. They were ogling her now, and she knew all three wanted to fuck her. It was a shame all three were so unappealing to look at. The bullets that surrounded her in mid-air fell, clattering as they hit the ground.  
 
    Lucinda wasn’t enjoying this anymore. She stepped forward, swung her staff, and with one hit, knocked the three men out cold. She decided against killing them. They weren’t worthy of that honour.  
 
    Walking on and over their unconscious bodies, she stepped into the house. It didn’t take long for her to spot Emily. The girl was tied naked to a chair, her legs pushed up over her shoulders, her cunt and ass exposed, a dildo shoved in each, and another in her mouth.  
 
    Emily opened her eyes weakly as Lucinda took out the dildo from her mouth. “Hello,” she croaked.  
 
    Lucinda untied her arms and legs, then gently pulled out the dildos from Emily’s cunt and asshole. The dildos were enormous, and left a large gape in both her vagina and her asshole. The poor girl had nasty red whip marks all across her body.  
 
    Using magic, Lucinda lifted the naked Emily over her shoulder. As she passed the unconscious bodies of the men on the floor, part of her wanted to kill them for what they had done to Emily. She almost did kill them. 
 
    But then, she had another idea. She held her staff against each of the men’s laps, pressed against their manhood, she released a burst of magic. She smiled, satisfied now that none of the men would ever be able to have sexual intercourse again.   
 
    On her way out, she grabbed her cloak. With the naked Emily on her shoulder, it didn’t seem practical to put her down just to wear a cloak. Lucinda didn’t have a problem with nudity as long as it wasn’t forced on to her.  
 
    So, she walked out of the apartment and towards Oliver who was still seated in his car, completely naked, and carrying another naked girl on her shoulder.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Epilogue. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver watched as Lucinda placed the still naked Emily on his bed and tucked her in under the covers. The poor girl looked to be in a sorry state. She had nasty red whip marks all across her body, but concentrated more on her vagina and breasts. Those bastards had really taken out their sadistic fantasies on Emily.  
 
    He didn’t fully understand what had happened in Sammy’s apartment. Oliver had heard a gunshot, then ten minutes later, Lucinda walked out, carrying Emily on her shoulder. She had been naked.  
 
    She still was naked.  
 
    From where he stood behind her, Oliver got a view of Lucinda’s naked ass as she leant over the bed, tending to Emily. He saw her butthole, part of her cunt, her perfect round ass, her smooth skin, long legs.  
 
    His cock began to rise under his jeans. He pushed it down and closed his legs over it. The last thing he needed right now was for Lucinda to turn and see his erection. She did turn then, and her eyes glanced at his private parts.                
 
    “What?” Oliver said defensively.  
 
    “Nothing,” Lucinda said innocently.  
 
    “What happened over there?” Oliver asked. 
 
    “I gave them Mark’s body and asked them to hand over Emily.”  
 
    Oliver raised an eyebrow. “That worked?”  
 
    “No,” Lucinda said. “They opened fire. I stopped the bullets, knocked them out, picked up Emily and walked out.”  
 
    “You stopped the bullets?”  
 
    “Yes. It’s quite easy to do.”  
 
    “Quite easy to stop bullets?” Oliver asked.  
 
    Lucinda nodded. “Yeah. I expanded my magic to surround me.”  
 
    Oliver felt like an idiot repeating everything Lucinda said as a question, but he couldn’t help it. “You expanded your magic?” 
 
    “Pretty basic stuff,” Lucinda said. She watched him carefully, then added, “You can do it too.”  
 
    Oliver laughed. “Expand my magic?”  
 
    Lucinda didn’t laugh back. She had a very serious look on her face. “What do you know about wizards and witches?”  
 
    “Wizards?” Oliver mumbled, taking a step away from her.  
 
    “Wizards, witches, werewolves, giants, dragons, trolls, goblins, pixies, fairies, what do you know about them?”  
 
    The conversation was taking a strange turn, one that Oliver wasn’t sure he liked much. His mind flashed back to the strange things that happened to him occasionally. Unexplainable things, like how his hand had turned purple moments before he killed Mark with one punch.  
 
    Lucinda took a step towards him, her hands placed on her hips. “Do you believe in magic?”  
 
    Magic? Was that what it was? Oliver had been thinking more along the lines of super powers. A fist turning purple and giving him super strength sounded more like a super power then magic, didn’t it?  
 
    “You know,” Lucinda said slowly, still walking towards him “don’t you?” 
 
    She was really close to him now, and as Oliver stared in to her large red eyes, only one thought was going through his head. Lucinda was the most perfect woman in the world, the most beautiful, the smartest, the most intelligent being in the world. All that mattered was her. He couldn’t lie to her.  
 
    He told her everything, about his purple fist, about the times he had reached for things and they’d flown in to his hand, about those occasions when he had wanted someone to trip or fall over, and they just did… 
 
    He told her everything, and when he was done, she kissed him on the lips, her breasts brushed against his top, his cock rose and pushed against his jeans which in turn rubbed against her cunt. 
 
    Her lips pulled away from his, she wrapped her arms around his neck and whispered in his ear, “You’re a wizard, Oliver. You’re like me.” 
 
    Her naked body was touching him. Her hot naked body was touching him. Oliver gulped. “…okay,” he said.  
 
    “I want you to come with me,” she said, still whispering in his ear. “To the land of Wizards and Witches. Will you do that?”  
 
    Oliver nodded. At that moment, he would have done anything for her.  
 
    She kissed him on the lips once more, her hand reached down and digging inside his jeans, she found his hard cock and rubbed the tip.  
 
    “We’ll go tomorrow,” she told him.  
 
    Oliver nodded again. He didn’t know exactly where he was supposed to be going, but it sounded like a good idea. Anything Lucinda would have said in that moment would have sounded like a good idea. It didn’t occur to him for even a moment that she might have been using her magic to hypnotise him.         
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    Prologue 
 
      
 
    Oliver hadn’t quite understood everything Lucinda had said. She had used a lot of words that he was sure had other meanings. Words like “Wanderer” and “Other Side” and… well it was mostly those two words.  
 
    “Woah hey,” Oliver reached down and grabbed Emily’s hand. “What are you doing?”  
 
    “I was going to rub your cock,” Emily said. She lay beside him in bed, wearing a large t-shirt and black panties. “Don’t you want me to?”  
 
    “No-Yes, no, I mean-” Oliver stopped, frustrated and confused. Of course, he wanted Emily to touch his cock, but only hours ago, she had been tied to a chair, a dildo shoved up her ass and another in her cunt. Her whole body had been whipped by Sammy and his friends.    
 
    “You’re really sweet, Olly,” Emily said quietly. “But you don’t have to worry about me.”  
 
    He knew what she meant, that being tied up, fucked and whipped wasn’t something new for her. Oliver had never thought of her as an angel. He knew she slept around, moved from asshole to asshole. It hadn’t stopped him from liking her.   
 
    She freed her hand from his grip and reached under his pants. Oliver’s cock responded to her touch, growing in her hand. She rubbed the tip, precum began to leak out. Emily rested her head on his chest. “I’m going to miss you,” she told.  
 
    “I’ll be back,” he promised her.  
 
    Emily laughed. “Do you even know where you’re going?”  
 
    The land of the wizards, Oliver thought. He wasn’t supposed to tell anyone about where he was going. Lucinda had stressed how important it was that no one knew of the Great Barrier that separated their two worlds. 
 
    Oliver told Emily pretty much the first chance he got. She was his only friend. He’d known her since they were both little. For most of his life, he had wanted Emily, craved her intimate touch, thought she was the girl he wanted to spend the rest of his life with. 
 
    That all changed after they had sex for the first time. The sex had been good, but it hadn’t been… romantic? Oliver shook his head. This was not the time to think about how good his sex with Emily had been.  
 
    “The land of the wizards…” he whispered. “That’s where I’m going.”  
 
    “The land of the wizards,” Emily repeated. She disappeared under the blanket, Oliver felt her hands pull at his pants.  
 
    “What are you doing?” he asked, a little alarmed.  
 
    “Going to give you a blowjob before you go off to the land of the wizards.”  
 
    “Oh,” Oliver said softly. He’d never had a blowjob before. It didn’t sound bad, having your cock sucked on by a warm wet mouth. “Okay then…” 
 
       
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    1. 
 
      
 
    It was the morning Lucinda said she would come for him. He would be gone for a year, she had said, so pack properly. He was supposed to have packed by now. But he hadn’t. 
 
    Oliver had never travelled before. He didn’t know what to pack. And even if he had known, he didn’t have a suitcase to pack it in – because he had never travelled before. And Emily hadn’t been much help either.  
 
    She sat on the sofa, naked, her legs parted, her cunt exposed, watching him, a grin on her face.  
 
    Oliver sighed. “What?” 
 
    “Last night was fun.”  
 
    That was true. Last night was definitely fun. Emily was one freaky girl in bed. And, she didn’t seem to have any limits. Oliver had seen plenty pornos in his time. They did all sorts of stuff in pornos, and Emily seemed up to trying it all.  
 
    Emily spread her legs further, her hand reached down and touched her cunt. “Want to taste me?”  
 
    Oliver stared at her pink glistening cunt. He very much wanted a taste. “Can’t,” he told her. “Got to pack.”  
 
    Having dropped Emily off safely the night before, Lucinda said she would be back early the next morning. Oliver wondered if she would show. He still had his doubts about this whole wizard thing he was supposed to be - it was a lot like stories he had read. If she did turn up though, he was sure she wouldn’t be pleased with him. He had still not started to pack.  
 
    Oliver tried to ignore Emily’s pout, but with every second, she seemed to become more cross. “What?”  
 
    “You’re just going to leave me here?” she asked. “What if Sammy comes for me?”  
 
    “Lucinda said they won’t.”  
 
    “Oh, you believe everything she says, do you?”  
 
    Oliver didn’t respond. He knew what was going on. Emily was going to throw a tantrum because for once in their lives, it wasn’t about her. And yeah, come to think of it, he did trust Lucinda. She hadn’t lied to him yet, and she saved both their skins from Sammy. Without Lucinda, there was a good chance he would have a bullet in him now.  
 
    Compared to that, what had Emily ever done for him?  
 
    Nothing… 
 
    She was still sitting there naked, glaring at him. Her legs were still open, her gorgeous pink cunt still visible, her large breasts firm, her nipples small. She was hot, oh so hot. But in that moment, he imagined Lucinda sitting there, naked.  
 
    Lucinda was so much hotter… She had left things a bit strange last night. Was she flirting with him? It was flirting, wasn’t it? Or was it something that was normal for wizards to do that didn’t really constitute flirting?  
 
    Fuck, he had so much to learn about wizards and shit. Maybe he should just stay here and fuck Emily. She was so willing, he could probably do her three times a day.  
 
    The door opened then, and Lucinda walked in, still wearing that purple cloak of hers. Didn’t she have any other clothes?  
 
    “How’d you get in?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “Oh please,” Lucinda scoffed. “I could break in to MI6 if I wanted to.”  
 
    Oliver sighed. There she went again with her bragging.  
 
    “Ready to go?” Lucinda asked, then she spotted Emily sitting on the sofa naked, still angry. “Do clothes feel uncomfortable on you too?” she asked.  
 
    Emily’s mouth dropped, her eyes widened in anger, and Oliver almost laughed. She was so angry, she couldn’t formulate a sentence. She turned to look at him then, and somehow, she managed to look even more pissed off.  
 
    “Fuck you,” Emily swore at him, then got up and stormed off in to the bedroom.  
 
    “What’s wrong with her?” Lucinda asked. “Is it that time of the month?”  
 
    “I uh-” Oliver stopped, not knowing what to say to that.  
 
    “I can never get my head around how similar we look to Wanderers, but how different we really are. We think you Wanderers are weak, but your women can bleed for seven days every month and not die. Amazing.”  
 
    Oliver raised an eyebrow. “You don’t… you don’t have periods?”  
 
    “Eww”, Lucinda grimaced, then she frowned at him. “My vagina is never disgusting!”  
 
    “I never meant it like that,” Oliver said quickly. “I’m sure your… vagina is perfectly… fine… all the time.”  
 
    Lucinda eyed him suspiciously. “We need to be going now,” she said. “Otherwise I would show you my perfect vagina.”  
 
    Oliver gulped. Was behaviour like this normal for wizards? He had so much to learn about their customs, but so far, he was liking it very much!  
 
    “Ready to go?” Lucinda asked.  
 
    Oliver shook his head. And then he was right. Lucinda was not very happy that he hadn’t packed. She muttered something about time being off the essence, then stormed in to his room, opened up his wardrobes, grabbed a shirt, did something to it, and the next thing he knew, she was stuffing all his possessions in his new shirt-luggage-thing.  
 
    Maybe he really was going to the land of the wizards.  
 
    Emily, who was still naked and sitting on his bed, stared with her mouth open. Oliver gave her a wave goodbye. She didn’t respond. Lucinda grabbed him by the arm and basically dragged him out of the apartment. 
 
    He was going to miss Emily. He hoped she would be okay without him…  
 
    They set off in Lucinda’s car, driving for an hour on the motorway before exiting onto a dual-carriageway, they were currently weaving in and out of narrow country lanes that seemed to narrow further with every turn.  
 
    “Are we nearly there yet?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “No,” Lucinda replied.  
 
    Ten minutes passed, and Oliver realised he was pretty bored, so he asked again. “Are we nearly there yet?”  
 
    “No,” Lucinda replied through gritted teeth.  
 
    A few more minutes passed, and Oliver wanted to ask again if they were nearly there yet, just to annoy her some more. But he decided against it on the basis that he didn’t really know Lucinda that well, and she was an actual witch. What if she turned him into a frog or something?  
 
    The car came to a stop eventually. Lucinda got out. Oliver didn’t. They were in the middle of a forest. The only building in sight was a small cottage, not this school he was supposed to be going to. It looked like the sort of place you took someone to rape and murder.  
 
    “Come on, Oliver,” Lucinda called.  
 
    She was standing behind the cottage with his shirt-luggage in hand, staring at him impatiently. He got out of the car and followed after her. It was a little too late to doubt her motives, he decided. Oliver walked past the cottage, the trees thinned and he caught his first glimpse of what lay beyond. He stopped walking.  
 
    “That’s the sea,” Oliver pointed, realising he was standing at the edge of a cliff.     
 
    “Yes, it is,” Lucinda said and then she disappeared.  
 
    Oliver rushed forward, worried she might have fallen off the cliff, only to see her walking down a set of wooden steps attached to the face of the cliff. A gust of wind pushed her cloak up. Oliver grinned. She was naked underneath it. He followed her down to the bottom where, tied to a small pier was an even smaller boat.  
 
    Oliver stared at the boat, then the sea beyond, then again at the boat. She couldn’t be serious.  
 
    “It’s not as bad as it looks,” Lucinda said.  
 
    Oliver didn’t find her words very comforting. It looked absolutely awful, so not as bad as absolutely awful was still pretty damned awful. But he climbed in anyway. He couldn’t exactly turn back now, and he was a little excited - or terrified. He wasn’t really sure which.  
 
    The boat moved out to sea and the waves came crashing in on both sides. But no water ventured into the boat. Nor did it rock violently. Oliver still held onto the sides tightly, just in case.  
 
    “Look ahead,” Lucinda said.  
 
    He had been looking ahead, wondering where they were going. It was a small boat, which hopefully meant a short journey. But there was no sign of anything but water and water. It stretched for ever.   
 
    And then, in the blink of an eye, there it was.  
 
    Land – lots of it.  
 
    “Where did that come from?”  
 
    Oliver spun around to look behind him. Where there had been the coast of England only moments ago, there was now nothing but water. “Where are we?” he asked. “What happened to England?”  
 
    “Nothing happened to it. It’s still there, somewhere,” Lucinda casually pointed behind her.  
 
    “But I can’t see it.” 
 
    Lucinda chuckled.  
 
    Oliver stared at the back of her head, frowning. Why was she laughing? There was nothing funny about this. No-one said anything about going on a boat and watching an entire coastline disappear while another one appeared. Where was he? Was he still on Earth? 
 
    The boat touched onto a pier identical to the one they had left on the other side. He wondered if this was what Lucinda had meant when she had talked about the sides.  
 
    “Welcome to Atlantis.”  
 
    The word Atlantis bounced around in his head. He had heard of the place of course. “No.” He shook his head.  
 
    “No?”  
 
    “Atlantis is a myth.”  
 
    “No, it isn’t.”  
 
    “Yes, it is,” Oliver said adamantly. He remembered now. Atlantis was a Greek myth written by Plato. He surprised himself there, knowing that much. He’d had a habit of drifting off in history class.   
 
    “Atlantis is not a myth,” Lucinda said. “It’s right in front of you.”  
 
    It was hard to argue with that. It was in front of him. Oliver jumped off the boat and onto the pier. So far, it was very similar to what was on the Other Side in England. Beyond the beach was a cliff with wooden steps attached to the side. He was in Atlantis. He stood still for a moment to let it sink in. And then he remembered, didn’t Atlantis sink?     
 
    “Are we at the bottom of the sea?”  
 
    “No.”  
 
    “But Atlantis sank.”  
 
    “No, it didn’t,” Lucinda said impatiently as she led the way. They climbed up the wooden steps. At the top was another cottage. But there was no car waiting for him. Instead, there was a horse-drawn carriage and it took off as soon as they both sat in it – driverless.     
 
    The road was mostly a dirt track with the occasional stone paving. Trees surrounded both sides of the road, making it impossible to see beyond. Every so often, they would come to a crossroad. The carriage would turn left, right, left, another left. Oliver quickly lost track of the turns.  
 
    “It’s like a bloody maze here,” he muttered.  
 
    Lucinda grinned at him. “That’s exactly what it is.”  
 
    They finally exited the forest and the road below changed. It was now paved completely with cobblestones and it had noticeably less turns. Atlantis was very green. Lots of trees, fields, hills and in the distance, he could see mountains.  
 
    It was also very empty. “Where are all the houses and wizards and… stuff?”  
 
    “We’re just going through a quieter part of Atlantis,” Lucinda said nonchalantly.  
 
    It didn’t occur to Oliver to ask why. They continued their journey in silence. Lucinda didn’t seem much interested in conversation, very different from yesterday when she had kissed him on the lips, her bare breasts brushing against his chest. 
 
    He glanced at her cloak and the small slit down the middle. She was naked underneath, he knew. He wondered what it would feel like to hold her tits in both hands, to squeeze them. They looked firm and bouncy.   
 
    “Almost here,” Lucinda said.  
 
    They had just entered a road where the trees grew tightly together on both sides and their branches formed a tunnel above. As they exited the tunnel, Oliver spotted two single pillars that stood at the bottom of a hill. It wasn’t much – certainly no school. 
 
    They drove on, past the pillars and up the hill. The school came into view before they reached the top. It was an enormous stone building at least six floors high. The carriage came to a halt in front of a large set of doors.  
 
    Lucinda stepped out and with his unconventional luggage in hand, walked into the school. Oliver followed after her through the large doors, through an empty hall and out into a corridor where they turned left and walked past closed doors on both sides.  
 
    Lucinda stopped in front of a door that had written in faded gold the word ‘Headmistress’. Lucinda dropped his luggage and then knocked on the door.  
 
    “Come in,” a voice said. 
 
    “The headmistress will take it form here,” she told him. And then, she leaned forward, wrapped her arms around him, and kissed him on the lips.  
 
    She tasted great, and Oliver didn’t want her to pull back. But she did, and now she stared up at him with her large red eyes. Oliver wanted her so badly right then… he reached for her cloak, his fingers slipped through the slit in the middle, and he pulled the cloak apart just enough to see her gorgeous breasts, her beautifully flay stomach, her perfect vagina… 
 
    Lucinda pushed his hand back and closed her cloak. She had a grin on her face, and seemed amused by him. “I’ll see you around,” she said.  
 
    Oliver watched her go, his eyes mostly fixed on her ass. Once she disappeared from sight, he sighed loudly. What a girl… what he would do to be with a girl like that… he sighed again.  
 
    Putting his hand on the doorknob, Oliver turned and walked in to meet the headmistress.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    2. 
 
      
 
    It was a large room, dark and filled with books. There were books on the walls, books on the floor, books everywhere. There was a small desk too, and an attractive woman sat behind it, her head buried in a book.  
 
    The headmistress didn’t look up at Oliver as he entered the room, and after awaiting awhile, he wondered if he should say hello to get her attention. He thought about clearing his throat too. In the end, he decided to wave.  
 
    He raised his hand to do so, when he spotted the naked man standing by one of the shelves. He had purple hair, and a very toned body. And then the man turned, and Oliver got a look at him full frontal.  
 
    “…what the fuck,” he whispered.  
 
    The man’s body was ridiculously toned. His abs were just amazing, and he wasn’t a bad looking fella either. But what was most incredible about him was his cock. It was bigger than Oliver’s. And that was saying something.  
 
    The man also had a huge ring attached to the tip of his cock, kind of like those bullrings bulls had on their noses. The man had other piercings too. One on each nipple.  
 
    “His name is Casanova.”   
 
    Oliver turned. The headmistress no longer had her head buried in the book. Instead, she was watching him as if he were a book, as if reading him. Maybe it was because Oliver had just very recently lost his virginity, maybe it was because of the amount of sex he’d had with Emily since losing his virginity, it could even have been Lucinda and her flirtatious ways, but in that moment, Oliver wanted to fuck the headmistress.  
 
    She was hot.  
 
    A bit older than him, but definitely attractive and yes… he would. She had large breasts too.  
 
    “Well?” the headmistress asked. “What do you want?”  
 
    Oliver was a little lost for words, partly because he didn’t know what he wanted - it wasn’t he who had knocked on the door - and partly because, now that the thought of fucking her had passed through his currently filthy mind, looking at the headmistress, he felt that same feeling of familiarity he’d had when he first laid eyes on Lucinda.  
 
    “What’s your name, boy?”  
 
     “My uh, Oliver,” he stammered. “My name’s Oliver. Morley. Oliver Morley.” Oh, for fucks sake, he thought. Get it together.  
 
    “You knocked on the door?”  
 
    “Well, yeah, but-” Oliver stopped, remembering that he hadn’t actually knocked on the door.  
 
    It was Lucinda who had knocked on the door, Lucinda who had time to kiss him, but not enough time to introduce him to the headmistress. He remembered her mumbling something about time being of the essence. He wondered what the hurry was that she couldn’t spare the minute it would have taken to explain to the headmistress why he was here.  
 
    “But?” the headmistress asked, now frowning.  
 
    Oliver opened his mouth to speak, but Casanova, the naked man came to stand beside the headmistress. And whatever it was he was going to say, he couldn’t remember. The only thought going through his head was, WHAT. THE. FUCK. What kind of place was this, where naked men with massive cocks and equally big rings on said cocks just walked around as if it were the norm.  
 
    “He has a big cock,” the headmistress said. “Doesn’t he?”  
 
    “I uh-, um. Yeah.” Oliver nodded, feeling like a complete idiot. He forced his eyes away from the gigantic manhood.  
 
    “Cost me a fortune, he did,” the headmistress said. She reached for Casanova’s cock and stroked it fondly. It grew even larger. “Worth it.” She looked up at Oliver. “I don’t share him,” she said sternly. “So, if that’s what you’re here for. Fuck off.”  
 
    It was Oliver’s turn to frown. “I am not here for his cock.”  
 
    “What then? Stop wasting my time.”  
 
    She was still hot and he would definitely still fuck her given the chance, but Oliver was now beginning to get annoyed. “Lucinda said I was going to start school here because I’m a wizard or some shit. But you know what, I’m more than happy to go back to… the other side or whatever. Just call me a taxi.” He paused, then added. “Or a carriage.”  
 
    The headmistress stopped rubbing Casanova’s cock. “What did you say your name was?”  
 
    “Oliver.”  
 
    “Oliver Morley…” the headmistress said softly. “You’re the Wanderer…” she murmured.  
 
    “No,” Oliver said quickly. “I’m not a Wanderer. Lucinda said I was a wizard.”  
 
    “Yes, yes,” the headmistress said impatiently. “But you were born to Wanderers?”  
 
    “Uh, that doesn’t happen all the time?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “Never.”  
 
    Oliver gulped. “Never?”  
 
    The headmistress shook her head. “They never told you?”  
 
    It had been a pretty chaotic few days for him, what with killing someone, losing his virginity, rescuing Emily from a bunch of kidnapping rapists and all that. But even so, he would have remembered being told he was some sort of freak wizard, like, the first of his kind.  
 
    “They did not tell me,” he said flatly.  
 
    “What did they tell you?”  
 
    “That I was a wizard, and that I would be going to a wizard college… or something,” he muttered.  
 
    “Do you know where you are?”  
 
    “Atlantis?”  
 
    “And where is Atlantis?”  
 
    Underwater, Oliver almost said. But he knew better now, so he shook his head.  
 
    “Do you know who the Wanderers are?” the headmistress probed.  
 
    “The people on the other side?” Oliver guessed.  
 
    “Which side?”  
 
    Fucked if he knew, Oliver thought. He shrugged his shoulders to indicate as much. The headmistress slapped Casanova’s cock, softening it some.  
 
    “Get me the Show-er,” she told him.  
 
    Casanova walked off, massaging his cock, and more specifically, the part where the headmistress had slapped. Oliver watched him go, confused. The headmistress had mentioned something about Casanova costing her a fortune. Was slavery a thing here in Atlantis?  
 
    Casanova returned with a black glimmering oval-shaped object the size of a bowling ball. He passed it to the headmistress, and she rubbed his balls, as if to say thanks.  
 
    “Come here, boy,” she called. 
 
    Reluctantly, Oliver took stepped forward. He didn’t see why she had to call him a boy. He wasn’t a fucking boy anymore. He had killed someone.  
 
    “Hold it.”  
 
    Oliver didn’t want to hold it. The way it glimmered, it didn’t look right. But the headmistress stared at him impatiently. So, he mustered up his courage. And he poked it.  
 
    Nothing happened.  
 
    So, he poked it again.  
 
    “Hold it!” the headmistress snapped.  
 
    Oliver glared at her. He wasn’t a fucking child to be snapped at. She glared right back at him. He noticed her eyes. Blue. Pretty eyes. He could see past her cloak. Sadly, it seemed not every woman in Atlantis was naked underneath the cloak. She wore a white top.  
 
    She was still glaring at him, and reluctantly, Oliver placed both his hands around the thing. It was warm. And it didn’t shock him like he thought it might. He looked up at the headmistress, wondering what to do next.  
 
    And then the room began to fill with life as colours, sounds and images burst out from the ball.  
 
    They came from the sea many thousands of years ago. The winds had blown their ships off-course, and they had wandered upon our lands. They had travelled from far and had spent many months on the waters. They were weak and of ill-health. 
 
    They looked much like we did, but there was something about them, something that said they were different, that they were foreign. At first we thought it was the effects of the long arduous journey across the oceans. But time passed, and they recovered their strength, and still an aura of unknown hung about them.     
 
    It was much later did we realise. These beings, they were slower, weaker; they had bad sight and no magic. They were not wizards.  
 
    We called them Wanderers – they had wandered onto our lands.   
 
    They were few at first, and we were curious. We let them build houses and farm the land. Wanderers lived shorter lives and had more children. As the hundreds of years passed and their numbers began to grow, their houses became villages and towns.   
 
    It did not go unnoticed, their growth. What began as grumblings from the old became something more as the Wanderers outnumbered the wizards on the smaller islands of the continent of Atlantis. 
 
    It was many hundreds of years later did the War of the Wanderers take place. Some wizards had come to see the Wanderers as an inferior race, one sent to them by the oceans to serve.  
 
    Morgan Le Fay was one of those wizards. She attacked the Wanderers, destroying their towns and villages, killing those that resisted, enslaving the rest. But not all wizards agreed with her, and so began the war and the Clash of Two Houses.  
 
    House of Le Fay, led by Morgan, and House of Zarlock, led by Merlin – the two oldest of Houses, the two most powerful of Houses, pitted in battle against each other. As was custom, the two Houses and their allies met on the Plains of Al Kanathra to settle the victor.  
 
    Battle raged and casualties mounted, but none seemed the closer to triumph. Merlin sought Morgan to end the war as only the death of one could. He found her along the edges of the battlefield, resting near the White Forest.  
 
    They began their duel and as the day wore on they moved into the White Forest, going farther and deeper as they fought. They came upon the Silver Lake and Merlin and Morgan separated to take momentary refuge on either side of the water.  
 
    As Merlin sat by the lake with his back resting against the trunk of a white tree, a woman rose from beneath the waters. It was said that she was completely white – from her eyes, to her lips, to her hair, to the scale-like cloth that clung onto her body.  
 
    Merlin spoke not as she watched him, as she moved towards him, as she came to the edge of the lake. She sank below the waters again and a moment later a white unicorn nudged Merlin’s right arm. He climbed onto it and as it flew over the Silver Lake the white woman rose again from beneath the waters.  
 
    “I give you Excalibur,” she said and she threw a sword into the air.  
 
    Merlin caught the sword, the unicorn swooped down to where Morgan rested, and with one strike he sliced her head off. He returned to the Plains of Kanathra and threw her head onto the battlefield for all to see, for the war to end.     
 
    But the war did not end.  
 
    Morgan’s supporters fled the battlefield only to re-emerge ever more vengeful. They no longer wanted to rule over the Wanderers, they wanted to destroy them, to remove their species from Atlantis.  
 
    The attacks on Wanderers resumed shortly after Morgan’s death. Whole villages and towns would suddenly be surrounded by prowling hordes of Le Fays and then burnt to the ground, every Wanderer inside killed.   
 
    To prevent the genocide, Merlin gave to the Wanderers the smaller islands of Atlantis and ordered all the wizards to leave, to come to the mainland. And then he cast his greatest spell.   
 
    The rain began first, heavy and tranquil, it poured down for many days. And then came the wind, fierce and howling. They raised the waters of the ocean and engulfed the mainland. As the rain stopped and the water receded, the smaller islands, the islands of the Wanderers, disappeared. The mainland was now surrounded on all sides by a sea that stretched forever.  
 
    Merlin had left only one path that led from the mainland to the world outside. He trusted the secret of that path to a chosen few and together they tracked those wizards that had defied his call to leave, those that still remained on the Other Side.  
 
    Slowly, wizards and witches were brought back from the Other Side until there were no more.   
 
    The Wanderers told stories of magic to their children, stories of the great Merlin, the evil Morgan, and the land of the Atlanteans that sank, stories that changed over the years that passed, stories that became legends, stories that became myths.  
 
      
 
    The colours and sounds faded and the room came back into view. Oliver let go of the ball, stunned. The headmistress was holding another round object in her hand. But this time, Oliver knew what it was - a globe.  
 
    “Here,” the headmistress pointed at a spot to the left of Cornwall. “What do you see?”  
 
    There was nothing there but water, and he said as much. The headmistress gave a wave of her hand. Land began to appear. Starting from Plymouth, it curved around the Isles of Scilly and up all the way to Ireland before extending westward.  
 
    “Atlantis,” the headmistress whispered.  
 
    It was huge, and so close to home, some of it straddling across the sea borders of England and France. How had they managed to hide it from the rest of the world? How had no one even accidentally stumbled across it?  
 
    “We’ve got ships and planes and… submarines-”  
 
    “Magic,” the headmistress interrupted. “There is only one way in and out of Atlantis, and its through that wooden boat.” She put the globe away. “I have things to do. Casanova will show you to your quarters.”  
 
    Oliver didn’t want to go, not now, not yet. He had questions to ask. He thought he understood what Wanderers were. They were the people on the Other Side, the… normal people. And wizards, were they a different species? It seemed like they were, which raised the question, how was it possible for him to be a wizard?  
 
    The headmistress watched him carefully. “You’re a wizard, Oliver, and that’s all that matters.”  
 
    “How can you be so sure?”  
 
    “Because I can see,” the headmistress said. “This is new to you, boy, but you can see too. There is something about wizards. They seem-” she paused, looking for the right word. “Familiar”.  
 
    Casanova opened the door to the office, and stood waiting. The headmistress had already returned to her book, her head down, her eyes glued to the page. Familiar. Oliver felt a little deflated at that. It meant he didn’t really have a connection with Lucinda, or the headmistress, other than the fact that they were just the same kind as he.  
 
    He never met his mother, or any of her family. Nor did he remember meeting any of his dad’s family. He’d had a pretty secluded life, growing up. He had thought maybe Lucinda was a remnant from his past… or something.  
 
    Oliver followed Casanova out of the headmistress’s office, his shirt-luggage in hand. He knew it was rude to stare, especially at someone’s manhood. But he couldn’t help it. The guys cock was fucking huge. It was a marvel.  
 
    “You find my cock fascinating?” Casanova asked, his voice appropriately deep.  
 
    Oliver looked up. “Nah, man. I uh…”  
 
    “We Dalit men have big cocks. But my cock is bigger than any other man’s I have yet seen.”  
 
    Oliver couldn’t tell if that was a brag or not, the guys voice was so flat. “Okay… good for you…”  
 
    “How big is your cock?” Casanova asked, and then he looked down at Oliver’s lap. 
 
    Oliver shook his head, “Not going to have this conversation,” he muttered.  
 
    They walked the rest of the way in silence. Casanova led him down a corridor and out into a courtyard, through another corridor and then out again, into the open.  
 
    The school was on a hill. They had walked right through it and came out on the other side. To his left, Oliver could see a cluster of buildings. A small town, perhaps. But they weren’t going that way.  
 
    Casanova led him down a stone path that winded through the forest, leading to the bottom of the hill and beyond. Oliver was about to ask where the hell the guy was taking him when he spotted it.  
 
    Amongst the evergreen trees, the single white tree was hard to miss. The trunk of the tree was large, and it rose up straight for a few meters, and perched on it, with the branches spreading out on all sides, was what looked like a small cottage.  
 
    It was a tree house…  
 
    “You will be staying here,” Casanova said, in that booming voice.  
 
    “Is this a prank?” Oliver asked. “Like, you know… prank the new guy… or something?”  
 
    Casanova looked back at Oliver, the most serious look on his face. “Do you always talk like this?”  
 
    Oliver didn’t respond. Though he did wonder why the naked man was so serious. He watched as Casanova disappeared amongst the trees as the path curled its way back up the hill and to the school. And then he turned and stared up at the tree house.  
 
    Was this cool, he wondered. Living in a tree house… every kid wanted something like that. Problem was, he wasn’t a kid anymore. No, he would much rather have stayed in that town he’d spotted, maybe meet a few people, figure out Atlantis with all its quirks. Because Atlantis sure as hell had many quirks.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    3.  
 
      
 
      
 
    There were some benefits to being a Dalit, Lucinda thought, as she stood before the mirror, staring at her naked figure. She felt her breasts. Firm, and not too big. Her hands moved down her body, coming to a rest on her hips, she turned. A perfectly round ass.  
 
    Yup, being a Dalit did have its advantages.  
 
    Lucinda pulled on an ordinary grey cloak, checked her make up one last time, pulling on her hair, she blinked twice. The purple coloured hair and eyes remained strong. It wasn’t the greatest disguise, but… it didn’t need to be. Lord Dragonoski would never recognise her in the streets, or in a brothel. To him, she was just a piece of meat. A change of hair colour, change of eye colour, that should be enough. To most, that was the only way you could tell Dalits apart, by the colour of their hair and eyes.    
 
    She set off, heading for the Baron’s Treasure, the high-end brothel Lord Dragonoski visited. She wasn’t proud of using her body like this, but it needed to be done. She had brought Oliver to Atlantis. It was her responsibility to keep him safe, to keep the Le Fays from sticking his head to a stake.  
 
    There was a queue of mostly Dalits waiting by the back entrance of the Baron’s Treasure. Lucinda joined them. Her small purse of gold dust attached to the inside of her cloak, she laughed at the idea of having to pay to get in to a brothel. It would have made sense if she came to fuck whores… but on this occasion, she was going to be the whore.  
 
    She didn’t like what she was doing, but it was the easiest way she could think of getting close to Lord Dragonoski.  
 
    “New here?” the Dalit in front of her asked.  
 
    She had green hair and green eyes. And she was already naked. As was Lucinda’s habit, her eyes took in the girl’s nakedness, assessed it, and wondered who had the hotter body, the more fuckable figure. It would be a close one, but the Dalit with the green hair, her body showed signs of use.   
 
    Lucinda nodded. She had planned to be asked such questions. She had a cover story. A Dalit who had fallen on hard times, decided to turn to prostitution. It was a fairly common occurrence, nothing to cause suspicion.  
 
    The green haired Dalit reached forward and pulled aside Lucinda’s cloak. “You’ll do well,” she said, gazing in at Lucinda’s naked body. “Don’t have limits,” she spoke casually. “The lords don’t like Dalits with limits.” She reached for Lucinda’s left breast and cupped it in her hand. “Firm,” she said approvingly. Her hand reached down and grabbed Lucinda’s cunt, she probed a finger in, then another, she tried for a third and Lucinda squirmed. “Tight cunt hole,” she laughed. “It won’t be tight for long.”  
 
    They had reached the front of the queue now, and the green haired Dalit turned to face the man. She handed him her purse of gold, the entry fee if you wanted to prostitute yourself to the nobility. He let her pass without a second glance.  
 
    It was Lucinda’s turn. She handed him her purse of gold, then took off her cloak and stood naked. He would assess her, see if she was worthy to be fucked by the aristocracy. Only the most attractive were allowed to prostitute themselves at the Baron’s Treasure.  
 
    “I haven’t seen you here before,” the man said.  
 
    “I’m new,” Lucinda said.  
 
    “You know the rules?” he asked, and she nodded. “Turn around. Bend over. Spread your ass cheeks.”  
 
    He was a dirty old man working the door at a brothel, and he thought he was better than her, she could see it in his eyes, the look of contempt. Lucinda bit back her pride, turned, bent over and with both her hands, spread her ass cheeks, exposing her anus.  
 
    “You’re an anal virgin?” the man asked, surprised.  
 
    “…yeah,” Lucinda replied quietly.  
 
    The man placed a cold hand on her ass. He drove a finger up her cunt, and her body tensed. He took that finger, now covered in her cunt juices, and probed at her butt hole. Lucinda closed her eyes as they began to water and bit back a whimper as he rammed his finger inside her anus. 
 
    The man rammed a whole finger then, then tried to push his thumb in. Unable to do it, he laughed. “If a lord wants to fuck you in the ass, what do you do?” 
 
    “…let him,” Lucinda sniffed.  
 
    “Even if he ends up tearing you a new one,” he took his finger out of her anus and slapped her butt cheeks. He grabbed her by the hair and pulled her up. Giving her naked body one last glance, he let her in the Baron’s Treasure.  
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
    Lucinda sat in a dark corner of the common room, watching as the noblemen, women and the rich moved around, mingling, fondling, and fucking. There were private rooms upstairs, but most didn’t seem to care. They did it out in the open in front of everyone. And this was where the finest of the aristocracy came.  
 
    It disgusted her.  
 
    They thought they were better than her because of who she was born to, yet they behaved like animals here. Not all the women were Dalits, but most were, and for once, Lucinda was glad for it. She blended in here perfectly. No one would seek her out. There were plenty women with perfect bodies to fuck. She would wait in this corner until Lord Dragonoski- 
 
    “Hello,” a young man stood in front of her. “What are you doing here in this dark corner?”  
 
    Oh fuck, Lucinda thought. The brothel had rules. You had to be nice to the punters. All of the punters. You couldn’t pick and choose who you were nice to. They had guards walking around the place, big beefy men who threw girls out the second they displeased a punter.  
 
    It didn’t even matter if there was a good reason for the punter to be displeased. The girls had only one job here - please the punter, let them live out their wildest fantasies. And whatever you do, do not piss them off.  
 
    Lucinda could see one of the guards watching her. He had been doing so for a while now, probably wondering what she was doing sitting quietly in a corner. She was confident she could quite easily break the guards arm, and maybe she would do that later… after she’d slept with Lord Dragonoski…  
 
    In the meantime, play nice, she told herself.    
 
    She gave the guy her best smile. “I uh, I’m new here,” she said. Yup, being shy would work. “I don’t really know what to do.” 
 
    He reached for her hand and pulled her up and into his arms. She only just realised that he wasn’t half bad looking. He was about five years older than her, had long dark hair that came up to his shoulders, and a toned body. Though he wore trousers, his chest was bare. She was completely naked, as the rules required, and her bare breasts brushed against his chest.  
 
    He held her close. “You don’t have to do anything.” 
 
    He smelt good. He had strong arms too, and it felt nice being held like that. Oh fuck. His eyes. Powerful green eyes. Dalits had stronger sexual urges than other wizards and witches. Lucinda wanted to kiss him.  
 
    He pushed her against the wall, and Lucinda expected him to kiss her, to suck on her tits, to finger her cunt, to slap her ass. She expected the manly animal in him to come out, as it always did. She expected his initial politeness to give way to a rough fucking.  
 
    “Want to get out of here?”  
 
    Lucinda narrowed her eyes. “Like, upstairs?”  
 
    He laughed. “Or, we could go to a bar, get a drink. Talk?”  
 
    Talk? Was she hearing this right? He wanted to get out of here and go for a drink? Wasn’t it normally the other way around? Didn’t guys go to bars to pick up girls to fuck? Not go to brothels to pick up girls to… to go to a bar with?  
 
    He laughed again. “I’ll still pay you.”  
 
    “I… I don’t understand…” she said slowly. “I’m new here.”  
 
    He pulled her by the hand and led her towards the door. There was a loud chorus of wooing, and both Lucinda and the young man turned towards the noise.  
 
    Lord Dragonoski. 
 
    He was surrounded by women, but Lucinda recognised him easily. It had only been a few days since the lord had abused her in the House of Lords.  
 
    “Ah, one of those,” the man said.  
 
    “Sorry?” Lucinda asked. She dragged her eyes away from Lord Dragonoski to find the man watching her.  
 
    “You’re here for the him,” the man said. “I hope you have fun.”  
 
    He let go of her arm and walked away. Lucinda watched him go. She didn’t understand his game. Part of her wondered if he really was just a nice guy. But, why would he come here? No, he had to have an alternative motive.  
 
    She didn’t have time to worry about this now. Lucinda made her way towards Lord Dragonoski. She didn’t get very far. The man was surrounded by gorgeous naked women. Her advantage of being a Dalit meant fuck all here… the majority were fucking Dalits. This was going to be harder than she thought.  
 
    Lord Dragonoski grabbed a woman by the hair and pulled her in for a kiss. His fingers drove up the girl’s cunt, and rather roughly, he started to finger fuck her. It was a rough fucking, and a few of the inexperienced girls that had surrounded him earlier, they moved back just a little. 
 
    It was enough for Lucinda. She managed to barge through a few, and got close enough to the lord. There were still plenty girls nearby, plenty girls that she had to compete with. Lord Dragonoski finished kissing the girl, though he still held her by the cunt, a grin on his face.  
 
    It was impulse that took over for Lucinda. She grabbed the girl nearest to her and kissed her. The girl resisted at first, but Lucinda held on to her by the hair, her tongue probed the girls mouth, her hands ran down the girl’s body, coming to a rest on the girl’s cunt, she rubbed the clit.  
 
    The girl relaxed, and even Lucinda began to enjoy herself. The girl tasted good, and Lucinda wasn’t fussy about who she slept with, be it boy or girl. Her only gripe was that it be her choice.   
 
    A hand grabbed her by the hair and pulled her back and away from the girl. It was Lord Dragonoski, and he had a wild grin on his face. He grabbed her ass and pulled on the cheeks hard. Lucinda winced.  
 
    “I’ll have you tonight, you filthy freaky whore,” he told her.   
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    When Lucinda had told him he would be going to a magical land filled with magical stuff, this was not what Oliver had in mind. A treehouse. He was going to stay in a treehouse in the middle of a fucking forest.  
 
    He wasn’t a fucking kid.  
 
    And secondly, what the fuck was it with Casanova? Did the headmistress own him or something? Was slavery legal here?  
 
    Wooden planks were hammered into the trunk of the tree and led up it like stairs. With one door and window at the front, a porch and a neat straw-thatched roof, it wasn’t bad to look at, the house. Were he a kid and it was in his garden back on the Other Side, he might of like it.  
 
    But he came to fucking Atlantis for a new start, to make friends and shit. He wasn’t going to make friends by staying in this little dump out in the middle of nowhere. Still, with nothing much else to do, Oliver reluctantly climbed up the steps.  
 
    Once at the top, he opened the door and walked in. It was large inside. A double bed and a dirty-white wardrobe covered one side of the room, and on the other side was a table, chairs and a dark-blue sofa. At the other end of the room were two doors. One led to a bathroom, and the other to a back porch facing the forest.  
 
    In the centre of the room on a rug sat a large wooden chest with a note on it. “School Necessities”. Oliver was about to open the chest when he noticed the small pouch on the table. A large note beside it read “Money”. 
 
    Oliver grinned. This was more like it. He grabbed the pouch and stuffing it in his pocket, he headed out for the small town he had seen the left of the school.  
 
      
 
      
 
    * *  * 
 
      
 
      
 
    The Merchant’s Tail, that was the name of the... was it an inn? Oliver shrugged his shoulders and walked in. It was dark inside. The common room was lit with candles. He headed for the bar, pulled out a stool and took a seat.   
 
    The barmaid was a pretty girl. Short black hair, pale white face, lowcut dress, big breasts. “What can I get you?” she asked.  
 
    It was a good question. Oliver stared at the various drink bottles behind the bar. Not a single one looked familiar. “Uh…”  
 
    “We don’t have any drinks called uh.”  
 
    Oliver frowned. He couldn’t tell if she was mocking him. She had a far too serious look on her face. “That one,” he pointed at a green bottle behind the bar. “I’ll have that one.”  
 
    She looked back. “You want a shot of the Snakes Poison?”   
 
    “Um…” Oliver paused. The snakes poison?? “Yes… I want a shot of the snake’s poison…”  
 
    The girl pulled a glass out and poured him the drink. Oliver picked it up and sniffed it. It didn’t smell great, and the barmaid watching him made him even more uncomfortable.  
 
    “It’s not real poison is it?” he asked.  
 
    “Of course, there is snakes poison in there,” she replied, her face not flinching a single muscle. “Why else would it be called the Snakes Poison?”  
 
    “Yeah but… I’m not going to die if I drink this, will I?” Oliver persisted.  
 
    The barmaid sighed. “We will all die, whether you drink that or not.”  
 
    Oliver was beginning to get a little annoyed with her and was on the verge of saying something vulgar and stupid when the door opened and in walked a man wearing a brown shimmering cloak. He had long dark hair, brown skin, and a perfect smile.  
 
    “Olga,” he called out cheerfully.  
 
    The barmaid turned to look at him. “Sambit,” she acknowledged.  
 
    “I would like two bottles of Grosner and-” he paused, noticing Oliver staring at him, “a bottle of whatever that staring guy is having,” he pointed at Oliver.  
 
    “He’s having a shot of the Snake’s Poison,” Olga said.  
 
    Sambit raised an eyebrow. “Oh really?” He pulled a stool out and sat beside Oliver. “Go on then, my friend. Drink.”  
 
    Oliver glanced at his drink, now more curios than afraid. They wouldn’t actually sell drinks that could kill people in bars. No, most likely, it just tasted awful. He picked up the glass. How bad could it be?  
 
    He drank it all in one go and slammed his glass down on the counter.  
 
    The drink didn’t taste bad. But it was burning him inside. The fire began at his toes, and worked its way up. Oliver wanted to scream. But only a gurgling sound came out. And then the fire reached his head. He felt himself falling. Arms grabbed hold of him, kept him steady.  
 
    And then it was over.  
 
    He felt perfectly normal again.  
 
    Sambit slapped him on the back. “Not bad,” he said, before adding. “I’m Sambit.”  
 
    “What the fuck just happened?” Oliver asked. “Why the fuck would you sell something like that? It was burning my insides!”  
 
    Sambit laughed. “You sound like you’ve never heard of the Snake’s poison.”  
 
    “I can safely say I have never ever heard of the Snakes Poison. It’s the stupidest drink ever. Who the fuck would drink something like that?”  
 
    Sambit took a sip of his own drink and shrugged. “Mostly guys losing bets drink it. Or, they want to show how brave they are, so they drink it.” He turned to Olga, the barmaid. “How’s your sister?”  
 
    “She cries,” Olga said.  
 
    “Why?” Sambit asked, concern in his voice.  
 
    “Because you haven’t been to see her since you fucked her last,” Olga said, showing a little emotion for the first time that evening. “She thinks you treat her like a whore.”  
 
    “No,” Sambit said determinedly. “I definitely do not treat her like a whore. I have never once paid her!”  
 
    Olga frowned and Sambit grinned. “I’d pay you though,” he said. “To see those tits of yours. What’s your price?”  
 
    “Just to see?” Olga asked, and Sambit nodded. “One hundred grams of gold.”  
 
    “Done,” Sambit said immediately.  
 
    Olga pulled down her top, exposing her breasts. She only held it down for a second before lifting it up again, but Sambit seemed satisfied. He turned to Oliver again, a grin on his face. “I think I’m going to fuck her later,” he said.  
 
    “That would cost you two kilograms of gold,” Olga said, overhearing.  
 
    “Done,” Sambit said immediately. And then he really looked at Oliver. “I haven’t seen you around these parts before. You go to the School of Merlin?” 
 
    “I will from tomorrow,” Oliver mumbled, his eyes still on Olga, her breasts imprinted on his mind. “Yeah,” he said a little louder, turning to look at Sambit. “I came over from the Other Side. Going to start learning about magic and shit.”  
 
    Sambit’s eyes widened. “You’re Oliver, the wizard born to Wanderers?” he asked in a hushed tone.  
 
    “Yeah, I guess so,” Oliver replied. He hoped they didn’t call him that. It was a bit long.  
 
    Sambit poured him a drink and then raised his own glass. “To you,” he said.  
 
    “Sure,” Oliver raised his glass. “To me.” He drank whatever it was Sambit was having. He had to admit, it tasted much better than the Snake’s Poison.  
 
    “Just a bit of advice,” Sambit said coolly. “Don’t tell anyone you’re the wizard born to Wanderer parents.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    A little drunk, Oliver stumbled down the narrow path that led to the treehouse. It had been an interesting night. Snake’s Poison. He was never going to drink that again. Olga. She had massive tits. His first impressions of Atlantis and wizards and witches in general - they were horny fuckers.  
 
    Sambit had said something to him… something about not telling people he was from the Other Side, that his parents were Wanderers…  
 
    Oliver shook his head. He felt sick. Far too much alcohol and on an empty stomach. He needed water. He spotted the treehouse up ahead. He raised both his palms up in the air and gave himself a high-five. He wasn’t lost. Water was near.  
 
    And then he spotted them. Three girls. They stood at the bottom of the white tree, leaning against the trunk. The one in the middle, she was walking towards him. She had long white hair, pale white skin, and she wore a white cloak that was parted in the middle, revealing a silky corset that showed off her breasts, and black fitted trousers.  
 
    She looked hot.  
 
    Maybe she would be up for a fuck, Oliver thought. It seemed everyone in Atlantis was up for it in some fashion or another.  
 
    “Hello,” he said as she stopped in front of him.  
 
    She eyed him with disdain. “You’re Oliver Morley?”  
 
    Oliver nodded. The effort of doing so caused him to stumble, and he almost tripped over his own feet. Managing to stay on his feet, he stood up straight. “Yes. Oliver. Morley. That’s me.”  
 
    “You’re not much to look at,” the girl said. “But then, you are born to Breeders.”  
 
    The conversation was not going at all how Oliver expected it to. The girl was being a bitch. A month or two back, Oliver might have put up with being treated like shit by girls. But since then, he’d killed someone, and lost his virginity.   
 
    “Fuck off,” he told her.  
 
    He tried to push past her, but the girl grabbed his arm and twisted. She then kicked him in the back, making him fall to the ground.  
 
    “What the fuck,” Oliver shouted, jumping to his feet, his hands formed in fists. “Don’t piss me off. I wont hold back just because you’re a girl.”  
 
    She laughed. And then, from within her cloak, she pulled out a silver metal object the length of a foot. The metal object began to glow and grow, stopping when it was the length of the girl. About five feet seven, Oliver estimated.  
 
    Why the fuck was he still checking her out, he scolded himself mentally.  
 
    Oliver glanced down at his fists. This would have been a good time for them to change colour, for them to be purple. They weren’t.   
 
    “I’m going to teach you some manners, Breeder,” the girl said. “I’m going to put you in your rightful place.”  
 
    The fuck you are, Oliver thought. He raised his fists, fully prepared to punch her in the face if she attacked him with that metal stick of hers. He wasn’t sexist in the slightest. Being a girl wasn’t going to save her. 
 
    She came at him, and Oliver did indeed swing his fist at her. She ducked underneath it, came up behind him, and struck with her metal stick, hitting him flatly on the back.  
 
    Oliver felt a bolt of electricity surge through his back, from the exact spot the girl had struck him. He dropped to his knees, his head felt like it was going to explode. She struck again, this time hitting him directly on the head.  
 
    The pain unbearable, Oliver dropped to the ground. Lying on his back, his sight blurry, he was aware of the three girls around him. They were doing something. It was awhile before he realised. They were taking his clothes off. He tried to resist, but the strength from his arms and legs had been zapped out. He couldn’t even raise a finger.  
 
    He was completely naked now. The girl with the white hair, she came in view, standing before him, she reached down and grabbed his cock.  
 
    “I’m going to let you live,” she told him. Her hand tightened around his cock and she pulled. “But I’m not going to let you breed.”  
 
    She jabbed his cock with her metal stick.  
 
    Oliver screamed.    
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    Lucinda’s plan had, unfortunately, worked a little too well. She needed to get close to Lord Dragonoski to put the spell on him. And the easiest way to do that was to sleep with him. Her little lesbian stunt had worked. She expected him to take her upstairs and have his way with her.  
 
    What she didn’t expect was for him to take her to his house.  
 
    But here she was, in his bed on her knees as he lay back, his cock in her mouth. She had been sucking for what felt like hours now, and yet, he was no close to coming. Not that she wanted him to come in her mouth. But if he did, hopefully she would be able to call it a night and get out of here before he recognised her. 
 
    She had already cast her spell. It wasn’t difficult to do if you had access to the person’s cock of cunt. Once home, she would be able to keep tabs on Lord Dragonoski, see his every move, know if he planned to hurt Oliver in any way.  
 
    Had it been worth it? 
 
    Lord Dragonoski had fucked her in the ass… she lost her anal virginity to a disgusting perverted old man… If only she had gone out with that other man, the one who had wanted to take her out to a bar, supposedly to get to know her. She could be sucking his cock right now, instead of this one, she could have lost her anal virginity to him, not this old pervert…  
 
    She felt his cock stiffen in her mouth. She probed the tip of his peephole with her tongue, hoping it would hasten his sperm out. She rubbed his balls, took his cock further down her throat. And then it happened. For the third time that night, Lord Dragonoski came inside her. The first time in her ass, the second in her cunt, and now in her mouth.  
 
    She swallowed quickly, trying her hardest to taste as little of it as possible. She still gagged and almost threw up.  
 
    Lord Dragonoski kicked her away from his cock. It was a hard and sudden kick to her shoulder, and Lucinda fell off the bed. He laughed as she stood up.  
 
    “Stupid whore. Come here,” he called her over.  
 
    Lucinda approached the bed with caution. Lord Dragonoski had a look in his eye, one she had seen before. In that previous occasion, a man had tried to strangle her while fucking her.  
 
    “Closer,” Lord Dragonoski said impatiently. Lucinda stood by Lord Dragonoski’s bedside. “Spread your legs, whore. Show me your cunt.”  
 
    She knew whatever was to come, she wouldn’t like it. But with little choice, she reluctantly opened her legs. Lord Dragonoski slapped her cunt. Hard.  
 
    “How did that feel?” he asked.  
 
    “It hurt, my lord.”  
 
    He hit her cunt again, harder this time. A whimper escaped Lucinda’s lips. Lord Dragonoski hit her again, and again. Her body began to shake, but she remained standing, knowing that moving away would only make things worse.  
 
    As the pain became unbearable, the tears started to roll down her eyes. Her cunt was red from the abuse, but still, he continued, until finally, his hand seemed to tire. And then, he stood up and slapped her across the face with all his might, knocking her to the ground.  
 
    “James will pay you,” he told her. “Be gone.”  
 
    Lucinda didn’t need telling twice. She scrambled off the ground and hurried out of the room. She didn’t go looking for James. She didn’t care for payment. She just wanted to get out of here as quickly as possible.  
 
    Not even pausing to wear clothes - it was dark outside, she reasoned - Lucinda hurried down the corridor. In her naked stated, her breasts bounced as she run, her cunt and ass hurt from all the abuse, but she cared not. Another three doors past the corridor, and she would be out of here.  
 
    Lucinda opened the door and barged right in to him, knocking him to the ground, she landed on top of him.  
 
    “Oh, hey.”  
 
    It was him. The man from the Baron’s Treasure. The one who wanted to take her out to a bar. What was he doing here?  
 
    She realised then that she was naked. Lucinda didn’t have a problem being naked, so long as the time and place was right. This time and place was completely wrong. She scrambled off him and, not knowing how else to cover her modesty, went back in to the corridor and closed the door behind her.  
 
    She would have to find another way out, Lucinda decided. She was about to run back the way she came when there was a knock on the door. It was him, wasn’t it? Of course, it was him, she scolded herself. Who else could it be?  
 
    Lucinda partially opened the door and stuck her head out. “Hi,” she said.  
 
    “Hey,” he said back.  
 
    She noted he didn’t look very pleased to see her. Maybe he wasn’t as nice as she thought he was. Understandable. Why did she think he was nice in the first place? He had gone to a brothel famous for catering to the sick fantasies of the rich. Her ass and cunt still ached from Lord Dragonoski’s sick fantasies.    
 
    “I was just on my way out,” Lucinda told him. “If you could point the quickest way out…”  
 
    “Yeah, sure,” he replied. “Quickest way,” he pointed to the other door in the room he was already in.  
 
    “Any other ways out?”  
 
    “Plenty. Not very quick though,” he told her. And then he frowned. “You’re not suddenly shy, are you?”  
 
    “No,” Lucinda lied quickly.  
 
    Fuck it, she thought. She opened the door and walked in to the room he was in. She could feel his eyes on her, and, even though she was naked, she really felt naked. She really wanted to put a hand over her cunt. But then, at the same time, she didn’t want to draw attention to it, or show that she was shy.  
 
    “Ouch,” he said. “Rough night, huh?”  
 
    She stopped walking. “Excuse me?”  
 
    He pointed at her cunt. She looked down. It wasn’t red anymore. It was purple and bruised.  
 
    “Come with me,” he grabbed her hand and began to lead her away.  
 
    Lucinda didn’t resist. She didn’t know this man or his standing within the House. He could have been Lord Dragonoski’s son, for all she knew. More likely, he only worked here in some capacity, but that didn’t mean he wasn’t of the nobility. Refusing him could mean bad things.  
 
    He led her to the kitchen, made her sit on a stool, then returned with a bag of ice.  
 
    “Here,” he gave her the ice. “It’ll help with the bruising.”  
 
    “Oh,” Lucinda said, not doing a very good job of hiding her surprise. “Thanks…” 
 
    She took the ice and pressed it against her cunt. The cold felt good. She looked up and found him watching her disapprovingly.  
 
    “What?” she asked, annoyance in her voice. She didn’t need his judgement.  
 
    “Nothing,” he said quietly. 
 
    “Good.”  
 
    He let out a mirthless laugh. Lucinda was about to give him a speech on how he didn’t know shit about shit when the kitchen door opened. A tall busty Dalit walked in. She wore little clothing. A skirt that barely covered her ass, and a top that barely covered her breasts.  
 
    “My Lord Dragonoski,” she bowed. “Your father is waiting for you on the third-floor main balcony.”  
 
    “I’ll be there in a sec, Prita.”  
 
    Prita, the Dalit, bowed once more and then left the room.  
 
    Lucinda stared at him, her eyes wide open. Lord Dragonoski? This was the old pervert’s son? But he looked nothing like him. What the fuck… She had almost ripped into him for being judgemental. Her mind began to race frantically as she tried to remember if she had been rude or offensive to him. It didn’t matter really. There was only one way this was going to end for her - badly.   
 
    “Well, you know the way out,” he said. And then he left the kitchen.  
 
    Lucinda stared in surprise at the door through which he had left. She wasn’t expecting that from him. She was sure he was going to abuse her some, just like his father had done to her.  
 
    Lucinda left the bag of ice on the counter and hurried out of the kitchen. Better get out of here before he changes his mind, she thought.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    6.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The next morning was to be Oliver’s first day of school, but he stayed cooped up in the treehouse instead. He didn’t even remember being hit on the face, but it was bruised, and his nose felt like it was broken.    
 
    What happened the night before didn’t make much sense to him. He had been a little drunk, but he could remember the night pretty clearly. He met Sambit in the Merchant’s tail, had a few drinks with him. Made his way home, met the white-haired girl and… she beat the crap out of him.  
 
    Zapped his cock, said he wouldn’t be able to breed anymore. Then left him there on the ground, beaten and battered. Oliver might have stayed there all night had it not started to rain. He’d climbed up the tree trunk and collapsed on the front porch. He woke in the morning to find a bird perched on his forehead pecking him on the nose.  
 
    It was a beautiful red bird. But he hadn’t cared. He didn’t want it sitting on his face, pecking him. He had shooed it away grumpily.  
 
    His nose hurt so much, he was sure it was broken. Oliver didn’t remember being hit on the nose. Maybe it was the stupid bird that did it. It was a silly thought, but he was tired, hungry and he hurt everywhere.  
 
    The only good news was, his cock seemed to work mostly fine. Although, to be completely certain, he would have to try and impregnate someone.  
 
    “Oliver?”  
 
    He jumped, startled. Who’d come looking for him? Was it the girls? His eyes scanned the room, and he wasn’t ashamed to admit that in that moment, his only thought was of finding a place to hide. He couldn’t take another beating, not so soon.  
 
    Whoever it was, he could hear them climbing up the steps. A moment later, and a patch of long black hair appeared on the front porch.  
 
    Sambit.  
 
    “What are you doing here?” Oliver asked.  
 
    Sambit wasn’t alone. He’d come with a girl. She was of a similar age to him and Sambit. She had green hair and green eyes. She wore a black cloak that covered her body, hid her figure. She reminded him of Lucinda, except, Lucinda’s cloak didn’t hide her figure.  
 
    “Ouch,” Sambit said. “Your face looks awful.”  
 
    Oliver glared at him. “What do you want?”  
 
    “So, the Le Fays really did beat you up,” Sambit said. He walked in to the treehouse and collapsed on the sofa. The girl did the same, sitting beside Sambit, she watched Oliver, a curious look on her face. “Is it true your cock doesn’t work anymore?”  
 
    Oliver thought he saw the girl smirk, but when he blinked, she had that curious look on again. Maybe he was imagining things. 
 
    “How do you know all of this?” he asked.  
 
    “Everyone in school knows. Melisandre Dragonoski told everyone who would listen. And then she told those that didn’t want to listen. And then she told me.”  
 
    So, he had a name for the girl that beat him. Not that it was very helpful. He wasn’t planning on going out to look for her. She would probably beat him up again. He might have had an advantage in the Other Side with his purple fists (which by the way deserted him last night!), but here in Atlantis, he was way out of his league when it came to fighting.   
 
    “Le Fays,” Oliver said. “You mentioned something about Le Fays?”  
 
    “Le Fays,” Sambit repeated. “Big on the whole conquering the world, enslaving the Wanderers thing,” he added.  
 
    Oliver remembered now. Morgan Le Fay. She had fought the war against Merlin… War of the Wanderers was it? But Merlin killed her, threw her head onto the battlefield. She was dead. She was dead, wasn’t she?  
 
    “I thought Morgan Le Fay died?”  
 
    “Oh, she’s dead alright. But her followers aren’t. They call themselves Le Fays. Mother said this would happen.”  
 
    “What would happen?”  
 
    “That,” Sambit pointed at Oliver’s face. “She said it was a bad idea bringing you here. They don’t even properly understand what you are. It’s reckless.”  
 
    “Reckless?” Oliver repeated, a little stunned.  
 
    Sambit nodded. “Mother reckons they should have left you on the Other Side, but the Le Fays said you couldn’t come here, so the lords decided you had to. They think you’ll be safe in the land of the free, but mother isn’t sure. It only takes one crazy Le Fay to kill you.”  
 
    “Kill me?” Oliver repeated, and Sambit opened his mouth to reply, but Oliver raised his hand. “Wait, WHAT. THE. FUCK. MAN?” Why did they want to kill him? How the fuck had they started talking about his death, and so bloody casually too?  
 
    “What?” Sambit asked.  
 
    “Why do they want to kill me?” Oliver asked, perplexed.  
 
    “They’re Le Fays. They do things like that.” Sambit shrugged before adding, “You’re from the Other Side. Your parents are Wanderers. They’re already angry you took their lands. And now, you’re here-” 
 
    “Took their lands?” Oliver interrupted. “Whose lands did I take? And what lands?”  
 
    “The United Kingdom, I think you call it?”  
 
    “Huh? What are you-” Oliver stopped as he remembered the video projector thing the headmistress had shown him. It had been wizard land. The Wanderers came from the sea as settlers. But that was so long ago… “They’re still angry about that?”   
 
    “They want it back,” Sambit said. “And mother reckons it’s only a matter of time before they take it.”  
 
    “But… but millions of Wanderers are living there,” Oliver spoke softly, deep in thought. Wanderers who didn’t even know it was wizard land. That part had been wiped from their history.  
 
    “It wasn’t always like this,” Sambit said.  
 
    Oliver wasn’t listening. His mind was elsewhere. He paced the room, thinking. He needed to get out of Atlantis, needed to get back to the Other Side. And then, he needed to warn the Wanderers about the crazy and possibly genocidal wizards that lived… where the fuck was this place? It wasn’t underwater… but...?  
 
    “The Zarlocks were around then.”  
 
    Oliver stopped pacing and stared at Saafir. What was he talking about? And where had he heard that name before? “The Zarlocks?”  
 
    Sambit nodded unhelpfully and a moment passed before he realised Tom didn’t know who the Zarlocks were.  
 
    “They’re only the oldest, most powerful wizard family ever,” Sambit said. “They liked Wanderers.”  
 
    That was the best news Oliver had heard so far. “Where did they go?”  
 
    “Died.” 
 
    He realised it was a little bit selfish, but them being dead wasn’t so good for him. He actually had heard of them, he remembered now. Merlin was a Zarlock. He had fought Morgan in The Clash of Two Houses or some shit.  
 
    Oliver walked over to his shirt-luggage to pack. He had to get out of here. Standing over it, he realised he hadn’t actually unpacked yet. Great, he thought. He was ready to go home.  
 
    “What are you doing?” Sambit asked.  
 
    “Going home,” Oliver replied.  
 
    “They won’t let you.”  
 
    “Who won’t?”  
 
    “The lords.”  
 
    “Why won’t they let me go?”  
 
    Would they keep him against his will? Why had he come to his place, knowing so little about it? He should have stayed with Emily when she suggested it. Right now, he could have been fucking her.  
 
    Lucinda. It was Lucinda that convinced him to come here. Lucinda and her ridiculously gorgeous body. Lucinda and her flirtatious ways… She got inside his head, made him want to come here, made him want to be around her. And now, she’d disappeared, left him to die in this school.                
 
    “The Le Fays don’t want you here. If the lords let you go, they’ll lose face,” Sambit said. “And you know about Atlantis now. That’s supposed to be a secret.”  
 
    It was the last sentence that really freaked Oliver out. Because he knew of Atlantis, did that mean they would never let him go back again? He was never going to see Emily again? He was going to die here?  
 
    “The boat,” Oliver said slowly. “There’s no one guarding the boat that lets you get out of Atlantis. If you show me where it is, I can sneak out!”  
 
    Sambit shook his head.  
 
    Oliver’s face dropped. Just when he thought he’d found a way out. “You don’t know where it is?”  
 
    “Oh, I know where it is,” Sambit said. “But I’m not taking you there.”  
 
    Oliver’s face hardened. “Why not?”  
 
    “You won’t make it through the maze. The minotaurs will kill you.” 
 
    Oliver thought back to his trip through the forested maze on Lucinda’s driverless carriage. He didn’t remember any… minotaurs. He said as much too.  
 
    “That’s because this Lucinda, she’s an Other Sider. Only Other Siders can pass through the maze. Everyone else dies. Trust me. It has happened many times before. Still happens. You’ll never make it out of the maze.” 
 
    A little deflated, Oliver sat down on the bed and buried his head in his hands. “What am I supposed to do?” 
 
    “Attend classes, keep a low profile, stay out of trouble,” Sambit said. “Don’t pick a fight with Melisandre. Her father’s a Lord.”  
 
    “What’s a lord?” Oliver asked, then wondered if he should have rephrased that question better.  
 
    He knew what a lord was. They had those on the Other Side. They were meaningless titles self-important people liked to inform others that they held - or something along those lines.  
 
    Turned out it was a little different here.  
 
    Lords ruled the lands as their own. There were currently thirteen lords. Between them, they chose three Law Lords to sit in the House of Lords to decide upon all matters that concerned Atlantis and the land of wizards. 
 
    The House of Lords, along with the School of Merlin, was in the Land of the Free. No lord ruled over it. It was neutral territory established by the Zarlocks over a thousand years ago and inhabited by merchants, traders, farmers, and anyone else who had been able to buy their freedom. 
 
    It sounded very medieval to Oliver. “Well, Atlantis is shit,” he muttered.  
 
    “I suppose it can seem that way,” Sambit said. “But I brought you a present.”  
 
    “You did?”  
 
    Sambit turned to the girl seated beside him, the girl with the green hair and green eyes, the girl who had been so deadly silent the entire time, Oliver almost forgot about her. She stood up and pulled her cloak off.  
 
    Oliver’s eyes widened. “What the fuck man,” he yelled. “What is she doing?”  
 
    “She isn’t doing anything,” Sambit said calmly.  
 
    “Why is she naked then?” Oliver pointed at her, just in case Sambit couldn’t see the girl’s nakedness.  
 
    The girl spoke up for the first time. “You don’t like my body?” she asked.  
 
    There was hurt in the girl’s voice, and Oliver wasn’t sure how to react. Of course, he liked her body. She had a pretty damned good body. Her skin was tanned and smooth, her breasts not small, but firm, her legs long, her ass curvy. She was very fuckable, but that was besides the point.  
 
    Sambit sat there with a grin as he ogled her body.  
 
    “Why-why is she naked?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “Catch,” Sambit said, and he threw a small box.  
 
    Oliver caught the box. He had to drag his eyes away from the naked girl standing so close to him, but he managed to do it. And then he opened the box. “Ear studs?”  
 
    Sambit shook his head. “Nipple studs.”  
 
    “…okay?” Oliver said slowly, not seeing where this was going.  
 
    “Put them on her,” Sambit said.  
 
    “You want me to put these nipple studs on her?”  
 
    Sambit nodded.  
 
    “Not happening. Not in a million years.” For one, Oliver thought, her nipples didn’t even seem pierced.  
 
    “You don’t like me?” the girl asked. “Is it because I have small breasts?” she cupped them in her hands.   
 
    She seemed so genuinely sad that Oliver began to feel bad. “No, your breasts are fine… I’ve just… I’ve never done this before.”  
 
     “It’s easy. Just pull the two pieces apart, hold them against her nipple, let go. The magic within them does the rest,” Sambit spoke casually, as if telling him how to drive.  
 
    Oliver glared at him. The girl still had that sad look on her face, so Oliver pulled the two metal pieces apart, marched up to her, placed the metal parts on either side of the girls left nipple, and let go.  
 
    True enough, the metallic pieces connected, then began to pierce the girl’s nipple. She winced as they cut through her flesh. Oliver stepped back, and glaring at Sambit, muttered, “How the hell is this a present you sadistic freak.”  
 
    Sambit grinned. “Wait for it.”  
 
    “Wait for-” 
 
    Oliver didn’t get a chance to finish. He felt a sudden surge of power shoot through his body. It was as if another soul had merged with his, as if that other soul had wrapped its arms around his soul in a comforting hug. He felt warm, and happy, his worries of earlier gone.  
 
    “That… that actually felt quite good,” he admitted sheepishly.  
 
    “Yeah. It gets better,” Sambit grinned. “She belongs to you now.”  
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    It wasn’t easy creeping about in the dark, completely naked, trying your best to get home without someone trying to rape you. Lucinda just about managed it. She snuck in to her own home through the back window. 
 
    Her body ached from the abuse Lord Dragonoski had dished out on her. She was physically drained too. She stood in the passage between her bedroom and the bathroom, wondering if she should shower first or sleep first.  
 
    She stared longingly at her bed. It looked so comfortable. All she had to do was take a few steps in to her bedroom, then she could collapse on to the bed and sleep. And the added benefit of sleeping meant that she could temporarily forget about what had just happened to her. 
 
    Sighing, Lucinda made her way to the bathroom. She couldn’t sleep with Lord Dragonoski’s cum inside her ass, inside her cunt. She would have to clean first. Standing underneath the shower, Lucinda shivered as the cold water hit her.  
 
    Her fingers dug into her cunt, trying to fish out the sperm. She would have to do the same for her anus next… she really hoped it was worth it, that the shadowing spell she had cast through Lord Dragonoski’s cock worked.  
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
    It was evening before Lucinda woke. She felt good, having slept like a baby. But still drowsy. She wanted more sleep. But putting aside her wants, she dragged her herself down to the basement of her small house.  
 
    Lucinda dipped her finger into the cauldron of water and stirred, slowly releasing the shadowing spell. The water began to change texture first, gradually thickening, before colours emerged and intensified quickly. As shapes appeared, Lucinda withdrew her finger.  
 
    He was looking at a girl, her head down, her ass in the air. She was sucking his cock. He raised his legs and wrapped them around her head, chocking her with his cock.  
 
    That was the moment the shadowing spell had taken effect. When she had been sucking his cock, she had whispered the charm through his pee hole. She saw through the eyes of Lord Dragonoski as he played with her, as he slapped her cunt, pulled on her breasts, spat on her, even kicked her cunt once.  
 
    What had happened to her last night, it made for painful watching and Lucinda dipped her finger in the water and swirled clock-wise. Time in the cauldron passed quickly. Lord Dragonoski slept, then woke, then ate, then did nothing for a large amount of time, then ate some more.  
 
    And then he had a visit from a girl with white hair. It was at that point Lucinda stopped stirring. Time resumed at its normal pace.  
 
    “Father,” the girl bowed as she entered the room.  
 
    “Melisandre,” Lord Dragonoski said warmly. “And how is my favourite offspring?”  
 
    “I am well, father,” she took a seat beside him.  
 
    Lord Dragonoski’s eyes trailed up and down Melisandre’s body, settling on her chest. She wore a white top that covered her breasts, but showed their shape and size.  
 
    “It is done,” Melisandre said.  
 
    “What is done?”  
 
    “The Breeder,” Melisandre said. “I cast the shadowing spell on him. It was too easy. He tried to fight back, but he was useless.”  
 
    “Good… good,” Lord Dragonoski mumbled. “Now we will know the game the lords play. We will know this Oliver for the fraud that he is. A wizard born to Breeders, impossible.”  
 
    Lord Dragonoski reached forward and placed his hand on Melisandre’s chest.  
 
    “…father,” she said softly.  
 
    He looked up at her face. “What?”  
 
    “It has been a long night,” Melisandre said, her face anxious. “Not tonight?”  
 
    Lord Dragonoski’s eyes moved back down to her breasts, his hands still on her chest, he searched for and found her left nipple. He squeezed. “…no” his voice came out husky. “You can never be too tired for me.” He looked up at her face, his hand felt her cheek, her lips. And then he slapped her. “Undress now.”  
 
    “Yes father,” Melisandre’s voice shook, but she stood up and began to strip.  
 
      
 
    Lucinda hurriedly pulled her finger out of the water, not wanting to see anymore. Her own memories of the man were bad enough, but this...? She knew Lord Dragonoski was a perverted fuck, but an incestual rapist too? The man did not have an ounce of decency inside him.  
 
    So, they had shadowed Oliver too, eh? It was a waiting game for her now, waiting to see what they would do, what their next move would be, and hope she could stay one step ahead of them.  
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    Though the torches flamed on both walls of the corridor, it was still dark. He walked forward slowly, cautiously. It was there, he knew. He could feel it: the coldness, the emptiness. He could feel something else too. Something he had never felt before. It was an odd feeling: unsettling. Was it fear? 
 
    This was his house. He should not fear anybody here. He should not fear anybody anywhere. But he was afraid, and yet he still walked towards it.  
 
    “Do you know whose house you are in?”  
 
    Silence.  
 
    “Do you know who I am?”  
 
    More silence.  
 
    Of course it knew whose house it was in; of course it knew who he was. You did not just accidently walk into his house. You did not even intentionally walk into his house, not unless you were invited.  
 
    And he had not invited it.  
 
    But he had been expecting it. He knew it was coming, knew for a long time. He had waited for it. Waited for the day he could kill it. It deserved to die for what it had done.  
 
    But things changed and he no longer waited for it, no longer wished to face it, to battle it. And now it was here and it had chosen its time well. He could still fight it. But he was an old man now, an old man who wanted to live, who had reason to live.  
 
    He stepped out of the corridor and into a hall, through another corridor, through a room and another hall. His steps quickened and his thoughts focused. If he could not live, he would ensure it would not either, whatever ‘it’ was. 
 
    He raised his hand and stretched his fingers out. “Sensavil,” he said.    
 
    No. 
 
    That could not be right.  
 
    “Sensavil,” he said again.  
 
    No... 
 
    It wasn’t possible.  
 
    He knew what it was now, he had heard the stories... but they were only stories. Stories mostly told to terrify children, stories his mother had told him not to scare but to intrigue.  
 
    It was behind that door, waiting for him. He hesitated briefly before he pushed it open. He had never feared anyone before and he would not today, not on this day.      
 
    He stepped into the hall. The torches flamed brightly and yet colourlessly as the room filled with dark shadows. And in the shadows, it was there.  
 
    They stared at each other, for how long he knew not for time seemed to have stopped. And then it moved so suddenly, so quickly out of the shadows and towards him. He raised his hand instinctively...  
 
      
 
    Oliver opened his eyes. His heart pounded. Sweat dripped down his forehead. There was a door and a window in front of him, and sunlight poured in through both. The room had two other doors, and currently he had no idea where any of them led to.  
 
    Where the fuck was he?  
 
    And then he turned and spotted her.  
 
    She was in bed, lying right beside him. She had green hair. And then her eyes opened. She had green eyes too.  
 
    And then he remembered. He was in the treehouse at the School of Merlin in Atlantis. That part hadn’t been a dream. Nor had the part where Sambit had given him Harmony. That was her name.  
 
    “Morning,” she said.  
 
    “Uh, hey.”  
 
    “Would you like a blowjob?”  
 
    “I uh- um.”  
 
    “Do you want to fuck me instead?” Harmony asked.  
 
    She pulled the covers aside, revealing her naked body.  More of what happened last night was coming to Oliver. Harmony had only been wearing a cloak when she came with Sambit, a cloak that Sambit took with him, leaving her naked.  
 
    She had slept next to him last night, completely naked. He felt bad for her, but at the same time, seeing her naked, her cute breasts, her smooth skin, flat stomach, her thighs, her legs… Oliver’s cock rose underneath his boxers. She noticed, and she placed a hand on it.  
 
    “What would you like, master?”  
 
    What he would have really liked to do was throw her on her back, climb on top of her, spread her legs and fuck her until she either cried or orgasmed. But he couldn’t do it. It would be so wrong. She somehow belonged to him. Fucking her would be a massive abusive use of the power he held over her.  
 
    Her hand reached under his boxers and she held his cock, her finger rubbed his pee hole, precum began to leak out.  
 
    No… no, he couldn’t do this.  
 
    Oliver sat up quickly and moved to get out of bed, and away from Harmony and her horny ways. That was when he felt the pain. It shot up through his spine towards the brain. His head felt like it was going to splinter. Oliver lost his footing and fell to the ground, screaming.  
 
    “Are you okay?” Harmony shrieked.  
 
    Oliver wasn’t sure. His hand reached behind and he tentatively felt his back. There was nothing there. No bumps, no bruises, nothing. Why did it hurt so much?  
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver trudged up the hill, tired and annoyed. His back still hurt, but his head didn’t feel like it was about to explode anymore. That was good news. The bad news, Harmony was still in the treehouse, naked and waiting to be fucked.  
 
    Yup, she actually told him she would be waiting for him to return, and then they would fuck. She would do anything he wanted, she had said. Even take it up the butt. And as if to prove her point, she had dropped to her knees, her ass in his face as he lay on the ground in pain, she pulled aside her ass cheeks to reveal her pink little butt hole.  
 
    Before he left, Oliver told her to wear some of his clothes. He hoped she would listen to him, because if she didn’t, he wasn’t sure how long he could resist in not fucking her. The girl had a pretty banging naked body.  
 
    Once in the school, Oliver stopped walking.  
 
    What the hell was he supposed to be doing? Where was he supposed to be going? The corridors were mostly empty, with only a few students walking about. Neither of them spared him a glance.  
 
    After walking around aimlessly for a while, Oliver found a map of the school on a wall. He wasn’t far from the canteen, and deciding he could do with some food, he headed that way.  
 
      
 
      
 
     * * *  
 
      
 
    Oliver washed down his egg and toasts with a mug of orange juice. Then he remained seated, watching as the students came in and out of the canteen. Seriously, what the fuck was he supposed to do? Shouldn’t someone have explained how this shit worked to him? 
 
    The headmistress.  
 
    He could go and find the headmistress. Surely, she would know what he was supposed to do. Ugh, but then he would have to run into the naked Casanova and his big cock.  
 
    “Oliver,” someone called.  
 
    He turned his head to see Sambit waving at him, a red-haired girl in his arms. Oliver got up to join Sambit and the red-head. It beat having to go and see the headmistress and her naked… slave? Did she own Casanova like how he owned Harmony?  
 
    “How goes it,” Sambit asked as Oliver sat down opposite him. “Meet Victoria,” he introduced the red-head. “She has the best cunt in Atlantis, and the freakiest mind in… Atlantis.”  
 
    “Hey,” Victoria said, not seeming to mind at all at just having been introduced by Sambit in such a fashion.  
 
    Maybe this was normal in Atlantis. It had to be normal. The headmistress had a naked slave in her office. A naked slave who had an enormous cock she was proud of. If the headmistress was like that… why would the students be any different?  
 
    “What’s wrong?” Sambit asked. “You don’t look pleased. Harmony not do it for you?”  
 
    Oliver frowned at Sambit. “Harmony is fine, thank you very much.”  
 
    “What’s wrong then? Why the face? You’re not still mad at having your ass kicked by a girl, are you? You Wanderers, you have this whole sexism thing going on, don’t you? We don’t have that hear. Nothing shameful about having your ass kicked by a girl. Plus, I know Melisandre. She does know her way with a staff.”  
 
    “She’s hot, too,” Sambit added, as an afterthought.  
 
    “I’m just- I’m just fucking tired okay. This place is a lot to take in. I don’t even know what I’m supposed to be doing in this stupid fucking school! I had the worst dream ever. Got out of bed and nearly died from this fucking pain that-” Oliver stopped talking. They were both staring at him, eyes wide. “What?”  
 
    “You uh,” Sambit paused. “You said something about a dream?”  
 
    “…yeah?” Oliver said slowly. “What about it?”  
 
    Sambit nodded. “Never had one of those.”  
 
    Oliver stared at him incredulously. “You’ve never had a dream?”  
 
    He was about to mock Sambit, when it occurred to him that, until last night, he couldn’t remember any of his previous dreams. He was sure he’d had dreams before, who didn’t dream, right? But why couldn’t he remember any? 
 
    The chairs on either side of him slid out and a person took a seat in each. They leaned forward until their faces were just inches away from his.  
 
     “You had a dream?”  
 
    “What did you see?”  
 
    “Who did you see?”  
 
    Oliver turned from left to right, left again, and then right. “What. The. Fuck,” he muttered. “How are you doing this?” he asked.  
 
    “Doing what?” the girl asked.  
 
    “How are you moving so fast. You’re here,” he turned to look at his left, and she was there, then he turned to his right, and she was there, “now you’re here. Stop moving. Its making me dizzy. Stay in one spot.”  
 
    There was a moment of silence, and then Sambit said, “Oh I get it.” Then he shook his head. “No. They’re not moving from either side of you. There actually is two of them. They’re twins.” Sambit pointed at the girl to Oliver’s left. “Fiona?” She nodded. Then he pointed to Oliver’s right. “And…” he paused, then raised his hands in a surrender motion. “Actually, I just think of you two as the Fiona twins.”  
 
    The girl to Oliver’s right glared at Sambit. “It’s Felicity, idiot.”  
 
    Sambit shrugged. Then turned and kissed Victoria on the lips. His hand slid down the girl’s cloak, and Oliver saw a little of Victoria’s breasts.  
 
    The girl to his left snapped her finger to get his attention. “Dreams. What did you see?”  
 
    Oliver turned to look at her. She had blond hair, blue eyes, thin lips, a few freckles just below her eyes. He turned to look at Felicity on his right. Blond hair, blue eyes, thin lips, few freckles just below her eyes. Huh, what do you know. Just identical twins.  
 
    “Are you just incredibly slow or something?” Felicity asked.  
 
    Oliver glared at her. “Go away.”  
 
    “You do know what dreams are, don’t you?”  
 
    “Yes,” Oliver snapped. Who didn’t know what dreams were? Except, he had this sinking feeling that he didn’t actually know what dreams meant for wizards. “…no,” he said more quietly. “What do they mean?”  
 
    “Tell us the dream,” Fiona said. “And we’ll tell you what they mean.”  
 
    Seemed like a fair bargain, Oliver thought. So, he told them a summarised version of what he had dreamt. “I was an old man, walking in a house, looking for something or someone. I was afraid. Something was after me and I knew that but I was still going towards it, looking for it,” he said hurriedly.  
 
    “That’s it?”  
 
    He nodded. That was the gist of the dream: an old man walking towards something that he thought was going to do something bad to him. 
 
     Sambit, who had finished making out with Victoria, leaned in. “So, what do dreams mean?” 
 
    “The dead communicating with the living,” Fiona said.  
 
    “Oh. I actually knew that,” Sambit said.  
 
    Oliver’s eyes widened. “What!?” 
 
    “The dead,” Fiona repeated with eyes that bore into him as if he were an idiot. “They’re communicating with you.”  
 
    Oliver glared at her. He had gotten that part. “Why are they communicating with me?” he asked, through gritted teeth.  
 
    “They were unjustly killed,” Fiona said, as if that answered his question.  
 
    “So?”  
 
    “So,” she began, placing a lot of emphasis on the word, “you have to avenge them.”  
 
    “I have to avenge some dead wizards?” Oliver asked, and Fiona nodded. “Yeah. Fuck off. That’s not happening,” he muttered. 
 
    “Oh, its happening,” Fiona said firmly, placing a hand on his shoulder.  
 
    Oliver glanced at her hand, then at her face. Was she fucking kidding him? Was the hand on the shoulder supposed to intimidate him?  
 
    “I need you to think,” she said. “Where were you? Whose house was it? Who died? Were there any clues?”  
 
    Oliver shrugged off her hand and turned away from her. He didn’t even know the person had died, but he wasn’t surprised. The old man did walk towards whatever it was, knowingly. And that was why it was universal to run away from bad and scary things. Although actually, they never did do that in movies, did they?  
 
    “The dreams will never stop unless you avenge them,” Felicity said quietly.  
 
    “Sensavil,” Oliver said quickly. “He raised his hand like this and said ‘Sensavil’.” He raised his own hand to imitate.  
 
    “Sensavil,” Fiona repeated. “A spell?”  
 
    Felicity nodded. “We should meet in the library after classes, go through the spell books. It could be a family spell. That might help us narrow it down.”  
 
    And with that, the two twins slid out of their chairs and left. Oliver watched them go. Then he turned to look at Sambit. Then he frowned. Sambit was making out with Victoria again.  
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    Oliver tagged along with Sambit to class. It was to be his first class, and it had something to with mixing chemicals and making potions. That sounded like fun, and for once, Atlantis and the School of Merlin matched what Oliver expected of it.  
 
    They were early, and the class was empty. Oliver and Sambit made there way to the back of the classroom and sat on one of the tables with the large cauldrons on it. The twins appeared a moment later. They ignored Oliver’s wave and sat down at the front.  
 
    “Okay…” Oliver muttered. If they wanted to pretend like they didn’t know each other, that was perfectly fine by him.  
 
    The class began to fill, and then she walked in. The girl with the white hair. The girl that had beaten him, had threatened to make him sterile, had actually electrocuted his cock. Oliver lowered in his chair, hoping to hide behind the cauldron, hoping she wouldn’t see him.  
 
    It didn’t work. She spotted him immediately, grinned and made a beeline for him. Oliver nudged Sambit beside him as she approached. “Melisandre,” he whispered.  
 
    Sambit looked up as she approached. “Hey, bitch,” he called her.  
 
    She glared at him, but then turned her eyes to Oliver. “How’s your cock?”  
 
    “It’s fine…” Oliver mumbled.  
 
    He wasn’t ashamed to admit he was afraid of her. She had really hurt him. Even now, when he pissed, it stung and his cock throbbed.  
 
    “You able to get it up?” she asked.  
 
    Oliver didn’t want to reply, but against his will, he nodded.  
 
    “Let me see,” Melisandre said, her grin widening.  
 
    What little courage Oliver had, he mustered it together, stood up, then said, “Fuck off.”  
 
    The grin from her face disappeared. She reached for him, grabbed him by the collar and pulled him forward. Oliver didn’t know what got in to him, but all he could think of was not having his cock zapped again.  
 
    He punched her. His fist connected with her jaw. He saw her eyes roll as she staggered back. Using a desk as support, she steadied herself. Oliver saw his chance, before she could regain full control of herself and whip his ass, he leapt forward both hands swinging.  
 
    She still managed to duck under his first, second, and third strike. But her feet were still unsteady, and she tripped over a table leg, knocked down a cauldron filled with steaming liquid, which when it touched the wooden desks, lit up like a candle.  
 
    Oliver stopped dead in his tracks, his eyes wide open in horror as the students ran out of the classroom, some screaming.  
 
    Sambit stood beside him, watching the classroom burn down. He placed a hand on Oliver’s shoulder. “Yeah, you’re fucked.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It was a fair assessment from Sambit. Oliver was in the headmistress’s office. Beside him sat Melisandre. They were waiting for the mistress to finish managing the fire that had burnt down the entire classroom and the two adjacent to it, the fire that Oliver had started.  
 
    The door opened, and the headmistress stormed in, followed closely by Casanova.  
 
    “You’re dead, Breeder,” Melisandre whispered.  
 
    “So,” the headmistress turned to look at Oliver. “I hear you burnt down a few classrooms?”  
 
    Oliver was sure it was a rhetorical question, but she had stopped talking and seemed to be waiting for an answer.  
 
    “It was an accident.”  
 
    The headmistress sat down behind the desk, folded her arms across her chest, and leaned forward. “Do tell.” 
 
    Oliver did his best to tell her what had happened. He started right at the beginning, from the point where Melisandre waited for him outside the tree house, stripped him naked and then zapped his cock. He finished by telling what had happened in the classroom, where Melisandre had wanted to see if he could still get his cock up, how she had grabbed him by the collar, so he had punched her, and how she had accidently knocked over the cauldron that then started the fire.  
 
    When he was finished, the headmistress turned to look at Melisandre and asked, “Is this true?”  
 
    “Yes mistress,” Melisandre nodded. 
 
    Oliver turned to look at her in surprise. She wasn’t going to deny any of it?  
 
    “So, let me see I have this right?” the headmistress began. “You punched her because she wanted to see if your cock worked?”  
 
    Oliver’s mouth dropped. “I… She…” What the hell was going on? Had she not heard the part about where Melisandre had stripped him naked and zapped his cock?  
 
    “You may come from a different world, Oliver. But you will play by our rules. You do not burn down classrooms just because another student wants to see if your cock still works. You caused a significant amount of damage, and for that, you will be punished.”  
 
    “As for you, Melisandre. I hope you will explain to your father that I will be punishing Oliver severely for his indiscretion.” 
 
    Melisandre nodded. “Of course, mistress.” She stood up to leave, then paused at the door. “Mistress, if I may?” The headmistress nodded. Melisandre continued, “I would very much like to see if Oliver’s cock still does work.”  
 
    Oliver couldn’t believe how this discussion was going. This couldn’t be real. This had to be some sort of prank. There was no way the headmistress was going to ask him to show his cock to Melisandre. And even if she did, there was no way he would do it. They could all fuck off. The entire Atlantis could fuck off if they thought he was going to bring his cock out to show to Melisandre.  
 
    The headmistress’s eyes narrowed as she stared at him. “You have a choice, Oliver. Take your pants off, show your cock to Melisandre, show her that it works. Or, Casanova can pull your pants down and show us if your cock still works.” And then, as an afterthought, she added, “I haven’t made him suck cock in a while.”   
 
     
 
      
 
     
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver walked down the path that led to the treehouse, his head down, his hands in his pockets, his eyes on the ground. He had pulled down his trousers and shown Melisandre his cock. It was better than having Casanova forcibly strip him and then suck on his cock.  
 
    Melisandre wanted to see if it worked. He was supposed to get an erection whilst the two women, two women who he really hated now, watched. He couldn’t get an erection, no matter how hard he tried. And he tried hard. He thought of Lucinda naked, he thought of Emily naked, he thought of Harmony naked, he even thought of raping Melisandre and the headmistress.  
 
    None of it worked,  
 
    He shuddered as he remembered. Melisandre had stroked his cock with her feet, laughing as she did it, wondering if her feet would do the trick, wondering if he was a freak. The thought of killing both of them, the anger inside him, it helped him stay calm, helped him not try something stupid, helped him hold back his tears.  
 
    Oliver climbed up the treehouse, still angry. Once inside, he spotted Harmony. She was wearing clothes. His clothes. Like he had told her to. She had on a pair of his jeans, and a shirt that fitted her loosely.  
 
    She smiled. “What do you think?” she gave him a twirl.  
 
    “Nice,” Oliver said, collapsing on the bed.  
 
    She came to lie beside him. “What’s wrong?”  
 
    “Nothing,” he lied.  
 
    “You can’t lie to me,” she told him. “We’re connected now. I can tell what you’re feeling, if you’re happy, if you’re sad. If you’re angry.” 
 
    Oliver looked at her. Her face was close to his, so close he could feel her warmth. He could feel more too, a sadness inside her. His eyes widened in alarm. “The piercing I put on your nipple, did it create some sort of connection between us?”  
 
     Harmony nodded. “It bonded my soul to yours, made me yours. When we are close by, we can sense each other’s emotions, our pains. It also gives you the power to cause me great pain, to torture me if I do not satisfy you.”  
 
    “You what?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “Torture me,” she repeated. “If you are displeased with me, all you have to do is think of some pain you want me to feel, where you want me to feel it, and I will feel that pain.”  
 
    Oliver heard what she said, but he didn’t believe her. So, he did the stupid thing. He thought of her being pricked on the forehead by a needle.   
 
    “Ow,” Harmony cried. Her hand shot up and rubbed her forehead. Then she stared at him in horror and dropped to her knees by his feet. “I am so sorry I have displeased you, master,” she cried.  
 
    Olive felt like the worst kind of douche. He grabbed her by the arms and picked her up, placing her in his lap, he kissed her on the head, the exact spot he had earlier imagined a needle pricking.  
 
    “I’m so sorry Harmony. You didn’t do anything wrong. I just didn’t believe what you said, so I wanted to test it out. I’m so sorry for hurting you,” he hugged her tightly.  
 
    Sitting on his lap, she rested her head on his chest, her hand gripped his. “I can still feel your sorrow,” she whispered. “Something is wrong.”  
 
    “A lot is wrong, Harmony,” he whispered. “The whole of Atlantis is wrong. I need to get out of this place before it kills me. I need to find a way to get to the boat that brought me here.”  
 
    She raised her head and looked up at him. “Karnatik? The maze forest and the boat beyond that takes you to the Land of the Wanderers?”  
 
    “You know where it is?” Oliver asked, his heart pounding with excitement.  
 
    “I do…” she paused. “But they say the forested maze is dangerous. They call it the death maze.”  
 
    Oliver gripped her arms tightly. “You have got to take me there,” he told her.  
 
    She nodded weakly. “If it’s what you want…”  
 
    “It is,” Oliver said excitedly. “Oh, it is definitely what I want.”  
 
    Seeing him happy, she smiled. And seeing her happy, Oliver leaned in and kissed her on the lips.  
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    Sambit didn’t ask for much in life. A beautiful girl in his arms. No, a beautiful willing girl in his bed. Yes, it was the simple things in life that he chased after. A kiss, a fuck, some more kissing.  
 
    Her name was Tanya, or Tania, or… It began with a T, that much he was sure. She was beautiful. She had tanned skin, brown eyes, black hair, curvy ass, large breasts, dark nipples.  
 
    “Are you just going to stare at me then?” she asked, as she lay on his bed, her legs spread open, her cunt exposed.  
 
    Ah, her cunt… “What’s the rush?” he asked.  
 
    She laughed, showing her beautiful teeth. “None for me, my lord.” She ran her hand down her body, coming to a rest on her cunt, she pulled aside her pussy lips, showing her beautifully glistening pink twat.  
 
    Yup, he definitely needed a taste of that cunt. Sambit decided to begin there, at her vagina, and work his way up, tasting her body, licking every part of her. He climbed the bed and lifting her legs up, dropped to his knees.  
 
    “Sambit?” a voice called.  
 
    He looked back to see a green haired girl standing by the door, staring at him. She seemed familiar, but he couldn’t quite place where he had met her before. She wore an oversized shirt and loose jeans. Hideous clothing.  
 
    “Take off your clothes,” he murmured.  
 
    The girl slipped her shirt off first, then pulled down the jeans. Sambit blinked. It usually took a little more persuasion from him to get a girl to strip. She wasn’t bad looking. She had smallish breasts, nice long legs, curvy figure. He would definitely fuck her. He wasn’t planning for it. He really wanted to explore all of Tania’s secrets, but, a threesome would work too.  
 
    “Okay,” he told the green haired girl. “Sit on her face, play with her tits.”  
 
    The girl had a confused look on her face, and then realisation seemed to hit her. She shook her head. “It’s me, Harmony?”  
 
    “Harmony?” the name did ring a bell. And she looked familiar… but if she wasn’t here to be fucked, then… “What do you want, Harmony. I’m a little busy. Tania here is waiting to be thoroughly fucked.”  
 
    The girl raised her hand. “It’s Sonia, by the way…” 
 
    Sambit looked back at her. “Sonia? Really? I was pretty sure it began with a T?” Sonia shook her head. “Are you sure?” Sambit persisted. 
 
    “Yup, pretty sure I know what my name is,” she muttered.  
 
    “Fair enough,” Sambit said, then he turned back to look at Harmony.” So, what can I do for you, green haired woman?”  
 
    “It’s about Oliver?”  
 
    “Oliver?” Sambit repeated the name. Ah, he recognised Harmony now. She was the Dalit he had given to Oliver as a gift. The poor guy, he’s going to hate it here. The least Sambit could have done was given him some company, a girl to fuck in those lonely hours. “What about Oliver?”  
 
    “He’s asked me to take him to Karnatik-” 
 
     “The death maze?” Sambit interrupted. “He still wants to go there?”  
 
    Harmony nodded. “I said I would take him there…” 
 
    “Why would you do that?” Sambit asked. “You’re supposed to make him happy, not kill him.” His eyes narrowed. “You know if he dies, you’ll be owned by me, right? Unless of course he leaves a will and gives you away to someone else.” 
 
    “I don’t want him to die,” Harmony said. “He’s sad here. He wants to go back…” 
 
    Sambit could feel it coming. A plea for help. These types of conversations always ended with a plea for help.  
 
    “Would you come with us, please?” Harmony asked.  
 
    She looked cute, the pleading look on her face. He wanted to fuck her. He couldn’t remember if he did fuck her before he gave her to Oliver. “Did I fuck you before I gave you away?”  
 
    She shook her head. “You’d just finished fucking my cousin, Esmerelda, and my younger sister, Bella? You were too tired to fuck me. You mumbled a lot that day, but you sort of thought it was better to give me unspoilt.”  
 
    Sambit nodded. He didn’t remember all of that, but it did sound like him. “When are you going to take Oliver to Karnatik?”  
 
    “Now.” 
 
    Sambit frowned. “Now?” Now wasn’t good for him. He was going to spend the whole night with Tania. Sonia. Tanya? Whatever her name was, he had made plans to spend the whole night with her. “I can’t now. I have-” he stopped, not wanting to say her name wrongly again.  
 
    Harmony’s face fell. “Okay,” she said quietly.  
 
    Leaving, she closed the door behind her. Sambit turned back to face the tanned girl with the gorgeous tits. “Where were we?” he grinned.  
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    Sambit lay on his back, Sonia’s cunt hovered over his face as she sucked his cock. He grabbed her ass cheeks and squeezed. It had been a good night so far, but it was a long way away from finishing. He had so much more planned for tonight, so much more to do with Sonia, to do to Sonia.  
 
    He raised his head and pulled apart both her butt cheeks. She had a cute butthole. He tried to push a finger in, but her butthole resisted. He drove his finger in her cunt, lathering it up with her juices, then shoved it inside her anus.  
 
    He felt her body tense, her mouth tighten around his cock as her body adjusted to the new intruder. Oh, it was going to be such a good night. He was going to abuse that little butthole- 
 
    “Sambit?” 
 
    Sambit lifted Sonia by her legs and moved her cunt away from his face. Raising his head, he rested his back against his elbows and sighed.  
 
    Those twins, Fiona and… the other one, they were both at the door. “What do you want?” Sonia stopped sucking and looked back at him. “Keep sucking,” he told her, then turned to the twins. “What do you want?” he repeated. “I’m sort of busy.”  
 
    “We were looking for Oliver. He isn’t in the treehouse,” Fiona said.  
 
    “Also,” Felicity chimed in, “You’re addicted to sex. You should do something about it.”  
 
    Grinning, Sambit slapped Sonia’s ass. “I am doing something about it.”  
 
    Felicity rolled her eyes. “Do you know where Oliver might be?”  
 
    Sambit nodded. “He’s on his way to Karnatik.”  
 
    “The death maze?”  
 
    Sambit nodded gravely.  
 
    “You didn’t try to stop him?” Fiona asked, perplexed.  
 
    “Well, I did tell him it was a stupid idea and that he was going to die,” Sambit said flatly. 
 
    “We have to stop him,” Felicity said.  
 
    Sambit lowered his head and snuck underneath Sonia’s cunt. “Good luck with that,” he told them. And then he began to eat Sonia’s pussy.  
 
    He felt a tug on his leg, and the Sonia stopped sucking on his cock. He came out from underneath her and glared at the twins. He knew they had done something to stop his good little whore from sucking on him. Just the fact that they were still there made them guilty.  
 
    “What’s your problem?” he asked. He automatically reached for his staff, and it flew into his hand. “I don’t come to your room and stop you from…” he had no idea what the twins liked doing. “…knitting or whatever.”  
 
    He filled his staff with magic, fully prepared to fight them out of his room. There were very few things Sambit took seriously in life, but a good fuck was one thing that he would literally kill or die for.  
 
    Fiona eyed his staff warily. “We need you to come with us. We all know you’re good with a staff, if there is trouble, you… you would be useful.”  
 
    “And why would I want to do that?”  
 
    The twins glanced at each other, and then, as if reading minds, they leaned in for a kiss. “You help us, and you can have both of us however you want, for a whole night.”  
 
    Sambit’s staff fell out of his hand. He’d always wanted twins. And for a whole night, just imagine what he could do. Still, the death maze wasn’t named the death maze for no reason. If any of them got into trouble, it wouldn’t be easy to save them.  
 
    Sambit sighed. He had to give credit to the girls. They knew him well, even if he didn’t know them apart. If there was one thing he would be willing to die for, it was a good fuck, and the twins together would be a great fuck.  
 
    He gave Sonia one last glance, her beautiful naked body… He had to tear his eyes away from her before he changed his mind.  
 
    He reached for his staff again. “Let’s go save that idiot.”  
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    Oliver had both his arms wrapped around Harmony, but it still didn’t feel safe. He didn’t think wizards and witches actually used brooms to fly. Brooms were impractical as fuck. For one, it was near impossible to balance on. But then, he supposed wizards would say the same thing about bicycles.  
 
    He had asked Harmony to find a way to get him to Karnatik, and sure enough, after wondering around the school for a bit, she returned with a broomstick. Oliver thought it was a joke at first. He should have known better. Harmony wasn’t exactly the joking type.  
 
    “We’re going to land soon,” she shouted over the rushing wind. 
 
    Sure enough, they soon began to descend. It was dark, but Oliver could see the maze. From above, it looked amazing. The path that weaved through the forest in a maze-like-fashion was lit. And it was enormous. He could see why people got lost in there.  
 
    He had suggested earlier that they just fly over it and avoid getting lost in the maze, but apparently that wouldn’t work. The maze was protected by a dome. If you flew over it, you would continue to fly until you came to the ocean. And from there, you could fly for days and still not find land. It had been tried by many before. 
 
    Harmony landed the broom by the entrance to the maze. Oliver let go off her and she dismounted. “Here we are…” she said, her voice cheery.  
 
    But Oliver knew better. He could feel her thoughts, experience her feelings. She was afraid, anxious, sad.  
 
    “Hey,” he held her hand in a comforting gesture. “It’s going to be okay. I’m going to be fine.”  
 
    She nodded. And then a tear rolled down her eye.  
 
    “Tell me what’s wrong,” Oliver said softly.  
 
    Harmony nodded, sniffing, she took a deep breath to compose herself. “Whatever happens… if you die in there, or if you make it out… You’ll be gone… I’ll be owned by Sambit again and… he’ll either forget about me, or give me away to someone else…”  
 
    There was a lot Oliver didn’t understand about Atlantis, but this whole slavery thing was the most fucked up thing he didn’t understand. He felt like a douche. Here he had only been thinking about himself, worrying how bad his life had been, when, as bad as his life could ever be, Harmony was his slave. He wasn’t going to sugar coat it. She was his slave.  
 
    However bad his life was, hers was definitely worse.  
 
    He pulled her in for a hug. Wrapping his arms around her, he kissed her on the head. She began to cry softly in his chest. He waited until she was finished, and then he asked, “Can’t I free you somehow?”  
 
    “No,” she sniffed. “Once the nipple piercings are created, someone or other will have to own me. If you die, I’m passed to whoever gave you the piercing.” 
 
    She would be passed back to Sambit. He didn’t seem like a bad guy to Oliver, other than the fact that he dealt with slaves and stuff… But Harmony was right… Sambit struck him as the kind of guy to bore of a girl easily. He already gave Harmony away once, how long before he did it again?  
 
    “Come with me?” he asked her. “Come with me to the Other Side. It’s so different to this place. Different in a good way. I couldn’t own you there. You would be your own person.”  
 
    Her eyes lit up. “You would take me with you?”  
 
    Oliver laughed. “Of course. I would love to take you with me. I didn’t know you would want to come.”  
 
    She gave a sad smile. “There’s nothing here for me.” She looked over her shoulder at the entrance to the maze. “Shall we go in then?”  
 
    Oliver nodded. They held each other’s hands and entered the death maze.  
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    Sambit hired out a flying carriage, and they set off for Karnatik. He sat opposite the twins, analysing them, their bodies. Twins, he wasn’t sure if that was better than two sisters of different ages. Twins, would they look exactly the same naked too?  
 
    Fiona narrowed her eyes. “What are you thinking about?” she asked.  
 
    Sambit grinned. “Take a guess.”  
 
    “I will not guess,” Fiona said curtly, “And stop staring at me like that.”  
 
    She turned her head away from him, staring out through the carriage window. Sambit turned his eyes on Felicity. She glared at him, his grin widened. Then she kicked him on the shins.  
 
    Now it was his turn to glare at her.  
 
    “Who do you think he’s seeing in his dream?” Fiona asked, still staring out through the window.  
 
    Sambit shrugged. “Who cares. I don’t see why you two are so interested in this. People are murdered all the time. Just last week, Katrina sliced a guy’s head off for looking at her wrong.”  
 
    “Who’s Katrina?” Felicity asked.  
 
    “My sister,” Sambit said sombrely. “She does have anger issues.”  
 
    Looking away from the window, Fiona studied Sambit. “How can you not be curious? For someone to be able to communicate from the beyond… they would have to be a wizard of unimaginable power.”  
 
    “I thought all those who were murdered could do it?” Sambit said.  
 
    “Oh, you simple idiot,” Fiona scoffed. And then noticing the look on Sambit’s face, added, “Sorry… I didn’t mean-” 
 
    Sambit gave a wave of his hand. “It’s fine,” he reassured her. “Don’t do it again,” he warned, and Fiona nodded quickly. “So I’m guessing not every Tom, Dick and Harry can communicate from the dead. Question is, who do we know that’s really powerful that died recently?”  
 
    “Yeah, and, why would they choose to communicate with Oliver?” Felicity added.  
 
    It was a good question. Why would they choose Oliver to avenge them? It wasn’t as if he was some really tough and powerful wizard or anything. Melisandre easily beat the crap out of him. And suddenly, despite himself, Sambit was actually interested in something other than sex and drink.  
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    Sambit and the twins stood by the entrance to the death maze. He had his staff with him, and he gripped it tightly, his magic filled it in anticipation, in fear. Beside him, the twins held hands. They didn’t have staffs, weren’t very good at using them, apparently. He really wished they had staffs… or at least wands… or anything that could be used as a weapon really.  
 
    “Okay,” Fiona said, her voice shaking. “We have to enter the maze,” she turned to look at Sambit. “We have to go in there.”  
 
    Was she asking him or telling him? Sambit held his staff before him, spinning it a few times, loosening his arms, he took a deep breath. Was it worth it? Was it really worth risking his life for a good fuck?  
 
    He glanced back at the twins. Rephrase - a really good fuck. He let out a chuckle.  
 
    “What’s funny?” Fiona asked.  
 
    “You two are hot. I mean, I really want to just grab you both and fuck you, right now, right here. I mean, it would be amazing. We would go all night.” 
 
    The twins both glared at him. Fiona opened her mouth, but he cut her off.  
 
    “It’s funny though. I’m not actually doing this just to fuck you. I’m doing it because… It’s fucking terrifying, walking in to the death maze, of my own voluntary accord, I must be insane, but… I’ve never felt this alive before.”  
 
    “I think he is insane,” he heard one of the twin’s mutter.  
 
    Sambit ignored them. He faced the death maze. It didn’t actually look that terrifying. Just a bunch of trees. How bad could it really be? He stepped inside. He heard the twins gasp. Nothing happened. He was in the death maze, and nothing had tried to kill him.  
 
    The path led straight down, then took a left turn. Sambit walked along the path, hands grabbed him from behind, and he felt his heart jump. He cursed silently as he realised it was just the twins. They held each other’s hands, and held him too. 
 
    They came to the end of the path, then followed it as it turned left.  
 
    Sambit spotted it immediately. “Fuck…”  
 
    “What is it?” Fiona whispered.  
 
    He wasn’t really sure. There was blood. A lot of it. But the creature that lay on the ground surrounded by blood, it wasn’t human. At least, it didn’t look like it was.  
 
    “A Falkerie,” Felicity said in awe. “They’re not supposed to exist…”  
 
    Falkerie. Sambit knew the stories. Falkerie were supposed to be mythical beasts that guarded castles. Winged beasts, they were supposed to be able to breath fire, and their hide was supposedly made of impenetrable steel.  
 
    This one looked like it had its entire stomach area smashed by something. Its guts had spilled out.  
 
    “What-what could do that to a… a Falkerie?” Fiona asked.  
 
    Sambit didn’t know, and he wasn’t keen on finding out either. His courage of early, the excitement and fear of going in the maze, it had dissipated quite quickly. It seemed the twins weren’t so eager either, as both inched backwards, there faces pale and colourless.  
 
    Sambit was about to suggest they turn and run when they heard a scream. It wasn’t far away.  
 
    “Oliver?” Felicity whispered. “Do you think that was him?”  
 
    Sambit thought the scream sounded like it came from a girl. But, he hadn’t really spent that much time with Oliver. It was entirely possible that he screamed like a girl. The twins had stopped inching back and out of the maze. He wondered if that meant leaving was no longer an option.  
 
    They heard the scream again.  
 
    “We have to help him,” Fiona said.  
 
    Sambit sighed. Well, there could be worse ways to die, he thought. He walked over the Falkerie and headed down the path, further in to the death maze. They didn’t walk for long before they came to their first fork in the road.  
 
    “Left or right?” Fiona asked.  
 
    Sambit turned left, and glanced down the road. “This way,” he told them.  
 
    “How do you know?”  
 
    He pointed ahead at the dead Falkerie.  
 
    “You think… You think Oliver’s killing them?” Felicity asked. “How is that possible?”  
 
    “I don’t know,” Sambit replied. He didn’t think Oliver was killing the Falkeries. The guy got his ass kicked by Melisandre. She was good with a staff, but not that good. “Maybe… maybe Harmony… Maybe she’s with him. Maybe she’s killing them.”  
 
    “Who’s Harmony?”  
 
    “She’s the Dalit I gave him,” Sambit said. He raised an eyebrow, surprised he remembered the green haired girls name.  
 
    “You gave him a Dalit?” Fiona asked, shocked.  
 
    “Yeah. What’s the big deal?”  
 
    “You can’t just give him a Dalit. He’s from the Other Side,” she said, perplexed. “Don’t you know anything about Wanderers?” she asked, and when he shrugged, she sighed, before adding weakly, “they don’t… they think slavery is bad…”  
 
    Sambit was about to tell her what he thought of Wanderers and their stupid rules, but then he noticed the look on Felicity’s face. The girl’s mouth was open, her eyes wide, her face colourless, her raised hand shaking.  
 
    “What’s the matter with you?” Sambit asked.  
 
    She didn’t reply. But she continued to point. So Sambit turned to see what the fuss was about.  
 
    They had reached another fork in the road, but this time, the trail of dead Falkeries showed the way. The path opened up and circled around a fountain. And with his back against the fountain, Oliver stood, his fists purple. Beside him, bleeding but alive and on the ground lay Harmony, the green haired Dalit.  
 
    But that wasn’t what Felicity was pointing at. It was the beast that Oliver faced, his fists raised. The beast had curled horns, and the face of a bull. On its body it wore black spiked armour, in each hand, it held long black blades, and for feet, it had hooves.  
 
    A minotaur.  
 
    “That’s a minotaur,” Sambit mumbled.  
 
    Fiona nudged him in the back. “Go save him.”  
 
    Sambit looked back at her, alarm in his eyes. “Fuck off?”  
 
    “What? This is why you’re hear, to save him and sleep with us, remember?”  
 
    “Save him, yes,” Sambit said. “But not from a fucking minotaur!” 
 
    And then, something completely unexpected happened. The minotaur swung both blades at Oliver. The twins screamed, and Sambit closed his eyes, not wanting to see another body sliced in half.  
 
    There was a loud bang as Oliver raised his purple fists, blocked the blades, then punched the minotaur in the chest. The force of the punch flung the minotaur back against the trees, breaking a few. At the same time, Oliver collapsed onto his knees, exhausted.  
 
    “What. The. Fuck.” Sambit whispered. “Did he just stop a minotaur’s blades with his bare hands?”  
 
    Beside him, Fiona stood equally shocked. “I think… I think he did.”  
 
    The minotaur wasn’t done though. It climbed out from the broken branches and stood, shaking its head, it almost tripped.  
 
    “It’s weak,” Felicity whispered. “Oliver could win this. He could actually beat a minotaur.”  
 
    There was awe in her voice, and rightly so. Beating a minotaur was no easy matter, even for fully armed and trained wizards. But for Oliver to do it barehanded… except, as the minotaur took slow but steady steps forward, Oliver remained on his knees with his head down.  
 
    “He’s not going to get up…” Sambit realised. “Whatever he did earlier, its taken the energy out of him.”  
 
    Felicity covered her eyes. “Aw, I can’t see this,” she whimpered.  
 
    The minotaur wasn’t invincible. Sambit had just watched it be thrown back, and now, even though it was back on its feet, it didn’t charge Oliver, it took slow steady steps towards him. The minotaur was weakened.  
 
    He wondered if he was an idiot for doing this. He wondered if that would be his last thought before he died, whether or not he was an idiot. It brought a smile to his face. And that was how he charged the minotaur, with a grin.  
 
    The minotaur turned to look at him, and Sambit almost shat bricks. It had red eyes. Red glowing eyes that screamed pure evil. It raised both its arms, and then Sambit realised, it wasn’t holding black blades… the blades were his arms. 
 
    As it swung them both at him, Sambit’s years of training kicked in. He ducked underneath both, came up behind the minotaur, and held his staff behind him, expecting the minotaur to try and saw him in half from behind.  
 
    He was right. The blades clashed with his staff. He turned and swung his staff. The minotaur staggered back. It was still weak, still groggy from Oliver’s attack. Sambit knew he had to press his advantage quickly before the beast regained its strength. 
 
    He went on the offensive, swinging his staff hard and fast, he blocked when necessary, but moved straight back on the attack. Even in its weakened state, the minotaur fought back as well as any wizard he had ever faced.  
 
    But then, Sambit found an opening, and his staff struck the minotaur on the jaw. The minotaur stumbled back, but still remained on its feet. Sambit leaped forward and shoved his staff filled with magic as hard as he could into the chest of the beast.  
 
    There was a crunch as his staff dug into the metal armour of the minotaur. It was enough to cause the minotaur to fall to the ground. But its blades began to transform into hands, and it grabbed the staff. Sambit let go off his staff and backed away.  
 
    “Sambit,” Fiona called.  
 
    He looked up to see the twins had reached both Oliver and Harmony, and were dragging them away and back out of the maze. He gave one last glance at his staff now wedged into the minotaur, decided he didn’t particularly care for his staff or to finish his duel with the minotaur, and ran after the twins.  
 
     
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Epilogue  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Melisandre spun her finger in the water anti-clockwise for the fifth time. For the fifth time, she watched as Oliver fought off the Falkeries, killing them with a single punch. His fists burned a purple colour as he tore apart the mythical beasts. She watched as he came up against the minotaur.  
 
    It was this part that was so hard to believe. The black blades of a minotaur, Oliver blocked with his bare hands. How was it possible? How could he be so strong, and yet, she whipped him so easily? 
 
    It didn’t make any sense. Nor did the fact that he was dreaming… She couldn’t see his dreams, but she saw him tell the twins of it.  
 
    He was born to Wanderers… that should have been impossible in itself. But then, he exhibits astounding amounts of power…  
 
    Melisandre took her finger out of the water and stood up. She would have to tell her father of this… She stared in the mirror, adjusted her hair, her clothing. She hated what he did to her, but…  
 
    Maybe one day she could stop him raping her… maybe one day she would be the Law Lord, and he would be at her feet. But until that day… she sprayed perfume over her clothes. Until that day, she would be the perfect little girl for her daddies incestual fantasies.   
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    Prologue 
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver climbed up the wooden planks to the tree house and collapsed on the sofa, exhausted. Behind him, Sambit carried the limp body of Harmony in his arms.  
 
    “Is she okay?” Oliver asked, his voice coming out hoarse.  
 
    “She will be fine,” Felicity said, collapsing on the sofa beside him. “She’s lost a lot of blood. We gave her a potion for that. She’ll be back to her normal self in a few hours.”  
 
    “Thanks…” Oliver mumbled, feeling numb. “Thanks for everything… saving my life and all that… stuff.”  
 
    Fiona, who stood by the door, her arms folded over her chest, glared at him. “How could you be so stupid?”   
 
    He felt bad for Harmony. She was such a great girl, so nice to him. Sure, he owned her, and she had to be nice to him. But he could feel her emotions same as she could feel his. And he was sure the two had shared a moment, just before entering the maze.  
 
    “I didn’t know there would be monsters in the maze,” Oliver said sullenly. 
 
    “Oh?” Fiona said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “Did you think a place named the “death maze” would be full of fairies and unicorns?”  
 
    “I said I was sorry,” Oliver muttered.  
 
    “When?” Fiona asked, and before he could say “when what”, she added. “When did you say you were sorry?”    
 
    “Pretty sure I did,” Oliver replied stubbornly.  
 
    “I’m pretty sure you didn’t,” Fiona said. “And seeing as you were stupid enough to walk into the Death Maze and unarmed no less, I think it’s safe to say you’re an idiot. I am not an idiot. So, therefore, my word counts for more.”  
 
    Oliver was exhausted. Fighting those beasts in the Death Maze had really taken it out of him. He could just about keep his eyes open. But they opened pretty wide then as he stared at Fiona. “You talk too much,” he muttered.  
 
    Fiona placed a hand on her left breast and slapped it twice. Oliver raised both his hands in confusion. Slapping your breast twice, whatever the fuck was that supposed to mean?  
 
    Sambit, who had placed Harmony gently on the bed and tucked her in, now stood before Oliver, his hands on his hips. “What the fuck man!”  
 
    “Oh, not you-” Oliver began. 
 
    “That was fucking amazing!” Sambit cut him off.  
 
    “That was?” Oliver asked, a little uncertainly.  
 
    “You killed a whole bunch of Falkeries with your bare hands! That’s just unreal. And the way you punched that minotaur,” Sambit pumped his fists in the air. “I have seen some things in life, believe have I seen things,” he paused thoughtfully, “mostly girls really, but have I seen some girls… I’m losing my track of thought. Ah, yes, but nothing comes close to what I saw you do.”  
 
    “Oh, don’t encourage him,” Fiona said. “He got lucky. If we hadn’t shown up, he would be dead now.”  
 
    Sambit turned to look back at Fiona, a grin on his face. “You’re just jealous that I actually saved him. Now I get you and your sister for a whole night.”  
 
    Oliver sat up at that. “You what?”  
 
    “Yeah,” Sambit rubbed his hands enthusiastically. “I was with… I think her name was Tania?” he shook his head confusedly. “Any who, they said that if I came to aid you in the Death Maze, I could have them for the night.” 
 
    “Have them for a night?”  
 
    “Sexually,” Sambit said, his grin so wide, his lips had to hurt.  
 
    “Oh,” Oliver said. Fiona was still glaring at him, her arms folded over her chest, but now her cheeks had taken on a red tinge. “I’m so sorry you guys had to um… to um… sell your bodies to save me. I owe you both one.”  
 
    He meant it. No one had ever done something coming even remotely close to selling their bodies to save him.  
 
    “Oh, shut up, Oliver,” Fiona growled. “If you weren’t dreaming, we wouldn’t care if you went and jumped into the Killing Pits.”   
 
    “Once we’ve solved this dreaming thing of yours, maybe we’ll throw you into the Killing Pits ourselves,” Felicity beside him chimed in.  
 
    “…okay,” Oliver said, deciding he wasn’t really that upset to learn they hadn’t sold their bodies to just save him. They had still saved him, and that was all that mattered. And he hoped their night with Sambit really sucked. Okay, maybe he was a little upset they couldn’t have at least pretended they had come just to save him. “What’s the Killing Pits?”  
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    It was much later that night when Oliver opened his eyes, his sleep ruined by an incessant nudging. The room was dimly lit, and it took his eyes awhile to adjust. Harmony lay beside him on her side, her eyes open, her hand extended towards him.  
 
    That incessant nudging, it had been Harmony poking him on his ribcage.  
 
    “Hey,” Oliver said gently, his annoyance melting away. “How are you feeling?”                
 
    “We didn’t make it, did we?” Harmony asked. She looked around. “We’re back in the treehouse?”  
 
    Oliver nodded. He told her what had happened, how he had fought off the Falkeries, but was then trapped by the minotaur. The same minotaur that had given her the cut on her arm which had caused her to black out. Sambit and the twins had come to their rescue.  
 
    “How do you feel?” he asked again.  
 
    “I feel great,” she replied, a mischievous smile on her face. And then she placed a hand on his cock. 
 
    Oliver’s eyes widened and he laughed nervously. “What- uh, what are you doing?”  
 
    Her smile faltered. “You wanted to take me away with you to the Other Side. I thought you liked me.”  
 
    “I didn’t mean like that…”  
 
    “Oh…” her hand moved away from his cock. “I’m sorry I woke you.”  
 
    She turned away from him, lying on her side, her body not covered by the blanket. Oliver couldn’t help but admire her figure. She wore his clothing, the loose shirt and jeans, the same clothing she had worn on their trek to the Death Maze. 
 
    He placed a hand on her shoulder. “I do like you, Harmony. It’s just that… its complicated.”  
 
    She turned to face him, and even in the dimly lit room, he noticed the water around her green eyes. “It is not complicated,” she told him. “I am a Dalit and I belong to you. If you want to fuck me, you can fuck me. It is good that I like you too. I want to fuck you. What’s the problem?”  
 
    Goddammit, why did she have to be so forward, Oliver wondered. And so hot, too? He really did want to sleep with her. Would it be so wrong to do it? She wanted to sleep with him too. There was clear consent.  
 
    “What?” she asked, eyeing him with annoyance. “I can sense your indecision, but I can’t read your mind.” 
 
    “Apparently I actually own you. If I sleep with you, it’s a massive abuse of power. I don’t know if I feel comfortable doing that?” Oliver spurted out.       
 
    Harmony stared at him like he was an idiot. “That’s it? That’s what you are worried about in your big head?”  
 
    It was Oliver’s turn to be annoyed. His head wasn’t that big. In fact, his head was perfectly average-sized.  
 
    Harmony leaned in and kissed him on the lips. She tasted good. Cheery lips. Oliver kissed her back, and when she pulled away, he sighed. Either she was such a good kisser, or he was very horny. It was possibly both.  
 
    “See?” Harmony said. “That wasn’t so hard, was it?” Oliver opened his mouth to reply, but she cut him off, adding. “And you don’t have to commit to me. Even if I didn’t belong to you, I would be happy for you to sleep with other men and women.” She leaned in and kissed him again, then pulled back. “I hope you don’t forget me though.”  
 
    Oliver was getting a little annoyed with this stop-start kissing. He grabbed her by her green hair and pulled her in for a kiss. His other hand reached for the shirt she wore. He ripped it off her, exposing her firm breasts.  
 
    She pulled her jeans off and he climbed on top of her naked body, his cock hard. Harmony reached inside his pants, her hands found his erect cock, and she guided it towards her cunt, rubbing it against her clit, she began to moan.  
 
    “Can we go easy the first time?” she whispered in his ear.  
 
    Oliver, who had been sucking on her breasts, raised his head. “The first time?” 
 
    Harmony nodded, her green eyes in the dimly lit room making her look oh so innocent. “I’m a virgin…”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 1   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The following morning, Oliver sat in the canteen watching Harmony have breakfast. There was no other way to describe it. He sat with his head resting on his elbow watching the girl he had slept with last night.  
 
    Yup, he had sex last night. More than that, he took Harmony’s virginity. Apparently, it was a rare thing for an eighteen-year-old Dalit to not have had sex. Oliver didn’t quite understand what Dalits were. They were wizards, but there was something more to them, something that made them different from other wizards. What that something was, he wasn’t quire sure. Dalits were definitely more attractive. Was that it?  
 
    “Is there something wrong with that piece of toast?” Harmony asked. “You’ve been holding on to it forever now.”  
 
    Oliver looked down. Sure enough, he did have a slice of toast in his left hand. Not actually recalling when he picked it up, Oliver took a bite of the toast. “Last night was fun,” he said, as he chewed.  
 
    Harmony’s eyes lit up. “And this morning.”  
 
    Oliver nodded. Yeah, this morning had been fun too. He’d awoken to find Harmony’s pink cunt in his face, her head under the sheets, her warm mouth wrapped around his cock. It was a pretty good way to wake up. And the girl was not shy. She spent the whole morning naked, only putting clothes on as they left the treehouse.  
 
    He reached for the mug of tea and took a sip. He could get used to this sort of life, going to bed with Harmony, being woken up by Harmony. The tea was cold and Oliver spat it out. Yup, the only thing that could make this morning better was a nice hot cup of tea.  
 
    “Oliver,” a tall girl with long blond hair sat beside him. She placed a hand on his leg and squeezed. “What are you doing later?” she asked.  
 
    Oliver stared at the girl curiously. Did he know her from somewhere? “Um… I was going to class later, I guess.”  
 
    She laughed out loud, her hand moved up his leg, resting on his cock, she gave a gentle squeeze. “I’ll be at the Baron’s Treasure tonight. You should join me.” She gave his cock another squeeze, and then left.  
 
    Oliver watched her go, his mouth dropped in shock. She was a tall girl with very long legs. Legs that were on display as she wore a short skirt that barely covered her ass. Seriously, those legs were mesmerising. He decided he definitely didn’t know the girl. Those legs would have been hard to forget.  
 
    Harmony was watching him with a mischievous grin on her face.  
 
    “I don’t even know her and she touched my cock,” Oliver hissed, leaning forward. “Was that weird? Or is that normal in Atlantis?”  
 
    “It’s only weird if the girl doesn’t like you,” Harmony replied, still grinning.  
 
    “Like me?” Oliver asked, surprised. “Why would she like me?”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
    Later that day, Oliver sat in class with Sambit. Harmony was back in the treehouse. She was feeling a little tired, she’d said. And it wasn’t like she had classes to attend. She was going to take a nap. She would be fresh and lively for him tonight. She had kissed him goodbye.  
 
    Oliver had questions about her and this whole him owning her thing. And sitting beside Sambit in Magical Languages class, he decided now was the perfect time to ask.  
 
    “Hey,” he nudged Sambit. “Why doesn’t Harmony come to class?”  
 
    Sambit was busy etching away at the wooden desk with his quill, drawing a very impressive girl with enormous boobs. “Why would she come to class?” he asked, not looking up.  
 
    “Um, to learn?” Oliver replied, frowning. “Why does anyone go to class?”     
 
    Sambit blew the dust away and grinned, admiring his naked girl. It was pretty good, Oliver had to admit. And Sambit sure paid attention to the details. The vagina and breasts were drawn very accurately, even if the boobs were a little big. 
 
    “What do you think?” Sambit asked, still smiling.  
 
    “It’s pretty good,” Oliver admitted. “Why doesn’t Harmony come to class with us?”  
 
    “She can if you want her to,” Sambit said. “But she’s a Dalit. And she’s already owned by you. It would be pointless for her to come to class.”  
 
    Dalit. That word again. He really needed to know what it meant. So, he asked. “What the hell is a Dalit?”  
 
    Sambit looked at him in surprise. “You don’t know?”  
 
    “Don’t have a fucking clue.”  
 
    So Sambit told him. Dalits were a class of wizards. At the top was the aristocracy, followed by the common folk, and right at the bottom were the Dalits. Dalits were different to other wizards. They were on average a little taller, a little stronger, they had bigger breasts, curvier bodies, and they were very sensual and-  
 
    “Very sensual?” Oliver interrupted.  
 
    “They’re just really fucking horny,” Sambit clarified. “If they’re not thinking about sex, it’s because they’re having it.” 
 
    There was a time, thousands of years ago, when the Dalits tried to overthrow the aristocracy, using a combination of their strength and their sex appeal. They lost. As a punishment, Dalits were enslaved en masse. The rings were created to link their souls to the souls of their owners.  
 
    Very recently, a bunch of do-gooders managed to outlaw the automatic enslavement of Dalits. Now, the Dalits had a choice. They could remain free, get into work and support themselves, or they could give up their freedom, be owned by another and not have to worry about a thing.  
 
    “Why would anyone want to be owned?” Oliver asked, disbelievingly.  
 
    Sambit shrugged. “It’s what they’re used to, I guess, being owned generation after generation. People don’t like change.”  
 
    “So, Harmony just gave herself up to you?”  
 
    “Nah. I bought her from her father.”  
 
    “You did what?” Oliver gasped.  
 
    “Yeah,” Sambit continued, not at all realising how shocked Oliver was. “He was selling her sisters too. It was strange…” Sambit’s voice trailed, and he stared into the distance, as if recalling an old memory.  
 
    “Really?” Oliver fumed. “You’re just realising now that it was strange?”  
 
    “Yeah,” Sambit nodded. “I slept with her sisters, but then ended up buying her…” he shrugged his shoulders, and then, his eyes lit up. “Oh, I remember now. I bought her because she was a virgin. Do you know how hard it is to find a virgin Dalit?”  
 
    Oliver covered his face with both hands, not wanting to carry on with this conversation any longer.  
 
    “Hey,” Sambit nudged him.  
 
    Oliver lowered his hands. “What?” he asked moodily.  
 
    “I completely forgot she was a virgin when I gave her to you,” Sambit said. “Have you fucked her yet? Because if you haven’t, I would very much like to buy her off you.”  
 
    Oliver lowered his head into his hands once more. The strangeness of Atlantis really was going to take some getting used to… 
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    Oliver sat in the quiet section of the library by himself. The librarian was a crazy old witch with a whip. And she was not afraid to use the whip if anyone broke the rules. And that was why he was here. It had been a strange day, and he needed some time to himself.  
 
    The tall leggy blond was the third girl to have touched his cock that day. Actually, third girl not including Harmony. Another girl, a redhead, she licked his neck, then bit his ear. At first, he couldn’t understand why suddenly all these girls were after him.  
 
    It was the twins that told him. Apparently, word had spread of his “heroics”. They had actually used air quotations when saying that word - “heroics”. He supposed they were still pissed that they both had to sleep with Sambit at the same time. And knowing Sambit, the guy did have a pretty imaginative dirty mind…  
 
    Contrary to what the twins had assumed, it hadn’t been him who had told people of what had happened in the Death Maze. Not because he was humble or anything… Hell, if he’d known how it would make him so popular, he would have screamed it out from the roof of the building.  
 
    Oliver slammed the book shut. He should have gone to the Baron’s Treasure. He could really use a drink. And then he remembered why he hadn’t done that in the first place. The leggy blond was going to be there tonight. His cock rose a little at the thought of her. Why wasn’t he there with her? She seemed up for it. And it wasn’t like Harmony minded. The girl herself had said that he could sleep with other women.  
 
    Harmony… The poor girl, sold by her own dad. And Sambit, so casual about it. What the fuck kind of place was this where it was apparently normal to sell your daughters? And that was why he was here in this stupid library and not in the treehouse.  
 
    Most likely, she was waiting for him. She was probably naked too. He sighed. That girl did not like clothes. His cock rose some more as he pictured Harmony’s naked body. Her long legs, her pink cunt, her smooth and soft skin, her cute breasts, her lips… cherry. She tasted of cherry.  
 
    He really wanted to go back to the treehouse and fuck her. But, knowing now what he did of Dalits, it felt wrong. Wait, it already felt a little wrong, what with him actually owning her… Dalits, subjugated for generations, they didn’t even know what freedom was, what it meant to have choices and live your life how you wanted to.  
 
    Although, he thought, to be completely fair. Life sort of did suck even if you were free…  
 
    Oliver decided it was time to head for bed. He couldn’t stay in the library forever. He would have to face Harmony at some point. And truth was, he actually did want to see her. He liked her quite a bit. And not just because she was amazingly hot and liked to fuck him…     
 
    “Oh fuck,” Oliver whispered as he stood up and glanced around.  
 
    The library was enormous. It was spread over three entire floors. It had countless rooms and doors and stairs and… he couldn’t even recall how he had made it to the quiet section of the library in the first place.  
 
    After walking for almost an hour, Oliver made it out through one of the library’s many doors. He came to a narrow corridor that seemed to narrow further with every step he took. It came to a point where he had to walk sideways to keep going. But he kept going, because he could see the light at the end. Literally. It was tight; he would have to squeeze through it.   
 
    And that was what he did. He pushed as hard as he could, and squeezed out through the narrow gap. And once out, he crashed into the person walking past, and as he was falling, accidentally grabbed the girl’s top and tore it off, exposing her red bra.  
 
    “Sorry, sorry, sorry,” Oliver said quickly. He climbed to his feet and extended his arm to help the girl up.  
 
    And that was when he noticed her hair. It was white. She looked up at him, and he jumped back in fright.  
 
    “Melisandre,” he gasped.  
 
    Fuck, he thought. Of all the people to crash into, it had to be her. And he’d torn her top. Against her pale white skin, her red bra stood out noticeably. He had to force himself to avert his eyes from her chest area lest he pissed her off some more.  
 
    Melisandre climbed to her feet, and wiped away the tears from her eyes. Oliver blinked twice. She was crying? How hard had he crashed into her? 
 
    “Are you okay?” he asked, coming closer.  
 
    She stood up straight and watched him warily. Her eyes glanced at the narrow corridor through which he had flung out. “What were you doing in there? She asked. “We’re you spying on me?”  
 
    “No,” Oliver said quickly. “I was in the library. I got a little lost and ended up taking that corridor.”  
 
    “Library?” Melisandre asked. “Why would you go to the library? You hardly attend any classes. And when you do, you sit at the back with that douche, Sambit, and talk and talk and talk.”  
 
    That was actually a very accurate description of what he did do in class. And it was true that he hadn’t attended many classes. But, how did she know all of this?  
 
    “What? It’s not like I’ve been spying on you,” Melisandre said defensively. “You’re just very loud and clumsy.”   
 
    Oliver raised both his hands diplomatically. He wasn’t going to make any accusations. Especially not to a girl who was the daughter of a powerful lord. Also, Melisandre could quite easily kick his ass.  
 
    And that was what surprised him a little. Why hadn’t she already attacked him for crashing into her, for knocking her to the ground, for ripping her top off and exposing her bra. His eyes fell on her chest again, and he noted how round and firm her exposed breasts looked. 
 
    Glaring at him, Melisandre covered her chest with her cloak.   
 
    “Sorry,” Oliver said. “Sorry about…” he pointed at her chest. “Sorry…”  
 
    “It’s fine,” she said curtly. And then she turned and walked off.  
 
    Oliver watched her go, a little confused. Pretty much every time he had bumped into her, she’d done something horrible to him. Now, here late at night, just the two of them, she could have ripped his cock off and no one would have heard him scream. Yet, she seemed wary off him… 
 
    Oliver shrugged. Maybe she’d heard of his heroics in defeating the Falkeries and fighting off a minotaur. He took a few steps down the corridor, then stopped. He had absolutely no idea where the hell he was. Ah, maybe he should have asked her for directions to the tree house. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2  
 
      
 
      
 
    He was in a large hall. There was row after row of pillars on either side of him and in front. Purple and gold stripes swirled round the pillars. The floor was made of purple marble. The walls were purple too, and the chandeliers that hung from the ceiling were gold, their flames purple.  
 
    It was beautiful. But he wasn’t here to admire the view. He was here to find something. What that thing was, he didn’t know yet, but he would know once he saw it.  
 
    He moved on, through a hallway, through another room, another hallway, and another, never pausing. He was being guided, he knew. He came to an opening, and in front of him the corridor continued, but either side of him were two spiral staircases, going both up and down.  
 
    He walked up the staircase to his right. And there it was: something different – fear. He was standing on the landing now and he was afraid, but his feet moved regardless, taking him towards the door at the end. That was why he was here, to see what lay beyond.  
 
    He opened the door and walked in. The room was dimly lit and he thought it to be empty. But his eyes adjusted to the light. And he saw the bed.  
 
    There was a couple lying there, unmoving, asleep. They were an old couple. The man had a beard, partially white and partially... red was it? It was hard to make out in the light. The colour continued off the man’s beard and onto the bedding, as if an artist had painted it.  
 
    And then he noticed the splattering of red all over the bed, and on the floor too. He stared at it dumbly before he realised what it really was. 
 
    Blood – it was blood. The old man’s beard was partially covered in blood. The whole bed had blood all over it, as did the floor around.  
 
    The couple weren’t asleep. They were dead.   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver opened his eyes. He was in bed, lying on his back. It had been a dream. Another dream. He wanted to sit up, but he was afraid to move. The last time he had dreamt, he’d woken up feeling like his back had been sliced at. Was it going to be the same this time too? 
 
    He slowly turned his head left. It didn’t hurt to do that. Maybe it would be different this time. Perhaps the pain was a one-off thing. There was only one way to find up. He had to sit up. Question was, how should he sit up? Was this like ripping off a band aid? Should he sit up really fast, or ease his way up?  
 
    Harmony was asleep in bed when he’d finally made it back to the treehouse last night. She slept completely naked, and Oliver had stared at her body a while before he tucked her in under the sheets.  
 
    She was still asleep now, and she looked so peaceful, so beautiful. He was really beginning to like the girl. She had such an easy manner about her. He felt comfortable in her presence. It might have had something to do with the fact that he could sense her feelings, whether she was happy, sad, anxious, afraid…  
 
    He usually sensed her as happy when she saw him. And he was too, he realised… Whenever he saw her, he felt happy, relaxed, comfortable.  
 
    Oliver turned his head and stared up at the ceiling. He would worry about Harmony and his feelings for her another time. One problem at a time. He shot up and sat on his bottom, his back straight.  
 
    Yup, that was a horrible idea. He was in an amazingly incredible amount of pain. He did the natural thing next.  
 
    He screamed.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Harmony sat beside him in the canteen, the spoon in her hand, she filled it with porridge and raised it to his mouth. Oliver opened his mouth and took the spoon in, somewhat grumpily.  
 
    “I can feed myself,” he told her.  
 
    “You screamed like a baby,” she told him.  
 
    Oliver glared at her. “I didn’t scream like a baby. And that was ages ago. I’m fine now. I walked all the way here. I can feed myself.”  
 
    She ignored him and raised the spoon to his mouth again. She was bloody persistent, he gave her that. And truth was, although he could definitely feed himself, Oliver was in a lot of pain. His entire back and chest felt like it had been hacked away at with a machete, left to rot, then infested with maggots. And those maggots, instead of eating his flesh, were basically searching for his nerves, the ones that transmitted feelings to the brain, the maggots were attacking those nerves.  
 
    He supposed that was why Harmony was so insistent on spoon feeding him. She could sense the pain he was feeling. He could sense something coming from her too. Uncertainty. “Hey. What’s the matter?”  
 
    Harmony fed him another spoon of disgusting porridge. “You came home late last night,” she spoke, her eyes not making contact.  
 
    “I was in the library,” Oliver said, feeling guilty.  
 
    “You started thinking again, didn’t you?” Harmony said. “Thinking about this whole owning me and sleeping with me thing. You don’t feel comfortable about it, do you?” 
 
    Oliver shook his head. “I really like you Harmony, but…” 
 
    “I understand,” Harmony smiled. “You Wanderers and your strange rules. For thousands of years, us Dalits have been owned. We enjoy sex, and our masters or mistresses fuck us however they please. For most of us, we only hope that we find a good and kind owner, not a cruel one.”  
 
    She raised the spoon to his mouth once more, and this time her eyes met his. “When Sambit gave me to you, I wasn’t sure what to make of you. You are the first wizard born to Wanderers. I was curious. Now that I know you better, I am happy that you own me. You are kind, you care about me. I want to keep you happy, I want to wake up every morning and take your cock in my mouth. I want you to live out all your sexual fantasies through me,” she stopped.  
 
    Oliver swallowed the disgusting porridge with some difficulty. She was waiting for him to speak, but he had no idea what to say. He understood her point of view, but he still felt uncomfortable about the whole sexual slavery thing that Dalits were subjected to.  
 
    “Sambit said your father sold you off?” Oliver asked, and he immediately regretted it. He could feel the sudden sadness in her.   
 
    “Not my father. He was a stonemason and he owned my mother. He was good to her, mostly. He beat her sometimes. I think twice he tied her naked in the town square and whipped her. But nothing too severe. As she got older, a male Dalit found was brought over to fuck my mother, to breed pure Dalits that could be sold later.”  
 
    Harmony paused, watching him with worry in her eyes, she asked, “Are you okay? You look a little pale.”  
 
    “I’m fine…” Oliver said. “It’s just a lot to process… the whole, being tied naked in the town square and whipped apparently not considered very severe…”  
 
    Harmony shrugged. “It can get a lot worse. Especially if your owner is really rich, then you become a dispensable commodity.”  
 
    It was a little difficult for him to imagine how life could get much worse than being owned by someone else, having that someone else tie you naked in the town square and beat you, then have that same person bring over another Dalit so that he could use you to breed little Dalits to then sell off… Animals had a better life. They didn’t get sexually abused - well, most didn’t anyway. They weren’t tied down in the town square and beaten either…  
 
    “I was the third child,” Harmony continued. “Our mother’s master, he was good to us. Gave us food, clothed us, fucked both my sisters… They both had bigger breasts than me, their asses were curvier, and they were prettier too…”  
 
    Oliver sensed the sadness that followed that sentence. She was a virgin, which meant that the stonemason hadn’t fucked her. But surely that was a good thing, right? And then it dawned on him, and he cursed himself for being such a blind idiot.  
 
    “Hey,” he placed his hand on her lap and winced at how much i. “I don’t really know how to say this, because I’m finding it very hard to process the fact that you’re upset at not being raped by that fucking stonemasonry prick. But anyway,” he took a deep breath, trying to calm himself. “You’re fucking gorgeous. You are easily the hottest woman I have ever slept with. I mean, sometimes when I see you naked, I do a double take. Like, how and why is this incredibly sexy woman sleeping with me? The only reason I’m not in the treehouse all day in bed with you is because I still feel like its wrong because-” he paused.  
 
    He was about to say that he found it wrong because he owned her. But he couldn’t use that word. He didn’t care if this was Atlantis. You still didn’t just say you owned someone. And if by some crazy chance you did happen to own someone, you most certainly did not tell that someone that you owned them.  
 
    Oliver wondered if that made any sense. Then he scolded himself for talking to himself. And then he was about to scold himself for scolding himself when he decided enough was enough and closed his eyes.     
 
    He felt a hand on his shoulder. He opened his eyes to see Harmony staring at him, worry in her eyes. “Are you okay?”  
 
    “Mostly,” Oliver mumbled. “My head hurts quite a bit. I don’t think I can do many more nights with dreams…”  
 
    “We have to find the murdered couple,” Harmony said determinedly.  
 
    Her face was close to his, and he could feel her warmth. And, she was so pretty… Oliver leaned in and kissed her. He pulled away and placed a hand on her knee.   
 
    “I’m so sorry for confusing you with my indecision and Wanderer ethics and crap,” he whispered. “You might think you’re unattractive or something. I don’t know why you might think that. It’s an absolutely insane thought…”  
 
    “I’m attracted to you,” he told her. “You know I’m attracted to you. If it were up to me, I would fuck you every night and every morning and every free minute you have. And when you were too tired to fuck, I would bury my head in-between your legs, and then I would-”   
 
    Harmony placed a finger on his lips to shush him. “It is up to you,” she told him. “You own me, and more than that, I want to be owned by you. I want you to fuck me all the time. We Dalits, we like sex.” 
 
    “Okay…” Oliver said slowly. “But if you ever change your mind, if you ever decide you don’t want to sleep with me anymore, you’ll tell me?”  
 
    “Of course,” Harmony said immediately. “I don’t think that will ever happen, but of course I will.”  
 
    “Okay,” Oliver nodded. He glanced up at the clock on the wall. He had a little time to spare before his next class. He was in a lot of pain. Sex probably wasn’t a good idea, but… a blow job wouldn’t hurt, would it? 
 
    He suggested the idea to Harmony, of her giving him a blow job. She nodded enthusiastically, and he sensed a warm feeling inside her.  
 
    With some difficulty, Oliver stood up.  
 
    “Where are you going?” Harmony asked. 
 
    “The treehouse,” Oliver said. “For the… for the blow job?”  
 
    “Sit.”  
 
    Harmony’s voice took on a commanding tone, and Oliver sat back down. She crawled under the table and unzipped his trousers, taking his cock in her hands first, she rubbed the tip of his pee hole, and as his precum leaked out, she took his erect cock in her warm mouth.  
 
    “…okay,” Oliver mumbled. “I guess you’re going to give me the blowjob here… in the canteen… where people walk in and out of every few minutes…” 
 
    Whether she heard him or not, Harmony didn’t stop. And Oliver may not have been the brightest kid in school, but he wasn’t stupid enough to tell a hot girl to stop sucking on his cock, no matter the time or location.      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Sambit sat on his bed, his legs crossed, the biggest smile ever on his face. “This is going to be epic,” he told the girls.  
 
    “I’m not so sure it will be,” Fiona muttered.  
 
    She stood by the door, her arms folded over her chest, a moody expression on her face. Her sister Felicity sat apprehensively at the edge of Sambit’s bed, a worried expression her face. That was how he was telling the difference between the twins at the moment. One was moody, the other was worried.  
 
    They both wore the same clothes. Short black skirts that showed off their legs, and red tops that didn’t quite show off their breasts. The clothes didn’t matter much to Sambit. He would be taking them off the girls shortly enough. Maybe, once they were both naked, he would find differences between the two.  
 
    Something, anything. Different sized breasts, cunts shaped differently, anything. Maybe one had more sex than the other, maybe one’s cunt was a little tighter than the others. He rubbed his hands together in glee. Oh, this was going to be so much fun.  
 
    “Are you going to just sit there like a kid in a candy store, or are we going to actually do anything tonight?” Fiona asked, annoyed.  
 
    Her annoyance was mistaken as eagerness by Sambit. “Okay,” he raised his hands. “Let’s start with you both taking your clothes off!” 
 
    Reluctantly, both girls began to strip, and Sambit could barely contain his excitement, his eyes shifting from one girl to the other. Fiona pulled off her skirt first, and Sambit took in her legs. Felicity took off her red top. She had on a black bra underneath, and once that came off, Sambit literally jumped up and grabbed her breasts.  
 
    “Firm,” he said squeezing.  
 
    His eyes shifted to Fiona, who still wore her top, but her skirt and black panties were off, and he got a view of her cunt. He scrambled off the bed and almost tripped in his haste to get a feel.  
 
    “Hey, easy there,” Fiona said sternly, as he grabbed her cunt.  
 
    Sambit ignored her and roughly spread open her legs. He shoved a finger inside her warm wet cunt, and lathering it in her juices, he lifted his finger to her lips. Not opening her mouth, she glared at him. So, he slapped her cunt.  
 
    “Ow,” Fiona moaned, and Sambit shoved his finger in her mouth.  
 
    Her slapped her cunt again, harder this time, as a warning to not bite his finger, or do any other stupid thing to ruin his night. She seemed to get the message as she sucked his finger, though she did continue to glare at him.  
 
    Sambit grabbed her red top and pulled hard, tearing it off from the front. She wore a black bra underneath, much like Felicity had done. With a single flick, her bra fell to the ground. She eyed him nervously, and Sambit grinned manically. He had so much experience with women and their bra’s. Taking his finger out of her mouth, he grabbed both her breasts and squeezed.  
 
    “Why so rough…” Fiona said sullenly.  
 
    Sambit let go of her and took his clothes off in record time. His large cock rose, fully erect.  
 
    “You… you…” Fiona stared at his cock in shock, her mouth hung open.  
 
    “Your cock is huge,” Felicity stated. And then she cleared her throat. “It’s very… huge.”  
 
    Sambit was pretty proud of his manhood. He had been blessed in that department, and if he was going to be honest, in most other departments too. He grabbed Fiona by the nipple, and despite her moaned protests, he pulled her roughly onto the bed beside Felicity.  
 
    Letting go of Fiona’s nipple, he turned to face the two girls. “Okay,” he clapped his hands together. “Let’s start with some sisterly love. Kiss each other, tongues out. I want to see real passion.”  
 
    There was only a moments hesitation before the two sisters locked lips. And then, as they continued to kiss, Fiona’s hand trailed up her sister’s body, coming to a rest on Felicity’s chest, she caressed the left breast.  
 
    “Oh fuck, that’s so hot,” Sambit gushed. “Okay, okay,” he leaned forward and grabbing Felicity by the hair, he pulled her away from her sister’s lips. “Lie on your back, on the bed,” he told her. “And open your legs.”  
 
    Felicity did as she was told and lay on her back, her legs open, her pink cunt exposed. Fiona knew what was expected of her, and she slowly moved in position. Dropping to her knees, with her ass in the air, she lowered her head, bringing it near Felicity’s cunt.  
 
    Sambit moved up beside the two girls to get a better view. “Lick it,” he whispered in Fiona’s ear. “Lick your sister’s cunt.” He slapped her ass. “Lick, lick, lick.”  
 
    Fiona turned to look at him. “You are so annoying sometimes,” she muttered.  
 
    Sambit slapped her ass again, harder this time. “Lick her cunt,” he whispered.  
 
    Muttering to herself, Fiona brought her face down between her sister’s legs, her tongue came out, and she licked Felicity’s cunt. It was a gentle first lick, and then another lick. Fiona closed her eyes, her tongue probed her sister’s cunt, pushing inside, then pushing against the clit.  
 
    Sambit sat silently on his bottom, his cock hard and throbbing as he took in the scene before him. A pair of twin sisters, no, a pair of incredibly hot twin sisters, one lying on her back naked, her legs open, the other, naked too, her head buried in her sister’s cunt.  
 
    It was a dream come true.  
 
    He got up and stood behind Fiona. She had a perfectly round ass, and he slapped it once. She moaned an acknowledgement, but her head remained buried in her sister’s cunt. Felicity lay on her back with her eyes closed, a look of bliss on her face.  
 
    Sambit took his cock in hand and rubbed it against Fiona’s wet cunt. Expecting his cock, she spread her legs further apart. Sambit held his cock against her cunt and pushed it in gently. He had a big cock, and he didn’t want to ruin her cunt just yet, not when the night was still so young.  
 
    He pushed the tip of his cock against her warm and wet cunt. Her pussy lips parted, and his enormous cock waged its way in, surrounded by her hot and wet cunt. Sambit began fucking Fiona, his cock going in and out as she sucked on Felicity’s cunt. Her pink butthole caught his attention, and he brought his thumb up against it, shoving it inside.  
 
    And that was how he came inside Fiona’s cunt, fucking her from behind, his thumb in her ass. Once his full load was inside her, he collapsed on top of her, causing her to tumble on top of her sister, Felicity.  
 
    And that was how Oliver found them as they opened the door. The three naked bodies lying on the bed, one on top of the other.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The blowjob from Harmony in the canteen was the highlight of Oliver’s day. The rest of it sucked. The pain in his body didn’t lessen at all. If anything, it seemed like it was getting worse. He needed the dreams to end, one way or another. And the twins seemed like the only two who cared about helping him find a way to end it.  
 
    He wasn’t exactly keen on the whole avenging the dead thing, but it had to be better than this pain he was currently experiencing. And so, he set off in search of the twins. And that was when he realised Atlantis didn’t have mobile phones, nor an easy way to get hold of someone.  
 
    He wondered the school in search of the twins, which was a stupid thing to do. It was a big school. He was in pain. Moving muscles in his body hurt. Walking involved moving muscles in his body. It was a stupid plan.  
 
    He was close to collapsing when it occurred to him that Sambit might know where the twins were. And so, he set off for Sambit’s quarters. He should have knocked on the door before he walked in. Although, if you were going to have an orgy… ok, it wasn’t an orgy. If you were going to have a threesome, you should really lock the door.  
 
    Oliver opened the door and before him were three naked bodies, one on top of the other. It took him awhile to realise it was Sambit and the twins. And then, he realised the twins were naked, together, and that one of the twins was naked on top of the other.  
 
    How long he had been standing there staring, he knew not. It could have been a few seconds, it could have been minutes, it could have been even longer.  
 
    “Oh, hey Oliver,” Sambit said, looking over his shoulder. 
 
     “Hey,” Oliver replied numbly. 
 
    Sambit climbed off Fiona, and Oliver saw the guy’s cock slid out of her cunt. Even in its state of partial limp, Sambit had an enormous cock. His eyes fell on Fiona’s cunt. He expected a gape there, and her pink pussy did part a little.  
 
    “Oliver,” Fiona shrieked, only just noticing him. She climbed onto the bed and pulled the covers over herself and Felicity. “What are you doing here?” she asked, her face red.  
 
    That was more like it, Oliver that. That was how normal people reacted when someone walked in on them when they were having sex. Sambit though, was clearly not normal. He stood by the bed, his naked body on display, not a care in the world.  
 
    “Sorry,” Oliver said. “I should have um… I should have knocked.”  
 
    “Or just not come here,” Fiona said, before adding, “What do you want?”  
 
    Oliver blinked, his mind blank. Actually, it wasn’t blank. There was a very vivid picture of Sambit naked, on top of Fiona, who herself was naked and on top of Felicity. He shook his head, trying to rid the image, trying not to think of how strange this was. Felicity and Fiona were sisters… It was like every guy’s dream, he supposed, to sleep with a pair of sisters.  
 
    “Hey, idiot face,” Fiona called. “Why are you shaking your head and talking to yourself? If you don’t need anything, get out of here!” 
 
    Oliver stared at her. She was under the covers, the sheets up to her chest, covering her breasts. But that wasn’t what he saw when he looked at her. He saw her naked body, her breasts, her pink cunt… her gaping pink cunt… he shook his head again. Why had he come here? 
 
    “I swear, if you shake your head one more time, I’m going to hurt you so much,” Fiona shook her fist angrily.  
 
    Hurt. And then Oliver remembered. He was in so much pain. He’d come to tell them about his new dream. “I had another dream. I was wondering if you guys might be able to help with it,” he mumbled.   
 
    Fiona’s anger melted away. Well, some of it did at least. “What did you see?”  
 
    Oliver told them of his dream. He described the hall, the purple and gold colours, he told them of the corridors, and the rooms he walked through; about the spiral staircase he walked up and about the room where lay the two dead bodies. He noticed the look the twins shared as he described the purple and golden theme that adorned the place. They knew something.  
 
    “We need to go,” Fiona said just as he finished.  
 
    “Go?” Sambit asked sharply. “Go where? We’re not finished yet.” 
 
    Fiona frowned at him. “You fucked me in the cunt. What more do you want?” 
 
    Sambit raised his hand and counted on his fingers. “I want to fuck you in the ass, fuck your mouth, fuck your sister’s cunt, her ass, her mouth, and after that, I want you to lick your sister’s ass, her lick your ass, her lick your cunt…” he paused, looking at his fingers, counting the number of things he had planned. “There is just so much more. I still haven’t really slapped your cunt yet.”  
 
    At the mention of slapping her cunt, Fiona stood up angrily, the bedsheet no longer covering her naked body. Oliver tried to avert his eyes, but he found it wasn’t very easy to do. She was hot, her skin was so smooth, her legs were nice and long, and her cunt… it was pink and puffy… His cock was beginning to rise at the thought of shoving it in her cunt.  
 
    “No more cunt slapping,” Fiona said angrily, waving her finger. “We’re going to walk out of here now, Sambit. If you really want to make us spend the entire night satisfying your every sexual fantasy, well then, good sir, we shall see you in court!”  
 
    And with that, she grabbed Felicity’s hand and marched out of the room, both Sambit and Oliver staring at their naked ass’s as they disappeared from view. 
 
    “I think I’m in love,” Sambit said slowly.  
 
    Oliver turned to look at him. “Yeah? Which one?”  
 
    Sambit didn’t reply immediately. He seemed deep in thought. “I think it might be both. Twins are amazing to fuck…”  
 
    Oliver imagined they probably would be. He wondered where they were off to.  
 
    Sambit came and placed an arm around Oliver’s shoulder. “They know something,” he said.  
 
    Oliver thought as much too. He was about to mention how the twins glanced at each other when he described the hall and the purple and gold colours when he realised Sambit, who stood beside him with his arm over Oliver’s shoulder, was still naked.  
 
    “Do you want to maybe put some clothes on?” Oliver muttered.  
 
    “Yes,” Sambit said enthusiastically. “Good idea. Put some clothes on, head for the Baron’s Treasure. The barmaid there, what’s her name?”    
 
    “Olga?” Oliver asked, an eyebrow raised.  
 
    “That one!” Sambit cheered. “Maybe she might be free for some fun tonight.” Grabbing a purse of gold, Sambit walked out of the room.  
 
    “Sambit!” Oliver called after him.  
 
    Sambit’s head popped back into the room. “Yeah?”  
 
    Oliver sighed. He reached for the gown and threw it at Sambit. “Put it on,” he told him. “You’re still naked.”  
 
    “Ah,” Sambit caught the gown deftly. “Thanks, Oliver. I owe you one.” And holding the gown in hand, Sambit continued down the corridor, still naked.   
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver was early to class the following day. He’d had a good dreamless night’s sleep, had woken up to Harmony’s warm mouth wrapped around his cock, her pink cunt rubbing against his face. Her scent, it was intoxicating. And that cunt of hers, he could lick it forever.   
 
    It was to be his first lesson in using a staff. Apparently, that was what wizards used to battle with, metal sticks. It was what Melisandre had used to beat his ass outside the treehouse. It was a fairly effective weapon, he recalled from experience. 
 
    There was a small crowd gathered outside the classroom door, but neither Fiona nor Felicity were there. He spotted Sambit, who, unsurprisingly, had his arm around a girl. As Oliver came up to Sambit, he recognised the girl. It was the tall leggy blond that had touched his cock. 
 
    “Oliver,” Sambit said cheerfully. “This is-” he stopped.  
 
    “Bellatrix,” the blond winked at Oliver.  
 
    “Bellatrix,” Sambit repeated. And then he leaned forward and whispered, “We met at the Baron’s Treasure, and let me tell you,” he grinned widely. “I found all her treasures.”  
 
    It was obvious to Oliver. Sambit was still very drunk. He didn’t have much time to dwell on it though as the classroom door opened and the crowd barged into what was a hall. It was large, had high ceilings and with the exception of the cupboards and staffs at the far end of the room, was empty.  
 
    Mistress Kava was the teacher, a redhead in her late thirties, she wore a short skirt, knee length leather boots, and a white fitting top that showed off her large breasts.  
 
    “Okay,” mistress Kaya said, her voice loud and booming. “Some of you will know a lot about staffs, others,” her eyes fell on Oliver, “will know very little about staffs. So, lets start at the very beginning. Why do we use staffs to do battle?”  
 
    “Staffs are made out of precious metals that absorb our magic and concentrate it, making it much stronger and more effective,” Bellatrix answered.  
 
    She spoke with so much confidence that Oliver couldn’t help but look at her in surprise. Admittedly, he knew very little about her, but she did sort of flirt with him outrageously, even touching his cock. And she most likely spent last night doing things with Sambit’s enormous cock. She was tall, pretty and blond… He just thought she would be one of those dumb materialistic girls. She noticed him watching her and she winked, giving him a naughty smile.   
 
    “The blond is correct!” mistress Kava said. “Grab a staff each, fill it with your magic, and let’s begin.”  
 
    The staff Oliver picked up from the shelf was a dreary grey one and the metal had scratch marks all over it. Still, the cold hard metal felt good in his hands, and he spun it around a few times, in his head, picturing his fight with Melisandre, imaging himself blocking her attacks, smashing her- 
 
    “Oliver Morley,” mistress Kava interrupted his thoughts. “We must duel.”  
 
    Oliver stopped spinning the staff. “Duel?”  
 
    “I must duel you,” mistress Kava said. “The first ever wizard born to Wanderers, his first ever duel - history is made of moments such as these.”  
 
    Oliver didn’t get a chance to disagree. Mistress Kava had moved on and somehow managed to quite easily arrange the other students in a wide circle around them both. Oliver was at one end, mistress Kava at the other.  
 
    Oliver gripped his staff uncertainly. Fill with magic? Okay, fill with magic, he willed it. He felt nothing. Was he supposed to feel something? Did it work? How was he supposed to know if it worked? He didn’t have much time to figure it out. Mistress Kava was charging towards him, her staff raised and glowing.  
 
    It was then that he noticed his staff clearly not glowing. Nevertheless, he instinctively raised his staff up defensively. It clashed with mistress Kava’s. He felt something surge through his body. And now he was on the floor, looking up at blurred faces.  
 
    He felt hands grab him by the arms and pull. The faces were mostly level now, no longer staring down at him, though the floor did feel somewhat shaky - or was that his legs? 
 
    “You stupid boy,” mistress Kava scolded him. “You have to fill your staff with magic. You may as well fight with a sword otherwise. Like Wanderers.”  
 
    Wanderers didn’t fight with swords anymore, and they hadn’t for hundreds of years, Oliver though angrily. He shuddered as he felt his body quiver. He had never been electrocuted before, but he imagined it felt something like this.  
 
    “Maybe the class would benefit from a more even matching,” mistress Kava moved on from him, her eyes scouring the students. “How about Melisandre against Sambit?”  
 
    Oliver didn’t recall seeing Melisandre in class until that point, but she was there, her distinct long white hair flowing down her back. She didn’t seem very keen on the idea. Sambit on the other hand, like every drunk, he was overly confident, bragging about how amazing he was with a staff.  
 
    “…am as good with a staff as I am with my cock in bed,” Sambit boasted, finishing his drunken ramble.  
 
    A new circle formed around Melisandre and Sambit. Both held their staffs before them, both gave short courteous bows, Sambit almost tripped in doing so. And then the duel began.                                   
 
    Melisandre was pretty damned good with a staff. Oliver knew that well. What he didn’t know was that Sambit was as good, if not better. Even in his drunken state, and Sambit was drunk, no doubt. You had to be to have the confidence to grab Melisandre’s ass. And Sambit did that. He ducked under Melisandre’s staff as she swung it, came up behind her and grabbed her ass. He held onto it too, until she almost sliced his head off, so furiously did she swing her staff. But Sambit blocked that too.  
 
    They continued their duel, and in the end, Sambit caught Melisandre. With her staff held in both hands at either end, Melisandre dropped to one knee to block Sambit’s strike and before she could get up, Sambit struck again, hitting her standing leg, knocking her to the ground.  
 
    “Well done, Sambit,” mistress Kava cheered.  
 
    Sambit gave an elaborate bow, and then held his hand out for Melisandre. She glared at him, then climbed up huffily. As the class emptied and they made their way out, Oliver couldn’t stop thinking about how good they both were, how good Sambit was. He wondered if, with practice, he could ever be that good.  
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    Later that evening, Oliver sat on the front porch of the treehouse, his feet dangling over the edge. Harmony was there with him, her head resting on his lap, she lay on her back, eyes closed. Oliver ran his hand through her soft green hair, just staring at her face. She was so goddamn pretty. She had the cutest lips, and her cheeks, right then they were so rosy, he wanted to squeeze them, or bite them. Yeah, biting them sounded more fun.  
 
    Oliver thought he heard footsteps, and sure enough, Sambit came in view, walking down the stone path towards the treehouse. Surprisingly, he was completely alone. Oliver wondered if that was the first time he had seen Sambit without a girl around his arms.  
 
    Sambit was a good-looking guy with an enormous cock, but Oliver still wondered how he managed to get with so many girls. What was the guys secret? Not that Oliver wanted in on the action. His eyes fell on Harmony once more. Nah, for now, he was pretty happy.  
 
    “Hey,” Oliver said, acknowledging Sambit as he climbed onto the porch. “What’s up?”  
 
    “The twins told me to come here,” Sambit said, settling on the porch. “Told me to come alone. They were being all secretive. Peaked my interest.” He nodded at Harmony, who had sat up. “And how are you-” he stopped, a thoughtful look on his face, “Angelica?”  
 
    Harmony rolled her eyes, got up and walked in to the treehouse. 
 
    “You’re just awful,” Oliver said.  
 
    Sambit shrugged. “What’s in a name?” he asked. “That which we call a rose… ah, I forget the rest.”  
 
    Oliver’s eyes narrowed. “You guys know Shakespeare?”  
 
    “Who?” Sambit asked.  
 
    Oliver didn’t get a chance to explain who Shakespeare was as the twins arrived at that precise moment.  
 
    “Are we going to have a foursome?” Sambit asked.  
 
    “What?” Oliver asked.  
 
    And then he looked up at the twins, wondering why they weren’t as shocked by what Sambit had just suggested as he was.  
 
    “What?” Sambit asked calmly. “Fivesome then? Rose can join in if you want.”  
 
    “Who’s Rose?” Felicity asked.  
 
    Oliver frowned. “He means Harmony. And no, she is not going to join in!”  
 
    “And we’re not here for a foursome either,” Fiona said curtly.  
 
    “What then?” Sambit asked, annoyed. “Why did you make me come out here all by myself?”  
 
    The twins didn’t reply. Both pulled out books from within their bags and flipped through the pages until they came to the ones they had clearly marked earlier. Fiona held hers out. On it was a picture of a hall with pillars and archways decorated in purple and gold.  
 
    “Look familiar?”  
 
    Oliver nodded. It looked very familiar…  
 
    “That’s actually quite impressive,” Sambit said. “Who’s is it?”  
 
    “That’s the House of Zarlock,” Felicity said.  
 
    “Oh,” Sambit nodded. “Cool.”  
 
    The twins both let out a sigh. “Oh, Sambit,” Fiona took his hand in hers. “So pretty, and yet so…” she let out another sigh.  
 
    Sambit pulled his hand away from hers, glaring at her. “I’m not an idiot,” he muttered. “I know you’re not just showing me a picture of the House of Zarlock.” He stared at the picture again, and then he looked up at Oliver, his eyes wide. “Your dream… you were in the House of Zarlock.”  
 
    “Bingo,” Fiona said, under her breath.  
 
    “There’s more,” Felicity said. Her finger traced down a page in the book she held. It came to a stop over one word. She held it up. “Sensavil,” she read. “We thought it might be a family spell but we couldn’t find it in the libraries many spells books. We were looking in the wrong place. It’s a Zarlock family spell. They have their own section in the library.”  
 
    “The Zarlocks were murdered?” Sambit asked in disbelief.  
 
    Oliver had heard the name before - Zarlock. He rubbed his forehead, straining to remember. Was it in a history class? Merlin, he was a Zarlock. Sambit had mentioned them once too, the Zarlocks. Something about them liking Wanderers. But they were dead, had been for many years now.  
 
    He resurfaced from his thoughts to find a full-blown argument had broken out.  
 
    “You think they bit a poisoned apple?” Sambit scoffed. “That’s the stupidest thing I’ve ever heard.”  
 
    Fiona glared at him with pursed lips. “You’re the stupidest thing anyone’s ever heard.”  
 
    “It was black magic that killed them. They wanted a child,” Felicity said knowingly.  
 
    “Black magic?” Fiona turned on her sister, horrified. “They would never!” 
 
    What followed next was a three-way of mostly shouting, some name calling and very foulmouthed cursing. They were arguing over how the Zarlocks had died. Oliver thought the answer was obvious. It was the Le Fays. They hated the Wanderers, hated Merlin, who was a Zarlock, for keeping them locked in Atlantis and not ruling the world or some shit. The Zarlocks were the only ones to stand in their way. It was obviously the Le Fays. Who else could it have been? 
 
    “You thought fairies and pixies were cousins,” Fiona said to Sambit.  
 
    “Maybe they are.”  
 
    “No, they are not!” 
 
    “They look like they should be,” Sambit said sourly.  
 
    “Oh. My. God.” Fiona held her hands in front of her face and clawed at thin air through gritted teeth.  
 
    “It was the Le Fays,” Oliver said.  
 
    The three of them turned to look at him in surprise. He wondered if they had forgotten he wasn’t there on count of his not really participating in the shouting and name-calling of earlier. 
 
    “He’s right,” Fiona said. “Well, maybe not right. But we’re all wrong. It wasn’t a poisoned apple or black magic or old age that killed the Zarlocks. They were murdered by that… thing. Oliver saw it.”  
 
    The old man walking towards the thing, knowing it was after him. The bodies lying on the bed, covered in blood. Yep, that thing had definitely killed them. And then callously placed them in bed together?  
 
    “The Zarlocks murdered…” Sambit spoke softly, and for the first time ever, he seemed serious. “What should we do?”  
 
    “We need to go there,” Fiona said. “To the House of Zarlock.”  
 
    Oliver was glad she had used the word “we”. He wasn’t very keen on going there by himself. “Where is it?”  
 
    “Camelot,” Felicity said.  
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    Melisandre lay on her back naked, her eyes closed, her legs open, her father, Rasputin Dragonoski’s cock brushed against her cunt, his hands squeezed her breasts.  
 
    She was thirteen the first time Rasputin had fucked her. It was the first time anyone had fucked her. It had hurt a lot. But now she felt nothing when he touched her, when he squeezed her breasts, pulled on her nipples, slapped her cunt, her ass. She had become cold and numb to his touch.  
 
    Her legs open, Rasputin shoved his cock inside her cunt. She lay motionless as he fucked her. Soon, he would come inside her. He never lasted long, not when fucking her. His breathing became heavier, his hands tightened on her breasts. He held them as if they were handles when he fucked her.  
 
    And then he collapsed on her, and she knew he’d cum inside her. That was the worst part for her, having to clean her own father’s cum from inside her cunt. It could be worse, she thought. He could fuck her in the ass, fill her anus up with his cum. That would be worse… 
 
    Rasputin rolled off her. He lay beside her, his hand on her cunt, he pulled on her pussy lips. She knew what was going to follow next. He was going to slap her cunt repeatedly, and if that turned him on enough, he would fuck her again.  
 
    “You had something important to say?” Rasputin asked breathlessly.  
 
    Melisandre visited her father as little as was possible. He was a disgusting old man who she fantasized about killing, after torturing him for a long time. She had come to tell him the news about Oliver, but before she could get a word out, Rasputin had grabbed her by the hair and dragged her in to the closest bedroom.  
 
    “It’s about the Breeder,” Melisandre said, her voice cold and emotionless. “He tried to leave through the Death Maze. He killed a few Falkeries and fought off a minotaur before turning back.”  
 
    “He did what?” Rasputin’s voice rose, and so did his grip on her cunt. “The Breeder killed Falkeries?”  
 
    “With his bare hands…” Melisandre said softly. It had been quite something to see. She’d battled Oliver before, beaten him quite easily. But what she saw in the water, the immense raw power he had, it was frightening… and amazing.  
 
    Rasputin clearly wasn’t impressed. He slapped her cunt hard. Melisandre flinched, but her lips remained sealed. She would not cry in front of him. She would not give the sadistic bastard that satisfaction.    
 
    He rubbed her cunt gently now, muttering to himself about how he would torture the Breeder, string him up by his cock and feed him to the hounds. He was angry, and that brought Melisandre joy. She smiled. If he was angry now, he was going to be furious when he heard the next bit of news.  
 
    “The Breeder has been dreaming,” she said.  
 
    “Dreaming?” her father stopped rubbing her cunt. “Wizards only dream if someone from the dead wishes to talk with them…” he let out a haughty laugh. “Who from the dead can possibly wish to talk to the Breeder?”  
 
    Melisandre’s smile was so wide, her cheeks were beginning to hurt. “The Zarlocks,” she said simply.  
 
    There was a long moments silence, free even of Rasputin’s heavy breathing. And then, he took a sharp intake of breath. “He’s dreaming of the Zarlocks? How can you be sure?”  
 
    Trying her best to keep her voice neutral, Melisandre told him about Oliver’s dreams, the old man walking through the House of Zarlock, the spell he had used, the description of the house, the two bodies lying in bed, covered in blood and the thing that had killed them.  
 
    Rasputin listened silently, but Melisandre could tell he was angry and he was thinking. Those two did not make for a good combination. Her father was not good at managing his anger, and his sadistic brain never had a good thought in its whole life. It was only a matter of time before he did something stupid, or worse, made her do it.  
 
    Rasputin suddenly punched Melisandre in the cunt. The pain was so much and so sudden, she couldn’t hold back her cry. He scrambled on top of her and sat on her stomach, facing away from her, he punched her cunt again. Melisandre tried to close her legs, to hide her cunt, but Rasputin, using his magic to keep them apart, punched her cunt again and again.  
 
    “Stop!” Melisandre screamed. “Please stop” she begged him.  
 
    But Rasputin either didn’t hear, or he didn’t care. He punched her cunt until he saw blood on his fist. And then he climbed off her, grabbed her by the hair and threw her off the bed. Melisandre tried to run for the door, but as she rose, he kicked her in the stomach. She fell to the ground, her arms came up, trying to protect her body as Rasputin kicked her furiously. 
 
    She lay in the ground, huddled together. He circled around her, kicking her from every angle. His foot connected with her face, her ass, her bleeding cunt, her stomach, her back… and then, when he finally tired of kicking her, he grabbed her by the hair once more and pulled her up.  
 
    “Open…” he said, breathless. “Open your legs.”  
 
    The tears were rolling down Melisandre’s cheeks, her cunt was bleeding, and she was afraid. She met her father’s eyes, and he stared back at her coldly. There was going to be no mercy. It hurt to open her legs, but Melisandre did, exposing her damaged cunt once more.  
 
    Rasputin pulled his leg back, aiming for the centre of her cunt, he let go of her hair and kicked her in the cunt. The pain shot through Melisandre’s body, going straight to her head. Her knees wobbled, and the room darkened as she fell to the ground. 
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    Melisandre was lying on a bed on her back. She was still naked and her legs were spread open. It took her awhile to recognise the woman with her head in-between Melisandre’s legs. She wore the white hat of a healer.  
 
    The healer looked up and smiled. “I won’t be long now.” With her wand in hand, she whispered on last spell and poked Melisandre’s vagina with her wand. “There we go. Your vagina is new as ever.”  
 
    A healer… her father had beat her cunt so much, she needed a fucking healer. Melisandre was angry, more than she had ever been. The door opened and her father, Rasputin, walked in.  
 
    “Leave,” he said, and the healer hurried out.  
 
    Melisandre remained still on the bed, warily watching her father. He came to stand beside her; his eyes took in her now healed naked body. The look in his eye, one of hunger and pride, it made her sick.  
 
    He climbed onto the bed and, looking down at her, he stood on her breasts. Melisandre took a deep breath as she absorbed the pain of having to support the weight of a fully-grown man on her two breasts. Rasputin’s toenails dug into her soft and sensitive nipples, and he smiled, noticing her pain.  
 
    “You can hate me,” he told her. “But I do this for your own good. This will build your character, make you strong, beat out the womanly foolishness of succumbing to your feelings.” He lifted his left leg, his large toe pressed against her lips. “You still resist me. I see it in you,” he laughed. “I like the spirit, girl.”  
 
    He climbed off her and Melisandre’s hands shot to her breasts. Her chest hurt as she took long deep breaths in and out.  
 
    “Kill him,” Rasputin said. He opened the door to leave, then turned to look back at her. “Kill the Breeder. Do it soon.”   
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    Hours later, wearing a white cloak that shone in the moonlit night, Melisandre walked down the stone path that led to the treehouse. Kill the Breeder, do it soon, her father had said. She would do it tonight, before she had time to think about it too much, before she changed her mind. 
 
    Melisandre didn’t have that same hatred for Breeders as her father did. She didn’t have any particular feelings for Breeders. She had never seen one to form an opinion on. Neither had her father, or his father before and so on. Oliver didn’t count. He was a wizard, regardless of what her father thought.  
 
    Once at the bottom of the treehouse, Melisandre paused to take a long deep breath. You can do this, she told herself. Sure, Oliver’s never done anything wrong to you, but his life isn’t that important. People die every day.  
 
    And with that being her last thought on the matter, Melisandre climbed up the wooden planks hammered into the trunk of the tree. Once at the top, she glanced in through the window. A light was shining in the treehouse, and she could make out a figure inside.  
 
    She opened the door and walked in, a smile on her face. “Hello-” she stopped. A girl sat on the sofa, a book in hand. She had green hair and green eyes. “You’re not Oliver,” Melisandre said.  
 
    She put the book away and smiled. “I’m Harmony.”  
 
    Harmony. As if the green hair and eyes wasn’t an obvious enough giveaway, they named her Harmony. “You’re a Dalit,” Melisandre said. “What are you doing here?”  
 
    The girl’s cheeks reddened, and Melisandre almost laughed out loud. A shy Dalit? Could it really be?  
 
    “I belong to Oliver,” Harmony said quietly.  
 
    Oh. She remembered now. This was the girl. The Dalit Sambit had given to Oliver. Melisandre noticed Harmony’s clothing. She wore a loose shirt and jeans. Oliver’s clothes. The Breeder was doing his best trying to civilise the Dalit, trying to teach her to wear clothes and not prance around naked all the time like animals.  
 
    “Stand up,” Melisandre said curtly, and Harmony shot to her feet. “Take your clothes off.”  
 
    The girl reached for the top button of her shirt, and then paused, an uneasy look on her face. “I don’t want to,” she said quietly.  
 
    “I’m going to make this easy for you, Dalit,” Melisandre said. “My name is Melisandre Dragonoski. I want you to take your clothes off.”  
 
    At the mention of Dragonoski, Harmony’s face paled. She quickly unbuttoned her shirt, letting it fall to the ground, she pulled off her jeans. Her pale white body trembled as she stood up naked.  
 
    She wasn’t bad to look at, though Melisandre had seen better. Her breasts were average for a normal wizard, but small for a Dalit. She had nice long legs, a curvy ass, and a cute face. Any other day, another time, Melisandre may have had the Dalit lick her own cunt.  
 
    But today, just hours after being herself abused by her father, she was in a bad mood. With both hands, she reached for Harmony’s nipples. Dalits had sensitive nipples. Melisandre pulled and twisted Harmony’s nipples. The girl winced in pain, but she remained silent.  
 
    Melisandre laughed inside. The Dalit was trying to remain dignified. She reached for the girl’s cunt, her fingers found the clitoris and she squeezed it.  
 
    “Oww,” Harmony cried as she bent over. “I beg for mercy, my lady Dragonoski,” she pleaded.  
 
    That was too easy, Melisandre thought. She wanted the girl to hold out for longer, she wanted more of a challenge in breaking this Dalit. With Harmony still bent over, trying to hide her clitoris, Melisandre caught a glance of the girl’s ass. It was a perfectly round ass. She let go of Harmony’s clitoris.  
 
    “Turn around and bend over,” she commanded.  
 
    “Yes, my lady,” Harmony said, scrambling to obey, she almost tripped as she turned around.  
 
    Melisandre picked up the book Harmony had been reading, and standing behind the girl, she whacked her left ass cheek hard. Harmony’s body shuddered, and her left ass cheek was now very red…  
 
    Melisandre took out her day’s frustration on Harmony’s ass, whacking it as hard as she could with the book, not caring that Harmony literally sobbing, begged her to stop, or that the girl’s ass was changing colour from red to purple.  
 
    When she was finally done, she threw the book aside, grabbed Harmony by the hair and turned her around. She wiped away the girl’s tears, gave her a kiss on the lips, then told her to get lost. “Don’t come back here tonight,” she warned, as Harmony hurried out of the tree house, naked.   
 
    Well, that was fun, Melisandre thought, as she sat down on the sofa, waiting for Oliver.  
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    Oliver was on his way back from the Baron’s Treasure. It had been a strange night. He’d drunk far too much. Lucinda had been there, rambling on about Melisandre and killing someone, or something.  
 
    He stopped walking as the naked girl ran past him, her face in her hands, she was crying. He thought he recognised her, and he turned to see her run towards the school. Was that Harmony? No, it couldn’t be her, could it? He squinted at the naked figure running into the school. She had green hair, and one very red ass. Harmony didn’t have a red ass.  
 
    He shook his head. No, his Harmony was in the treehouse, waiting for him. Not that he wanted her to sit around in the treehouse waiting for him. He’d actually wanted to go to the Baron’s treasure with her, and she’d seemed excited, until she found out Sambit was going to be there.  
 
    She stayed behind to read a book. She found Sambit and his ilk intimidating, she’d said. Couldn’t really have fun around him. Oliver supposed she meant womaniser when she said Sambit and his ilk, though part of him thought he was missing something there.  
 
    He climbed up the wooden planks to the treehouse. Once at the top, he opened the door and walked in. He was expecting to find Harmony sitting around somewhere, doing something. He hoped she would be naked. It had been his idea for her to wear clothes, but that didn’t mean she had to always listen to him. Walking in on her gorgeous naked body- 
 
    “Huh?” Oliver stared with his eyes wide open. “Melisandre… what-what do you… why are you here?”  
 
    She put the book aside and raised both her hands, palm out flat, in a conciliatory way. “I felt bad for what I did to you earlier,” she said quickly. “I just wanted to talk,” she paused, her voice lowered as she continued. “I wanted to say sorry for what I did to you.”  
 
    An apology wasn’t what Oliver had been expecting, and he would have taken it gladly a moment earlier. But now that she had actually said sorry, it didn’t feel enough.  
 
    “Why’d you do it?” he asked.  
 
    “Do what?” Melisandre asked slowly.  
 
    Oliver frowned. She wanted him to repeat the things she had done to him? She wanted him to ask her why she had pulled his pants down and zapped his cock, threatened to make him impotent, and then in the headmistress’s office, forced him to take his cock out and then rubbed it with her feet? Was it a mock apology?  
 
    “I’m sorry,” Melisandre said quickly. “It’s just… I’m not used to saying sorry,” she laughed nervously. “Lords daughter and all.”  
 
    Oliver wasn’t amused. The more he remembered what she had done to him, the more he wanted her out of his sight. He was about to tell her as much, that he didn’t care for apology when she did something completely unpredictable.  
 
    She took off her robe. Underneath, she wore nothing. Melisandre was standing before him completely naked.  
 
    “What… what are you doing?”  
 
    “I’ve seen you naked,” Melisandre said. She took a slow step towards him. “I thought it was only fair.”  
 
    Oliver laughed nervously. “If you want to make it fair, I think I should be able to zap your vagina.”   
 
    Melisandre raised an eyebrow. “You want to zap my cunt?”  
 
    Oliver didn’t know what he wanted. She had a beautiful body. Everything about her was in proportion. Her breasts were the right size and firm, her legs long and smooth, her ass curvy, but not too big. She looked like a healthier version of what he imagined a Victoria’s Secret model would look like.  
 
    She was as pretty too, with her long white hair, her sharp nose, her sparkling eyes. And she was still walking towards him, naked. Her hand reached down to her cunt, and she parted her pussy lips, revealing her glistening pink cunt.  
 
    “Did you want to zap me here?” she asked, her voice soft and seductive, her walk towards him almost a prance. 
 
    “I uh…” Oliver swallowed, wondering what the hell was going on. Melisandre, of all the women in the world, Melisandre… he hated her, didn’t he?  
 
    She was so close to him now, he could feel her body heat. He could smell her too. She smelt good. Against his wishes, his hand rose and he felt her breasts. His other hand felt her cunt. It was wet. And she was so damn hot…  
 
    He closed his eyes. No. He wasn’t going to do this. He liked Harmony, and she might be okay with him sleeping around, but he certainly wasn’t. Also, this was Melisandre. He hated her. What the hell was going on here? This wasn’t normal.  
 
    His eyes still closed, he pushed her back gently. “Put your cloak on, please” he said, his voice came out croaky. “Have you done it?” he asked, his eyes still closed. “Are you still naked?”  
 
    He heard shuffling, and then, a sullen voice said, “You can open your eyes.”  
 
    Oliver opened one eye, and when he saw her with her cloak back on, he opened the other eye. She stood awkwardly by the sofa, her eyes on her feet, her cheeks rosy. He wondered if being rejected was knew for her too. It had to be. He couldn’t imagine any guy turning her down, not if she was walking towards them naked with that body of hers.  
 
    He did feel a little bad for her. She’d come to apologise, and had even gone the extra step of doing more than just saying sorry. Words were cheap, she had come with an action plan. She had seen him naked, she would strip before him, even it out.  
 
    “Hey,” Oliver said gently. “Thanks for um… thanks for the apology. You don’t have to be naked and… stuff,” he mumbled. “We’re good.”  
 
    She looked at him curiously, and then gave a nod of acknowledgement. Reaching inside her cloak, she pulled out a small glass bottle shaped like a pyramid. “A drink to our new friendship?”  
 
    Oliver didn’t think they were quite at the stage of friends just yet, but thinking it would be rude to refuse her, he nodded, “Yeah, lets have a drink.”  
 
    Melisandre smiled, raising the bottle to her lips, she took a sip. Her face and hands literally sparkled. She closed her eyes as her body shuddered.  
 
    “Woah,” Oliver said. “What was that?”  
 
    Her eyes sparkled as she stared at him, a mischievous grin on her face. “The blood of a Silver Unicorn. Here,” she passed him the bottle.  
 
    “Blood of a Silver Unicorn, eh?” Oliver laughed nervously, suddenly not so keen on the drink anymore. “Um, they didn’t have to kill the unicorn to take its blood, did it?”  
 
    The grin disappeared from Melisandre’s face, and she stared at him, a little confused. “What?”  
 
    “Not important,” Oliver said quickly. He raised the bottle to his lips. “Unicorn blood… yay.”  
 
    “Silver Unicorn blood,” Melisandre corrected him.  
 
    “Right,” Oliver said. He took a sip. It didn’t taste bad. A little thick. And then he felt it. It was like every cell in his body was being charged to maximum capacity. “Oh wow. This is great.”  
 
    “Sorry Oliver,” Melisandre said.  
 
    “It’s okay,” Oliver said, “That’s in the past now.”  
 
    She stared at him grimly. He was about to tell her to chill out. But then, the room began to darken, his legs began to wobble. The bottle slipped out of his hand. And then, he fell back. And as the room began to darken, he became aware of Melisandre standing over him, her lips moving. She was saying something…  
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    The carriage took a sharp left turn, and Oliver’s unconscious body tilted onto Melisandre, his head rested against her shoulder. He should have been really good looking. He had a strong jawline, high cheek bones, thick dark hair. But, his face seemed mashed together, like something had gone horribly wrong during his birth.  
 
    Melisandre glanced out the carriage window. Beyond the trees, she caught a glimpse of the Mountain of Doom. They were close. Soon, this would be all over. Oliver would be dead, and she would have less reason to go and see her father.       
 
    She should have been happy. She turned to look at Oliver’s face once more. He was almost handsome… She wasn’t attracted to him in any way. So, what was that feeling? Was it guilt?  
 
    The carriage came to a halt. Melisandre placed a hand on Oliver’s chest. She surrounded his body with her magic and lifted him up and out. It was a short walk, and she let his body fall to the ground beside her.  
 
    “Can I help?” the man behind the counter asked.  
 
    His head was shaven, his face was scarred, and his bare chest boasted thirteen piercings. He was suitably ugly for someone working at the pits. He stared at her with a lust.  
 
    “I would like to enter him,” Melisandre nodded at Oliver’s unconscious body, “into the Killing Pits.”  
 
    The man leaned forward to look down at Oliver. “He’s alive?”  
 
    “He is.” 
 
    He sat back and looked up at her. “He needs to be conscious if he wants to enter the Killing Pits.”  
 
    Melisandre expected as much. She reached within her cloak and pulled out the bag of gold. She placed it on the counter. The man opened the bag and peered inside.  
 
    “That’s a lot of gold,” he whispered. He looked up at her again, curiously. “Who are you?”  
 
    “That is none of your concern,” Melisandre hissed. She hated dealing with commoners. They were so stupid and ugly and… Well, it was mostly that. They were stupid and ugly. “Give me passage.”  
 
    The man snatched the gold off the counter and placed it by the belt on his waist. That lustful look was back in his eyes. “Listen, missy,” he began, “I told you once already. He has to be conscious-” 
 
    Melisandre reached forward and grabbed the man by his nipple piercing. “Do not fuck with me,” she hissed. “If you do not give me passage this second, I will cut off your cock and feed it to.”  
 
     “Okay, okay,” the man said. “Let go of my nipple! I’ll give you the fucking ticket.”  
 
    Melisandre released him. He gave her a yellow coin, and then, like a sullen child, he sat back and rubbed his nipple, muttering to himself.  
 
    She should have started with that, rather than giving him the bag of gold. She would know for next time, if there ever was a next time. It would have been much easier just to kill him. She could have carved his heart out while he lay unconscious in the treehouse.  
 
    That would have been murder in the Land of the Free. There might have been some uproar, some commotion in the House of Lords, but who was actually going to point a finger at her? Who would dare do that?  
 
    So why hadn’t she done that? Once more, her eyes fell on Oliver’s unconscious body. She didn’t like him. It wasn’t guilt that stopped her from killing him instantly. She was throwing him into the Killing Pits. He was going to be as good as dead anyway.  
 
    With Oliver’s body floating behind her, Melisandre came to the check point. Two women stood with silver bladed staffs. She rolled her eyes at the sight of them. Both women wore metal bra’s that had a circle in the middle through which their nipples were exposed.  
 
    And that was all they wore. The rest of their bodies were on full display. Their legs, their cunts, their butts…  
 
    These women weren’t actual guards. They were just pieces of meat for the stupid men to look at before they entered the Killing Pits. And it was always men that entered. Not used to seeing a woman this far, or an unconscious man floating behind the woman, they watched her approach, warily.  
 
    Melisandre gave them the coin. “What now?” she asked.  
 
    “There is just one coin,” the blond one said.  
 
    Melisandre laughed. “One coin for one entry into the Killing Pits. I’m just dropping him off,” she pointed back at Oliver.  
 
    The blond pocketed the coin and then pointed ahead. “Leave him in the cage. The drop into the pits will happen in thirty minutes.”  
 
    Melisandre walked in the direction the woman had pointed. Ahead of her, the path narrowed as the trees grew closer together. And then she came to the cage. It was at the edge of the depression. Before placing him inside the cage, Melisandre stepped to the edge and looked down at the pit.  
 
    Instead of placing him in the cage, she could just push him over the edge. It would be a fall of over a thousand feet. And if that didn’t kill him instantly, he would definitely be maimed. And after that, he would be pretty easy pickings for the world’s most fearsome beasts that roamed down there. 
 
    Still wondering why she didn’t just push him over the edge and be done with, Melisandre lifted Oliver’s body and placed him in the cage, sitting on his bottom his back resting against the metal bars. She crouched down, and coming level with his face, she felt an urge to kiss him.  
 
    It was a strange urge. Because she still wasn’t attracted to him. Maybe it was the strangeness that she was attracted to. He was the first wizard to be born to Breeders. He was strange, exotic even. That was it, she decided. That was the reason she felt an urge to kiss him.  
 
    Why fight the urge? Melisandre leaned forward and kissed Oliver on the lips. His eyes opened as she pulled back. For someone who had just been drugged heavily, he was very alert.  
 
    “What did you do to me?” he growled, as he grabbed her by the cloak.  
 
    Melisandre tried to pull her cloak free from his grip. What she should have done was taken off her cloak and fled. Sure, she was still wearing nothing underneath, but it was better to be out and about naked than dead.  
 
    The two women guards had said the cage would drop half an hour later. Either they didn’t know better, or they lied. It didn’t really matter anymore; the cage had already fallen a hundred feet. Soon, it would be at the bottom of the pit with both Oliver and Melisandre in it.   
 
    Noticing the cage that he was in, and the fact that it was falling, Oliver let go of her cloak and groggily stood up. “Where the hell am I? And what the hell’s going on?”  
 
    Melisandre stood with her back against the metal bars. She should have killed him when she had the chance. So many ways to do it. She could have decapitated him. She could have dug his heart out. So many ways to kill him, but her stupid brain decided to throw him in the Killing Pits. And now she was doomed to die with him.  
 
    “What’s wrong with you?” Oliver asked, as the cage continued to fall. He grabbed her by the shoulders and shook her. “Where the hell are we you psychotic bitch?”  
 
    “The Killing Pits…” she whispered.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The cage came to a halt at the bottom and the door flung open. Oliver walked out slowly, his feet still wobbly. The Killing Pits, Melisandre had said. That was where they were. He looked up. He could see why they might have called the place a pit. The cage had just dropped them over a thousand feet.  
 
    But down here, at the bottom, it didn’t seem so bad. There were trees everywhere. It was basically a forest. And it wasn’t dark. The light seemed to make it down here without any problems.  
 
    Melisandre remained in the cage, huddled in a corner like a… like a cornered animal.   
 
    “Are you going to just stay in there then?” he asked.  
 
    Whatever trance she was in, his voice did the trick in breaking her out of it.  
 
    “You,” she pointed at him. “You fucking useless piece of Breeder shit. I hope you die a fucking thousand painful deaths you unclothed garbage.”  
 
    “Wow,” Oliver said, and then he started laughing. 
 
    That pissed Melisandre off even more. “Why are you laughing?” she fumed.  
 
    “Why are you so angry all the time?” Oliver asked. “You’re the daughter of some rich and powerful lord. You’ve got life pretty good, but you’re always so angry. What’s your problem?”  
 
    Her eyes narrowed. “Don’t think you know me.”  
 
    “I don’t know you,” Oliver said. “That’s what I was trying to get at! What’s the problem? Daddy not buy you a dragon?”  
 
    Her eyes narrowed further. “…how did you know that?”  
 
    “You’ve got to be kidding me,” Oliver muttered. He looked around once more, then turned back to her. “The Killings Pits?” he asked. “Why did you bring me here?”  
 
    “To die,” she said flatly.  
 
    Oliver placed his hands on his hips. “Sorry?”  
 
    “You heard right,” she muttered, looking beyond him.  
 
    Oliver was pretty angry now. Last he remembered, they were in the treehouse, she was apologising for being a cunt. She gave him something to drink. And then she was standing over him, her lips were moving, but he couldn’t hear her.  
 
    And then, he felt her lips touching his. He opened his eyes, grabbed hold of her cloak. And then the cage began to fall. How the hell did he get in the cage? He was unconscious… it dawned on him then that she must have drugged him, and then brought him here.  
 
    “You wanted me dead?” he asked softly.  
 
    “Don’t take it personally,” Melisandre said sullenly, her eyes still on the imagined danger beyond.  
 
    Oliver did take it personally. He sat on the hard-rocky ground, confused. Melisandre actually wanted to kill him… He’d harboured a dislike for her. But that was it. Just a dislike. Maybe even hate. Yeah, he probably hated her. But never had he even thought about killing her, let alone actually take steps to do it.  
 
    And, he had actually never really done anything to her. She was the one that had attacked him, and on his first day too. Before he’d even had a chance to offend or insult her somehow, she had come looking for him just to hurt him. And now she’d brought him here to the Killing Pits…  
 
    He should have been angry with her. He should have gone into that cage and cracked her skull. Or at least tried to crack her skull. He still hadn’t been quite able to master his use of magic. It seemed to come to him when he was in a mostly dangerous situation. Life threatening seemed to work wonders for his magic.  
 
    He felt a hand on his shoulder and he looked up. Melisandre stood beside him, looking down at him. “You’re going to sulk because I wanted to kill you?”  
 
    Oliver laughed. “I should be mad at you. But I’m not.”  
 
    Melisandre sat beside him. “I don’t think you should be mad at me.”  
 
    Oliver raised an eyebrow. “Seriously? You drugged me and brought me to the Killing Pits so that I could die, and you don’t think I should be mad at you?” 
 
    Melisandre shrugged. “People die all the time. I had my reasons for wanting you dead. They were good reasons.” 
 
    “And what were those really good reasons?”  
 
    Melisandre’s cheeks coloured ever so slightly. “They don’t concern you,” she said sharply.   
 
    Oliver thought they did concern him seeing as he was the one she wanted to kill. But he didn’t see the point in pushing her to know. He found he wasn’t really angry at her. He was just… sad. Yup, he felt sad. He had never fitted in with Wanderers. Emily had been his one and only friend. And now here in Atlantis, the land of the wizards, he thought things would be different. He thought he would fit in. He hadn’t done a very good job of fitting in. Not only did half the school hate him, Melisandre actually wanted to kill him.  
 
    Harmony popped into his mind. Even if Sambit had literally forced her onto him, he was grateful for having met her, and he thought she liked him too. He wondered what she was doing right now.  
 
    He turned to look at Melisandre. “Harmony, did you do something to her?”  
 
    “Who?”  
 
    “Green haired girl, lives with me in the treehouse? I thought I saw her running into the school…”  
 
    “Oh,” Melisandre nodded. “Your Dalit. I stripped her naked, whipped her ass and sent her away.”  
 
    Now Oliver was mad. He grabbed Melisandre by the neck. Before he could tighten his hands and strangle her to death, her fist flared a red colour, and she punched him in the stomach. Oliver flew back and crashed into the trunk of a tree.  
 
    Melisandre stood up and brushed the dust off her cloak. “What’s wrong with you? We need to work together if we want to get out of here.”  
 
    Oliver felt his back, looking for broken bones. Luckily, he still seemed to be in one piece. He stood up and leaned against the trunk, his head spinning. That girl he had seen running into the school, her ass red, that had been Harmony…  
 
    Melisandre was still dusting her cloak. Oliver thought he saw an opportunity. He charged at her, planning to rugby tackle her to the ground, and then climb on top of her and pummel her head in. He probably shouldn’t have roared. It gave away any element of surprise he had. Melisandre sidestepped, and then kicked him in back, sending him tumbling to the ground, dirt and dust in mouth.  
 
    “Are you finished?” she asked, in an almost bored tone.  
 
    Oliver stood up groggily and turned to face her, his fists up. He took a swing, missed, and then fell over.  
 
    “How on earth did you manage to kill Fakeries?” Melisandre asked in disbelief.  
 
    “Apparently, I was angrier,” Oliver muttered.  
 
    “Is that how it works?” Melisandre asked curiously. “Your magic becomes stronger when you’re angrier?”  
 
    Oliver climbed to his feet for the second time. “Something like that.”  
 
    “Well, you had better get very angry if you want to get out of here alive.”  
 
    “Keep talking,” Oliver told her. “It’s only a matter of time before I snap completely and actually manage to kill you.”  
 
     
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    An hour later, and apparently Oliver still wasn’t angry enough to kill Melisandre. In that hour, they had walked and walked, and walked. Melisandre led the way, and she seemed confident that she was going the right way. Which made him wonder… 
 
    “Where are we going?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “Getting out of here,” Melisandre replied. 
 
    He knew that much already. Those were almost identical to her words of earlier when they set off. Let’s get out of here, she had said. All around them were trees, trees and more trees. How could she possibly know where they were going? 
 
    He was about to ask as much when another question popped into his head. “Why is this called the Killing Pits?”  
 
    “Because you have to kill your way out.”  
 
    “Kill what?” Oliver asked. “The trees?”  
 
    Melisandre suddenly stopped walking and Oliver crashed into her back. She turned to look at him, but surprisingly, she wasn’t angry. She placed a finger on her lips, a universal shut the fuck up and keep quiet sign, and then pointed ahead.  
 
    Oliver followed her finger. And then almost screamed.  
 
    Past the trees, there was a clearing, and in that clearing, there was a creature bent over, eating something it had just killed. Something that looked suspiciously humanlike. And the creature, it could only be described as one thing.  
 
    It was the devil.  
 
    It was red. It had horns, a tail, and… Well, that was enough to describe the devil, wasn’t it?  
 
    Her face pale, Melisandre turned and quietly walked back the way they had come. Oliver followed after her, doing his best to not make any sounds. It turned out Melisandre actually did know where she was going, because she managed to walk back all the way to the cage without once going astray.  
 
    She walked into the cage and sat on her bottom, leaning against the metal bars, staring into space, looking very frightened and possibly depressed.  
 
    “What was that thing?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “The devil,” Melisandre said, still staring into space.  
 
    “The actual devil?” Oliver asked, his eyes widening. He grabbed her by the shoulders and shook her. “Why do you have the actual devil here?”  
 
    “What?” Melisandre asked, no longer staring at space. “Stop shaking me,” she said irritably.  
 
    Oliver stopped shaking her, but he was fairly irritated himself now. “You need to explain this Killing Pit to me,” he said, sitting beside her.  
 
    So, she explained it. The Killing Pit was a large depression in the earth. It stretched for mile after mile after mile. At some point, the pit was turned into a prison. Those deemed to have committed a serious crime that wasn’t serious enough for the death penalty, but serious enough to warrant being locked up for life were thrown into the pit.  
 
    With no one down here to monitor them, the prisoners started ruling themselves. Soon enough, they started building houses and roads. Towns and villages began to appear. Problem was, the prisoners weren’t actually suffering. And it was very important that they should suffer.  
 
    Some idiot come up with the idea of throwing in a few terrifying creatures to keep the prisoners on their toes. That soon became a competition to see who could throw in the most terrifying creature. And before you knew it, mad wizards were creating beasts and throwing them in, just to outdo one another.  
 
    The prisoner’s screams could be heard all the way from the top as they became the food and plaything of the monstrous creatures. They stopped throwing new prisoners down into the pits after that.  
 
    Much later, the pit became something else. Some men saw it as a rite of passage, to survive the pits, kill their way out. A whole thing was made out of it. You pay gold to enter, the cage drops you into the pits. You make your way to the other side of the pits where there is another cage that will take you to the top. If you make it out, they mark you with a unique brand to show that you are a survivor of the pits. They also give you a bag of gold.  
 
    Oliver silently absorbed everything Melisandre said, and when she was done, he said the first thing that came to his mind. “You wizards are batshit crazy…”  
 
    Melisandre chuckled at that. “Yeah, sometimes.”  
 
    Oliver raised his head and looked up at the ceiling of the cage. “You said there was another cage on the other side of the pits that would take us up. What happens to this cage?”  
 
    “They’ll raise this one up in a few hours.”  
 
    “That’s brilliant!” Oliver said.  
 
    “No,” Melisandre said, burying her head in her hands. “If we stay in this cage, when we get to the top, they’ll brand us as cowards.”  
 
    “Better a coward and alive then brave and dead, right?” Oliver said.  
 
    Melisandre lifted her head. “No,” she shook her head furiously. “They brand your forehead so that it is visible to all. It would be better for me to die.”  
 
    “What’s the plan then?” Oliver asked, annoyed. “Other than sit here and mope.”  
 
      Melisandre shrugged, then buried her head in her hands once more. Oliver leaned back against the metal bars. Being branded on the forehead, it didn’t sound great but… but if it meant living… He wanted out of here alive, he wanted to go back and see Harmony. He wondered what she was doing right now…  
 
    His eyes fell on Melisandre and he frowned. It was hard to feel sorry for her. Not only had she tried to kill him, but just before that, she had actually stripped and beaten Harmony, sending the poor girl crying into the school, naked.  
 
    “Are you crying?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “No,” Melisandre said, her face still covered by her hands.  
 
    “You are crying,” Oliver said, his voice rising. He wasn’t sure how he felt about this. On the one hand, she was a right bitch that deserved all the misery that came her way. On the other hand… no, actually there was nothing on the other hand. “Ha!” he pointed a finger at her. “Cry baby.”  
 
    Melisandre lifted her head up and stared at him with puffy red eyes. “Did you just call me a cry baby?”  
 
    Oliver nodded earnestly.  
 
    “Fuck you, you fucking piece of shit eating trash, fucking small cocked Breeder born-” Melisandre paused, apparently running out of swearing words.  
 
    “Finished?” Oliver asked, amused.  
 
    “No,” Melisandre glared at him. “You’re ugly!”  
 
    “Okay,” Oliver laughed.  
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    Melisandre sat with her back against the metal bars, her eyes on Oliver. The idiot was lying on the floor of the cage, asleep. He was asleep! How could he sleep? Any minute now, and the cage was going to be pulled back up. And then, Oliver would be branded as a coward.  
 
    Funny that, from what she had seen of him, and she had seen everything, she didn’t take him for a coward. The way he had fought off the Falkerie, he had seemed invincible. He should have made short work of anything this pit could throw at him, really. Some did make it out alive from the Killing Pits, but no one had made it out alive from the Death Maze before. 
 
    Melisandre stood up and stretched her legs. She couldn’t stay in the cage for ever, and it was beginning to darken outside. It would be good to find a safe place within the Killing Pits to spend the night.     
 
    With a last glance at Oliver’s sleeping body, Melisandre set off, following the same pattern of light as before, the purple leaves amongst the green that pointed the way out. It wasn’t long before she came to the spot where the devil-like creature had feasted. In the clearing, there was only blood there now.  
 
    She suddenly felt like giving up. What was the point? She didn’t even have her staff with her. How was she supposed to fight back all the horrors that lay within the pit? And even if she did fight it all off… even if she did make it out of this place, what was the point? What did she have to go back to? Being raped by her father? Being hated and seen as the Dragonoski bitch by pretty much everyone else?  
 
    Melisandre dropped on her bottom and leaned against a tree branch. She didn’t cry often. But for the second time that day, she rested her head in her hands and cried.  
 
    “You are crying…”  
 
    Melisandre jumped up, her hands flared red as she readied herself to fight whatever beast had come for her. And then she spotted him.  
 
    “What are you doing here?” she asked. “I thought you went up with the cage.”  
 
    “I was going to,” Oliver said, taking another careful step towards her, his eyes on her fists. “But I thought instead that it might be fun to risk my life and see if I can help the crazy sadistic bitch that tried to kill me.” He smiled.  
 
    “Call me crazy one more time, and I will kill you,” Melisandre warned, but she lowered her hand.   
 
    “Yeah, about that,” Oliver said. “Why didn’t you just kill me? You must have had so many opportunities to do that while I was unconscious. Instead, you brought me out here all the way to the Killing Pits?”  
 
    Melisandre frowned. She didn’t like what Oliver was insinuating. “I wanted you to die a painful death,” she said, then muttered, “In hindsight, I should have just stabbed you in the heart.”  
 
    “Right,” Oliver said. “I believe you.”  
 
    “Why are you smiling?” Melisandre asked annoyed.  
 
    “Oh?” Oliver raised a hand to his face and felt his lips. “Hey, I am smiling.” His smile widened.  
 
    Melisandre raised her hands once more, they flared red. “Don’t mock me.”  
 
    Oliver came right up to her and held her fists and lowered them. “It’s okay, Melisandre. It will be our little secret.”  
 
    “What secret?”  
 
    Oliver leaned in and whispered in her ear, “The secret that you secretly like me. You heard about what happened in the Death Maze. You figured if I can beat off Falkeries, then I should be fine in the Killing Pits.” 
 
    “You’ve got it all figured out,” Melisandre whispered back in his ear. “Except, why would I bother doing this at all? I mean, if I really liked your sexy ass, wouldn’t it make more sense to just sleep with you? Right now, we could both have been in the treehouse, in your bed, naked. Why would I bring you to the Killing Pits?”  
 
    Oliver moved back, his face came in full view. He smiled sympathetically. If there was one type of smile she hated the most, it was the sympathetic smile. She wanted to punch him in the face. She used every ounce of her restraint to not do so. 
 
    “What?” she fumed.  
 
    “I know,” Oliver said simply.  
 
    “Know what?” Melisandre asked. He couldn’t possibly know.  
 
    “I was in the Baron’s treasure last night. Wait, was it last night? How long have I been unconscious for?”  
 
    “Not important,” Melisandre said through clenched teeth. “Keep talking.”    
 
    “Okay,” Oliver said, that sympathetic smile back on his face. “I was pretty drunk, and what she was saying wasn’t making much sense at the time, but its coming back to me and its pretty clear now.”  
 
    Melisandre had a sinking feeling about this. “What is clear now?” 
 
    “You’re only doing this because your dad, Rasputin Dragonoski told you to kill me. He wants me dead because I’m dreaming of the Zarlocks, right?”  
 
    Melisandre suddenly felt lightheaded. She placed a hand on the tree to steady herself. How could he know this? “How-how do you know this?” she asked, her voice wavering.  
 
    He gave her that sympathetic smile once more. “I know about the other stuff too… how he’s uh… raping you…”  
 
    “Oh,” Melisandre said. And then she punched him in the face.  
 
     
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 9  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Rasgool wasn’t having a very good day. He’d worked so hard to find that wizard, to track it down and kill it. A hard feat these days. Wizards were getting smarter. It wasn’t like the good old days when they all lived together in those stone boxes. Back in those days, wizards were on the menu every night.  
 
    After tracking this wizard for two days, he’d only managed to take a bite out of it before the Karogarg came. Rasgool just about made it away with his own life. Thought he knew it a dangerous thing to do, he had lingeried on just a little to watch as the Karogarg ate the wizard. His wizard.  
 
    No, he wasn’t having a very good day. until he’d smelt wizard once more. He found them pretty quickly, and then stood behind a tree watching them. They were being very strange. It wasn’t like wizards to stand in a clearing and bicker at each other. They did that a long time ago. 
 
    And then, it got stranger. The wizard with the long white hair, she punched the other wizard, knocked him to the ground. Rasgool actually rubbed his eyes, he couldn’t believe what he was seeing. They were out in the open, so defenceless, fighting each other.  
 
    He almost wanted to sit back and see how this played out. And then his stomach rumbled, and he remembered how hungry he was, and how the Karogarg had stolen his last meal from him. He should eat these two before the Karogarg came around again. 
 
    He stepped out into the open and held his hands out. His claws extended until they were a foot long. The girl spotted him first, and she raised her fists once more. And they flared red too. A nice colour.    
 
    “Stop fucking hitting me,” the guy on the ground shouted.  
 
    “Behind you, idiot,” she girl shouted back.  
 
    The guy turned and spotted Rasgool. And then he moved back in a hurry, his face pale. “The devil…” he said.  
 
    Why did they keep calling him the devil? He couldn’t quite understand that. It wasn’t his name.  
 
    The girl took a step forward, a determined look on her face. Rasgool laughed. “You’re going to fight me?” he asked. “Don’t be foolish, girl. Run for your life.”  
 
    The guy raised a shaking hand and pointed at him. “It s-s-speaks.” 
 
    “I will not run,” the girl said. “if I must die, I will die with dignity.”  
 
    Rasgool shrugged. “Your death,” he said.  
 
    He charged at the girl, and once within touching distance, he swung his clawed hand at her head. Normally, that was enough to kill a wizard. There’d heads sliced easily. And a long time ago he learnt that without their heads, they couldn’t actually do anything else. They just dropped dead. Literally. It was fascinating.  
 
    But this girl did not drop dead. No, her red fists came swinging at him, hitting him on the head, and the chest. Then she foot connected with his shin, and he dropped to one knee. She jumped up, and brought both fists down onto his head, hard.  
 
    Rasgool shook his head and took a step back. “That was quite good,” he told her. “Well done.”  
 
    “Oliver… I just hit him with everything I had and… he’s not even hurt at all,” the girl took an unsure step back. “This would be a very good time for you to get really angry and do your thing.”  
 
    “Hey now,” Rasgool said. “Don’t feel bad. You actually did very good.” He rubbed his head. “See, I’m rubbing my head.” He meant it as a compliment, but the girl seemed to become angrier.  
 
    She charged at him, her fists raised once more. Rasgool was so surprised, he stood still as she came within range, as she punched him in the face, as she kicked him in the chest. She managed to knock him to his knees once more, and that was when he snapped out of his daze. His tail stretched out and slapped her across the chest, sending her flying. She crashed into the trunk of a tree and fell to the ground, where she stayed, crumpled up in a heap.  
 
    “Melisandre,” the guy cried, rushing to her side, he placed a hand on her neck.  
 
    “What are you doing?” Rasgool asked curiously. “What’s on her neck?”  
 
    The guy didn’t reply. He stood up and turned to face Rasgool, both his hands raised, his fists burned purple.  
 
    “Sure you don’t want to run?” Rasgool asked. It was a genuine question. He couldn’t eat two wizards in one sitting. There was no point in wasting precious wizard meat.  
 
    The guy took hesitant steps towards him, his fists raised. Rasgool sighed. No one could ever say he was wasteful. He had offered the wizard a chance to flee. But if it wanted to die… his tail swung out, going for the guys head. A flaring purple fist came up and blocked his tail.  
 
    And for the first time that day, Rasgool was confused. “How?” he asked. His tail was so fast, it should have been impossible for a wizard to raise a hand in defence. And even if they did somehow manage to do it, his tail should have snapped that arm in half. And yet, the guy stood there with his hand perfectly intact. “How?”  
 
    The wizard took another unsure step forward, his fists raised, he stared at them curiously, and then punched. He was much too far away for his punch to actually connect. But, a ball of glowing purple light shot out from his hand.  
 
    And just before the light hit him, Rasgool was confused for the second and final time that day. And then his head exploded.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Epilogue  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    With his arm over her shoulder, Melisandre helped carry Oliver towards the cage. She couldn’t believe they’d made it. She was sure they were going to die when that devilish creature found them. The last she remembered of it, it had knocked her out with its tail. 
 
    She woke to find Oliver lying on the ground, unconscious, a distance away from him, the body of the devilish creature minus its head. She couldn’t find a trace of the head at all, but there was blood.  
 
    “Thanks for not leaving me behind to die,” Oliver said.  
 
    “Don’t tell anyone,” Melisandre replied. She meant it. If word got out that she actually helped save the Breeder’s life, well… it wouldn’t go down so well what with her being Rasputin’s daughter and all…  
 
    “I won’t,” Oliver smiled.  
 
    They walked the remaining small distance to the cage in silence. Once in the cage, Melisandre helped him sit with his back resting against the bars. Just to be on the safe side, she closed the door and pulled on the rope. Any minute now, and they would be going up.  
 
    Oliver stared up at her, a goofy grin on his face.  
 
    “What?” Melisandre asked.  
 
    “Once we get to the top, are you still going to hate me?” Oliver asked. “Or can we be friends?”  
 
    Melisandre rolled her eyes. “It’s fun hating you,” she grinned.  
 
    “Ah maybe,” Oliver said. “But, hear me out,” he raised a finger. “I think it might be more fun to not hate me.”  
 
    The cage jilted, and Melisandre looked up. She could see the metallic ropes begin to work. Soon, the cage would begin to rise, and they would be out of this hell hole. Suddenly feeling exhausted, she dropped on her bottom, sitting opposite Oliver. He was still looking at her, that goofy smile on his face.  
 
    “So, will you stop hating me?” he asked.  
 
    Melisandre smiled mischievously. “We’ll see.”   
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    Prologue  
 
      
 
    Oliver rubbed his neck as he walked down the path that led to the treehouse. That was where they had tattooed the devil - the mark of a survivor of the Killing Pits. To be fair, it was a pretty cool tattoo. The devil was interactive. It winked, and apparently, if he was in a bad mood, the devil would lash out with its claws at whoever pissed him off. 
 
    The sun was rising behind the forest as he climbed up the wooden planks hammered into the trunk of the tree. Oliver didn’t care what time of the day it was, he was going to collapse in bed and sleep for twenty years. He was that tired.  
 
    Once in the tree house, he pulled off his shirt, managed to drop his trousers to his ankles, and then stopped.  
 
    “Harmony.” How had he forgotten about her? And why was she sitting naked on the sofa, her knees up to her chin, her eyes red. “Hey,” he hopped over and sat beside her. “What’s wrong?”  
 
    Harmony turned to look at him. She sniffed, then smiled. “Nothing.”  
 
    “That’s some of the worst lying I have ever seen,” Oliver said. “Even if I couldn’t sense your feelings, that was such a bad lie. Tell me what’s wrong.” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter,” Harmony said, sniffing once more.  
 
    She was trying her best to keep it together, to not cry. Oliver couldn’t understand why she was lying to him. It wasn’t like her at all. He picked her naked body up and placed her on his lap. He wrapped his arms around her chest, his hands resting on her bare breasts.  
 
    “Hey,” he kissed her on the head. “What’s the matter?”  
 
    “Do you command me to tell you what’s wrong?”  
 
    “Command?”  
 
    She looked up at him, her large green eyes watery. “As my owner, do you command me to tell you what’s wrong?”  
 
    “No. I don’t command you to tell me. What the hell is wrong with you? Why would you even ask me that?” Oliver said, and then he pressed his fingers against his temple. Should not have asked her what the hell is wrong with her… “Harmony,” he took a deep breath to calm down. “You don’t have to tell me what’s wrong… but, I really care about you… and if there is anything I can do to help you… please let me know.”  
 
    She stared at him with those innocent eyes. “You really mean that? You still care for me?”  
 
    “Of course, I care for you. Why would you ask that?”  
 
    “Melisandre… she told me not to come back for the night… after her, I didn’t think you would still want a Dalit like me…” she lowered her head in shame.  
 
    Ohhh.  
 
    It made sense to him now. Harmony thought Melisandre came here last night to sleep with him. Oliver chuckled. He placed a hand under her chin and lifted her head up, looking down into her beautiful green eyes, he gave her a kiss first. Cherry… She tasted like cherry. It was fast becoming his favourite taste.  
 
    “You’re right, I did spend the night with Melisandre, but it wasn’t that great.” He told her what had happened, how Melisandre had drugged him, then taken him to the Killing Pits, how he’d dragged her down with him. He told her how they made it out and the devil he had killed. “I got a tattoo to show for it,” he reached for his neck and glanced down at the devil.  
 
    Melisandre stared at the devil tattoo, her eyes wide. “You’re a survivor of the Killing Pits…” 
 
    The devil tattoo winked at Harmony and she giggled. She pressed her naked body against his chest, wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him. Oliver was tired, but not too tired for Harmony. His cock was pretty hard, and he picked her up, his lips still locked to hers, and carried her to the bed.  
 
    Harmony was already naked, and Oliver found her wet and warm cunt, he probed a finger in as she pulled off his jeans. He kissed her hard on the lips, she grabbed his cock and pushed it against her anus.  
 
    Oliver pulled back and stared at her curiously. “You want to do anal?”  
 
    She nodded earnestly. “I love you Oliver… I want you to have every hole of mine…”  
 
    “I uh… I love you too…” he said the words slowly, and he realised he wasn’t just saying it because he felt he had to. He really did love Harmony.  
 
    She had her hand around his cock and she rubbed the tip against her anus, her eyes sparkling. Oliver lowered himself and began to suckle on her breasts. Harmony’s anus resisted his cock only momentarily, and then it began to slide in.  
 
    He heard her take a deep breath, and he raised his head to look at her while his cock drove into her anus. “Does it hurt?”   
 
    She looked like she was in pain, her lips squeezed together, her eyes closed. He could even feel her pain, but… he could sense something else too. Was it pride?  
 
    “Little bit…” Harmony said.  
 
    “Shall I stop?” 
 
    She shook her head quickly. “You’re almost fully in..,” she murmured.  
 
    That was true. His cock was almost completely inside her, and he hated to admit this part, but it felt great having his cock inside her anus. It was so tight, and the position, and… knowing she had given him every hole of hers… it was a massive turn on.  
 
    His cock was fully inside her now. He grabbed her by the breasts and slowly began to fuck her anus, driving his cock in and out. Her body relaxed, her legs spread out further, and his eyes fell on her pink cunt. He let go of one breast and began to rub her clit as he fucked her anus.  
 
    Harmony lay with her eyes closed, her lips moving. She was saying something. Still fucking her ass, Oliver lowered his naked body onto hers. The warmth felt good, and he bit into her neck.  
 
    Harmony’s lips were still moving, and he could hear her words now.  
 
    “Fuck me, master… fuck my ass… fuck me, master… my holes are all yours…”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 1  
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver’s stomach grumbled. He opened his eyes and stared out of the window. It was either late in the evening or early the following morning. Whichever it was, he was very hungry. It had been a long time since he last ate - at least twenty-four hours. He could smell food. Why could he smell food in the treehouse?   
 
    He spotted Harmony beside the table. She had clothes on, which was actually strange for her. Usually, when in the treehouse, the girl was completely naked. Not that he was complaining… 
 
    Oliver sat up and reached for her bottom, squeezing her bum cheeks. She turned around, a smile on her face. And then Oliver spotted the food. “Where did that come from?”  
 
    “I thought you might be hungry,” Harmony said. “I brought you food.”  
 
    There were five dishes on the table, not including bread. “You brought all that up?” his eyes fell on the roast chicken. An entire roasted chicken. “Just for me? You did all that for me?”  
 
    “Who else would I do it for?” Harmony asked, that smile still on her face.  
 
    Oliver grabbed her by the arm and pulled her onto his lap. She smelt so good. But those clothes… they just didn’t suit her. He had to take those clothes off.  
 
    “What are you doing?” Harmony asked.  
 
    “Unbuttoning your shirt,” Oliver said as he unbuttoned her shirt. Harmony held his hand, stopping him from taking off her clothes. Oliver stared at her in shock. “You want to keep your clothes on?” That was a first… 
 
    She laughed, and it was the cutest laugh ever. “I want you to eat,” she said, her eyes sparkling.  
 
    “Okay…” Oliver said despondently. As hungry as he was, and he was very hungry, he actually wanted to cuddle Harmony’s naked body… and then fuck her.  
 
    “You sit here and eat,” Harmony said, pulling out the chair for him. “And while you do that, I’ll my clothes off,” she winked.  
 
    “Okay,” Oliver said, much cheerier now. He got out of bed and sat on the chair, reaching for the roasted chicken, he tore a leg off and bit into it. The meat was soft and succulent. And it tasted so damn good. He took another bite and turned to Harmony, his horny Dalit girlfriend. Well, he hoped she was his girlfriend. He wasn’t really quite sure what their relationship was exactly. Harmony would probably say he was her master, and not in a kinky way…   
 
    He watched her take her shirt off slowly, letting it drop to the ground, she cupped her firm breasts, a mischievous grin on her face. Her hands reached down to her jeans, she unbuttoned them and slowly pulled them off, turning around to show her curvy butt as she did. She stood naked before him, her hand reached for her cunt, then her eyes widened as she stared at the door.  
 
    Oliver looked back. A woman with long white hair and a silky purple cloak stood by the door. “Melisandre…”  
 
    Harmony reached for her jeans and held it up against her chest, covering her breasts and cunt. Melisandre chuckled. She strode into the room, heading straight for Harmony. The poor girl’s eyes were wide in fright, and she looked towards Oliver for help.  
 
    He was about to stand up and get in Melisandre’s way, but she placed a hand on his shoulder. “Easy there, tiger. I’m not going to bite her.” 
 
    For whatever reason, Oliver believed her. He remained seated, though somewhat wary.  
 
    Melisandre walked up to Harmony and kissed her on the lips. Then, as she pulled back, her hands grabbed the jeans Harmony had pressed against her chest, covering her modesty. Melisandre slowly pulled the jeans away. Harmony stood naked once more, her breasts and cunt exposed, her body visibly shaking.  
 
    Oliver opened his mouth. “What the hell-” 
 
    “You look gorgeous, Dalit,” Melisandre said, interrupting Oliver. “Don’t hide your body from me.” 
 
    “I-I won’t… mistress,” Harmony’s voice shook as she spoke.  
 
    Oliver was in the process of standing up once more to get in Melisandre’s face and ask her what the fuck she thought she was doing, and after that, maybe grab her by her fancy cloak and throw her out of the tree house. His magic was a little hit and miss, but to work, it seemed to rely mostly on his anger, and he was pretty pissed off now. 
 
    He stopped half-way up as he caught Harmony watching him carefully, cautiously. He could sense the worry in her. She gave a quick shake of the head. He got the message. She didn’t want him to do anything. He sat back down, though made a mental note to find out why later.  
 
    Oliver turned to Melisandre, looking up at her. “What do you want?” he growled.   
 
     “Why so cranky, Oliver?” Melisandre asked, a grin on her face. “I thought you would be happy to see me.”  
 
    “And why would I be happy to see you?”  
 
    Melisandre eyed him curiously. And then she laughed. “Oh. Is it because of what I did to the Dalit?”  
 
    “She has a name,” Oliver said coldly.  
 
    Melisandre cast a glance at Harmony. “Yes, she does have a name,” she said softly. “Harmony, isn’t it?” Harmony nodded quickly, then lowered her eyes, looking at the ground, or her feet. “She’s cute,” Melisandre said. “Sambit was very generous to give her to you.” 
 
    Oliver sighed. “How do you know Sambit gave her to me?” Was nothing a secret here in Atlantis? 
 
    Melisandre smiled coyly. “I know many things,” she said, and Oliver rolled his eyes. “I also know Sambit… He owns many many girls, but he has never once given one away before.”  
 
    “Sambit owns… he owns lots of girls?”  
 
    “Yes. It’s all he seems to care for in life. Women. And then drinks a very distant second.” Melisandre sounded like a disappointed mother.  
 
    Oliver didn’t know why he was surprised to learn Sambit owned a whole bunch of girls. It seemed to fit perfectly with Sambit’s character. The guy had even bought a girl for him.  
 
    “She’s just a Dalit,” Melisandre continued. “Being naked is their natural state. You can’t change who she is, what she is.”  
 
    There was so much wrong with that sentence, but Oliver decided now was not the time or the place. “Why are you here again?”  
 
    “Well…” Melisandre stopped, as if suddenly unable to make her mind up.  
 
    “Well what?”  
 
    The look of conflict disappeared from her face and she smiled. “I wanted to say thank you for saving my life. I’ve decided to not hate you any longer…”  
 
    Oliver hadn’t really had much time to process what had happened in the Killing Pits. He’d come home exhausted, then comforted Harmony, took her anal virginity as part of the comforting process, and then slept straight for a very long time.  
 
    The annoyance he felt looking at Melisandre was beginning to fade somewhat as he remembered everything Lucinda had said to him in the Barons Treasure, including the bit about her father Rasputin raping and sexually abusing her. Turned out Melisandre actually had a perfectly good reason for being the bitch that she was.   
 
    “Doesn’t mean I want to be your friend,” Melisandre said quickly.  
 
    “Okay,” Oliver said. He stuck his hand out. “Frenemies?”  
 
    Melisandre frowned. “Why have you stuck your hand out. And what is a “frenemies?”  
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    Melisandre left eventually. But not before she made Oliver explain why he had stuck his hand out, and what a frenemy was. And after he had explained a handshake, and the mashing up of words friend and enemy, she called him an idiot. And then she shook his hand.  
 
    For as long as Melisandre was there, Harmony stood still, silent and naked, doing her best to seem inconspicuous. Oliver looked up at her now, and the first thought that went through his head was a common on. She was so fucking hot! Her naked body was just perfect… and it was all so effortless…  
 
    Noticing his stare, she smiled at him. He could sense the change in her feelings. She was more relaxed now, as if a boulder had been lifted off of her shoulders.  
 
    She came and sat on his lap and wrapped her arms around him, her exposed breasts brushed against his vest. “Thank you,” she said, her eyes sparkling.  
 
    “Thanks for what?” Oliver asked sullenly. “I didn’t do anything.”   
 
    “Exactly. I could sense how much you wanted to do something,” Harmony gave him a quick kiss on the lips. “But you didn’t.” She kissed him again. “Thank you.”  
 
    “Why are you afraid of her?” Oliver asked.  
 
    Harmony laughed. “She is Melisandre Dragonoski, the daughter of Rasputin Dragonoski, from House Dragonoski. The daughter of a Law Lord… I am a Dalit. And you, you are so kind, but you are also very new to Atlantis. If Melisandre really wanted to kill you, she would not drag you to the Killing Pits. And if she really wanted to hurt me, she wouldn’t just spank my bottom and send me away.”  
 
    Harmony was right. If Melisandre really wanted to, she could have quite easily done so many times. Instead, she had dragged his unconscious body and thrown him into the Killing Pits like some over-the-top Bond villain.  
 
    It did make him feel a little shit, knowing how much she could do, and how despite him surviving the Death Maze and the Killing Pits, he was still pretty powerless when it really mattered. He couldn’t even stop Melisandre from walking into his treehouse, pulling away Harmony’s jeans and making the girl he loved stand naked.   
 
    Harmony watched him with concern. “What’s wrong?”  
 
    “Nothing,” Oliver lied.  
 
    He wasn’t very good at lying, and even if he had been, he wouldn’t be able to lie to Harmony anyway, on account of her being able to sense his feelings. So, for him it was a good thing that the twins turned up at that moment.   
 
    “Where have you been?” Fiona asked. “We’ve been looking for you all day.”  
 
    “I’ve been here all day,” Oliver said. “In bed.”  
 
    “See?” Felicity said. “I told you he was lazy.”  
 
    Oliver opened his mouth to object, but before he could get a word out, Fiona pointed at his neck.  
 
    “Is that what I think that is?” she asked, her eyes wide.  
 
    “Depends,” Oliver grinned. “Are you thinking it’s a devil tattoo for the survivors of the Killing Pit? Because if you are, then yes, it is exactly what you think it is.”  
 
     “How did you get it?” Felicity asked.  
 
    “Well, last night I survived the Killing Pits,” Oliver said, then asked, “Am I still lazy?”   
 
    “Yes,” Felicity replied immediately. “But more importantly, why would you go into the Killing Pits?”  
 
    Oliver told them what had happened, how Melisandre had drugged him and then taken him to the Killing Pits. How he had dragged her down with him and of the devil they fought and destroyed. He did leave out some details. He wasn’t going to tell anyone Melisandre was being raped and sexually abused by her father…  
 
    “You survived the Killing Pits,” Fiona whispered. 
 
    The look of disbelief on her face did annoy Oliver a little. “I’ve got the tat to prove it,” he said pointedly.  
 
    “You also got your ass kicked by Melisandre,” Felicity chimed in. “And, you couldn’t even fill a staff with magic.”  
 
    “Yeah? I also killed Falkeries in the Death Maze,” Oliver said. “Why are you two here? Can’t you go somewhere else and annoy someone else?” 
 
    Fiona folded her arms across her chest. “No need to be so defensive. We came looking for you because we wanted to go to the House of Zarlock.”  
 
    “Oh…” Oliver had forgotten about the dreams. “The House of Zarlock. Right. We have to avenge those dead people, don’t we?”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver knew the twins weren’t really ones for hanging around and doing nothing, but even he was surprised when they insisted on going to the House of Zarlock right the moment. The first thing he did was look outside. The sun had just set. It was dark.  
 
    “Are you afraid of the dark?” Fiona asked.  
 
    It was a stupid question to ask, Oliver reckoned. Which grown up would ever admit to being afraid of the dark? Also, he wasn’t afraid of the dark per se. He just wasn’t very keen on going into a possibly haunted house in the dark.  
 
    “No,” was what he said. “I’m not afraid of the dark.”  
 
    “Let’s go then,” Fina pulled at his arm.  
 
    Harmony decided to stay behind. The Death Maze had been enough adventure to last her a lifetime, she said. And Dalits weren’t really famous for adventures in the first place, she had added, and then mused that it might have been because the last time Dalits went on an adventure, they tried to conquer the wizarding world and instead ended up being enslaved for thousands of years.  
 
    She said it all with a smile, and for the first time, Oliver actually envied Dalits a little. They seemed to have made peace with life the way it was, and they seemed to not have much pride. Oliver wished he didn’t have pride. Then he could have told the twins he actually was afraid of going to the House of Zarlock at night. 
 
    The twins led him into the school, Fiona still pulling him by the arm as they walked through the mostly empty corridors. It was when they passed the fountain with the great big squirrel’s head did Oliver wonder where they were going. And yes, there was a fountain with an enormous squirrel’s head.   
 
    “Where are we going?”  
 
    “Sambit,” Fiona said. “He’s coming too.”  
 
    “Okay,” Oliver nodded. “How come?” Sambit didn’t strike him as the type to want to go haunted houses at night.  
 
    “In case there is trouble,” Fiona said casually. “He’s good with a staff. And your magic is far too unreliable.”  
 
    Again, it made perfect sense. There was no denying Sambit was good with a staff. They made it to his room, and Oliver stopped outside the door. He raised his hand and knocked.  
 
    “What are you doing?” Felicity asked.  
 
    “I’m knocking. It’s Sambit. I don’t want to walk in there. He could be with a girl!” 
 
    “So?” the twins said simultaneously and then Fiona added, “It’s a bit high and mighty of you to judge him when you own a Dalit who’s naked all the time!”  
 
    Oliver opened his mouth to refute that, then realised that technically, what they had said was completely true. As much as he hated it, he did own Harmony, and she was naked most of the times.  
 
    “Exactly,” Fiona said, looking satisfied.  
 
    Oliver glared at her. 
 
    They opened the door and walked into Sambit’s very large room. It was obvious Sambit was rich. A large room all to himself, always has money for drinks and women… Oliver, on the other hand, was currently broke. The school gave him a small bag of gold to last a year. It hadn’t lasted nearly that long.  
 
    Sambit was on the bed, a naked girl lay beside him. She was asleep. He was reading a book. Oliver recognised the naked girl. The tall leggy blond, Bellatrix, her name was. Her body was uncovered, and Oliver’s mouth dropped. She was absolutely gorgeous. Long legs, perfect breasts, pink cunt, long blond hair…  
 
    Sambit put the book away. “Ladies, Oliver,” he nodded, then noticing Oliver gawking at Bellatrix’s naked sleeping body, grinned and added, “She sucks cock well.” 
 
    Oliver’s face turned red and he forced himself to look away. He really had to get a grip of himself. He was getting plenty of action with Harmony, a gorgeous girl with an amazing body and a sexual appetite to rival any. Why were other girls able to turn him on so easily?  
 
    “You were reading a book?” Fiona asked, not bothering at all to hide her surprise.  
 
    “I read occasionally,” Sambit said. “There is more to me than fucking and drinking and fucking. What can I help you ladies with?”  
 
    “We want you to come to the House of Zarlock with us,” Fiona said.  
 
    “Nah,” Sambit replied. He picked up his book and began reading once more.  
 
    Fiona jumped onto the bed to pull the book out of Sambit’s hand. She accidentally landed on Bellatrix’s foot. The blond opened her eyes and sat up. Her eyes scanned the room, and then settled on Sambit.  
 
    “What’s going on?” she asked. “What are they here for?”  
 
    “They’re just leaving,” Sambit said. “Right?” 
 
    “We most certainly are not!” Fiona protested.  
 
    “There is nothing you can offer me to make me come with you to the House of Zarlock,” Sambit said. “Not even another night with you and your sister. Done that once. It wasn’t nearly as good as I thought it would be.” 
 
    “We were the best you ever had,” Fiona said through clenched teeth. “And you know it,” she hissed.  
 
    Sambit opened his mouth to retort, but Bellatrix tapped him on the shoulder and pointed at Oliver’s neck. “That’s a devil tattoo…”  
 
    Sambit’s eyes widened. “That is a dragon tattoo… You survived the Killing Pits? When and how?”  
 
    Oliver grinned. “Last night. Me and Melisandre. Long story.”  
 
    “You and Melisandre?” Sambit asked. “How the hell-” 
 
    “If you come to the House of Zarlock with us, I’ll-” Fiona stopped, her eyes scanned the room, as if searching for something to offer. They landed on Bellatrix, and more specifically, in-between her parted legs. “I’ll suck her off.”    
 
    Sambit looked at Fiona, then he turned to look at Bellatrix. She gave him a naughty smile. “Okay,” Sambit said. “Suck her off and I’ll come with you.”  
 
    Bellatrix lay back and spread open her legs, exposing her pink glistening cunt. Fiona dropped to her knees, and lowered her head, bringing her tongue out, she began licking Bellatrix’s pussy, probing at the clitoris first, before giving the cunt a gentle bite.  
 
    “Oh, you little bitch!” Bellatrix said. But she had a wide grin on her face. “I like her,” she said to Sambit. 
 
    Oliver turned to Felicity who stood beside him impassively. “Are most of the women in Atlantis bisexual?”  
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    They were at the back of the school, on top of the hill, each with brooms in hand. Oliver had only flown on a broom a couple of times. He wasn’t a fan. It was like riding a bike. Actually no, it was nothing like riding a bike. You fall off a bike, you scrape a knee. You fall of a broom, they’ll scrape your brains off whatever you landed on.  
 
    It turned out the twins needed Sambit for more than just protection. He was the only one that knew the way to the House of Zarlock.  
 
    “You’re leading,” Fiona said to Sambit.  
 
    “Of course,” he nodded his head.  
 
    He promptly mounted his broom and zoomed off, quickly disappearing from sight. The twins stared after him, their mouths open slightly.  A minute passed, and they still stared.  
 
    “So…” Oliver began, “should we follow him then?”  
 
    They both turned to look at him, mouths still open.  
 
    “The idiot’s not coming back, is he?”   
 
    Oliver wanted to say yes, but zooming off into the sky and disappearing without waiting for anyone like he had no care in the world was basically Sambit in a nutshell. Once the twins realised Sambit wasn’t coming back, they mounted their brooms pretty quickly too and shot off, vanishing into the dark sky.  
 
    “What a team,” Oliver muttered.  
 
    He mounted his broom and kicked off from the ground. His legs tightened around the wood as he held on for dear life. This was not fun and nothing like riding a bike. It was more like being on a rollercoaster. No, it wasn’t like that either. This was genuinely fucking terrifying. He actually let out a little scream.  
 
    He could see the twins ahead, and as he caught up with them, another broom flew in sharply, stopping inches away from Fiona.  
 
    It was Sambit.  
 
    “Hey,” he grinned at her.  
 
    She glared back at him, then stuck her tongue out.  
 
    They settled into a speed they felt comfortable with. Oliver flew in front, the twins side by side behind him. Sambit flew on his own accord. Sometimes he would be behind, sometimes above, other times below and when they needed to change direction, he would move in front and lead the way. 
 
    At one point, he flew around the twins, going up and over, down and under as he flew forward. Because he could, he said, when Fiona asked why he was doing that. Oliver felt a little better knowing the twins weren’t that great at flying. They didn’t seem to be enjoying it much either.  
 
    Oliver had only ever been to the little town bordering the school, so he was actually a little excited to get to see more of Atlantis. There was a lot to see. City of Giants; an entire city carved into the mountains where the Flying Swordsmen lived. The Dragon Riders; men made of fire, born in active volcanoes, who rode on the backs of dragons. The women of the Silver Lake; they left the lake only once a year to move around the towns of wizards, naked and glowing like diamonds, seeking a cock to mate with.  
 
    But he was to be disappointed. They were headed for Camelot, land of the Zarlocks. The only thing on their way was towns and villages. As the hours passed, and the fear of flying began to wane, it became a chore, and after that, a struggle to hold on. 
 
    Luckily, Sambit appeared in front of them and pointed ahead. “The House of Zarlock is atop that mountain.”  
 
    Oliver could only see the lower part of the mountain. The top was covered in mist. Sambit signalled down, and he followed, wondering why. They weren’t planning on walking up, were they?  
 
    The land below was dotted with hills, each growing in size as they neared the mountain. Sambit landed on a clear patch of grass at the top of one. Oliver came in behind, his feet hit the ground fast, he tripped and hit the ground face first. It wasn’t fun.  
 
    He climbed to his feet, dusted himself and checked his lips for blood. There was none. He joined Sambit and the twins in their little huddle.  
 
    “What do we do about the Nagruki?” Sambit asked.  
 
    The three of them looked at Oliver expectantly. He had a bad feeling about this. Nagruki, it didn’t sound very pleasant. And it probably wasn’t, if you had to do something about them.  
 
    “You don’t know what they are,” Fiona said.  
 
    “Not a fucking clue,” Oliver replied honestly.  
 
    “They’re flying beasts that slice your head off with their tails before they reach inside and pull your heart out,” Sambit said cheerfully.  
 
    Oliver wasn’t surprised by that. In Atlantis, in the Killing Pits, he had seen an actual devil… if they had actual devils in Atlantis, why wouldn’t they have beasts roaming around mountains that sliced your heads off and pulled your hearts out?  
 
    “Or,” Sambit continued, “They stick the spikes on their tails into your chest and bleed you dry.”  
 
    Oh joy, Oliver thought. Who didn’t want to bleed out from the chest? 
 
    “Or they take you to their nests and feed you alive to their babies,” Sambit said. “The mountains full of them.”  
 
    Of course, it was.  
 
    If Oliver had to pick, and this was if he absolutely had to pick, he would go for the first option - have his head sliced off and his heart eaten out. Sure, it sounded pretty bad, having your heart eaten, but you would be dead by then, so it didn’t matter as much.  
 
    “How did the Zarlocks get past them?” Oliver asked. If was their bloody house. How did they get in and out? Unless that was how they died? A Nagruki killed them?  
 
    “It’s their mountain,” Felicity said. “The Nagruki would never attack them.”  
 
    “Maybe they’ll let us pass because we’re being called by the Zarlocks?” Fiona said. 
 
    “Yeah,” Oliver said quickly. “That sounds perfectly reasonable to me.” It didn’t sound very reasonable to him. It sounded like the stupidest thing ever to him. But he didn’t want to turn back now. His dreams were incredibly painful. If this was the way to end the dreams, it needed to be done.  
 
    Felicity frowned. “How would the Nagruki know we’re being called by the Zarlocks?”  
 
    “Maybe Lord Zarlock told them in their dreams?” Oliver said.  
 
    It was a stupid thing to say, but he was still quite tired from his experience in the Killing Pits, and sometimes he felt the twins asked a lot of questions. So, when all three of them shot off into the sky, apparently satisfied with his answer, Oliver wondered if he had said it wrong. He had been going for sarcasm…  
 
    Oh well.  
 
    He kicked off after them.  
 
    The mountain loomed large ahead, the forest below thickened, the trees grew close, branches pushed against each other, leaves fought for sunlight. If there were Nagruki below, he would never see them. Not until one reached out and grabbed him. Maybe he should have asked what they looked like.  
 
    Sambit signalled up. It was time to climb, to fly through the mist. They soared up, flying blind. And then it cleared. They were at the top of the mountain, flying over flat forestland. There was a faint rushing noise that grew every second.  
 
    What was that noise? Was it a Nagruki? Were they heading for one of their nests? Dammit, he really should have asked more about these Nagrukis. And then he came upon the reason of the noise.  
 
    “Quite something, isn’t it?” Sambit shouted in his ear.  
 
    It was indeed… 
 
    At the centre of the mountain was a large depression. And around it, in a perfect circle, was a complete waterfall. That was what the noise was, of water gushing down. At the bottom was a lake, and on that lake was an island.    
 
    He already knew the House of Zarlock was big. He had run through countless doors in his dreams to know it wasn’t your average three-bedroom house. But there was more than just a house on the island – there was a whole array of buildings beyond it.  
 
    “Shall we go?” Sambit asked.  
 
    Oliver nodded, only to realise Sambit wasn’t talking to him but the twins who were also gawking.  
 
    “We can land there.”  
 
    Sambit pointed to a gap in-between the waterfall where a bridge crossed the lake. They touched down on a patch of grass. Before them was an iron gate of rods. Two large unicorns stood on their hind legs on either side of the gate, facing each other with their front legs raised, as if on guard, ready to strike.  
 
    “Are those sleeping unicorns?” Fiona asked. 
 
    “Sleeping?” Oliver wondered.  
 
    “Yeah,” Sambit said, that big smile on his face. “They come to life if they think you’re an intruder. See those horns, sleeping unicorn’s horns can pierce through anything.”  
 
    The unicorn’s horns were about a foot long. The tips were sharp and they glistened in the moonlit night. Getting impaled by one of those meant death. Probably preceded by a lot of pain and agony before the death, but ultimately, death.  “How do we know if they are sleeping unicorns?” 
 
    Felicity nudged him in the back. “Try and open the gate,” she said. “See if they come to life.”  
 
    That sounded like a fucking awful idea to Oliver. “Yeah, I’m not doing that,” he said bluntly. “There’s got to be another way?” 
 
    “No.”  
 
    All three replied at the same time, and Oliver took a step back, perturbed. “I’m not going to be a guinea pig,” he muttered.  
 
    “It’s not like that at all,” Felicity said. “If they actually are sleeping unicorns, I’m sure the Zarlocks will have told them about you in their dreams.”  
 
    Oliver glared at her. “The Zarlocks will have appeared in the stone unicorn statutes dreams to warn of our coming?”  
 
    Felicity nodded earnestly. “It’s really not that strange for Atlantis, Oliver.”   
 
    Oliver still wasn’t convinced, especially since Felicity had become so chatty. But with apparently no other option, he turned to face the unicorns. He took a begrudging step towards them. 
 
    “Good luck,” Felicity whispered.    
 
    “Be careful,” Fiona added.  
 
    That was the plan, Oliver thought moodily, to be fucking careful.  
 
    The unicorns were large to begin with, but they seemed to grow ever larger with every step. He was at the gate now, and they hadn’t come to life yet. That was good. But, if they did decide to suddenly awake, he was in the perfect position to be both trampled or impaled to death.  
 
    Oliver took a deep breath and tore his eyes away from the unicorns long enough to give the gate a quick push before his eyes shot back up. The unicorns remained statues. But the gate hadn’t budged either.  
 
    “It’s locked,” Oliver whispered. There was no response. Of course, there was no response. He’d whispered so quietly, they hadn’t heard him. He’d barely heard himself. “It’s locked,” he said, much louder this time.  
 
    “There’s no need to shout, buddy,” Sambit said, still grinning.  
 
    Oliver made a mental note to punch the guy in the face if he made it out of here in one piece. The twins came forth timidly, holding each other’s hands, they stared up at the unicorns for a good while before they focused on the gate.  
 
    “What are you doing?” Oliver asked, as they began to chant.  
 
    They continued chanting, though they did look away from the gate to glare at him briefly. And then it happened.  
 
    The unicorns came to life.  
 
    Their front hooves crashed down upon the earth. The ground beneath them shook, knocking Oliver and the twins off balance. In unison, the unicorn’s heads turned, their eyes glowed red and they came forth with their horns, only stopping inches away from impaling him. 
 
    Oliver remained rooted to the ground, staring up at the eyes, his heart thumping. He wanted to scream, to turn and run, but he managed to stay still and silent. The eyes watched him. The horns, they were so close.    
 
    He didn’t know how much time passed before the glow in the unicorn’s eyes began to dim. Oliver began to crawl back once the redness faded completely from it’s eyes. He was joined on either side by the twins. Only when they reached Sambit did they stand up.  
 
    “They are sleeping unicorns!” Sambit said cheerfully.  
 
    “What now?” Oliver asked warily.  
 
    “We could try flying over?” Fiona asked.  
 
    Oliver took a deep breath to try and calm himself. It didn’t work. He was still pissed. “Why didn’t we start with that?”  
 
    “Sleeping unicorns are rare but every house is protected with anti-flying charms. Brooms just stop working and you drop,” Sambit said. “Unicorns seemed the safer bet.” He shrugged.  
 
    “Off you go then,” Fiona said to Sambit.  
 
    “Why should I go?” 
 
    “You’re easily the best broom-flyer here.” 
 
    “So?” Sambit asked. “I’m still going to fall if my broom stops working.” He reached into his pocket and pulled out a small metal object. “I’ll tell you what,” Sambit said to Fiona. “You were this ring on your nipple, and I’ll get on my broom and fly over to the House of Zarlock.”  
 
    Fiona stared at the nipple piercing. Her eyes widened. “You want to own me?” she fumed. “Do you see me as just a Dalit?”  
 
    “Nothing wrong with Dalits,” Sambit said with a shrug.  
 
    Oliver agreed with Sambit on that. There was nothing wrong with a Dalit. But he wasn’t going to say that out loud. Because it was a fucking weird conversation. He turned away from the bickering couple, mounted his broom and kicked off. He soared into the sky, keeping distance between himself and the unicorns as he crossed the lake.  
 
    As he neared the island, he closed his eyes. Nothing happened. His broom didn’t stop working. The unicorns didn’t impale him. He opened his eyes. There was a large pillar in front of him. He swerved to the left, skimming the side. Flying with his eyes closed, what a stupid thing to do.  
 
    From above, the house resembled a sort of rectangular shape with an open courtyard in the middle. Balconies covered entire sections, held up by pillars of silver and green that shone in the moonlit night. The house was enormous...  
 
    “Split up and look around?” Sambit asked, as the three flew up beside Oliver.  
 
    “Let’s not do that, please,” Felicity said quickly.  
 
     “We could stick together,” Fiona said a little too casually. “There’s no rush.”  
 
    Oliver agreed with the sentiment. Splitting up was always a bad idea. Everyone knew that. Except for idiots in movies. And this was most certainly not a movie.  
 
    They circled the house on their brooms, taking in the sight. The twins seemed equally impressed by the sheer size of the place. They returned to the front of the house where they hovered over the large steps that led up to the House of Zarlock.  
 
    Oliver wasn’t so keen on going inside. The thing that had killed the Zarlocks was old, a creature of supposed myth. What if it was still lurking about, waiting? The twins glanced back towards the bridge and beyond. They didn’t seem that eager either. Unsurprising considering what had happened the last time they tried to open a door.  
 
    “Umm… What’s that?” Fiona pointed.  
 
    Something was moving along the walls of the house, coming towards them fast. It was large, black and white markings covered its body, and now that it was close they could see its teeth. It had a lot. And they were sharp.  
 
    For once, they all did the right thing. They turned and fled. Oliver looked back as he flew forward as fast as he could. There were no more walls for the thing to jump to, to jump from.  
 
    But it jumped anyway... and instead of falling down, as it should do, because that was how fucking gravity worked… the beast didn’t fall down… it kept coming.   
 
    It could fly... 
 
    It was coming for him, and it was catching up. It stretched its arm out. The mouth opened wide, the tongue hung loose.  
 
    “Oliver!” he heard someone shout. It was Sambit. “You’re flying in a straight line. You can’t outrun it. You have to outmanoeuvre it.”  
 
    As if to emphasis the point, the beast took its first swipe at him. It missed, but not by much. The next time it tried, it would have half of him in its claw – the other half would be hurtling towards the forest below.   
 
    Oliver didn’t know how to outmanoeuvre it. He barely knew how to fly. But he had to do something. He pulled the handle down. The broom shot towards the trees below much quicker than he thought even possible. It reminded him of being on a rollercoaster when it suddenly dropped.  
 
    Those were safe. This wasn’t. He was going to crash into the trees and die. Or worse – he would break every bone in his body. And then the Nagruki would come to eat him alive. He really had to stop thinking of horrible ways to die.  
 
    “PULL UP! PULL UP! PULL UP!” someone shouted. Oliver did pull up and just in time too as the tail end of the broom brushed against the tree tops.  
 
    “That was close,” Sambit said. 
 
    The creature wasn’t coming after him anymore. It had given up the chase. Oliver could see it flying back toward the house.  
 
    “What was that?” Fiona asked as the twins joined them.  
 
    “A Nagruki?” Sambit said.  
 
    Fiona shook her head frantically. “That wasn’t a Nagruki.”  
 
    “How do you know?”  
 
    “Nagruki aren’t that big. Their tails are longer. And they’re completely black. Not coloured like that.”  
 
    “Oh. What was that then?” Sambit asked her.   
 
    “I don’t know... I just asked what it was.”  
 
    Oliver thought he knew. “That’s the thing that killed the Zarlocks…”  
 
    There was a moments silence, and then Felicity nodded. “Okay then. This has been good. We know what you have to do now. Kill the beast, avenge the Zarlocks. Did you want to do that now or...?”  
 
    Oliver stared at her. He only had one thing to say to her idea. “Fuck off. I’m not going to fight that beast for the Zarlocks.” 
 
    Felicity’s mouth dropped. “How dare you shirk away from your responsibilities? They are the Zarlocks! They’ve chosen you to avenge them. You should be honoured.”  
 
    “Yeah, I don’t really care about the Zarlocks nearly as much as you do,” he told her flatly. “And I most fucking certainly don’t want to die for them.”  
 
    Felicity whacked him on the arm. “Why would you die? You’ve survived the Death Maze, and the Killing Pits. It makes perfect sense for the Zarlocks to have chosen you as their avenger.”  
 
    Oliver couldn’t remember if he’d actually explained how his magical powers worked. They weren’t exactly normal. He told them how he struggled with every day tasks in class, how he still couldn’t seem to fill a staff with magic. “My magic seems to burst out when I’m really angry… or desperate,” he finished.  
 
    “Oh,” Fiona said. “Well that’s stupid. Why are you like that? Is it because your parents were Wanderers?”  
 
    “Yeah, about that,” Sambit asked, “How are you even possible? I feel like we just sort of glazed over the fact that your born to Wanderers. It’s really not normal.”  
 
    Fiona reached for Oliver’s ear and pinched it.   
 
    Oliver slapped her hand away, and almost lost his balance on the broom. “What the fuck are you doing?”  
 
    “I’ve been thinking,” Fiona said. “Maybe you’re like a more evolved version of a Wanderer?”  
 
    “Oh!” Felicity said excitedly. “Like how apes are to Wanderers, Wanderers are to wizards?”  
 
    Oliver glared at her. “Did you just liken me to an ape?” He turned to Sambit. “Can we get out of here? I would much rather have this conversation in the fucking treehouse and not floating in the sky on a broom!”  
 
    The twins weren’t very happy about leaving the House of Zarlock without battling the beast. Oliver didn’t give a fuck what they thought. He was not fighting that thing tonight. Luckily for him, Sambit wasn’t at all against the idea of going back. He probably missed Bellatrix.  
 
    So, they headed back for the School of Merlin, flying in silence. They didn’t speak much either as they landed at the top of the hill behind the school and parted ways.  
 
    Oliver climbed into bed beside the sleeping Harmony. She was naked and warm, and he wrapped his arm and leg over her, cosying up. She became aware of him; her hand reached down and held his cock. He kissed her neck, and she murmured something, then became silent.  
 
    That was a first, Oliver thought. Harmony was too tired for sex. He was tired too, but he wondered if he would be able to sleep. He would have to face the beast at some point. Or he would have to put up with the dreams and the pain that followed for the rest of his life… both options sucked ass.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Oliver actually slept quite well. And he woke with his cock warm and wet, inside Harmony’s mouth. He opened his eyes, expecting to see her cunt inches away from his face, from his tongue. But it wasn’t there. He guessed they weren’t doing the six-nine position as always. A part of him was a little gutted. As good was it was having his cock sucked, he did like to play with Harmony’s vagina and ass as she did it.  
 
    “Hello Oliver,” a deep voice said.  
 
    Oliver turned his head. And then he sat up, startled. “Casanova. What-what are you doing here?”   
 
    Casanova stood by the sofa, naked, his enormous cock… well, it wasn’t doing anything other than just being there, in view. It was fucking huge.  
 
    “The headmistress would like to speak with you,” Casanova said. “Please come to her office after the lunch hour.”  
 
    “Okay,” Oliver said. “Why does she want to see me?” He couldn’t think of any reason for the headmistress to see him. He hadn’t burnt anything down of late.  
 
    “I do not know,” Casanova said. “I will be leaving now.” 
 
    And with that, the big naked man walked out. Oliver lay back in bed, trying to rid the image of the enormous cock from his brain. It was not what he wanted to think of when he was being sucked off by Harmony.  
 
    “Oliver,” Casanova said.  
 
    Oliver raised a head to look back. “Yeah?” 
 
    Casanova stood by the door, his impressive naked figure further illuminated by the sunlight. “Your Dalit has a nice body. I would like to fuck her.”  
 
    Oliver swallowed. “You what?”  
 
    “If you want to breed Dalit’s, I will be happy to fuck her,” Casanova explained, his voice deep and completely void of emotions.  
 
    “…okay,” Oliver laughed nervously. He gave Casanova a wave. “Bye bye now…”  
 
    Casanova gave a nod and then left. Oliver lay back in bed once more, wondering what the fuck was wrong with Atlantis. He lifted the bedsheet. Harmony had her hair pulled back, her lips wrapped around his cock, her ass in the air. He found her cunt with his foot and rubbed it.  
 
    She looked up. “Hey,” she said, taking his cock out of her mouth, she rubbed it with her hands. “Has he gone?”  
 
    Oliver nodded.  
 
    “What did he want?”  
 
    “…told me to go and see the headmistress.” 
 
    “Why?” Harmony asked. “You didn’t burn something down, did you?”  
 
    Oliver shook his head. He’d actually been pretty good of late, attending most classes, staying out of trouble. He even sort of became friends with Melisandre.  
 
    Harmony took his cock back in her mouth, and Oliver lay back. His foot moved away from her cunt, he raised both legs and wrapping them around her head, he shoved his cock down her throat. Oh, that felt good.  
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
    After lunch, Oliver stood outside the headmistress’s door, a little nervous. The last time he had been to see her, Melisandre and the headmistress had him pull his pants down so that they could poke his cock and laugh at it… His face coloured in shame at the memory. He took a deep breath and knocked on her door.  
 
    “Come in.”  
 
    Oliver opened the door and walked in.  
 
    The headmistress sat in her chair behind the desk, a large magnifying glass in hand, she stared down at a stretched scroll. Oliver felt a sense of déjà vu. She was doing something similar the first time he had come into her office.  
 
    “Oliver,” she said, putting the magnifying glass away, a big smile on her face. “Sit,” she pointed at a chair.  
 
    She seemed to be in a good mood, Oliver thought. Maybe this won’t be so bad. He pulled the chair out and sat down.  
 
    “You’ve been here how long now?” the headmistress asked. “A month? Two?”  
 
    “Four months,” Oliver said warily, wondering where this was going.  
 
    “You’ve done well.”  
 
    “I have?” Oliver asked, surprised.  
 
    “She’s a good girl, that Lucinda. Amazing body, knows how to use her tongue…” the headmistress shook her head. “What were we talking about? Ah, yes. Lucinda. Good girl. She was the first Dalit to study in the School of Merlin. Good girl. Good heart. Very ambitious.”  
 
    The conversation wasn’t making any sense to Oliver. Although it did sound like the headmistress may have abused her position and taken advantage of Lucinda, but… Why the fuck were they talking about Lucinda in the first place? And what had he done well in?  
 
    “I’ve been to the Other Side,” the headmistress continued. “Those Wanderers, as sociable a race as they are, they do love to avoid wizards.” She paused and stared at Oliver. “Growing up as the only wizard in a world of Wanderers - it must have been difficult.”  
 
    She was feeling sorry for him? Was that why she had called him in?  
 
    To his surprise, Oliver found he didn’t want her sympathy. He didn’t want anyone’s sympathy. His life hadn’t been that bad. Sure, Emily had been his only friend on the Other Side, but so what? That was life. You shrugged and you moved on.  
 
    “Those lords, cooped up in their houses, surrounded by their own ilk, who knows, maybe they thought they were doing you a favour, taking you away from the Wanderers...” she paused again. “I hear things Oliver, as I walk the corridors.” She was staring at Oliver studiously now. “You tried to run away?”  
 
    “…maybe,” Oliver said carefully.  
 
    “And that tattoo on your neck,” she leaned forward to take a better look at it. “Its authentic. You survived the Killing Pits? Why would you go in there? You have nothing to prove, Oliver.” 
 
    He hadn’t gone in to the Killing Pits to prove anything. It was Melisandre that had thrown him in into the pit. The same Melisandre who sat beside him the last time he had been in this office, the same Melisandre who, aided by the headmistress, had rubbed his cock with her foot and laughed.  
 
    “You’re safe here in the school,” the headmistress continued. “You don’t know what’s out there, beyond the Land of the Free.”  
 
    Oliver thought he did.  
 
    “Le Fays,” the headmistress said. “Lots of them.”  
 
    That was what he thought.  
 
    “A crazy bunch too, the Le Fays.”  
 
    Well, weren’t they all?  
 
    “We wizards as a race, we’re disgusting. Violent mobs of Le Fays roaming around towns and villages,” her voice rose, she stood up and leaned forward, her face inches away from his. “They’ll hang you if they get their hands on you!”  
 
    Oliver leaned back in his chair, surprised by the sudden ferocity.  
 
    “Don’t do anything stupid, Oliver. Don’t get yourself killed trying to prove anything,” she continued, “there’s nothing wrong with Wanderers,” her voice lowered and she sat back down. “Wanderers are an astonishing race. They have this sense of curiosity, sense of adventure, their imagination - its remarkable. Wizards, we are lazy, we lack imagination, we can’t even dream.” 
 
    Oliver shuddered at the mention of the word dream.  
 
    “All a wizard had to do was get on a broom and fly out to sea, but did any? It was the Wanderers who made contact. And it wasn’t easy for them. They had to build ships and sail the treacherous seas, risking their lives. They have mastered the skies like no wizard ever could. They have even been to the moon. The moon, I say. Would you believe it?” the headmistress was excited once more.  
 
    “And we wizards have done nothing in that time,” she said disgustedly. “We are where we were a thousand years ago and we will be where we are a thousand years later.  
 
    “You know, if the Le Fays ever break out of Atlantis, they’ll destroy everything on the Other Side. They’ll send Wanderers back to the Stone Age.” She paused before adding darkly, “The ones they don’t kill, that is.”   
 
    For a brief moment, Oliver forgot his bad memories of the headmistress’s office, he forgot about his dreams and the beast he was supposed to kill, he forgot about the mean things the other students said to him sometimes.  
 
    Instead, his mind filled with images of what would happen if the Le Fays were let out. Cities burning, Wanderers huddled together in hiding, wizards flying above on brooms, their laughter echoing off the dark empty streets.  
 
    “I like Wanderers, Oliver,” the headmistress said, watching him carefully. “What I did to you the other day in my office, you understand I had to do that, right?”  
 
    “You mean the bit about making me take my trousers off and show my cock so that you and Melisandre could poke and laugh at it?” Oliver asked, his voice flat.  
 
    “Yes, that,” the headmistress said, not at all bothered by his tone. “She is the daughter of a powerful lord. There are certain people I cannot afford to upset, Oliver. In time, you will understand that. However, what was done to you was wrong, and for that, I will apologise.”  
 
    He expected her to say sorry, but the headmistress stood up and pulled down her white shirt, revealing her black bra.  
 
    “What… what are you doing?” Oliver asked.  
 
    The headmistress unbuckled her bra. Her large breasts spilled out and she cupped them in her hands, squeezing the nipples. Oliver’s eyes widened in horror as he saw drops of milk come out of those nipples.  
 
    “…head-headmistress… what-what are you doing?”  
 
    “This is my way of apologising,” the headmistress said calmly. “I played with your cock, allowed another to place her foot on your cock. In return, you can drink milk from my breasts.”  
 
    Oliver swallowed. “Thank you, headmistress,” he paused, choosing his words carefully, he continued, “for your very generous offer,” he swallowed again, “of letting me suck milk from your breasts,” he shuddered. That was a sentence he never thought he would use. Ever. “But um, would it be okay if I didn’t?”  
 
    “You don’t want to suckle on my breasts?” The headmistress asked, an eyebrow raised.  
 
    “No thank you?” Oliver said quickly.  
 
    “Okay…” the headmistress looked despondent as she fitted her bra. “Did you want to fuck me instead?” she asked casually as she buttoned her shirt.  
 
    “Uh… again, thank you for the offer,” Oliver paused. Wait, the headmistress was actually kind of hot. Not kind of. She was definitely hot. He shook his head. No, this was too weird. And he was perfectly happy with Harmony. “Maybe we can have sex another time?”  
 
    “Yes, of course,” the headmistress nodded amicably.  
 
    “Cool,” Oliver gave her the thumbs up. “Can I go now?”  
 
    The headmistress nodded, and Oliver jumped out of the chair and literally ran out of her office.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4  
 
      
 
    A few nights later, Oliver and Harmony were seated in the canteen, having dinner. It was a nice meal, and Oliver was in good spirits. He hadn’t had any further dreams, no one had tried to kill him. Word had spread of his devil tattoo, and that he had survived the Killing Pits. In school, Oliver was suddenly cool.  
 
    Harmony sat beside him, her left hand inside his trousers rubbing his cock, her right hand holding the fork she ate with. He loved how she could multitask with such ease, and that she was really obsessed with his cock. She was always playing about with it. 
 
    That reminded him of something. He swallowed the chicken and took a sip of the red wine. “You know that day Casanova came to see me?” he asked, his eyes on his plate. “He uh, he said he wanted to um… to sleep with you.”  
 
    Harmony’s hand tightened on his cock, and she turned to look at him. “Okay.”  
 
    This was what Oliver had feared, that Harmony would want to sleep with Casanova. To be fair, who wouldn’t? The guy was amazingly built, with a handsome face and the biggest cock ever. Bigger even than Sambit’s.  
 
    “So, when did you want to sleep with him. When-when should I say…” he stopped, his eyes on his plate.  
 
    Harmony let go of his cock and reached down for his balls. She grabbed them tightly.  
 
    “Oww,” Oliver dropped his fork and turned to look at her. “What the fuck!”  
 
    Harmony had a grin on her face, and her green eyes sparkled. “I don’t want to sleep with Casanova, idiot,” she said. “But I know how it works. If you want me to breed other Dalits to sell, I will sleep with him, of course.”  
 
     “Okay, okay,” Oliver said. “Can you let go of my balls now?”  
 
    Harmony didn’t let go of them, but she relaxed her grip. “Do you want me to sleep with him?”  
 
    “Why the hell would I want that?” Oliver muttered.  
 
    Harmony rubbed his balls gently, and then her hand moved back to his cock. She rubbed the tip, his precum leaked onto her finger, and she lifted it to her mouth, sucking on it. She was watching him, a mischievous look on her face.  
 
    “What?” Oliver asked.  
 
    She took her finger out, her eyes till sparkling. “Grabbing you by the balls… taking charge, that was fun.”  
 
    “Well, don’t get used to it,” Oliver muttered.  
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
    Were it up to Oliver, he would have been in the treehouse, spending time with Harmony, possibly having sex. Instead, he was walking with Sambit, heading for the Baron’s Treasure. It wasn’t that he didn’t like spending time with Sambit, or going out drinking.  
 
    He actually liked both.  
 
    It was Harmony who didn’t like Sambit much. Oliver supposed it was because Sambit was a womaniser who had fucked both of Harmony’s sisters. Whenever he went anywhere with Sambit, she usually declined to come with them.  
 
    The Baron’s Treasure was busier than usual. Most of the tables were taken, aside from one in a dark corner. Oliver headed towards it, but Sambit grabbed him by the arm, telling him in frank terms that he was not going to sit in a dark corner.   
 
    Sambit could be quite pompous sometimes. He was rich and all, but sometimes he acted like Melisandre, like he was the son from some powerful house, or something. One day, it was going to get him into real trouble, Oliver thought. One day, Sambit was going to piss of the wrong person.  
 
    That one day was probably going to be today. Sambit stood over a table with three big and bulky bearded guys in dark cloaks. Oliver could see why Sambit had chosen that table. There were also four very hot girls seated there.  
 
    “The table and the girls,” Sambit said. “How much?”  
 
    “Fuck off, you twat,” one of the men said, and the girls laughed.  
 
    Surprisingly, Sambit actually did fuck off. 
 
    “Where are you going?” Oliver asked as Sambit walked past him.  
 
    “Bar,” Sambit said. But he didn’t buy a drink. He leaned over the bar and picked up a staff. “Going to break that guys teeth,” Sambit said, as he walked past Oliver once more, staff in hand. 
 
    He wasn’t kidding. The guy didn’t stand a chance. Sambit swung the staff and smashed the guys teeth out. Oliver saw the teeth fly out. It was disgusting. The other two stood up and pulled out long black staffs from within their cloaks.  
 
    Sambit didn’t seem at all fussed. He took them both on, moving fast, he blocked their strikes and then broke one guys shin. Oliver flinched, hearing the sound of bone crunching. The other guy wasn’t much luckier. Sambit blocked the strike, and then his fist came up glowing green, he punched the guy in the face, knocking him out flat.  
 
    Sambit sat down in one of the now vacated chairs and gulped down one of their drinks. The four women on the table stared at him, not in amazement, but amused curiosity.  
 
    “And who might you be?” the girl with the long black hair asked.  
 
    “Sambit,” he said, and then pulled out a bag of gold and dropped it on the table. “That enough for the four of you for a night?”  
 
    The long black-haired girl laughed. “Well, Sambit, you are cute. But you’re too young. Not out type. We like our men bigger, burly, bearded.”  
 
    The drink that Sambit had in his hand, it fell to the ground, so shocked was he. “You would rather those guys instead of me?” and when the girl nodded, he added, “I’m big where it counts.” And then in desperation, he turned to look at Oliver. “Tell them Oliver,” he said. “Tell them I have a big cock.” 
 
    Standing awkwardly, Oliver remained silent. He was not going to tell the women Sambit had a big cock!   
 
    The girls laughed again. “I’m sure you do,” the black-haired girl said. “But we like our men…” she placed a hand on Sambit’s chest. “Not so soft.” 
 
    “Oliver, is it?” another of the girls called. “Come sit with us.”  
 
    She had black hair too, but it was cut short. She had a nose piercing. And a tongue piercing too. Her eyes were black, and her face pale. She looked like a goth. A hot goth. Oliver came to sit beside the sulking Sambit. The girl leaned over and placed a hand on his neck.  
 
    “The devil’s tattoo,” she whispered.  
 
    All four women were looking at him now, in awe. Oliver felt a little uncomfortable with the sudden attention.   
 
    “Is Cassidy right? Is that an authentic devils tattoo?”  
 
    Oliver nodded. Beside him, Sambit seemed to liven up a little. He placed an arm around Oliver’s shoulders and pulled him in close.  
 
    “We’ve been in the Death Maze,” he said. “He killed Falkeries and I fought back a minotaur.” All four girls seemed suitably impressed by that, and Sambit took it as a cue to keep talking. “Where are you girls from?” he asked. “If I had to guess, I would say the Borderlands?”  
 
    “You’re right,” Cassidy said. “Have you been there?”  
 
    “Once,” Sambit said. “I heard the women had pierced the insides of their cunts. I wanted to see for myself if it was true.”  
 
    “And did you see?”  
 
    Sambit laughed. “Her name was Carsika, and she was the best fuck I ever had. I have since always wanted a Borderlander.”  
 
    “And you?” Cassidy turned to look at him. “Have you ever been with a Borderlander?”  
 
    “You don’t know who this is, do you?” Sambit said, before Oliver got a chance to speak, he added, “This is the wizard born to Wanderers.”  
 
    “The wizard born to Wanderers…” Cassidy said slowly. She and the other girls exchanged glances, and then Cassidy looked back at Oliver. “If you have a place to go to, the six of us can have so much fun,” she winked.  
 
    “Thanks,” Oliver said quietly, “but not interested.”  
 
    “Wait,” Sambit said quickly. “He’s definitely interested. He just doesn’t know what he’s talking about.” 
 
    “I know what-” Oliver began, but Sambit stood up and pulled him away from the girls.  
 
    “They’re Borderlanders,” Sambit hissed. “They have piercings in their vaginas. Inside. Their. Vaginas. When your cock goes inside, it feels fucking amazing.”  
 
    “You go for it,” Oliver said. “I’m not interested.” 
 
    “Because of Harmony?” Sambit asked in disbelief.  
 
    “Yes because of her,” Oliver replied. And then added, “Wait, you got her name right.”  
 
    Sambit closed his eyes in frustration, then opened them again. “You owe me this one,” he said. 
 
    “For what?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “I gave you Harmony. I saved your ass in the Death Maze. I came with you to the fucking House of Zarlock.”  
 
    “I’ll give you the first one,” Oliver said. “But for the other two, you were pretty handsomely paid by the twins!”  
 
    “I can’t believe you’re not going to help me sleep with four Borderlanders,” Sambit moaned. 
 
    Oliver gave him a pat on the back. “Good luck,” he said. “I’m out.”  
 
    Oliver left Sambit in the Baron’s Treasure and headed for the treehouse. What a fucking night. Sambit was a sex addict in dire need of therapy. A night in the hospital for a thorough check-up wouldn’t hurt either. The number of girls he had slept with, he was bound to catch some sort of disease. Unless they didn’t have STD’s in Atlantis?  
 
    As Oliver walked down the narrow path that led to the treehouse, his thoughts turned back to Harmony and he smiled. He tended to smile every time he thought of her. There was no denying it, he was in love with the girl.   
 
    His cock rose as he climbed up the treehouse. Those gothic girls were actually quite hot, and had he not been in a committed relationship with Harmony, he would definitely have brought those girls back to the treehouse.  
 
    He opened the door to the treehouse and walked in, his eyes on his jeans button as he dragged them down, pulling his erect cock out, he looked up.  
 
    “Oh…”  
 
    Harmony sat on the sofa, tears in her eyes. Beside her sat another girl that looked remarkably like Harmony. She had green hair, and green eyes. From the little clothing she wore, Olive could see her breasts. They were bigger than Harmony’s. The girl also had cut marks all across her face.  
 
    “Oliver,” Harmony said, wiping away her tears. “This is my cousin, Esmeralda.” 
 
    Oliver pulled up his jeans. “Hey Esmerelda.” He gave a wave of the hand. 
 
    “She ran away from her owner,” Harmony said.  “They’ll kill her if they find her.”  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5  
 
      
 
    Esmeralda was washing the clothes in a bucket when Dave came in and kicked her bottom. It was a hard kick, but something she had become accustomed to of late. She didn’t cry out. Nor did she stop washing the clothes. Dave grabbed her by the hair and pulled her up. She could smell the drink in his breath. She knew what was going to happen next. He was going to beat her. 
 
    She was naked, and he slapped her breasts. “You ugly whore,” he slurred. “What’s the point of these tits… I can’t get a dime for you or your cousin… whores, the both of you. I should cut your tits off,” he slapped her breasts again.  
 
    He wobbled as he stood, and she knew it wouldn’t be long before he passed out drunk. He tried to kick her cunt, but slipped and fell back, knocking his head, he lay unconscious on the ground. Esmeralda dropped to her knees to check on him. He was still breathing, and there was no blood on his head.  
 
    She left him there and ran up the stairs looking for her cousin. Bella was in bed, naked, curled up in a ball. Esmeralda placed a hand on her, and Bella shuddered.  
 
    “Hey, it’s okay,” she whispered. “It’s me.”  
 
    Bella uncurled and grabbed her sister, hugging her tightly, she began to cry. Esmeralda held her younger cousin in her arms, and waited till the tears dried. Then she pulled back and gave her a kiss on the lips.  
 
    “We’re going to be okay,” she whispered. “I promise.” She tucked her younger cousin into bed and lay beside her, wrapping her arm and leg over Bella, their warm naked bodies cuddled together, she gave Bella another kiss on the head. “We’re going to be okay,” she whispered.  
 
    Being only sixteen, Bella fell asleep quickly, trusting that her older cousin would take care of her. At twenty-three, Esmeralda could not sleep quite as easily. Dave had been trying to sell them for over a year now without luck. He took out his frustration on them, beating her mostly, but sometimes Bella too.  
 
    She had promised Bella that she would take care of her, but if they didn’t find a new owner soon… she feared things could become really bad.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Esmeralda and Bella were in the auction house once more, naked and on all fours like dogs, a metal collar round their necks attached to a chain above, they waited. It was Esmeralda’s seventh visit here, Bella’s third.  
 
    A sign beside them read “Pure Bred Dalits”.  
 
    “There are more people here today,” Bella said quietly. “Maybe someone will buy us.”  
 
    Esmeralda smiled. She didn’t know what to say. She didn’t want to raise Bella’s hopes in case they weren’t bought, nor did she want to lessen her spirits. There certainly were more people about.   
 
    Dave had gambling debts, and to pay them off, he’d already sold Bella’s mother. But that wasn’t enough. He needed a lot of gold, much more than what both the girls were worth together. That was the reason they weren’t selling. Dave was asking for far too much gold. 
 
    An old man approached them, and both Bella and Esmeralda arched their backs, and raised their assess, spreading their legs apart just enough to give an easy view of all their assets - large hanging breasts, cunts open slightly, and pink buttholes.  
 
    The old man grabbed Esmeralda’s breasts. “Firm,” he said, talking to himself.  
 
    He went behind her and pulled her ass cheeks, fingered her cunt, and then her asshole. He came back to stand before her. His finger was covered in her juices and he held it before her. Knowing what to do, Esmeralda took it in her mouth, sucking it clean. The man pulled his trousers down. He had a small wrinkled cock, and he smelt bad. Esmeralda took the cock in her mouth and sucked for all she was worth.   
 
    He held her nose as she sucked his cock, making it difficult for her to breathe. He came in her mouth quickly, and she was glad for it, as he let go of her nose. Esmeralda choked a little as she took in a deep breath while the old man’s cum was still in her mouth.  
 
    “You’re a good little pig,” the old man whispered in her ear. “Good little pig…”  
 
    He fondled her breasts one last time, and then left without placing an offer. Esmeralda wiped what remained of the cum from her mouth. It had been like this every time now. Men and women would approach her, use and abuse her body, and then leave without placing an offer.  
 
    The night wore on as more men and some women came to view them. Esmeralda reached out and held Bella’s hand as a large man with a big cock fucked her ass. After that, a woman whipped both their asses, until Bella begged for mercy.  
 
    That didn’t go down well with Dave, and when the woman left without making an offer, he blamed Bella.  
 
    “You weak piece of shit,” he slapped her across the face. “This is my fault really…” he muttered. “Been too nice to ya girls. Well no more. You better hope you’re sold tonight otherwise…” 
 
    Esmeralda held Bella’s hand once more and smiled at her. “It’s going to be okay,” she whispered.  
 
    Bella nodded, but her face told another picture. She was on the edge. Any second now, and she would burst out crying. And that would go down very badly with Dave.  
 
    “Hey,” Esmeralda said in her cheeriest voice. “What do you think Harmony is doing right now? She’s got it quite good, being bought by that fancy lord. Maybe one day we’ll get to see her. That would be nice, wouldn’t it?”  
 
    Smiling bravely, Bella nodded. “Imagine if he treated her well, gave her nice foods to eat…” she sighed. “He was handsome too.”  
 
    “Yes, he was,” Esmeralda said, her voice distant. 
 
    “Oh, you liked him, did you?” Bella teased.  
 
    “What was not to like?” Esmeralda replied with a smirk. “He was rich, handsome, and had a big cock which he knew how to use, remember?” she winked.  
 
    There talking ceased as another man approached them. Esmeralda continued to wonder about the lord that had bought Harmony. His name was Sambit, and he had fucked her good. She’d liked him… he was different from the rest of the men that had used her body. He was gentle, and he focused on her as much as she focused on him.  
 
    She had fond memories of that day. She thought he would buy her, but then he chose Harmony because she was a virgin. She remembered being happy for Harmony, but sad that Sambit hadn’t taken her too. He definitely had the money for it.  
 
    Esmeralda became aware of a woman watching her from a distance. She had long blond hair, and wore a black cloak. As she came closer, Esmeralda noticed the piercings on her face. One on the nose, one on each eyelid - she was dressed like a Borderlander.  
 
    The woman spoke with Dave briefly, and then handed over two bags.  
 
    “I think we’ve been bought,” Esmeralda said softly.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chrissi sat opposite Esmeralda and Bella as the carriage headed for the Borderlands. It had been a long journey to get here, and it would be another long journey to get back, but she didn’t mind. It had been worth it.  
 
    This had been Chrissi’s first time at a slave auction. It was normally the men that purchased the girls for the Blood Awakenings. That was why she was here, so far away from the Borderlands. When she returned home with the girls, she wanted her tribe to be impressed. And the only place to find impressive girls was to come to a Dalit auction. 
 
    Chrissi had already placed the two nipple piercings on the Dalits. She could sense their emotions, a mixture of hope and anxiety. They had no idea what where they were going, how privileged they would be, their bodies sacrificed in the Blood Awakenings ceremony.  
 
    “You are in good hands now,” she told the girls. “You do not need to worry. We will not abuse your bodies for sexual purposes.”  
 
    “Thank you, mistress,” Esmeralda, the older girl said.  
 
    Mistress. She liked the sound of that. They would be home soon, then the girls would be fed, washed and clothed. They would live like queens until the Blood Awakenings ceremony.  
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
    Esmeralda’s eyes were glued to the carriage window and what lay beyond. They were in the Borderlands, winding along a narrow road carved through the mountains. Every so often, the road would reach a peak, and their view would be unobstructed.  
 
    They reached one such peak just then, and Esmeralda grabbed Bella’s hand and pointed. “The Line of Control,” she said in a hushed voice.  
 
    Bella placed her hands on Esmeralda’s lap as she leaned forward to look out the window. The Line of Control, the second greatest barrier ever created by wizards. The first was the Great Barrier itself that kept the Wanderers and wizards apart, the second was the Line of Control. A massive wall that cut off the western part of Atlantis, the part infested with werewolves.  
 
    “Do you see werewolves around here?” Esmeralda asked.  
 
    “A long time ago. Some would make it through the small breaks in the wall,” Chrissi said. “But not anymore.”  
 
    Esmeralda had never seen a werewolf before, but she had always wanted to. They were like wizards, but their magic was different. At will, they could turn into fierce wolf-like beasts. They were so strong, so vicious, they ravaged the wizarding world during the War of the Werewolves. And then, when all seemed lost, the wolves suddenly ran back to the western mountains of Atlantis, where they had come from.  
 
    The wizarding world built the Line of Control, a wall so tall and large, it took a hundred years to complete.  
 
    She held Bella’s hand and her eyes sparkled as she kissed her younger cousin on the lips. Maybe their luck had changed. Chrissi hadn’t abused their bodies at the auction, she had paid and then clothed them. And now, she was taking them to the Borderlands, where she said they would not be abused.  
 
    She wrapped her arms around her cousin, hugging her tightly, a tear rolled down her left cheek. She wiped it away quickly, in case Chrissi saw it. It was a tear of joy. More for Bella than herself. Her little cousin was too sweet a girl to be owned by Dave, or men like him. They would be safe with now, with Chrissi.  
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    Once they arrived at the village in the Borderlands, Esmeralda and Bella were taken to a large tent where they were given food and drink. And after they ate, men came in carrying a large tub which they then filled with hot water.  
 
    Esmeralda and Bella were told to stand, and then Chrissi and other woman pulled off their cloaks and led them to the tub.  
 
    Neither Dalit had ever washed with warm let alone hot water. When Dave did let them wash, it was always with freezing cold water. He liked to see their naked bodies shiver, their skin become taut. As Esmeralda lay back, she could only smile. The water felt amazing.  
 
    They left them alone, just Bella and Esmeralda in the tent.  
 
    “I could get used to this,” Esmeralda said, closing her eyes.  
 
    “It feels so good…” Bella said. “Why are they being so nice to us?”  
 
    Esmeralda opened her eyes. Bella looked worried. “Hey, what’s the matter? What are you thinking?”   
 
    “Don’t you think they’re being too nice to us?” Bella said. “She paid a lot of money for us. She said she wont use and abuse our bodies. What do they need us for then?”  
 
    It was a fair question, and Esmeralda felt foolish for not having considered it earlier. Why would Chrissi travel so far and pay so much for Dalit girls only to treat them so well and receive nothing? If it was too good to be true, it usually meant that it was.  
 
    “There are good people in this world,” Esmeralda said slowly. “Maybe Chrissi is just one of those.” She didn’t think she said it very convincingly, but Bella nodded thoughtfully, then she smiled widely.  
 
    “Have you seen their men?” she asked, excitedly. “The tattoos and piercing… I heard the men have cock rings at the tip of their penises…” she paused, then added, “I wonder what that would feel like.” 
 
    “I had a man once,” Esmeralda said, “his cock piercings were made of Adaminum metals that set of sparks whenever there was any friction. That was not fun!”  
 
    Bella laughed, and Esmeralda lay back, her eyes closed once more. There were good people in Atlantis, but they were too few too far, and the little she did know of the Borderlanders was not complimentary. They were a strange people, not ruled by any lords, they had strange customs, some often gruesome.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
    The following day was more of the same. They were kept in the tent, food and drink was given, and later in the evening, another hot tub was brought in. After their wash, Chrissi appeared, leading in a procession of men and women, all wearing white cloaks, they sat in a circle on the floor of the tent. Chrissi led them to the centre of the circle and removed their cloaks.  
 
    Standing naked beside her cousin in front of an audience was nothing new for Esmeralda, but it felt different this time. The men and woman took in every part of her body, but aside from the odd one or two, none had the lust in their eyes that she was so used to.  
 
    “Come,” an elderly woman said, holding her hand out, and when Esmeralda approached, she said, “turn. Let me see your anus and cunt.”  
 
    This was more like it. Esmeralda dropped on her knees, turned away from the woman and arched her back, raising her ass. She then pulled her butt cheeks apart, exposing her anus and her cunt. She felt the woman’s cold finger on her anus. It dug inside only briefly before, and then it was in her cunt.  
 
    The woman licked her finger, tasting Esmeralda’s ass and cunt juices. She then slapped Esmeralda’s ass. “Move,” she said.  
 
    Unsure where to move to, Esmeralda glanced up at Chrissi, confused. The blond gothic-looking Borderlander stepped inside the circle and grabbed Esmeralda by hair. She then pulled her to the next person sitting in the circle, an old man.  
 
    Once more, Esmeralda pulled back her ass cheeks, exposing her cunt and ass for the man to see. Once more, he did what the woman had done before. He stuck a finger in her ass, and then in her cunt, before tasting it. Chrissi moved her from person to person, pulling Esmeralda by the hair, and when every person had fingered her ass and cunt, and tasted it, it was Bella’s turn.  
 
    “You have done well, Chrissi,” the old woman said, as the last person tasted Bella’s cunt and ass. “They are young, healthy, and beautiful. They will make wonderful sacrifices to the Fengi, and our Blood Awakenings sacrifices will bring the Jackson Tribe much good fortune.”  
 
    “The-the Blood Awakenings sacrifice?” Esmeralda asked, her face pale. “Wh-what’s the Blood Awakenings sacrifice?”  
 
    “It is to awaken the Fengi. It is done once a year. We take two girls to the Fengi Sacrificial Temple and sacrifice them to awaken the Fengi.” The old woman smiled. “It is an honour for you, girl, to give your life for the Fengi.”    
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver sat on the bed, Harmony and Esmeralda on the sofa. He couldn’t keep his eyes off Esmeralda. She looked just like Harmony, except… hotter. Was he a dick for thinking that? He loved Harmony, and she was incredibly sexy, but it was okay to admit there were sexier women, right? 
 
    And that was the thing here. Sexy was very subjective. And in this case, that applied too, but… They looked so similar, Harmony and Esmeralda. Except, Esmeralda was that little bit taller, her breasts that little bit bigger, and her ass…  
 
    Oliver had to drag his eyes away from her ass with some difficulty.  
 
    “Oliver,” Harmony said.  
 
    “Huh?” he turned to look at Harmony. “Hey, what’s up,” he said sheepishly. “I uh… I wasn’t-” he stopped, wondering why he was going to deny checking Esmeralda out when Harmony hadn’t accused him of doing it. She probably hadn’t noticed him ogling. Wait to hear what she says, he told himself. “Sup,” he nodded.  
 
    “What happened to Lord Sambit?” Esmeralda asked, her voice quiet, timid. “Is uh, is he no longer your owner?”  
 
    Harmony shook her head. “He gave me to Oliver,” she smiled fondly. “Oliver is the first wizard born to Wanderers.”  
 
    Esmeralda’s eyes widened at that. “Oh, I’ve heard of you!”  
 
    “He saved my life in the Death Maze,” Harmony said proudly. And then she pointed at Oliver’s neck. “Look, the devil tattoo.”  
 
    “The devil tattoo?” Esmeralda whispered, and then she gasped, “Nooo.”  
 
    “Yes,” Harmony said, her grin so wide, it hurt Oliver to look at it.  
 
    “You’re very impressive, sir,” Esmeralda said, bowing her head slightly.  
 
    “Um, thanks… I guess,” he mumbled, a little taken aback. It wasn’t often someone complimented him. Not like that anyway, so formally with a bow and everything. “So, what brings you here?”  
 
    Harmony’s smile vanished. “She was sold to the Borderlanders who wanted to sacrifice her and my sister Bella to awaken the Fengi.” 
 
    Not really the answer Oliver was expecting. “Okay…” he said, trying to process all of that. “That sounds fucking horrible!” 
 
    Harmony nodded. “She doesn’t want to die.”  
 
    “Perfectly understandable,” Oliver said.  
 
    “So, she ran away.”  
 
    “Good on her!” 
 
    “The punishment for running away is death by hanging…” Esmeralda said.  
 
    Oliver wasn’t eating anything, but he almost choked. “What?”  
 
    Harmony nodded gravely. “The owned are not allowed to run. We are expected to take whatever comes our way. Even torture and death.”  
 
    “That… that’s really fucked up,” Oliver said.  
 
    “They still have my sister,” Harmony said. “My sweet younger sister, Bella. You would like her, Oliver,” she added.  
 
    Oliver swallowed. “Um, like her? Like her how?”  
 
    “She looks like me, but prettier,” Harmony said. “They will sacrifice her body tomorrow night in the Fengi Sacrificial Temple. Will you save her?”  
 
    “I can try,” Oliver said, without really thinking about it.  
 
    Harmony leapt off the sofa and jumped onto his lap, her arms wrapped around him, she buried her head in his chest. “Thank you so much.”  
 
    Esmeralda was also off the sofa. She stood in front of Oliver, her breasts level with his face. “I will be forever indebted to you, master Oliver,” she said.  
 
    Oh fuck, Oliver thought, as he tried not to stare at her breasts. He was only just realising how he might have bitten off more than he could chew. Harmony’s sister was going to be sacrificed tomorrow night. That didn’t give him much time to come up with a solid rescue plan.  
 
    It did give him time to come up with a half-baked plan though.  
 
    Sambit.  
 
    Sambit was the half-baked plan. He just needed to find the horny bastard and hope he was up for saving a damsel in distress.  
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver found Sambit by the bar, still in the Baron’s treasure, drinking moodily. The Borderlander girls were nowhere to be seen, nor were the men Sambit had beaten up earlier.  
 
    “Hey buddy,” Oliver said, trying his best most cheerful voice. “Watcha doing here. By the bar.” He sat beside Sambit and placed a hand on his shoulder. “Drinking by yourself.”  
 
    “I’ll tell you what I’m not doing,” Sambit said grumpily. “Four hot Borderlanders, thanks to you. Why are you back here?”  
 
    “Ha!” Oliver said. “It’s a funny story actually.” He glanced around the room. It was mostly empty, save for the really old looking guys sitting in a corner. Olga, the barmaid was on the other end, out of ears reach. “So, remember Harmony?” he whispered.  
 
    “Why are you whispering, idiot,” Sambit said, his voice much too loud. “Of course, I remember Harmony, idiot. I bought her for her virginity, idiot. But I felt much too sorry for you, so I gave her to you. Idiot.”  
 
     “How much have you drunk?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “A lot,” Sambit said, then added, “idiot.” 
 
    He raised the mug to his lips for another drink, but Oliver held his arm back. “I think you’ve had enough.”  
 
    Sambit turned to look at him, his eyes narrowed. “I know how to handle my drink, idiot.” He tried to pull his arm free of Oliver’s grip, but instead somehow managed to slip off the stool. “I’m okay. I’m okay,” he said, as he stood, wobbling.  
 
    Oliver helped steady him as Sambit sat back down.  
 
    “You sir, are an A class idiot,” Sambit said, pointing a finger at Oliver. “You turned down what would have been the best night of your life. You know how rare it is to find Borderlanders?” 
 
    “Actually, about that,” Oliver said quietly. He leaned in and whispered what had happened, how he found Esmeralda, Harmony’s cousin, in the treehouse, how she had fled from the Borderlands to escape being a human sacrifice, how Bella, Harmony’s younger sister was still there. “Want to come with me and save her?” Oliver asked, and then added, “Maybe you’ll meet a nice Borderlander girl, or two… or three?” he smiled widely.  
 
    “Let me see if I have this straight,” Sambit said. “You have a fugitive hiding in your treehouse. You want me to go all the way to the Borderlands, to steal a Dalit. A Dalit that they rightfully own? A Dalit they bought for the sole purpose of sacrificing to fulfil a deeply religious duty of theirs? A duty that were they unable to fulfil, would cause them great amounts of hurt. Hurt which would most likely manifest itself into a fanatic mob that would wish to torture and then kill us, were they able to? Is that everything?”  
 
    Sambit had summed it up pretty well, so Oliver nodded. “So, you in?”  
 
    “Sure,” Sambit took another gulp of his drink. “Why the fuck not eh?”  
 
    “Really?” Oliver asked, surprised. He hadn’t expected Sambit to agree so readily. He was expecting a fair amount of resistance. He’d planned to offer his services in helping Sambit sleep with the Borderlander girls of earlier, if he hadn’t already. But… Sambit was on board. This was great. “Awesome,” Oliver said, slapping Sambit on the back.  
 
    The slap knocked Sambit off the stool, he fell to the ground, where he remained, dead or so drunk, he may as well have been dead.  
 
    “Sambit,” Oliver nudged him with his foot. There was no response, no movement. Oliver nudged him once more with his foot. Nothing. He was about to kick Sambit hard when Olga appeared out of nowhere, drying a glass with a towel.  
 
    “Sambit out again?” she asked.  
 
    “Or he’s dead,” Oliver muttered.  
 
    “He’s not dead,” Olga said. “He does this at least once a week. Falls to the ground, sleeps for twenty hours straight.”  
 
    Oliver sighed. Sambit sleeping for twenty hours straight didn’t really work for him. Leaning down, he grabbed Sambit’s arm and pulled, lifting him onto his shoulders, he headed for the door. Fuck, this was going to be a long walk, Oliver thought. Sambit was not light. Oliver was already exhausted, and he hadn’t even made it to the door.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    An hour later, Oliver made it to the bottom of the tree house, exhausted, he rested his hands on his knees, trying to catch his breath. Sambit lay beside him on the cold ground, possibly with bruises to the head. Oliver had dragged his body for the last quarter of the way.  
 
    “Harmony!” Oliver shouted.  
 
    The treehouse door opened, and Harmony appeared on the front porch. “Is that Sambit?”  
 
    “Yup.”  
 
    “Why’s he lying on the ground?”  
 
    “Because he’s a drunk,” Oliver replied.  
 
    Esmeralda appeared on the front porch beside Harmony. “What’s going on?” she asked, and then spotting Sambit lying on the ground, her hands covered her mouth in shock. “What-why is Lord Sambit on the ground?”  
 
    “Because he’s a drunk,” Oliver repeated. “And he’s not a lord. Just some rich ass with endless amounts of money. And apparently a sexual disease resistant body,” he muttered.  
 
    Harmony laughed nervously. Well, her laugh didn’t sound nervous, but Oliver could sense it in her.  
 
    “What?” he asked, frowning.  
 
    “That’s uh… Sambit is Lady Khan’s only son,” Harmony said. “You knew that, right?”  
 
    Oliver turned to look down at Sambit lying on the ground. Then he looked up at Harmony and Esmeralda. He looked down once more at Sambit, the drunkard who fell asleep in the Baron’s Treasure at least once a week.  
 
    “He’s an aristocrat?” Oliver asked, looking up once more. “Like, an actual proper son of a Lady as in wife of a lord?”  
 
    “Not just any Lady,” Esmeralda said. “Lady Khan could be a Law Lady if she so wished. Her family’s power is only rivalled by the Dragonoskis.”  
 
    Oliver looked down once more at Sambit. “That does make a lot of sense…” he muttered.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    With the help of Harmony and Esmeralda, Oliver managed to carry Sambit’s body up to the treehouse. Actually, he didn’t do anything. Harmony placed a hand on Sambit’s chest, and apparently her magic did the rest as the body floated up to the treehouse. Oliver was suitably impressed, and also annoyed. He could never do something like that. His magic was too bloody erratic.  
 
    Sambit sat upright on the sofa, though his eyes were still closed.  
 
    “How much has he drunk?” Harmony asked. “If you really dragged him down the path by the feet… that didn’t wake him?”  
 
    “Yeah, let’s not tell him I did that when he wakes up,” Oliver muttered, still a little shocked that Sambit came from one of the most powerful, if not the most powerful family in Atlantis. The guy was such a… what was the word? Doofus?  
 
    “If he wakes up,” Harmony said worriedly.  
 
    Esmeralda came and stood before Sambit. “Maybe this will help,” she said. And then she pulled down her top, and exposing her breasts, juggled them in Sambit’s face.  
 
    “What are you doing?” Oliver asked, shocked. And then he wondered why he was shocked, after all he had seen so far in Atlantis, this was probably the least shocking thing to have happened so far. And knowing Sambit… “Actually, don’t stop,” Oliver said. “This might actually work.”  
 
    Esmeralda continued to juggle her breasts on Sambit’s face, and when that didn’t work, she pulled down her jeans - jeans that Harmony had lent her - lifted her legs up, and rubbed her cunt in Sambit’s face.  
 
    From where he stood, Oliver got a nice view of Esmeralda’s tits and her cunt. They were very pretty. That was all there was to say really. Actually, there was probably a lot more to say about Esmeralda stripping completely naked and rubbing her cunt on a drunk and unconscious Sambit…  
 
    “…hey,” Sambit’s hand rose and he grabbed Esmeralda’s breast. “What’s going on,” he opened his eyes. “Oh, vagina,” his tongue came out. He began licking and Esmeralda pushed her cunt against Sambit’s face. 
 
    It was genuinely the most strangest thing Oliver had ever seen. He leaned over and whispered in Harmony’s ear, “Is she seriously going to have an orgasm now?”  
 
    Harmony grabbed Esmeralda by the arm and pulled her back. Sambit’s eyes had closed once more, his tongue was out as he licked thin air. Oliver might have laughed had it not been so surreal…  
 
    “Sambit?” Harmony nudged him on the shoulder gently.  
 
    He opened his eyes. “What? What’s going on?” And then he saw Esmeralda’s naked body and he tried to stand up and reached for her. He collapsed onto the ground, then jumped up. “I’m okay, I’m okay,” he said quickly. And then he looked around. “Where am I? Oh hey, Harmony, Oliver, what’s up? Are we going to have a foursome?”  
 
    Oliver could safely say he had never met anyone as horny as Sambit. The first thought in the guys head was sex. He sees a room with three other people, and he thinks foursome. Who does that? Okay fair enough, Esmeralda was naked, and she had been rubbing her cunt on Sambit’s face, but still…  
 
    “You were drunk and passed out on the floor in the Baron’s Treasure,” Oliver said. “I carried you all the way here. On my shoulder. All the way here…” 
 
    “Oh,” Sambit said, looking a little dazed. “Thanks.” He plonked back down onto the sofa. “So, not a foursome then?”  
 
    “Not a foursome,” Oliver said, shaking his head. “Do you remember the conversation we had before you passed out?”  
 
    Sambit nodded. “We’re going to the Borderlands to save Harmony’s sister Bella, right?” 
 
    Oliver nodded slowly, a little surprised. “Yeah, wow that’s… yeah, didn’t think you would remember.”  
 
    “When shall we go?” Sambit asked.  
 
    “I knew you would help,” Esmeralda gushed.  
 
    “Of course,” Sambit said, standing up once more. “Damsels in distress, its my thing.” His legs wobbled, and then he sat back down. “I just need a few minutes to recover.” 
 
    Oliver was pleased Sambit was on board. But that didn’t suddenly mean it was going to be a walk in the park now. They still had to get to the Borderlands, find Bella, and save her from a bunch of possibly crazed villagers. Not to mention these Fengi creatures. Whatever the hell they were… 
 
    “What’s the plan?” Oliver asked. “We just fly there, grab Bella, fly back out?”  
 
    Sambit nodded. “Sounds good.”  
 
    That was not the answer Oliver had been looking for. “Won’t they try to stop us?”  
 
    “You’ve survived the Death Maze and the Killings Pits,” Sambit said confidently. “You’ll be fine.”  
 
    Oliver didn’t feel that confident. Sure, he had done those things, survived the pit and the maze. But his magic was erratic and he wasn’t invincible. He was still flesh and blood. A single bullet could kill him. Not that these Borderlanders had guns. But they had pitchforks, right? People in the countryside had pitchforks and shit, didn’t they? One of those could seriously hurt him. 
 
    Harmony placed a hand on his shoulder. “Hey,” she said gently. “You’re worried.”  
 
    Oliver was about to say he wasn’t worried, and whatever made her think he was, when he remembered she could sense his feelings.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” she asked.  
 
    He told her what was bothering him. And when he was done, she kissed him on the lips. It was a good kiss. He loved her lips, her tongue, but it didn’t change the fact that they were going to prance into a hostile environment without any plan.  
 
    “They’ll take Bella to the Sacrificial Fengi Temple. At the centre of the temple, there is a stone pillar. That’s what they’ll tie Bella to. We just have to sneak in, wait for them to leave her, then untie her and fly away before the Fengi come out.”  
 
    That actually wasn’t a bad plan, except for one little problem. It was Esmeralda’s naked body that highlighted the problem to him. Her left breast had a piercing on the nipple. The same type of piercing Oliver had placed on Harmony. The placing of the rings gave the owner significant power over the Dalit that wore it. They could cause the wearer all sorts of imaginable pains just by… well, just by imagining it.  
 
    “She’s owned by the Borderlanders,” he pointed at Esmeralda’s breast. “If we run away with Bella, wont her owner make her suffer? Shouldn’t you be in pain right now?” he asked Esmeralda.  
 
    “The power they have lessens with distance,” Esmeralda said quietly. “But…” she paused, grimacing. “I have been trying to hide it. My body is hurting everywhere… It is like she is imagining a thousand maggots eating away at my flesh.”  
 
    Everyone turned to stare at Esmeralda, their eyes wide. Esmeralda suddenly seemed to be aware that she was completely naked in a room full of clothed people. She placed a hand over her cunt, and her cheeks coloured slightly. 
 
    Oliver felt like a dick. This whole time, the poor girl had been in so much pain. She hadn’t brought it up once. She hadn’t even shown any discomfort. And here he was, annoyed by the attention she was showing Sambit, judging her as shallow.  
 
    “We can’t just sneak in and out with Bella,” Oliver said. “We have to find their owner and kill him. Or her.”  
 
    Harmony’s eyes widened. “Kill?”  
 
    Even Sambit raised his hands. “That’s a bit extreme Oliver.”  
 
    “How-” Oliver stopped, taking a deep breath to calm himself. “How is that extreme? They’re going to kill Bella in a blood sacrifice?!”  
 
    Sambit shook his head. “You shouldn’t be so judging, Oliver. They may have perfectly plausible reasons to make human sacrifices.”  
 
    “You’re fucking kidding me, right?” Oliver said, a little bewildered.  
 
    Harmony placed a hand on his shoulder. A very calming hand. He could sense her peace, and when he looked at her, she smiled.  
 
    “No,” Oliver said.  
 
    “No what?” Sambit asked.  
 
    “No to whatever Harmony is going to say. She’s come up with a plan that I’m not going to like. I can tell by the smile on her face.”  
 
    Oliver was right. Harmony had come up with a plan that he didn’t like. The Borderlanders had wanted two girls to sacrifice. They only had one. Harmony’s plan was to offer herself up as a possible replacement, but in a winner takes all situation.  
 
    “A duel?” Esmeralda asked.  
 
    “Exactly,” Harmony said, her eyes sparkling, like it was a good idea.  
 
    “Why are you smiling?” Oliver asked, frustrated. “How is this a good idea? We could end up losing you and Bella, and still not have freed Esmeralda from the pain she’s in.”  
 
    “But that’s the beauty of it,” Sambit said, clapping his hands. “Bella and Esmeralda are both owned by the same person. If the owner dies in a duel, then all the girls they own automatically passes to the victor.”  
 
    “Die?” Oliver asked sharply. “Now you’re okay with killing?”  
 
    “Oh, this is very different,” Sambit said, his head held up all high.  
 
    “How?!” 
 
    “Death in a duel, its completely honourable,” Sambit said, as if it were so obvious. “What you suggested earlier was just callous murder.” He shook his head, disappointedly. 
 
    “This is just stupid,” Oliver muttered, deciding against trying to understand Atlantis sensibilities.  
 
    “But it’s not,” Harmony said, smiling widely. “You haven’t heard the best part.”  
 
    “Oaky…” Oliver said, and then added flatly, “Tell me. What is the best part.”  
 
    “You’re the dueller.” 
 
    Oliver failed to see how that was the best part. That sounded like the worst part of the plan. He’d never duelled in his life. He still couldn’t fill a staff with magic, how was he supposed to duel? That was what wizards used to duel - staffs. 
 
    “Cheer up,” Sambit said. “You’ve survived the-” 
 
    “Don’t say it” Oliver warned.   
 
    “You’ll be fine,” Sambit finished cheerfully.  
 
    Yeah, Oliver thought, he was going to be fine. And if he wasn’t, then he was going to be dead. Because in this case, the opposite of not being fine was losing the duel and dying.  
 
    “When are we leaving?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “As soon as Sambit is able to not fall off his broom,” Harmony said. “Why?”  
 
    “No reason in particular,” Oliver said, his eyes on Harmony. “I thought it would be nice to have sex one last time before I went off and died heroically…” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
      
 
    It was a small tent held up by a large pillar in the centre, with smaller pillars ten feet away circling it. Bella was naked, aside from the metal collar around her neck. A chain attached to the collar was tied to the large pillar in the centre.  
 
    It was just her and Chrissi in the tent. Chrissi who no longer seemed very pleased with her purchase.  
 
    Bella suddenly felt a burning sensation spread across her whole body. Her head whirled around as she looked for the source. There was none. She tried to run and made it three feet before the collar around her neck held her back. She was suffocating, and her body was burning. Her vision became blurry, she was close to collapsing, and then it stopped.  
 
    Bella dropped to her knees, taking long deep haggard breaths, her head down. “Please…” she begged. 
 
    “Where is your sister?” Chrissi asked, her voice flat, emotionless.  
 
    “I don’t know,” Bella said, looking up at Chrissi. “…please,” she begged. 
 
    Chrissi came up to Bella and grabbed her by the hair. “She didn’t tell you where she was going? You didn’t know she planned to run away?”      
 
    Shaking her head, Bella held back a sob. “You know I’m not lying,” she said softly.  
 
    It was the truth and Bella knew Chrissi could sense it. Bella really didn’t know where her older cousin was. Esmeralda had never once brought up the subject of running away.  
 
    Bella wasn’t hurt by her cousin’s sudden disappearance. Esmeralda had always done her best to take care of her. She was happy that for once, her cousin had done the sensible thing. It was better that Esmeralda lived rather than both of them dying. That was what was going to happen tonight. Bella was going to die, a human Sacrifice for the Blood Awakenings ceremony.  
 
    “Ahhhhh!!” Bella screamed. With both hands, she began beating her head. There was something inside it, something eating her brain. And then it was gone. “…no-n more… Please…” Bella said, tears now falling down her cheeks.  
 
    “Those that are chosen to be sacrificed to the Fengi, in their final days, we treat them with great honour,” Chrissi grabbed Bella by the hair once more. “But you Dalits have no honour.” She spat on Bella’s face. “You will spend your final day like the whore you are.”  
 
    Chrissi let go of Bella’s hair and stood up. She gave one last glance at Bella’s naked body on the ground, and then she stormed out of the tent. Bella crawled to the centre of the tent and leaned her back against the large pillar. She wiped the spit off her face, and closed her eyes. 
 
    Her life had been shit for as long as she could remember. She had been beaten and fucked in all her holes for as long as she could remember. Growing up, she had smelt many good foods, but never eaten a single hot meal. She didn’t mind being naked. Like most Dalits, she had an enviable figure… but sometimes she wanted to wear something nice, like the other wizards in town.  
 
    And that was what was crushing her soul at that moment. The fact that despite it all, she didn’t want to die. The tears began rolling down her cheeks freely as she cried silently. And she continued to cry silently as the Borderlander men walked into the tent. Big, hairy men with enormous cocks, they grabbed her roughly and pulled her to her feet. A cock was shoved up her cunt, another up her ass. One slapped her across the face hard, then shoved his cock down her throat.  
 
    And despite it all, Bella still did not want to die… 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
      
 
    Sambit was supposed to return with brooms, so that they could fly to the Borderlands. What he came back with was brooms. And Melisandre. 
 
    “What are you doing here?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “Sambit said you were going off to the Borderlands to save a Dalit?” Melisandre asked.   
 
    Oliver didn’t like the way the word Dalit was used. But this wasn’t the time for that argument. “That’s the plan.”  
 
    “Sounds like fun,” Melisandre said. She mounted her broom. “Are we going to just stand here or go save Harmony’s sister?”  
 
    Oliver took a broom from Sambit. “Where did you find her?” he whispered.  
 
    “I went to get the brooms from her room,” Sambit replied. “She asked why, I told,” he added casually. “She wanted to come. We can use all the help we can get. She’s not bad with a staff either.”  
 
    That much was true. They certainly could use all the help they could get. And Melisandre was pretty good with a staff. It reminded Oliver once more how precarious their situation was, how in the end they might have to fight there way out.  
 
    Esmeralda would be staying behind. The closer she was to her owner, the more pain she would feel. Oliver, Harmony, Sambit and Melisandre set off on their brooms just as the sun began to rise. They would fly west, towards the Line of Control. A massive wall had been erected there to keep out the werewolves. It sounded very cool. Like the Great Wall of China.  
 
    But that wasn’t why they were headed that way, to see the Line of Control. The Borderlands were a remote hilly region, inhabited by tribes that lived on the hills, hunted in the mountains and farmed the flatlands. They were ruled by no lord, and so were an uncivilised and unruly bunch, or so Sambit had said. And Melisandre had agreed. But Oliver reckoned they would say that, the two of them being lords and whatnot.  
 
    He was really surprised Melisandre had wanted to come with them. He hadn’t really spoken to her since the morning after their return from the Killing Pits. It had been a strange conversation too. Melisandre had said she didn’t want to hate him any longer, nor actually be his friend. He had since seen her in the corridors, and if their eyes met, he would nod an acknowledgement. And sometimes, she would nod back.  
 
    He still didn’t know how he felt about Melisandre. On the one hand, she had tried to kill him. On the other hand, she had a pretty fucked up personal life. He had been quite drunk that night in the Barons Treasure when Lucinda had approached him to warn of the danger to his life. So it was surprising that he remembered quite clearly pretty much everything Lucinda had told him, including in detail how she had described Melisandre being raped by her father, being beaten unconscious…     
 
    “What?” Melisandre asked, as she flew beside him. “Why are you looking at me like that?”  
 
    “Uh, thanks for coming,” Oliver said hastily.  
 
    Melisandre rolled her eyes. “Don’t read too much into it.”  
 
    She zoomed off ahead, and Sambit swung in beside him. “I think she likes you,” he said.  
 
    “What?”  
 
    “Yeah, I have a lot of experience with girls, and that one definitely likes you.”  
 
    Oliver was about to reply, but Sambit zoomed off too. And he was glad for it. He didn’t have anything particularly clever to say back. He noticed Harmony flying beside him. She was smiling, but it wasn’t a happy smile, nor a sad one. And her feelings, he could sense them. They weren’t clear either.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” he asked.  
 
    “Nothing,” Harmony replied, that smile still on her face. “It’s okay if you like Melisandre. She’s beautiful and rich and a proper woman.”  
 
    Oliver frowned. “Where is this coming from?”  
 
    “You sleeping with other women does not bother me, Oliver,” Harmony said. “I am a Dalit, and you do own me.”  
 
    “Okay… thanks… but I’m not interested in Melisandre, or anyone else,” he muttered.  
 
    Harmony’s smile turned mischievous. “What about Esmeralda?”  
 
    “Your cousin?”  
 
    “I noticed you looking at her,” Harmony laughed. “I could sense your cock rising too.”  
 
    That was news to Oliver. He knew she could sense his feelings same as he could sense her feelings, but his cock rising? He certainly couldn’t tell if she was horny or not. It didn’t seem fair if she could sense his cock rising. But before he had a chance to protest, she too flew off, leaving him behind.  
 
    It was late in the evening when they finally flew over what was officially known as the Borderlands. It didn’t look much different to the rest of Atlantis. Very green and sparsely populated, Oliver could see farms below, and then the hills where the tribes lived, and beyond that were the mountains west of Atlantis. The mountains infested with werewolves.  
 
    Following Esmeralda’s directions, they spotted the Sacrificial Temple of the Fengi. In a clearing atop one of the hills, there was a tall wooden structure. The structure rose up twenty feet from the ground on wooden beams in a circle. The roof was flat and made of white wood, a common tree that grew on the hills. From the roof, a wooden pillar rose up another twenty feet, and on that pillar was the head of a Fengi, painted gold.  
 
    Oliver had never seen a Fengi before. The head looked very human. Aside from the part where instead of having human hair on its head, the Fengi had snakes. Medusa. The Fengi was Medusa?  
 
    They circled the temple once, and not seeing any Borderlanders, hovered over it. Oliver pointed to the Fengi head.  
 
    “It’s Medusa?” he asked.  
 
    “It’s a Fengi,” Melisandre said, her eyes boring into him.  
 
    “If you look at her, do you turn into stone?” Oliver persisted.  
 
    “What?”  
 
    “The snakes,” Oliver pointed. “The Wanderers have a story about this woman named Medusa. Instead of hair, she had snakes, and if you looked at her, you would turn into stone.”  
 
    “That’s a Fengi,” Melisandre repeated, as if he were an idiot. “You Wanderers have some imagination,” she muttered, and then flew off to join Sambit and Harmony on the ground beside the temple.  
 
    Oliver dropped beside them at the door of the temple. Not so much of a door, it was an open archway. He peeked inside. The circular room was lit with burning torches attached on the pillars. It didn’t seem safe, a wooden temple lit by burning torches, but hey, they made blood sacrifices, so they weren’t exactly known for being smart.  
 
    Aside from the large pillar in the centre, the temple was completely empty. The floor was strange though. There were circular designs cut into the ground around the pillar at the centre. 
 
    “Oliver?”  
 
    “Yeah?” he asked, turning to face the group.  
 
    “Let’s go,” Sambit said. “You can admire the sacrificial temple later.”  
 
    Oliver nodded agreeably and followed them as they walked down the hill. “Where are we going?” he asked.  
 
    “Are you always like this?” Melisandre asked.  
 
    “Like what?”  
 
    “In your own world, not paying attention to what anyone is saying,” Melisandre said. “The village where the Jackson tribe live is at the bottom of the hill. Esmeralda said we would find Bella there if she wasn’t in the temple.”  
 
    Oliver remembered Esmeralda mentioning that at some point. It wasn’t that he hadn’t been paying attention, it was that he had other things on his mind. Harmony was two steps ahead of him, walking beside Sambit.  
 
    It felt surreal, watching her walk in front of him, heading towards the village where he would challenge Chrissi, the girl that owned Bella, to a winner takes all duel. Oliver had never duelled before, he didn’t even know if he could fill a staff with magic. Yet, somehow, he had agreed to risk losing Harmony forever.  
 
    He still didn’t want to do this duel. He didn’t want to lose Harmony, he couldn’t lose Harmony. But he didn’t know how to go about saying that. They all saw him as some sort of hero. He’d survived the Killing Pits and the Death Maze. But they didn’t know how he’d survived. Both times, in the Death Maze and in the Killing Pits, when facing the beasts, Oliver hadn’t been brave. He had been terrified. And at the same time, he had been angry. It was the mixture of rage and fear that somehow triggered his magic. Just because he had managed to pull it off twice didn’t mean he could do it a third time.  
 
    He couldn’t lose Harmony… not now that he was beginning to really know her, to really love her. Not now that she was beginning to actually live a life and not just see herself as a docile sex slave. Harmony was changing, she was growing.   
 
    Harmony had never liked Sambit much. Oliver thought that was because Sambit was a womaniser, one who had purchased and then given her away. That wasn’t the reason. It was because Sambit was a lord. Harmony didn’t like the aristocracy. She found them intimidating.  
 
    But her opinion on Sambit was changing. He could sense it as she walked beside him. Sambit had agreed to fly all the way to the Borderlands to save her sister. And so had Melisandre. She walked beside him now and a sudden gust of wind whipped her long white hair across his face, a little going in his mouth.  
 
    She turned to look at him as he spat it out, a curious look on her face.  
 
    “I wasn’t-” he stopped. “The wind blew your hair in my mouth.”  
 
    “…okay?” her eyes narrowed.  
 
    Oliver was about to say some more on the hair, but luckily, Sambit saved him from making it more awkward.  
 
    “We’re here,” Sambit said, pointing ahead past the trees at the lights. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    Bella was on her knees, her ass up in the air, her back arched, her head down as the man fucked her anus. He was grunting loudly, and any minute now, he would cum inside her. There had been many before him, and she wondered if there would be many more after him. They had fucked her anus, her cunt, her mouth. Her face, her breasts, her ass cheeks, they were all bruised from being slapped.  
 
    The man reached forward and grabbed her tits as he came inside her anus. He rested on her back awhile, and then slapped her ass as he pulled out of her. Bella toppled over and lay on her side, her eyes closed. He kicked her left breast and she bit back a cry. 
 
    She heard him leave the tent, and she opened her eyes. She was too tired to sit up, so she lay on the floor. Chrissi walked in and dropped to her knees beside her. She ran a tender hand through Bella’s hair.  
 
    “It didn’t have to be like this,” she whispered. “You could have died with honour, with dignity.”  
 
    The tears began to roll down Bella’s eyes once more. “I don’t want to die,” she whispered.  
 
    The tent flaps parted and more men walked in. But they hadn’t come to fuck her. They carried with them a large tub. With difficulty, Bella sat up, her eyes wide, she looked at Chrissi. “It’s time, isn’t it?”  
 
    “It is an honour to be sacrificed at the Blood Awakenings,” Chrissi said.  
 
    An honour… Bella let out a laugh.  
 
    “Why are you laughing?”  
 
    “If it’s so honourable, why don’t you go and kill yourself for your fucking shitty Fengi?” Bella said bitterly.  
 
    Chrissi’s face hardened. “I can still make you hurt.”  
 
    As much pain as she was in, with her anus, cunt and mouth sore, her ass, tits and face bruised, Bella didn’t doubt Chrissi could make her hurt much more. Part of her wanted to spit in Chrissi’s face, to show defiance, to tell her to bring it on. She was going to die soon anyway. Go out with some pride, right? Except, she remembered how much it had hurt when her body felt like it was burning. She lowered her head, deciding to keep her pride in check for now.  
 
    “Good girl,” Chrissi said. She stood up and, grabbing the chain from the pillar, she led Bella to the tub of hot water. “Get in.”  
 
    Bella had to hold on to the edge of the tub to keep herself steady as she stood on her own two feet. She raised a leg to climb inside the tub. Chrissi pushed her from behind and she fell in with a splash. The water was much too hot, and she wanted to jump out, but Chrissi was way ahead of her. She grabbed Bella by the nipples and held her down.  
 
    It only got worse after that. The men stayed to help Chrissi clean her. One man grabbed her by the hair and pushed her head down under the water. He held her there until she thought she was actually going to die. And then he pulled her up and slapped her across the face as she gasped for air. The rest of her time in the tub followed a similar pattern. They were cleaning her, but at the same time, abusing her.  
 
    Chrissi tried to shove her entire hand down Bella’s abused anus, and when she couldn’t, she had the men lift her up by the legs, and then she poured boiling water down her gaping anus. Bella screamed. She screamed again when they did the same to her cunt.  
 
    Eventually, their torture did come to an end. They hauled her out of the tub, dried her with a towel, and led her out of the tent by the chain and collar attached to her neck. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
    The sun had set as Chrissi led the naked Bella towards the Sacrificial Temple of the Fengi. Crowds had gathered on either side of the road to watch, and some held flaming torches to light the way, others chanted. Bella couldn’t understand the words, and it was awhile before she realised the language was not one she spoke.  
 
    The temple was on a hill, and in the dark, Bella stumbled twice, and a third time, she stepped on something sharp. It cut through the skin on the sole of her foot, and blood dripped out. For Bella, a cut on her foot was insignificant. She was walking to her death.  
 
    The temple came in view. It was nothing spectacular. A circular open wooden structure with archways for doors and windows, and a tall pillar rising from the centre of the roof, adorned with the golden head of a Fengi.  
 
    Bella stopped walking. Chrissi looked back as she felt the pull on the chain. Their eyes met, and Bella shook her head, pleading silently. From behind, a man grabbed her ass cheeks, another wrapped his arm around her neck and tightened, and a third came before her and grabbed her nipples. They held onto her tightly, dragging her up the path.   
 
    It was only when they were at the top did they let go of her. And then, someone from behind kicked her in the back. Bella fell onto the hard ground. She felt arms around her, gentle arms that hugged her.  
 
    “It’s going to be okay,” a voice whispered.  
 
    Bella looked up in alarm at the woman who held her. The face she saw… it didn’t make any sense. It couldn’t be… Was she going crazy? “…Harmony? Is it really you?”  
 
    Harmony gave her a kiss on the head, and then nodded. “We’re going to get you out of here,” she said.  
 
    “What- what are you doing here?” 
 
    Harmony told her what had happened, how Esmeralda escaped and found them, how her master, Oliver, had come to duel Chrissi to win Bella’s freedom. Chrissi had agreed to the duel, but the terms were hers. Both Harmony and Bella would be tied to the pillar in the centre of the Sacrificial Temple to the Fengi. Chrissi had already lost one Dalit, she would not be careless again. Oliver took some convincing, but in the end, he agreed.  
 
    “You’re… you’re risking your life for me?” Bella asked, as Harmony helped her stand. “Why?”  
 
    “You’re my sister,” Harmony wrapped an arm around the still naked Bella’s waist. “You would do the same for me.”  
 
    It was true. Bella would do anything for her sister and her cousin. But… “This Oliver, your master… is he good with a staff?”  
 
    “He’s the worst.”  
 
    Bella stopped walking. “Why are you smiling?”  
 
    Harmony’s smile widened. “Oh, he’s terrible with a staff. But he did kill a few Falkeries with his bare hands. And he survived the Killing Pits. Look,” Harmony pointed. “There he is.” 
 
    There were three people standing where Bella pointed. One was a beautiful woman with long white hair, the other was Sambit, the lord that had fucked both her and Esmeralda, and then purchased Harmony. And the other - that must be Oliver.  
 
    He didn’t look quite like what Bella imagined. He was tall, and a little bulky. He had a strong jawline, and high cheekbones. But it didn’t look right. And as she got closer to him, she realised he had a slightly hunched back.    
 
    There was something about the guy. She noticed the way Harmony looked at him, and she felt warm inside. Her sister was in love. She knew little about this Oliver, but if he made her sister feel that way, he was definitely one of the good guys.  
 
    She had met nobility before. Sambit was a lord from one of the most powerful families, and he had fucked her. But this felt different. Standing before them, even though she was naked, she felt like she was being introduced as a human, not just a piece of meat to fuck.  
 
    “Thank you for trying to save me, lord Oliver,” Bella said, and then she bowed. Or did what she thought was a bow.  
 
    “Lord Oliver,” the girl with the white hair sniggered. She nudged Oliver in the stomach. “The Dalit thinks you’re a lord.”  
 
    “Yes, thank you for that Melisandre. Thank you for highlighting something that did not need highlighting at all. Thank you,” Oliver said flatly.   
 
    “You are most welcome,” the girl with the white hair said, a grin on her face.  
 
    Bella turned to her sister, confused.  
 
    “He’s not a lord,” Harmony whispered. 
 
    Bella’s face coloured. “I’m so sorry, master Oliver. I did not mean to offend. I-”    
 
    “It’s okay,” Oliver cut her off. “It’s fine. What happens next?” he asked.  
 
    “They’re going to tie Bella and Harmony in their sacrificial temple. And then the duel will begin,” Sambit said.  
 
    “Why do they have to tie Harmony too?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “A sign of goodwill on our part,” Sambit said. “You know, because Esmeralda ran away?”  
 
    “I don’t like it,” Oliver muttered.  
 
    Chrissi approached them, and on either side of her were two large men, both carrying staffs. “It is time to tie the two girls to the pillar,” she said, her voice cold. “And then we will duel.”  
 
    Bella was already naked. Harmony took off her grey cloak. Underneath, she wore clothes. Actual clothes. Blue trousers and a white top. The top was much too large for her, as were the trousers, but none the less, she was wearing clothes.  
 
    “Where did you get them from?” Bella whispered in awe.  
 
    “Oliver lets me wear his clothes,” Harmony smiled.  
 
    Bella turned to look at Oliver once more. He might not have been an actual lord, but to her, he was a king, if not more. One from the stories she heard told sometimes. Of the prince that fell in love with a peasant and married her. Peasants were still of a station above Dalits, but sometimes Bella dreamed of it happening to her, of that knight in shining armour coming to save her.  
 
    Harmony had taken off her clothes, and she stood naked. Bella couldn’t help but stare at her sister’s body. It was a Dalit thing, to see another Dalits body and wonder if it was better. Harmony was beautiful. She had long legs, smooth skin, a curvy ass and a pretty face. But her breasts were smaller than Bella’s, as was her ass.  
 
    Catching Harmony’s eyes, she grinned. In return, Harmony rolled her eyes.  
 
    “If you Dalits are done ogling each other,” Chrissi said. She picked up the chain that was attached to Bella’s collar and led her into the temple, Harmony following close behind. A Borderlander man brought rope. “Stand against the pillar, open your legs,” Chrissi said.  
 
    Bella stood with her back against the cold pillar, her legs spread open. On the other side of the pillar, Harmony did the same, her legs open, her back pressed against the pillar. With one rope, Chrissi tied it around Bella’s neck, then around the pillar, and then around Harmony’s neck. With other ropes, she tied them around Bella’s feet and hands, then connected them tightly to Harmony’s feet and hands.  
 
    It was uncomfortable, especially the rope around her neck, but after what she had been through, it was nothing really.  
 
    From where Bella was, tied to the pillar, she could see outside the temple and the duel that was to begin. Oliver stood awkwardly, holding a staff in hand. Opposite him was Chrissi, a staff in her hand too. But she looked much more comfortable. 
 
    And then it began. Chrissi charged forward. And Oliver did the stupidest thing ever. He threw his staff at Chrissi. She dodged out of its way, then stopped and stared at him. Bella couldn’t hear what was being said, but she imagined Chrissi was probably asking him what the fuck he thought he was doing throwing the staff at her like that.   
 
    “What’s happening?” Harmony asked, from around the pillar.  
 
    “Um… uh… Oliver… he uh…” Bella couldn’t quite get the words out of her mouth.  
 
    “Is he okay?” Harmony asked, worry in her voice.  
 
    “Yeah…” Bella said slowly. “He’s… fine.”  
 
    Which was technically true. Oliver was still fine. Sure, he now stood defenceless, and would probably very shortly die a horrible and painful death, but at that precise moment, he was still fine.  
 
    “You don’t sound very convincing,” Harmony said, and then added firmly. “Tell me what’s happened.”  
 
    “Oliver threw his staff at Chrissi,” Bella said quickly.  
 
    “He did what!?”  
 
    Chrissi, having gotten over her surprise at Oliver’s fairly stupid move, was charging towards him once more, her staff raised. As she came within striking distance, Oliver did the second stupid thing that night. He raised his hands to block the strike. 
 
    Bella closed her eyes, not being able to bear it. Blocking the strike of a staff with your bare skin and bones… only one thing could happen. She opened her eyes slightly, fearing the worst, expecting to see Oliver on the ground, cowering and bloodied, arms broken and more.  
 
    Oliver was on the floor, and he sort of was cowering. Well, he had his hands up defensively, covering his head, and Chrissi was standing over him, hammering away, but… There was no blood, no broken bones. How was he doing this? How was he blocking the strikes with his bare hands? 
 
    “Tell me what’s happening!” Harmony squealed.  
 
    “I uh… I don’t really understand-” 
 
    “Tell me!” Harmony snapped.  
 
    “Oliver’s being battered by Chrissi. He’s got his hands up, and she’s hitting him but nothing is happening…”  
 
    “What do you mean nothing is happening?”  
 
    Bella was about to explain how Oliver was miraculously blocking the strikes with his bare arms when she spotted the men in the temple. They were carrying large bags. And then, one tipped the contents of the bag down the circular cuts on the floor. Blood… there was blood in the bag.  
 
    “What are they doing?” Bella asked.  
 
    “They’re pouring blood into the floor,” Harmony said quickly. “What’s Oliver doing?”  
 
    Bella turned back to the duel. Oliver was no longer on the floor. He was actually doing better now. Somehow, he’d managed to get his staff back. He was swinging it wildly at Chrissi, not going anywhere near hitting her, but at least he had his staff back.  
 
    The circular cracks in the floor lit up, and the men quickly moved away. And then Bella saw it. It was a hand that came out first. A green hand, claws attached to it, it dug its hand into the wooden floor, and then pulled the rest of its body out.  
 
    A Fengi.  
 
    The Fengi were coming. The Borderlanders had tricked them. They never intended to honour the outcome of the duel. Bella screamed. On the other side of the pillar, Harmony screamed too. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    Oliver knew duelling would be a bad idea. The last time he’d held a staff, mistress Kava electrocuted him, he flung back twenty feet in the air and crashed to the ground. It wasn’t his proudest moment, but when Chrissi charged at him, Oliver panicked. He did not want to be electrocuted. So, he threw his staff at her.  
 
    It was a stupid thing to do. And he knew that even before Chrissi stopped to stare at him like an idiot, and before Melisandre told him he was an idiot. And Sambit, who told him he was the biggest idiot he had ever seen.  
 
    Chrissi moved fast, and as she came within striking distance, she jumped into the air, her staff raised. She was going to slice him in half. Oliver didn’t know what else to do but raise his hands defensively. He felt the staff hit his arms, felt the pain vibrate throughout his whole body. 
 
    For the second time in the duel, Chrissi stopped in her tracks, her staff by her side. “How?” she asked.  
 
    Oliver was wondering the same. His arms should have shattered into a hundred pieces. Instead, for the most part, he was perfectly fine.  
 
    “That was amazing!” Sambit said. 
 
    “What are you?” Melisandre asked.  
 
    Chrissi came at him again, swinging her staff. Oliver backed away, tripped over his feet, and fell to the ground. And for the next few minutes, he lay on the ground, arms raised, Chrissi hammering away at him.  
 
    At some point, she tired. Oliver took that opportunity to scramble away and grab the staff Sambit had lent him. He still couldn’t fill it with his magic, but he figured a large metal rod was still a dangerous weapon. He swung it at Chrissi, missing her completely.  
 
    And then he heard Bella and Harmony’s scream.  
 
    He turned towards the temple, and then froze on the spot. Light was shining out of the circular carvings in the floor, and out of it, Fengi were crawling out. They were green creatures with human-like bodies, but claws on their hands and snakes for hair.  
 
    Had they made the sacrifice already? From where he stood, he could only see Bella. She was alive and screaming. What had happened? He moved towards the temple, but felt a hand grab hold of him.  
 
    He turned to look around. Chrissi stood behind him, a determined look on her face. “It’s too late,” she said. “Let it happen. Let the Fengi feast.”  
 
    Another bloodcurdling scream came from the temple. Harmony… Oliver felt a rage grow inside him. “Let go of me,” he growled.  
 
    “You can’t stop the Fengi,” Chrissi said. 
 
    With his right hand, Oliver punched Chrissi. His fist connected with her jaw, his purple fist. For the second time in his life, Oliver killed a person with a single punch. Chrissi fell back. Her body hit the ground with a thud.  
 
    Oliver felt a surge of power shoot through his body. He recognised the feeling. The same feeling he’d had when he placed the nipple stud on Harmony’s breast. It was as if his soul had merged with another. Except, this one felt more powerful.  
 
    He had won the duel. Bella and Esmeralda were both his now. But none of that would matter if he didn’t save Harmony and Bella from the Fengi.  
 
    Sambit and Melisandre came to stand beside him, both with their staffs out. Before them stood dozens of Borderland men and women, some with staffs, others with pitchforks.  
 
    “What’s the plan?” Melisandre asked.  
 
    “We’ll deal with the Borderlanders,” Sambit said. “Go save your Dalits from the Fengi.”  
 
    Melisandre and Sambit charged at the Borderlanders. For a moment, Oliver forgot the plan as he watched with amazement at how good Melisandre and Sambit were with staffs. He shouldn’t have been surprised really. They were both from powerful families. They probably had lessons on using staffs from the day they were born.  
 
    It was Bella’s scream that snapped him out of it. A Fengi stood in front of her, it’s head full of hissing snakes. Oliver snuck past the Borderlanders and entered the temple. It was filled with Fengi, and he didn’t make it far before one came at him.  
 
    Her face was green, her eyes yellow, her snakes hissing. Oliver took an uncertain step back. She looked human, like a green version of Mystique from the X-Men. She took a swipe at him, her claws were like daggers, and she drew blood from his left cheek.  
 
    Behind her, he could now see Harmony. A Fengi had its face buried in her breasts. Blood was dripping down her pale naked body. Harmony… Oliver reached for the Fengi before him and grabbing her by the neck, he squeezed the life out of her, then threw her aside.  
 
    What followed next could only be described as a massacre. Oliver didn’t know where this power came from, but he could feel it inside him, as if it had waited for so long, and now it was finally free. Fengi came at him from all sides, but Oliver barely noticed them. His flaming purple fists punched away as he walked forward. Bodies fell on either side of him, but Oliver only had eyes for Harmony.  
 
    The Fengi that suckled the blood from her chest, it raised its head, their eyes meeting. Oliver stopped in his tracks. The Fengi, its mouth covered in blood, it began to grow in size. Its head changed too. Fur began to sprout out from its back. It looked less human now, and more beast. The only thing that remained unchanged were the snakes on its head.  
 
    The abnormally sized Fengi roared. It had hundreds of sharp little teeth. And then, dropping onto its four feet like a bear, it leaped into the air, coming towards him. Oliver thought he was going to die. He should have died really. He could see the transformed Fengi’s mouth, the hundreds of teeth, it was going to chew him alive.  
 
    And then someone collided into him, knocking him to the ground and out of the transformed Fengi’s way.  
 
    “What the fuck is that?” Melisandre asked, lying beside him on the ground.  
 
    “I think that’s what happens when the Fengi drink blood…” Oliver said quietly.  
 
    “Oh…” Melisandre looked around the temple floor. “A good thing you killed the rest of them then.”  
 
    For the first time, Oliver noticed the carnage on the ground, the masses of dead Fengi bodies scattered across the temple floor. “I did that?”  
 
    Melisandre nodded. “It was beautiful.”  
 
    Oliver didn’t think it was beautiful. The Fengi bodies were completely and utterly destroyed. Some had heads missing, others had their stomachs punched, their guts spilling out… There were dead snakes everywhere, and some alive too, struggling to move forward, but unable to drag the dead head they were attached too.  
 
    The mutated Fengi turned its head left and right. It didn’t seem very bright as it fumbled about looking for them. It lowered its head, its nose touched the floor, it sniffed, and then it turned towards them.  
 
    “Any plans?” Oliver asked, as he stood up.  
 
    “Can’t you just punch it dead?” Melisandre responded.  
 
    Oliver’s fists were still flaming purple, so there was a good chance he could punch the thing dead. The only problem was getting close enough to do that without being shredded to pieces. The mutated Fengi had razor-sharp claws. There was also the possibility of being chewed alive.  
 
    On the other hand, the mutated Fengi did seem a little brain dead. “Can you distract it?” Oliver asked.  
 
    Nodding, Melisandre held out her silver staff. It began to glow as she filled it with her magic. Not all staffs did that, glowed when they were filled with magic. In fact, most didn’t. Melisandre’s and Sambit’s staffs did. He didn’t have time to think about that now. 
 
    When he’d asked Melisandre to distract the Fengi, he hadn’t meant she should charge at it, staff raised. The good thing was, the Fengi was completely focused on her. The bad news was, Melisandre was probably going to die if he didn’t do something soon.  
 
    As Melisandre charged headfirst at the Fengi, Oliver ran around it, and coming up by the beast’s side, he raised his hand in a fist and punched it in the stomach as hard as he could. At the same time, the Fengi swung its claw at the approaching Melisandre. She dropped to her knees and knelt back to duck under the claw.  
 
    In slow motion, it would have probably looked really fucking cool. Except, the Fengi caught her with its paw. The force was enough to send Melisandre flying across the room. She crashed into the wooden archway and collapsed onto the ground. A split second later, Oliver’s fist connected with the Fengi’s stomach. It punched through the rough skin, and Oliver felt the beast’s slimy insides. The Fengi groaned, it turned its head towards him, its eyes lolled, and it fell on its side.  
 
    Oliver pulled his hand out of the dead Fengi and rushed towards Melisandre. She lay on the floor, her eyes closed, her body crumpled up in a heap. He placed a hand on her neck, feeling for a pulse. She opened her eyes at his touch.  
 
    Oliver let out a long sigh of relief. “You’re okay…” 
 
    With help from Oliver, Melisandre sat up and leaned against the wooden archway. She didn’t say anything. Her eyes wondered the room, until they came to rest on something. And then they widened.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” Oliver asked. 
 
    “Harmony…” Melisandre whispered. “Is she okay?”  
 
    Oliver turned to look at the centre of the temple, and the pillar that Harmony had been tied to. Her limp body hung off the ropes, her chest covered in blood. Oliver felt his head spin as he rose to his feet. How could he have forgotten about Harmony? 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Epilogue  
 
      
 
    Back in the treehouse, Sambit gently placed Harmony’s body on the bed. She had lost a lot of blood, but she would be okay. The Fengi had dug its teeth into her left breast. Using magic, Sambit had healed her wounds, but the bite marks were still visible.  
 
    Oliver dropped to his knees by the bed and took Harmony’s hand in his. He stared down at her pale face, brushed aside the flick of green hair that straddled across her beautiful face. There was a sense of déjà vu about this…  
 
    “She’s going to be fine, Oliver.” Melisandre stood by the door, her arms folded across her chest. She wore a white cloak, the same colour as her white hair, she looked angelic.   
 
    Oliver didn’t reply. Sambit had said the same thing, that Harmony would be back to normal in no time. All Oliver could think about was how Harmony loved him so much, how he professed to love her too.  
 
    But when it came to it, he’d rushed over to check on Melisandre first. He had completely forgotten about Harmony…  
 
    Sambit, who had been sitting on the sofa, stood up and stretched. “I’m going to sleep for thirty hours,” he yawned. He tapped Oliver on the shoulder on his way out. “You own three girls now. Good job.”  
 
    Sambit left the room. Melisandre stood by the door awhile before she too left. Oliver watched Harmony’s chest as it rose and fell. Her breathing was normal now, no longer haggard. She was going to be fine.  
 
    He turned his head slowly to look behind him. Bella and Esmeralda both stood by the table, their eyes on him, there new master…  
 
    Fuck, Oliver thought. What was he supposed to do with them?  
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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Oliver sat beside Harmony as she lay in bed, asleep. He gently ran his fingers through her green hair. She looked so beautiful, so innocent, he wanted to crawl into bed and lie beside her, to wrap his arms around her body.  
 
    But he resisted the urge. If he climbed into bed with her, within seconds, he would be fast asleep.  Killing those Fengi had really taken it out of him. But he couldn’t sleep, at least not until Harmony awoke. He needed to make sure she was okay.  
 
    Esmeralda and Bella sat on the sofa, both watching him. They had been watching him the entire time. The only difference was, for the first few hours, they had done that standing up. He’d asked them why they were standing, and it was awhile before he realised they were awaiting his permission to sit.  
 
    Bella, Harmony’s younger sister, she had no clothes. It was really strange seeing her stand there naked. Oliver was much too tired to be subtle. He stared at her naked body, taking in every inch. She was fucking hot. And then he realised what he was doing, and after mentally scolding himself, he gave Bella a pair of his jeans and an oversized t-shirt. 
 
    Well, it was oversized for her. She looked cute in it. Like the girl next door. And she was so happy, she actually had tears in her eyes. And she kept thanking him. Oliver didn’t mind being thanked. It was nice to be appreciated when you’d done something nice for someone.  
 
    But he didn’t feel like he had done much for her. She was naked. He gave her some clothes. Hardly noble fucking peace prize winning charity work. And she kept calling him master. It made him feel really awkward.  
 
    Bella was fairly happy with how things had turned out. He could sense it in her. Actually, fairly happy was an understatement. He had never sensed Harmony ever be as happy as Bella currently was.  
 
    Esmeralda on the other hand, her feelings were a bit murky. She was happy too, but also a little… disappointed? No, she wasn’t disappointed. Uneasy? No… it wasn’t that either. He couldn’t quite understand what he was feeling. Constipated? No, it certainly wasn’t that!  
 
    He didn’t know when Bella and Esmeralda last had a meal, but it was about midday now, so they had at least missed supper and breakfast. “You girls hungry?”  
 
    Oliver didn’t think it was a difficult or complicated question. They either were or were not hungry. But the look the two cousins shared, and the sudden unease he sensed amongst them, you’d have thought he’d asked them if they wanted to have a threesome with him.   
 
    Threesome? Was that the best example he could come up with? Why was he thinking about sex at a time like this? Oliver blamed Sambit. The guy was having a bad influence on him.  
 
    He felt a hand grab hold of his, and he turned to look down at Harmony. Her beautiful green eyes were open, and she smiled.  
 
    “Hey,” Oliver said gently. “How are you feeling?”  
 
    Harmony’s eyes wondered around the room. “We made it,” she whispered.  
 
    “Just about,” Oliver said. He ran his fingers through her hair. “We can’t keep doing this, Harmony,” he said softly. “I almost lost you for the second time.”  
 
    She pulled his hand up to her chest and squeezed it. “You saved us.” She smiled. “Where’s Bella and Esmeralda?”  
 
     Her two sisters, who had been sitting on the sofa, stood up now, and Bella gave a wave of the hand, a nervous smile on her face. 
 
    Oliver leant down and whispered in Harmony’s ear. “I think there’s something wrong with them,” he whispered. “Don’t they want to come over and say hi? Also, I asked them if they were hungry, and I swear they acted like I asked if they wanted a threesome.” Oliver closed his eyes. Did he really just say that out loud?  
 
    Harmony gave him a gently tap on the hand and he opened his eyes. “They’re nervous,” she said. “They’re not used to being able to do whatever they want. Our owner, Dave, he wasn’t bad for an owner. But I don’t think either Bella or Esmeralda have ever had a hot meal.”  
 
    “Seriously?” Oliver asked in disbelief.  
 
    Harmony nodded. “And had you actually asked for a threesome, that would have been more normal for them.”  
 
    With some difficulty, Harmony sat up, and the blanket slipped down her chest, revealing her perfectly shaped breasts. Oliver reached for her pink nipple, where the faint bite marks of thee Fengi remained. As he touched it, Harmony winced slightly.  
 
    “It still hurts?” Oliver asked, concerned.  
 
    “Just a little,” Harmony said. “It’ll pass.”  
 
    Oliver watched her carefully. Her pretty face, with her large green eyes, her small buttoned nose, and that sweet smile… Was she lying to him? He could never tell with her. Even though they were bonded, and he could sense her feelings, it wasn’t as useful sometimes. Like now, all he could sense was that she was happy. And it was easy to understand why she would be happy. She just woken up to find she and her sister were both safe.  
 
    Harmony looked past him. “Bella, Esmeralda, shall we get some food? I’m starving.”  
 
    Oliver turned to see the two cousins staring at him uncertainly. Harmony tapped him on the hand once more.  
 
    “What?” he asked. 
 
    “Tell them they can eat,” Harmony hissed.  
 
    “What?” Oliver repeated, confused. 
 
    “They’re not going to eat unless you give them permission to eat,” Harmony said, not bothering at all to whisper.  
 
    “Oh,” Oliver said dumbly, staring up at the two standing cousins. “You can eat?”   
 
    “Are you telling them, or asking them?”  
 
    Oliver looked back to glare at Harmony. She had a mischievous smile on her face. He wanted to kiss her. She must have sensed his desire, because she reached down and felt for his cock. “Do you want me to?” she asked slyly.  
 
    Oliver’s cock answered her question by rising and pressing against his jeans and her hand. “After food,” he said. And then he turned and said excitedly, “Let’s go and eat some food.”  
 
    “Thank you, master Oliver,” Bella and Esmeralda said together. 
 
    But they remained standing still and stoically by the sofa. Oliver sighed. He had a feeling owning Bella and Esmeralda wasn’t going to be easy. Had Harmony been like this at the beginning? So nervous and uncertain of herself?  
 
    Oliver grinned, remembering his days with Harmony, waking up every morning to see her perfectly pink cunt in his face, her mouth wrapped around his cock. Maybe Harmony had been like Bella and Esmeralda, nervous at first. But sleeping with her had gotten ridden of most of that.  
 
    And then the grin left his face. It wasn’t like he could sleep with Bella and Esmeralda to break away the awkwardness… or could he?  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Bella watched as Oliver left the treehouse, a strange shirt bag sort of thing slung over his shoulder, he was going to get food for them. Their master, Oliver, was going out to get food for them. He was going to get food for them!  
 
    Once he left, Bella grabbed Harmony’s hands. “Is he real?”  
 
    “Oww,” Harmony said. “Hands. Hurting. Grip too tight.” 
 
    “Sorry,” Bella let go of Harmony’s hands. “He’s going to get food for us? Why? Why is he doing that?”  
 
    Harmony climbed out of bed and stepping into the sunlight that shone in through the window, she stretched, her naked body glowing. “He’s… different,” she said. “He’s from the Other Side, the Land of the Wanderers. Things are different over there.”  
 
    “I don’t even know what any of that means,” Bella said absently, her eyes on Harmony’s body, she stood behind her and placed a gentle hand on her older sister’s ass. Her other hand crawled up Harmony’s navel, and up to her chest, she grabbed a breast a squeezed it tightly.  
 
    Ah, how she had missed Harmony.   
 
    “Oh, you don’t know, do you?” Harmony asked. Pulling back Bella’s grip on her breast, she turned to face her. “Did you hear about the wizard that was born to Wanderers?”  
 
    Bella shook her head. She didn’t really get out much when she was with Dave. Her last couple of years, most of her interaction with outsiders was with the men that came to visit her. And they didn’t really come to visit her for the conversation.   
 
    “I didn’t believe it was true when I first heard it,” Esmeralda said, coming to stand beside them. “But now he actually owns me… small world, huh?”  
 
    “Wait,” Bella said slowly. “He’s parents are Wanderers? From the Land of the Wanderers? On the other side of the Great Barrier?”  
 
    Both Harmony and Esmeralda nodded.  
 
    “How is that possible?” Bella asked in disbelief.  
 
    Harmony shrugged. “I don’t know… I thought there might be something different about him but, he’s all wizard.” 
 
    “A Wanderer wizard… he’s so nice,” Bella gushed.  
 
    “Isn’t he just,” Harmony’s eyes sparkled.  
 
    “Yes. He’s very nice,” Esmeralda said flatly. 
 
    “Could you be more excited?” Harmony teased.  
 
    Esmeralda glanced around her, and then she placed a hand on her Harmony bare ass cheek. “It’s just… I thought when Sambit purchased you, you would be living in a big house somewhere… isn’t that the dream for a Dalit?” 
 
    It was the dream for a Dalit, to be purchased by a rich man or woman, live in a big house somewhere, be treated well, be looked after and spoiled. It did happen. Dalits were never married by the aristocracy, or the rich, and even the commoners tended to avoid things like that. But some of the rich purchased many Dalits and filled entire houses with them.  
 
    “This is better than that dream,” Harmony said softly. “I love him.”  
 
    Bella’s eyes widened. “Actual love?”  
 
    “Actual love,” Harmony said. “He’s the best thing that could have happened to me.”  
 
    Esmeralda smiled. “I’m happy for you,” she said. “But… He’s born to Wanderers. He doesn’t have anything to his name. How will he look after us?”  
 
    Bella thought that a strange question. Dalits were never a financial burden on anyone. They were seen as investments. “I don’t understand,” she said. “We will make money for him. We are Dalits. Our bodies are an asset.”  
 
    Esmeralda exchanged a knowing glance with Harmony. It annoyed Bella when they did that. She was younger than them both, but that didn’t mean she was stupid. “What?” she asked sourly.  
 
    “He’s… different, isn’t he?” Esmeralda asked Harmony. “He has… Wanderer sensibilities?” 
 
    Harmony laughed. “You have no idea how frustrating it is. The first few weeks he wouldn’t even look at me. He forced me to wear clothes.” 
 
    “They’re so strange,” Esmeralda said, then added wistfully, “The Land of the Wanderers... I wonder what it’s like.”  
 
    Bella folded her arms over her chest and stepped back from Harmony. “Will you two stop pretending like I don’t exist? We’ve been back together less than a day and you’re both back to your old selves. I’m not a kid anymore!” 
 
    They both turned to look at her in surprise. That only annoyed Bella more. Had they literally forgotten she existed?  
 
    “Sorry,” Harmony said. “We didn’t mean-” 
 
    “Just explain the Wanderer sensibilities thing,” Bella interrupted.  
 
    “Wanderers have all these human rights things going on,” Esmeralda said. “They don’t believe in owning slaves, especially for sexual purposes. They abolished slavery a long time ago. And they have all these etiquettes involved in courtship. So many cans and cants. It’s a minefield.”  
 
    “How do you know so much?” Harmony asked, surprised.  
 
    “Jenna,” Esmeralda said. “She was an Other Sider. She visited me often. And she talks a lot during sex.”  
 
    “Ah, Jenna,” Harmony said. “I’d forgotten about her. How is she?”  
 
    Esmeralda opened her mouth when Bella hmphed. They were at it again, having their own conversations while she sat and listened. She was sixteen now, and tired of being treated like a child.  
 
    “What?” Esmeralda asked her.  
 
    “Wanderers don’t believe in owning sex slaves?” Bella asked, her hands up in the air. That was the precise point of owning Dalits, to use them as sexual slaves. What the hell was this strange Wanderer going to do with them? 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Melisandre sat in class, her mind elsewhere as the teacher rambled on about werewolves. Since her return from the Killing Pits, she hadn’t been to see her father. It would only be a matter of time before Rasputin found out that Oliver was still alive.  
 
    She knew how he would react. Her father was predictable. He would be angry. Very angry. Melisandre was a girl who liked plans. She spent a lot of time making them, considering every possible scenario and preparing for any and all outcomes.  
 
    But, for the first time, she didn’t know what to do. Rasputin had told her to kill Oliver. She wasn’t going to do that anymore. Her heart was barely in it the first time, when she had thrown him into the Killing Pits. But now…  
 
    She wasn’t in love with him. When she looked at him, she didn’t want to fuck him. Hell, Oliver’s Dalit was much more attractive. She wouldn’t mind burying the green haired girls head in-between her legs. But Oliver? Nope. She did not want to take his cock in her mouth, or even bury his face in her cunt.  
 
    The son of Wanderers was strange. She did know a little of Wanderers. They had all these… rules. Far too many rules. Oliver was so different to any other guy or girl she had ever met. You could see it in him, that internal struggle between his cock and his Wanderer upbringing. It was cute.  
 
    Ugh. Was she thinking of Oliver as cute? He wasn’t cute. He was… bulky. That was the word. She wondered how he would look if he lost that bulkiness. And the awkwardness too. Which was a strange thought. It was like he had resting-awkwardness face.  
 
    The class finished, and Melisandre headed for her room, Oliver still on her mind. She still had the shadowing spell on him. She could still see everything he did. The day after their return from the Killing Pits, she had gone to visit him with the sole intention of removing the shadowing curse. But when she got there, she’d changed her mind.   
 
    The easiest way to remove the shadowing curse was to pull his pants off and take his cock in her mouth, suck the curse out the same way it had entered. Melisandre smiled at the thought of pulling Oliver’s trousers down. It wouldn’t have been the first time she’d done something like that to him.  
 
    He didn’t have a bad cock. She had seen bigger, but then, so had everyone else in the School of Merlin. Casanova was the reason for that. The headmistress’s Dalit had the largest cock she had ever seen. It was too big. Much too big. She wondered if the headmistress actually was able to fit Casanova’s cock in her cunt, mouth or ass.  
 
    Oliver’s cock though, it was actually perfectly size. Big so that you knew it was in, and not so big that your vagina was ruined forever. She spotted him just then, walking towards her in the corridor. He had that look on his face, the blank look, as if his mind was elsewhere. Which it probably was.  
 
    He walked right past her, their shoulders even touched slightly, and he noticed her not.  Melisandre frowned. She would never understand him. Whenever she stepped into a room, every eye turned to her. She was tall, she was beautiful, and she was Melisandre Dragonoski. But Oliver, the stupid oaf completely ignored her sometimes.  
 
    And she knew he wasn’t doing it out of spite. That was what made it worse. The asshole genuinely just did not see her. And it frustrated her so much! How could he still not see her? Especially after what she had just done for him, flying to the Borderlands, literally risking her life to save him, going up against a mutated Fengi. 
 
    Oliver killed the beast with a single punch. And before that, he had massacred the other Fengi in the temple. The image was still vivid in her mind. That moment when she stepped up to the temple, Oliver’s fists flaming purple, he moved like a man possessed, his hands smashing through the creatures, blood, flesh and bits of snake splattering everywhere.  
 
    He didn’t make any sense. How could he have such immense power inside him, but still not be able to do really basic things. Like use a staff. She couldn’t hold back a slight chuckle as she remembered the duel. Oliver, the idiot, had thrown his staff at Chrissi. She remembered looking at Sambit, wondering what the fuck was going on. Sambit had shrugged, like he pretty much always did.  
 
    Ugh. Sambit annoyed her. She’d known him since they were little. And back in those days, they had been friends. Well, sort of friends. At the best of times, House Khan and House Dragonoski tended to ignore each other. Other times, they were openly hostile. Knowing her father’s temper, Melisandre thought it a miracle that Rasputin hadn’t declared war on Lady Khan multiple times by now.  
 
    She supposed her older brother had prevented that from happening. Father listened to her older brother, Arthur, if somewhat reluctantly. And as arrogant and stupid as Rasputin was, he probably knew a war with House Khan would be pretty destructive for both houses, if not the whole of Atlantis.  
 
    Melisandre climbed up the flight of steps and turned the corridor that led in to the rooms that she shared with Filipa and Celsk, her two maids. They were of the same age as her, and she had practically grown up with them. When coming to the School of Merlin, she’d brought them with her.  
 
    Melisandre was about to head in to her room, when she stopped. The door to Filipa and Celsk’s room was open, and she could hear voices. A male voice. The horny little bitches, had they invited someone over without consulting her?  
 
    With a grin on her face, Melisandre barged into their room, completely unprepared for sight that was about to greet her.    
 
    Filipa stood by the window, naked and on her toes, a rope hanging from the ceiling was tied around her neck. Her body showed signs of serious abuse, her breasts had large bruises, her legs had long red whip marks.   
 
    Celsk was on the bed, naked, her spanked ass in the air, her mouth sucking on the cock of the man who’s voice she had heard.  
 
    Calvin lay back on the bed, naked, a whip in hand. “Melisandre,” he smiled. “How nice of you to join us.”  
 
    Melisandre’s face tightened. “What are you doing here?”  
 
    “Your father sent me,” he said, and then he struck with his whip, hitting Celsk across the back. “I never told you to stop sucking, you stupid whore.” 
 
    A nasty red line appeared on Celsk’s back, curtesy of the whip, and Melisandre gritted her teeth, her fists clenched. “You strike her one more time,” Melisandre said slowly, “I dare you.”  
 
    The smile left Calvin’s face as he eyed her fists. “Lord Dragonoski wants to know why the Breeder is still alive.”  
 
    Melisandre pointed a hand at the rope tied around Filipa’s neck. A burst of magic left her hand, and the rope disappeared. Filipa collapsed onto the floor, where she remained, bent over, taking long deep haggard breaths.  
 
    With her eyes on Calvin, Melisandre walked up to the bed and grabbing Celsk by the hair, she pulled the girl back and away from Calvin’s cock. He forced a cold smile, but he said nothing.  
 
    Melisandre reached for his golden cloak. “It’s time for you to leave.”  
 
    Calvin caught the cloak as Melisandre threw it at him. He jumped off the bed and slid the cloak on, then stood facing her, his smile widening. “Filipa, Celsk,” he called their names without looking at them. “This was fun. We should do it again.”  
 
    “If you ever touch any of my girls again, I will feed you to the dogs,” Melisandre said, through gritted teeth.  
 
    Calvin laughed as he walked away. He stopped at the door and turned to look back at her. “Lord Dragonoski wanted to know what you’ve been up to, and why the Breeder wasn’t dead yet.” His eyes sparkled. “We took the Cauldron with the shadowed water. Soon, we’ll be able to tell your father exactly why the Breeder is still alive.”   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
    Melisandre lay naked in bed, staring up at the ceiling, Calvin’s last words playing on her mind. They had taken the shadowed water. Her father would now be able to look into the cauldron of water and see everything Oliver did, everything Oliver said.  
 
    The Borderlands.  
 
    Melisandre had willingly flown off to the Borderlands with Oliver. She had stood in the temple as the mutated Fengi charged at Oliver. But instead of watching him die, she had thrown herself at him, knocking him out of the beast’s path, saving his life.  
 
    Rasputin had wanted her to kill Oliver. Instead, she had risked her life to save him. There was no place in Atlantis she could go to hide away from her father’s rage. Melisandre took a deep breath, trying to calm her fears. 
 
    “Is everything okay?” Filipa asked. “You’re trembling…”  
 
    Melisandre looked down at Filipa’s cute face and nodded. “Everything is fine,” she smiled. “Keep sucking you horny little bitch.”  
 
    Filipa grinned, lowering her head once more, she sucked gently on Melisandre’s clitoris. The scene before her was what should have had her attention. It was a beautiful scene, Filipa on her knees, her head buried in Melisandre’s cunt. Melisandre’s left leg rested on Celsk’s breasts, the pale girl lay under Filipa, sucking on her cunt, while Ceslk’s own cunt lay within hand’s reach for Melisandre.  
 
    It was a beautiful intertwining of naked bodies, and a good pastime for Melisandre. She reached down and rubbed on Celsk’s cunt. The girl’s body responded, her hips thrust up, pushing against Melisandre’s hand.  
 
    Her two beautiful bitches… When Rasputin found out about her betrayal, he was going to start by hurting those she cared for first. Melisandre had to save Filipa and Celsk. The question was, how? How could she save them from the most powerful lord in the land?  
 
    And then a thought popped into her head.  
 
    Sambit. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    It wasn’t easy bringing food back from the canteen. The first problem Oliver ran into was finding things to carry the food in. Harmony had done it for him once. She’d brought a whole bunch of stuff up to the treehouse. She’d used a tray.   
 
    Oliver pretty quickly discovered that trays weren’t easy to find in the canteen. He  went into the kitchen looking for one, and then got into an argument with a midget. That was the only way to describe her. She was about three foot tall. And very angry. Told him to get out of her kitchen. Threatened him with a knife.  
 
    A year ago, and Oliver might have been scared. But in the last few months, he’d battled Falkeries, a minotaur, an actual devil and a mutated Fengi. A little midget with a knife wasn’t going to scare him. He thought it was funny. He actually laughed.  
 
    That pissed the midget off even more. Her face became so red, Oliver was sure it was going to explode. Spotting a large tray on one of the counters, he grabbed it, then whacked the midget across the head with it, and then dashed out of the kitchen. He was now on his way back to the treehouse, walking down the corridor, carrying a tray full of food and being looked at funnily by other students.  
 
    One even had the audacity to stop him, just to tell him that if he wanted to eat somewhere else, he should get his Dalit to carry the food for him. His exact words were “that green-haired whore”. If Oliver’s hands were free and not holding onto the tray, he would have punched the guys teeth out.  
 
    When he finally made it back to the treehouse, the three girls stared at him silently, in that “We were actually talking about you, but now that you’re here, we don’t know what to say. So, we’ll just stare at you”. It was awkward. He placed the tray on the table. And then had to tell them to tuck in.  
 
    He wondered how long it would be before they became their own people, before they started doing things on their own accord, like eat when they were hungry and not wait for him to tell them.  
 
    The three girls were hungry, and they emptied everything on the tray within a few minutes. Oliver stood up. “Shall I get some more?”  
 
    Harmony shook her head. “I’m feeling much better,” she said. “I can take them to the canteen to eat? It would be nice to get out of the treehouse.”  
 
    It was a fair point. Esmeralda and Bella had spent the day cooped up in the treehouse. It was only meant to accommodate one person, not four. Oliver wondered how he was going to fit them all in here tonight. And the nights after that.  
 
    He knew more about Atlantis and Dalits now than when he first met Harmony. He knew enough to know Bella and Esmeralda had nowhere else to go. The three girls weren’t the independent adventurous type either. No, they were going to very much depend on him.  
 
    He needed a plan. 
 
    Sambit. 
 
    Sambit was apparently very rich and powerful. He could always ask Sambit to house the girls temporarily. But then, on the flipside, Sambit was a womaniser. Would it be wrong to place the vulnerable girls in his care? He didn’t think of Sambit as bad person. It was Atlantis that was just a bad place.     
 
    “Hey,” Harmony placed a hand on him. “Whatever it is, it’s going to be okay.” 
 
    Oliver stared into her green eyes. He was about to ask what she meant, then remembered that she could probably sense the unease in him. In fact, all three of the girls could sense what he was feeling.   
 
    It worked both ways. He could tell Harmony was amused. Bella was horny. And Esmeralda… she was… disappointed? Why would she be disappointed? Oliver frowned. She wanted to be owned by Sambit, didn’t she? It would solve a lot of his problems, if he just gave her away to Sambit.  
 
    It was a good thing Harmony kissed him on the lips just then, because Oliver was getting himself pretty worked up. He wrapped his arms around her and pulled her onto his lap. She smelt good, her lips tasted of cherry, and his worries melted away. 
 
    Harmony pulled back and smiled at him. “That’s better.” She climbed off his lap and headed for the door, where she stopped. “Coming girls?” 
 
    Esmeralda followed after Harmony, but Bella remained on the sofa, her eyes on Oliver.  
 
    “Not coming?” Harmony asked.  
 
    Bella shook her head.  
 
    “Okay. See you later,” Harmony said. And with that, she and Esmeralda left.  
 
    Well, this was going to be fun, Oliver thought. And by fun, he meant awkward. He had no idea what to say to Bella. She was a sixteen-year-old girl. At that age, she should have been sneaking out at night trying to get drunk or smoke weed or… or some other millennial shit. Instead, she had been beaten and abused by the Borderlanders, and then tied naked to a pillar as a human sacrifice. 
 
    Oliver had seen that last part. He had seen her naked tied to a pillar. He was trying to rid the image now, because, as sadistic as it had been, Bella was fucking hot. And the last thing he needed was to think of Harmony’s younger sister as hot. That just would not do.  
 
    “You’re leaving?” Bella asked.  
 
    That was why Oliver had walked to the door, to leave. It didn’t make sense for him to stick around in the treehouse. He was pretty sure he had some class to attend, or some shit like that. The school system here was so slack. He hardly attended any classes, and no one gave a shit. If he tried this back in the Land of the Wanderers, they would have kicked him out a million times by now.  
 
    “I have class,” he said.  
 
    “Oh,” Bella said. 
 
    She looked so sad, sitting there on the sofa, the excitement of earlier completely gone from her eyes. And more than that, he could sense it. Her horniness was definitely dampened. He felt bad for her.  
 
    “But I can stay for a bit,” he smiled. “They won’t miss me.”  
 
    Which was true. There was not a single person who gave a shit if he turned up to class or not. Not the teachers, not Sambit, not the headmistress, and definitely not Melisandre. He wondered if she was okay. The mutated Fengi had hit her pretty bad. Maybe he should go and check up on her at some point.     
 
    Oliver sat on the bed, directly opposite Bella. Her face had brightened up. Bit of an understatement. She was beaming so widely, yeah… She was beaming very widely.  
 
    “Sup.”  
 
    It was a stupid thing to say, but what else was he supposed to say? Oh wow. This was just like the first time with Harmony, when he didn’t know what to say or do. How had he gotten over the awkwardness that time?  
 
    Ah, he remembered.  
 
    He’d gotten past the awkwardness by first putting Harmony’s life in danger, then sleeping with. Yup, he couldn’t do that with Bella.  
 
    “Did you want to have sex?” Bella asked, still smiling widely.  
 
    Oliver swallowed. “You what now?” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    Melisandre ran a hot bath for Filipa and Celsk. She felt strange doing it for her too little bitches, but they had been beaten pretty badly because of her, and it was possible their lives were going to get much worse very soon.  
 
    She grabbed the two girls by the hair and led their naked bodies into the tub. She sat by the side for a while and watched as Filipa gently washed Celsk’s back, as she scrubbed Celsk’s cunt and ass. There was fun in sitting back and watching as her two naked little cunts played in the water. She would have stayed longer, but she had things to do.  
 
    She left the two girls in the tub and set off looking for Sambit. It was dark outside, which either meant Sambit was out and about the town looking for girls to fuck, or he had found a girl and they were both back in his room, fucking.  
 
    With a sigh, she headed for Sambit’s room. It was the smarter thing to do. He would return their eventually. She just hoped it was some time tonight. If Calvin hadn’t already dipped his finger into the shadowed water, he would very soon. And then, it was only a matter of time before he saw her save Oliver’s life. She could see the asshole running to her father, the look of pure ecstatic joy on his face. She’d always hated Calvin. He was a cruel sadistic asshole.    
 
    Melisandre made her way to Sambit’s dormitory, and once there, opened the door to his room and walked in. He was a bit strange, Sambit was. He came from a powerful and wealthy family, and yet, he chose to stay in a single room in the School of Merlin instead of taking a suite, like she and the others from the aristocracy had chosen to.  
 
    Not that the room itself was bad. But, it was just a single room. There was a large bed, a door that led into the toilet and shower room, an armchair in one corner, a large cupboard and a bookshelf. Even Oliver’s treehouse had more things in it.  
 
    Melisandre collapsed onto the bed and grabbed a book from the shelf. She read a page and then rolled her eyes. Erotica. Why was she not surprised? She threw the book aside, wondering what had happened to Sambit to make him the way he was.  
 
    She remembered the first time she saw him. She’d gone to the House of Lords with her father. This was before he’d began to rape her. It was a much happier time in her life. A time when she had been carefree and assertive.  
 
    She spotted Sambit standing behind his mother, Lady Khan, like a shy and lost child. He was the only other person her age, so Melisandre marched up to him and said hello. At the time, she didn’t know as much about the Le Fays and the Zarlocks. All she knew was that her father was someone important. And that the House of Lords was mostly filled with adults.  
 
    For the following years, whenever in the House of Lords, Melisandre would seek out Sambit. It would always be her looking for him. Sambit was far too shy and nervous to make the first move. Their first few times, he hardly spoke. But as time passed, he did open up some.  
 
    They had very little in common. He was a geek. Really into books. She on the other hand, enjoyed the outdoors. But still, she would always seek him out when she visited the House of Lords with her father. They almost became friends.  
 
    And then it happened.  
 
    Rasputin began to notice her. The first time it happened, Melisandre was in such shock, she stopped talking. It didn’t make a difference to her father. He still picked her up, threw her on the bed and fucked her whenever he felt the need.  
 
    As the months and years passed, Melisandre began to withdraw further and further from the world. She rarely left the house. She never accompanied him to the House of Lords. And her father noticed not one bit. He continued to fuck her.  
 
    She did consider killing herself. She even thought of ways of doing it. There was poison. And hanging. Slitting the wrists. In the end though, she decided she wanted to live. It was her father that deserved to die.  
 
    Melisandre joined the School of Merlin partly to get away from her father and partly to make friends. In her years of withdrawing, she had alienated pretty much all of her old friends.  
 
    When she saw Sambit at the school, she didn’t recognise him. He’d changed so much. He was tall, handsome, and suddenly so confident. Her face coloured as she remembered the duel in mistress Kava’s class. Not only had Sambit won, he’d had the audacity to grab her ass mid-duel. The jerk.   
 
    It had been an eventful day, and Melisandre suddenly felt exhausted. She curled on Sambit’s bed and closed her eyes. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Sambit sat in the Baron’s Treasure, staring down at his glass. He didn’t recall ordering a drink, but it was here, and normally he would have drunk it by now and ordered a few more. But that was the strange thing. He didn’t want to drink. And it wasn’t just that. Olga walked past him many times, and not once did he reach for her ass.  
 
    It was all Oliver’s fault.  
 
    Going to the Borderlands, saving those stupid Dalits, it had awoken something inside him. He didn’t think it was anything deep and profound. The rush he received from battling the Borderlanders, it was greater than any he felt during sex. No, that didn’t sound right. Killing people and having sex were not comparable.   
 
      “Your glass is still full,” a voice said in surprise. Sambit looked up to see Olga standing over him, a curious look on her face. “What’s the matter, my lord?” she asked. 
 
    “I don’t really know,” Sambit said. “I don’t feel like drinking.”  
 
    “It’s a temporary feeling, right?” Olga asked. “Without you, I may have to stop selling drinks and start selling my body.” Olga watched him carefully. “Oh dear,” she said. “Not even a smile?”  
 
    Sambit gave her a smile. And then picked up his glass and drained it. His pretence didn’t work.  
 
    “Aww, you poor thing,” Olga wrapped her arms around him. “Something really is wrong. Would seeing my tits cheer you up?”  
 
    Olga’s tits. He had seen them plenty before, had touched them, sucked on them even. They always cheered him up, or if he was already cheered, they widened that smile of his. But not today. He thanked Olga by giving her a kiss on the lips, paid for his drink, and then left the Baron’s Treasure.  
 
    He always knew this day would come. He just didn’t think it would be so soon. He figured he had another fifteen years of sleeping around before he took stock of his life and wondered what the point of it all was. And he always assumed it would be something quite dramatic that would awaken his conscious or whatever it was that had “awoken”. Not something so small and simple as battling a few Borderlanders and saving a couple of Dalits.  
 
    It felt strange walking back to his room in the School of Merlin at this time of the night, alone and completely sober. Strange and depressing. If he no longer was interested in girls and drink, what was he to waste away his time with?  
 
    He walked into his room, closed the door behind him, and then stopped, his eyes on the girl asleep on his bed. Sambit blinked twice, then rubbed his eyes. The girl was still there. 
 
    Was he drunk? Maybe he had taken some sort of drugs that gave you the impression of being sound and sober, but really fucked with your mind somehow. It had to be the latter. It was the only thing that could explain him seeing Melisandre lying on his bed, asleep.   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
    Melisandre hadn’t planned on falling asleep on Sambit’s bed. The exhaustion had crept up on her suddenly, and she’d closed her eyes for a brief respite. One minute she was lying in his bed, wondering what to say to him, how to say it, and the next, she was sitting up, leaning back against the headboard, staring at Sambit.  
 
    Sambit, who was asleep on the armchair.  
 
    Melisandre glanced at the window and the sunlight that was shining in. Had she slept through the whole night on Sambit’s bed? It had been pretty nice of him to not wake her up and ask her what the hell she thought she was doing. Unless of course, he was so drunk, he figured he’d walked into her room instead of his, and then decided it better to sleep on the chair then go home  
 
    “Sambit?” she called gently.  
 
    He jolted awake, his eyes opened wide, searching the room, they came to settle on her. “You were asleep in my bed,” he told her.  
 
    “Yeah, sorry about that,” Melisandre said.  
 
    “Why were you asleep on my bed?” he asked, rubbing his eyes.   
 
    “I was waiting for you. I must have accidentally fallen asleep.”  
 
    “You were waiting for me?” Sambit asked. “Why were you waiting for me? Were we supposed to do something? No. Wait. You’re Melisandre Dragonoski. I did not pay you to sleep with me.” Sambit yawned and stretched his arms. “What’s going on?” And then he peered at her face. “Hey,” he said, his gruffy voice suddenly gentle. “What’s wrong?”  
 
    Melisandre wanted to look in a mirror. Because as far as she was concerned, there was nothing on her face indicating any signs of weakness. Well, there wasn’t until she started to cry. Sambit jumped off the chair and sitting beside her, he wrapped his arms around her, making comforting noises.  
 
    She cried for a long time, but she wasn’t even sure why she was crying. And then, when she finally managed to get her tears under control, she mumbled something about needing to go, and then ran out of there.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6  
 
      
 
    Oliver lay on the sofa on his back, doing his best to not move a single muscle. It had happened again. He’d had the dream. He was in that stupid house, walking down its shitty corridors. Just walking. There didn’t even seem to be a fucking point in the dream.  
 
    And now it was going to happen. The second he moved a single part of his body, he was going to scream out in pain.  
 
    “Oliver?” Harmony called from the bed. “Are you okay?”  
 
    Was it okay to talk? Could he move the muscles in his mouth without it causing him untold pain? He remembered what had happened the last time. He’d climbed out of bed, and then screamed in pain. He didn’t know if speaking would hurt. He didn’t really want to risk it…  
 
    “Oliver?” there was worry in Harmony’s voice. He heard her jump out of bed, and then she stood over him, her naked breasts hanging over his head, she looked down at him with worry. “Please say something,” Harmony said. “I can sense fear coming from you. What’s wrong?”  
 
    She was so pretty, and her green eyes, so much innocence in them. Not to forget her perfect tits. He missed them. He was used to holding some part of her body as he slept. Sleeping by himself on the sofa was not fun.  
 
    “Oliver?” 
 
    Oliver opened his mouth. Yup, that hurt. Not so much though. “I had another dream,” he said.  
 
    “Oh,” he could sense the tension leaving Harmony’s body. “I thought something horrible had happened.”  
 
    Oliver frowned. And that annoyed him. Because it hurt to frown. “Do you know how much it hurts when I move after a dream?”  
 
    “I didn’t mean it like that,” Harmony said quickly.  
 
    Bella came and stood beside Harmony. Oliver’s eyes almost popped out. Bella was naked. Why was she naked? Had she slept naked in the same bed beside her sister? Come to think of it, Harmony was naked too. Why were they all naked? What were they trying to do to him? And why did they have to look so good?  
 
    “What’s wrong with master Oliver?” Bella asked, her cute little face filled with worry.  
 
    It got worse. Esmeralda came to stand beside her cousins. She was naked too. Oliver closed his eyes. This was becoming too much. He needed to get out of here before something really embarrassing happened. He got up off the sofa. And then screamed as he felt the pain spread through his body, as it tore through every muscle, every blood cell. The room darkened as Oliver hit the ground.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
    The first thing Oliver saw when he opened his eyes were the breasts that dangled inches above his face. They seemed larger than the breasts he was used to seeing. His eyes wandered around, and he found his bearings. He was on the ground, his head on Harmony’s lap, her naked breasts dangling over his face.  
 
    “What happened?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “You fainted,” a voice said.  
 
    A voice that was very clearly not Harmony’s. Oliver jumped up once again. And as the pain hit him, he remembered what had happened. He’d had another dream. The pain from it had caused him to faint. 
 
    With one hand on his back, Oliver crawled over to the sofa and sat down. Bella sat naked on her bottom, her legs folded across. She stared up at him with that cute pixie-like face. He could sense the confusion coming from her. And the hurt.   
 
    “Where’s Harmony?” Oliver asked, a little panic stricken. He shouldn’t be alone with a naked Bella.   
 
    “Harmony and Esmeralda went to find,” she paused, then asked, “Fiona? I think she said.”  
 
    “Fiona and Felicity?” Oliver asked, and Bella nodded. “Why?”  
 
    “She thinks they can help you solve this dreaming thing of yours.”  
 
    That made sense, Oliver supposed. What with everything else going on, he kept putting the issue of solving the Zarlocks deaths on the backburner. But he couldn’t do that for much longer. The pain was getting worse after every dream. He feared the next dream he had, his entire body would just explode into hundreds of little pieces.  
 
    “So, you dream?” Bella asked curiously. “What’s that like?”  
 
    “Painful,” Oliver muttered.  
 
    “Oh, right,” she laughed nervously. And then straightened her back, her large breasts jutting forward. “Is there anything I can do to help?”  
 
    There were so many red flags. She was only sixteen. She was Harmony’s sister. He was in a relationship with her sister, an unconventional relationship, but a relationship non-the-less. And he owned her. He owned them both. So many red flags.  
 
    But she was so fucking hot! And he remembered that thing Harmony had once said to him. That she could sense when his cock was rising. If that were true, this was going to be very bad. Because his cock was rising. He couldn’t help it. Bella was so fucking hot and cute at the same time. 
 
    Bella rose off the floor and stood before him, her legs slightly parted. Her pale skin was beautifully smooth. Her hips were curvy, her legs not as long as Harmony’s, but somehow sexier, her large breasts firm and apparently gravity defying… and her cunt…  
 
    Shit. It even hurt to have an erection.  
 
    Bella took a slow seductive step towards him. He glared at her. The little bitch, she was doing this on purpose. She could sense his feelings, sense the weakness inside him. She was going to take advantage of him.  
 
    Bella dropped to her knees and placed a hand on Oliver’s leg, her eyes on his clearly visible erection. “Would you like me to suck your cock?”  
 
    “No?” Oliver said.  
 
     “You don’t want me to suck your cock?” She looked up at him in surprise. “But your cock is hard?” 
 
    Her look of disbelief was perfectly reasonable. Who in their right minds did not want to have their cock sucked on by a girl with a cute pixie like face and a luscious porn star body?  
 
    “It would be wrong,” Oliver said, his breathing heavy. “It wouldn’t be fair on Harmony.”  
 
    “She doesn’t mind,” Bella said.  
 
    “She what?”  
 
    Bella nodded. “Harmony doesn’t have a problem with me sucking your cock.” 
 
    “You asked her that?” Oliver enquired, wondering how a conversation like that even came up between two sisters. Emphasis on the word SISTERS!  
 
    “Harmony loves you. She wants you to be happy. She doesn’t think one woman is enough for you,” Bella spoke so casually, as if she were discussing the weather. 
 
    Images were popping into Oliver’s mind. Images he most certainly did not want in his mind. Him lying on the bed naked, his cock erect, Bella standing over him, her legs parted, she lowers her hips, taking his cock in hand, she guides it to her cunt. Harmony is beside him on the bed. She’s naked too. And she’s whispering in his ear, encouraging him to fuck her sister, to enjoy another woman. Her fingers circle over his bare chest.  
 
    “You want it too,” Bella said softly. “I can feel it.” And then she grinned mischievously, looking down at his lap. “I can see it too.”  
 
    He looked down at his lap. The erection was still there. But now, he also had a wet patch there. Oliver groaned. As if his life wasn’t complicated enough, he now had to fight back Bella’s advances. Advances that she so abundantly clearly knew he was enjoying. How was that a fair fight?  
 
    Luckily for him, Harmony returned at that precise moment. She wasn’t alone. Fiona, Felicity and Sambit was with her. And Esmeralda too. Oliver grabbed a cushion off the sofa and placed it on his lap, hiding his erection and the wet patch.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “That’s a stupid plan,” Sambit muttered.  
 
    “You have a better one?” Fiona snapped.  
 
    “No,” Sambit admitted. “Doesn’t stop yours from being stupid though.” 
 
    There was a pause in the bickering, and then, “You were a stupid plan!” 
 
     It was later the same day. Harmony and Esmeralda had returned with Fiona, Felicity and Sambit. How she had managed to find all three, Oliver did not know. It was a little crowded in the treehouse. Oliver remained seated on the sofa. Bella sat on his left, still naked. Harmony sat on his right. She was clothed, wearing a pair of his jeans and a shirt. He really needed to buy her some clothes of her own. How the hell was he supposed to do that? He didn’t have any money. It sucked being poor in Atlantis. It probably sucked being poor everywhere to be honest… 
 
    Esmeralda sat on the bed, her legs crossed, her eyes on Sambit, who sat by the table along with the twins.  
 
    There was a pretty fierce debate going on, but Oliver wasn’t quite sure what they were talking about. He had been listening, but at some point, he zoned out a little. The pain from last night’s dream was so much worse than anything he had experience before. He felt physically drained. He really was struggling to stay awake here. 
 
    What were they talking about? What was a stupid plan? 
 
    “Oliver?” Sambit called.  
 
    “Yeah, what?” he said quickly.  
 
    “What do you think of their plan?” Sambit asked. “It’s stupid, isn’t it?”  
 
    It was at this point that his mind had resurfaced. He knew Sambit thought the plan to be stupid, but he had no idea what this plan was.  
 
    “You weren’t listening, were you?” Fiona asked.  
 
    “I was,” Oliver said defensively. He had been listening to some of the things they’d said. It wasn’t his fault they talked a lot. And really fast. “You want me to fight the beast, don’t you?” 
 
    Felicity rolled her eyes. “We’ve moved on from that. No one wants you to go up alone against the beast anymore.”  
 
    “Oh,” Oliver said in surprise. That was definitely good news. “How come?”  
 
    “Because the last time we planned for you to battle someone, you threw your staff at Chrissi,” Sambit said, his face straight, but his eyes laughing.  
 
    “I can’t believe you actually did that,” Felicity said.  
 
    “Yeah well, you would too if you’d been electrocuted before,” Oliver muttered, then said loudly, “What’s the stupid plan? I mean, what’s the plan?”  
 
    “They want to lure the beast with meat marinated in poison. It’s stupid,” Sambit said. 
 
    “If you say it like that, of course it’s going to sound stupid,” Fiona said.  
 
    She was right. Said like that, it did sound very stupid. The thing wasn’t a guard dog. You couldn’t just hold a piece of meat up and say “here doggy doggy”. Oliver stared at her, waiting for her to say it in a way that didn’t make it sound so stupid.  
 
    “The thing came at you like it wanted to eat you.” She said the words slowly, and it annoyed Oliver. He was tired, not stupid. “It’s obviously a carnivore.” She paused. “We can use that to our advantage.”  
 
    “It’s a stupid plan,” Sambit said immediately.  
 
    “Stop calling it stupid!” 
 
    “This thing killed the Zarlocks,” Sambit said. “The fucking ZARLOCKS! You think it’s going to fall for the lame trick they try in every book? Oh look, there’s a beasty, what do we do?” Sambit’s voice had changed into a really bad version of Fiona’s. “Oh, I know,” he continued in that vein, but added a little shrill to the voice, “let’s give it some meat. And lo and behold, it’s suddenly our best friend and all cuddly.”  
 
    “I didn’t know they had beasts in those erotic “books” you read,” Fiona scoffed.  
 
    They started arguing again, the three of them. The twins thought their trip to the House of Zarlock was a success. They knew what they had to do, kill the beast, avenge the dead Zarlocks.  
 
    Sambit, surprisingly, wasn’t so gung-ho about the whole thing. They were lucky they got away with their lives. If the beast was able to kill the Zarlocks, it should have made easy pickings of them. Going back there was not a smart thing to do.  
 
    It wasn’t long before they began to throw insults around once more. They were giving him a headache. Oliver rubbed his head. The dream had really taken it out of him. He couldn’t remember the last time he was this tired. He closed his eyes, and leaned to his right, resting his head on Harmony’s shoulder.  
 
    He couldn’t remember what happened next. But he felt a slap across his cheek. He opened his eyes and sat up.  
 
    “What the fuck, man? Who slapped me?”  
 
    “You’re awake.”  
 
    “Are you okay?”  
 
    Oliver raised his hands to push the faces away. Why were they all crowding around him? “I’m fine,” he told them. He was fine. Just a little tired. He leaned back on the sofa. “What’s going on? Who slapped me?”  
 
    “You collapsed onto Harmony. We thought you might have died,” Fiona said.  
 
    He hadn’t collapsed. He had rested his head on Harmony’s shoulder. And then he must have fallen asleep or something. But more importantly, “Why’s my face wet?”   
 
    “We got worried. So, we threw water on your face. And the rest of you.” Sambit grinned.  
 
    Sambit wasn’t kidding. It wasn’t just his face that was wet. It was his entire body. What was the point of that? They didn’t need to give him a bath. Bunch of assholes.  
 
    “So?” Fiona asked.  
 
    “So, what?” Oliver asked grumpily.  
 
    “Why’d you collapse?”  
 
    “I didn’t collapse,” Oliver said curtly. “I fell asleep. I’m tired. My entire body is battered and bruised.”  
 
    “Why’s your body battered and bruised? What did you do this time? Go and start a fight with a Flying Swordsman?” Felicity asked, and before he could reply, she continued. “You don’t have to keep doing stupid things like walking into the Death Maze or throwing yourself into the Killing Pits. You’re tough. We get it.”  
 
    Oliver glared up at her. “I did not throw myself into the Killing Pits,” he said, through gritted teeth. “And I didn’t mean my body is literally bruised.”  
 
    Oliver told them how his body felt after every dream, how even the slightest movement caused him so much pain. What he expected was for them to express nondescript sympathy. Or tell him to suck it up. What he didn’t expect was for them to stare at him like he was an alien.  
 
    “That’s normal, right?” Oliver asked, silently begging for it to be so. 
 
    Fiona shook her head. “Dreams are supposed to be painless. It’s the soul of the unjustly killed that communicates with you, that comes into you. It’s supposed-” 
 
    “Comes into you,” Sambit sniggered.  
 
    Fiona rolled her eyes, then continued. “It’s supposed to be seamless. Some say it leaves a shiver as it exits… but that’s all.”  
 
    “Definitely more than a fucking shiver,” Oliver said grumpily. He told them how it felt, how it was more like someone trying to pull his soul out. But his soul didn’t want to leave. It held onto every inch of his flesh, fighting all the way, it left his body feeling battered and bruised.  
 
    Oliver didn’t like the silence that followed. Beside him, both Bella and Harmony placed a hand on each of his legs and started rubbing. This was so not the right moment for them to do stuff like this. At times, he did think, fucking Dalits and their horniness. And as always, immediately afterwards, he felt bad. It wasn’t Dalits fault they were so horny. They were slaves for thousands of years and told that they were only good for one thing. Being fucked. Literally.   
 
    He still thought they should know the time and place for things like this. Oliver grabbed each girls hand and held it tightly. Better he hold their hands then have them rub his leg. Their hands would probably have moved up his leg and to his cock anytime soon… 
 
    “Maybe there’s more to this than just avenging the Zarlocks?” Fiona said.  
 
    “Like what?” Sambit asked.  
 
    “I don’t know,” Fiona shrugged. “But a seer would. They have one in Serpent’s Square.”  
 
    “Let’s go,” Oliver said enthusiastically.  
 
    “You believe in seers?” Sambit sneered.  
 
    “Not that they can tell the future. But they can help Oliver dream. And they might know why it would hurt.”  
 
    “Wait,” Oliver sat up, alarmed. “I don’t need any help dreaming thanks.”  
 
    “Yes, you do,” Fiona said matter-of-factly. “Your dreams aren’t very helpful. If the Zarlocks wanted to be avenged, why would they wait twenty or more years? And why would they pick you? Granted you have your moments, but generally, you suck at magic!” 
 
    What she said was true. Oliver did suck at magic. And if the Zarlocks wanted him to kill the beast, surely there were simpler ways of getting that message across. Right from the top of his head, they could have shown him holding a bloodied sword in one hand, standing over the beast, its separated head in his other hand.  
 
    “I figured they chose him because he was a Wanderer,” Sambit said. “You know how they loved Wanderers. Like a symbolic thing.”  
 
    “If he’s important because of what he is, shouldn’t they tell him to stay away from the house and that beast?” Fiona said, frustrated. “Not ask him to go there and die.” 
 
    Oliver couldn’t remember the last time he had wondered why the Zarlocks had chosen him to avenge them. What with surviving the Death Maze, the Killing Pits, and the Fengi, he hadn’t really had much time to think about much of anything.  
 
    Wow, if he ever lived and made it back to the Land of the Wanderers, boy would he have some stories to tell Emily. He hadn’t thought of her much recently… he wondered if she was okay. 
 
    “Let’s go see this seer,” Oliver said grumpily.  
 
    “That could be a problem.”  
 
    Oliver turned to look at Sambit, not entirely surprised. Problems and he were best of friends, apparently. “Yeah?”  
 
    “You’d have to go to the Serpent’s Square to see the seer,” Sambit said. “That’s a bit way away from here.”  
 
    Sounded like fun to Oliver. He hadn’t really been anywhere aside from the town near the school. All the other places didn’t count because he almost died. “What’s the problem?”  
 
    “Remember how when you first started school, a lot of people hated you?” Felicity asked.  
 
    Oliver nodded. He remembered pretty clearly. There was Melisandre who had actually neaten him up and stripped him naked. And then there were these other assholes. The ones that called him names, the ones that barged into him in the corridors, or pushed him in the back and laughed. They stopped doing that after he survived the Killing Pits and returned with the devil tattooed on his neck.  
 
    “That’s what the town is going to be like,” Felicity said. “Filled with people who don’t like the wizard born to Wanderers. They also know what you look like…”  
 
    The headmistress had mentioned something like that, about Atlantis being filled with Le Fay supporters or something. He hadn’t taken her too seriously because right after, she had pulled down her top and exposed her breasts. Her breasts which she then squeezed, and milk actually dripped out. Oliver shuddered at the memory. Fucking Atlantis with its horny fuckers, he cursed silently. 
 
    “How do they know what I look like?” Oliver asked, curious. Atlantis was not like the Land of the Wanderers with its television and news and internet and all that crap. It wasn’t like he was a famous celebrity or something.  
 
    “There’s pictures of you plastered on newspapers everywhere,” Sambit said. “But it will be fine,” he added, in that calm and nonchalant Sambit way. “We’ll keep our heads down and have you in and out of there before anyone notices.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7  
 
      
 
    Ever since Calvin took the shadowed water from her, Melisandre knew that she was fucked. It was only a matter of time before her father came, or he sent someone for her. Watching from the tower that led up from the sixth floor of the School of Merlin, Melisandre knew that time was now.  
 
    The House of Dragonoski had very distinct carriages. Lots of gold. And of course, the emblem of their house. A golden leopard was imprinted on each door. There were four carriages by the gate that led up to the School of Merlin. All four were easily distinguishable as being owned by her father.  
 
    And the men that stepped out, all wore black cloaks, black chainmail, black helmets and black staffs. Her father’s “elite” fighting force, the Black Leopards. The all black colour coordination was supposed to strike fear into the enemies. 
 
    She hated to admit it, but it did work…  
 
    Watching them walk up the hill and enter the school did frighten Melisandre a little. Just a little. She had her staff hidden beneath her white cloak. She would fight them back, if she had to. She didn’t want to fight them. There was at least twenty. There was no way she could take all of them at once.  
 
    She had planned for this moment. Well, sort of planned. She’d expected father to send for her. That was why she was in the tower, keeping an eye out. She didn’t actually know what to do now that they were here. The whole thing with Sambit was a fucking disaster. She just had to cry in front of him, didn’t she? She just couldn’t hold her stupid emotions in. Ugh, she had never before been so embarrassed in her life.    
 
    The Black Leopards entered the school and disappeared from sight. From where Melisandre stood, at the top of the tower, she could see the treehouse. Oliver. Could he help her? She scoffed at the idea. How the hell was Oliver supposed to help her? He was completely useless. The last time the idiot duelled, he threw his staff at Chrissi.  
 
    But… he still ended up beating Chrissi… and he killed a Fengi… and the devil. And Falkeries. Fuck me, when thought like that, the little Breeder shit was pretty accomplished.  
 
    Melisandre ran down the stairs, taking three at a time, on her way to Oliver’s. She had saved his life in the Temple of the Fengi. He owed her one! 
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
    Hours later, and Oliver was still seated on the sofa in the treehouse. The twins had wanted to leave immediately for the Serpents Square. Oliver was not in any condition to travel. His body was still in a fair amount of pain. All he wanted to do was sit completely still.  
 
    So, he did that.  
 
    Sambit and the twins bored of watching him sit and do nothing. So, they left. And Oliver immediately began to miss them. Not because they were such stellar company, but now that they were gone, he was alone with Bella, Esmeralda and Harmony.  
 
    Esmeralda, he couldn’t quite figure out. From what he could sense, she was very content in being owned by him. But whenever she saw Sambit, he could sense something different. It was like her heart suddenly began to flutter. He had no problem in Esmeralda wanting Sambit over him. Hell, were it up to him, he would gladly give her away. Okay, rephrase. Were it morally okay to give someone away, he would gladly give her away to Sambit.  
 
    He thought he understood Harmony. She said she loved him, and he could sense her strong feelings for him. But at the same time, she was a Dalit. And Dalit women were used to their men having other partners. He sometimes got the feeling that Harmony wasn’t just okay with him being with other women, she actually wanted him to sleep around. It was weird.  
 
    Bella. Bella was the one that freaked him out the most. The horny little bitch. She was going to get him into trouble. She was sitting on the bed, still naked. He’d tried to get her to put some clothes on. He couldn’t move much, so he told Harmony to tell Bella there were clothes in the cupboard if she would like to wear some.  
 
    Bella said no thank you. The little bitch said no thank you. As if he were asking. He wasn’t asking. I mean, how could he be any more passive aggressive? She was the only one that was naked. Esmeralda wore one of Oliver’s jeans and a shirt. She looked pretty hot in it, what with the top two buttons undone. Harmony was wearing a short black skirt that showed off her fantastic legs. He had no idea where she got the skirt from, but he liked it. And she topped it off with a loose-fitting t-shirt of his. It worked. She looked like the girl-next-door. If the girl next door had green hair, that is… 
 
    But Bella. Little fucking Bella. She wasn’t exactly physically small. She was at least five feet eight. Come to think of it, back in the Land of the Wanderers, that would be considered tall. But then, Dalits were taller than other wizards and Wanderers.  
 
    “Hey,” Harmony sat beside him. “It’s okay,” she whispered.  
 
    Oliver turned to look at her, annoyed. “Why do you keep saying that? I’m fine.”  
 
    Harmony laughed. “I can sense your feelings. Relax. Everything will work out.”  
 
    “I’m not worried about the dreams and avenging the old Zarlock fart,” Oliver said. It was true. Sort of. He wasn’t at this moment worried about the Zarlocks.  
 
    Harmony’s eyes sparkled. “I know.” She leaned in and kissed him on the cheek, and then whispered. “Just let it happen. It will work out fine.”  
 
    “Let what happen?” Oliver asked suspiciously. What the fuck did she think he was worried about? Because if she knew, she wouldn’t ask him to let it happen! Even for a Dalit, surely this was taboo?  
 
    Harmony stood up. “I’m going to get some food for you,” she announced. “Come with me Esmeralda.”  
 
    Oliver didn’t really get much of chance to protest. Harmony and Esmeralda left the treehouse so quickly, he was certain it had been staged. But why? Just let it happen. She couldn’t be fucking serious? Oliver glanced at Bella. No fucking way. Harmony couldn’t have meant for this.  
 
    “Hi,” Bella said, waving at him.  
 
    Oliver swallowed. Bella was sitting naked on the bed. And waving her hand had caused her breasts to jiggle. Her large luscious breast with their pink nipples. He looked away. No. This wasn’t going to happen. She was Harmony’s sister for fucks sake. And Harmony with her batshit crazy Dalit ways might think it was okay, but he- 
 
    “Hey,” Oliver said, alarmed. “What-what are you doing?”  
 
    Bella had climbed off the bed. She stood in front of him, a sparkle in her eyes as her hand moved down her body, coming to her parted legs, her fingers held aside her pussy lips, showing her pink cunt.  
 
    “Stop… Stop it,” Oliver stammered. 
 
    Bella did stop. She pretty much froze on the spot, her legs parted, her fingers on her cunt, her large breasts hanging lusciously off her chest. That mischievous sparkle in her eyes, she stared down at his lap. And his hardened cock.  
 
    She’s Harmony’s sister, Oliver thought to himself. She’s also fucking sixteen! And you’re in a loving relationship. With Harmony. Who is Bella’s fucking sister!  
 
    Oliver tried to look away, he tried to avert his eyes. But he couldn’t. Bella’s naked body was so fucking hot. Where Harmony was a supermodel with breast and an ass, Bella was a naturally busty porn star on her first day at the job.  
 
    She could sense the indecision in him, and the little bitch took advantage of it. Bella dropped to her knees and reached for Oliver’s trousers. She pulled them off pretty easily. His large erect cock flipped out, precum leaking.  
 
    Without any hesitation, she took his cock in her mouth. Her warm and wet mouth felt so good. Despite the pain he was in, Oliver raised his hand and grabbed a fistful of Bella’s green hair. He held her head in place as he moved his hips in and out, fucking her sweet little sixteen-year-old mouth.  
 
    Oliver knew he wasn’t going to last long. He was fucking the hottest of the three Dalits. And as much as he didn’t want to fuck her because she was Harmony’s sister, now that he was doing it, he found it a massive turn on.  
 
    When he finally came, his cock felt like it was going to explode as it shot enormous load after load in her little mouth. For her part, Bella did not gag once. She kept sucking his cock, sucking it dry, taking in every last drop.  
 
    Oliver let go of her hair, leaned back and closed his eyes. Life here in Atlantis, even on its worst day, was better than any day he had ever had back in the Land of the Wanderers. Here, in Atlantis, he could have sex with three girls at any time he wanted.  
 
    Okay, maybe it was two girls. Esmeralda hadn’t shown that much sexual interest in him. He could fuck her if he wanted. He owned her. She would have to do whatever he wanted. Not that he was going to abuse his position of power… 
 
    Bella and Harmony… two sisters, one sixteen, the other nineteen… both with amazing bodies, both horny as fuck. Oliver smiled. This was the life. There was absolutely nothing that could happen to ruin his mood.  
 
    There was a knock, and Oliver opened his eyes. Melisandre stood by the door, strands of her long white hair covered part of her face. She wore a long white cloak with silver embroidery on each arm, and golden buttons along the chest. She looked so fucking cool and elegant.  
 
    Aside from her face. Her face did not look cool or elegant. It looked annoyed. “When you’re done having your cock sucked,” Melisandre said coolly, “I need a favour from you.”  
 
    Oliver’s face coloured. He’d completely forgotten about Bella, and the fact that his cock was still in the girl’s mouth. He hastily pushed her back, his limp cock fell out of her mouth, and he pulled his pants up. And then he held back a cry because all that sudden movement hurt like fuck.  
 
    “What’s uh, what’s up?” Oliver asked, trying his best to sound cool and casual the way Melisandre did every time so damn effortlessly.  
 
    “My father has sent his elite Black Leopards to capture me. I want you to help me fight them off.”  
 
    That wasn’t what Oliver was expecting her to say. And elite Black Leopards? But that wasn’t the most pressing question. “Why does your father want to capture you?”   
 
    “I imagine he was quite unpleased to learn that I saved your life in the temple of the Fengi,” Melisandre said, her eyes boring into him. “You know, because I was supposed to kill you?”  
 
    Oliver nodded. “Thanks for not killing me,” he mumbled. 
 
    “Are you coming then?” Melisandre asked. And then she looked over her shoulder and out of the treehouse. “Never mind,” she said. “They’ve come to us.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8  
 
      
 
    Melisandre didn’t have any strong feelings for Dalits in general. If someone really pressed her for her opinion on them, it would have been mostly positive. She had used a few Dalits in the past, both men and women. Dalits were more attractive, they were more experienced in sex, and they were very subservient. All in all, a night with a Dalit or two was a very relaxing night.  
 
    But when she stepped into the treehouse, and Oliver sat there, his eyes closed, the Dalit whore, naked, and on her knees, Oliver’s cock in her mouth, Melisandre did not think positively at all about Dalits. She didn’t know why it bothered her to see Bella suck on Oliver’s cock. She didn’t like Oliver, at least, not in that way. And he owned the Dalits, so he was perfectly entitled to have the girl suck his cock.  
 
    Whatever the reason might have been, it pissed her off so much, she wanted to march in there and grab the whore by her cunt and pull her away. And then, she imagined she would have had some harsh words with Oliver. What those words might have been, she didn’t quite know. It was probably for the best she did neither of those things.  
 
    Instead, she had knocked on the door. Which hadn’t been the worst thing to do. Watching Oliver panic for a couple of minutes had been fun. But the fun was over now.  
 
    “They’re here?” Oliver asked, panic stricken. “The Black Leopards?” 
 
    The Black Leopards stood in two rows of ten at the bottom of the treehouse. And the tall woman standing in front of the column, her long blonde hair was tied back in a ponytail, her black chainmail was shaped like a low-cut top, leaving most of her large and firm breasts visible. And that smirk on her face.   
 
    “Janine,” Melisandre muttered. “Fucking whore.”   
 
    Oliver, who had just about managed to pull his trousers up, limped over to stand beside her. “What the fuck,” he said, as he stared out through the front door. 
 
    “Melisandre,” Janine called. “Your father would like to speak with you. You can come quietly,” she smiled, and then looked back at the column of Black Leopards, “Or we can tie you up and take you.”  
 
    Suddenly, Melisandre didn’t care about Oliver helping her defeat her father’s elite fighting force. She really hated Janine. All she wanted to do was jump down there and beat the shit out of that daughter of a whore.  
 
    So, she did. 
 
    With staff in hand, Melisandre jumped off the front porch, and using her magic to slow the forces of gravity, she landed on her two feet, knees bent down, her white cloak spread out behind her in a circle, she knew she looked fucking cool.  
 
    And then, with staff out, she leapt up towards Janine, the daughter of a whore, and her father’s little bitch. Janine’s black staff came up and blocked her first strike. Melisandre swung once more, aiming for her legs, and the bitch blocked again with her staff.  
 
    “I like your spirit, girl,” Janine said. “Despite your father fucking your cunt, you’ve still got that Dragonoski pride.”  
 
    If Melisandre was angry before, she was absolutely livid now. She swung her staff with anger, she swung it as fast as she could, aiming for Janine’s feet, aiming for her chest, her head, whichever part of the bitch that seemed vulnerable in the moment, Melisandre tried to attack it.   
 
    But Janine wasn’t leading the Black Leopards just because she sucked Lord Dragonoski’s cock and offered her cunt to the filthy old man whenever possible. Janine was pretty damned good with a staff. And as Melisandre aimed for Janine’s head, the blonde bitch blocked it with her staff, slid her body forward and, her fist flaming red, she punched Melisandre on the mouth.  
 
    Melisandre could feel the warm blood dripping down her chin as she staggered back. She knew in her heart that Janine was much too good for her to beat. But she really hated that bitch. It was personal.  
 
    Sometimes, when her father, Lord Dragonoski fucked her, he would have other women around. Most played the part of a whore, made the right noises when they were being fucked, or when she was being made to suck on another woman’s cunt.  
 
    But Janine, the fucking whore, she would enjoy those moments. When her legs were spread apart, and Rasputin would grab Melisandre by the hair and push her head down in-between Janine’s legs, the blonde bitch seemed to live for those moments. Lick my clit. Harder. That’s it. Harder. Janine’s foot would even find Melisandre’s cunt, and the bitch would always stick a toe or more in.  
 
    Melisandre had always wanted to kill Janine. But her father loved the whore more than he did his own daughter. Well, her father could go and fuck himself. Melisandre took an unsteady step forward. Janine was going to die today.  
 
    She was about to take another step when a hand grabbed her cloak. She turned her head angrily, only to see Oliver’s worried face looking down at her.  
 
    “Let me go,” she hissed.  
 
    “Why are you doing this?” Oliver asked. “You can’t beat her.”  
 
    “Let me go,” Melisandre repeated. She tried to pull her cloak free from Oliver’s grip, but instead lost her balance and landed on her bottom. She heard Janine’s ugly laughter. And now Melisandre was furious at Oliver. He had embarrassed her in front of the whore. She was going to teach him a lesson first, and after that, deal with that fucking Janine bitch.  
 
    And with that as her plan, Melisandre stood up.  
 
    “Sambit,” Oliver shouted.  
 
    The entire column and Janine all turned to watch as Sambit strolled down the stone path that led to the treehouse, the twins following a few feet behind him. Sambit came to stand beside Oliver, and the twins huddled around Melisandre.  
 
    Sambit watched Janine with a mixture of amusement and annoyance. “What’s going on here?” he asked.  
 
    Melisandre was equally annoyed and pleased. She was pleased to see the always-so-confident and cocky Janine suddenly unsure about herself. She might have been leading the elite Black Leopards, but Sambit came from one of the most powerful families in Atlantis. If she insulted him, there would be repercussions. And she was pissed because it was her that had wanted Janine to feel like that. Fuck Sambit and fuck Oliver. And the Dalits. Fuck all the whore Dalits. Melisandre spat blood out of her mouth.  
 
    Janine glanced her way, then addressed Sambit. “Lord Dragonoski has sent me to collect his daughter.”  
 
    Sambit came to stand in-between Janine and Melisandre, his arms folded over his chest, he had a relaxed smile. “Would you push past me to get her?”  
 
    “This does not concern you, Lord Khan,” Janine said. “It is beneath you to interfere in the affairs of another house.”  
 
    Sambit stepped closer to Janine. “You know what’s beneath me?” he asked softly. He raised a hand and placed it on her chest, on her exposed breasts. His fingers dug into her breasts, pushing underneath the chainmail, he found her left nipple and pulled on it.  
 
    Melisandre watched with satisfaction as Janine’s face coloured. Turned out the whore did have some shame. Being humiliated in front of the Black Leopards that she was supposed to command was what did it. Melisandre had recovered most of her energy, and her anger was still there. It shouldn’t be fair for Sambit to have all the fun. Janine needed to be humiliated by her. 
 
    Melisandre marched up to them just as Sambit lowered Janine’s chainmail and pulled out both her nipples. Melisandre slapped Janine across the face, and then spat at her. “Whore!”  
 
    Janine stared at Melisandre, her eyes wide in shock. And then, the shock gave way to anger. Her black staff began to glow. She pushed her breasts back under her chainmail top. Sambit’s glowing brown staff came out in a flash, and he blocked Janine’s first strike.  
 
    “Think what you’re doing,” he warned her. “You’re a simple commoner. If you hurt me even the slightest, my mother will demand your head. This will go to the House of Lords. You think Lord Dragonoski will be in your corner? You, just a filthy commoner?”  
 
    Janine paused with her staff raised. The indecisiveness was clear on her face. Her eyes moved from Sambit to her. Melisandre gave her a vicious grin. It didn’t seem like Sambit wanted Janine to attack him. The pampered Khan was probably scared of getting a little cut somewhere, or a nosebleed.  
 
    But Melisandre really wanted Janine to attack Sambit and her. What Sambit had said was completely true. It wouldn’t matter who was in the right or wrong, Lady Khan would demand Janine’s head to set an example for those that dared touch her family. And Lord Dragonoski, sure he liked to fuck Janine. But he could replace her with a dozen other girls in the blink of an eye. 
 
    Her father may be a Law Lord, but there were two other Law Lords, and Lady Khan had one of the largest standing armies in Atlantis. It would be different had she or her brother struck Sambit. But a commoner like Janine do it? Even her father would take offense to the idea of a commoner attacking someone so much higher than their lowly station.  
 
    Melisandre’s grin widened. “Put the staff away. Show your men, the Black Leopards, show them the worthless whore that you.”  
 
    Her plan worked. Janine’s face hardened. And as an added bonus, Sambit glared at her too. She wasn’t sure what her feelings towards Sambit were exactly, but the soft Khan could do with a little roughening up.  
 
    Oliver came to stand beside her. “I know what you’re doing,” he hissed. “Stop it.”  
 
    She stared up at him innocently. “Whatever do you mean?” 
 
    “You’re going to get someone killed,” Oliver said gravely.  
 
    Melisandre turned to smile at Janine. “Yeah…” she whispered softly. She imagined the whore dead, her limp body hanging from a rope. That was how the common bitch should die.  
 
    Oliver gripped her arm hard. “Melisandre,” he hissed. “This isn’t a joke.”  
 
    Melisandre glanced at his hand on her arm, then glared up at him. He might have survived the Death Maze, and the Killing Pits and he might have destroyed that Fengi beast… He was tall too, and even his awkwardness, it seemed dimmed in that moment. And his devil tattoo, it winked at her… Wait, what was she thinking about?  
 
    His hand. Her arm. Such a firm grip… 
 
    Melisandre shook her head. What was wrong with her? She shrugged her arm free of his grip and turned to face Janine once more. The blond bitch was furious, but strangely, her scrunched up ugly anger look wasn’t directed at her. Or Sambit.  
 
    She was staring angrily at Oliver…  
 
    “You dare sympathise for me, Breeder?” Janine said slowly, her nostrils flaring. And then, raising her staff, she charged at Oliver.  
 
    Sambit got in her way, but dropping to her knees, Janine ducked under his strike, and then brushed him aside easily with a whack on his back with her staff. Oliver took a terrified step back, and then like the clumsy idiot she knew him to be, he tripped, fell on the ground, and stared up, horrified.  
 
    Janine stood over Oliver, so furious, that for once, her guard was down enough for Melisandre to strike her on the back with her staff. It was a hard strike, and any normal person would have been on the ground now, their back broken. But Janine wore full protective chainmail armour, and she led her father’s elite Black Leopards. She was a tough bitch.  
 
    And when she turned to look back at Melisandre, she was an angry bitch. So angry, Melisandre genuinely feared for her life. And then, Janine’s anger turned to confusion, and she stared down at her feet.  
 
    Oliver, the goofy idiot, still on the ground, had wrapped his arms around Janine’s legs, trying to hold back the angry bitch.  
 
    “What the fuck…” Janine muttered.  
 
    It wasn’t often Melisandre agreed with Janine. But it had to be said. “What are you doing, Oliver?”  
 
    Still on the ground, Oliver’s head poked out from behind Janine’s ass. “Run,” he said. “I’ll hold her back.”  
 
    Janine looked down at Oliver. “You’ll hold me back?” she fumed.  
 
    Where it not such a serious and potentially life-threatening situation, Melisandre would have laughed. Janine was one of the most feared warriors in her father’s army. She commanded the elite Black Leopards. But what was happening here could only be described as comical.  
 
    “Let go of her feet,” Melisandre hissed. The idiot shook his head. Melisandre closed her eyes, took a deep breath and opened them. “Oliver,” she said his name as calmly as possible. “Please let go off her feet. Before she hits you on the head with her staff and kills you.”  
 
    It was as if a torch suddenly lit up in his head. Oliver’s arms loosened around Janine’s legs and he looked up at her, afraid. Janine grinned down at him, then smashed his head with her staff. Oliver’s body became limp as he fell back.  
 
    A bloodcurdling scream came from behind, and everyone including Melisandre turned to look. Two Dalits stood behind the column of Black Leopards, one held a tray of food in her hands, the other had her hands held up to her mouth, and tray on the ground by her feet.  
 
    Melisandre frowned. Harmony. That was the Dalit’s name. The green haired girl rushed past the Black Leopards, and past Melisandre. She dropped on her knees and lifted Oliver’s head onto her lap. His eyes were closed, and his face pale, but there was no blood. He wasn’t dead, was he?  
 
    Her question was answered almost immediately. Oliver turned his head, his eyes open, he looked at her. Melisandre stifled a cry. His eyes were glowing purple. She had never seen that before… purple eyes? How much magic did he have in him that it was beginning to flow out of his eyes?  
 
    “…what the fuck,” Janine murmured.  
 
    Oliver stood up, both his fists glowing purple to match his eyes. “Leave,” he said.  
 
    His voice was deep. Much deeper than usual. So deep that Melisandre had to hold back a smile. She could really get behind this glowing Oliver. 
 
    Janine, the arrogant idiot, did not leave. She did take a few steps back, but only to stand in front of her column of Black Leopards. And then she raised her staff and pointed it at the Oliver. The Black Leopards swarmed past Janine and charged at Oliver.  
 
    What followed next was not pretty. Oliver did not know how to fight. At all. He was clumsy. His hands moved awkwardly as he tried to punch. And the Black Leopards were amazingly talented. Oliver should have been dead. His body should have been on the ground, his bones broken into hundreds of little pieces.  
 
    But he was still standing on his two feet, surrounded by the Black Leopards, his body somehow absorbing the strikes. The purple glow in his eyes brightened, as did the flaming glow on his fists. But it mattered none how much magic he had in him, if he couldn’t actually hit the Black Leopards. And the punches he was throwing were becoming visibly slower.  
 
    And then it happened. A Black Leopard jumped up into the air, staff raised, he struck Oliver’s back with all his might. Oliver’s knees wobbled, and another strike later, he dropped onto his knees, his head down, the purple glow faded from his eyes. The Black Leopards stepped aside, forming a circle around Oliver. And in that circle strode the bitch, Janine.  
 
    She was going to kill him. Melisandre knew that. And she also knew that there was nothing she could do. Nothing Sambit could do either. Janine was beyond caring for her own life, and Sambit knew it. He stood aside, watching in amazement or shock, it was hard to tell. 
 
    It didn’t matter if Melisandre could actually save him or not. She had to try. And to that effect, she filled her staff with magic.  
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver was having one of those days again. He seemed to have them a lot. You know those days when everything is sort of really fucked up? He had the dream. Then his body hurt like it hated him. After that, Harmony and Esmeralda left him to “get food”. Left him behind with Bella. The girl was something. Hot. She was hot, but she was something else too. Crazy. Horny. Crazy horny… 
 
    One thing led to another, and Bella was sucking on his cock. It felt great. He wasn’t going to deny he enjoyed that. It felt so wrong, fucking Harmony’s younger sister’s mouth. It felt so wrong that it began to feel right. He really enjoyed fucking her mouth, and had Melisandre not walked in, he would probably have been fucking her cunt now. Or her ass. She did have one curvy round ass.  
 
    But Melisandre did walk into the treehouse. He could feel her judging eyes. And he was embarrassed. Of course, he was embarrassed. She’d caught him literally with his pants down. It wasn’t anything she hadn’t seen before, hell, there was that time she had stroked his cock with her foot, against his will, and in front of the headmistress. That had been worse. But this was bad too.  
 
    He couldn’t tell why, but for some reason, he wanted to look cool in front of Melisandre. It had to be because she was so fucking cool. He’d seen her jump off the front porch, and the way she landed, with her white cloak floating up around her, it was a scene straight out of the matrix, except cooler.  
 
    Everything went wrong after that. Janine was an angry bitch. An angry bitch that knew how to use her staff. Oliver had winced as Janine punched Melisandre on the face. He was sure something had broken. Probably her perfectly shaped sharp nose.   
 
    She was a tough cookie, Melisandre. He had to give her that much. She kept going back. Even though she knew she was going to lose, she kept going for more. Oliver rushed up to stop her, and at the same time, Sambit appeared. Boy was he happy to see Sambit. Finally, a bit of luck.  
 
    But what did Sambit do? The crazy son of bitch walked up to Janine, and in front of her troops, grabbed her tits and pulled out her nipples. And surprisingly, Janine did nothing about that. And she continued to do nothing as Melisandre taunted her.  
 
    But what did set her off was Oliver trying to stop Melisandre from taunting her. That fascist bitch. She thought herself so superior to Wanderers, or “Breeder”, as she had called him. That was what had set her off, the insult of alleged sympathy from a “Breeder”.  
 
    And Oliver hadn’t felt sympathy for Janine. He just didn’t want anyone to die. The irony was, had he just kept his mouth shut, no one would probably have died. And now he was on the ground, surrounded by Lord Dragonoski’s elite Black Leopards, Janine standing a few feet in front of him, her staff raised.  
 
    It had been a strange battle. The power that had surged within him, it had been enough in the past. He had defeated the Fengi, the Falkerie, and even the devil. But not the Black Leopards. He couldn’t even touch a single one, they were that fast. They were beating the magic out of him. Every strike from a staff, the magic that seemed to want to burst out of him, it lessened, until a final strike brought him to his knees.  
 
    He had no more to give, no more magic within. And now, Janine was going to kill him. He raised his head, and caught Melisandre staring at him, her eyes wide in horror. He didn’t get a chance to turn his head, to look back at Harmony, or anyone else for that matter.  
 
    Janine placed a hand on his head, grabbing a fistful of his hair, she pulled his head back, making him look up at her. He could see the anger on her face.  
 
    “You still feel sympathy for me, Breeder?” she asked.  
 
    And then she kicked him right in the cock. Not even his balls. His cock. His magic that had surrounded him earlier, after all the beatings from staffs, it had weakened a lot. And he felt the kick on the cock. It really fucking hurt. But he bit back a cry. He wasn’t going to give her that satisfaction. 
 
    Janine kneeled down, her face now inches away from his. “When I’m done with you, I’m going to kill your Dalit little bitches. Eventually. After I have them fucked by my War Horses.” She grinned evilly. “Have you seen the cocks on those horses? They’ll rip apart your little whores’ cunts.” 
 
    She wasn’t kidding. Oliver could see the sadistic look in the evil bitch’s eyes. She was actually going to get horses- no, war horses, whatever the fuck they were, to fuck his Harmony. And his Bella. His Bella? He was going to die soon. No point in denying it any longer. He really was beginning to like the girl… And this Janine bitch was going to kill them both… 
 
    He felt that anger rising within him once more. And with it, his magic decided to make a comeback. He could feel the surge of power spreading across his body, spreading through every vein and across every inch of his flesh. The magic was too much. He felt like his body was going to explode. He opened his mouth, a madness within him hoping some of the magic would escape him that way.  
 
    And it did. A bright purple glow shone out of his mouth. Janine let go of his hair and took a step back. And what happened after that, Oliver had no idea. His vision became blurry and everything looked purple. And that purple glow brightened. And as he fell back, that was the last thing he remembered.    
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    Oliver opened his eyes, and not for the first time that day, a bunch of faces were staring down at him. His hands reached up, and he touched his face. Dry. That was good. It meant they hadn’t thrown water on his face. Why did he have to touch his face to know it was dry? Shouldn’t he just know if it was wet or not? 
 
    “He’s awake,” someone said.  
 
    Oliver grabbed Sambit’s hand and pulled himself up. “What’s going on?”  
 
    “You fainted,” Fiona said. “Again.”  
 
    Oliver stood on shaky feet and glanced around. He was outside the treehouse, surrounded by the twins, the Dalits, and Sambit and Melisandre. And beyond them, lying on the ground were the Black Leopards and Janine.  
 
    “What happened to them?” he asked. He remembered being on his knees, surrounded by the Black Leopards, Janine standing before him. His magic within felt too much, like he was going to explode. He even remembered purple glowing out of his mouth. And then, he’d collapsed? “Are they dead?”  
 
    “They’re not dead,” Sambit said. “Well, most aren’t. I think you killed two.”  
 
    “Think?!” Oliver asked.  
 
    “Oliver,” Fiona said, her face full of concern. “We think we know what’s wrong with you.”  
 
    Oliver’s eyes narrowed. After what had just happened, he wasn’t expecting her to say that. “What’s wrong with me?” he asked flatly. 
 
    Fiona nodded. “Why you’re not very good at magic, but you have sudden bursts of extraordinary magic?”  
 
    Oh. That. Sure, he wanted to know why that was, but time and place, right? “Should we maybe worry about Janine and the Black Leopards? What’s going to happen next?” he turned to look at Melisandre. “What’s your dad going to do? Is he going to send more men for you?” 
 
    “Probably,” Melisandre said. “But that won’t be for a while now.” She glanced at Janine, lying on the ground only a few feet away. “It will be a week or more before he notices she hasn’t brought me back.”  
 
    Oliver could see Janine breathing, her chest rising and dropping. She didn’t have any visible wounds. There was no blood. She could be up within the hour. And after that, were they going to hold her prisoner? And the Black Leopards, none of them had any visible injuries. They would all be up soon. How did Melisandre plan to stop them from leaving?  
 
    “Oliver!”  
 
    A little startled by the ferocity, Oliver turned to look at Fiona. “What?”  
 
    “You’re going to die!” 
 
    “Okay…” Oliver said slowly. He glanced at Sambit, wondering what her problem was. But Sambit folded his arms across his chest and nodded gravely.  
 
    “Someone’s cast a binding spell on you,” Fiona blurted out. “That’s why you can’t use magic properly. But the spell has side effects. It causes your magic to build up inside you. And when it finds an outlet, it comes out with such force. That’s why sometimes you have extraordinary amounts of power, but most times you just suck!”  
 
    Oliver was about to speak, but Fiona raised a finger. And then she took a deep breath. “The next time you have such a build-up, and you explode like you just did, you might not survive.”  
 
    “I exploded?” Oliver asked, horrified. When had he exploded? Why didn’t he remember that part?  
 
    “Purple light just shone out from every part of your body,” Sambit said in that casual tone of his. “That’s what knocked out the Black Leopards and Janine.”  
 
    “If it happens again, you might not survive,” Fiona repeated.  
 
    Oliver ran his hand though his hair. It was a lot of information to process, and he wasn’t quite sure how to process it. He supposed what Fiona said did make some sense. He was like lava inside a volcano. Or something like that. It would explain why he sucked at magic pretty much all the time aside from those rare moments when he exploded in anger. 
 
    “Okay,” Oliver said, nodding. “I just never need to get angry again, right? And then I’ll be fine?”  
 
    The look on Fiona’s face was enough to tell him it wasn’t that simple. “Think of magic as blood. It runs through our bodies, keeps us going. Now imagine the blood in your body is all collected and placed in a little box, instead of pumping around your body. What would happen?” 
 
    Blood not being pumped across his body… Oliver shivered at the thought. He didn’t know a huge amount about the human or wizard anatomy, but blood not being pumped across it would definitely kill you.  
 
    “It’s a death sentence,” Melisandre said softly.  
 
    Oliver turned his head to look at her. She stared up at him, her emotions hard to read as per usual. That face of hers was like a Victoria’s Secret supermodel, one that did not smile at all. What was she thinking? Why did he care what she was thinking? He had much bigger priorities. 
 
    He turned to look back at Fiona. “Are you sure?”  
 
    She nodded. “The way you exploded, it could only mean one thing. But I didn’t want to believe it. While you were lying passed out on the ground, we checked.”  
 
    Oliver raised an eyebrow. “We?”  
 
    “There’s a really simple spell that shows the bindings,” Fiona explained. “It was the strongest and strangest binding I had ever seen. I checked first, but I couldn’t believe it. Felicity took a look after me. And then Sambit and Melisandre.”  
 
    “I have never seen anything like it,” Sambit chimed in, and Melisandre nodded her head.  
 
    Oliver swallowed. “What was so strange about it?”  
 
    “Binding spells are really difficult to do. Just to bind someone’s magic with a single string takes so much effort. But inside you, there are thousands of strings. No, not strings. They’re ropes. And… The colour is all wrong. They’re black.”  
 
    “What colour are they supposed to be,” Oliver asked.  
 
    “Not black!” 
 
    Before Oliver could ask any more questions, Janine, who had been lying on the ground on her back, her legs spread open, suddenly sat up, her eyes flinging open. “Where am I?” she asked.  
 
    Melisandre walked up to Janine and whacked her on the head with her staff, knocking her out unconscious, or possibly killing her, Oliver wasn’t sure. What happened after could only be described as sadistic. Melisandre stood over Janine’s body, and then suddenly and with such anger, she began kicking her.  
 
    A minute passed, and still, Melisandre kicked away. Oliver turned to Sambit. “Should someone stop her?”  
 
    Sambit shook his head. “We should let her blow some steam.”  
 
    Fiona grabbed Oliver by the arm. “You need to avenge the Zarlocks before you die.”  
 
    “Yeah, there is absolutely no chance of me facing that beast now,” Oliver said. “The only way I can defeat it-” 
 
    Fiona knocked him on the head. “We’re not talking about you facing the beast anymore, idiot. We need to get you to a seer and find out what the Zarlocks really want from you.”  
 
    Oliver took a step back from Fiona and rubbed his head. “I don’t care about the Zarlocks,” he said. “I never did, but I definitely don’t give a shit about them now. You just told me I’m going to die!”  
 
    “Yes, I did,” Fiona said calmly. “Your best chance of living past another year is to remain as calm as possible. You need to alleviate any and all stresses. What do you think is going to happen after you have a few more of those dreams? You’re going to wake up feeling like your body’s been shredded. You’re going to walk around like a ticking time bomb! We need to get you to a seer, find out what the hell is wrong with your dreams, and solve the Zarlocks mystery!”  
 
    When said like that, she had a point. The dreams really did stress him out. His eyes fell on Bella, standing naked on the front porch, watching him. Even from the distance of more than twenty feet, he could sense the worry in her. She didn’t fully understand what was going on, but she knew that the Black Leopards, Lord Dragonoski’s elite fighting force, had just attacked him. Poor girl, she must be worried sick.  
 
    He feared this would happen, that he would start to care for the girl. Not that there was anything wrong with caring for Bella. If anything, after what the poor girl had been through pretty much her whole life, she needed lots of caring. But… she was Harmony’s sister… he had to be careful. A bit late for that now. She’s already sucked your cock and swallowed your cum.  
 
    “Oliver!” Fiona shouted at him.  
 
    “What?”  
 
    “Can you stop worrying about your cock for one minute and focus on the problem at hand?”  
 
    Worrying about his cock…? “I’m not worrying about my cock,” Oliver said angrily.  
 
    “You’re looking up at your naked Dalit girl,” Fiona said curtly.  
 
    Oliver’s jaws tightened. “Her name is Bella.”  
 
    “Whatever,” Fiona said. “We need to get you to a seer.”  
 
    He could see the urgency in her face, and it didn’t really matter that she wanted him to see a seer because she thought it would help him avenge the Zarlocks or whatever crap the Zarlocks needed from him. She was right about one thing. The dreams really did stress him out. And what with being a ticking time bomb, he could do without the stress. 
 
    To his left, Melisandre was still kicking Janine. The blonde’s face was covered in blood now. Someone really should stop her…   
 
    “Fine,” Oliver said grumpily. “I’ll see your stupid seer, but I have one question,” he added. “You said someone used a binding spell on me. Who did it? And when did they do it? I’ve been in the Land of the Wanderers since birth.”  
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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Oliver lay awake on the sofa, staring up at the ceiling. He had never noticed before, but there was an actual fan there. How did it even work? They didn’t have electricity in Atlantis. Magic, duh. Magic…  
 
    He’d only found out earlier today that someone had bound his magic. It was worse than it sounded. Restrained, his magic was building up inside him, and soon, it was going to rip him apart. Literally. It was like his magic was a ticking timebomb. He was going to explode. According to the twins anyway.  
 
    “Oliver?”  
 
    It was Harmony who called his name. Oliver raised his head and turned towards the bed where Harmony sat, her legs folded under her, her chest uncovered, her breasts exposed.  
 
    “What’s up?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “I can’t sleep,” Harmony said.  
 
    “Me neither,” Oliver muttered. He sat up on the sofa and held his arms out. Harmony climbed off the bed. Yup, she was completely naked. She sat on his lap, and Oliver wrapped his arms around her. He could sense the tension within her, but he didn’t want to talk about it. Oliver thought he knew what was wrong, and he really didn’t want to talk about it.  
 
    Harmony sniffed. “Is it true?” she asked. 
 
    Oliver pulled her naked body closer to his. “Is what true?”  
 
    “You’re going to die in an explosion?”  
 
    Oliver wasn’t expecting her to be that blunt. “Fiona said something like that,” he muttered.  
 
    Harmony sniffed again. Oliver looked up at her face, and even in the dimly lit room, he noticed the tears rolling down her cheeks. He managed to wipe away a few tears before she buried her head in his chest, now crying freely.  
 
    Oliver let her cry. There wasn’t really much he could think of saying to comfort her. His magic was bound, and apparently, when that happened, if someone couldn’t unbind it, you died a horrible death. And his couldn’t be unbound. According to Fiona, it was the most complicated bind she had ever seen.  
 
    Oliver kissed Harmony on the head, and his hands moved up and down her naked body, waiting for her to stop crying. “I’m not going to die,” he whispered determinedly.  
 
    Harmony wiped away her tears, her eyes met his. “You promise?” she asked.  
 
    Oliver knew he couldn’t promise that. How could anyone promise not to die? But he was going to do whatever it took to stay alive.  
 
    Harmony leaned in and kissed him on the lips. It was a long deep kiss. And when she pulled back, she sighed. “I love you so much, Oliver,” she said. “You’re more than anything I could’ve ever wished for.” Her eyes were beginning to water once more. “I d-don’t want to lose you.”  
 
    “You’re not going to lose me,” Oliver said. “I’m going to survive this,” he told her. “I survived the Death Maze and the Killing Pits. I’ll survive this. Fiona doesn’t know everything. She said I should have died already. Someone bound my magic when I was a child. I should have died within the year, but twenty years later, and I’m still here.”  
 
    It was what he had been thinking, what he had been saying to himself. It might have started off as something he’d said to himself to keep from freaking out, but now he was beginning to believe it. Fiona didn’t know everything.   
 
    He sensed the sudden change in Harmony. She was still worried, but now he could sense hope. And… was she horny? Could he finally sense that too? As if to answer his question, she turned her body to face him, her legs slid over either side of his lap, her breasts level with his face, she wore a mischievous grin.  
 
    Yup, she was definitely horny. He really wanted to fuck her too. It had been far too long since he’d last held her naked body against his, since he drove his cock inside her cunt. Since he had squeezed her ass cheeks, sucked on her breasts.  
 
    Oliver glanced at the bed where Esmeralda and Bella slept. Would it be wrong to have sex with Harmony while her sister and cousin slept only feet away? 
 
    “What’s the matter?” Harmony asked, frowning.  
 
    “I don’t know if you’ve realised, but we’re quite noisy when we fuck,” he whispered. “They’re going to wake up.”  
 
    Harmony rolled her eyes. “Bella’s already awake.” 
 
    “She is?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “I am,” Bella said from the bed.  
 
    “Could you hear everything I’ve been saying?” Oliver asked.  
 
    Bella sat up and nodded. “It’s a small room.”  
 
    It was a small room. If Oliver lived long enough, he would have to do something about the space. He couldn’t have four people living in the small treehouse. He was sick and tired of sleeping on the sofa. And more important than that, he missed his time with Harmony. They used to fuck a lot. Now he felt like he’d forgotten what her cunt looked like, what it felt like, what it tasted like.  
 
    Bella climbed off the bed and walked over to stand beside him. She was naked. Oliver swallowed. So damn fucking hot, she was. But why had she come to stand beside him now? If she could hear their conversation, she would know he and Harmony were about to get intimate.  
 
    “It’s okay,” Harmony cooed.  
 
    She climbed off his lap, and turned to stand facing Bella, she took her sisters hand in hers. And then Harmony kissed Bella. Oliver sat up, his eyes widening. He wanted to ask her what the hell she was doing, he wanted to shout at her to stop, but at the same time, he found he couldn’t.  
 
    As Harmony kissed Bella, their naked bodies moved closer until each girl’s breasts brushed against the others. Bella’s hands rose, and she placed one tender hand below Harmony’s chin, the other grabbed her older sister’s ass.  
 
    “…what the fuck,” Oliver muttered.  
 
    They broke their kiss, and each girl stared at the other, smiling. And then Harmony cupped both of Bella’s breasts. “Lucky bitch,” she grinned.  
 
    “My ass is bigger than yours too,” Bella said mischievously.  
 
    Harmony turned Bella around, and the younger sister knelt forward, arching her back, she reached back and cupped both her butt cheeks.  
 
    Harmony slapped Bella on the ass. It wasn’t a playful slap, and Bella looked back, a frown on her face. Harmony slapped Bella’s ass again, harder this time.  
 
    “Oww,” Bella moaned, but she turned away and let go of her ass cheeks, as if resigning herself to a spanking.  
 
    Harmony slapped her younger sister’s curvy ass a few more times, and then she reached between Bella’s legs and felt her cunt. She dug a finger in and out, while rubbing against the clitoris. Bella’s moans grew louder and louder. The girl was about to come when Harmony suddenly stopped.  
 
    “Turn around,” Harmony said. “On your knees.”  
 
    Bella did as she was told, turning around to face Harmony, she dropped to her knees, her face level with her older sister’s cunt. Harmony parted her legs slightly, exposing her vagina, she placed her hand behind Bella’s head and pushed it against her cunt.  
 
    Harmony closed her eyes as Bella licked her cunt, her little tongue probing inside her older sister’s vagina, pressing against her clitoris. Bella was a good little Dalit, she knew how to use her tongue and soon, low moans of pleasure began to escape Harmony’s lips.  
 
    Just as she was close to coming, still holding Bella by the hair, Harmony pulled her younger sister’s head away from her cunt. She turned to look at Oliver, who sat on the sofa, his eyes wide open.  
 
    “We both really want to fuck you,” she said, her voice as seductive as possible. “You don’t mind, do you?”  
 
    Oliver gulped. After what he had just seen, he was lost for words. Bella was still on her knees, her large breasts hanging down from her chest, her lips and nose wet with her older sister’s cunt juices. And Harmony, that body of hers, a leaner taller version of Bella’s. Lean only in the sense that, if Bella was Kate Upton, then Harmony was Angelina Jolie as seen in Tomb Raider movie.  
 
     Oliver finally found his voice. “I don’t mind,” he said hoarsely.  
 
    If Bella and Harmony were happy to kiss, spank and suck each other’s cunts, who was he to stop them? Dalits really didn’t have the boundaries Wanderers did, or even other wizards. That wasn’t his problem. Oliver wasn’t going to fight it anymore. He loved Harmony, and Bella was just too fucking cute and sexy to not want to fuck.  
 
    He jumped to his feet and pulled down his pants, his large cock erect, he grabbed a girl with each hand and pulled them in close. If he was going to die soon by exploding to death, and a big IF, he was going to have as much fun as he possibly could with these two before that.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
      
 
    It was the day after Oliver had defeated the Black Leopards, the day after he had fucked both Bella and Harmony together. He still had the two sisters in mind as he walked down the hallway in the School of Merlin. 
 
    Last night had been one of the best nights of his life, if not the best. It wasn’t just meaningless sex, he loved Harmony, and he really liked Bella. And the passion, the heat of three naked bodies pressed against each other, the constant switching of positions, one second he was sucking on Harmony’s breasts, another second Bella was rubbing her cunt in Harmony’s face, and Oliver was working his way down Harmony’s body, her legs stretching open as made it to her pussy… all three bodies in sync with each other… it was amazing.  
 
    He could sense their thoughts during the sex and… he could sense the happiness, the pleasure, but at the same time he thought there was some awkwardness whenever the two girls got really intimate.  
 
    And this morning, he woke up with a girl on each arm, and it was amazing, just seeing two gorgeous naked bodies beside him. And then, Harmony worked her way down to his cock, but instead of her cunt being in his face as it normally was, he was making out with Bella. And he loved it. But… he thought he sensed some tension coming from Harmony. 
 
    This whole thing of Harmony and Bella being intimate with each other and him, was it real? Or were they faking it?  
 
    “Does the Serpent’s Square have clothes shops?” Oliver asked, as they stepped out through the front door of the school and walked down the hill.  
 
    That was the name of the town they were heading to, where the seer lived and worked. Sambit walked beside him, the twins were a few feet ahead.  
 
    He hadn’t seen Melisandre since last night, when they had all helped her drag the Black Leopards unconscious bodies into the town beside the school. From there, they were loaded into a carriage. Oliver understood little of what was going on, but he had been assured the Black leopards weren’t going to be gruesomely murdered. Or have parts of their body stolen.  
 
    Melisandre had kept Janine. She’d taken the poor blond back to her apartment, all tied up. Yeah, Oliver felt a little sorry for the blond bitch even though she wanted to kill him. It had been him who had stopped Melisandre from kicking Janine. No one else seemed to care much that Melisandre was basically kicking the shit out of an unconscious woman.  
 
    To stop Melisandre, he’d wrapped his arms around her from behind and pulled her back. And in doing so, he got a good smell of her. Not that he did it intentionally. But dammit he had to breath. And he breathed her in. She smelt so good, and his arms wrapped around her, it felt strangely right. He’d closed his eyes and just held her like that. After pulling free from him, she had stood a few feet away and stared at him warily.  
 
    Yup, it had been another awkward encounter with a girl… Seriously, what was wrong with him? Couldn’t he be happy with just one girl? A year ago, had Emily reciprocated his love for her, he would have been the happiest man in the world. Now, he already had Harmony. She was so much hotter than Emily. Hotter and hornier. But that wasn’t enough. No, he had to sleep with Bella too. And now, he was crushing on Melisandre.  
 
    Oh wow… Crushing? Shit… he liked Melisandre. But why would he like her? Sure, she had helped him out here and there, but she was also the girl who had forcibly removed his trousers and rubbed her foot on his cock in front of the headmistress.  
 
    “They do,” Sambit said.  
 
    “They do what?” Oliver asked. 
 
    “Clothes?” Sambit stared at him enquiringly. “The Serpent’s Square sell clothes. You asked?” 
 
    “Oh… right.” He had asked about clothes, hadn’t he. He needed to buy some for Bella. And Harmony and Esmeralda. All three were wearing his clothes at the moment. Actually, only Esmeralda and Harmony wore his clothes. Bella preferred to sit around naked. Oh no… he shouldn’t have thought of Bella and her naked body… those legs… that ass… the breasts… pink nipples… pink cunt… 
 
    “You seem distracted,” Sambit said. “Are you still wondering who could have placed the binding spell on you?”  
 
    Oliver hadn’t been, but he was now. If someone had cast the binding spell on him, then they did it when he was very small. Because, for as long as he could remember, his magic had been like this, restrained for the most part, with sudden bursts of power.  
 
    Oliver had been born in the Land of the Wanderers. If a wizard had discovered his magical powers, why would that wizard bind his magic and then just leave him? It didn’t make any sense.  
 
    They walked past the two pillars and onto the stone road that was tunnelled by branches above. They were travelling to the Serpent’s Square by carriage. Apparently, there was a carriage station at the mouth of the tunnel. Oliver didn’t recall seeing one, and he knew why as they stepped out from under the branches. It wasn’t much to look at.  
 
    It sat on the left side of the road and consisted of a small wooden cabin where an overweight and overly hairy man slouched. Next to it was what Oliver guessed to be the waiting room - four pillars holding up a thatched roof. There were no walls. Behind the station, surrounded by trees was a dirt track that seemed to lead to nowhere.  
 
    Fiona stepped up to the man behind the counter and purchased four tickets to Serpents Square. They then walked the short distance to the sitting area. Once there, they sat down on a long bench and waited for their carriage.  
 
    “It doesn’t make any sense,” Fiona said.  
 
    Oliver agreed. At the moment, a lot of things didn’t make sense to him. Which one she was talking about, he wasn’t sure, but she was right. Shit did not make sense.  
 
    “You’re from the Land of the Wanderers. Only an Other Sider could have cast the binding spell on you,” Fiona said. “But why would they do it? They’re supposed to be good.”  
 
    “An Other Sider?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “They’re the wizards that can navigate through the Death Maze. They’re all supposed to be good.”  
 
    “There are always some bad apples,” Oliver muttered.  
 
    Fiona turned to look at him. “No, you don’t understand. Other Siders are chosen by the Cauldron. They’re all supposed to be good.” 
 
    “Cauldron?” Oliver asked.   
 
    So they explained. Merlin enchanted the Cauldron to choose those that would be allowed to pass through the Death Maze without harm. Every wizard and witch, on their eighteenth birthday, would have their name written on a piece of paper signed in their blood. That paper would be dropped into the Cauldron. Almost all the papers, the cauldron would spit right out. The few that it didn’t, the ones that dissolved within, those would be the Other Siders.  
 
    Over the years, patterns began to emerge showing common traits amongst the Other Siders. They were always the best amongst the witches and wizards: the honest, the brave, the trustworthy.  
 
    Lucinda was an Other Sider. He wondered if she had those traits. She had come to warn him about Melisandre the night she had thrown him into the Killing Pits. Was that enough? Did that make her the best of the best? Because if it did, the bar wasn’t set very high. 
 
    “You’re all over eighteen…” Oliver said slowly. “None of you guys made it as Other Siders?”  
 
    It was funny how three people could look the same suddenly. Okay, granted Fiona and Felicity were twins. But the resemblance they shared with Sambit at that moment was uncanny. Their jaws tightened, their eyes narrowed, their arms folded across their chests…  
 
    “You think you’d have been an Other Sider?” Sambit growled. 
 
    Oliver simply smiled. And that pissed them off even more.  
 
    It was a good thing the ticket man came to inform them their carriage was ready. The dirt track that seemed to have a dead end, still had a dead end. Oliver stared out the window as the carriage picked up speed. And just as he was sure they were going to crash into the trees ahead, he felt the carriage rise. Turned out the dirt track was a runway. The carriage was flying.  
 
    With his bird’s eye view, Oliver spotted Serpent’s Square almost immediately. It was similar to those in the Land of the Wanderers. Smaller buildings cluttered the outskirts. They grew in size as they reached the town centre. A few were made from stone, but most were of brick. Some had straw-thatched roofs.  
 
    Theirs wasn’t the only carriage in the air. He could see a few brooms too, flying about just outside the town. One even whizzed past his window.  
 
    Their carriage began its descent. Oliver could see where it was going to land. With two runways made of stone, platforms and many ticket counters, the town’s carriage station was much bigger and much busier.  
 
    Once on the platform, Oliver watched mesmerised as the horses jumped, their hooves treading air like it was solid. There were so many wizards and witches too, hurrying about, carrying all sorts of stuff. It was very Harry Potter.  
 
    He could have stood there and stared forever were it not for the incessant tugging. Annoyed, he looked down at the hand that pulled his and followed it up. His eyes came to rest on a pair of blue eyes that glared at him.  
 
    They belonged to Felicity.  
 
    “I’m just looking,” Oliver said defensively.  
 
    “Your mouth is open.”  
 
    He raised his free hand to his mouth. It was odd how you never noticed something so obvious until someone pointed it out. His mouth was hanging open.  
 
    Felicity turned and still holding his hand, led him down the platform and out of the station. The roads were narrow and busy. They had pavements, but no-one seemed to care as they walked on the roads in-between the carriages.  
 
    They were in the town proper now, walking past buildings of stone when Felicity finally let go of his hand. A few turns later and they came upon the town square. A fountain at the centre spouted water out of the three-headed serpent. Inns lined all four sides and wizards and witches spilled out in their numbers.  
 
    “They’re all like us,” Oliver said, the disappointment clear in his voice.  
 
    “What were you expecting?” Sambit asked.  
 
    “An elf or two, a few dwarfs, some dragon riders, a flying swordsman? Something more than just witches and wizards,” Oliver said, exasperated.  
 
    “They have their own towns.”  
 
    “Don’t you ever mix?”  
 
    Fiona shook her head, then asked slowly, “Wanderers towns… they’re mixed?”  
 
    “Well…” Oliver stopped. “That’s different.”  
 
    All three stared at him expectantly.  
 
    “Because-” Oliver stopped once more. He couldn’t be bothered with this now. “Which way to the seer?” he asked instead. 
 
    Fiona led the way out of the square and down one of the roads. It quickly became evident they were heading for a less desirable part of the town. The further they walked, the narrower and dirtier the roads became. The pavements had more rubble, the roads more potholes, lampposts were further apart, some didn’t work, others' the flames flickered. A final turn led them onto a street that ended as a close. 
 
    “It’s on this road,” Fiona announced. 
 
    It was a street full of shops but no customers. The small brick buildings with their dust-covered windows were mostly dark and derelict. A few had lamps burning, showing just enough of what lay inside. Oliver stared in those as they walked past.  
 
    One had a cage full of animals that looked alive but were oddly still. Another had nothing but glass jars, some empty, others filled with liquid, a few with rodent-like creatures squirming inside. One shop had a man sitting behind a desk in an otherwise empty room. 
 
    “What does he sell?” Oliver asked.    
 
    “His services,” Sambit said. When Oliver stared at him blankly, he added, “He’s an assassin. I don’t think he’s very good though.”  
 
    “How can you tell?”  
 
    “He would set up in a busier part of town. He would have a lot of weapons on display. And if he was really good, he would have a head or two stuck on a wall.”  
 
    Before Oliver had a chance to process that, Fiona stopped walking. “I think we’re here,” she said.  
 
    The lighting was bad where she had stopped. Written in dark green against a light green back, the sign was supposed to read, ‘The All Seeing Seer’. A few letters had completely disappeared, leaving it as ‘T   All S  ing S er’.  
 
    Oliver peered in through the window. He could make out the glow of a candle. He pushed open the door and walked in. It was a small room, dark and cluttered. Cauldrons littered the floor on all sides, shelves covered the walls; most had books on them, a few had mangled metal objects.  
 
    In the centre of the room was a table on which was something round covered by a piece of cloth.  
 
    “What do you want?”   
 
    Oliver jumped back, startled. He wasn’t the only one. Felicity was holding his hand again, and tightly this time. A little man stood before him, having seemingly appeared out of nowhere.  
 
    “What do you want?” the little man repeated aggressively.  
 
    Oliver straightened up and glared at the man. He wasn’t going to be intimidated by this little shit. “We’re looking for the seer,” he said, his voice flat.   
 
    “You have money?”  
 
    Sambit pulled out a pouch and opened it. Gold dust floated out.  
 
    “Sit,” the little man said and he removed the cloth from the table to reveal a round black object.  
 
    “We’re not here for that,” Sambit said distastefully.  
 
    “What then?”  
 
    “You know of dreams?”  
 
    The little man’s blue eyes narrowed as they shifted from one to another. A smile crept onto his face, revealing his teeth. There were three – all at the front and next to each other. One white tooth in-between two yellow ones.  
 
    “Who’s dreaming?” he asked.  
 
    Oliver raised his hand a little uncertainly. He suddenly felt uncomfortable being here, having to share with this stranger something he had told very few. He wondered if he was supposed to share his dreams with the man. Was it safe to do that?  
 
    “You have potions to help dreamers?” Fiona asked.   
 
    The little man did not answer. His eyes lingered on Oliver a moment before he disappeared through a door amidst the shelves. He returned with a bowl in one hand and a glass beaker full of green slime in the other.   
 
    He pulled out a chair for Oliver to sit and placed the bowl in front of him. He poured in the slime and stirred. Smoke rose from the bowl, and Oliver got a whiff of it. It did not smell good. Was he supposed to be inhaling this stuff? 
 
    It was too late to ask.  
 
    His eyelids suddenly felt so heavy. Oliver’s head tilted forward as he closed his eyes.   
 
      
 
    Oliver opened his eyes. There were large steps in front of him. Behind him was a single gate, beyond which was nothingness. The place seemed familiar. Where was he? He remembered – the seer’s shop. He had been inhaling smoke, his eyelids weighed heavy, he'd closed them. And now he was here? 
 
    Was he asleep? 
 
    Was this a dream? 
 
    He climbed the steps one at a time – slowly at first, but his pace quickened. Something was calling him, pulling him. He stopped as he reached the top and stood in-between the two purple pillars with their gold bases. 
 
    The door in front led into the House of Zarlock and they flung open, invitingly. Oliver stepped through. It was him. Not an old man, but him. Was this a dream? Or had he been transported here somehow?   
 
    He walked through the hall beneath the archways, the purple and gold stripes above, the purple pillars beside him – his pace began to quicken once more. He stepped through a door, and then another and another.  
 
    Urgency grew in him, he began to run. And they cheered him on as he passed. They? Who were they? It didn’t matter… He came upon the spiral staircase. He dropped to his knees as he felt a pang of sadness. He clutched his chest. He wanted to pound through it, to rid himself of the feeling of emptiness that had taken residence there.    
 
    He felt himself rise, his feet begin to move. It was the staircase on the right they were headed for. Oliver resisted. He had been up there before, seen what was there. 
 
    He could feel the hesitation as whoever it was, whatever it was, deliberated. It pulled him forward, not up the staircase but past it, through the door and into a corridor, through another door, another hall and another corridor.    
 
    He came to the last door and it flung open for him. Oliver stopped. He could see inside. At the end of the room was a long table. That was where he needed to go, but he was suddenly nervous.  
 
    Tall imposing men in armour stood on both sides of the room leading up to the table. They were like a guard of honour but instead of standing at attention they watched him, making him feel smaller than ever.  
 
    He took a deep breath, mustered up his courage and, staring straight ahead, took long big strides until he reached the table. There were many things on it, each purple and gold, each sparkly, each wanting to be touched.  
 
    But he wasn’t here for Lord Zarlock’s personal weaponry. He was here for something else. She stood to the left of the table and as he turned to face her, she smiled.  
 
    “You’re finally here,” she said.  
 
    Oliver knew he should have asked her what the hell was going on, what the Zarlocks wanted from him. But instead, he stared at her naked body. Yes, she was completely naked. But there was more to it than that.  
 
    She had three breasts.  
 
    That was right.  
 
    The woman standing before him had three breasts. And they didn’t look weird either. In fact, they looked pretty damned good, so much so that he began to wonder why all women didn’t have three breasts.  
 
    She held her arms open invitingly, and Oliver took a step towards her. And as they embraced, and as his cock drove into her cunt, he realised something odd. He was naked too. He had been this whole time, apparently. Her arms wrapped around him, her body began to glow. It became so bright, Oliver had to close his eyes…  
 
      
 
    His eyelids weighed heavy but Oliver managed to open them some. There was a bowl in front of him. And familiar faces around him. It had been a dream... But there was something missing. He lifted his hand, he turned his head. 
 
    “It doesn’t hurt...”  
 
    He felt a little groggy, but there was none of the usual pain that left him feeling like something had torn his body apart. The little man leaned right up to his face and stared at him with those beady blue eyes of his.  
 
    “What doesn’t hurt?”  
 
    Oliver moved back in his chair. “My dreams hurt sometimes,” he said, trying his hardest to sound casual about it. “I hear that’s not normal?”  
 
    “Can happen, but would be pointless.”  
 
    “Pointless?”  
 
    “If the person wasn’t dead,” the little man said, “it wouldn’t be just their souls in your dreams; it would be bones and flesh too. That would hurt,” the little man said sincerely. “But if they were alive, they wouldn’t need to come to you in your dreams. Pointless.” 
 
    But if they were alive... did that mean...? Oliver looked up at the twins and Sambit. They stared back at him, eyes widened.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
      
 
    Lord Dragonoski never liked this room much. It did not hold any fond memories for him. It was small, completely empty of furniture and had no windows. He didn’t normally care for such things. But, under the circumstances, a little sun shining in would have been nice.  
 
    He paced the room nervously, muttering to himself. It was his room, his house, his land. He was a lord. Why should he be nervous? But he always was when he waited for him.  
 
    Even the very first time he had met him, before he truly knew him, knew what he was capable of, Rasputin had been nervous. And now that he knew him, he was a little afraid too. He had done something wrong. He didn’t know what it was yet, but there was always something with him. 
 
    He should have killed the Breeder. He should have had his head the minute he stepped into that school. So what if it was on neutral land? The other lords could go to hell with what they thought. They would all soon be dead anyway. War was coming. A war he was going to win in the name of the Le Fays.    
 
    Rasputin had stared into the shadowed water himself. He had seen his weak whore daughter run to the Breeder for help. If that had angered him, what followed only confused him. If what the seer had said was true, if the Zarlocks truly were alive, that would change everything.  
 
    And that was why he was in this damned room. To meet with him. And now he would have to tell him everything he had done since the Breeder stepped foot in Atlantis. It didn’t matter how hard he tried, in his eyes Rasputin always made mistakes. 
 
    The flames on the torches suddenly dipped and the room darkened. It filled with smoke. Dark grey and swirling, it surrounded him completely, engulfing him. Lord Dragonoski knew the signs. It didn’t matter that he was a lord.  
 
    He dropped to his knees and bowed before him.   
 
    “My lord,” he said and he waited, his eyes downcast.  
 
    “What do you want?” The voice came from all corners of the room. It was loud and clear, and it sounded bored.  
 
    “The Breeder, my lord-” 
 
    “I am here because of a boy?” the voice thundered, no longer bored but annoyed. “You cannot deal with a simple breeder, and you dream of glory in the name of Le Fay?”  
 
    Rasputin gritted his teeth. How dare this thing talk to him as if he were an insolent child? He was a Law Lord. He looked up to see the thing, to see what it was.  
 
    The smoke was there, thick, dark and circling him. But within the smoke there was something else. An area of black that moved with the grey. It had eyes, dark yet visible, and it wore a cloak that spun behind it.  
 
    Lord Dragonoski quickly lowered his eyes. The thing had a humanlike form. It had appeared out of thin air into his house. That should have been impossible. Charms protected his house. No-one should be able to jump through those, if that was what it had done.   
 
    “What of this Breeder?”  
 
    “He is dreaming of the Zarlocks.”  
 
    “Of whom?”  
 
    “The Zarlocks,” Rasputin repeated smugly. It was the first time he had ever surprised the thing.  
 
    “What do they want with the Breeder?” The voice was quiet now, but still clear.  
 
    “He dreamt of sleeping with a three-breasted witch.”  
 
    Lord Dragonoski was still staring at the ground, but he could see the smoke moving around him. And then, it froze.     
 
    “The three-breasted witch…” the thing whispered.  
 
    “What does it mean?” Lord Dragonoski asked, before reluctantly adding the words, “my lord.”  
 
    The thing did not reply. But the smoke started to move around him again, slowly, almost lazily. It wasn’t sure. The thing didn’t know. Lord Dragonoski looked up. The smoke was still there, but it wasn’t thick and it barely moved.  
 
    He saw it.  
 
    It was a man, or at least had the shape of a man. It wore a black cloak, the hood drawn over its head, locks of golden hair hung loose from within. It turned then, and Lord Dragonoski saw those eyes again, dark blue eyes that focused on him for a split second.  
 
    It disappeared amongst the now thickening smoke.     
 
    “The Breeder must die.” The voice came from all corners of the room.  
 
    “I will deal with it, my lord,” Lord Dragonoski said.  
 
    “No. I will deal with it,” the voice said. The smoke began to disappear into the walls. “The Zarlocks shall have no heirs.”  
 
    And then it was gone.  
 
    The room was empty of smoke. It was also empty of the thing. Lord Dragonoski stood up slowly, looking around, wondering how it did it. If it had jumped, there should have been a portal to follow through, not that he wanted to follow it, but there should have been one. 
 
    There wasn’t.   
 
    The Zarlocks shall have no heirs, it had said. The Breeder was to be their heir? How was that possible? It didn’t matter. The boy was going to die.    
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    Once back in the tree house, they didn’t have the most productive of conversations. There were only so many times you could hear Sambit say “But the Zarlocks are alive?!” before it became annoying.  
 
    Oliver wanted to sleep. Whatever was in that smoke the seer had shoved underneath his nose, it would make an amazing sleeping pill. Not that he needed a sleeping pill. It had only been a day since he’d used that burst of magic to take out the Black Leopards. And after using that amount of magic, he always wanted to sleep. Or eat. He could eat…  
 
    The three Dalit girls sat on the floor by the door that led out to the back porch of the treehouse. Oliver wondered if it be wrong to send them out to get him some food. They’d just been sitting there quietly ever since he got back with Sambit and the twins. They never participated in these conversations. He knew why. They didn’t see themselves as worthy enough to speak when others spoke. Fucking Dalits and their submissive ways. It was hot sometimes, other times it pissed him off.  
 
    Eventually, Sambit and the twins left, agreeing to come back the next morning. Too tired to care about the Dalits or food, Oliver climbed into the bed and fell asleep. 
 
    He woke up wishing he had been more specific about what time the twins could come back. He was asleep when they let themselves into the treehouse. He sat at the foot of the bed, his back against the wall, his arms folded across his chest, staring at them sulkily while they talked. And that was what they did. They talked! To each other. They didn’t even need him! So why the hell were they here, ruining his sleep? Bitches. 
 
    Oliver’s eyes drifted over to the three girls lying in bed, their feet sticking out of the blanket. He wasn’t a feet man, but they did have cute feet. Bella lay in the middle, with Harmony on one side, and Esmeralda on the other. Out of curiosity, Oliver pulled the blanket back just a little.  
 
    Yup, all three were naked. Harmony’s naked ass was pressed against her younger sister’s cunt. Oliver slipped the blanket back over them quickly, but apparently not quickly enough. Both the twins had stopped talking and were now staring at him.  
 
    “What?” Oliver asked, his eyes narrow. As if they were ones to judge. He’d seen the twins kiss each other and do much more.  
 
    Fiona opened her mouth, but before she could get a word out, Sambit stepped into the treehouse. He wasn’t alone. Behind him stood a tall woman wearing a long silky brown cloak, and underneath that, she wore fitting black leather trousers that showed off the shape her legs and hips, and a fitting blue blouse that complimented her rack.  
 
    She was hot. And she reminded him a little of Melisandre. Just stepping into the room, without having said a word, she had this presence about her.  
 
    “Everyone,” Sambit said lazily. “This is Katrina, my sister,” he pointed at the woman standing beside him.  
 
    Both the twins shot up and gave quick bows. Katrina smiled at them politely, and then her eyes turned on Oliver. She had pretty brown eyes, long lashes… she was hot. But if she expected him to bow like the twins had… wait, should he bow? He didn’t mind… 
 
    “You’re the Wanderer,” Katrina said.  
 
    Her voice. So sexy. Dammit. Oliver nodded. “Yeah… I’m… I’m the Wanderer,” he mumbled.  
 
    Katrina glanced around the room, then walked in and pulled a chair out, placed it in the middle of the room and sat down, facing Oliver. “My brother tells me you’ve been dreaming?”  
 
    Oliver glanced up at Sambit, wondering what was going on, why his sister was here.  
 
    “It didn’t make sense to me,” Sambit said. “My sister actually knew the Zarlocks, so I asked her to come.”  
 
    Oliver supposed that made sense. He told her everything, the dreams he’d had, their visit to the House of Zarlock and the beast they had faced, and what the seer had said, that dreaming only caused pain if the person was alive.  
 
    Katrina listened without interrupting, and when he was done, she glanced around the room once more, her eyes rested on the three Dalits that lay in bed. All three were awake, Oliver noticed, but they remained completely still in bed, their eyes wide. Oliver could sense their feelings. They were nervous. The girls were used to only being around when someone needed to fuck them. Right now they weren’t sure what they were supposed to do, if they were supposed to do something. 
 
    Katrina turned to look back at him. And then she spoke. “It began a few years before the death of the Zarlocks. Innocent tragedies, they seemed at first. A carriage toppling over, a cliff crumbling, an animal attack – they happened to those houses most loyal to the Zarlocks. Within a few years, Camelot was strife with conflict between the minor houses, disputes over lands vacated by deceased nobles.  
 
    “Lord Zarlock did nothing to quell the troubles. Something was murdering his kin, and he was certain it was coming for him next. He stayed in his house and waited. But time passed, and nothing came.  
 
    “Lady Zarlock suddenly fell ill. None knew what her sickness was. Lord Zarlock rarely ventured out anymore and he began to restrict those coming to visit. Our mother was one of the few he allowed in, but even she did not know what was wrong with Lady Zarlock.  
 
    “And then it happened. Mother went to see the Zarlocks one day but found the house closed. There was no way in, and no one came out. That morning mother walked past the bridge and up the steps, but not into the house. When she returned later with others, they were unable to even pass the bridge. The house wouldn’t let them. 
 
    “Why don’t I know any of this?” Sambit asked.  
 
    Katrina looked up at her brother. “You were but a baby when the Zarlocks passed,” she said softly. “That they were murdered, mother tried to keep a secret. The Le Fays were on the rise again and she feared such news could be used to their advantage. Rumours persisted that something awful had happened, and many lords speculated but none openly said anything.”  
 
    “But the Zarlocks are alive,” Oliver said.  
 
    Katrina stared at him studiously. “I doubt they are.”  
 
    “The seer said-” 
 
    “If they were alive, why would they have remained hidden for so long? What were they waiting for? You?” Katrina paused before adding, “Why?”  
 
    “Because of the beast,” Oliver said, and he instantly wished he hadn’t. They were the Zarlocks. If they couldn’t defeat the damned beast, why did he think he could? 
 
    “You mean Shera?” Katrina asked.    
 
    “Who’s Shera?”  
 
    “He’s their flying tiger.”  
 
    “That wasn’t a tiger.” 
 
    “Big head, sharp teeth, paws that reached for you, black and white marks across the body? Those were stripes,” Katrina said. 
 
    Oliver had seen tigers before. They were big and he imagined quite scary to be chased by, but this thing was much bigger. Although, it did fit the description he had given. Maybe Katrina was right, maybe it was a tiger – on steroids.  
 
    “So...” He paused, unsure of what to say. Everything had just fallen apart. The Zarlocks were dead, the beast that he was meant to battle didn’t needed battling – what was he supposed to do? Why were they calling him? What did they want?   
 
    “I don’t think the Zarlocks are calling you,” Katrina said. “I think it’s the house.”  
 
    “Huh?” Oliver shook his head. That was supposed to be the last certainty, the one unchallengeable fact, that the Zarlocks were calling him. And now even that was being dismissed? 
 
    “How can a house be calling him?” Sambit asked.  
 
    “I think it might be alive.”  
 
    “The house is alive? That’s not possible,” Sambit said scornfully.  
 
    Kayvan frowned at him. “How do you imagine it closed up and became their tomb?”  
 
    Sambit didn’t have a response to that, so he made a weird face instead. Katrina rolled her eyes, then turned to Oliver. “What dream did you have at the seers?”   
 
    Oliver had forgotten about that dream, what with everyone believing the Zarlocks were still alive. Now that Katrina had poured cold water on that, he supposed his dream at the seer’s might be of some importance. He told them what he saw, every little detail included. And then instantly regretted it. 
 
    “Three breasts?” Sambit asked, a wide grin across his face. 
 
    Katrina rolled her eyes again, and Oliver couldn’t help but feel a little in love with the girl. She was so damn fucking hot. Wait, did he just use the word “love?” he barely knew her. And, she was Sambit’s sister! Was that wrong here in Atlantis? Or was everyone so horny that it was okay to fuck your friend’s sister? Of course, there was that thing about Katrina being way out of his league, but then so was Harmony and Bella and Esmeralda and Emily…  
 
    “I think you should try the dream thing,” Katrina said. “Sneak into the House of Zarlock and find the three breasted… witch and-” she paused, then let out a sigh. “And shove your cock in her cunt.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    Katrina was a busy woman, and after scolding Sambit for not going home to visit their mother regularly, she left. And soon after, Sambit and the twins went their separate ways. Sambit muttered something about being sober sucking, and how he was going to get wasted. The twins left after announcing they were going to find a way to sneak into the house so that Oliver could sleep with the three-breasted witch. They’d be back, they said.  
 
    Oliver was left alone with his three Dalits. He could sense their apprehension, and he wanted to tell them everything was going to be okay, but more importantly, he really wanted to talk to Harmony about what had happened the day previous day, when he had fucked both sisters.  
 
    Oliver was only human… if two incredibly hot women were going to stand naked before him and offer sex, he just didn’t have the willpower to resist that. But he was having second thoughts about the whole thing, about sleeping with both Bella and Harmony. And he didn’t think Harmony enjoyed it as much as she pretended to.  
 
    Harmony sat on the bed, watching him with those big green eyes of hers. Oliver wanted to get on the bed and sit beside her, take her hand in his, have her sit on his lap. He wanted to cuddle with her. But he couldn’t do any of those things because the bed was already pretty much taken by the three Dalits.  
 
    Oliver was really beginning to hate having to share space with Bella and Esmeralda. He yearned for the simpler times, when it was just him and Harmony, and before he knew that he was going to possibly die very soon. Shit. He’d just reminded himself about the whole exploding into tiny little pieces on account of his magic being bound or whatever.  
 
    Oliver rubbed his head. What week it had been… actually, what a time it had been in Atlantis, always one thing after another. Almost as if someone was writing a story, and to make it interesting, they kept throwing random things in. And sex. Oh, was there so much sex…   
 
    He could do with some sex now. He could do with some food too. “Want to get some food?” Oliver asked, looking directly at Harmony only. 
 
    She nodded. Of course, she nodded. She was his Dalit bitch, she wasn’t going to say no to him. Oliver shook his head. Why was he thinking of her as a bitch? Was he angry at her? Why would he be angry at her? 
 
    Harmony climbed off the bed, and Oliver stood up. He watched as she bent over to pick up some clothes, her beautiful ass on display, he wanted to grab her from behind and shove his cock inside her cunt. Or her ass. He didn’t. Instead, he waited till she was dressed and then taking her hand in his, he led her out and up the hill towards the school. 
 
    Once in the canteen, Oliver sat opposite Harmony. He was hungry, so he stuffed his face with food, and all the while, Harmony sat and watched him.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” Oliver asked, annoyed.  
 
    His voice came out harsher than he had intended, and Harmony shuddered, before saying quietly, “…Nothing.”  
 
    “Don’t lie,” Oliver said. “I’ve been under a lot of stress, okay. I’ve just recently found out I might die soon… I have lots of things to figure, like what the fuck those stupid Zarlocks want from me, why someone bound my magic, just… Just a lot going on. And I can sense something is wrong with you. Tell me.”   
 
    Harmony opened her mouth as if to speak, and then, apparently deciding otherwise, she closed it. She opened her mouth again, but no words came out.  
 
    “Just spill! Just say it! I swear, if you open your mouth one more time and don’t say anything, I’ll-” Oliver stopped, not knowing exactly what to threaten Harmony with. And then it hit him. She was a horny bitch, right? “I’ll not sleep with you for a whole month!” 
 
    That brought a smile to her face. Harmony unbuttoned the top part of her shirt and exposed her breasts. “The only thing stopping you from fucking me right here right now is your Wanderer sensibilities.”  
 
    Oliver stared at her breasts. She was right. He did want her, and he was tempted to say fuck it to his Wanderer “sensibilities” and do her right there and then.   
 
    Harmony buttoned her shirt up. “It’s a lot to take in for me too,” she said softly. “Your magic’s bound. You’re going to die within a year. You’re the first wizard born to Wanderers. You have to save the Zarlocks or whatever. We wake up in the morning and find the highest of the nobility in the treehouse? What are we supposed to do? We don’t know what were supposed to do. And then you don’t like Bella either. What has the girl ever done to you? I love you… Being able to sense your unhappiness, it makes me feel like I’m failing.”  
 
    She wasn’t kidding. There was a lot for her to take in. But one thing at a time. “I like Bella,” Oliver said sullenly.  
 
    “You do?”  
 
    Oliver nodded begrudgingly. He did Like Bella. She was a sweet girl. A very sexy and horny sweet girl…  
 
    “Then what’s the problem?” Harmony asked, exasperated. 
 
    “She’s your sister!” 
 
    “If I don’t have a problem with it, why do you?”  
 
    “But you do have a problem with it,” Oliver said softly. He leaned forward and took Harmony’s hands in his. “I sensed it, your unease. You want me to fuck her, because you think it’s the right thing to do,” he added, deciding to leave out that it most certainly wasn’t the right thing to do. “But you don’t like it, do you?”  
 
    Harmony’s eyes fell, and she gave a sad smile. “She’s my sister, and I love her to bits. She’s the sweetest girl I know, and the one that has been through the most. She deserves to be happy, and you can do that. You can make her happy.”  
 
    “What about you?” Oliver asked. “What about us?”  
 
    A mischievous spark appeared in her green eyes. “Oh, she’ll make you happy,” Harmony laughed, and then added, “And I’ll get used to it.”  
 
    Oliver frowned.  “Fine. You want me to fuck your sister, I’ll fuck your sister.”  
 
    Harmony squeezed his hand. “Thank you,” she whispered.  
 
    Oliver had said it in rage, but now that he thought about it, why the hell shouldn’t he fuck Bella? He’d already done it once, and he wasn’t going to lie, it had been great. And both the sisters, though clearly insane, actually wanted him to do it.  
 
    His anger melted away as he sensed Harmony’s feelings once more. She was worried, and it had nothing to do about him fucking both sisters.  
 
    “Hey,” he placed a hand under her chin and lifted her head up, meeting her beautiful green eyes. “I’m not going to die, okay.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
    Leaning back in his chair, staring absently out the window, Oliver sat in Master Hickey’s history class. Three days had passed, and they were still no closer to doing anything about the whole Zarlock thing, or finding out who had bound his magic, and why. For the latter, they didn’t even know where to start their search for answers.  
 
    On the plus side, in those three days, he’d slept with both Harmony and Bella three times. Together. Esmeralda would suddenly leave the treehouse, and the two sisters would basically pounce on him. Not that he was complaining. Their hot naked bodies… 
 
    “The Werewolves' War,” Master Hickey said. “Who can tell me something about it?”  
 
    Oliver snapped out of his little daydreaming session as Fiona and Felicity raised their hands. But Master Hickey ignored them and explored the class, looking for someone else. Oliver did the same, though he was looking for someone in particular. Melisandre. He hadn’t seen her since the incident with the Black Leopards. He had thought about going to her room to check on her but, what with everything going on between him, Harmony and Bella, Oliver wasn’t sure if he was ready to face up to his feelings for Melisandre, whatever those feelings were.  
 
    “Sambit,” Master Hickey pointed at him.   
 
    Sambit, who, with quill in hand had been steadily etching an eagle onto his desk, looked up startled. “What?”  
 
    “Tell me something about the Werewolves' War.”  
 
    “Uh, we battled the wolves?” 
 
    Master Hickey nodded and waited expectantly for more, but none came. Sambit returned to his piece of art, satisfied with his contribution.   
 
    “I guess that is telling me something... Maybe I should have been more specific,” the teacher muttered. “Can anyone tell me how the war started?”  
 
    The twins’ hands were still up, and after searching the class and not finding any more, he turned to them reluctantly.  
 
    “The wolves came from the west one day, thousands of them, biting and killing witches and wizards, and everything else in their way,” one said.   
 
    “The wizards were quickly overrun. They had never seen wolves before. They didn’t know how to fight them. They were losing. But one day the wolves just stopped. They dispersed into small packs and fled back westward, from where they came,” the other said.  
 
    Oliver didn’t know his Atlantis history that well, but he did know the twins' answer covered more than what had been asked. They were like that in class, always adding little titbits of information and answering questions that might have followed.  
 
    Master Hickey didn’t seem to mind though and he nodded agreeably. “And that is where they still are to this day,” he said. “Once you have finished with school, some of you will head for the wild west, to the Line of Control. You will come face to face with werewolves. What you learn today could very well save your life. What you need to remember most is that the wolves were never defeated. They simply turned and ran. Why, no-one knows. They live in small packs now, and they are easy to keep away, but if they were ever to regroup they would be a force to reckon with, even with wizards united.”    
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver and Sambit sat on the back porch, facing the forest with their feet dangling off the edge throwing a Spinner. It was a Frisbee really, with one difference – it would fly back really fast on its own accord and try and sucker smack you on the face.  
 
    The Dalit girls had wondered off somewhere, and this sort of felt nice for Oliver, just sitting here, doing nothing much, throwing a Spinner. The only thing missing was drinks. He could do with a few beers.  
 
     “What’s that smell?” Sambit asked.   
 
    Oliver and Sambit both covered their noses as the strong stench overwhelmed them. They could hear footsteps climbing up and a little later Fiona’s head popped up on the front porch, a wide smile on her face. She stepped into the tree house, followed by Felicity who carried a black bag in her hand.  
 
    Still smiling and seemingly oblivious to the horrible smell, Fiona stood at the door facing the back porch. “Guess what we have in the bag,” she said gleefully.  
 
    With their hands still over their noses, Oliver and Sambit shook their heads disgustedly. They didn’t want to know. What they wanted was for the twins to go away and take the bag with them.  
 
    Undeterred by their behaviour, Fiona continued, “It’s the answer to the little cat problem,” she said.  
 
    Oliver frowned. He didn’t have a cat, though he would much rather a dozen cats and all their problems instead of whatever foul thing was in that bag. Sambit had forgotten about the Spinner as it came flying back, determined, almost as if it knew, and hit him on the cheek.  
 
    “What cat problem?” he growled angrily as he picked up the Spinner. 
 
    “Shera,” Felicity said stiffly.   
 
    Oliver thought he knew what was in the bag. “Didn’t we agree that was a bad idea?” he asked, wondering when Shera became a “little cat”.  
 
    “That was when we thought he had killed the Zarlocks,” Fiona said, still smiling. “Now we know he’s just a pet, this should be easy. It’s deer meat,” she added brightly, “their favourite kind.”  
 
    “How do you know it’s their favourite kind?” Sambit snapped, now rubbing his cheek. “Did you ask him?”  
 
    Fiona’s smile turned into a frown but she continued anyway. “It’s laced with a strong sleeping potion,” she said and her smile returned. “We added a little something to enhance the smell, lure the kitty out.”  
 
    “You mean to say you created that horrible smell?” Sambit raged.  
 
    “Oh. It must be quite strong by now,” Fiona said. “You should probably block it out of your senses.”     
 
    It was no wonder she was smiling, Oliver thought bitterly. He didn’t bother to ask how to block the smell from his senses. There was a very good chance he wouldn’t be able to do it. And now he would have to live with this smell for at least the rest of the day before it cleared out.  
 
    “I don’t actually know how to get into the house,” Oliver said. “The last time we went there, all the doors and windows were closed, remember?”  
 
    Fiona’s face fell. “That’s true.” She turned to look at Felicity. “We got a little ahead or ourselves, didn’t we?” 
 
    In response, Felicity shrugged. “What do we do with the meat?” she held the bag up.  
 
    “Where did you get it from?” Sambit asked.  
 
    “The little midget in the kitchen.”  
 
    “Give it back to the midget,” Oliver muttered. He didn’t have fond memories of the midget.   
 
    “No.” Fiona shook her head sadly. “I can’t do that. She wouldn’t let this back in her kitchen.”  
 
    But it was a problem of their own making, and they left with it. Fiona wondered out loud ways of disposing of the meat and Felicity followed her out. Oliver and Sambit had only just had time to resume their game of throwing the Spinner before the twins were back again. And this time they were not alone.  
 
    Beside them stood a woman wearing a black cloak, and only a black cloak. The front was open, and Oliver could see her breasts and her cunt.  
 
    “Lucinda?”  
 
    “Hello.” Lucinda forced a smile. 
 
    “What are you doing here?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “Your life’s in danger,” Lucinda said. “I’ve come to take you back to the Land of the Wanderers.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver had been sitting merrily on the back porch with his feet dangling out by the edge, trying his hardest not to ogle Lucinda’s gorgeous and mostly naked body, when the redhead announced she was here to take him back to the Land of the Wanderers. 
 
    He wasn’t proud of his first reaction. With his eyes still trying to get a proper glimpse of her cunt as her stupid flapping cloak kept getting in the way, it took a while for Oliver to process what she had said. 
 
    “Huh?” he asked, staring up at her face dumbly. 
 
    “I’m here to take you back to the land of the Wanderers,” Lucinda repeated. “It’s not safe for you here.”  
 
    “Who exactly are you?” Sambit asked.  
 
    Lucinda’s eyes fell on Sambit, as if only just noticing him, and she did a hasty bow, the movement caused her cloak to part completely from the middle, putting on display fully her beautiful breasts and her cunt.  
 
    “I am Lucinda, my lord,” she said. “I’m the Other Sider that brought Oliver over from the Land of the Wanderers.”  
 
    “Lucinda,” Sambit repeated the name. “You’re a Dalit?” Lucinda’s face reddened slightly as she nodded. “A Dalit Other Sider,” Sambit chuckled. “Good for you.”  
 
    A look of relief flashed across Lucinda’s face. “Thank you,” she mumbled, bowing once more. “We need to go,” she said to Oliver. “We have to get away from here before they come.”  
 
    “Whose coming?” Oliver asked. 
 
    “I can’t tell you,” Lucinda said. “Trust me on this one. I wouldn’t be here if I didn’t have to.”  
 
    Oliver did sort of trust her. The last time he’d seen her was in the Baron’s Treasure. He’d had a few drinks, and now that he remembered, he’d basically made a fool out of himself, wrapping his arm around her waist, pulling her in for a kiss.  
 
    He’d basically been a drunk sexual pervert. Something that was definitely not okay. And she’d let him do it. She hadn’t resisted once. The only thing she did was warn him that his life was in danger, that Melisandre was going to come for him. And she had been right.  
 
    “Can I take Harmony and Bella with me?” Oliver asked, and then added, “And Esmeralda too.” If she wanted to come.  
 
    “Your three Dalits?” Lucinda asked. “Yeah sure, whatever. But we need to go now.” 
 
    “Woah, just stop for a second,” Sambit said. “You can’t just take him,” he said to Lucinda, then turned to Oliver. “You want to go back to the Land of the Wanderers?” 
 
    Oliver hadn’t thought about going back in a while, but that was because his memory was still fresh with what had happened in the Death Maze. Long story short, he’d almost died, and so had Harmony. But with Lucinda, that wouldn’t happen. Also, he didn’t have the dreams in the Land of the Wanderers, and he rarely needed to get so angry that his magic exploded out of him. It was all win-win, wasn’t it? 
 
    Oliver said as much.  
 
    “But you’re dreaming of the Zarlocks,” Fiona said, her face crestfallen, before turning to Lucinda, she added, “He’s dreaming of the Zarlocks. He has to stay and avenge them or do whatever it is that they want.” 
 
    “I know all about his dreams,” Lucinda said, “but he really does have to leave immediately.”  
 
    “How do you know about the dreams?” Oliver asked. He didn’t remember telling her about them.   
 
    Lucinda bit into her bottom lip. “Can we have this conversation on the move?” she asked impatiently.  
 
    Sambit shook his head. “You’re going to tell me everything,” he said, his voice firm, but quiet. “And you’re going to start with this danger he’s supposedly in.”  
 
    Oliver could see the internal struggle Lucinda was having, and the panic on her face. She was afraid. He had no reason to not trust her, but he did want to know what this danger was, and he couldn’t see the harm in her telling them what it was, so he waited patiently, knowing Lucinda would eventually spill. As a Dalit, there was no way she was going to refuse Sambit.  
 
    “Okay…” Lucinda whispered. She cleared her throat and began speaking at a quick and fast pace. “Lord Dragonoski knows about your dreams. He met with this… thing. It was mostly shadow and smoke, but within the smoke there was a man. I think it was a man. Lord Dragonoski was afraid of this man. He told him about your dreams. And then, this flying… floating, man, he said “The Zarlocks shall have no heirs”. And then he said he was going to kill you.”  
 
    Complete silence followed Lucinda’s quick burst of speech. It wasn’t really at all what Oliver was expecting and judging by the looks on Sambit and the twins faces, they were pretty confused too.  
 
    “Oliver is the Zarlocks heir?” Fiona asked. “How is that even possible?” 
 
    “Lord Dragonoski is afraid a shadow?” Sambit asked.  
 
    Lucinda opened her mouth. “That wasn’t what-” 
 
    “Sounds about right,” Sambit said, grinning.  
 
    Lucinda swallowed. “Can we leave now please?” she asked.  
 
     There were actual dots of perspiration on Lucinda’s forehead, and as she stood there in her open cloak, her breasts and cunt visible, Oliver didn’t want to fuck her. Which was something because he’d come to realise he was a horny insatiable fucker. No, the only thing Oliver wanted to do was calm Lucinda down, tell her everything was going to be okay. Whatever the poor girl was petrified off, it had to be quite something, because Lucinda did not scare easily. He still remembered her walking into that house full of men with guns as she rescued Emily. She hadn’t given a shit. 
 
    Oliver got up off the porch and walking into the treehouse, he stood facing Lucinda. “Let me pack quickly and then I’ll go and get Harmony and the others.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Lucinda whispered.  
 
    And then she started packing for him. She wasn’t joking when she said they needed to go now.    
 
    As his clothes quickly and neatly folded and filled his luggage, Oliver stood in the middle of the room, looking around at his friends. Were they his friends? Sambit definitely was, but the twins, he was assumed they only ever spoke to him because of the whole dreaming about the Zarlocks thing. But still, he was going to miss them.  
 
    “I can come back right?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “Yeah, sure,” Lucinda said, still busy shoving his clothes into his makeshift bag. “Once it’s safe.”  
 
    Oliver turned to look at twins. “It’s been fun guys,” he said.  
 
    “You’re so weird,” Fiona replied.  
 
    Oliver nodded. He stepped out onto the back porch where Sambit still sat, throwing his Spinner. Well, he wasn’t actually throwing the Spinner anymore. No, Sambit was staring intently at the trees that began a hundred or so meters after the treehouse.  
 
    “Sambit?” Oliver called. “You olrite?”  
 
    Sambit looked up at him. “My Spinner,” he said. “It’s gone.” 
 
    “Okay,” Oliver laughed. “You’re rich. You’ll get another one?” 
 
    “No, you don’t understand,” Sambit said, “my Spinner... it stopped spinning. Something stopped it spinning.” He turned back to face the forest and added, “There’s something out there.”  
 
    Lucinda, who was still stuffing his clothes into a bag, dropped everything and almost glided out onto the back porch. Her hand reached within her cloak and she pulled out her staff. The twins followed her out, their eyes on the trees beyond. Oliver wasn’t sure what they were looking for, and at first, he saw nothing. 
 
     “The trees...” Fiona whispered. “The branches...”  
 
    Oliver had just spotted that too. There was something amongst the trees. The branches that could, parted, and those that could not simply snapped, adding the noise of echo to the visual spectacle.   
 
    “What could be doing that?”  
 
    “Something big,” Sambit said.    
 
    But he was wrong.    
 
    They saw it then. It stepped out from behind the trees and stood at the edge of the forest. It wasn’t something big. It was something pretty normal. It was a girl of about fifteen years of age.  
 
    She was shorter than Oliver in height. She wore no clothes, her body had dirt on it, as did her face. Her hair was messy and bits of leaves and twigs stuck to it. Her feet were bare. And her eyes, he could see their colour even from that distance.  
 
    They were bright yellow.     
 
    A boy stepped out next to her, his feet bare, his naked body covered in dirt, his eyes shining yellow. And then a grown man stepped out next to them. He was big. At least a foot taller than Oliver. And naked.   
 
     “Who are they?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “What are they?” Fiona asked.  
 
    “Wolves...” Lucinda murmured. “They’re werewolves.”    
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
      
 
    More and more wolves stepped out from within the trees – men, women and children, all naked, their bodies covered in dirt, all with eyes that shone, all with eyes staring at the tree house. And then they began to run.  
 
    They were incredibly fast, and they were coming towards them.   
 
    “We have to get to the school,” Lucinda said.  
 
    Sambit and the twins were already climbing down the tree trunk when Lucinda grabbed Oliver by the arm. She pulled him off the porch and into the tree house. It wasn’t that Oliver didn’t understand the danger, he was just fascinated and wanted to see more of them. He’d heard of werewolves, but he’d never seen on. And in their human forms, they were at least a foot taller than him!  
 
    Lucinda didn’t seem to give a shit about his fascination as she literally dragged him out onto the front porch. Oliver could still the wolves as they ran in their human forms. The closest to him was the girl that had stepped out first. She was still more than twenty metres away when she jumped.    
 
    She was in the air when her body began to transform. It tore open, fur sprouted out from everywhere – her arms, her legs. Her whole body grew bigger, longer and leaner. She landed on four feet on his back porch and growled. He saw her teeth. They had changed too. They were many now, and sharp. The only thing that remained of the girl was the colour of those eyes, still sparkling, still yellow.       
 
    There wasn’t time to climb down the tree trunk and Lucinda sensibly threw him over the railing. He landed clumsily on his side. It hurt. She landed next to him gracefully on both feet. He felt her hands on his back as he struggled to rise. She helped him up.  
 
    “Run!” she shouted. 
 
    Lucinda turned to face the wolf that was now tearing through his room. The fall awoke Oliver from his suicidal fascination, and he ran up the hill as fast as he could.  
 
    But it didn’t matter anymore.  
 
    He could see Sambit and the twins ahead. They had stopped running. They stood huddled together, looking around uncertainly. Oliver caught up with them and dropped to the ground. His hands formed fists and he pressed against the grass to support his weight as he rested, breathless. Ah, it had been awhile since he’d last run.   
 
    “Wolf pack...” Fiona said.  
 
    “It can’t be.” Sambit shook his head. “They’re not supposed to-” 
 
    “But they are!” Fiona said. “Look around you. They’re everywhere, hundreds of them.”  
 
    Oliver raised his head, and he noticed it for the first time.  
 
    They were everywhere.  
 
    It wasn’t just from behind the tree house that they had come. They surrounded them from all sides as more and more stepped out from between the trees that lined both sides of the path. They were there too at the top of the hill and behind them, standing in front of the tree house – some as wolves, others in their human form.  
 
    Lucinda backed away from the tree house warily with staff in hand, her eyes focused mostly on the girl that had just destroyed part of the front porch, the girl that, still in her wolf form, growled menacingly.    
 
    Once she reached Oliver and the others, she raised her hand and pointed it skywards. The burning wings of an angel appeared above.  
 
    “Why are they here?” Oliver asked.  
 
    He knew very little of wolves, but he did know of the border referred to as the Line of Control. The wolves were supposed to live on the other side of that border and wizards patrolled the area, making sure they did.   
 
    He couldn’t understand why they were here, or what they wanted. No one answered him, and as he got to his feet he knew it was because they couldn’t, because they didn’t know either.    
 
    The wolves had them encircled but they didn’t attack. From atop the hill, three wolves stepped out from amongst the rest. The one in the middle walked a little ahead of the two that flanked her on each side. 
 
    “Wait here,” Lucinda said and, with staff in hand, she took slow hesitant steps forward before stopping ten or so metres ahead them.  
 
    As the wolves neared her, the two on either side stopped and sat up like guard dogs while the single wolf continued. It began to walk on its hind legs, its fur disappeared back into its body and its head shrank, as did its arms and legs.  
 
      Standing before Lucinda was a tall woman with long dark hair and an Amazonian body. “I am Diana Balan,” she said.   
 
    Lucinda did not reply but gripped her staff tightly and held it diagonally across her body like a shield.   
 
    “This is not our way, to kill women and children. But our king has returned and asked us of it, and so it must be,” Diana said somewhat sadly. She lowered her voice. “There is no need for anyone to die here. Give me the Wanderer and we will leave.”  
 
    “What do you want with him?”  
 
    “I want nothing.” Diana gritted her teeth, before she sighed and added, “But I fear my king does not wish him well.”  
 
    Lucinda turned her head ever so slowly, taking in the environs and the hundreds of wolves that surrounded them. “What happens if I don’t give him up?”  
 
    “You and I will battle.”  
 
    “And if I win?”  
 
    Diana smiled. It was not a cruel smile. “If you win, you would deserve to walk free with the Wanderer.” The smile faded. “But we must fight to the last wolf.” She paused and then slowly added, “However, if you are able to defeat us all in single combat, one after the other...”  
 
    Lucinda looked around at the wolves once more before she gave Diana a curt nod of agreement, then turned and walked back towards them. Oliver had heard their conversation fully, even when Diana had spoken quietly. Lucinda’s plan was suicidal.  
 
    “You can’t beat them all,” he said to her.  
 
    She leaned in and whispered, “I don’t need to.”  
 
    Her eyes indicated upwards where the angel’s wings burned. She didn’t need to beat even one. All she had to do was last long enough till help came.  
 
    “My lord,” Lucinda smiled at Sambit. “Please uh… Please don’t-“ 
 
    “Don’t do anything stupid,” Fiona finished of Lucinda’s sentence.  
 
    Sambit glared at her. “Wouldn’t dream of it,” he muttered.  
 
    “Have you ever fought a wolf before?” Oliver asked.  
 
    Lucinda shook her head. “I had never seen one till today,” she said. “But don’t worry,” she smiled weakly as she walked off, “how hard can it be?”  
 
    Hard enough was what Oliver thought. He knew enough of the history. The wizards were losing the war against the wolves. They had no answer for their strength and speed. Wolves rampaged through wizard towns and cities at ease, burning and biting. The wizards didn’t win the war, the wolves suddenly broke rank one day and fled.  
 
    Oliver wondered why they were back. What did they want with him? Up ahead, Lucinda dropped her cloak and stood naked facing Diana. They were both beautiful in their own ways, the two naked women.  
 
    Lucinda was beautiful in the way that every man dreamed. She had the perfect body. Large breasts, curvy ass, a cunt that you just wanted to bury your face in… And Diana, she was beautiful in that intimidating way. Like the really tall girl who had the legs that stretched for ever. She was so tall that she made your perfectly proportioned cock feel inadequate. Like, was it getting in there enough? 
 
     Lucinda gave a slight bow before she took a few steps back. Diana did not bow back, but she changed into a wolf in the blink of an eye. The duel had begun.  
 
    Diana charged at Lucinda. She raised her staff but it mattered not as the wolf deflected it aside before she crashed into Lucinda’s chest and knocked her to the ground. Diana bit into Lucinda’s staff, pulled it out of her hand and flung it away, out of sight and out of reach.   
 
    It wasn’t hard to see why wizards had struggled to contain the wolves. The speed and strength Oliver just witnessed was incredible.  
 
    Diana changed into human form and circled the grounded Lucinda, stalking her, waiting for her to get up. Oliver could see the glow in Lucinda’s fists as she lay on the ground. And then she was up and quick at throwing her first punches. But Diana was quicker still, even in human form, and she simply moved out of the way or deflected them. The one or two that did connect seemed to have little or no effect.  
 
    And then Diana hit Lucinda, right in the stomach, and Lucinda dropped to her knees where she stayed. Diana waited for her to get up before it began again, and again she blocked her attacks easily before she moved in to hit her, and again Lucinda dropped to the ground.  
 
    It wasn’t going well. Each time, Lucinda took longer to get up. She couldn’t take much more. Soon she wouldn’t be able to get up at all. As she fell again, Oliver made to move towards her but hands grabbed hold of him and held him back.  
 
    “She’s going to die,” he shouted at them.  
 
    But they didn’t let go.  
 
    “She just needs to hold on a little longer,” Sambit said.  
 
    But she couldn’t. Lucinda had given up trying to punch and had resorted to using magic from afar. It had little effect. Diana barely flinched before she moved in for another hit. She didn’t seem to be enjoying it. There was no gloating, no mocking and with every punishment she handed down upon Lucinda, the wolf’s face grew grimmer.  
 
    And then it happened.  
 
    Diana kicked Lucinda in the cunt, and as the redhead bent over in agony, she kicked her from the side, sending Lucinda rolling down the hill. She came to a stop a few feet away from Oliver and he rushed towards her.  
 
    Oliver dropped beside her on his knees. Her face was badly bruised and blood dripped from the side of her mouth. Her beautiful naked body was covered in bruises, her cunt seemed to have been hurt more than once. Oliver couldn’t see any broken bones, and for that he was grateful.  
 
    She stared up at him with those red eyes of her. “I’m sorry, Oliver,” she whispered.  
 
    “Shh,” Oliver said. “You did great.”  
 
    Up on the hill, Diana had walked back to re-join her clan of wolves, and she stood now, looking down at him, waiting. Oliver had to go, he knew, and he got up, wishing to walk on his own accord instead of being dragged there by the wolves.  
 
    He took a deep breath and filled his lungs with air. He held his chest up and his head high. He was terrified. But he wouldn’t let them know that. Oliver had taken only his second step when Fiona grabbed hold of his hand.  
 
    “No.” She shook her head. “No, no, no.” Her eyes began to water.  
 
    Oliver looked away and gently pulled his hand free. “I have to go,” he said, “I’ll-” 
 
    “No,” Fiona said and she grabbed hold of him again.  
 
    “He has to go,” Sambit said. He put his hand on hers, pried it off Oliver and held onto it. “They won’t get away with this,” he promised. 
 
    Oliver nodded and continued to walk up the hill. He wondered again what the wolves could want with him. He knew little about them, but he did know they hated wizards, Zarlocks and Le Fays alike. So it made little sense for them to come here for him specifically.  
 
    Their king had returned, Diana had said, and had asked for him. He didn’t know the wolves had a king...   
 
    He hadn’t gotten very far when someone grabbed him by the arm and pulled him back. They had to stop doing that, Oliver thought. He turned to see Sambit holding onto him with one hand and pointing skyward with the other.  
 
    “Phoenix,” he said.  
 
    Oliver looked up. Above him was that red bird, the one that would sometimes sit on his porch, the one that had woken him once by pecking on his nose. It was flying over them. The wolves all around were no longer standing idly, they were running towards him. Even Diana, who had changed back into a wolf, galloped down the hill.  
 
    “What’s going on?” Oliver asked.  
 
    The phoenix swooped down. Flying low, its tail burst into flames and touched the ground, setting it ablaze. It flew in a circle around them, surrounding them in a ring of fire, keeping the wolves out.  
 
    Fiona knelt down and squeezed Lucinda’s shoulder. “Look, the flames of the Phoenix,” she said. “We’re saved.”  
 
    Oliver couldn’t see how being trapped by flames twenty feet high saved them. They were going to suffocate to death if the heat didn’t kill them first. But there was no heat, none that he could feel. The wolves on the other side, the ones that had been closest to him as the flames came up, dug their heels into the ground to stop from running into it before they cowered away.  
 
    “Phoenixes control their fire,” Sambit said. “All the heat is on the outside.”   
 
    Maybe they were saved, Oliver thought as he saw Diana, back in human form, standing at the edge of the flames on the other side. Lucinda opened her eyes briefly before they closed again. Her lips moved but no audible sound was heard. They leaned in to hear her faint whisper. “...flames will not last forever. The wolves will come.”   
 
    “They don’t have to last forever,” Sambit said determinedly. “Just long enough for help to arrive.”  
 
    That had been the plan all along, to buy some time and wait for help. There were the wings of an angel in the sky. There were wizards not very far away in the school. If help was to come, Oliver wondered, shouldn’t it have been here already?  
 
    “What if help doesn’t come?” he asked.  
 
    “It will.”   
 
    “Why aren’t they here already?” 
 
    “They’ll come,” Sambit said, though he didn’t sound so sure anymore.    
 
    “We can’t wait any longer,” Fiona said slowly. “We need another plan.”  
 
    “We’ll fight them.”  
 
    Fiona laughed haughtily. “Fight them all? Who? You?” she scoffed at Sambit. “Just a minute ago you wanted to let him go, and now you want to fight them?”   
 
    “That was before the phoenix-” 
 
    “Yes, phoenixes bring good luck, but your stupidity will compensate for any it does bring us,” Fiona said irritably. “We have to get out of here,” she added.   
 
    “That’s a brilliant idea. Why didn’t we think of that before?” Sambit muttered sullenly and quietly.  
 
    Fiona still heard him. “Shut up,” she told him.  
 
    “You shut up, you stupid whore,” Sambit said back.  
 
    Fiona’s eyes widened. “How dare you?” she gasped.  
 
    “What?” Sambit said evenly. “You sold your body for a favour, remember. That makes you a whore.”  
 
    Fiona raised her hand and tried to slap Sambit across the face. Except, he stopped her. And now they were holding hands staring at each other. Oliver couldn’t tell if they were going to fight or fuck.  
 
    “I can jump...” Lucinda said. She was trying to sit up. Felicity held her by the shoulder and steadied her. 
 
    “You can jump?” Sambit’s face lit up and almost instantly became sad again. “There is no place to jump to.”  
 
    “House of Zarlock,” Lucinda said. Her eyes closed. “You flew over it on your brooms. That means it doesn’t have spells protecting it.”  
 
    “What’s a jump?” Oliver asked. 
 
    “It could work,” Fiona said slowly.   
 
    “I’ve never been there,” Lucinda said. She opened her eyes then. “But you have.”  
 
    “What’s a jump?” Oliver asked one more. 
 
    And once more, everyone ignored him.  
 
    “What do you need from us?” Fiona asked.  
 
    “Gather round.” She leaned forward and held both her hands out. They sat around her and joined hands, Oliver a little reluctantly. He still didn’t know what a jump was, and he was a little annoyed that they were ignoring him.   
 
    “I need one person to think of a place in the House of Zarlock for me to jump to. Think of the place you know most well, the place you can see most clearly in your head.”  
 
    Sambit and the twins turned to look at Oliver. “What’s a jump?” he asked, a little crossly.  
 
    “It’s when someone opens a portal to move from one place to another in an instant,” Fiona said.  
 
    “Very few people can actually jump,” Sambit said.  
 
    “And almost every place has anti-flying and jumping spells covering them,” Fiona continued. “No-one likes it when somebody suddenly appears in their house. Also, the portal stays open for a while after the jump, which can be annoying.”  
 
    “The House of Zarlock didn’t have any anti-flying charms protecting it, so it might not have ones for jumps either,” Sambit said. 
 
    It made sense, sort of, Oliver thought. “What do you want me to do?”  
 
    “Picture clearly the place we’re to jump to,” Fiona said. “Lucinda’s never been to the House of Zarlock. We all have...” She paused. “...but you know it best.”  
 
    She was right; he did know the place best. He’d spent a few memorable nights wandering its halls. He could quite vividly picture a few places without trying too hard.  
 
    “Ok,” Oliver agreed.  
 
    “Please, let’s hurry.” Felicity worriedly looked over the flames towards the hill. “I think Diana’s about to make a jump of her own.”  
 
    The wolf was back at the top of the hill in her animal form. With her head down, front legs crouched, back legs raised, she dashed down.    
 
    “Keep your minds blank of places,” Lucinda said to everyone else.  
 
    Fiona said to Oliver, “Remember, one place to jump to.”  
 
    Oliver closed his eyes and thought of the room where the three-breasted witch waited. It was as good a place as any. He was holding Fiona’s hand with his right, and Lucinda’s with his left. Warmth from both their hands flowed through his.  
 
    Something was happening. They were about to jump.  
 
    He was supposed to picture a place, but his mind was suddenly blank, void of all images. The ground beneath him shook. The portal was opening. Think of a place to jump to, you idiot, he mentally scolded himself.  
 
    In a state of panic, Oliver remembered flying over the bridge, just in front of the house. There was clear open space there. He focused his mind just as he felt the ground give way, as he felt himself being sucked in. He heard shouting and screaming. He opened his eyes.  
 
    They were falling.   
 
    The portal had opened up in mid-air. They were too far from the ground. They were falling to their deaths.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
      
 
    They were in trouble, and Oliver knew why. He had pictured the spot from above, remembering it as he had flown over on a broom. And that was where the portal had opened, in mid-air. It was his fault they were now falling to their deaths.  
 
    “You bloody idiot!” Felicity screamed at him.  
 
    He already knew that. She didn’t have to yell it at him. But he did wonder if anyone could have made that mistake. Everything happened so quickly, he'd panicked.  
 
    “Don’t let go of each other,” Lucinda said over the noise of the rushing wind as they continued to fall.  
 
    Oliver had no plans of letting go of anyone. He instinctively did the opposite. He pulled closer to Lucinda’s naked body, not knowing why. Maybe he wanted to be close to someone in his last moments... Fiona, who was on top of him, wrapped her arms around him and hugged so tightly her nails dug into his chest.   
 
    They were close to the ground when Lucinda stretched her hand out and held open her palm, facing down. They didn’t stop falling, but they slowed suddenly. And then they hit the ground.  
 
    Oliver landed with a thud on his front, Fiona still on his back. He rolled over, trying to get her off him. His vision became blurry and the sounds of the waterfall were replaced by a loud ringing noise in his head. As his vision returned, he became aware of someone standing over him.  
 
    “You idiot! You idiot! You idiot!” Felicity repeatedly hit him all over with both hands. “You could have killed us all you thick, wool-headed idiot!” 
 
    Oliver’s hands remained where they were, by his sides. He didn’t try to stop her. He felt like he deserved it. He had almost killed them all. Felicity eventually tired of hitting him and stomped off to check on Lucinda, who lay on her side curled up in a ball with her eyes closed.  
 
    Oliver sat up and rubbed the side of his head. He had landed awkwardly, it hurt a lot, and it should have bruised and bled, but it hadn’t. There were minor scrapes on his knees and elbows, but other than that he was okay.  
 
    He stood up shakily, still holding his head, and made to move towards Lucinda when he heard a loud roar. He paused to look over his shoulder and at the steps that led up to the House of Zarlock. But the roar hadn’t come from inside the house; it came from above, where the portal remained open.  
 
    It was Diana.  
 
    She didn’t slow down as she fell. But she didn’t need to. She was a strong and powerful werewolf and she landed on her four feet. her head swayed a little as her yellow eyes took in the surroundings. They settled on Oliver and the wolf gave a low growl as she teeth gritted.    
 
    “Run,” Sambit told him.  
 
    Oliver hurried towards the house, not knowing where else to go. He scrambled up the steps, trying to take three at a time, sometimes succeeding, other times almost tripping. As he reached the top the doors flung open.   
 
    Another roar filled the air, and this time it did come from within the house. It was Shera. The tiger was galloping down the hall, his black and white stripes reflecting off the purple marble creating a beautifully frightening image.  
 
    Behind Oliver, Diana the wolf was already at the bottom step, and in front of him Shera the tiger was at the door. Oliver crouched down and put his arms over his head just as the tiger leaped into the air.  
 
    There was an almighty thud above, and then two bodies landed on top of him. Growling and snarling, their claws dug into each other as tufts of fur flew about. Oliver rolled out from underneath as the two beasts separated.  
 
    Shera charged at Diana. His paws grabbed her by the chest and his jaws closed around the side of the wolf’s face. They tumbled down the steps, once again gripped together. Oliver watched as the two enormous and magnificent-looking beasts clashed. Their jaws, the sharp glistening teeth, the fur that floated above – mostly the brown of the wolf – the claws digging into each other drawing blood, the prowling before the beasts charged, clunking as their bodies slammed into each other – it was mesmerising.    
 
    The door to the House of Zarlock was still open and Oliver managed to draw his eyes away long enough to appreciate the good fortune. He hadn’t planned for this, but he was here now, and the three-breasted witch was there. He turned and walked in.   
 
    There was an oddity about finally being in the place of his dreams. This very hall he had walked so many nights, and now he was really here. There was no time to take in the moment. He ran past the gold and purple pillars, through the door at the end, through another corridor, another room, and then another. Doors opened for him as he approached each one.     
 
    He came to the final door and like the many before, it opened. In the room beyond lay the table. Men in armour stood on both sides, looking larger in life. Oliver didn’t stop at the door and he didn’t look up at the faces of steel. He ran as fast as he could, stopping only as he reached the end.  
 
    She was there… 
 
    By the side of the table, the table filled with shiny and sparkly weaponry, the three-breasted witch stood naked and tall, much taller than he remembered. She had purple hair, purple eyes, and three breasts. 
 
    “I have been waiting for you, heir of Zarlock,” she said.  
 
    Lucinda had mentioned something about him being the heir of Zarlock, and now the three-breasted witch said the same thing. Heir of Zarlock? How was that even possible? Unless heir meant something else in Atlantis? 
 
    Oliver walked towards the witch, as if in a trance. She was much bigger in real life, at least a head taller than him. The witch rubbed her hands on her cunt, and then lifted those hands to her breasts, rubbing them.  
 
    “Suck on them,” she whispered.  
 
     If Oliver had a choice, he might have asked a few questions before he sucked on her breasts. He could tell something was wrong when his head began to move towards her breasts, his mouth open. He hadn’t told his brain to do that.  
 
    His mouth closed around her first breast, sucking on the nipple, he felt something sweet trickle into his mouth and down his throat. Was it milk? His mouth moved from her first breast to her second, and he did the same, and once more, something sweet trickled into his mouth and down his throat. And the same happened for her third breast. 
 
    Oliver stepped away from the witch as he felt the liquid spread through his body. He could hear clicking and clanking as it passed through his joints. It should have hurt. It sounded like his bones were breaking. But once it was finished, his body only felt sore and his muscles a little sensitive.  
 
    “Almost done, my lord,” the three-breasted witch whispered. “Come,” she held her hand out. “Lay with me.” 
 
    Oliver took her hand, and she led him to the table, where she lay on her back. And then he realised that he was naked. He didn’t recall taking his clothes off, but it didn’t matter. The gigantic witch with three breasts was lying on the table, her legs open, her large cunt exposed.  
 
    Oliver placed a hand under each of her legs. He pulled her ass to the edge of the table, his cock probed at her cunt, and then he drove it in. It was sex like he’d never had before. Every time he thrust his cock deep inside her cunt, he felt little speckles of energy go through his penis and inside his body. Every thrust made him feel stronger, made him feel more powerful.  
 
    He climbed on top of her and grabbing her breasts, he fucked her cunt ferociously, his hips slamming into her thighs, he came inside her, and then collapsed on top of her.  
 
    She kissed him on the head. “Welcome home, my lord.”  
 
    Oliver didn’t get much of a chance to ask about this whole “lord” thing. There was a sound in his head, a constant pounding, getting louder and louder. He shook his head, trying to rid it. It didn’t work. He climbed off her, his eyes drifted towards the door.   
 
    He knew why he couldn’t shake the noise away. It wasn’t in his head. The pounding was that of Diana’s paws as they touched the ground. The wolf was alive and she was coming for him.  
 
    Oliver wondered if that meant Shera was dead. The tiger had been on top, winning, before he left. Galloping on her four legs, Diana came in view. The left side of her face was covered in blood and there were large scratch marks all across her body. Patches of fur were missing all over.   
 
    The wolf was still quite far. Oliver shouldn’t have noticed the blood, the missing fur, the scratch marks, but he did. He could even see the air coming out of Diana’s nostrils. And the pounding as her feet touched the ground, he could hear it.  
 
    His hearing and sight were suddenly so much better. But they wouldn’t save him from the wolf. Oliver remembered the staff on the table. It hadn’t ended well the last couple of times he tried using one. But it was either fight or flight – and there was nowhere to run.  
 
    His feet moved much faster than he was used to and he tumbled forward, surprised by their speed, unable to control them. Diana was in the room and she jumped off the ground, his mouth open. The table was out of reach, but Oliver desperately stretched his hand out anyway.    
 
    The staff flew at him. He caught it deftly, surprising himself, and turned to see Diana descending upon him. He had to fill the staff with magic but, not knowing how, he wished it to happen.   
 
    The wolf’s jaws were open wide. Its teeth were sharp and long. They were coming straight for his neck. Oliver couldn’t wait any longer for the magic filling shit to happen. He swung the staff, aiming for Diana’s head.  
 
    It connected.    
 
    The wolf howled as the staff forced her head away. The rest of its body still came crashing into him. Oliver pushed it away and scrambled to his feet. He wondered if it was a good time to run. He glanced at the door. It was too far away and he was unsure of his feet. Why was he suddenly so much stronger, so much faster? Was that what the three-breasted witch had done to him? Had she given him strength and speed? And where was she now? He couldn’t see her on the table or anywhere else, for that matter.  
 
    Diana shook her head and growled. But she didn’t charge. She stayed back, suddenly wary. The wolf circled him, stopping as she stood in the way of the door. It was calculating, planning its next move, waiting for the right moment. Oliver had his staff ready but he didn’t think it would be as easy again. He had caught Diana off-guard that time. It was a different prospect now with the beast hounding him like prey.   
 
    As he backed away from the encroaching wolf, Oliver came up against the table. There was a shield on it. Diana suddenly charged at him, he picked up the shield with his free hand and ducked down, trying to hide behind it.  
 
    He felt the shield heat up. And then it began to expand around him, protecting him on all sides by thick metal. Oliver couldn’t see the wolf anymore, but he felt her as she hit the metal with a loud clatter.  
 
    The shield shrunk back to its normal size as Oliver moved away from the table. He spotted Diana laying on her side looking exhausted, her mouth open and her tongue hanging loose. The wolf got up and growled but her eyes wavered, and she made no attempt to fight.  
 
    They both turned to face the door at the sound of thudding footsteps. Oliver feared more wolves, but what came running into the room did not have brown fur, it had black and white.  
 
    It was Shera.      
 
    The tiger ran straight for the wolf. Diana had regained her composure, but she seemed to be in no mood for anymore battles and she ran for the door. Shera stopped and sat up like a guard dog, letting her go, watching.    
 
    Oliver held the shield in front of his body defensively as the tiger strolled toward him. He still had the staff, but he didn’t point it at Shera, he held it limply by his side. He didn’t want to fight it. This was the Zarlocks’ pet.  
 
    He wondered what he was doing as he dropped to his knees and let go of both the staff and shield. He was defenceless as the tiger came face to face with him. The tiger’s nose touched his bare chest and sniffed.  
 
     A moment later, having decided, the tiger licked him on the face. Oliver wrapped his arms around Shera’s neck as the tiger continued to lick. After a while, it pulled away and crouched onto all four knees, invitingly.  
 
    Oliver grabbed the shield in one hand, the staff in the other, and he climbed onto Shera. And that was how Sambit, Lucinda and the twins saw him as he came out of the House of Zarlock, riding on the back of the white tiger.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “You look... different,” Fiona said. 
 
    Oliver felt different. He felt good, alive, as if he had just risen from a lifelong slumber and finally he was fully awake. His body seemed to have changed too. He felt taller and less clumsy. His sight had improved; everything was more defined, better coloured. It was odd – he had never needed glasses before. 
 
    “What happened here?”  
 
    So much for his better sight, he thought, as he only just noticed Sambit standing over what looked like the body of a man. His eyes widened. It was the body of a man. A dead, mutilated man covered in blood. “Where did he come from?”     
 
    “One of Diana’s wolves,” Sambit said. “He made it through before the portal closed. They had Shera cornered before Diana left to run after you. Shera killed it and,” he looked up from the body, “it changed into a human...” He stared at Oliver now, eyes squinting. “You look different. You’re also naked…” 
 
    Strangely, in that moment, Oliver didn’t give a shit that he was naked. He loved his body, so much so that he wanted to shout it out loud. He slid off the back of Shera and let go of his shield and staff to stretch. His arms, his legs, his body, everything felt so... powerful. Even his cock! He reached over his shoulder to feel his back and the hump that distinguished it.  
 
    There was nothing there. He knew why he felt taller. With the hump gone, his back was straight.  
 
    “What happened in there?” Sambit asked.  
 
    They listened silently as he told them how he ran for the room where the three-breasted witch was. He told them how she had tranced him to suck her breasts, to fuck her. The twins raised a sceptical eyebrow at that, but said nothing. He told them how he felt the liquid from her breasts work their way through his body, through his joints, as if freeing him, how Diana the wolf appeared, how he managed to hold her off using the staff and shield until Shera came to his rescue.  
 
    When he finished speaking, it was Fiona’s stare that he noticed first. She was staring at his body. And suddenly, he did care that she was naked. Especially as Fiona placed a hand on his chest, and then moved that hand down his body, taking it very close to his cock.  
 
    “Uh, Fiona,” he laughed nervously. “Watcha doing?”  
 
    “It’s gone,” she said. “All the bindings that held your magic back, they’re gone.” 
 
    “I’m not going to die anymore?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “Seems like,” Fiona said.  
 
    “Are you there heir now?” Felicity asked. 
 
    Oliver shrugged. He didn’t know. That part was still a puzzle to him. He had done what they wanted; he had fucked the three-breasted witch. He thought something might happen when he did, and something did happen. He became strong, powerful. He couldn’t tell if that was how he should have felt, now that his magic was free, or if the three-breasted witch had given him the strength.  
 
    But how did that make him the heir? And if he was the heir, why had the Zarlocks chosen him? And what was he supposed to do now?  
 
    “The Zarlocks... have you been to see them?” 
 
    It was Lucinda who spoke. She sat upright on the ground a few feet away from him, wearing Fiona’s black cloak. Breathing normally with her eyes open and the blood cleaned from her face, she didn’t look too bad.  
 
    “No,” Oliver said softly.  
 
    He wasn’t particularly keen on seeing them either. If Katrina was right and they were dead and had been for many years now... he shuddered at the thought of their decomposed bodies lying in that room.  
 
    “Can we see?” Felicity asked. “They could be alive,” she added.   
 
    That was what they had thought, after returning from the seer’s, that the Zarlocks were still alive. But Katrina had said otherwise. It was the house that was alive, she had said. And Oliver couldn’t help but think she was right. There was something about the place, and it wasn’t just the way the doors opened for him.  
 
    Felicity could be right too. Maybe the Zarlocks were alive. If there was one thing he knew, it was that you could never be sure of what was or wasn’t, or what could be or couldn’t. Not much of a lesson when you thought about it.  
 
    They left Lucinda behind, resting on her back, staring up at the sky. She insisted she would be fine. Oliver led the way into the house through the halls, the corridors, and up the spiral staircase without pausing even once. It was as if he had lived here his whole life. He assumed it might have had something to do with the countless nights he had spent in it.   
 
    He paused as they stepped off the staircase and onto the landing. He had spent most of those nights running away from something. He didn’t think it was here, the thing that killed the Zarlocks, but it was still quite a creepy place to be. 
 
    “Why have you stopped?”  
 
    “Are we lost?”  
 
    Oliver started to move. They were almost there. It wouldn’t make much sense to turn back now. He stopped again, this time as he stood at their door. With his hand resting on the door handle, he wondered if he really wanted to go in. If the Zarlocks were alive, it didn’t make any sense for them to be in that room, sitting about, doing nothing.  
 
    And if they weren’t alive, then there were two horribly decayed bodies lying on a bed. Was that something he wanted to see?  
 
    It was curiosity that decided it for him.  
 
    He opened the door and walked in.  
 
    It was a large room, elegant but mostly empty. Even before they reached the bed he saw the two bodies lying there, unmoving. And as he came closer, he saw the blood that soaked the bed and floor around it.  
 
    It should have dried, the blood on the floor, but it hadn’t. It looked fresh. And as he stood over the bed, looking down at the bodies, he couldn’t help but be astounded by how well preserved they were.  
 
    “W-what’s that?” Fiona stammered.  
 
    The Zarlocks were in bed, their heads on the pillows, looking at what should have been each other. But their view was obstructed. A third head lay in-between.  
 
    “Is that a baby?” Oliver asked. It was. A perfectly preserved new-born lay with the Zarlocks. He had a bad feeling about this. “Why is there a baby?”   
 
    As if to answer, the bedside drawer opened and out rolled a black ball.  
 
    “That’s a...” Fiona said.  
 
    “It is...” Sambit said.  
 
    They all knew what it was, Oliver included. He had used one on his first day at the school in the headmistress’s office. It had shown him a part of Atlantis’ history. Fiona picked it up cautiously and, when nothing happened, she poked it and then blew on it.  
 
    Still nothing happened, so she passed it to Felicity who stared at it studiously before she rubbed on it. No images burst forth. She shrugged and held it out to Sambit.    
 
    “What am I supposed to do with it?”  
 
    “If I knew, I would have done it myself,” she snapped at him.  
 
    He took it off her reluctantly and poked at it too. “Well, it is solid enough,” he said and a grin formed on his lips before he caught Fiona glaring at him. He hastily chucked it towards Oliver. “Here you go.”  
 
    Oliver stretched his arms out to catch the ball. As his fingers touched it the ball lit up. The room filled with colour, sound and life.  
 
      
 
      
 
    An old man sat in his chair with a book in hand, reading intently. The doors opened and in walked a young man in armour. He took long quick strides and, stopping a good distance before the old man, he kneeled.  
 
    “My lord,” he waited patiently.  
 
    The old man did not look at him. He continued to read. As he finished the page and turned it over slowly, he briefly glanced up. “What news do you bring?”    
 
    “My lord, I am the bearer of bad news,” the kneeling man said.  
 
    The old man nodded knowingly. He continued to read and as he finished the page and turned it over, he spoke again. “How did they die?”  
 
    “Their carriage-” 
 
    “Another accident?”   
 
    “It would seem so, my lord.”  
 
    “It would seem so...” the old man repeated softly.  
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
    There was a table, long, wide, and laden with dishes, ready to be feasted upon. But only the old man and an old woman sat there, and neither ate.   
 
    “Will you do nothing?” the woman asked, her voice demanding yet soft.  
 
    “What can I do?”   
 
    “Something!” her voice rose. “How can you sit back and watch them die?” She began to sob. “Something,” she said through tears. “You must do something.” The woman’s voice was soft again.  
 
    The old man did not reply. His silence signalled his resignation. The woman’s tears dried. For a moment it seemed the conversation was over. They both suddenly seemed to notice the food and they began to eat. But it was a facade, a temporary break.  
 
    She began to cry again. “You are a Zarlock,” she said through her tears, “you must do something.”  
 
    “What can I do against this? It comes during the hours of dark; it leaves always an accident. The hounds, who find a scent, howl and squirm away in fright. What can anyone do against this?” the old man asked. The woman’s sounds of crying grew, but he took no notice and continued, his voice growing firm, angry, no longer passive. “If there were a war, I would lead the armies, battle on the plains of Al Kanathra, battle with honour and they would see the power of Zarlock, the might of Zarlock. But this?” the old man asked, disgusted. “Killing the old, killing the young? Killing them in the dark when they are unaware? Cowards!” the old man shouted. “It will come for us and when it does, it will see the might of Zarlock,” he said vengefully. 
 
    The woman dried her eyes and sat back in her chair. A moment of silence passed as the man chewed on his food, as the woman stared up at the ceiling.  
 
    “We are but an old man and woman, nearing our time of death. If it ever does come for us, what will be the point of your might then, my lord? What will you have saved? With no heir of our own-” She broke into tears, unable to finish her sentence.  
 
    The old man sighed. “What will you have me do?”  
 
    She did not reply. She simply continued to cry.  
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
    The old man stood on a balcony and stared out at the waterfall before him when the old woman rushed out. She was happy and the wide smile she bore brought the hint of one on his worn face.  
 
    “You have good news?” he asked.  
 
    “I do,” she said, still smiling.  
 
    “Will you tell me this good news?” he asked, his lips rising a little at both ends.  
 
    She nodded and then waited some before saying, “You will have an heir.” The old man’s eyes widened and he stared at her face and then at her stomach before returning to her face. He was lost for words and she laughed. Nodding she added, “It is a boy.”  
 
    He reached forward, pulled her close and held her in an embrace. They hugged and tears began to run down from first his and then her eyes. “No one can know of this,” the old man said as he pulled away. “We must keep it a secret. We can tell none.” 
 
    The tears were still running down the woman’s cheeks but the smile disappeared. “There is none left to tell,” she said bitterly. “What kind of a world will he be born into?” she added, worriedly.  
 
    “We will keep him safe,” he promised as he pulled her close again.  
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
    They were in the room. The old woman was lying in bed. Low murmurs of pain escaped her lips. The old man sat next to her, comforting her. He held her hand with one of his, and ran his fingers through her hair with the other.   
 
    “Can you not just take it out of me?” she asked.  
 
    “You are doing great,” he laughed. “Just a few more pushes.”  
 
    “I think I have pushed enough, thank you,” the old woman said sourly. “If he wants to stay in there so much he is more than welcome to.”  
 
    He smiled and squeezed her shoulder. She pushed again, reluctantly acknowledging her unfavourable position in the battle with her stubborn and yet unborn son. The old man stopped smiling, his hand tightened around hers and he looked towards the door.  
 
    “What is it?” she asked.  
 
    His face was absent, the cheerfulness of earlier gone, the joy of being a father disappeared. He stood up, his face now a mask of worry and dread, his eyes showing fear. She pulled on his hand and he turned to look at her.  
 
    “I need to check on something,” he said, his voice assured, the momentary lapse of uncertainty replaced by forced joy and confidence.  
 
    “Can it not wait?”  
 
    “I will be back,” he smiled. “Keep pushing.”  
 
    The old man walked out of the room, down the spiral staircase, and through the corridors and halls that were lit by flaming torches, but eerily dark. He held his hand out, spread his fingers apart, and whispered, “Sensavil.”  
 
    He stopped dead in his tracks and the worry returned to his face. It was a moment before he walked forward again, this time cautiously.  He passed a few more doors before he finally came to one that did not open for him. The old man pressed his head against it and listened.  
 
    He stepped back and opened the door. It was there, shrouded in mist and darkness. It moved towards him. He raised both his hands, the door slammed shut. The old man turned and hurried back, all the while looking over his shoulder.   
 
    The sounds of a baby crying greeted him as he entered the room. The woman had given birth, and she held in her arms a baby boy. She smiled proudly as she looked up at him.  
 
    “Isn’t he beautiful?” She held the baby up.  
 
    He sat on the bed with her and held her arms, gently pushing them back towards her chest. “What shall we name him?” 
 
    “Handsome, is he not?”  
 
    “What about Adam?” the old man asked, urgency creeping into his voice.  
 
    “He has your hair.”  
 
    “Zakariyah?”  
 
     “Why the hurry?” She looked up at his serious face.  
 
    “The boy must be named.”  
 
    The woman returned to staring at the boy. “Oliver,” she said.  
 
    “Oliver,” the old man said. “Oliver,” he repeated. “It is a good name.” He leaned down to kiss the boy on both cheeks. “He must go...” he said softly.  
 
    “Go?” the old woman asked absently. “Go where?”   
 
    “It is here.”  
 
    She looked up at him again, puzzlement quickly turning to worry, followed by fear. “Here? Now? How could it have known? Does it know?”  
 
    “It must...” the old man said. “The boy has to go,” he repeated.  
 
    “Where is it?” the woman was frightened. “Where can we go?”   
 
    “It is in the house, coming closer every second. I have put stops, but they are only slowing it down,” the old man said. “The boy must live.”  
 
    “I cannot leave now. I do not have the strength.”  
 
    “I know,” he said gently. 
 
    The woman realised what he meant when he said the boy must go, that the boy must live. It was the boy alone that would live. She nodded at the old man before turning to stare at her boy for one last time. Tears were now running down her cheeks freely.  
 
    “Your mother loves you,” she said. “Your mother loves you so much.” She held the baby close to her face and kissed him. She held his hand, felt his fingers, his toes. She kissed him again. “Where will he go?” she asked.  
 
    “The Land of the Wanderers,” the old man said. “It is the only place he will truly be safe.”  
 
    “You can do that?”  
 
    “It will not be easy...” 
 
    “But they will find. The Other Siders will know someone is using magic. They will bring him back.” 
 
    “They will not know of him,” the man said. “I will curb his magic, bind him, give him a chance to grow.” 
 
    “Will that not cause him great harm?” 
 
    “It will be a complicated bind, but it will not cause him lasting damage. Once he is old enough, once he returns, there are many things that can free him.”  
 
    “But how will he come back?”  
 
    “The Great Barrier is not as strong as it used to be. It may come down within his lifetime. It may not.” The old man shook his head sadly. “I do not know. I never thought it would happen like this... not today,” he said bitterly. “The boy must live. There will be hope for as long as there is Zarlock blood.” 
 
    The woman gave the baby one last kiss before she held him out for the man to take. The baby began to cry loudly as the old man moved his hand over him, from its face to its feet. The baby disappeared, the man collapsed on the bed, and the woman wept.   
 
    The man sat up and held his arms out. A crying baby appeared in them. 
 
    “He is back?” the old woman asked cautiously before a cry of horror escaped her lips. “Who is she?”  
 
    The old man spoke without any feeling. “It knows there is a baby. For Oliver to be safe, it must have a baby.”  
 
    “No!” the woman screamed. “This is not right.”  
 
    She reached out to snatch the baby girl from the old man’s arms, to protect it and as she did, the door burst open. The man jumped up and raised his hand. “The wolves, Oliver, beware the-” 
 
    He didn’t finish his sentence. The room darkened, the woman screamed, and the crying baby girl became silent.  
 
      
 
      
 
    The ball fell from Oliver’s hand. The sounds and colours faded as it dropped onto the floor. It made sense now, why he was the heir. Something else did too. The woman he thought was his mother, Sarah her name was. She had died unexpectedly during childbirth.    
 
    “They killed my mum and her child…” 
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    Foreword  
 
      
 
    I started work on the next part of Oliver’s adventures, and I got half way through writing it, when I suddenly realised that I hadn’t actually explained what had happened immediately after the wolves attacked. And more precisely, what had happened to Harmony and the Dalits. So, I hastily put this together.  
 
    I hope you enjoy it… 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Prologue 
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver had a little spare gold dust left, and a trip to the town beside the school was supposed to be a fun for the girls. A taste of independence. And it was fun. Bella was so happy, and even the serious Esmeralda walked around with a smile. They wandered around the shops, bought food and drink, and had a right old merry time of it.  
 
    Harmony knew something was wrong when she spotted the smoke in the distance, and as she rushed back towards the school, her fears were right. The fire was definitely coming from behind the school and where the treehouse was.  
 
    She made it onto the stone path that led down the hill and to the treehouse when she spotted them. They looked like wizards, but they were tall, taller even than Dalits. They were naked too. But the thing she noticed most, the thing she stared at most was their eyes.  
 
    Yellow. They had powerful yellow eyes.  
 
    Harmony had never resisted anyone before. As a Dalit, it wasn’t in her nature to defend herself. So, when the naked men and women grabbed her, her sister and cousin, Harmony didn’t even scream.  
 
    And now, two days after being grabbed by the naked men and woman, after being carried all across Atlantis, they were finally here, in this strange place, surrounded by werewolves. Harmony knew what they were, the tall men and women with the yellow eyes. They were werewolves, and they had dragged her and Bella and Esmeralda past the Line of Control and the enormous wall that was erected, a wall that had surprisingly large holes in it.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
      
 
    Harmony was tired and hungry. Tired because she hadn’t slept at all in the last three days. She’d spent two of those days being carried on the back of actual wolves. The beasts seemed to have an endless supply of energy. Blasted things never seemed to want to rest. And the third night, they had been thrown into this cell. It was actually a cave, but the werewolves had covered the entrance with metal rods. The floor was rocky, and very uncomfortable to sleep on.  
 
    And she was hungry because all the damned wolves seemed to eat was raw meat. Harmony wasn’t quite at the stage where she was going to eat actually bloody questionable meat.  
 
    But despite her tiredness and hunger, Harmony was mostly thinking about Oliver. The fire was coming from the tree house, she was sure of it. And the wolves, what were they doing there? Had they harmed Oliver? She tried not to think about it, because every time she did, she started to cry uncontrollably.  
 
    She blamed herself for what had happened to them. She should have stayed in the tree house like a good Dalit girl. She shouldn’t have gotten too carried away with herself. Looking for an adventure in the town, it wasn’t good for Dalits. The last time Dalits went on an adventure, they ended up being enslaved for thousands of years.  
 
    The door opened and in walked a wolf. He was naked, as they all seemed to be. Harmony didn’t want to, but she couldn’t help not look at his cock. Like the rest of him, the wolf’s cock was enormous, bigger even than the one Casanova had.  
 
    “Take your clothes off,” the wolf said, his voice deep, almost like a growl.  
 
    Normally, that wouldn’t have been a problem for Harmony. She was after all, a Dalit. And Dalit’s were so used to being naked, her younger sister Bella seemed to prefer it. But things had changed since she’d been owned by Oliver. With his Wanderer sensibilities, he had instilled a sense of pride in her. And that pride told her she did not want to be naked for this man. 
 
    Bella and Esmeralda seemed to have no such problems though. Both girls quickly took off all their clothes. And then they stared at her.  
 
    “What?” Harmony asked.  
 
    “Take your clothes off,” Esmeralda hissed.  
 
    Harmony ignored her cousin, and instead stared up defiantly at the wolf. This was new territory for her, being defiant, but she found she liked it. But she wondered if she was doing it wrong, because the wolf suddenly laughed. And then he moved at her with such speed, Harmony was stunned.  
 
    The wolf grabbed her by the shirt and pulled her up and onto her feet. He ripped of that shirt, exposing her breasts, he roughly pushed her to the ground, sat on top of her chest, his naked ass pressing against her breasts, he tore her jeans off, and then for good measure, slapped her cunt hard.  
 
    Harmony was one of the lucky Dalits. For whatever reason, her first owner had never abused her, so much so that she was actually a virgin when he had sold her. And she was sold to Sambit, who then gave her to Oliver. Harmony was lucky in that she wasn’t used to being abused. Had she, then the slap to her cunt wouldn’t have hurt so much.  
 
    Harmony managed to hold back her scream, but her eyes watered and a tear rolled down her cheek. After having completely stripped her naked, the wolf climbed off her, a satisfied grin on his face.  
 
    “Follow me,” he said, as he walked out of the cave.  
 
    “Don’t be stupid,” Esmeralda whispered as she helped Harmony to her feet. “We’re Dalits! Being naked, being fucked, it is normal for us. You’re not a Wanderer. You have to forget about Oliver. For now, only think about surviving.” 
 
    It was good sensible advice, and another time, maybe Harmony would have listened. But right now, she was more angry than she was afraid. And as they followed the wolf out of the cave, all she could think about was shoving a knife up his naked ass.    
 
    The wolf led them down the narrow path cut in-between the hills, and towards the village of mud huts where the wolves appeared to live. But they didn’t stop there. They continued past the village, where the path led around a hill, and on the other side of the hill, carved into it, there was what could only be described as a palace. Or if not that, a monumental building.   
 
    There were at least fifty pillars carved into the rock of the hill, with an enormous door in the centre, and smaller windows dotted all over, it took Harmony’s breath away, and she stopped walking to simply stand still and stare at it.  
 
    The wolf marched up to her, annoyed, and grabbed her by her nipples, squeezing hard.  
 
    “Oww,” Harmony cried. “Let go of me!” 
 
    He didn’t let go. He laughed. And then he pulled her by the nipples towards the large door. Once inside, he let go of her nipples and kicked her on the ass, knocking her to the ground. Harmony landed awkwardly, scraping her knees on the hard floor, drawing blood.  
 
    The wolf howled at the sight of it, and he reached down, grabbing her by the hair, he pulled her up, his monstrous cock erect. Harmony was suddenly terrified. She didn’t want to be fucked by a wolf. If that cock ever made it anywhere hear her ass, or her cunt, she feared neither would ever work again.  
 
    “That’ll be enough!” a woman’s voice said.  
 
    The wolf glanced at the woman, and then let go of Harmony who hit the ground once more. Muttering something about no whores for the common folk, the wolf stomped off. Esmeralda and Bella placed an arm on either side of Harmony and helped her to her feet. 
 
    “Follow me,” the voice said.  
 
    They followed after the woman, and Harmony raised her head to see the woman’s naked ass. She was a wolf. She had to be. The naked ass was much too big to belong to a wizard. The she wolf had long blond hair that came up to her waist, a perfectly round but enormous ass, and really long legs.  
 
    A smile spread across Harmony’s lips as she thought of burying her face in-between those legs. And then she began to wonder if she had lost it completely. How could she think of such things at a time like this? it was because she was a fucking Dalit. And a few months with Oliver didn’t take away a lifetime of being a Dalit.  
 
    The wolf led them through a corridor, past a large hall, and then another corridor with doors on either side. She opened one of those doors and led them into a large room. The wolf turned to face them, and Harmony saw her face for the first time. She was gorgeous. She had large blue eyes, a sharp nose, red lips, and the biggest breasts she had ever seen. Big in that they were BIG, but perfectly proportioned when considering how large the wolf’s chest was… and those pink nipples…  
 
    “Don’t be afraid,” the wolf said. “We’re not going to harm you. Obey your trainer, and you will be fine.”  
 
    And with that, the wolf left them in the room, closing the door behind her.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
      
 
    It was a fairly large room. There was a bed in one corner, a large bath tub in another corner, and at the centre of the room, there were metal poles ten feet apart from each other, sticking out from the ground, going all the way to the ceiling.  
 
    “Wolves…” Bella said.  
 
    It was the first word she had spoken since they had been grabbed by the beasts. Harmony watched her younger sister with worry. The poor girl, she didn’t ask for much in life, and just when it seemed like life was going to give her a chance with Oliver, they get grabbed by werewolves.  
 
    Harmony started to laugh. Bella and Esmeralda stared at her, worry on their faces. That made Harmony laugh even louder. She dropped to her knees, clutching her stomach as the tears rolled down her eyes.  
 
    “Why are you laughing?” Esmeralda asked. “This isn’t a joke. We could die here. We probably will die here.”  
 
    It was all true, everything Esmeralda had just said. Harmony’s laughter came to a gradual stop. She remained on the cold floor, sitting on her naked bottom.  
 
    “We got captured by werewolves…” Harmony said, as Bella and Esmeralda stared at her in worry. “What are the odds of that? I mean… werewolves.” She smiled up at her sister and cousin. Neither smiled back.  
 
    The door opened just then, and a girl walked in. The first thing Harmony noticed was the girl’s height. She was shorter then all three Dalits.  
 
    “You’re not a wolf,” Harmony said, climbing to her feet quickly.  
 
    The girl smiled. She had a cute round face with shoulder length black hair and blue eyes. She also wore a yellow cloak that covered most of her body.  
 
    “I’m Arta. I’m a wizard, just like you,” the girl smiled, and then her eyes moved up and down Harmony’s naked body. “Well, almost like you,” she laughed. “You’re Dalits. This should be easy.”  
 
    “What should be easy?” Harmony asked.  
 
    “Training you as sex slaves,” Arta said.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
      
 
    Later that night, Harmony lay on the bed beside Bella and Esmeralda. On Arta’s orders, they had bathed in the tub, and then food was brought in. Actual food. Not raw meat the wolves had been giving them. And then Arta left, telling them to get a good night’s sleep. 
 
    Except, Harmony couldn’t sleep. She should have been able to. After sleeping on the hard and cold rocky ground for the past few days, being able to sleep on a bed again felt amazing. And she was tired. Oh was she tired. But… she couldn’t sleep.  
 
    She was sure the door was open, and she sort of remembered how they had been led to this room. She could escape… Wouldn’t that be great? Except… She could hear both Bella and Esmeralda breathing heavily. Had they fallen asleep?  
 
    “Esmeralda?” Harmony whispered, and when her cousin did not respond, Harmony nudged her.  
 
    “No,” Esmeralda said. And then her eyes flung open. “Oh, it’s just you.” She yawned, then closed her eyes once more. 
 
    “Esmeralda,” Harmony hissed. 
 
    Her cousin opened her eyes once more. “What?”  
 
    “I think the door’s unlocked,” Harmony said, her voice low.  
 
    Esmeralda raised her head and stared at the door. She then turned to face her sister, a frown on her face. “What are you thinking?”  
 
    “We can escape.” 
 
     “No,” Esmeralda said.  
 
    “No?” Harmony asked, confused.  
 
    “We’re not escaping. We’re Dalits,” Esmeralda said. “You’re a Dalit. It doesn’t matter how that Oliver treated you, you’re still a Dalit. We don’t escape, we don’t argue back with our captors, we don’t show pride!”  
 
    It hadn’t been the response Harmony was expecting. She had been so focused on thinking of a way out, she hadn’t even stopped to consider whether or not Bella and Esmeralda would want to escape. But, now that she did think about it, she couldn’t understand why they wouldn’t want to. They had been captured by werewolves. And they were going to be trained as sex slaves. For fucking werewolves! If nothing else did it, the cocks on those monstrous beasts would kill them.   
 
    “You want to stay?” Harmony asked, stunned.   
 
    “That’s not what I’m saying,” Esmeralda said. “We’re Dalits. We don’t escape. If Oliver was to die, we would pass on to the next person. We’re Dalits, we don’t run away!” 
 
    “Stop saying “we’re Dalits”. It’s annoying.”  
 
    “I keep saying it because you seem to have forgotten what you are!”  
 
    “Hey,” Bella said sleepily. “Why are you two shouting?”  
 
    “Go back to sleep, Bella,” Harmony said. 
 
    “Actually, stay awake Bella,” Esmeralda said, a sudden smirk on her face.  
 
    Harmony knew that look. It meant her stupid cousin suddenly had an idea, one Harmony would not like very much. “You’ve got a stupid idea, haven’t you?”  
 
    “Bella,” Esmeralda said, as the smirk vanished. “Your sister wants to escape, because she’s forgotten what it means like to be a Dalit. So, we’re going to remind her.”  
 
    Harmony folded her arms across her chest. “And how are you going to do that?” she asked.  
 
    With both hands, Esmeralda pushed Harmony back onto the bed and sitting on her stomach, she grabbed Harmony’s nipples and squeezed hard.  
 
    “What are you doin- owww,” Harmony cried as the pain shot through her body. She grabbed Esmeralda’s hands and tried to push them back, and when that didn’t work, she reached for her cousin’s nipples and grabbing them, she squeezed hard. “Let go of me, or I’ll rip yours off!” 
 
    “Bella,” Esmeralda barked. “Sit on your sister’s face.” 
 
    “What?” Bella asked, as she watched them both, terrified.  
 
    “Sit. On. Her. Face!” Esmeralda said, through teeth gritted. “Rub your cunt on her face, suffocate the little whore, remind her what it means to be like a Dalit.” 
 
     “Don’t do it,” Harmony told her sister. “Don’t listen to her.”   
 
    Even in the darkly lit room, it was easy to notice the colour draining from Bella’s face. Harmony knew what was going to happen next, and when Bella raised a leg over her face and brought down her pussy, Harmony wasn’t the least bit surprised. Bella always listened to Esmeralda, simply because she was the oldest.  
 
    Harmony took a deep breath as Bella lowered her cunt. Esmeralda had a higher pain threshold than she did. Getting into a nipple squeezing contest with her wasn’t the smartest thing to do, especially not when her stupid gullible younger sister was around.  
 
    Harmony let go off Esmeralda’s nipples just as Bella’s cunt pressed down against her nose. She hoped Esmeralda would let go of her own nipples, they hurt so much, Harmony was sure she was going to feel the pain for weeks to come.  
 
    But Esmeralda didn’t let go of her nipples. “Suck your sister’s cunt,” Esmeralda hissed.  
 
    Harmony’s tongue shot out immediately, and she found Bella’s cunt. She licked the pussy lips first, then her tongue probed inside her younger sister’s cunt, before coming back out to lick on the clitoris.  
 
    It was only as Bella started to moan and rub her cunt on Harmony’s face did Esmeralda let go of her nipples. Harmony’s body instantly relaxed, and she focused on Bella’s cunt. It was an odd feeling, sucking on her younger sister’s cunt. A small part of her thought she shouldn’t be doing this. But it was a really small part.  
 
    Bella’s cunt was perfect, and she hated to admit it, but better than her own. Her cunt was… it was a little too wide, and it didn’t taste as good as Bella’s. Not that it tasted bad. Oliver couldn’t get enough of it. But Bella’s was jsut better.  
 
    She didn’t get a chance to enjoy her sister’s cunt as her older cousin had other plans. At Esmeralda’s command, Bella climbed off Harmony’s face. Esmeralda grabbed Harmony by the cunt and dragged her off the bed.  
 
    “Part your legs,” Esmeralda said, letting go of Harmony’s cunt, and stepping back.   
 
    Harmony’s cunt had never really been abused, and the forceful way Esmeralda had grabbed it really hurt. She didn’t want to show the pain, to make them think that somehow, she was different to them, that she thought she was better than Dalits. She took a moment to compose herself, and then spread her legs a meter apart.  
 
    Esmeralda sat on the bed beside Bella. “What do you think of her?”  
 
    Bella glanced at Esmeralda, a little frightened. “Her body?” she asked.  
 
    “She’s a Dalit,” Esmeralda said. “What else could I be asking about?”  
 
    Harmony’s face coloured as her younger sister stared at her naked body. This brought back memories of their mother, before she was sold off, when she would line up the three girls and compare their bodies.  
 
    From a very early age, Dalits bodies developed, and it was evident Harmony’s breasts weren’t going to be as large as Esmeralda’s or Bella’s. Her ass wasn’t as curvy either. And when their mother would make them stand with their legs parted, and feel their cunts, she would comment on how dry Harmony’s cunt was compared to the other two girls.  
 
    “Her breasts are small,” Bella said. “And her hips too.”  
 
    “What about her face?” Esmeralda asked.  
 
    Both Bella and Harmony raised an eyebrow at that. Her face, Harmony wondered. What was wrong with her face? Of all the things to criticize, her face wasn’t an obvious choice. She was pretty, and she knew it.  
 
    “Her face?” Bella asked nervously.  
 
    Esmeralda nodded. “Those lips, do they look kissable?”  
 
    Granted Harmony’s lips were a little thinner than Bella and Esmeralda’s, but the difference was barely noticeable.  
 
    Esmeralda nudged Bella. “Go kiss her,” she said.  
 
    Bella climbed off the bed and approached her older sister hesitantly. “Do you mind,” Bella whispered as she came close.  
 
    Harmony gave a gentle shake of her head. Of course, she didn’t mind Bella kissing her. It wasn’t like they hadn’t done it before. They had done much more than kiss each other. But she didn’t like it, being forced to kiss her younger sister by Esmeralda.   
 
    Bella stepped up to Harmony, their breasts brushed against each other as Bella stood on her toes. Their lips met, and Harmony closed her eyes. Bella had perfect lips, and she was a good kisser too. Harmony lost herself in the moment as their tongues touched. Her hand automatically reached down and she felt Bella’s cunt. It was wet. She probed a finger inside.  
 
    “Ow,” Harmony’s eyes flew open as a hand grabbed her by the hair and pulled her back. “What the fuck,” she cursed. 
 
    Esmeralda stood beside her, still holding Harmony by the hair. “You don’t get to touch her cunt yet.”  
 
    Harmony sighed. “Do you even know what you’re doing?”  
 
    Esmeralda’s eyes narrowed. “What do you mean?”  
 
    “It’s like, you want to teach me a lesson or make me feel like a Dalit, or whatever, but you don’t know how to do that, so you’re just going from one random thing to another.” It was what it felt like to Harmony, but she instantly realised it was a big mistake to have said it out loud.  
 
    Esmeralda’s face tightened, as did her grip on Harmony’s hair. “You just need a good old-fashioned Dalit beating.”  
 
    Harmony’s face paled. “You wouldn’t!”  
 
    “Bella, you get her tits, I’ll take her cunt,” Esmeralda said.  
 
    Harmony turned to her younger sister. “Don’t you dare even-” 
 
    She didn’t get a chance to finish her sentence. With her hands flaming green, Esmeralda punched her in the cunt. The strike knocked the wind out of Harmony, and she staggered back, before dropping on her bottom, her palms flat, pressing against the floor, supporting her upper body.  
 
    It was the wrong way to sit, what with her chest supported, her breasts were on display. Bella was a good girl, but she was also an easily frightened girl. She did not want to upset Esmeralda. With her hands flaming green, she slapped both of Harmony’s breasts. 
 
    “Stop,” Harmony gasped. “Stop it, or you’ll be sorry.”   
 
    “You think you’re in a position to make threats?” Esmeralda laughed.  
 
    Harmony smiled angrily. And then, her hands flaming green, she slapped Esmeralda across the face. It felt good to literally knock the smile off the bitch. But the feeling didn’t last long. She’d forgotten how psychotic Esmeralda could be sometimes.  
 
    Her older cousin stared at her in shock, her eyes wide. And then that shock gave way to anger. Esmeralda lunged at her, knocking Harmony on her back, Esmeralda sat on top of Harmony’s chest, her bare cunt rubbing on Harmony’s stomach, her hands flaming green, she grabbed Harmony’s breasts, her fingers digging into the flesh.  
 
    There was only one thing to do when it felt like your breasts were being ripped off. Harmony screamed. Her hands flailed about as she tried to hit Esmeralda away, but to no avail. Finally, though, relief did come, but only to make things worse.  
 
    Esmeralda suddenly let go of Harmony’s breast and climbing off her, she backed away on her bottom, staring up, her eyes wide. Harmony sat up, her hands flew to her breasts as she felt for damage. There was blood. Esmeralda, the bitch, had dug her nails into her breasts. She was going to kill the whore. 
 
    She turned on her cousin, and then noticed Esmeralda looking up and beyond her. Harmony turned slowly to see Arta smiling down at them.  
 
    “Well I never,” Arta said, a mischievous grin on her face. “Dalits with so much spirit. We can’t have that.”  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
      
 
    It was by chance that Arta was passing by when she heard the screams coming from the room. It wasn’t unusual to hear screams within the complex built in the hill. Most of the girls the wolves brought back to be trained as sex slaves usually put up a fight. As Arta followed the screams and came to the room she had left the Dalits in, she was a little surprised.  
 
    They were supposed to be sleeping. Why were they screaming? Had someone already started their training? And even if someone had, the three girls were Dalits… Surely, they weren’t resisting? Dalits were already pretty much sex slaves anyway. Sure, there were a lot of “free” Dalits, but if those “free” Dalits weren’t prostitutes, then they were trying to find a rich man or woman who would take care of them.  
 
    When she opened the door and walked in, she couldn’t believe her eyes. Two of the Dalit girls were on the ground, going at it. Neither one was holding back. It was hard for her to tell the difference between the three girls, all had green hair and green eyes, and they were Dalits - they had attractive figures. But the one with the slightly smaller chest, and smaller only in comparison to Dalits, she was on the ground, the other Dalit was sitting on top of her, her nails digging into the girl’s breasts.  
 
    It was awhile before they noticed her, and now, both girls sat on the floor, staring up at her fearfully. That was more like what she expected from Dalits. The third Dalit, the youngest and curviest one, she stood by the bed, her eyes wide.  
 
    Arta stepped up to the Dalit with the smaller breasts, breasts that were now bleeding. “Want to tell me what’s going on here?” she asked. The girl shook her head. Arta was so stunned, for a second, she didn’t know what to do. When did a Dalit ever shake her head to say no? And then she started laughing. She dropped to her knees and smiled at the girl. “What’s your name?”  
 
    “Harmony,” the girl said, a pout on her face. 
 
     Arta reached for Harmony’s abused breasts, squeezing hard, she smiled. “Okay honey, let’s try this again. What’s going on here?”  
 
    “Oww,” Harmony moaned. “We were having sex, and it got a little out of hand. We’re sorry,” she said quickly.  
 
    Arta raised an eyebrow at the other Dalit girl. “Is that true?” she asked, and when the other Dalit nodded quickly, Arta rolled her eyes. Only Dalits would, after having been kidnapped, immediately think of sex and then have a fight over it. Only fucking Dalits.  
 
    “It’s great that you’re all so horny, but you have to be disciplined.” Arta let go of Harmony’s breasts and stood up. “I thought you might want a night’s rest before it began, but I guess I was wrong,” she sighed. “Follow me, girls.”  
 
     Occasionally glancing back to make sure they were following her, Arta set off down the corridor. It was her fault really that this had happened. She was getting soft, giving the girls a comfortable place to sleep in, giving them the chance to rest before their training had begun. Well, the Dalits had lost that privilege.  
 
    Arta led them down the corridor, through a large hall and down another corridor with multiple rooms. She poked her head into one of those rooms.  
 
    “Hey, Martha,” Arta said.  
 
    The blond werewolf turned to look at her, and Arta smiled. Martha had a gorgeous body, and being a werewolf, she was so much bigger and taller.  
 
    “Those the Dalits?” Martha asked.  
 
    Arta turned to look behind her. The three girls huddled by the door, their eyes on Martha, the naked werewolf. Arta’s smile widened. The little bitches were afraid, and they should be. Served them right for abusing her generosity and being uncivilised cunts. Who the hell gets into a fight over sex just after they’ve been captured by werewolves? The girls should have been terrified out of their minds. From the journey here, their bodies should have been exhausted. They should have collapsed on the bed and slept straight for hours. Instead, they were arguing about ways of having sex? Dalits…  
 
    Arta stepped up to Martha. The werewolf was almost twice her height, and Arta stood with her head in-between Martha’s breasts and her cunt. She didn’t know what to go for first. They were both so appealing. Stepping on her toes, Arta took Janine’s left breast in her mouth. The nipple was so large, it reminded her of her cock sucking days. Wizard cock, of course, not wolf cock.  
 
    Arta sucked on the nipple, her hand reached for Martha’s cunt, she rubbed the clitoris first, and then her fingers slipped into the wolf’s large and wet cunt, probing deep inside. Arta had grown so used to the large size of wolfs, she wondered if a wizard would ever be able to satisfy her anymore.  
 
    She gave Martha’s nipple a gentle bite, and then stepped back, her hand covered in the wolf’s juices.  
 
    “Can you look after the two Dalits?” Arta asked. “They’ve been naughty.”  
 
    Martha smiled, her eyes turning to the Dalits. “Sure,” she said.  
 
    “Two Dalits?” Harmony asked, her voice shaking.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Bella didn’t want to leave her sisters behind, even though it looked like Martha was going to punish them pretty badly for fighting, she still didn’t want to be away from her sisters and walking behind Arta. But that was what was happening. 
 
    Arta seemed like a nice person, as nice as someone could be working with werewolves and whatnot. So much had happened in the past few days that Bella hadn’t had much time to process everything. One moment, she was having the best day of her life, her dreams were being realised. Their owner, Oliver, had given them money to go out by themselves just to have fun.  
 
    That was more than the dream for a Dalit. Bella had walked around that town with the biggest smile on her face.  
 
    And then, pretty much instantly, that dream came crashing down. They spotted the smoke, huge amounts billowing into the sky. It was obvious where it was coming from. There’s a thing about not running towards danger, but not even in their wildest dreams could they have imagined werewolves turning up to kidnap them.   
 
    What were the wolves doing there? And what had happened to Oliver? She could no longer sense him, but that meant nothing. It was the distance. She was much too far away. At least, she hoped it was that.  
 
    She didn’t want Oliver to die… She really liked him. And… she was just getting to know him.  
 
    Ahead of her, Arta stepped into a room, and stopping by the door, she turned to look back at Bella, a smile on her face. “It’s okay,” she cooed. “I’m not going to hurt you,” Arta said, holding her hand out encouragingly.  
 
    Bella didn’t believe her. If there was anything she had learnt as a Dalit, it was that life was shit. And basically, to not trust women who seem nice. Not that men were any better, but that Chrissi from the Borderlands had seemed so nice, only to be a complete bitch.  
 
    But having no option, Bella took Arta’s hand in hers and stepped into the room. It was a large room, with three enormous beds, lots of couches, and a table laden with all sorts of foods. And three werewolves. They were in their human forms, but she knew instantly that they were wolfs.   
 
    For starters, they were enormous. And, they were naked. Were they always naked? She knew it was a bit hypocritical of her to talk about others not wearing clothes, but she really wished the wolfs had some clothes on. It was their cocks her eyes were drawn to, those enormous cocks that grew as they stared at her naked body. 
 
    Arta’s hand crawled up Bella’s body, and she squeezed the Dalit girls left tit. “I brought someone along,” she said to the wolfs. “I hope you don’t mind.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
      
 
    Arta closed the door and walked past the Dalit to join Josh on the bed. He was her favourite, and as she took off her clothes as she jumped onto the bed.  
 
    “Your friend looks afraid,” Josh said, a smirk on his face.  
 
    Arta laughed. “I would be worried if she wasn’t afraid.” She sat on Josh’s waist, her hands ran up his hard and toned body. “I want your babies,” she told him.  
 
    Josh frowned. “We’re not going to do that again, are we?”  
 
    “Do what?” Arta asked innocently, fluttering her eyelids.  
 
    “The whole baby thing,” Josh said, sitting up, he gently lifted Arta off his waist and placed her on the bed. “If I have babies with you, they won’t be as big and strong as a wolf should be.” 
 
    They didn’t have this conversation often, and Arta wished she hadn’t mentioned the baby thing. It had slipped out accidentally. Just seeing him lying on the bed, his strong powerful naked body on display, she couldn’t help it. She really did want his babies. But he had said no once before. Actually, more than once, and Arta had learnt the hard way that to bring the subject up meant to ruin a possible night of fun.  
 
    And she didn’t want to ruin the night. She wanted to have fun with him.    
 
    “I’m sorry,” she whispered. “Can I suck your cock?”  
 
    Josh stared at her warily. “You’re not going to bite my cock, are you?” he asked. “Because if you do, I swear I’ll hit you.”  
 
    Arta believed him. He had hit her once before. Struck her across the left cheek. He’d held back when doing it, but it was still enough to send her sprawling to the ground. And that was where she had remained, on the ground, clutching her jaw as Josh fucked Federico, the redhaired werewolf. Thinking about that moment always annoyed her.  
 
    “I won’t bite your cock,” she said quietly.  
 
    Josh grabbed her head in one hand and roughly pulled it down onto his monstrous cock. The first time Arta had taken a wolf cock in her mouth, she’d struggled to fit it in. And now, after years of practice, she still struggled.  
 
    She managed to fit the tip of Josh’s cock in her mouth. Her tongue pressed against his pee hole, some of it going in. She reached for his balls with both hands, massaging them as his cock throbbed in her small warm mouth.  
 
    Just as Arta was beginning to get a good rhythm going with Josh’s cock, she felt a hand grab her cunt and pull her sideways, her ass now on the edge of the bed. It was another wolf, Macklin or the one with the long black hair. Arta didn’t mind being fucked by other wolves. She knew what she was, a privileged sex slave. But when she was with Josh, she wanted to spend the time with just him, and that was part of the reason for bringing the Dalit with her, so that she could be with Josh while the Dalit entertained the other wolves.  
 
    As the cock rubbed against her cunt, Arta took Josh’s cock out of her mouth and turned around, her cunt moving away from Macklin. “Hey, the Dalit girl has a virgin cunt,” Arta said to him, her eyes sparkling. “Want to break her in?”  
 
    Macklin glanced at the Dalit standing by the door looking positively terrified. “Not really,” he muttered. “They’re not fun to break in. Most of them usually cry about how much it hurts.”  
 
    “No, this will be different,” Arta said hastily. “Just look at her,” Arta turned to look at the Dalit. “Look at those breasts, and the hips, and her cunt, it’s wide and pink,” she turned to look back at Macklin. “I can warm her up for you?”  
 
    Macklin’s eyes narrowed curiously. “Warm her up how?”  
 
    Arta glanced around the room frantically, looking for items to use. Her eyes fell on the table and the bananas that were as long as her arm. That would work. She climbed off the bed and approached the Dalit.  
 
    “What’s your name?” she asked.  
 
    “Bella,” the girl said nervously.  
 
    “What’s the biggest cock you’ve ever taken?”  
 
    Bella glanced past Arta and at the wolves, before quickly glancing back at Arta. “Not very big,” she said quietly.  
 
    “Well, no matter,” Arta said. “I’ll warm you up.”  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Bella lay on the bed, her legs spread apart, her eyes wide as Arta stood over her, the enormous banana in her hand. She’d taken plenty cock before, some of them she would have considered enormous. But not anymore. None of those were even close to the size of the banana Arta held in her hands.  
 
    The three wolves stood around her, staring down at her young naked body. Bella had never felt so conscious of being naked before. It was strange. She knew Oliver had wanted her to wear clothes, he kept giving his stuff for her to wear. But she didn’t want to be clothed in front of Oliver. She had wanted Oliver’s cock, so she had stayed naked pretty much all the time.  
 
    But the three wolves standing around her, Bella did not want their cocks, and not just because their cocks would probably ruin her forever. She kept thinking about Oliver, how he would be so disappointed in knowing she had taken another man’s cock.  
 
    “Please…” Bella said softly.  
 
    Arta gave her what seemed like a sympathetic smile, but she climbed onto the bed on her knees, the banana in hand. “Don’t fight it,” she said. “It’ll hurt more if you do.”  
 
    Bella knew that to be true. She wanted to be horny, she wanted her cunt to be wet and dripping, like a Dalit’s usually was. That way, the banana would slip in easier, it wouldn’t hurt as much.  
 
    She needed to get horny quick, so she thought of Oliver, and how he was different to any other guy she had ever slept with. No, different to any other guy who had fucked her. The other guys didn’t “sleep” with her. They fucked her like she was a piece of meat and nothing more. Oliver on the other hand, he was so gentle, he was so caring. His hands worked her body just right, not too rough like the other men, but not to gentle either.  
 
    And his tongue, oh his tongue was a miracle. She had never had a man go down on her before. Oliver was her first, and he was amazing, so attentive to her moans of pleasure, to the signals of her body.  
 
    Arta gently slapped Bella’s inner thighs. “Spread your legs wider.”  
 
    Bella parted her legs, then closed her eyes, her mind returning to Oliver. She felt something push against her cunt. It was cold, but she imagined it to be Oliver’s cock. Oliver had a nice cock. Big, but not so big as to make you worry. She remembered taking it in her mouth, the salty taste of his precum, and when he came in her mouth, the hot load after load. He had a lot of sperm.  
 
    Bella squirmed on her back, trying to adjust herself as Arta pressed the banana against her cunt. She winced as the tip entered her. She felt so full already, but she knew she had a long way to go. Oh Oliver, where are you? She hoped he was safe. She hoped the wolves didn’t have him trapped somewhere, turning him into a sex slave too, or something worse. 
 
    “Owww,” Bella moaned as Arta pushed the banana in. A tear rolled down the side of her left cheek. “It hurts,” she gasped. 
 
    “Almost in,” Arta said, and then suddenly, applying extra force, she shoved the banana all the way in. 
 
    Bella had back a cry. She felt so full, she didn’t think she could move. She supposed it was a good thing she was lying on her back on a bed. The pain was still too much, and she began to take deep breaths in and out.   
 
    Arta rubbed her clitoris for a moment, and then gave it a slap, causing Bella’s eyes to open wide. “On your knees,” Arta said.  
 
    “What?” Bella asked, feeling exhausted.  
 
    “Get on your knees, stick your ass up in the air,” Arta said casually. “I’m going to stick another one in your ass.” 
 
    Bella’s face paled. “…my ass? Another one…?” 
 
    Arta climbed off the bed and returned in a flash with another banana in hand. “On your knees baby,” she cooed. 
 
    It wasn’t as if Bella could actually refuse to take the gigantic banana up her ass. She was surrounded by three werewolves and a sadistic bitch. She sat up slowly, and then turning with her knees on the bed and ass up in the air, arching her back, she pulled a pillow and rested her head on it.  
 
    “This is taking too long,” one of the wolves grunted. He reached for Arta’s cunt, and a finger slid inside it. “I need something to fuck,” he said, his voice gruffy. 
 
    “Hey,” Bella protested as Arta pulled away her pillow. 
 
    “You’re going to suck cock while I fill your ass,” Arta said.  
 
    “I am?” Bella asked, resignedly, and Arta nodded. “Okay… fine,” she said, feeling more tired than she had ever been before.  
 
    The werewolf jumped on the bed and sat on the exact spot where moments earlier Bella had rested her head on a pillow. Now, instead of the pillow she so longed, there was a wolf’s lap, and his semi erect cock. His semi erect cock that was already bigger than the banana she had lodged in her cunt.  
 
    Bella glanced behind her to see Arta poised with the other banana in hand. “I don’t think his cock will fit in my mouth,” she said.  
 
    “Just suck the tip,” Arta replied.  
 
    Just suck the tip, Bella thought. How hard could that be? Pretty hard, she found out almost instantly as she took his cock in her mouth. She just about managed to stick the tip fully inside her mouth. She could taste his precum. It was bitter, much more so than any she had ever tasted before. 
 
    “I’ve applied a lube,” Arta said. “It’ll go in easily.”   
 
    And then, a pair of hands grabbed her ass cheeks and pulled them apart, exposing her little butt hole. Without warning, Arta slammed the banana against her little pucker. Bella’s eyes widened and her head rolled back, the cock still in her mouth. The banana slid up her ass and inside her easily, but that didn’t mean it didn’t hurt. She felt like her body was being ripped apart.  
 
    Bella felt the banana in her vagina slipping out. No, it wasn’t slipping out, it was being pulled out. And then pushed back in again. The same was happening to her asshole. She was being fucked in both her orifices at the same time. The pain shot to her head, and Bella was sure she was going to faint.  
 
    The only thing that kept her from losing her senses was the bitter taste of the wolfs precum. Bella focused on the taste, and she sucked his cock with renewed enthusiasm. And then, it happened quite unexpectedly. Arta pulled out both the bananas from her cunt and asshole, leaving both her holes gaping, and her feeling completely torn. And then the wolf came in her mouth. It was as if his cock was a hose pipe, attached to a large water tank. Not that his sperm was thin. It was thick, and it was endless, and it was hot, filling her mouth, filling her stomach, even coming out of her nose as she choked.   
 
    But at last it was over, and Bella lay there on her side, feeling spent, her eyes closed, her cunt and asshole gaping, the cold air rushing in. And then, she felt a body press against her back, and another press against her front. Bella opened her tired eyes to see a wolf lying beside her, his cock in hand, he rubbed it against her cunt. The wolf behind her pressed his cock against her butt hole.  
 
    Bella had thought her ordeal over, but she realised that it was only the beginning. She did like the warmth of the two naked bodies sandwiching her, and she closed her eyes once more, just as both her gaping holes were filled with wolf cock.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
      
 
    Harmony gently parted Martha’s large butt cheeks and her little tongue probed the wolf’s pink rosebud, licking around it, before pushing inside. It had been such a punishing night that this almost felt like a reward.  
 
    Martha had begun by whipping every single part of their bodies, focusing more on their breasts and their cunts. For their little butt holes, she had used a bamboo stick. No, she’d used quite a few bamboo sticks. She struck so hard, they kept breaking.  
 
    And after that, she had shoved all sorts of things up both their cunts, their assholes. She had peeled a banana and shoved it in Esmeralda’s cunt, and then fed it to Harmony. She had poured hot wax on their clits, on their breasts, on their little rosebuds.  
 
    And then, she had brought in two wolves. Not in human form either. Harmony thought she was going to die when the beast mounted her, its cock so monstrous, she could feel her cunt tearing apart, her insides being destroyed. And then, when it came in her, it’s cock didn’t soften either. It was as if the wolves cock had tied itself to the insides of her cunt. The beast collapsed on top of her, its claws digging into her breasts.  
 
    Harmony passed out from the pain. When she awoke, she found herself on the bed, her body somewhat repaired by Martha. Her cunt still felt like it had been ripped apart, but though it had been stretched, there was no blood.  
 
    And now, here she was, sucking on Martha’s asshole while opposite her, Esmeralda licked the wolfs cunt. Harmony couldn’t go through this again. She didn’t think she would survive another fucking from a wolf. No, she had to be smart about this. If she wanted to escape, she had to be really careful.  
 
    She was still planning on escaping. Harmony didn’t want to spend the rest of her life being fucked by wolfs. She wanted to go back to her Oliver. And she was going to do that, even if it meant having to escape by herself, leaving her sister and cousin behind.  
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    Prologue  
 
      
 
      
 
    As streets came, this one was pretty unremarkable. A block of flats on one side, a few semi-detached properties, and three abandoned warehouses. There were thirteen lampposts, four of which were tilted to one side. And the few cars that lined the street, half were probably stolen, and the other half way past their expiry dates.  
 
    It didn’t matter though. This was where it had happened, and Maifa stood over the exact spot, a triumphant smile on her face.  
 
    “Look,” Maifa pointed, “this is it.”  
 
    Beside her, Talasha stared down disdainfully. “How can you be so sure?”  
 
    Maifa’s triumphant smile diminished somewhat as she turned to look at her younger cousin. “Can you not see the purple glow of magic?”  
 
    Talasha dropped to her knees and stared down at the hard concrete. “Are you sure it’s not just purple paint?” she asked.  
 
    “It is not purple paint,” Maifa said through gritted teeth. “Seriously, why are you even here?”  
 
    Talasha looked up at Maifa, a frown on her face. “I don’t see what the big deal is.”  
 
    Stay calm, Maifa told herself. She took a deep breath and then smiled down at her cousin. “The big deal, Talasha, is that if I am right, it means the wizards are back!” 
 
    “I thought they were always here?” Talasha asked as she stood up.  
 
    “We’ve only had rumoured sightings, but never any evidence. But now,” she pointed at the ground, “I’ve found actual proof.”  
 
    “Still looks like paint to me,” Talasha muttered.   
 
    Maifa almost strangled her younger cousin.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
    It was almost three years now since that day, but Maifa remembered it clearly. She was out tormenting a bunch of humans that had decided to build a road right through her favourite forest. She had taken possession of one human, a big burly fellow. Her plan was always the same when she tormented the humans. Possess one human, then chase away the rest with that one human.  
 
    She remembered taking control of the burly man’s body, picking up a spade, and running at the other men that worked there, screaming and shouting. Her plan worked, as it always did. The other men dropped whatever they were doing and ran for cover.  
 
    And then, just as she was about to leave the man’s body and call it a day, a small green creature with wings zoomed past her head. Maifa had never seen anything like it before. But she didn’t get much chance to admire it.  
 
    A woman with red hair appeared out of nowhere. Brandishing a long metal stick, she caught the green flying creature and shoved it in a cage, which she then somehow managed to stuff inside her cloak.  
 
    Maifa was still in the burly man’s body, spade in hand. So shocked was she but what she had just witnessed, the spade slipped out of her hand and landed on the ground with a thud.  
 
    The red-haired woman turned to look at her, and Maifa’s eyes almost popped out. She could tell instantly that the woman was no ordinary human. For starters, her entire body was glowing with a sort of energy. She had never seen anything like it before. 
 
    The red-haired woman’s eyes narrowed as she stared. “You don’t look right,” she pointed the metal stick at the burly man that Maifa was still possessing. “What are you?”  
 
    Maifa swallowed nervously. “What do you mean I don’t look right?”  
 
    “It’s like two bodies merged into one,” the red head said slowly. “You’re one of those Jinns… aren’t you?”  
 
    The redhead had guessed correctly, but that didn’t surprise Maifa greatly. Plenty of humans knew about the existence of Jinns. “You’re right,” she said. “I am a Jinn. What are you?”  
 
    The red head smiled slyly. “Never mind what I am. What are you doing here? And why have you possessed that man?”  
 
    Jinns generally were a bit “hot-headed” compared to humans, and amongst Jinns, Maifa was known for being offended quite easily. And then reacting disproportionately. Never mind what I am? And then she dared to ask what I’m doing here and why I possessed that man?   
 
    The burly man collapsed as Maifa slipped out of his body. She charged towards the red-haired girl, planning to take possession of her, and then teach her a lesson for daring to question her. Everything was going accordingly as she flew towards the girl. The red head had red eyes too, something Maifa hadn’t seen before. The girl’s red eyes widened as she stared up at the approaching Maifa. That was quite normal. The few that could see them were usually terrified.   
 
    And then it all went horribly wrong.  
 
    Maifa had possessed many men and women in the past. She had even possessed animals ranging from tigers to… well, just tigers. She had a fondness for tigers. They were magnificent beasts. And the perfect killers. They could kill you in the water, they could kill you on land, and they could even kill you if you climbed trees.  
 
    Any who, all creatures, humans and animals, she could easily possess. You simply flew into their fleshy bodies and merged with it. Except, she couldn’t fly into the red head’s body. The girl had this energy glow about her, and it turned out it was more than just a glow. It was like crashing into a brick wall.  
 
    Maifa had slammed into her, headfirst. And now she was on the ground, by the girl’s feet, rubbing her head. “What the hell…” she muttered.  
 
    And then it got stranger. The red head whacked her with the metal stick. When humans caught sight of Jinns, they always tried to fight back. Maifa had had knives thrown at her, she’d been shot, one guy even tried to burn her with fire, which was stupid because Jinns were born of fire.  
 
    The point was, the red head’s metal stick should have gone right through her as if she were a ghost. It wasn’t supposed to connect and strike her as if she were flesh and blood. But that was exactly what had happened. And worse, the metal stick seemed to have this energy that surged through Maifa’s body, leaving her feeling like she had just been whacked with an electric baton. 
 
    The girl whacked her once more, this time hitting her on the neck. 
 
    “Oww,” Maifa screamed, as she scrambled back. “Why are you hitting me, you useless cretin?”  
 
    “Useless cretin?” the girl asked, and then added with an accusatory tone, “You just tried to possess me, didn’t you?”  
 
    Maifa stood a good twenty feet away from the girl, rubbing her head, she glared at the red head. “How did you know so much about us Jinns?” she asked sorely. 
 
    The red-haired girl grinned. “I like to read up on Wanderer mythology sometimes.”  
 
    “Wanderer mythology?” Maifa asked, genuinely confused. “What the fuck does that even mean?”  
 
    The red-haired girl pointed at the collapsed body of the burly man she had early possessed. “That’s a Wanderer,” she said.  
 
    Maifa glanced at the unconscious burly man’s body. There wasn’t much of a difference between him and the red-haired girl. Take away the energetic glow the red head had, and they were both made of flesh and blood.  
 
    “If that’s a Wanderer,” Maifa asked slowly. “What are you?” 
 
    The red-haired girl didn’t reply, but she winked mischievously. And then, from within her cloak, she pulled out what could only be described as a broom. She mounted the broom and flew off into the sky. Maifa watched her go, and then a smile spread across her face.  
 
    Witch. The red-haired girl was a witch.  
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Maifa sat in a car parked twenty feet away from where they had found evidence of magic, hoping for the wizard or witch to return. She did it more out of desperation than expectance. Once, wizards and witches lived amongst them in their thousands, or so she was told. Maifa had never believed the stories. She figured, like the many other stories of the weird and wonderful, it was just a myth. She had no reason to think otherwise.  
 
    That is, until she met the redhead.   
 
    She had never told anyone of that encounter. Those that claimed to have seen wizards or witches were usually ridiculed. What with her short temper, being ridiculed would not have boded well for Maifa. No, what she needed was proof of their existence. Actual tangible proof that she could show to the Women’s Council.  
 
    In those three years since, she had spent every day searching for wizards and witches. It was a long and mostly very boring journey, with little to no rewards, but she did learn a few things. Wizards and witches left behind magical signatures, and that signature she saw on the ground, that was the largest one she had ever seen.  
 
    It was fresh too, only a couple of hours old.   
 
    “I’m bored,” Talasha said.  
 
    Breath, Maifa said to herself. Take a deep breath. Stay calm. She’s your cousin. If you burn her face off, your aunty won’t be very happy. And you need a happy aunty, because that whore is on the Women’s Council.  
 
    “When mother said I was going to spend a few months shadowing you, I thought we would be doing fun things. Like torturing humans. You used to do that once, right? What happened to you?”  
 
    Stay calm, Maifa told herself. But it didn’t work. She turned to face her younger cousin, her face literally flaming. But Talasha wasn’t even the slightest bit intimidated. No, she hadn’t even seemed to notice how pissed Maifa was. Instead, she was staring out the car towards the spot where they had stood earlier, looking down at the evidence of magic use.  
 
    Talasha raised her hand and pointed. “…what the fuck is that?” she whispered.  
 
    Maifa turned in the direction of Talasha’s raised hand. She spotted him immediately, the young man standing over the spot where she had stood earlier.  
 
    “Is he glowing?” Talasha asked, before adding, “He’s glowing!” 
 
    He was glowing, but it wasn’t nearly as strong as the glow the red-haired girl had. 
 
    “What shall we do?” Talasha asked.  
 
    Maifa didn’t know. She had always hoped to find another wizard, to capture one, but she had been searching for years with little success. She hadn’t actually prepared for the moment when she would see one in the blood and flesh.  
 
    “Maifa?” Talasha said. “What should we do?” 
 
    “Let’s wait and watch…” Maifa said.  
 
    Wait and watch what he does, she thought. Maybe if they stayed hidden, he would lead them to the wizard’s base. And if she knew where their base was, then she could come back later with a whole bunch of Jinns and capture the lot of them.  
 
    And she would capture them. The red-haired woman had caught her by surprise that time. It wouldn’t happen again.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Maifa was annoyed. Everything had been going so well. They’d followed the young wizard to a pub, and as they waited outside in the car, the red-haired witch showed up. And her glow, it was so much brighter than the wizard’s. 
 
    Talasha had to stop Maifa from jumping out of the car and attacking the overly confident and arrogant witch. It was obvious she had gone in there to meet with the young wizard, so they waited outside. Less than an hour later, the redhead left alone.  
 
    Maifa had to make a decision, and she decided to stay outside and wait for the young wizard, rather than follow the redhaired bitch. She didn’t know a huge amount about wizards or witches, but the witch’s glow was so much more brighter than the wizards, and if their glow was somehow linked to their powers… When it came to capturing one, Maifa fancied her chances with the wizard.  
 
    So, they stayed outside, deciding to follow the young man. And that was what they did. They followed him around for days. It was very confusing. They did learn more about him. His name was Oliver, he lived in an apartment of his own, and he seemed to have one friend named Emily. Emily wasn’t a witch. She was a human. 
 
    And then it got all very strange. One day, a bunch of men came over and dragged a mostly naked Emily out of the apartment. The redhaired girl turned up sometime later. She and Oliver went deep into a forest, dug out a dead body, went back to the street where Maifa had found the initial evidence of magic. The redhaired witch then knocked on a door all the while, the dead body was wrapped in sheets, floating behind her.  
 
    The redhaired witch went into the house. There was a shootout, or at least, what sounded like a bunch of guns being fired. And then, the redhead came out carrying Emily on her shoulders. They followed her, Oliver and Emily back to his apartment, and the next day, Oliver and the redhead set off in her car.  
 
    And that’s when Maifa lost her temper. They were following the redhead’s car down the narrow English country lanes, and then, as they turned a corner, the car disappeared. It just fucking disappeared. How the fuck does a car just disappear?  
 
    Maifa did not like it one bit. Cars were large solid objects that were not supposed to just disappear into thin fucking air. And the fact that it had did freak her out a little. It meant these wizards and witches were fairly powerful beings.     
 
    “What now?” Talasha asked.  
 
    Maifa stared at the empty road ahead, but it mattered not how hard she stared, the car did not reappear. Still, she wasn’t going to give up now. After three years of mostly nothing, she spotted a wizard and a witch. She would wait another three years if she had to. And the next time she met these arrogant whores, she would be ready for them.  
 
    And then she had an idea. “Let’s go and pay Emily a visit.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 1  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Going to the Land of the Wanderers wouldn’t have been at the top of Oliver’s list of things to do. Actually, it definitely wasn’t on the top of his list of things to do. Because he did have a list of things to do, courtesy of Katrina, Sambit’s older sister. Oliver had been forced to examine the list. Well, not “forced”. Apparently, he was Lord Zarlock now so, no one was going to “force” shit on him. He did not like the list. It was grim. Lots of reclaiming stuff. Reclaiming his land, reclaiming his rightful spot in the House of Lords.  
 
    What wasn’t on the list was reclaiming his Dalits. Not that they were his possessions to reclaim. Well, technically, they were his possessions, but that was only because the rules were incredibly stupid in Atlantis.  
 
    Oliver had returned from the House of Zarlock to the School of Merlin in a state of shock. It all made sense now. He never was a Wanderer, he had been a wizard all along. He’d flown back to the School of Merlin on the back of Shera. The tiger pretty much followed him around like a puppy these days.  
 
    Oliver still remembered landing at the bottom of the hill, just before the tree house. He was a little excited. He looked different. His back was no longer hunched, his body was suddenly toned, as if it had just lost an extra layer of fat, or something. And the same had happened to his face. He had always had high cheekbones and a strong jawline, but where in the past, it didn’t look right, now it did. Oliver occasionally just stared at himself in the mirror because… well, why the fuck not? He’d spent most of his life looking “not right”. And now, suddenly, he looked right. He looked damned fucking right! 
 
    He felt great too. He felt strong, powerful. He could feel his magic flowing through his body, through every vein, this feeling of warmth, this feeling of energy. And along with it, this feeling on confidence, bordering on arrogance. It did occur to him that this was what every wizard felt all the time, and probably the reason why they were so arrogant and shit. Oliver still couldn’t get over the changes. Even his sight and hearing had improved so much. He was like fucking superman. But better because he could do magic and shit.  
 
    He had been really looking forward to seeing Harmony, partly because he wanted her to see the new him, and partly because he wanted to hold her in a hug and talk to her. He needed someone to talk to. Everything he’d known about his life was a lie, and this whole being a Zarlock and the heir thing, Oliver didn’t know how he felt about it.  
 
    The Zarlocks had killed the woman he had always considered to be his mother, Sarah. She died a couple of minutes after his birth, but Oliver imagined he remembered her. This smiling bubbly face, locks of blond curly hair. They’d killed her and killed the unborn child she was to have. He was happy to be alive, but… it was wrong, what they had done.  
 
    When Oliver reached the tree house, part of him was even excited to see Esmeralda, the oldest of the three Dalits he owned, and easily the most miserable whore he had ever met. She wasn’t really a whore… And Oliver had to scold himself mentally for thinking that. And then he wondered, did the vulgarity and misogynistic attitude come with being a proper wizard? He really hoped it didn’t…  
 
    But yeah, he was even excited to see Esmeralda. Harmony’s older cousin had a thing for those of the nobility, the rich and powerful. Well, Oliver was powerful. And probably very rich too.   
 
    But when he reached the treehouse, Harmony wasn’t there. There were rumours of wolves about, which Oliver knew to be true. And then he heard word of how wolves had captured wizards and carried them off.  
 
    It was Bellatrix, the tall leggy blond that had once sat beside him in the hall and played with his cock as he ate, who told him about Harmony, how she had seen three Dalits being carried off on the back of werewolves. Oliver didn’t know what to do with himself. At first, he’d feared the worst, thinking the werewolves had killed the girls, probably ate them or something.  
 
    But then he was assured that wasn’t the case. Apparently, wolves sometimes crossed the Line of Control to capture wizards and witches and take them back as slaves. Some of those wizards escaped and returned to tell the tale, how some werewolves used them as sex slaves. Oliver tried not to think of Harmony lying on her back, being mounted by an enormous wolf and the fucking gigantic cock it probably had.  
 
    Being kidnapped by werewolves was only supposed to happen in the Borderlands, not at the School of Merlin, in the City of the Free. That werewolves had managed to make it all the way to the heart of wizarding world without being challenged was supposedly a terrifying prospect.  
 
    Oliver didn’t care about that. He only cared about his Dalits. He wanted them back, and for him, that was as the top of his list of things to do. 
 
    But, apparently, things had changed now. He was told he couldn’t just storm off over the Line of Control and into wolf territory. He was Lord Zarlock, Katrina had said. For now, staying alive was his priority. The wolves had already made one attempt on his life, and his “father”, Lord Zarlock, had warned him to beware of the wolves.  
 
    It would be stupid to just fly over there and hand himself in to them, Katrina had said. And that was why there were over a dozen men surrounding his treehouse, standing guard in case something was to happen. Katrina was right, but that didn’t mean Oliver appreciated the scolding tone she had used when telling him. If she wasn’t so hot, he would have been pissed off at her…  
 
    Oliver needed to get away from it all, so he decided to go to the Land of the Wanderers. There were no threats there, no werewolves or le Fays. It would be good to see Emily, and he might even pay his father a visit. The old drunkard deserved to know what had happened, why his wife had died and of his child the Zarlocks had murdered.  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver had a stupid smile on his face as he sat in the carriage opposite Lucinda. He was in the Death Maze once more, but this time, no Falkeries tried to eat his face, no Minotaur tried to gauge his guts. No, this time, he had an Other Sider with him.  
 
    He glanced at Lucinda sitting opposite him as she stared out through the carriage window. Her red hair bounced off her shoulders, and she wore a green cloak, parted in the middle to reveal what she wore underneath. For once, it wasn’t nothing. She wore a thin green bra and underwear, neither doing their job of covering her modesty. When she stood in the right position, Oliver could easily see her nipples through her bra, and the slit of her vagina through her panties.  
 
    They had sat silently the entire time. It was pretty awkward. And for once, it wasn’t Oliver’s fault. Lucinda was treating him pretty differently since finding out who he was. There was none of the defiance, annoyance, or arrogance she would occasionally flash at him. No, now it was all him asking her to jump, and Lucinda replying with how high?  
 
    He’d asked to go to the Land of the Wanderers, and she’d asked when. And that was less than an hour ago.  
 
    The carriage made its way through the maze and came to a halt beside the little cottage at the edge of the cliff. Oliver stepped out and followed Lucinda down the steps attached to the face of the cliff. Once at the bottom, he climbed into the small rowing boat, that stupid smile back on his face.  
 
    He remembered the first time he had climbed onto this boat and stared out at the vast and apparently endless ocean before him. He had been a little frightened. But that was a long time ago. Well, it wasn’t that long ago, but a lot had happened since then. Oliver was a changed man. Literally.  
 
    He wondered if Emily would recognise him immediately. He felt bad for leaving her the way he had, her sitting naked on his bed, begging him not to go.  
 
    Despite everything that had happened, Oliver was glad that he had gone. Had he remained with Emily, his future may not have been as uncertain. He would probably have dated Emily for a bit until she bored of him and moved on to the next guy, as she had done with her previous ten thousand boyfriends. And then Oliver would have spent the rest of his life in a dead-end job. The rest of his short life, because his magic had been bound in a fatal way. 
 
    The little rowing boat set off, and Oliver stared intensely out into the distance. There was nothing there but the endless expanse of water, but he watched anyway, waiting for the moment when land would suddenly appear out of nowhere.   
 
    But land was not the first thing Oliver spotted. “…what the fuck,” he muttered.  
 
    Lucinda turned to look back at him. “My Lord?”  
 
    Oliver raised his hand and pointed. “The Great Barrier,” he whispered.  
 
    “The Great Barrier,” Lucinda repeated, before her eyes widened. “You can see it?”  
 
    “You can’t?” Oliver asked. 
 
    Lucinda spun around, as if to check in case it had suddenly appeared out of nowhere. She turned back to look at him and shook her head. “What does it look like?” she asked.  
 
    A thin translucent blue, the Great Barrier rose up like a wall before curving inwards like a bubble, and then fading completely as it disappeared into the blue sky above. 
 
    The boat had edged its way up to the Great Barrier and Oliver could see beyond it, the hazy outline of land, white cliffs rising to meet the overhanging greenery. He raised his hand, his index finger extended. The wall shimmered, and for a second, it seemed to resist his touch. And then the boat passed through it, and he felt a slight damp coldness wash over him. 
 
    There really was only one way to describe the Great Barrier. “It’s thin…” Oliver said thoughtfully. 
 
       
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Lucinda parked her little mini outside Emily’s apartment and turned the engine off. Oliver had been looking forward to seeing Emily, but now that he was here, he was suddenly a little nervous. Emily was the girl he’d had a crush on for years. No, it was more than a crush. He had loved her.  
 
    And after sleeping with her for the first time, he’d left her all alone to go off with Lucinda to the Atlantis, the Land of the Wizards. He didn’t feel great about that. 
 
    “What are you going to do?” Oliver asked Lucinda. “Like, do you have things to do?”    
 
    “Is there anything you would like me to do, my lord?” Lucinda asked.  
 
    Oliver really didn’t like being called “lord”. He had actually told Lucinda that more than once, to not call him “lord”, but it was the one order of his that she seemed to not obey.  
 
    “You can do what you want,” Oliver muttered. “I was just wondering if you had any plans. Like, is there a club you Other Siders go to after a hard day’s work?”  
 
    “It’s just me here at the moment, my lord,” Lucinda said. “Other Siders don’t really come to the Land of the Wanderers often.”  
 
    “Cool,” Oliver said. He opened the door and stepped out of the car, staring up at Emily’s apartment block. Behind him, he heard a throat being cleared.  
 
    It was Lucinda, and she stared at him hesitantly. “If you would like to go for a drink later, my lord…?”  
 
    It was sort of what Oliver was getting at. Even though he had spent pretty much most of his life here in the Land of the Wanderers, Oliver didn’t really have many friends. Correction, he had one friend, and her name was Emily, and he wasn’t even sure if she was still his friend, after the way he had abandoned her. If all went to shit up there today, it would be nice to go for a drink after.  
 
    “Yeah, I’d be up for a drink later,” Oliver said. “How will I find you?”  
 
    “I can wait here?” Lucinda said.  
 
    “I might be long,” Oliver said. Or very short, he thought. It depended on Emily’s mood. There was a good chance she was going to throw things at him the minute he walked through the door.  
 
    “I’ll be back in a couple of hours?” Lucinda said.  
 
    Oliver nodded. And then he closed the car door and walked down the concrete slabs that led to Emily’s apartment. She lived on the third floor, and he was going to press the buzzer to be let in, but then he remembered her apartment buildings main door didn’t lock properly. He pushed it open and climbed the steps, taking four or five at a time with ease. He still couldn’t get over how amazingly strong and powerful he suddenly was.  
 
    He wondered if wizards felt like this all the time, or if he was especially strong, what with being a Zarlock and the thing about Zarlocks producing the most powerful of wizards, like Merlin.  
 
    Oliver came to Emily’s door and taking a deep breath, knocked three times. He could hear movement inside, could here steps coming towards the door, courtesy of his new really good hearing. Emily’s door had a peephole, and he knew she was watching him through it. Would she recognise him? And if she did, would she open the door to him?  
 
    She did open the door, but only enough for her to poke her head out. “Oliver?” she asked, surprised. “Is that you?”  
 
    “Emily,” Oliver smiled. It was good to see her after so long. He wanted to give her a hug, but the girl didn’t seem very happy to see him. Her eyes seemed out of focus, constantly shifting past him, much like a paranoid drug dealer. “You olrite?” Oliver asked.  
 
    Emily nodded. “I’m fine.”  
 
    “Okay,” Oliver said, a little underwhelmed.  
 
    It wasn’t that he had expected her to jump up with joy upon seeing him, but he did think she would show some emotion, maybe be a little pleased to see him, see the new him. And not to brag, but he was in her league now, if not beyond. And it was then that he really noticed her, the dark circles underneath her eyes, her blond hair messy, her lips chapped… This wasn’t at all like the Emily he remembered.  
 
    Oliver placed a hand on the door in case she tried to close it. “Can I can in?”  
 
    Emily’s eyes widened in fear. “No!” she said vehemently.  
 
    Oliver blinked in surprise. But he didn’t back away. Something was definitely wrong. Emily was in some sort of trouble, and judging by her looks, it was probably drug related. What with the recent changes Oliver had gone through, he felt pretty confident about taking on a bunch of drug dealers. Maybe that’s why she hadn’t opened the door fully, because they were in her apartment right now. 
 
    With his free hand, Oliver reached inside his leather jacket and felt for his staff. Well, it was really the staff of Zarlock, and it was a thing of beauty. Pure sparkling gold with purple rings around it, it shrunk in size to fit in his pocket. If he pulled it out now, his magic would flow into it, and the staff would grow in size. It was the perfect weapon. For a wizard, anyway. It would be pretty useless to a Wanderer.  
 
    Oliver pushed the door, knocking Emily back, he walked into the apartment. “What the fuck,” he muttered. 
 
    There was a reason Emily had only poked her head out through the door. She was on the floor now, staring up at him in shock. Oliver felt a little bad. He still didn’t know his strength, and he’d pushed the door much harder than he had wanted to.  
 
    Emily scrambled off the floor and placed a hand over her cunt, and her arm over her breasts. The girl had been almost naked this whole time, but that wasn’t the most surprising thing. She had a black collar around her neck and Oliver wondered why he hadn’t seen that before. But it wasn’t that she was mostly naked, or that she had the collar around her neck that surprised him.  
 
    It was the numerous piercings she had all over her naked body that shocked him. She had two nipple piercings, her belly button was pierced, and he thought he saw two piercings, one on each of her pussy lips. And now that he thought about it, that shiny thing on her tongue, it was a piercing.  
 
    “So… you’re into piercings now, huh?” Oliver asked, as he stood awkwardly in her hallway.  
 
    Emily glared at him. “It’s not like that,” she muttered.  
 
    “Okay,” Oliver said, and then waited for her to tell him what it was like. But she didn’t. Instead, she continued to glare at him, so he asked, “Can I see them?”  
 
    “What?”  
 
    “The piercings,” Oliver said. he’d only caught a glimpse of the ones she had on her nipples and pussy lips. “Can I see them?”  
 
    The arm that covered her breasts lowered an inch, and then stopped. Emily stared at him, a hesitant look on her face. “I… I don’t know,” she said.  
 
    “You don’t know?” Oliver asked, confused.  
 
    “You should go, Oliver,” Emily said, her voice sounding distant. “It’s not safe for you.”  
 
    That was something Emily had said to him plenty before. Go away, Oliver. You’re not safe here. She would pick the worst guys to date, guys that abused her, and when he would try to get her to see sense, she would tell him he wasn’t safe, that her boyfriend was going to be back any minute soon. Oliver usually left, partly because he was a little afraid of getting beaten up by some guy fucking Emily, the girl that he loved. And partly because when Emily was in that mood, he knew it was hopeless trying to convince her to come with him. She never listened to him.  
 
    But those days had changed. At least for him they had. Oliver had come a long way since those days. He was no longer afraid of some asshole guy she was dating.  
 
    Oliver took an angry step towards Emily. “Did some guy make you get the piercings?”  
 
    “No,” Emily said, taking a step back.  
 
    “You wanted the piercings?” Oliver asked, taking another step towards her.  
 
    “It’s complicated, Oliver,” Emily said. She took another step back, and then came up against the wall. “Leave,” she whispered the word, “before you get hurt.”  
 
    Oliver, who had taken another step towards Emily, now stood less than a foot away from her. He could feel the heat from her naked body radiating towards him. Standing so close to her, he suddenly remembered how pretty she was. His eyes fell on her chest and the arm that covered her breasts, covered her nipple piercings.  
 
    Oliver held her hand gently and lowered her arm, exposing her luscious breasts. Emily lowered her gaze, staring at the ground as her arm fell by her side, no longer resisting. Oliver had seen some stuff in his time, what with owning Dalits, walking in on Sambit pretty much always having sex with some ridiculously hot girl, and the crazy Borderlanders that had pretty freaky piercings. But few compared to the sight before him.  
 
    Emily had both her hands by her side now, no longer covering any of her modesty, her chest thrust out proudly, showing off her beautiful breasts. The Emily he remembered never had a problem with being naked. She had a gorgeous body and she knew it. But her gaze was lowered, and Oliver could see hints of red on her cheeks. She was blushing…  
 
    Somehow, that made it all the more enticing…  
 
    Oliver’s hand brushed against her left nipple, the touch caused Emily to shudder, and raising her head, she looked up at him.  
 
    “You look different,” Emily said quietly. “You’re taller too.”  
 
    “I like your piercings,” Oliver said.  
 
    And then he brushed up against her, pressing her naked body against the wall, he kissed her on the lips as his hands worked their way around her body, grabbing her by the hips, squeezing her breasts, feeling her cunt and the piercings on her pussy lips.  
 
    Emily kissed him passionately, and all the while her hands worked on his jeans, she took them off, her hand grabbed his erect cock and she rubbed the tip with her finger. She guided his cock to her cunt, and the tip even made it in before she suddenly froze, her eyes widened as she stared at the door.  
 
    Oliver pulled back from her, following her gaze, he glanced at the door and the woman that stood there.  
 
    “Well, well, well,” the woman said. “After all this time, the wizard is finally hear.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    There was something odd about the woman. For starters, she had this shimmer about her, as if she wasn’t quite there. But the shimmer, it seemed to come and go, and sometimes, the shimmer would flare, like it had been lit on fire, but a subtle fire, more like molten lava, or heated steel, but not so red. Oliver decided her physical state was not the easiest to describe.  
 
    “Talasha,” Emily whispered.  
 
    “You know her?” Oliver asked.  
 
    Emily nodded. “She’s my uh…” her voice trailed as she left the sentence incomplete.  
 
    Oliver turned to look at Emily and noticed the colour had drained from the girl’s face. “She’s your what?” he asked. 
 
    “I’m her owner,” Talasha said, a big smile on her face.  
 
    “Owner?” Oliver repeated, wondering if he had heard right. Because if he had, then either he was somehow back in Atlantis where people could be owned, or the Land of the Wanderers had changed a lot in his brief absence. Like, changed drastically.  
 
    “Oliver,” Emily whispered. “Please go.”  
 
    Oliver could see the fear in her eyes, and although he didn’t fully understand what the hell was going on, he got the gist of it. Talasha was a bitch that needed dealing with. Oliver pulled out his golden staff of Zarlock and held it by his side as a warning.  
 
    “Leave,” he said, his voice cold. “Or you will be hurt.”  
 
    As the words left his mouth, he instantly began to regret them. He should have said something cooler, and maybe he should have done something frightening too, because Talasha was still smiling. In fact, she seemed pretty amused by the whole thing.  
 
    “What are you going to do with that?” she asked, pointing to his staff. “Hit me?”  
 
    Oliver nodded. That was the plan, to hit Talasha on the head with the staff. Not too hard so as to kill her, but hard enough to knock her out.  
 
    “You stupid child,” Talasha laughed. “You have no idea what I am, do you?”  
 
    She was right about that. Oliver didn’t know what she was, but he didn’t see that as being very important, certainly not as much as Talasha thought it to be. He’d seen plenty crazy shit recently to not be so curious or overly concerned about the shimmering woman. No, it was something else that bothered him.  
 
    “Did you just call me a child?” Oliver asked. He pulled his collar down to reveal his devil tattoo. “I killed the fucking devil, bitch.”  
 
    Talasha frowned. “If you killed it, why is the devil winking at me?”  
 
    Oliver glanced down at the devil tattooed on his neck. The little shit was indeed winking at Talasha. Why was it doing that? It was only supposed to wink at girls he liked. And he did not like Talasha. Aside from the fact that she had this really confusing shimmering thing going on with her body, she had just called him a child, which meant she was very old.  
 
    And… As Oliver really looked at her and saw past the ghost-like thing she had going on with her body structure, he realised she actually wasn’t bad to look at. Despite how old she may think she was, she looked like she was his age, maybe a year or two more.  
 
    She had a pretty face, long dark hair, large dark brown eyes, tanned skin. She was dressed pretty cool too, wearing fitting black jeans, a white shirt and a brown leather jacket.  
 
    “Drop the stick, wizard,” Talasha said. “Come quietly.” 
 
    Come quietly? Where was she expecting to take him? And how did she know he was a wizard? “I don’t know what you’ve being doing to Emily,” Oliver said. “But she’s under my protection now. Leave, or there will be trouble.”  
 
    Oliver filled the staff of Zarlock with his magic. He could feel it flow, this sense of warmth radiating through his arm. The staff began to glow and it expanded until it was almost six feet in length. Oliver’s grin quickly turned into a frown as Talasha burst out laughing.  
 
    “What?” Oliver asked, annoyed. “What’s so funny?”  
 
    “You,” Talasha said without hesitation. “You think that expanded glowing stick thing is supposed to intimidate me? You want to see intimidation?”  
 
    Oliver didn’t really get a chance to say no, because he would have said no. No one in their right minds wanted to be intimidated. Talasha began her process of intimidation.  
 
    It started with her eyes. They were growing larger, so large, Oliver was sure her head was going to explode. But then, her face began to grow too, and then her body. She stood before him, suddenly over ten feet tall. And her arms, she had two, as you did, and then Oliver blinked, again, as people did, and suddenly, Talasha had six arms and hands to match. And then her face darkened, and a cloud appeared over her head.  
 
    “You want to see intimidation?” her voice was loud, harsh, and it echoed off the walls. “How’s this for intimidation?” Talasha roared.  
 
    Oliver had to admit, it was much more impressive than his staff expanding from less than a foot to almost six feet. He should have been afraid of Talasha, simply because what with being ten feet tall and having six arms and the cloud thing floating around her, she was scary to look at.  
 
    But Oliver wasn’t really that scared. He was the son of Zarlock. He had defeated the Falkeries, the devil, fought back a minotaur, beat the Fengi and a werewolf. There was probably more he had done that he’d forgotten about. No, Oliver did not scare easy.  
 
    He took a step towards the oversized Talasha and, with staff raised, he whacked her on the head. It was a good whack, connecting well with her oversized forehead. Talasha staggered back, her eyes wide in shock. 
 
    “It’s not possible,” she pointed at his staff. “Your stick should have passed right through me.” 
 
    Oliver frowned. “Why would it pass through you?” he asked, and then his eyes widened. “Are you a ghost?”  
 
    “No, idiot,” Talasha said. “I am not a ghost. I am your death!” she roared.  
 
    Oliver whacked her on the head once more, and this time, much harder. Talasha fell back, and as she hit the ground, her body began to shrink until it was back to normal human-sized proportions. And her six arms had also reverted to only the two.  
 
    Emily crept up to Talasha’s unconscious body. “Is she dead?”  
 
    “She’s alive.” Whether Talasha was a ghost or not, she definitely breathed in air. Oliver could see her chest rising. “We should go before she wakes up,” Oliver said, and then he glanced at Emily’s gorgeous but naked body. “Maybe grab some clothes before we leave?”  
 
    Emily nodded, took three steps towards her bedroom, stopped, came back to stand beside Talasha, and then stomped on the unconscious girl’s face.  
 
    Oliver watched her in shock.  
 
    “She was a right evil bitch to me,” Emily said.  
 
    “…yeah, fair enough,” Oliver mumbled.  
 
    “I’m going to go and put some clothes on now,” Emily said.  
 
    Oliver nodded, and watched as she went into her bedroom. And then he shook his head in disbelief. Emily was the sweetest girl ever. Sure, she was a stupid girl, always going out with the wrong guys, but never had she hurt someone, not even a gentle push, and here she was, stomping on an unconscious girl’s face.  
 
    Emily returned in record time, wearing a short black skirt, a white blouse, and her long grey coat. “Shall we go?” she smiled.  
 
    “Yeah… yeah, let’s go,” Oliver said, still a little dazed.  
 
    This was a new Emily, one that stomped on unconscious girl’s faces and got dressed in minutes, rather than hours. Oliver followed her out of the door, deciding he very much liked this new version of her.  
 
    Once outside, Emily stopped to look back at him. “So, where exactly are we going?” 
 
    It was a good question. One that Oliver didn’t have an answer. Because he had no fucking idea where to go, or what to do now.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4  
 
      
 
      
 
    Months earlier…  
 
      
 
      
 
    Maifa parked outside the girl’s apartment, the one they had seen the wizard and witch spend a brief amount of time with. Her name was Emily, and Talasha thought she was cute, as cute as humans could be.  
 
    “You want to torture her, don’t you?” Talasha asked.  
 
    “What’s wrong with that?” Maifa asked defensively.  
 
    “Nothing,” Talasha said. There was nothing wrong with torturing a human to gather information. It was perfectly acceptable for Jinns to do it, and it was also usually very successful. Usually. There was always that one human that resisted all the way to an early grave.  
 
    “You want to do it your way, don’t you?” Maifa asked, her eyes narrow.  
 
    Talasha smiled innocently. “Well, now that you mention it, I am quite bored. if you let me do it my way, it’s effective and I’ll be out of your hair.”  
 
    Talasha waited and watched as Maifa weighed the pros and cons. Her cousin liked to do that before she made a decision, to weigh the pros and cons. It was a good thing to do, except, it sort of made her predictable. All Talasha had to do was be so annoying that Maifa would say yes to pretty much anything just to get rid of her. And that was what she had been doing for the past several hours. She had pushed all of Maifa’s buttons, stopping just short of annoying her older cousin too much.  
 
    Maifa had a temper, and when she lost it, she did some scary things.  
 
    “Fine,” Maifa said. “You have a week to get everything out of her.”  
 
    Talasha smiled widely. “Won’t need a week,” she said confidently.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
    Talasha brushed her clothes down, tidied her hair, pushing back the few stray strands, and then knocked on Emily’s door. It helped if Emily found her attractive, but it wasn’t essential. Truth was, Talasha enjoyed being liked, being lusted after. She was like a succubus, except, she was gorgeous in her natural form, not a demon or anything.  
 
    A girl with short blond hair up to her shoulders opened the door. She had blue eyes, thin lips, a sharp nose, and she wore a short skirt that showed off most of her legs. Beautiful smooth legs.  
 
    “Emily, right?” Talasha asked.  
 
    The girl nodded. “Do I know you?” she asked, her eyes narrowing. 
 
    “Not yet,” Talasha said, her eyes glowing.   
 
    She leaned in and pressed her lips against Emily’s, and as the girl tried to pull back, her hand came up behind and held her head in place. Talasha felt’s Emily’s body sag. She released her grip on the head and grabbed the girl by the waist just as Emily as about to collapse.  
 
    Talasha carried Emily’s limp body inside and closed the door behind her. She’d forgotten how easy this was.   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Emily woke to find herself lying in bed under the covers. The last thing she remembered was the knock on the door, and the woman with the long black hair. Emily didn’t have any lesbian tendencies at all, but she remembered thinking the woman was pretty. And then, the woman had kissed her.  
 
    It was a strange kiss. There was no tongue, and yet, it felt like something was in her mouth, going down her throat. And then… what had happened after that? Emily couldn’t remember.  
 
    She was in bed now… had it been a dream? 
 
    Pulling the covers aside, Emily climbed out of bed. She was naked? That wasn’t strange in itself. She did sleep naked sometimes. Stepping lightly, she made it to the living room. And that was when she knew for sure it hadn’t been a dream.   
 
    That women, the one with the long hair, the one that had forcibly kissed her, she was sitting at the kitchen table with a mug of tea, casually flipping through one of Emily’s magazines.  
 
    “What- what are you doing here?” Emily asked warily.  
 
    The girl looked up from the magazine. “You’re awake,” she smiled,  
 
    “What happened to me?” Emily asked, and then she took a hesitant step back. “You did something to me?” 
 
    The girl put the magazine aside and stood up. She wasn’t much taller than Emily, but in that moment, she seemed enormous, like a giant hovering over her. 
 
    “You look good naked,” the girl said, as her eyes trawled up and down Emily’s body. “I think I’ll keep you like that.”  
 
    “Keep… ke-keep me like t-that?” Emily’s voice shook as she backed away from the approaching girl.  
 
    “Yes,” the girl said, her voice strangely seductive. “You’re going to be my little pet. I’ll even attach a collar around your neck, put you on a leash.” She suddenly moved forward very quickly and pressed her lips against Emily’s.  
 
    Emily wanted to resist, she wanted to pull back from the girl, but something strange was happening. Her lips were sealed shut, but something was slipping through them, something intoxicating.  
 
    The girl pulled her lips back and smiled. Emily stared into the girl’s dark eyes, suddenly feeling relaxed, the fear mixed with apprehension of earlier now completely gone, she wanted to kiss the girl, but at the same time, she didn’t want to do anything the girl didn’t want her to do.  
 
    “What do you say, Emily. Do you want to be my pet?” she asked.  
 
    Emily nodded dumbly. She wanted to be the girls pet and more. She wanted to do whatever the girl wanted. “I’m all yours, mistress…?”  
 
    “Mistress Talasha,” the girl said triumphantly. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Three days later, and Emily was freaking out. There was something about Talasha that didn’t add up. Whenever the two were together, Emily was enamoured by her. She felt this need, this desire to please the girl. But it was different when they were apart. Emily would sometimes just sit there in shock at how much control she willingly gave Talasha.   
 
    For the past three days, Talasha spent most of her time in Emily’s flat, only leaving for short periods. This was one of those periods. Talasha had gone to purchase piercings. She was going to pierce Emily’s nipples, her tongue, her cunt, and her belly button. At the time, it had seemed like a good idea. But now that Talasha wasn’t here, Emily was terrified. She didn’t want her body pierced. It sounded painful. But why didn’t she feel like that when Talasha was around? She was like some sort of enchantress.   
 
    Enchantress? Is that what she was?  
 
    Emily believed in the supernatural and fairy tales and all the myths. She believed in all of them, or at least believed they could be true. Why wouldn’t she? Oliver was apparently a wizard.  
 
    Oliver… She wondered what he was doing now. He was on the adventure of his lifetime, doing things she couldn’t even imagine. And if all the witches dressed like Lucinda, the red-haired witch, he was probably sleeping around a lot. If you could get past the oddity of his face, he wasn’t a bad fuck. Actually, he was pretty darn good. And his cock, it was just wow.  
 
    Shaking her head to get the thought of Oliver and his cock out of her mind, Emily stood up and began to pace up and down the living room. She had to do something about this Talasha. The past three days had been the strangest in her life. She had spent the whole time pretty much naked, a black collar around her neck the only piece of clothing she wore.  
 
    Talasha had done things to her, things that crossed even the limit for Emily. She was a horny girl, she wasn’t going to deny that, but she wasn’t a lesbian. Sure, at a party, after a couple of drinks, or even before, she might kiss a girl just to excite the crowd… but to lick Talasha’s vagina, suck on her breasts, suck on her little pucker, probe her tongue inside the anus… and that was all on the first day.  
 
    Talasha had made her do some other things, things she never wanted to think about ever again. But here she was, thinking about it. Her face coloured as she remembered sitting on her naked bottom in the bath tub, Talasha standing over her, her legs apart. Talasha had pissed on Emily’s face, and she had tasted some of her warm and salty urine…  
 
    Emily froze on the spot as she heard the door open. There were voices. More than one. Had Talasha brought someone back with her? Emily glanced around the room, looking for a place to hide, or clothes to wear.  
 
    She barely managed to take a step towards the sofa, intending to hide behind it, when the door opened and in walked Talasha and a young man with a ginger beard.  
 
    “Emily,” Talasha said cheerfully. “This is Mark. He’s going to pierce you.”  
 
    Emily’s hatred and her shame of moments early washed away as she laid eyes on Talasha. The girl was just so beautiful, so alluring so- 
 
    “Hey,” Mark waved at her, grinning.  
 
    Emily frowned as her eyes turned on him. Why was he here again? What had Talasha said about him? Something about piercing… Piercing what? Emily’s eyes widened as she remembered. They were going to pierce every possible part of her body. Her tongue, her nipples, her cunt…  
 
    She was about to make a run for the door when Talasha began to undress. Emily watched mesmerised as Talasha slipped out of her jeans. Her perfectly smooth legs seemed to go on forever. She wanted nothing more than to crawl on her knees and stare up at those legs, and the woman they belonged too.  
 
    Talasha slipped out of her clothes confidently, not at all worried about being naked in front of this Mark guy. She wasn’t shy, and Emily could understand why. Talasha had a gorgeous body. Every part of her was perfect. Her face, her breasts… Emily couldn’t get enough of those breasts. She wanted to take them in her mouth, suck on them.  
 
    “What are you waiting for?” Talasha asked, turning to Mark. “Show us your cock!” 
 
    Mark jumped, as if startled, and then this glazed look appeared in his eyes. He began to undress, and as his cock slipped out, Emily’s eyes widened. Mark had a large ring going through the head of his penis. Slipping her finger through it, Talasha lifted his cock up.  
 
    “He did this for me,” she said, smiling proudly. She tugged on the ring, and Mark’s body visible shook. “Aw, does it hurt?”  
 
    Mark shook his head, and though he was smiling, Emily couldn’t help but think he was in a lot of pain. It was a large ring that was pierced through half his cock head, coming out of his pee hole.  
 
    Emily noticed Talasha watching her, that look of lustful hunger in her eyes. Talasha was going to do something to her, and Emily’s cunt wettened in anticipation, her juices actually flowing down her bare leg.   
 
    Letting go of Mark’s cock ring, Talasha walked up to Emily, her eyes sparkling, her hand trailed up Emily’s thigh, coming to her cunt, she squeezed it, and leaning in, whispered, “Shall we start with your cunt?”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    That night, Emily lay in bed, her mind once more on Oliver. She wondered where he was, what he was doing. She missed him a lot. When he was here with her, she’d taken him for granted, never really appreciated how he’d stuck by her pretty much since they were children. And now, when she needed him the most, he wasn’t here… And it was her fault. Had she treated him better, he might have been here today.  
 
    And she really did need him. Talasha was bad news for Emily. A tear rolled down her cheek. Hr cunt had been pierced today, as had both her nipples, her tongue and her belly button. Talasha had made her lie on her back on the floor, her legs open, Mark’s cock inside her cunt as Talasha sat on her face. And that was how her nipples had been pierced, Mark doing his best at multitasking. 
 
    It had hurt a lot more than she’d anticipated. At the time, all she could think about was sucking on Talasha’s cunt, on probing her tongue in, on pushing against the clitoris just hard enough to find that perfect mix between pain and pleasure.  
 
    But now, her nipples hurt, her cunt ached, and her tongue was sore. And the shame… why did she feel so much shame? She should have been used to it after being fucked by so many guys… Being naked, being abused, it wasn’t something new to her…  
 
    Oliver had been the only nice guy in her life, the only nice thing in her life… she missed him so much.  
 
    The door to the bedroom opened, and Talasha walked in. She was naked, and she slid into bed beside Emily, who had closed her eyes in a bid to avoid seeing the girl. She had a theory, that Talasha really was some sort of enchantress, and much like Medusa, looking at her was not wise.  
 
    “How are you feeling?” Talasha asked.  
 
    It wasn’t just looking at her that did it. Hearing her voice was enough. That voice… so seductive… Emily opened her eyes and turned to look at Talasha. “I feel great,” she said.  
 
    Talasha pulled on her nipple piercings. “Does it hurt?”     
 
    It was a strange feeling, having your newly pierced nipples tugged on whilst being under the spell of an enchantress. It did hurt… but it didn’t… “No, mistress…” Emily said.  
 
    “Mistress?” Talasha’s eyes sparkled. “You do call me that often. I like it.” She tugged harder on Emily’s nipple piercings. “Are you my submissive little bitch?”  
 
    Emily nodded earnestly. In that moment, being so close to Talasha’s naked and hot body, she wanted nothing more than to be submissive, be owned, be used and abused for the enchantress’s pleasure.  
 
    “Is that what you crave?” Talasha asked, her fingers twisting Emily’s nipples. “To be my little bitch, my little whore for men and Jinns to fuck?”  
 
    “Yes mistress…” Emily whispered, as her eyes watered. She didn’t know what Jinns were, but she didn’t care. Her nipples hurt so much her eyes watered, but she wanted Talasha to twist them harder, to pull on them, to slap them. She wanted to be abused by her mistress.  
 
    Talasha spat on her face. “Tell me what you want me to do to you, you little whore.” 
 
    Emily wiped the spit off with her hand, and then licked it clean. “Spit on me more, mistress,” she said. “Pull on my nipples, slap my cunt, fuck my ass hole… I’ll do anything for you mistress.”   
 
    “Slap you on your newly pierced cunt,” Talasha said slowly. “That’s an idea.”  
 
    Emily flinched as Talasha found her vagina and gave it a hard slap. She winced as Talasha held the piercing on her clitoris and pulled. And as Talasha continued to pull, she feared the piercing was going to be torn off. And then, just as Emily was about to cry out in pain, Talasha let go.  
 
    Emily took long deep breaths, her chest rising and falling rapidly. “Thank you, mistress,” she rasped. 
 
    “Tell me about Oliver,” Talasha said.  
 
    Emily’s breath stopped. “Oliver?”  
 
    “He’s your friend, isn’t it?”  
 
    Emily was suddenly alert. “…Yeah. I-I haven’t seen him in a while.” 
 
    “Oh?” Talasha said, her voice suddenly cold, she squeezed Emily’s left nipple hard, her fingers digging in.  
 
    It hurt so much, Emily couldn’t hold back. She cried out in pain as her body squirmed. She tried to pull away from Talasha, which in hindsight was a stupid thing to do as it put more pressure on her poor nipple.  
 
    Something really strange and terrifying happened next. They had been in bed, the lights off, it was mostly dark, save for the moonlight shining in through the window. And then, suddenly, the room was full of light, and at the same time, Talasha let go of her nipple. Emily scrambled off the bed, a hand on her nipple, feeling for blood.  
 
    But she didn’t have much of a chance to check for the damage caused, because she just realised where the light was coming from.  
 
    Talasha.  
 
    The girl’s entire body was glowing, and not in the normal pregnancy glow type thing. Talasha’s body was so bright, it had actually lit the room much like a dozen lightbulbs would. And then Emily noticed Talasha’s face, her eyes large, her mouth open in anger, and her teeth, not the perfect teeth she was accustomed to, but teeth much like sharks.  
 
    “You dare lie to me?” she roared.  
 
    Emily had never been so frightened in her life. Her knees came up to her chest as she huddled together, closing her eyes, she began to tell herself it was all a dream. She opened her eyes, and Talasha had moved closer to her, so close, Emily could feel the girl’s breath on her face.  
 
    “Did you think I was a nightmare?” Talasha asked, a manic grin on her face, her perfectly sharp shark-like teeth glistening. “Did you?” Talasha roared.  
 
    Emily nodded quickly.  
 
    “I look terrifying, don’t I?” Talasha asked, still grinning.  
 
    “A little?” Emily asked, now terrified and confused. 
 
    Talasha stopped smiling. “Just a little?”  
 
    “A lot?” Emily said quickly.  
 
    Talasha broke out into laughter. “It’s good that you’re afraid. Sensible,” she commented. “Not that being sensible is going to stop what’s coming.”   
 
    “Wh-what uh… what’s coming?” Emily squeaked.  
 
    “Oh, I’m going to hurt you so much, you’re going to wish you never met me. And after that, you can tell me all about Oliver over a cup of tea,” Talasha smiled.  
 
    Thing was, Emily already wished she had never met Talasha. And it was strange, because normally, she only felt like that when Talasha was absent, not when she was present. She wondered what had changed. And then she realised it wasn’t the time to be thinking about that. Now was the time to worry about her life.  
 
    She didn’t even bother glancing at the door. Running wasn’t going to work. Talasha was some sort of monster. And she believed in monsters. Why wouldn’t she? She already knew wizards and witches existed. 
 
    The despair that came with knowing there was no escape, that she was helpless, it was an awful feeling. Emily lowered her knees and sat back, a calm smile on her face. Whatever was going to happen, was going to happen, right? Why fret over the inevitable?  
 
    And then it came. Talasha’s body transformed as she grew larger, as she grew more arms, as her head expanded. And then she grabbed Emily by the nipples, lifted her off the ground, and threw her across the room.  
 
    Emily’s breasts felt like they had been torn off, but it was only the beginning. She had landed in a heap beside the door, and suddenly, thoughts of trying to run away entered her mind. But as she scrambled to her feet, her hands supporting her abused breasts, Talasha grabbed her by the cunt and pulled her back.  
 
    Emily screamed.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver’s first thought was to head for his apartment. He figured that would be a safe spot to hide out for a bit while they figured out this whole trouble with the Talasha thing. And by they, he meant Lucinda would figure it out. Because Oliver didn’t even know where to begin.  
 
    What the hell was she? Oliver had seen pretty crazy creatures recently, but a woman that grows almost twice in size, and then adds another four arms? Weren’t all the magical creatures supposed to be in Atlantis? How had this one found a way through?  
 
    The Great Barrier wasn’t what it used to be, so his biological father, Lord Zarlock, had said. And having seen it, Oliver could testify to that. Talasha must have found a way through. And he was sure she was from Atlantis. How else would she have recognised him as a wizard?  
 
    Oliver had been pulling Emily by the hand this whole time, but now that they were on his street, she pulled her arm free and stopped walking. “Are we going to your apartment?” she asked. 
 
    Oliver nodded. “We can hide out there while we figure this out. I have a witch friend who’s really good at this stuff.”  
 
    Emily’s eyes narrowed. “You mean Lucinda?”  
 
    “Oh, you remember her,” Oliver said, a little surprised. 
 
    “You don’t easily forget a woman who walks around wearing nothing but a cloak, with her tits all hanging out,” Emily muttered. “Doesn’t she have any shame?”  
 
    “It’s like a totally different world, where she comes from,” Oliver said.  
 
    “Yeah?” Emily asked, an eyebrow raised. “You see a lot of women just walking around naked over there, huh?” 
 
    Oliver laughed nervously. If only Emily knew the half of it. But that was for another time. Actually, no, that was for never. He couldn’t come here and tell Wanderers he literally owned a bunch of girls. They would never understand. Hell, he barely understood it. 
 
    “There were naked girls walking around,” Emily frowned. “And you’re thinking about them right now, aren’t you?”  
 
    “Little bit,” Oliver said honestly.  
 
    Emily did something Oliver had never seen her do before. She rolled her eyes. It wasn’t a huge thing. Lots of people rolled their eyes all the time, or they did other things. Like be sarcastic or whatever. But with Emily, for as long as he had known her, she was basically just… pretty… and that was the nicest thing he could’ve said about her. But now, admittedly it had been a short time spent with her, she seemed different, almost as if she had developed a personality.  
 
    “We can’t go back to your place,” Emily said. “Talasha knows about it.”  
 
    “She does?” Oliver asked. “Why does she know about my place?”  
 
    Emily shrugged. “Sometimes it felt like the whole reason she was there was because of you. The first few days, she kept asking questions about you. And then, this one night, she really beat me, and-” 
 
    “She beat you?”     
 
    Emily nodded. “Yeah, she hurt me a lot…” she said softly.  
 
    “What sort of questions did she ask about me?”  
 
    “Wanted to know everything I knew about you, wanted to know where you’d gone, when you’d be back.”  
 
    “And she tortured you to get the information?”  
 
    “She didn’t believe me at first when I said I didn’t know where you were. But after the first few torture sessions…” Emily shuddered.  
 
    Oliver was suddenly angry. He shouldn’t have knocked Talasha unconscious and left her there. He should have done something more to her. Maybe he should have killed her. It wouldn’t have been the first time he’d killed something. And this Talasha sounded like she deserved it. It would have also saved him from deciding where to go now. Why should he run from her, when he was the more powerful? She should be running from him.  
 
    “What are you thinking?” Emily asked, watching him warily.  
 
    “Let’s go back to yours,” Oliver said coldly.  
 
    “But, Talasha is still there?”  
 
    “So?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “I get it,” Emily said. “You’ve got the growing stick thing-” 
 
    “It’s a staff,” Oliver said, frowning.  
 
    “And it’s very cool,” Emily continued on as if she hadn’t been interrupted. “But I’m not going back there. I don’t want to see Talasha ever again.”  
 
    “Alright,” Oliver said. “You wait at my apartment. I’ll go deal with the bitch.”  
 
    Emily placed a hand on his chest. “I really like this new confident Oliver,” she said. “I really do, but she’s a lot scarier than you think.”  
 
    “I’ve seen stuff, Emily,” Oliver said, stopping there without mentioning details. He did not want to brag. He was much too angry for that. Right now, all he wanted was to go and sort out the bitch that had tortured Emily.  
 
    “You’re not leaving me again,” Emily grabbed him with both hands.  
 
    Oliver sighed. “What are we supposed to do then? We can’t go back to yours because she’s there, we can’t go to mine, because she knows where I live. What are we supposed to do?”  
 
    “We can go to a hotel?”  
 
    “How long are we supposed to stay in a hotel for?” Oliver asked, frowning.  
 
    Emily shrugged. “I don’t know, but it will give us time to think of something.”  
 
    “Fine,” Oliver said sullenly. “Let’s go to a hotel.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    They called a taxi, using Emily’s phone, because Oliver didn’t have one anymore. What he also didn’t have was any money, or a credit card, so Emily had to pay for the taxi and the hotel. What Oliver did have was sand… sand that he called “gold dust”. Admittedly, it was really bright and sparkly, but as far as Emily was concerned, it was still sand, and definitely not an acceptable form of currency.  
 
    Once in their hotel room, Oliver sat on the bed, staring into space, looking deep in thought, or thinking of absolutely nothing. She couldn’t tell with his face. What she could tell though, was that something had changed. Oliver wasn’t the shy and nervous guy she’d stuck in the friend zone. No, he didn’t even look like that guy anymore. He was taller, he was leaner, his face more defined, and his body language was no longer awkward. 
 
    What had he been through to change so much in the past few months?  
 
    Emily sat beside him on the bed and placed a hand on his lap. “Hey,” she said softly.  
 
    Oliver blinked as he broke out of his day dream. “Hey.”  
 
    Even his voice had changed. It was so much deeper. And sitting so close to him, Emily wanted to grab his head and pull it in for a kiss. It had been a long time since she’d had welcomed intimacy. She did crave it, and Oliver looked so good…  
 
    She leaned in for a kiss, and Oliver backed away.  
 
    “Oh,” Emily said, her face reddening. “I’m sorry… I thought…” 
 
    “It’s not that I don’t want to,” Oliver said quickly. “It’s just… complicated.” 
 
    Emily nodded, biting her bottom tongue, she stared down at her lap, not knowing what to do now. She’d never been turned down by a guy before. It wasn’t a nice feeling. It was probably one Oliver had experienced quite regularly from her. 
 
    She looked up at him and smiled sadly. “I’m really sorry Oliver,” she said. 
 
    “What are you sorry for?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “The way I treated you,” Emily said softly. “You were a great guy, and I was a bitch.”  
 
    Oliver smiled slyly. “Yeah, you were a little bit.” 
 
    “Asshole,” Emily said with a smile. “You’re supposed to comfort me and shit.”  
 
    “You were cool,” Oliver said.  
 
    Emily out a laugh. She couldn’t help it. He had just changed so much. Just the way he said those words, “you were cool,”, he would never have been able to pull that off before. No, he would have said something really stupid, or too clever. And then he would have stumbled over his words trying to make it un-stupid or un-clever. 
 
    He had changed so much, just looking at him, he looked so good. Emily wondered if he had always looked so good, or if she was just looking at him differently.  
 
    “I know that look,” Oliver said softly.  
 
    Emily blinked. “You do?” she asked, and Oliver nodded. She was about to ask how he knew the look, and then she saw sadness in his eyes, and she knew. It was the look Emily gave to guys she was attracted to. He had seen it often enough. She moved from hot asshole to hot asshole on a monthly basis, if not less. “I’m really sorry, Oliver,” Emily said, lowering her head.  
 
    Oliver shifted over to sit beside her, taking her in his arms, he held her tightly. “Stop saying you’re sorry,” he told her. “You’ve been through so much because of me. I should have been here to stop Talasha.”  
 
    Emily looked up at his dark eyes. She had seen those eyes so many times before, but something had changed. Oliver’s eyes looked so powerful now, so deep. She didn’t even know it was possible for eyes to look “deep”, but that was how she felt. She felt something else too. The urge to kiss him once more.  
 
    But, instead of making a fool of herself again, Emily turned her head away. Oliver placed a hand by her cheek and made her face him, and then he leaned in and kissed her. It was just as she imagined it to be, a more than perfect kiss. 
 
    “Hey,” Oliver said softly. “I’m sorry for what I did to you last time. It was wrong, and if I could go back and change it, I would but-” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” Emily asked, staring at him quizzically.  
 
    Oliver frowned. “After what happened with Mark… We went back to mine and… I raped you…”  
 
    Emily’s eyes widened. “You did what?”  
 
    Oliver’s face began to colour. “I raped you.”  
 
    The words came out so quietly, and he seemed so shy suddenly, a complete change from the macho man of moments before, and he seemed so sweet… It probably wasn’t any excuse to start laughing. But that was what Emily did. She burst out laughing.  
 
    Oliver glared at her. “It’s not funny.”  
 
    Emily could see how he might not see it as amusing. Especially if he had spent the past few months ridden with guilt over raping her. But it was hilarious. He thought he’d raped her.  
 
    “You can stop laughing now,” Oliver said flatly.  
 
    Emily did stop laughing. And then, after composing herself somewhat, she smiled. “Cute,” she said.  
 
    “Cute?” Oliver repeated. “What’s cute?”  
 
    “It’s cute you thought that was rape,” Emily said, and then her eyes sparkling, she added, “I do like it rough.”  
 
    “Yeah?” Oliver asked. 
 
    He wore a cheeky grin, and with his strong jawline and three-day stubble, he looked like one of those models from GAP jeans adverts. And those dark eyes… Shit, when did he become so gorgeous.  
 
    “Yeah…” Emily whispered.  
 
    Oliver suddenly grabbed her by the waist, and lifting her up so easily, he flipped her on her back onto the bed. Hiking her short skirt up, he pulled on her red thong as his heavy body pressed down on her much smaller frame.  
 
    “Rough like this?” he asked, his voice suddenly even deeper.  
 
    Oliver had a large toned frame, so it shouldn’t have been a surprise that he was heavy. He had her squished underneath him so well, she couldn’t move an inch, not even her hips. And she really wanted to be able to move her hips, to rub her cunt against his hand.  
 
    “What are you doing?” Oliver asked, staring at her quizzically.  
 
    “Trying to rub my cunt against your hand,” Emily said honestly.  
 
    “You really are one horny bitch,” Oliver muttered.  
 
    It wasn’t something Emily hadn’t heard before. Most of the guys she’d dated had at some point or other called her names much worse. Whore, slut, skank… and usually, it didn’t bother her. But hearing the words coming out of Oliver’s mouth…   
 
    Emily smiled, but it was a sad smile. She didn’t want Oliver to think of her as just some slut. She didn’t have any right to expect anything from him. He was back from the land of the wizards, but who knew how long he would stay before he jetted off again. And even if he did stay, it didn’t mean he would want to be in a relationship with her. Was that what she wanted from Oliver? Did she want to be his girlfriend?  
 
    Misreading Emily’s smile, Oliver unbuckled his belt and pulled his jeans down. Emily’s eyes fell on his cock as Oliver rubbed it before pulling her thong down, he pressed the tip against her cunt. It slid in easily, and Oliver laughed.  
 
    And then, he lifted her legs up and began to fuck her, driving his cock in and out of her cunt. Emily lay motionless on her back. She had thought about being with Oliver since the day he had left her to go off with Lucinda. She had dreamt of the day he would be back, of him walking in through the door.  
 
    She had even imagined him looking really handsome and toned, changed from his experience in the world of the wizards. And sure enough, Oliver had returned, toned and more handsome than even she had dreamt of. And now, he was on top of her, his large cock going in and out of her cunt. It should have been perfect.  
 
    But it wasn’t.  
 
    He thought she was a whore, even laughed as his large cock slid easily into her cunt. Emily closed her eyes as a tear rolled down her cheek, as the bed shook with every thrust. She couldn’t wait for this to be over. All she wanted now was to find a dark corner to hide in and cry.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Maifa couldn’t say she wasn’t pleased by the sight before her. Talasha lay on the floor in Emily’s apartment, unconscious, slight bruising to the face. Something had gone wrong, obviously. What that something was, Maifa couldn’t be sure of.  
 
    It wasn’t Emily that had caused this to happen. That just wasn’t possible. There was no chance of an ordinary human beating a Jinn. And Emily was an ordinary human. She was what they called “basic”.  
 
    Whatever or whoever it was that had done this to Talasha, the girl really did deserve it. She was far too arrogant for a Jinn who’s only shred of talent was being an enchantress. There were some that thought it a worthy talent. Maifa was not one of those. Being an enchantress, in her opinion, was the same as being a whore.  
 
    She placed the tip of her shoe against Talasha’s crotch and pushed down. Talasha’s body stirred, and then she opened her eyes. She became aware of her surroundings, and then stared at Maifa’s foot.  
 
    “Get off me,” she said, pouting.   
 
     Maifa kept her foot on Talasha’s crotch. “What happened?” she asked. Talasha glared up at her, and Maifa, finding the opening to her cunt, pushed her foot down even harder. “Answer me,” she said through gritted teeth. 
 
    “The wizard came!”  
 
    “And?”  
 
    “And…” Talasha looked away, ashamed. “He knocked me unconscious with his stick.”  
 
    Maifa smiled satisfactorily. It felt so good to see her whore of a younger cousin humbled. She kept her foot dug into Talasha’s cunt for a moment longer before she removed it. Talasha climbed to her feet and dusted her clothes.  
 
    “What do we do now?” she mumbled, not making eye contact.  
 
    “You put a tracker on the girl?” Maifa asked.  
 
    Talasha nodded moodily.  
 
    “Let’s go and catch ourselves a wizard,” Maifa said.  
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Talasha sat in the car beside Maifa, rubbing her cunt gently. It still hurt from being stepped on. Her cousin hadn’t been very gentle with her foot, but Talasha knew better than to complain. Maifa had a reputation for losing her calm, for flying into a rage. Truth was, it could have been worse.   
 
    Talasha had placed a tracker on Emily. It hadn’t been intentional. It just so happened that every collar of hers had a tracker in it. And right now, she was so grateful for that. Although, Maifa didn’t seem to be nearly as angry as Talasha thought she would be. In fact, her older cousin seemed strangely pleased…  
 
    “They’re in that hotel?” Maifa asked.  
 
    “That’s what the tracker says,” Talasha said quietly. She hoped the collar was still around Emily’s neck. It would be pretty bad if they had drove here for nothing. Actually, the drive wouldn’t be so bad compared to the fact that, had they lost Emily, not only would it have been months wasted for nothing, it was very probable Maifa would kill her.  
 
    It had been Talasha’s idea to use her charms and seduce Emily. She had been confident she was up for the task. And in truth, she had done a good job until the wizard showed up. And that was the plan, to wait for the wizard to show up. But what Talasha hadn’t counted on was for the metal stick to actually be able to strike her. She was ready for a fight, had changed from her solid form into her Jinn form, not a noticeable change for humans, but the stick should have passed through her as if she were a ghost. 
 
    And now they were here, outside the hotel where hopefully, Emily and Oliver were. She hoped they were inside, but at the same time, she wasn’t so keen on facing the wizard again.   
 
    “What’s the plan?” Talasha asked.  
 
    Maifa turned to look at her, her eyes narrow. “Plan?” she asked. “Why do I need a plan?”  
 
    “…he has that stick?” Talasha said. She had told Maifa about the stick. Again, strangely, Maifa didn’t seem to be surprised by the fact that the stick was able to hurt her. It was as if she already knew.  
 
    “Maybe the stick works on you,” Maifa said. “But you’re known for being a weak one, aren’t?”  
 
    It wasn’t true. Talasha wasn’t known for being a weak one. She was known for being an enchantress, one that could seduce any Jinn or human. But she wasn’t going to argue with Maifa. Not now, at least. 
 
    “Does your cunt still hurt?” Maifa asked.  
 
    A tinge of redness appeared on Talasha’s pale cheeks. “A little,” she mumbled.   
 
    “Good,” Maifa said. And then she slapped Talasha’s hand away from her crotch. “That was just a taster. After we catch the wizard, I’ll punish you properly.”  
 
    It had been a sharp slap. Talasha’s hand stung. But she took care to not show any signs of pain. She wasn’t keen on being lectured about how weak she was, and the beating that usually followed one of Maifa’s lectures.  
 
    Her cousin opened the car door and stepped out. Talasha followed after her. She wanted to stay in the car, because, being hit on the head with a metal stick wasn’t much fun. But it would be less fun to be tortured by Maifa, which is what would have happened had she not stepped out.  
 
    They walked towards the hotel, Talasha a step behind, her eyes on her older cousin. Maifa was arrogant and angry, but she wasn’t stupid. She knew this Oliver could hurt Jinns, but she still insisted on going inside. Maifa had a plan. She had to have.  
 
    Once inside the hotel, Talasha stepped up to the man behind the counter. She gave him her best smile, and then, to save time, she pulled down her top, exposing her perfect breasts. “Could you tell me which room Oliver is in?” she asked, her voice seductive.  
 
    The man didn’t reply. He stared at her breasts, his eyes wide, his mouth open, actual drool forming on the corner of his lips.  
 
    “Well done,” Maifa said sarcastically. “You’ve broken him.”  
 
    Talasha sighed. Maybe the breasts were a bit much. Judging from the look of the guy, he probably didn’t see breasts very often, and never ones so perfect. She pulled up her top, and then slapped him across the face.  
 
    “Hey, what the hell!” the man took a startled step back.  
 
    “Hi,” Talasha gave him her best smile. “Can you tell me which room Oliver is staying in?”  
 
    The man frowned as he reached for his cheek, the one she had slapped. “Is he expecting you?”  
 
    “Yes,” Talasha lied.  
 
    The man leaned forward, pressed a few buttons on the computer, stared intently at the screen, and then looked up. “He’s on the third floor. Room 314.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Talasha blew him a kiss. 
 
    They headed for the lift, and once inside, Maifa grabbed Talasha’s left ass cheek and squeezed it hard.  
 
    “Hey!” Talasha said, looking up at her cousin, annoyed.  
 
    “You’re such a whore,” Maifa muttered, squeezing Talasha’s ass cheek harder. “Why did you get your breasts out?”  
 
    “I wanted to enchant him quickly,” Talasha said, wincing as she felt Maifa’s fingers dig into her ass.  
 
    “Why did you need to enchant him in the first place?” 
 
    “I thought, some of these places, they don’t like to give information out,” Talasha protested. “I was trying to be helpful,” she added.  
 
    The lift reached the third floor and the door opened. Maifa released her grip on Talasha’s ass. “I’m not done with you,” she muttered, as they walked down the corridor. “You’ll be dealt with properly once we get back to Madaris.”  
 
    Talasha feared as much. She should never have asked to use her charms on Emily. Sure, the girl was pretty, and it seemed like a fun way to past the time, much more fun than spending it with Maifa. But the risks that came with failing around Maifa… to be fair, she had considered the risks, and but not once did she factor in that the wizard was going to be able to knock her out with a metal rod!  
 
    They came to a stop outside a door numbered 314 in gold lettering. Talasha was about to ask what the plan was once more, because she didn’t think charging in there was going to be very useful. Oliver had defeated her once already pretty easily, and sure, this time she was prepared, and he had lost that element of surprise, but that didn’t favour her hugely. She didn’t know how to fight, she had never needed to learn how to. What with her charms, life had generally been good to her.  
 
    Maifa stared at the door determinedly, and then raising a foot, she kicked it. The door flew off its hinges and smashed into the wall opposite. Maifa walked in, as confident as ever. Talasha reluctantly followed after her.  
 
    The door led straight into the bedroom, and Talasha was pretty happy to see that her tracking device was still working. Emily lay on the bed on her back, naked, her legs up in the air, the collar still around her neck.  
 
    And on top of her was the wizard, Oliver. He looked different from the first time Talasha had seen him months ago. He still had that wizard glow about him, as if he were filled with energy, but it was so much brighter now. And his body, it seemed different too. Not that she had seen him naked before, but that body of his, ouch. She wanted to bite him, he looked so good.  
 
    With his cock still inside Emily, Oliver turned to look at them. “Can’t a guy have sex in peace?” he asked. 
 
    He seemed bored by their presence, and Talasha was instantly offended. How dare he be bored by her? No one had ever been bored by her. Who the hell did he think he was? Sure, he wasn’t an ordinary man… He was a wizard… apparently, they existed. And he was a gorgeous wizard too, with a perfect body.  
 
    Oliver pulled his cock out of Emily’s cunt as he turned to face them. 
 
    “Ahhh,” Talasha said, and Maifa turned to look back at her. “Sorry,” Talasha said quickly.  
 
    She hadn’t meant to make that noise. She wasn’t even sure what that noise was, but it had escaped her lips the same moment Oliver’s large and magnificent cock came into view.  
 
    “You’re going to come with us, wizard,” Maifa said. “Don’t resist, and I’ll be nice.”  
 
    “Piss off,” Oliver said.  
 
    Standing just behind Maifa, Talasha couldn’t see her older cousins face. But she really wished she could. No one had ever before told Maifa to “piss off”. They hadn’t even said anything close to that. Maifa was angry. Talasha could actually feel the rage burning off of her cousin.  
 
    Maifa reached into her coat and pulled out a net, which she threw at Oliver. It was a good throw, and the net encompassed Oliver’s naked body. He stared at it uncertainly, and then gripped the rope in both hands, hands that were now flaming purple, he tore the net apart and threw it aside.  
 
    “That was your big plan?” Talasha asked. “Throw a net at him?”  
 
    Maifa looked back to glare at her. “How was I supposed to know his hands could do that?”  
 
    “My turn,” Oliver said.  
 
    Both cousins turned to look at him as Oliver held his arm out, hand open. That golden and purple metal stick of his flew into his hand. Talasha hated to admit it but, standing their naked in that powerfully built body of his with that enormous cock, and the stick flying into his outstretched hand, Oliver looked really fucking cool.  
 
    And then she remembered how much it had hurt, being whacked with the stick. “What shall we do?” she asked, the panic obvious in her voice.  
 
    “I don’t know,” Maifa said angrily. “Clearly my idea didn’t work.” She grabbed Talasha by the arm and pulling her forward, she pushed her in front of Oliver. “It’s your turn now.” 
 
    Talasha stood stiffly, her eyes wide and on the metal stick that was now growing. How did he do that? It wasn’t a cheap technological trick. It didn’t make any of the sounds mechanical devices did. He spun the staff in his hand a couple of times, and then he was about to strike when Talasha raised both hands.  
 
    “Stop!” she said.  
 
    It worked. Oliver did stop. “You want me to stop?” he asked, confused.  
 
    Talasha nodded. “Yes. Stop hitting me. It fucking hurts!” 
 
    Oliver lowered his metal stick and then glanced at Emily, who was still naked and, on her back, her legs open, her pink pussy visible. “They don’t usually ask me to stop,” Oliver said to her.  
 
    “They?” Talasha asked, now confused herself. He’d met and battled Jinns before? If he had, it would make a lot of sense. He wasn’t at all afraid of her, and he knew how to beat her. “You’ve met Jinns before?”  
 
    “Jinns?” Oliver repeated. He shook his head. “But I’ve battled Falkeries, a minotaur, Fengi, the devil… usually we battle to the death. I’ve never been asked to stop before.” 
 
    Falkeries? Fengi? Talasha had no idea what they were, but she was beginning to think that she and Maifa were way over their heads with this wizard, and maybe all wizards in general. She felt a hand on her back. “Keep him taking,” Maifa whispered. “I have a plan.”  
 
    Oliver grinned. “What’s the plan?”  
 
    “…you heard that?” Talasha asked, genuinely surprised. She barely heard it, and Maifa had literally whispered it into her ear.  
 
    “Yeah,” Oliver said. “Think of me as like superman. I’m super-fast, I have super hearing, and I’m fucking strong,” he grinned.    
 
    This was more familiar territory for Talasha, men bragging about themselves. They liked to do that to her, to try and impress her. Not that Oliver needed to brag. She was already impressed by him. Who wouldn’t be?  
 
    Talasha suddenly had an idea. With what Maifa had said about keeping him busy in mind, she stepped towards him, her eyes taking in his naked body, she stopped as she came within touching distance. She lifted her hand and gently felt his chest. Oliver didn’t seem to mind. His body even relaxed a little. Talasha ran her hand down his hardened body. His large cock began to grow. 
 
    Talasha really wanted that cock. She wanted it bad. As her hand came down to his waist, she couldn’t resist any longer. She grabbed the cock by its head and wrapped her hand around it. It was hot, and it throbbed in her grip. She could imagine wrapping her legs around him, taking that enormous cock and burying it deep inside her wet cunt. 
 
    And her cunt was wet. Taking another step towards Oliver, Talasha pulled down her fitting black jeans and the pink panties. She brushed her loins against his cock, then rubbed the tip of Oliver’s cock against her clitoris. She looked up at him, at that strong handsome face of his. Dammit, where had a man like him been all her life?  
 
    And as Oliver stared down at Talasha’s mesmerising eyes, Maifa silently crept towards Emily, who seemed to be watching with horror as Oliver and Talasha rubbed their genitals together. Maifa came up behind the unsuspecting girl and with dagger in hand, she pressed it against the girl’s neck.  
 
    “Games up, wizard,” Maifa said triumphantly. “Drop the staff, or she dies.”  
 
    Oliver’s face tightened, and the metal stick in his hand began to glow brightly. With his free hand, he grabbed Talasha by the neck. “You hurt a hair on her, and I’ll kill Talasha.” 
 
    Talasha really hoped Oliver wasn’t the type to follow through with his threats. Maifa would probably pull a hair out of Emily just to provoke him.  
 
    Maifa’s eyes sparkled as she pulled a hair out of Emily’s head. “Does this count as hurting a hair?” she asked. “Or should I just stab her breasts?”  
 
    Talasha glared at Maifa. Her older cousin was so predictable. Oliver’s hand tightened around her neck, and she began to feel light headed as her oxygen flow became restricted. He shouldn’t have been able to hold her by the neck. His hand should have passed through her. But now was not the time to wonder how that was possible.  
 
    “P-Please,” Talasha begged, as her breathing became haggard.  
 
    Oliver turned to look at her, his face so angry, Talasha feared he was going to do more than just kill her. “Why shouldn’t I kill you,” he asked, his voice calm, but cold.  
 
    Talasha wanted to speak, to make a case for having her life spared, but Oliver was holding her by the neck so tightly, she could barely breath, let alone speak. She tried to pry away his grip, and when that didn’t work, her body sagged as the room began to darken.  
 
    And then, she felt herself fall back. Talasha hit the ground with a thud. She sat on the floor, her vision blurry, taking in long deep breathes. She heard a clanking sound in the distance. As her vision cleared, she realised Oliver had dropped his staff. She looked up at him gratefully. He could have easily killed her, but instead, he had surrendered.  
 
    “Get off your lazy ass and bring my bag from the car,” Maifa yelled at her.  
 
    Talasha was pretty angry with her cousin. Angry enough to attack her. But she held back that anger, because attacking Maifa head on would mean death for her, and probably Emily too. Oliver would be fine. He seemed pretty resilient. But Talasha didn’t want to die, nor did she want Emily to die. She had grown fond of the girl.  
 
    Holding her anger back, Talasha climbed to her feet, pulled her jeans up, and left the room, heading for the car to bring Maifa’s bag.  
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     Talasha sat at the front of the car, beside Maifa, as they drove off for home. Oliver and Emily both sat at the back, both naked, both with hands, feet and more tied down. Talasha had wanted to put clothes on them, but Maifa didn’t see the point. Maifa saw humans as little more than animals. In her opinion, they shouldn’t be wearing clothes in the first place.  
 
    Emily had her hands handcuffed behind her back, and cuffs on her feet too. Maifa wasn’t taking any chances with Oliver. He had his hands cuffed behind his back, and then tied once more using thick metal wires, and then his arms had been bound together. His feet were bound in a similar fashion. And in his mouth, Maifa had inserted a mouth plug, because he was a wizard, and she didn’t want him using his tongue to cast a spell. 
 
    Maifa had really planned for this moment. She had even tied a metallic device around his cock and balls, and a string that attached the device to her hand. If she pulled on the string, or if Oliver tried to run away, the device would snap off his cock and balls.  
 
    Talasha really hadn’t felt comfortable putting the device on Oliver. She quite liked his cock and balls. And it looked like an accident waiting to happen. The slightest movement in the wrong way, and the trap would snap off Oliver’s magnificent cock. But Maifa was sadistic like that. Talasha winced at the memory of being inside Maifa’s torture chambers.  
 
    They had left the motorway over an hour ago, and they were currently weaving in and out of narrow country lanes. Soon, they would be home. And after that… that was the bit Talasha wasn’t sure off. What did Maifa plan to do with Oliver? Parade him in front of the Women’s Council? It seemed like a lot of effort just to show off.  
 
    Maifa took a left, turning off the concrete road and going down a dirt path, she came to a halt beside the cottage.  
 
    “Why are we stopping?” Emily asked.  
 
    Her face was white, her eyes teary, her breasts erect due to being stark naked in the chilly weather. It was a normal look for humans that were being taken to the home of the Jinns. Oliver, on the other hand, he seemed mildly amused. 
 
    “We’re here,” Talasha said.  
 
    Emily stared out the car window at the trees beyond. “Here?” she asked, her voice coarse. “Are you going to kill us and dump our bodies here?”  
 
    “Maybe,” Maifa said cruelly. “I don’t actually even need you, so be on your best behaviour!” 
 
    Talasha should have kept her mouth shut. But she was really beginning to dislike Maifa. And Emily, being naked in the car, so afraid and so cute, Talasha just wanted to hug her. “You can’t kill her,” Talasha said. “If you do, Oliver will probably kill you.”  
 
    Maifa slapped her across the face. It was a hard slap, and one perfectly predictable. Talasha didn’t respond. She simply closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and told herself to be patient. A time would come. And then, opening her eyes, she stepped out of the car.  
 
    It wasn’t easy for Emily or Oliver to walk, what with having their hands and feet bound, more so for Oliver, but with some help from Talasha, and some abuse from Maifa, they made it past the cottage and what lay beyond the trees.  
 
    “That’s the sea,” Emily said.  
 
    If only Talasha got a penny every time a human said that, she would have at least fifteen pence. Oliver couldn’t speak, what with his mouth being plugged, but Talasha did catch him rolling his eyes. She was really curious about what he was thinking. Why was he amused by all of this?  
 
    “Can we take the plug out?” Talasha asked Maifa.  
 
    Maifa stared at her suspiciously. “Why?”  
 
    “He’s pretty powerful,” Talasha whispered. “Wouldn’t it be nice to not piss him off as much as possible? If we’re not horrible to him all the time, maybe he won’t kill us if he ever accidently breaks free.” 
 
    “Why do you think I tied his hands and feet several times?” Maifa asked.  
 
    “Are you going to keep him tied up like this forever?” Talasha asked.  
 
    “Only until the fight,” Maifa said.  
 
    “Fight?” Talasha asked, confused.  
 
    “He’s our champion.”  
 
    “Champion?” Talasha repeated, her eyes widening. “That’s what this is all about? Finding a worthy champion?”  
 
    Maifa smiled satisfactorily. “They’ll know my name for generations to come.” 
 
    Talasha turned to look up at Oliver, a little horrified. And the look he had on his face as he stared at her, no longer amused, meant he had heard their whispers. This could end really horribly, and not just for Oliver.  
 
    She turned to look back at her cousin. “What is wrong with you?” she hissed. “Why do you want to challenge the Valahas? if we lose, this is going to be really bad for our entire family tree for generations to come.”  
 
    Maifa’s lips tightened. “He will not lose,” she said angrily. “Did you see how he tore my net apart?”  
 
    It was true. Oliver was definitely a worthy candidate, and more than that, he would be a surprise for the Valahas’ champion. Having never faced a wizard, she wouldn’t know what to with him, how to attack him.  
 
    “If he wins, he becomes free, right?” Talasha asked.  
 
    “Yes,” Maifa said reluctantly. “Once he becomes the champion, he will be free to go.”  
 
    “And when he’s free, what if he decides to come for you and me because we gagged his mouth and put that thing around his cock and balls?”  
 
    Maifa’s face fell just a little, and for the first time in her life, Talasha saw a little fear in her older cousin’s face.  
 
    “Maybe you should take the gag and cock trap off,” she said slowly.  
 
    “You think?” Talasha asked, furious. What she really wanted to do was hit her older cousin on the head. Maybe with that metal stick of Oliver’s.  
 
    Talasha approached Oliver, and dropping to her knees, she carefully set about removing the device that trapped his cock and balls. And after that, she removed the gag from his mouth.  
 
    Oliver eyed her warily. “What’s all this about me fighting some champion?”  
 
    Talasha laughed nervously. “You heard that, huh?” 
 
    “Super hearing, remember?”  
 
    Talasha did remember. “I’ll explain the champion thing along the way?” 
 
    “Are you going to take my cuffs off?” Oliver asked.  
 
    Talasha glanced back at Maifa, who shook her head furiously. Oliver laughed, and as Talasha turned to face him, his hands were flaming purple, and he had broken free of all his bonds. Maifa watched with eyes wide and full of fear as Oliver broke Emily’s bonds too. And then he walked to the edge of the cliff.  
 
    “Where are you going?” Talasha asked.  
 
    “There’s a boat at the bottom, right?” 
 
    Talasha nodded dumbly. “How did you know?”  
 
    Oliver grinned. “Oddly, this is not my first time.” And then he disappeared out of sight as he climbed down the cliff.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Oliver sat on the small rowing boat, grinning widely, looking ahead, wondering if land was going to suddenly appear once more. Talasha sat opposite him, and she told him of the champion he was to battle, all the while watching him warily.  
 
    Talasha was a Jinn. Oliver had heard the word before, but he didn’t know much about it. Talasha wasn’t surprised. Some people lazily called them shapeshifters. And although they could shape shift, it wasn’t what they were. She had been pretty pointed about that.  
 
    Talasha, Maifa and a whole lot of Jinns lived in the ocean. At that point, Talasha had paused to explain that Jinns were made out of fire and living in the ocean may not have made sense, but it was what it was.  
 
    Oliver wasn’t going to argue. He had come to accept that things didn’t really have to make sense. I mean, his hands flamed purple and he could break metal as if they were breadsticks.  
 
    Talasha’s tribe of Jinns lost half of their ocean land… Oliver had to ask about that. ocean land? Talasha had nodded, and then patiently explained how they lived at the bottom of the sea on land, in a huge bubble of some sort. And, stupidly, Oliver had asked if they lived in Atlantis, at which, Talasha had frowned, and then told him Atlantis was a myth.  
 
    Some parts of the conversation were very strange.  
 
    Talasha was from the Madaris tribe, and about twenty years back, they lost a lot of their ocean land to the Mercily tribe, who didn’t actually need the land, but were just being spiteful. The only way to win their land back was to defeat the Mercily’s champion.  
 
    “What’s he like then?” Oliver asked curiously.  
 
    “He?” Talasha frowned. “It would never be a “he”.” 
 
    “Okay…” Oliver said slowly. “Why would it never be a he?”  
 
    “We get one male Jinn for every hundred female Jinns. They’re far too precious to risk being used as champions,” Talasha said, and then looking past him at Emily, she added, “That’s why most of us female Jinns have no problems with another female.”  
 
    Oliver looked behind at Emily to see her blushing. She as still naked, as was he, and it was cold out here in the middle of the ocean, though it was a calm ocean.  
 
    “When are we going to get some clothes?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “Uhh, soon?” Talasha said, not very convincingly, before adding hurriedly, “As soon as we arrive, I’ll get you both clothes.”  
 
    It sounded good to Oliver. He didn’t have as much a problem of being naked anymore. His body was freaking amazing, and if pretty much all the Jinns were female, he wasn’t going to shy away from them. He’d noticed Talasha eyeing his cock often. She seemed impressed by it, and she should. He did have a big cock. Not as big as Casanova’s but definitely bigger than most men. 
 
    “So, this female Jinn champion,” Oliver said. “What’s she like?”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The Land of the Jinns was at the bottom of the ocean. And how did you get there, you ask? Funny story. A whale swallowed the boat. And then shat it out. And when they hit the bottom, there were in the Land of the Jinns. 
 
    It wasn’t really known as the Land of the Jinns, but Oliver couldn’t pronounce the places actual name. It was something like “wkrfbfsdnsdpof”. It probably wasn’t but he couldn’t really remember what it was. So, he had renamed it the Land of the Jinns.  
 
    After having been shat out from the back end of a whale, they landed at the bottom of the ocean, the boat somehow still intact. Oliver climbed out and stepped onto the ocean floor. He looked up to see the shimmering water, held back by something. Not quite a glass dome, but something more fluid.   
 
    “It’s amazing,” Emily gushed. She stood beside him, staring up, her mouth open.  
 
    “Yeah,” Talasha grinned. And then she nudged Oliver. “Come on wizard, you must be impressed by this.”  
 
    “Yeah,” Oliver said. “It’s pretty cool.”  
 
    “That’s it?” Talasha asked. “It’s pretty cool?”  
 
    Oliver shrugged. “It’s cool, but, in the Land of the Wizards, I have a flying tiger.” 
 
    “You have a flying tiger?” Emily asked. 
 
    “Land of the Wizards?” Talasha asked.  
 
    Oliver wasn’t really sure if he was supposed to be talking about Atlantis, so he was glad when Maifa nudged them along, muttering something about time and place for chit chat. The Land of the Jinns was pretty much like a normal town in that it had roads, pavements, shops, houses, lampposts. There were two noticeable differences. For starters everything seemed a little blue, which was understandable, considering they were hundreds if not thousands of feet under water. The other difference wasn’t small. It was a big difference, in that everything was just so big. The road was at least fifty feet wide, the buildings were gigantic, as were the doors and windows, each easily four times the size of those back on actual land.  
 
    They did cross a few Jinns as Maifa led them onwards, and they were all the same size as Talasha and Maifa, which was the normal human size.  
 
    “Why are the houses so big?” Oliver asked. 
 
    “Remember how I grew really big in Emily’s apartment?” Talasha asked.  
 
    Oliver nodded. He wasn’t going to forget that anytime soon. Talasha grew to about ten feet tall, and she added another two pairs of hands and arms too.  
 
    “Well, this is our natural form, but at least once a day, we like to grow a little, change sizes and shapes,” Talasha said. “You know, stretch a little.”  
 
    Maifa led them into a house, up some stairs and into a bedroom. “You two wait here,” she said. “We’ll be back.”  
 
    Oliver grabbed her arm. “You’re going to leave us here alone?”  
 
    Maifa stared at the hand that grabbed hold of her. “Let go of me,” she said, her voice steely.  
 
    Oliver did let go, but he was a little bit annoyed with Maifa. She seemed to have this “I’m-better-than-you” thing going on. It reminded him of wizards. Actually, there was quite a lot about the Jinns that reminded him of wizards, including the whole living hidden in the ocean thing.  
 
    “I’ll stay with them,” Talasha volunteered. “You don’t really need me for this, do you?”  
 
    Maifa frowned at her younger cousin. “I never need you for anything,” she said.  
 
    Talasha nodded agreeably. “Of course, you’re right,” she said, and as Maifa turned to walk out, Talasha rolled her eyes.  
 
    “I saw that,” Maifa said, without turning back.   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It had been hours since Maifa had left them in the room. Emily was now asleep on the very large bed. Poor girl must have been exhausted and overwhelmed. Oliver wasn’t exactly tired, he never seemed to be tired anymore. But he was still a little annoyed.  
 
    “When is she going to be back?” he asked.  
 
    Talasha, who was sitting on the bed, gazing over Emily as she slept, turned to look at him. “I don’t really know,” she said, shrugging.  
 
    “What is she doing?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “She’s going to summon the Women’s Council, announce she has a new champion, and demand a duel,” Talasha said.  
 
    “She’s doing that right now?” Oliver asked.  
 
    Talasha nodded. “Once they agree, and they will, the fight will be set up, you can battle, win and then be off back to wherever you came from,” she finished with a smile. “Where did you come from?” she asked curiously. “We were following you, then you just disappeared down a narrow country lane… hmm… we were driving near the coast of England…” her eyes widened. “Do wizards have a city under water too?”  
 
    “No,” Oliver said honestly. And then, to change the subject, he asked, “The way you’re looking at Emily right now, people might think you actually cared for her.” 
 
    Talasha’s nostrils flared. “I do care for her.”  
 
    “Yeah?” Oliver asked sceptically. “Was piercing her body without asking caring for her?”  
 
    “I made her sexier,” Talasha said.  
 
    That might have been true, if you were into piercings. Which Oliver found to his surprise, that he actually was. “That’s not the point. You did it against her will. And didn’t you beat or whip her or something?”  
 
    “She lied to me,” Talasha said simply.  
 
    “She’s not allowed to lie to you?” Oliver asked, bemused. “You’re going to beat her because she lied to you?”  
 
    Talasha rolled her eyes. “Let me explain this in a way you’ll understand. You know how humans have cats or dogs as pets, that’s what humans are to us. Pets. And if a pet misbehaves, we have to punish them, teach them a lesson.” Talasha gazed at Emily’s sleeping body fondly. She stroked Emily’s blond hair, her hand moved down Emily’s naked body, coming to a rest on Emily’s hip. “She’s such a good pet.”  
 
    “She’s not your pet,” Oliver said determinedly.  
 
    Talasha rolled her eyes once more. “What’s your problem?” she asked.  
 
    “My-” Oliver paused. “What’s my problem?”  
 
    “Why are you even back here?” Talasha continued. “You disappeared, left her behind to go off wherever it is you wizards go to. Why are you back?” 
 
    Oliver didn’t want to talk about that. So, he turned away from Talasha and glanced around the room. It was an enormous room, the ceiling at least thirty feet away, the bed, the sofas, the table everything was just so big, it was like being in a giant’s room.  
 
    Oliver walked over to the enormous sofas to the left of the room and slumped himself down onto one, his thoughts turning back to Atlantis. He had come to the Land of the Wanderers because he wanted a break. Some break this was turning out to be.  
 
    He would have to return to Atlantis at some point. He couldn’t stay in the Land of the Wanderers forever. And once he returned, he would have to deal with all the bullshit. Like being Lord Zarlock. He didn’t quite know what that entailed, but he imagined it wasn’t going to be fun. There was also the matter of the wolves… his birth father, Lord Zarlock, had warned him to beware of the wolves, and sure enough, the wolves had turned up to attack him.  
 
    They failed in their attack, but they took Harmony, Bella and Esmeralda. Once he was back, he would make it a priority to get them back. He didn’t care what others thought of him or thought of Dalits in general. He was going to get his girls back or die trying.  
 
    So deep in thought had Oliver been in, he hadn’t noticed Talasha standing by the edge of the sofa, staring at him, her eyes glowing strangely.  
 
    “What were you thinking about?” she asked.  
 
    “The duel,” Oliver lied. “What’s this Champions name?”   
 
    Talasha stared at him curiously. “Harmony?” she asked.  
 
    Oliver sat up in shock. “her name’s Harmony?”  
 
    Talasha didn’t reply immediately. She continued to stare at him intensely, with those glowing eyes. “You were thinking about Harmony. Green hair… very pretty girl.” The intense look faded, as did the glow. Talasha smiled at him. “Well done. She’s hot!” 
 
    “How-” Oliver began. “You can read my mind?”  
 
    “It’s more thoughts,” Talasha said. “And only sometimes.”  
 
    “Which times?” Oliver asked, annoyed. He did not like the idea of Talasha or anyone else for that matter, being able to read his mind even “sometimes”.  
 
    “When a thought is particularly intense,” Talasha paused, watching him carefully, she asked, “What happened to her?”  
 
    “I don’t want to talk about it,” Oliver said quickly. 
 
    “Fair enough,” Talasha said. She sat beside Oliver on the sofa and placed a hand on his knee.  
 
    It wasn’t that Oliver had forgotten he was naked. But with Talasha sitting beside him, fully clothed, a hand on his knee, he became more conscious of the fact that he was naked.  
 
    “When am I going to get some clothes?” he asked for the umpteenth time.  
 
    “I can get some now, but,” Talasha paused, her eyes sparkling.  
 
    “But?” Oliver asked, an eyebrow raised.  
 
    “Well,” Talasha glanced down at his cock not very subtly. “With a cock like that, why would you want to hide it? Are you shy?”  
 
    “It’s… I’m not… I don’t want… Wearing clothes is normal,” Oliver stuttered.  
 
    “I suppose,” Talasha said, as her hand worked its way up to his lap. “But it’s such a beautiful and big cock,” she gushed. “I wonder what it would look like fully erect.” 
 
     And in that moment, Oliver really hated his cock and its lack of self-control. As Talasha’s hand worked its way up his leg, and came to rest on his lap, her fingers brushed against the head of his cock.  
 
    “Oh,” Talasha’s eyes sparkled. “He’s coming out,” she said. 
 
    Oliver suddenly felt faint, and he knew why. Half his blood was now in his throbbing cock, and the other half was on his face.  
 
    Talasha wrapped her hand around the tip of his cock and massaged it gently. With her other hand, she reached for his balls, and Oliver automatically adjusted himself to give her better access. She cupped his balls in one hand and rubbed his cock with the other. Precum started to leak out, she wiped it off with her thumb, then sucked on the thumb, while staring at him.  
 
    Oliver grabbed her white shirt, his fingers going in through the gaps in-between the buttons, he ripped it off, then, with hands flaming purple, he did the same to her bra. Talasha’s breasts were pale, much like the rest of her, but her nipples were a luscious pink.  
 
    Oliver picked her up, slammed her down on the sofa on her back, climbing on top of her, he cupped both her breasts, then took the left one in his mouth, biting on the nipple. Talasha wiggled out of her jeans, then pulled down her black panties and guided Oliver’s large cock towards her cunt.  
 
    Her cunt was warm and wet, and his cock slid in easily. Oliver stopped sucking on her nipples and looked up at her.  
 
    “That’s different,” he said.  
 
    “Good different, right?” Talasha asked, smiling mischievously.  
 
    It was like the insides of Talasha’s cunt was like a warm sponge that someone was squeezing just hard enough for it to feel nice and tight, just hard enough for her juices to swarm around his cock like little specs of energy.  
 
    It felt fucking amazing. It did more than feel fucking amazing. It seemed to wake the beast in him. Oliver stared down at Talasha’s gorgeous body as his cock drove in and out of her cunt. He reached for her breasts, and took one in each hand, holding them as if they were handles, he aggressively drove his cock in and out of her cunt, his thighs slamming against hers, juices flowing out of her cunt, dripping down her leg, he watched as her body shook, as her face showed the signs of pain and pleasure.  
 
    Oliver gave one last thrust, and then he collapsed on top of her as his cock exploded inside her hot and dripping cunt.  
 
    “That was fun,” Oliver said, a little breathless.  
 
    “I love your cock,” Talasha whispered. “How long before you can go again?”  
 
    Oliver laughed. “You want more?”  
 
    “Yes,” Talasha said. “But I was asking for Emily.”  
 
    “Emily?” Oliver repeated, sitting up.  
 
    Talasha pointed with her finger, a smirk on her pale face. Oliver followed the finger to see Emily standing a few meters away, a strange look on her face.  
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    Oliver sat in what could only be described as the room gladiators waited in just before they came out to battle. He had been led to this room by Maifa, who had since disappeared, muttering something about stupid council women and their leaking vaginas.  
 
    Oliver didn’t even bother asking. It seemed like it was something either really disgusting, or really complicated, and he wanted neither at the moment. He sat on the bench and glanced out through the metal bars that led into the arena.  
 
    He would be meeting his opponent out there. He still didn’t know anything about her, not even a name. Well, he knew it was a woman. Apparently, men were far too precious to be wasted in a duel.  
 
    It was an odd arena. He couldn’t tell how big the arena was, as he could only see so far before his view was obstructed by the trees. Yup, there were trees at the bottom of the ocean.  
 
    The door opened, and in walked Talasha, his staff in her hand. “Thought you might need this,” she said, holding it out to him.  
 
    Oliver gladly took the staff from her hand. He had actually been a little worried that they might ask him to fight using the weapons in this room. They looked pretty cool, but there wasn’t a chance he could fill any of them with his magic. With staff in hand now, he felt much better, much more confident.  
 
    “Any tips?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “Don’t die,” Talasha said.  
 
    “Die?” Oliver repeated. “It’s not a duel to the death, is it?” he asked, jokingly.  
 
    “They didn’t tell you?”  
 
    “You’re kidding, right?”  
 
    Talasha shook her head.  
 
    “No, they did not tell me,” Oliver said through gritted teeth. “I have to kill her?”  
 
    “Loving the confidence,” Talasha said, “But, don’t be cocky out there. She’s really good.”  
 
    Oliver glared at her. “Is this your idea of a pep talk?”  
 
    “Sorry,” Talasha said, and then her face lit up. She took off her blouse, then her bra, and then she wiggled out of her jeans, before pulling down her black lacy panties.  
 
    “What are you doing?” Oliver asked, bemused.  
 
    “I thought you might want to have sex,” Talasha said uncertainly.  
 
    “Like, one last time before I die?” Oliver asked, frowning.  
 
    “No,” Talasha said quickly. “Sex is the only way I know how to make things better. It’s sort of my thing…”  
 
    Oliver couldn’t help but smile. It was the first time he had seen her flustered. She was cute. Well, she was hot, and had an awesome vagina. A magical vagina, even. But seeing her almost shy and that pale skin with a twinge of red, it made her seem human, seem normal. And cute.  
 
    “You’re smiling, but your cock is still down,” Talasha said. “What does that mean? Do you want to fuck?”  
 
    What it meant was that Oliver still hadn’t been given any clothes to wear. Seriously, how many times did he have to ask for something to wear? It wasn’t as if they didn’t know what clothes were, every Jinn he had seen so far was wearing them. And yet, both he and Emily were still naked.  
 
    Emily…  
 
    “What happens to Emily if I lose?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “We have no reason to keep her here,” Talasha said.  
 
    “You’ll let her go?”  
 
    Talasha nodded. “If she wants to go.”  
 
    “Like she would want to stay here,” Oliver scoffed.  
 
    “She might,” Talasha said. “We have a connection, me and her.”  
 
    “Doubt it,” Oliver muttered.  
 
    Talasha frowned. “If we didn’t why would she clean your cum out of my cunt with her mouth? That was an intimate act of love.”  
 
    Oliver really didn’t want to have this conversation. The last thing he needed before going into a fight to the death was guilt and distractions. And what had happened just after he’d fucked Talasha was a real distraction. And it made him feel guilty as fuck.  
 
    He’d just exploded inside Talasha’s warm and wet cunt, when he looked back to see none other than Emily, standing and watching, a strange look on her face. He couldn’t tell if she was stunned, or upset, or angry…  
 
    She just stood there, not a word coming out of her mouth. And then the strangest thing happened. Well, at the time it seemed strange and downright fucking bizarre, but looking back now, he thought he knew what had happened. Talasha had bewitched Emily.  
 
    Nothing else could explain why, at Talasha’s suggestion, Emily dropped to her knees, crawled over to them, and then took Oliver’s cock in her mouth and sucked it clean, before moving to clean his cum from Talasha’s cunt. It was such a surreal moment… Oliver decided he needed to have his guard up with Talasha. She had quite unnerving powers, like how she could sense his thoughts, even see them.  
 
    There was a clanking sound, and then the metal bars began to rise.  
 
    “It’s time,” Talasha whispered.  
 
    Oliver got off the bench, and with staff in hand, he walked towards the gate and the forest beyond. He was a little bit worried. Only a little though. It would be insane to not be worried when he was literally walking into a death match. But overall, he was fairly confident. He had survived quite a lot in the past few months, beaten back quite a few formidable foes, he’d even had some experience with Jinns, having beaten both Maifa and Talasha. How hard could this champion Jinn be?  
 
    Talasha ran up to him and grabbing him by the arm, she pulled him in for a kiss. She had soft kissable lips, and Oliver kissed her back. “Be careful,” she told him, looking up at him with those dark eyes. “She’s one of the best at shape shifting.”  
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    Oliver was annoyed. This was the dumbest arena ever in the history of all arenas. He had been walking for an hour now. And he still saw no sign of his opponent. Just trees. And more fucking trees. Who builds an arena for death matches, and then decides it would be a good idea to stick the fucking Amazon forest in there?  
 
    Oliver came to a clearing, and seeing a large boulder in the centre, he plonked himself on it, wondering what the fuck he was doing here. He had thought he was doing a good thing, winning Maifa and her tribe their land back. But that was before they told him he’d have to kill someone for it.   
 
    It was just fucking typical of Talasha to tell him that at the last minute. What else were they holding back from him, waiting till the last minute, or never even bringing it up. Why was he even helping them in the first place? Was he insane? Maifa tied some freaky fuck to his cock and balls, even threatened to use that scary device to slice his cock and balls off.  
 
    Fucking bitches, he hated both of them. Maybe it was them he should kill, instead of this champion. He could smash both their heads in with a single punch. Oliver even raised his left hand and curled it into a fist as it flamed purple.  
 
    And then, quite suddenly, he calmed down. He didn’t want to kill Maifa, or Talasha. He didn’t want to kill anyone, not even this champion. Yeah, that could turn out to be a bit of a problem.  
 
    He hated to admit it, but it was stress that was making him so mad. The last few months of his life had been quite hectic, but the last two weeks had just been insane. So much had happened. Coming to the Land of the Wanderers was supposed to be a break from the crazy. Instead, here he was, at the bottom of the ocean, sitting butt naked on a boulder, surrounded by trees on all sides, waiting to meet the “champion”, so that he could kill her.  
 
    Oliver couldn’t help but crack a smile. The whole thing was just too insane to not laugh at. And then, the boulder he was sitting on suddenly began to move. Well, it did more than move. It threw him forward towards the trunk of a large tree.  
 
    Oliver’s reflexes kicked in, and instead of smashing into the tree and breaking his face and chest, and possibly dying, his staff came out before him, and filled with magic, it created a sort of barrier between him and the trunk of the tree. He still smashed into the trunk, but it hurt way less.  
 
    As Oliver turned, he didn’t really get a chance to wonder what the fuck happened with the boulder because a naked woman with perfectly smooth and gorgeous brown skin was attacked him with knives. No, those were arms shaped like knives. And why the fuck was he noticing her skin when she was trying to kill him?  
 
    Oliver hadn’t had much training with a staff. Until very recently, he didn’t even know how to use one. But the staff of Zarlock was no ordinary staff. It seemed to have a mind of its own, something Oliver quickly realised.  
 
    With the staff of Zarlock in hand, he didn’t need to know how to use a staff, he just had to not be obstructive. The staff seemed to be able to sense what was happening, and it would tug towards the direction it thought it needed to be.  
 
    With the staff of Zarlock in hand, Oliver was able to block every slicing attempt from the naked woman. As she tried once more to take his head off, and the staff of Zarlock came up to block the move, the girl took a step back.  
 
    And then, her form changed, and she was no longer an attractive and naked Asian girl. Standing before Oliver was a creature that could very well have been an alien. It had a large green head with long tentacles and mounted on each of its shoulders were what looked like machine guns.  
 
    Surely not, right?  
 
    Wrong.  
 
    They fucking were machine guns. And they were shooting shit at him. Oliver jumped back and hid behind a tree trunk, but not before one of the shots hit him on the arm. It wasn’t a bullet, and luckily, it didn’t pierce his flesh. It was more like a pellet that squished against his arm.  
 
    Oliver pulled it off, and then freaked out a little. It was a sort of insect, like a centipede, but it had six really tiny heads. What. The. Actual. Fuck. Talasha hadn’t been kidding when she’d said the champion was good.  
 
    The shooting stopped, but Oliver remained behind the tree trunk. He wasn’t going out there just yet. He needed a plan. A good plan that would take into account the fact that the Jinn could change from a boulder, to a creature that fired insects from a machine gun. Fuck, he was going to die here, wasn’t he? 
 
    “Are you dead yet?” the Jinn asked.  
 
     Oliver remained behind the tree trunk, clutching his staff. She didn’t expect him to answer her, did she?  
 
    “If you’re not dead, you’re the most cowardly champion I’ve ever faced.”  
 
    Yup, she definitely knew the right buttons to press. Oliver might have been cowardly once upon a time. But not anymore. He jumped out from behind the tree trunk, his staff hold before him and filled with magic, he ran towards the Jinn. 
 
    The machine guns on her shoulder fired away at him, but Oliver seemed to be protected by a magical bubble, as the insect bullets crashed into an invisible wall a meter in front of him.  
 
    As he came within striking distance of the Jinn, she changed form again. She was the hot naked Asian chick with knives for arms. Oliver blocked her strikes, and then, seeing an opportunity, he ducked under another strike, and then sliding his staff forward, her caught her on the left ankle.  
 
    She hit the ground with a thud, and as Oliver came forward to smash her in the chest, she her right leg came up, kicking him on the balls. It was a good kick, in that his balls really fucking hurt.  
 
    Oliver stumbled back, breathless. The Jinn climbed to her feet, her knives vanished, and she stood before him looking like a very normal Asian chick.    
 
    “You’re good,” she said. “You’re very good.”  
 
    “Um, thanks?”  
 
    The girl stared at him curiously. “You… you look… different,” she said, and then her eyes widened. “You’re not a Jinn!” 
 
    Oliver shook his head. “Wizard,” he told her.   
 
    “You’re a wizard?” the girl asked, disbelievingly. “Fuck me, they actually exist?”  
 
    Oliver was about to say something, what that something was, he completely forgot as he stared at the girl before him, his eyes wide in shock. He knew her. “Shereen?”  
 
    The girl took a step back. “Do I know you?”  
 
    “It is you,” Oliver said, his voice rising. “We went to school together. It’s me, Oliver.”  
 
    “Oliver Morley?” Shereen asked, squinting at him. “Oh wow, it is you. Fuck me, you aged well.”  
 
    So, did you, Oliver thought, as he stared at her naked body. Shereen turned out to be a real little porn star. Well, she wasn’t a porn star, but she did remind him of one particular porn star. With her perfectly smooth brown skin, and her perfectly sized breasts with the small nipples, and those curvy hips, and her cunt… he could see a little strip of pink pussy peeking out from her pussy lips. Fuck, it was hot…  
 
    “Yeah, you look great too,” Oliver swallowed. “How come you’re naked?”  
 
    “It’s easier to shape shift,” Shereen said, smiling. “Don’t have to worry about incorporating the clothes. What about you? Why are you naked?” she asked, and then her eyes not so subtly fell on his cock. “Not that I’m complaining.”  
 
    “I… I don’t have a very good reason,” Oliver said honestly. They could have brought him clothes at some point before taking him to the arena. There was just no excuse. “So, you’re a Jinn?” he asked, hoping to change the subject. “How does that feel?”  
 
    “I’ve always been a Jinn so…” she shrugged nonchalantly. “Feels the same?”     
 
    “Right,” Oliver said, trying his best to keep his eyes on her face, and not her breasts, or her cunt.  
 
    “I didn’t even think wizards were real,” Shereen said. 
 
    “Me neither,” Oliver muttered. “I wasn’t born into a wizard family like all other wizards,” he said, and when Shereen stared at him enquiringly, he added hastily, “Long story.”  
 
    “I love how you look,” Shereen gushed, as she took in his body. “I never imagined… You used to be so… you had this clumsy look. Now though… Oh my… and the cock,” she held her thumbs up. “Well done.”  
 
    Oliver really wasn’t quite so sure how to take the compliment. And, he was a little surprised by her too. From what he used to remember, Shereen was the quiet shy girl that hardly ever spoke. “Were you always like this?” he asked. 
 
    “We Jinns have to go through this test thing, really intense,” Shereen said. “Takes away all your inhibitions. I mean, I have no problem whatsoever in telling you that I really want to take that cock of yours and shove it down my throat.” 
 
    “Okay...” Oliver said, covering his cock with his free hand. “So, what are we supposed to do now?”  
 
    “Well, I don’t want to kill you anymore,” Shereen said, frowning.  
 
    Oliver counted that as good news. Having seen her fight, he wasn’t that keen on a fight to the death either. “Can we call it a draw and just walk out?”  
 
    “We can,” Shereen said slowly.  
 
    “But?”  
 
    “Well, a draw would mean the tribal lines are redrawn back to what they were before I challenged the Madaris tribe.”  
 
    “That sounds great,” Oliver said enthusiastically.  
 
    “For you, maybe,” Shereen laughed. “But what do I get?” she asked, and then her eyes came to rest on his lap. “Unless…” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
      
 
    They did call it a draw, on the condition that Oliver would spend a night with Shereen. She was going to draw up a list of things she wanted to do with him on that nights, things she wanted done to her. Oliver had agreed, obviously. I mean, fight to the death, or have a freaky night’s sex with a hot Asian girl?  
 
    The Madaris tribe were given back their lands, and Talasha escorted Oliver and Emily back to the surface, and even drove them all the way to Emily’s apartment. She was still there the next morning. Before Oliver left for his own apartment, he had a chat with Talasha, using stern words, he told her to be nice to Emily.  
 
    He didn’t think his stern words would be very effective. Talasha was a tricky Jinn, and one that frightened him a little. There was something about her, whenever he was around her, he felt more… amicable towards her thoughts, her views. But as soon as he stepped away, he seemed to realise how batshit crazy the bitch was. Like her view that humans were nothing more than pets, and could be punished and pierced and all that shit? It was insane.  
 
    Oliver kissed Emily goodbye, promising to return as soon as he was able to. He decided against visiting his adopted father. He didn’t have too many good memories of the man. And he’d decided this visit had been stressful enough without more family drama. 
 
    Oliver had been in his apartment for just over an hour when Lucinda showed up, looking worse for wear. Her cloak was torn all over the place, her face was covered with dirt, and her hair had a fairly decent-sized branch stuck to it. She still looked hot though.  
 
    “Fuck happened to you?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “Gumbee,” Lucinda said. “Nasty beast. Managed to escape from Atlantis. Shall we go?”    
 
    Oliver nodded. The Land of the Wanderers was not nearly as drama free as he was hoping it to be. He was ready to go back to Atlantis. He stood up and walked to the door, where he then waited for Lucinda, who was staring at him curiously.  
 
    “What?” Oliver asked.  
 
    “I think you have a great body, my lord,” Lucinda said. “But being a lord, do you really want to go back to Atlantis naked?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Author Comments 
 
      
 
    Thank you for reading. The next book in the series will be out shortly. If you would like to keep a lookout for all my latest releases, follow me as an author. And if you want to have a chat about the book or anything else, feel free to hit me up on patrickstew6@gmail.com 
 
      
 
    I would also greatly appreciate if you could leave a review so that others will know if it’s worth giving this book a shot.  
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