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  Chapter 1


  Peter was not having a good day. It began in the morning, when he tapped his phone to turn off the alarm, and instead broke the damned thing. He knew it then that it was going to be one of those days. You know those days where it feels like the world just wants to shit on you? And by shit, he meant all the little things going wrong, like burning his toast, the bus breaking down, being late to work, getting an awfully rude customer. That sort of thing.


  What he didn’t expect was to be chased down the street by a crazy woman. And that’s exactly what was happening right now. As Peter turned the corner, he dropped to his knees, gasping for air. Was running always this difficult? Or was he just that unhealthy?


  After panting awhile, he climbed to his feet and brushing the dirt off his knees, he glanced around at his surroundings. Peter had lived all his life in this part of London, and not once had he come across what was evidently the warehouse district.


  “Great,” he muttered. “The one day I don’t have my phone, I get chased by a crazy woman and end up here, wherever here is.”


  It was his fault really. Why was he even running from the woman in the first place? She was just a woman. Not that he thought less of women, but the one chasing him, she was very average. Dressed in high heels, she wore skinny black jeans, a white shirt and had blond hair that came up to her shoulder. She also wore strikingly red lip stick. Peter surprised himself there, remembering that much detail when he’d spent most of the time running away from her.


  Which he still couldn’t understand why he did. Aside from the fact that she was running towards him, an evil gleam in her eye… An evil gleam? He ran away from her because she had an evil gleam? She didn’t have a knife or gun in hand. She was just running towards him… looking evil… Peter shook his head. Maybe he was losing it.


  Leaving the warehouses behind him, Peter turned the corner once more. And then he stopped dead in his tracks. She was there, standing a few meters away from him, that gleam in her eyes. Oh, there was one more thing he’d noticed about her. Sometimes, she didn’t seem human. Her body seemed a little… ghostly. It would shimmer as it wasn’t really there. But only sometimes. Right now, she seemed pretty human.


  “Why were you chasing me?” Peter asked, frowning. He wasn’t afraid of her anymore. She was just a weirdo. And the evil gleam, it wasn’t even that evil. “What do you want?”


  “I’ve heard of your kind,” the woman said.


  “My kind?”


  The woman grinned. It wasn’t a pretty grin. And combined with the evil gleam in her eyes, he found it a little chilling. He was beginning to remember why he’d run from her.


  “Wizards,” she said simply.


  It wasn’t the answer Peter was expecting. Not that he knew what to expect when she said “your kind”. The first thought that went through his mind was that they were both white. Sure, she was a pale and sometimes ghostly white, whereas he had a more tanned look. But… You don’t chase someone down the street because they’re tanned. And, he couldn’t have been the first tanned person she’d met.


  So, when she said wizard, he was oddly relieved. And then, he was a little bit confused. “Wizard?”


  “Don’t play games with me, boy,” the woman said. “We know about you wizards now.”


  “We?” Peter asked. “Who’s we?”


  He instantly regretted asking the question. She was clearly crazy. Why was he encouraging her? What he should do is walk past her and ignore her completely. Wait, was that what you were supposed to do to crazy people? He had never actually met one before.


  “I want to battle you,” the woman said, the gleam in her eye somehow seeming eviller. “I want to see what all the fuss is about.”


  Yup, she was definitely crazy, Peter decided. He was about to carry out his plan of ignoring her and going his way when it happened. The woman’s body shimmered. And what happened after made Peter wonder if he was the crazy one.


  The woman’s hands moulded away and her arms grew in length, then morphed into blades. Peter took a startled step back. He blinked, rubbed his eyes, then blinked once more. She still had blades for arms.


  “No, no, no,” Peter muttered as he stared at the sharp metallic blades. And then a thought occurred to him. “Are you from the future?”


  It was the woman’s turn to be confused. “What? Why would you ask that?”


  “Terminator,” Peter muttered, his eyes still on her blades.


  “I’m not a fucking machine from the future asshole,” the woman said angrily. And then she frowned. “Are you mocking my blades?”


  “No,” Peter said, shaking his head vigorously. “I’m definitely not mocking the blades. And I’m not a wizard either,” he added, panic in his voice.


  “I saw the way you looked at me,” the woman said, as she took a step towards him. “You see me for what I am.”


  “A crazy woman?” Peter asked as he took an unsteady step back.


  The woman’s frown deepened. “You are mocking me.”


  Peter raised both his hands, palms flat. “I’m not mocking you,” he said, in his best calm and serious voice. “And I really don’t know what–” Peter paused. He’d almost said what you think you are. He had to be careful otherwise this could end really badly. He couldn’t have her think he was still mocking her. “I don’t know what you are.”


  The woman took another step towards him. A long step, like a model on a catwalk, if that model had blades for arms and an evil glint in her eye. “Why did you run?” she asked.


  “It’s what most people do when they’re being chased,” Peter said, as he took another step back.


  “Enough talk, wizard,” the woman said. “It is time to battle.”


  And then the most terrifying thing ever happened. The woman, who was still a good few meters away from Peter, she jumped up thirty feet into the air, and then landed two feet away from him, a menacing grin on her face.


  “…what the fuck,” Peter muttered. He stumbled back, tripped over his own feet and landed on his bottom. “How… what… how…” he shook his head as the woman stood over him brandishing both her swords. “This is not real…”


  The woman stared down at him, disappointment on her face. “I expected more from you, wizard,” she said.


  “Maybe that’s because I’m not a fucking wizard,” Peter said angrily.


  The woman shrugged, then brought both her blades down at Peter. She should have sliced his arms off. Except, Peter kicked into the ground with his feet and slid away from her, the swords digging into the ground where only seconds ago his body had been.


  “You really tried to kill me,” Peter said, his eyes wide as he scrambled to his feet. “What the fuck!”


  “I knew it!” the woman said triumphantly. “You are a wizard.”


  Peter was a little bewildered by what had just happened. His feet had kicked into the ground, and what should have happened was that he either hurt his ankles and died, or climbed to his feet and died, or maybe moved a few inches back, and then died, courtesy of the woman’s blades.


  What shouldn’t have happened was for him to slide back almost fifteen feet away. Was she right? Was he some sort of wizard or something? The woman wore that creepy grin on her face, and Peter decided to worry about whether or not he was a wizard later. Right now, he needed to survive. He climbed to his feet a little unsteadily, his body shaking, he glanced around. Fuck. He was back in the warehouse district. And naturally, there was not a single person about to cry for help to.


  The woman charged at him, blades glistening. She was incredibly fast, and Peter was rooted to the spot in terror. This was how he was going to die, killed by a woman with blades for arms. Was his life going to flash before his eyes?


  Peter blinked, rubbed his eyes, then blinked once more. It was like déjà vu all over again. Something did flash before his eyes, but it wasn’t his life. The woman had stopped running towards him too as they both stared at the creature.


  “That one of yours?” the woman asked, eyeing him suspiciously.


  Peter glared at her. “Does this look like the face of someone used to seeing… things like that?”


  It was green, about the size of an elephant but with eight legs, and enormous butterfly–like wings. Peter couldn’t see the head of the beast, not that he wanted to. It probably had three heads or something. He could see the beast’s backside as it smashed its head into one of the warehouses closed shutters. It had three tails. And then it broke the shutter and disappeared from sight.


  “…that… no,” Peter shook his head. “This is a dream.”


  Feeling a little lightheaded, he dropped on his bottom and sat on the ground, convinced this was not happening. It wasn’t real. Women’s hands did not change into swords and… and beasts like the one that ran past him just did not exist.


  “Get up,” the woman said. “This isn’t over.”


  Peter shook his head stubbornly. “I’m not getting up,” he told her.


  “You’re just going to sit there?”


  Peter nodded. “Till I wake up.”


  He really wished he would wake up soon, because a woman with long red hair landed in front of him. She literally dropped out of the sky and landed in front of him on her two feet, and as she did, the wind lifted her cloak up in the air. She was completely naked underneath the cloak. She had the most perfect body Peter had ever seen. Her firm but bouncy breasts, her thighs, those legs, he even got a glance of her ass… Damn. Peter almost sighed as the cloak came back down. He decided, if all of this was real, and he was actually going to die, it would be worth it if he could get another glimpse of that body.


  She turned to look at him, and he realised how pretty she was, and how red her eyes were. Red eyes… He’d never seen that before.


  “Where did the elephant go?” she asked.


  “Elephant?” Peter repeated dumbly. He didn’t recall seeing any elephants, unless… The green beast that had just run past him, it sort of did look like an elephant. “The green beast with the eight legs and butterfly wings?” he asked.


  “Apt description,” the woman nodded appreciatively. “Where did it go?”


  Peter pointed to the warehouse that was now missing a shutter. The woman rose to her feet. She was tall. Like, Victoria’s Secret model tall with curves. In her hand she held a silver metal stick that glowed. She took a step towards the warehouse, and at the same time, she glanced to her left, and noticing the blond woman, she stopped.


  “You’re one of those Jinns,” she said, very matter-of-factly.


  “…you… you’re a witch?” the blond asked. Her face lit up in awe. “I can see it now… your body’s glowing,” she murmured, and then, looking past the red-head, she frowned at Peter. “Why is your body not glowing?” she asked. “What’s wrong with you?”


  Peter didn’t know what the hell the blond was talking about. There was nothing wrong with him. Bodies were not supposed to glow! And when he looked at the red-haired women, he didn’t see a glowing body. What he did see was… well, she was just incredibly attractive. Definitely human though.


  “He’s not a wizard,” the red-haired woman said. She turned to look at him, her eyes narrowed as she studied him. “You are something though…” she murmured.


  Peter felt very self-conscious being stared at by both women. He climbed to his feet once more. “Does that mean you’re not going to kill me?” he asked.


  “Kill?” the red-haired woman repeated, an eyebrow raised. “I was wondering why you had blades for arms. Why do you want to kill him?” She turned to look at Peter. “What did you do?” she asked, an intriguing smile on her pretty face.


  “I did nothing,” Peter said. “She started chasing me down the street, calling me a wizard, wanting to “battle” me.”


  “Oh,” the red-haired woman nodded knowingly, before turning to face the blond, she spun the metal glowing stick in her hand expertly. “You Jinns and your arrogance. Come on then, let’s get this over with.”


  Peter’s first thought was to film this and obviously upload it online. How often did you see a woman with blades for arms battle another woman with a glowing metal stick? He even reached for his phone, then remembered he’d broken it earlier this morning. And that sort of jolted his brain into recognising how serious the situation was.


  He couldn’t hang around to watch the fight. This was the perfect time to get the hell out of here, while the two girls were busy fighting each other. The only problem was, he was surrounded by warehouses, and his only way out was blocked by the two women how had now squared off against each other.


  Peter glanced at the warehouses. Maybe he could hide out in one of those. After the fight, whoever won, surely they wouldn’t go searching for him, would they? And then, perfectly on cue, a loud crashing sound came from one of the warehouses, and Peter remembered the beast that was currently rampaging its way through the warehouses.


  The red-head spared a glance towards the warehouses, before focusing on the blond charging at her, brandishing the swords. As the blond came within reach and swung with both her swords, the red-head stepped aside and out of the way, her staff moved from one hand to the other, and then she smashed it into the side of the Jinn, knocking the blond to the ground.


  And that was where the Jinn remained, on the ground, struggling to get up, coughing horribly. The Jinn had been chasing him with the sole purpose of battling him, and only moments ago had almost gutted him with her two sword arms, but… watching her lie on her front, her body convulsing as she struggled to breath, Peter felt a little sick.


  “Oh, I only broke her back,” the red-head said, noticing the horrified look on Peter’s face.


  “Only?”


  “She’ll be fine,” the red-head said. “Jinns are remarkably resilient.”


  “I don’t know what that is… but okay,” Peter muttered, and then noticing the red-head staring at him curiously, he asked, “What?”


  “I’m Lucinda,” she smiled.


  “Peter,” he gave a nervous smile back.


  “What are you?” Lucinda asked. “You’re not a Jinn, or a wizard… but there’s something about you…” she stepped up to him, and with her free hand, she touched his face.


  Peter swallowed nervously as he used every ounce of his willpower to keep his eyes on her face, and not down at her breasts, because he could see them. The red-head wasn’t wearing anything under her cloak, and the cloak was parted through the middle, revealing her perfect breasts. And they were perfect.


  Dammit, he cursed silently. His eyes were supposed to move up her body and away from her breasts, not down her body and at her navel region. She did have the perfect stomach, flat but not hard with abs. And below that… she stood with her legs parted just enough for Peter to catch a glimpse of her pink cunt…


  “Interesting,” Lucinda said.


  Peter swallowed nervously, then forced his eyes up to her face. “What’s uh… what’s interesting?”


  “You’re definitely not a wizard,” Lucinda said. “If you were…” her free hand rose and parted her cloak even more, “you would have lifted me up, thrown me on my back, and tried to fuck me right now.”


  “Is uh… is that uh… I mean, if you want me to?” he gave her his best smile.


  Another loud crashing sound came from the warehouses. Lucinda glanced away briefly, her hand letting go of her cloak, she grinned at him. “Maybe another time,” she said, her eyes sparkling.


  Peter stared after her longingly until she disappeared from sight. And then he turned to the blond still on the ground, struggling to get up, her body still convoluting. Should he help her?


  



  Chapter 2


  Melissa was not having a good day. She had a feeling it was going to be one of those days. The kind where it feels like the world is going to shit on you. It began in the morning, when she burnt her toast, then discovered that her bratty little sister, Jessica, had worn and ruined her only dry pair of black jeans, and it continued when she missed the fucking train and decided to walk some of the distance before catching a bus.


  And now, she was being stalked by two men, because her skirt was very short. And why was she wearing such a short skirt? Because she needed to wear black to work, and the skirt was the only thing she had that was black and clean, because her stupid sister had ruined her last dry pair of black jeans.


  She was pretty pissed off at her sister but, being stalked by two perverts wasn’t Jessica’s fault. Melissa turned around suddenly and glared at the two teenagers. “Can you stop following me?” she demanded.


  “It’s a free country,” the fat one said.


  “Yeah,” the skinny one nodded.


  “Doesn’t mean you can stalk someone you idiot,” Melissa muttered.


  She turned, and quickening her pace, she hurried on. She didn’t get far before she felt a hand grab her ass. Her whole body shuddered, and she broke into a run. Behind her, she heard laughter. She ran about twenty yards before she stopped. Why was she running away from them?


  She could see the two boys in the distance, standing and staring at her. She marched up to them, determined to teach them a lesson.


  “Which one of you grabbed my ass?” she asked.


  They glanced at each other uncertainly before the fat one stepped forward, grinning broadly. “Did you like it?” he asked.


  Melissa nodded, flashing him a smile. “You want to fuck me?” she asked.


  The grin left his face. “You what?”


  Melissa stepped up to him, and taking his hand in hers, she raised it to her chest and pressed it against he left breast. “You want me, right?”


  The colour drained from his face as his eyes widened. He nodded dumbly. Still holding his hand, Melissa turned and led them off the main street and down an alley way. She didn’t really recognise this part of the town too well, but the further she went, the darker and danker the roads became.


  Eventually, she came to a road where most of the houses were bordered up, and the few cars that lined the sidewalk looked like they hadn’t been used in a while. She scanned up and down the road, and not seeing a single person about, decided this would do. Melissa let go of his hand and turned to face them.


  “Take your clothes off,” she said. “Both of you.”


  The fat one stared at her dumbly. “We’re going to do it here?” he asked.


  “We’re not going to do anything,” Melissa said coldly. “You can give me your clothes willingly, or,” she paused smilingly widely, “I can hurt you first, then take your clothes.”


  “You’re going to hurt me?” the fat one asked. “You?” he pointed at her.


  Melissa nodded. On a normal day, she might have ignored the ass grabbing, but today did not feel like a normal day. It felt like a day where the world was going to shit on her. Except, she wasn’t going to let that happen. She was going to turn her day around by teaching these two perverts a lesson.


  The skinny one glanced around the surroundings nervously. “I don’t like this, Matt,” he said. “Let’s just get out of here.”


  But Matt was apparently made of sterner stuff. His jaws tight, he took a step towards Melissa and reached for her skirt. Melissa caught his wrist in mid-air and held onto it tightly. Matt pulled his hand back, trying to break free of her grip, but with no success.


  He was a big guy, he should have been able to easily break free from her grip. But no matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t move his hand back even an inch. Melissa’s eyes sparkled as she met his, as she saw the fear and confusion in his eyes.


  “…what the fuck?”


  Pulling him by the wrist, Melissa threw Matt on the ground. He landed with a thud, and as he tried to get up, her leg stretched and she kicked him on the face. She expected the skinny guy to freak out and run. Which is exactly what he tried to do. Her arm stretched a few meters and grabbed him by the ankle. He turned to look at her, horrified.


  “Take off your clothes, and you can go,” Melissa said with a smile.


  He took one glance at her arm that was now three meters long, and then, as quickly as possible, he took off his hoodie and his t-shirt. Melissa let go of his ankle, and without having to be told once more, he took off his trainers and his jeans. He was about to take off his boxers too, but she let him keep them. He hadn’t grabbed her ass, and he didn’t really seem that keen on following after her for a fuck. Which did offend her slightly, unless of course, he was gay?


  Melissa turned to face Matt, who by now was back on his two feet, even if he did stand somewhat groggily.


  “Still not ready to strip huh?”


  He raised his hands before him in the form of fists. “Fuck you, whore,” he spat.


  Melissa let out a mirthless laugh. “Never going to happen,” she told him.


  Her hand stretched and she punched him in the ball sack. As expected, he dropped to his knees, clutching his precious little man balls.


  “What the fuck…” he muttered. “You’re not… you shouldn’t…” he pointed at her leg, “you shouldn’t–”


  Melissa’s leg stretched this time, and she kicked him in the face, knocking him onto the ground on his back, she came to stand over him. He had that look of horror in his eyes as he stared up at her.


  “Ready to take off your clothes?” she asked.


  He nodded fearfully. But then, to her disappointment, he did nothing but stare up at her, terrified.


  Melissa sighed. “If you don’t start stripping right now, I’ll kick your–”


  She didn’t get to finish her sentence. Matt scrambled off the ground and pulled off his hoodie and shirt in record time. He kicked off his trainers, and then struggled a little with his jeans on account of being fat. Finally, he stood before her, wearing nothing but his grey boxers, and the ton of flabby pink meat on his belly and arms, and legs.


  “Have you ever heard of the sun and vegetables and… running?” Melissa asked disgustedly. “Take your boxers off,” she told him, and when he shook his head pleadingly, her hand stretched and she slapped him across the face.


  Holding back a cry, Matt took off his boxers. Melissa pointed at his cock and laughed. “You’re turned on by this?” He didn’t reply, but he didn’t have to. His cock was fully erect and not very big. “Go on,” she told him. “Get out of here before I decide to cut that little dick of yours off.”


  He didn’t need telling twice. Matt ran past her much faster than she would have thought possible. Melissa watched him disappear around the corner, chuckling to herself. It hadn’t been such a bad day after all. She glanced around at her surroundings, checking to make sure no one had witnessed any of that when she spotted him.


  Peter.


  He was at the other end of the road, walking towards her slowly, he stared not at her breasts or legs as most men would, but at her arms. More specifically, at her left arm, the one that she had used to slap Matt with.


  “What?” she said coldly as he came up to her, his eyes still on her arm.


  Peter looked up at her, apparently surprised by her presence. “Oh, hey,” he muttered, then raising his hand, he glanced at his wrist, on which there was no watch. He then felt his pockets. “What time is it?” he asked.


  Melissa told him the time.


  “I’m late for work,” he muttered.


  “Me too,” she said.


  They began walking together, both silent. Melissa wondered how much Peter had seen. He was staring at her arm, which meant he’d at least seen her hand stretch and slap Matt. At the very least, he’d seen a naked guy run away from her. Any other person would have had a dozen questions for her by now.


  But Peter wasn’t any other person. She remembered when he first started. He was cute, much more so than the other losers at her workplace. But she never became friends with him. Peter was much too quiet for her.


  “Melissa,” Peter said her name quite suddenly.


  She stopped walking and stared up at his dark eyes. “What?”


  “Do you know what Jinns are?”


  



  Chapter 3


  Melissa sat in the kitchen staring at her phone, occasionally sipping from the glass of apple juice, and pointedly ignoring her sixteen-year-old sister. It was becoming a little harder to do because the stupid little bitch was poking her in the ribcage.


  She was staring at her phone, but it was Peter that was on her mind. After what had happened with the two perverts, she’d bumped into him on her way to work. He never really explained what he was doing there, not that she cared.


  What she did care about was what he might have seen, and what he definitely asked. It wasn’t unusual for humans to know of Jinns. Plenty of cultures eastern cultures knew of their existence. What was rare though, was for a human to be able to identify a Jinn. She wasn’t quite sure he had actually done that.


  When he’d asked her if she knew what Jinns were, Melissa had straight up lied. Never heard of them, she’d said, before asking him what they were. Turned out he wasn’t really too sure himself. And after that, they’d pretty much walked in silence. He wasn’t the most talkative of guys.


  From the corner of her eye, Melissa spotted Jessica’s finger approaching. The little whore was going to poke her again. “If you poke me one more time…” she warned.


  “What do you think your test will be?” Jessica asked, her eyes wide.


  “I don’t care,” Melissa said, turning back to her phone.


  It was her friend Katie’s birthday party tonight, and she really wanted to go to it. Katie was the sort of girl around which fun stuff happened. Basically, the complete opposite of Peter, who she imagined was a snooze fest at parties. It was also the night of her Trial. The Trial was a thing Jinns had to go through just after they turned eighteen, which Melissa did a month ago.


  “Kalib had his trial last week,” Jessica said, completely undeterred by her older sister’s lack of enthusiasm. “He said there was a baby and a crocodile in a cage. He had to save the baby.”


  Melissa frowned. “He told you what happened in his Trial?”


  Jessica’s face fell. “I wasn’t supposed to tell anyone… you’re not going to get him into trouble, are you?”


  Melissa stared at her younger sister’s face curiously. She had always seen her as an annoying little brat. But truth was, she was sixteen now, and a pretty attractive little slut. Yup, that was what Jessica was, a little slut!


  Jinn culture really annoyed Melissa somewhat. Sleep with a single human, and you’re considered the biggest whore the world has ever seen. But have an orgy with a male Jinn and a hundred female Jinns, and no one bats an eyelid.


  Jessica really liked this Kalib. Melissa had met him once. He wasn’t much to look at. Skinny little shit. But with the male to female Jinn ratio being horrendous, almost a hundred females for every male, Kalib was guaranteed a lifetime of Jessicas to fuck. She was so out of his league, if only she could see that… If only she considered dating a human.


  But that would never happen.


  The little whore deserved to suffer for her ignorance. Melissa lifted her feet onto the table. “Massage them,” she said, “and maybe I’ll keep your Kalib secret.”


  Jessica didn’t even hesitate. She grabbed Melissa’s feet and began to massage enthusiastically.


  If only every other Jinn was so easy to frighten, Melissa thought as she tilted her head back and stared at her phone. If what Kalib had said really was true, it didn’t make any sense. The Trial wasn’t supposed to be so black and white. They were supposed to be confusing and full of riddles or deeper meanings and shit.


  Saving a baby from a crocodile, that was cake.


  



  Chapter 4


  Melissa sat in the car beside her mother Martha, outside the Trial centre. It was a pretty ordinary looking building, three floors of large windows and red brickwork walls, much like a block of apartments.


  “I’m going to be okay, mother,” Melissa said. What she wanted to say was, don’t worry, I won’t bring shame on the family.


  Martha shook her head. “No, you’re not going to be okay,” she said. “I’ve raised a terrible child.”


  There was a point in Melissa’s life when she might have been upset at being called a terrible child by her own mother. That point was almost ten years ago. Yup, by the age of eight, she’d tired of her mother’s constant and relentless negative critique.


  “Good talk,” Melissa said flatly.


  She opened the door and stepped out, not bothering to look at her mother.


  “Take the Trial seriously, Melissa,” Martha warned. “If you fail, your life will change forever. And not in a good way.”


  Rolling her eyes, Melissa slammed the door shut. The Trial was like your coming-of-age test. It determined how much you had learnt in life, and what lessons you had yet to learn. Melissa didn’t think much of the Trial. In her opinion, it was pointless and Jinns were much too dramatic and over the top.


  She opened the small black gate and walked down the concrete slabs. Once at the front door, Melissa raised her hand to knock, but before she could, the door creaked open. She stepped inside, and the darkness was the first thing she noticed. Mostly because, as a Jinn, she could see pretty well in the dark, so this was quite something.


  Melissa allowed herself a small smile. She wasn’t scared, but she got it now, why humans were afraid of the dark. Every Jinn had the flame inside them – Jinns were made out of fire – and Melissa turned hers on. As her body began to glow, she became aware of the woman sitting by the table.


  “Hello,” Melissa said, smiling politely.


  The woman looked up at her, and for the first time in her life, Melissa was actually a little afraid. She didn’t have pupils. The woman had large white… balls? Were they balls? They looked like the white ball used in snooker.


  “Come,” the woman said. She held up her hands, as if holding something. And then, a bowl appeared in the vacant space. “Place your hand in here.”


  “I don’t really want to,” Melissa said.


  The woman didn’t reply. She sort of froze, much like a wax work figure, but a creepy one without pupils in their eyes. Melissa glanced past the woman. There was a corridor that led to nothing. Was that it? The building looked much bigger from the outside…


  The Trial was not going at all like she had expected it to. Not that she knew what to expect… Jessica did though, because of Kalib. Maybe she should have asked her younger sister a few questions about the stupid Trial.


  Not knowing what else to do, Melissa placed her hand in the bowl. There was nothing in the bowl, and absolutely nothing happened. She took her hand out.


  “The bowl has determined your Trial,” the woman said. “You may go through the door.”


  Melissa stared at the thing behind sitting behind the table. She wasn’t sure it was a Jinn anymore. What gave it away? The monstrous eyes? Melissa smiled.


  The woman behind the table blinked. “You may go through the door.”


  Melissa stopped smiling. She was about to ask what door when she spotted it. It was just past the woman, at the end of the short corridor. It wasn’t there a moment ago, she knew. But apparently, Jinns could do magic and… create robots or zombies or whatever the fuck the woman before her was.


  Melissa stepped around the table and made for the door when a hand grabbed her from behind. She turned to see the woman staring at her, those eyes still managing to creep her out.


  “Take your clothes off.”


  “What?” Melissa asked.


  “That trials must be completed naked.”


  “You’re fucking me, right?” Melissa asked.


  The women didn’t reply, but she did let go of her, and then folding her arms across her chest, she stared up at her. Melissa assumed it was an impatient stare, or maybe an annoyed one. But she couldn’t tell, because the woman seemed incapable of moving any of her facial muscles.


  “You want me to get naked here?” Melissa asked. “Right now?”


  The woman didn’t reply but continued to stare silently. Melissa glanced around, hoping to find a changing room, or at least something to hide behind. But nope, there was nothing but the door in front, and the door behind, the one which she had come through. Melissa was tempted to leave.


  But then she remembered her mum sitting in the car outside, waiting for her. The woman would probably drag her back inside and forcibly strip her of all her clothing. Her mother was like that. A stickler for Jinn rules, and a strong woman too.


  “Fine,” Melissa glared at the woman. It did no good. There was still no reaction.”


  It wasn’t that she was shy about her body. She had an enviable figure. Perfect breasts, round ass, long legs… But, that didn’t mean she wanted to get naked in front of a robot zombie. And why the hell did the Trials have to be completed naked?


  Melissa kicked off her sneakers, wiggled out of her tight black jeans and pulled off her white top. She stood before the woman wearing nothing but her lacy pink panties and bra. She looked hot. Like a lingerie model. Too bad the only eyes on her belonged to a zombie.


  “Naked,” the woman said.


  “No fucking way,” Melissa muttered.


  The woman didn’t couldn’t possibly think she was going to take off all her clothes and walk through that door completely naked.


  It didn’t matter what happened, she wasn’t going to do that.


  * * *


  Melissa did eventually take off her bra and panties. It wasn’t like she had much of a choice. It was either walk through the back door stark naked or walk through the front door and back into the car where her mum sat.


  The latter just wasn’t an option. Her mother would freak if she walked out without completing the Trial. Not just because her mother liked to freak out at the drop of a pin, but because no one had ever not completed the Trial. It was literally unheard of. If it was creepy when she stood in front of the woman wearing her bra and panties, it was much worse when she stood before the same woman, wearing absolutely nothing.


  The woman had pointed at her loin area. “Your cunt looks strange,” she’d said, in that monotone voice of hers.


  Melissa didn’t know what to say to that, so she turned and walked towards the door. The door that led to her Trial. And as she did, she could have sworn she heard the woman mutter “human fucker”.


  Melissa wasn’t the confrontational type. If she could walk away from something, she generally did. Unless of course, someone was physically assaulting her, like that pervert, the one that had grabbed her ass. Remembering him brought a smile to her face. He’d had to run home naked, and his figure was the complete opposite of hers. Unenviable.


  Melissa opened the door and stepped inside. Once more, the room was dark. And it was cold. Oh, so cold. She felt her bare nipples, and rubbed them gently, as if trying to brush the cold off. She turned on her internal flame, more to stave off the cold than to light the room. But it did both. And she realised she was in another corridor.


  What happened in a Trial was a well-guarded secret, barring the little slip her sister had made about Kalib and the baby he had to save from a crocodile. The only thing she really knew was that she would be tested. What the test was, how it would be conducted, she had no idea. But baring in mind that there might be crocodiles about, Melissa cautiously stepped forward.


  The corridor led to two rooms, one on the left, the other on the right. Melissa made for the door on the right first. She opened the door, and then instinctively shielded her eyes from the sudden burst of light.


  As her eyes adjusted, she lowered her hand and almost immediately, spotted the glass box in the middle of the room. As there was nothing else about, Melissa made a beeline for the glass box. Inside it was a sleeping baby in a pink Moses basket. Attached to the side of the basket was a piece of paper, and on it, scrawled in large letters were the words, “Save the baby”.


  Save the baby? Melissa glanced around the empty room. Save it from what? As if reading her mind, a crocodile crawled out from under the baby. It wasn’t a huge crocodile, but it didn’t have to be. It crawled its way up the up basket and positioned itself perfectly to bite the baby’s head. And then, it opened its mouth, and Melissa caught a glimpse of its sharp teeth.


  With all her might, she pounded on the glass with both hands. Jinns were much stronger than humans. The glass should have shattered into tiny little pieces, but not a single crack appeared. Melissa didn’t think it would be that easy to pass the Trial. She needed to think, to use her brain, as her mother kept telling her.


  Melissa had an idea. If she changed from her solid form, to her Jinn form, her hands could go through the glass, and then, she could change back to her solid form, with her hands in the cage, she could punch the crocodile in the mouth, break some of those sharp teeth.


  It wasn’t a plan she was keen on. As soon as her hands became solid inside the cage, the crocodile could bite her. Also, you weren’t supposed to change forms whilst half your body was still stuck in solid matter, which her arms would be.


  It wasn’t the greatest idea in the history of ideas. But she was desperate, and time was of the essence. That crocodile wasn’t going to sit there with its mouth open forever. Melissa changed into her Jinn form, clenching both her hands into fists, she pushed against the glass cage, expecting her hands to slip through.


  They didn’t.


  “What the fuck…” Melissa muttered.


  That had literally never happened before. In Jinn form, she had always been able to push her way through solid matter. What sort of glass was this? And how the fuck was she supposed to save the baby? As if reading her mind, the paper suddenly flipped over, and written on the other side of it were the word “Go to the other room, idiot.”


  Frowning, Melissa took a step back and glanced around the room. Was someone watching her? She couldn’t see anything that could act as some sort of viewing device. Aside from the glass box with the baby and crocodile, the room was still completely empty.


  The crocodile was still positioned with its mouth open, as if waiting to eat the baby. After hesitating awhile, Melissa backed away from the glass box, deciding to quickly see what was in the other room, and hoping the crocodile didn’t eat the baby in the meantime.


  Once in the corridor, Melissa turned and opened the other door. It led into another room of equally the same size. And that room was also mostly empty. Except for the bed. And the three naked Jinns.


  



  Chapter 5


  As Peter trudged home after another long day at work, his thoughts were occupied by Melissa, the blond girl with the purple highlights. He imagined plenty of guys had her on their minds. But though she was incredibly hot, that wasn’t why Peter was thinking of her.


  Peter was thinking of her because of what he had seen, as he’d stumbled out of the warehouse district. At first, he had one of those moments, where he blinked, then rubbed his eyes, then blinked once. He really had to stop doing that.


  In his defence, it had been a really strange day. And, in front of him, about fifty feet away, Melissa was beating up some fat dude, kicking and punching him. Her arms and feet stretching as she did. Like, really stretching. As in, not humanely possible stretching.


  If that in itself wasn’t weird enough, she forcibly stripped the guy, and then sent him off naked, an evil grin on her face. Okay, maybe the evil grin part he’d just imagined. He couldn’t remember how long he’d stared at her before she noticed him. As he walked up to her, he was a little terrified.


  There was only one thought going through his head. She’s a Jinn. Shit. She’s a Jinn. Fuck. She’s a Jinn. Does she want to battle me too? She’s a Jinn. Fuck. They walked in silence, which normally would have been fine with Peter, but that day, the silence really was killing him. So, he blurted it out. He asked her if she was a Jinn.


  She denied it. Denied even knowing what they were. Then she asked him what a Jinn was, and Peter had shrugged. Truth was, he didn’t know anything about them either, aside from the fact that one tried to “battle” him, thinking he was a wizard. Which he wasn’t. Was he?


  Some really strange things were happening to him lately. He kept breaking things by accident. Things that shouldn’t break so easily. It was like he had super strength. But only sometimes. Sort of like Harry Potter before he went to wizarding school. He could do pretty awesome stuff, like make glass disappear and… what else could he do? Peter couldn’t remember, but the point was, Harry could only do it sometimes. And that’s what it was like for Peter.


  Except, Peter wasn’t a wizard. The red-haired girl, Lucinda, she’d said as much. But then she had stared at him strangely, wondering what he was. She was a witch, he knew that much. But like, she was the hottest witch in the world. Ever. In all of history. Melissa was hot, but next to Lucinda, she was just… well, she was still hot, but…


  Peter shook his head. What was wrong with him? Not only did he have a girlfriend, he was currently standing outside her door. He didn’t remember deciding to come visit Jenny, his girlfriend. But she lived close to his work, and he figured it would be good to see her, get those other women out of his mind.


  He had a key to the those, something he was a little proud of. He’d been dating Jenny for over six months now. That was a big achievement for him. His longest relationship prior to Jenny had lasted two months.


  Peter let himself in, and after quickly checking the ground floor, he headed up the stairs, his mind already picturing Jenny lying on the bed, naked. The sex with her was amazing. Intense, and constant.


  Jenny was in bed, lying under the covers, she looked a little flustered. Peter kissed her on the lips, then pulled the covers aside to lie beside her.


  “You’re naked,” he said.


  Jenny laughed. “How very observant of you.”


  “Why are you naked?” Peter asked, as he lay beside her.


  Jenny shrugged. “It’s just how I sleep sometimes.”


  “You sleep naked now?”


  “…sometimes,” Jenny said. “You don’t like it?”


  Peter stared at Jenny’s naked body. She had pale skin, large breasts with dark pink nipples, a flat stomach, wide hips, and trimmed red pubic hair. Of course, he liked seeing her naked. Were it up to him, she would be naked all the time. He grinned at the thought.


  “What?” Jenny said, eyeing him suspiciously.


  Peter placed his hand on her cunt. It was wet. Very wet… He took his top off as Jenny reached for his belt, and unbuckling it, she pulled his cock out. After stroking it once, she took it in her warm and wet mouth. Peter closed his eyes as Jenny’s tongue wrapped around his cock, probing the tip. It felt so good… he reached for her head, grabbing a fistful of hair, he pushed his cock deeper down her mouth, down her throat.


  She was a good cocksucker, easily the best of all the girls that had taken his cock in their mouths. To be fair, she was ten years older than him, and most of his previous girlfriends, so she did have that advantage over them. It wasn’t something that bothered Peter, that Jenny was older than him, that she had been with a lot of other men before him.


  It didn’t make him feel insecure at all. For starters, his cock was big, so… yeah. He wasn’t bothered. He pulled his cock out of her mouth and ogled her naked body as her lips glistened with his precum.


  Pushing her onto her back, Peter climbed on top of her, licking her neck, he moved down to her breasts, taking each in his mouth, he sucked on them tenderly. Jenny grabbed his cock and rubbed it against her wet, warm and tight cunt. Peter wrapped his arms around her back, and as his cock pressed against her pussy lips, he thrust his big cock inside her cunt.


  “Ohhh,” Jenny moaned as her hips wiggled, as she tried to adjust her body to accommodate his big cock.


  Peter grinned as he stared down at Jenny’s pretty face, her eyes closed, her lips parted slightly. He drove his cock in and out of her cunt, watching the expression on her face, watching as her body shuddered with every thrust. He could tell she was close to an orgasm. Her body tightened and a little moan escaped her lips as she came.


  Peter grinned, smiling at the expression on her face, her eyes still closed, her mouth open slightly, she had a cute cum face. Was that what it was called? Cum face? It didn’t sound right.


  Her body relaxed as she lay back, her eyes still closed. Peter continued to fuck her, his cock going in and out of her now dripping cunt, but at a slower pace. And then he pulled out and stared at her glistening pink pussy, at the juices that dripped down her inner thighs.


  He rubbed his hand against her cunt, lathering it in her juices, he then rubbed his hand on her breasts. Jenny stared up at him, a sparkle in her eyes. Her legs rose up, and placing a foot on each of his shoulders, she pressed down, lowering his head.


  Peter grinned, and then buried his face in her cunt. As his tongue was pressed against her clitoris, something strange happened. It was as if his head were about to explode. He could hear so many loud sounds in his head, from Jenny’s breathing, her heart beat, his heart beat, the blood pumping through her veins, pumping through his veins, a bird on a tree down the road, the woman below hoovering.


  Peter pulled away from Jenny’s cunt, and pressing both hands against his ears, he curled up into a ball, waiting for the sounds to dissipate.


  “Peter?” Jenny called his name. She sat up and placed a hand on his shoulder. “Peter, what’s wrong?”


  Her voice was so loud, Peter had to really struggle to not kick her away. And then, the sounds started to vanish, and pretty quickly, they were all gone. Peter could no longer hear Jenny’s heartbeat, or his own, or the hoover downstairs, or the other strange sounds, like insects crawling.


  He sat up to see Jenny staring at him, her eyes wide. “What was that?” she asked.


  “Nothing,” Peter lied. “Migraine…”


  “Migraine?”


  Peter nodded. “Long day at work… didn’t drink enough water.”


  “Okay,” Jenny said slowly. “Um, shall I get you some water?”


  Peter wasn’t really thirsty. But he nodded anyway. He needed some time to recover from whatever the fuck had just happened to him. And without having Jenny stare at him like a freak. He watched as Jenny climbed off the bed and left the room, his eyes on her naked butt as it disappeared out of the room.


  Peter closed his eyes and buried his head in his hands. What with breaking things by simply touching them and seeing Jinns and wizards battle it out, this was barely unusual. That being said, it did occur to Peter that maybe he should go and see a doctor. Question was, what exactly was he supposed to say that didn’t make him seem crazy? He was breaking things just by touching them, he was seeing people shimmer, like they were ghosts, or on fire. He thought Melissa’s already long legs were suddenly much longer? And now this? What the fuck was going on? Hearing his own heartbeat, hearing Jenny’s heartbeat, hearing…


  Peter’s eyes fell on the large brown wardrobe in the corner of the room. He climbed off the bed and stood before it, hands on his hips.


  “Peter?” Jenny stood by the door, a glass of water in her hand, she watched him warily. “What… what are you doing?” she asked, her voice unusually casual.


  “I thought I heard a heartbeat coming from the wardrobe,” Peter said.


  “You what, now?” Jenny asked.


  Peter knew it sounded weird but he was sure he’d heard a third heart beat… “I think there’s someone hiding in your wardrobe.”


  Jenny laughed nervously. “Don’t be silly,” she said, as she walked into the room, glass in hand. “It’s that migraine of yours. You should drink some water.”


  Peter took the glass from Jenny’s hand and lifted it to his lips. He took a sip of the water, his eyes on his girlfriend. Why was she watching him drink water? Normally, she would have been on her knees now, taking his cock in her mouth. He was still naked. He glanced down. His cock was still somewhat erect. Normally, he couldn’t get her away from it. She was kinda awesome like that. So, why wasn’t she sucking it?


  Peter’s eyes shifted back to the wardrobe. He placed the glass on the bedside draw and pulled open the double doors. He was right. There was a person sitting crunched at the bottom of the wardrobe, mostly covered in clothes, but with his bright red hair sticking out. Peter moved some of the clothes away to reveal more of the person.


  “Oh, hey Peter,” Mark smiled up at him.


  “Hey,” Peter replied. “Um, what are you doing here?”


  “Just… sitting,” Mark looked around the wardrobe. “Yeah, just sitting,” he added casually.


  “Naked?” Peter asked.


  Mark nodded. “Yeah… it was… it was getting a bit hot?”


  Peter turned to face Jenny. “Been sleeping with Mark, huh?”


  Jenny shook her head vehemently.


  “He’s naked in your wardrobe,” Peter said pointedly.


  “Okay,” Jenny grabbed Peter by both hands. “Don’t get mad,” she said. “But there’s a perfectly good explanation for this.”


  “Okay,” Peter said, ready to listen. “What is it?”


  “Uh,” Jenny’s face crunched the way it did when she was thinking really hard. “Um… I was really really horny…”


  Peter nodded. “You’re right. That’s as good as reasons come for fucking someone else,” he muttered.


  He pulled his hands away free from her, turned and walked out of the room and down the stairs. As he came to the front door, he heard her call his name from the top of the stairs.


  “What?” Peter asked, looking back at her.


  “You’re just going to walk out?”


  “You want to talk?” Peter asked incredulously.


  “Not… not about Mark,” she said hesitantly, before adding.


  “We could talk about work? How was your day?”


  Peter couldn’t believe what he was hearing. He knew Jenny wasn’t the brightest girl in the world, but wow. “Jenny,” he said, smiling politely. “You’re a shitty human being, did you know that?”


  Jenny gave a reluctant nod. “Yeah… I’ve… I’ve been told that before.”


  “Okay then,” Peter said, and not knowing what else to do or say, he turned and opened the front door.


  “Wait,” Jenny called once more. “You’re going to walk out naked?”


  Peter turned. “You can fuck a guy but I can’t walk outside naked?” he asked.


  Jenny frowned. “You’re still going on about that?”


  “You– it only–” Peter stopped. He took a deep breath to calm himself, then turned and walked out the front door.


  He stood outside, not sure what to do. And then it hit him. He was completely naked. Fuck! He’d left his keys, wallet in his jeans back upstairs. And his phone was broken. What the hell was he supposed to do? He thought about knocking on the door, but then he imagined Jenny naked with Mark. Knowing her, they were probably doing it right now. No, going back inside wasn’t an option.


  His grandpa Charlie lived only a few blocks away. Maybe he could sneak to his without being seen, borrow some clothes, and then go home and forget the last six months of his life. That was how long he’d known Jenny for. Six months. His longest relationship ever. He wondered why he ever trusted her. He knew she’d cheated on her previous three boyfriends… It was four now, if not more.


  With his hands covering his cock and balls, Peter hurried down the street, heading for his grandpa’s house. It was a good thing the sun had set. If you were going to walk outside naked, it was always better to do it at night. Less people about, less chance of being seen by someone you knew.


  Peter was in a hurry as he turned the corner, and so was the other person. They crashed into each other with such force, Peter was knocked back. His naked bottom hit the cold and hard ground. It did not feel good.


  The other person landed on top of him. In the dark, Peter didn’t recognise the person immediately. But as she clambered off him muttering something about him not watching where he was going, Peter’s heart sank.


  Melissa.


  It was Melissa he’d crashed into, whilst completely nude.


  



  Chapter 6


  Melissa stared at the three naked Jinns. Two males, one female, they stood by the bed, each staring at her, their eyes taking in every inch of her exposed body. And she felt exposed. Probably for the first time ever, Melissa felt nervous, shy, even inadequate.


  The three Jinns in the room were stunning to look at. The female Jinn, she would have stood out amongst Victoria’s Secret models. She was tall, her legs long, her breasts normal, but not in an average way. Normal in that they weren’t too big or too small. They were just perfectly normal sized. And her face… just wow. Just staring at it, Melissa was having lesbian thoughts.


  And the two male Jinns, not only were they perfect with their perfect bodies, enormous cocks, and model faces. But, seeing two male Jinns together, it was a rare thing. Out of every hundred Jinns, roughly one was a male, and the rest female. In fact, discounting her deadbeat father, Melissa had only met two other male Jinns. One was Kalib, the weedy shrimp Jessica was obsessing over, and the other one was Malakus, who Melissa very briefly considered dating.


  Malakus was an ass. He was one of the main reasons she was into humans. For the most part, human males were assholes too, but at least you didn’t have to work really hard to be treated like shit by a human. She could pick up a human male, take him back to hers, fuck for hours, and be done with. To get with a male Jinn, you’d have to sign up to a fucking website, upload your best and sluttiest picture, put down all the insane slutty shit you would do, and then hope to be invited to a viewing.


  Yeah, to date a male Jinn, you and a whole bunch of other girls were invited to a fucking viewing, where you would literally sit there looking pretty, hoping the male Jinn would pick you instead of the other female Jinns.


  Melissa did once sign up to a Jinn dating website. She was invited to a viewing by Malakus. He was an asshole. Walked into the room, announced he was going to pick three girls for a night of fun, and if any girl wasn’t cool with that, she should leave. Melissa did leave. She never tried dating a Jinn after that. Instead, she moved onto humans.


  Where Malakus was an asshole, and not very good looking, the two male Jinns before her were incredibly hot. They both had toned bodies, and their faces, they could have easily been models. And their cocks… Correction. They were models with porn star cocks.


  And that was why, despite generally being pretty confident about her own naked body, Melissa was suddenly shy. She raised an arm to cover both her breasts, and with the other hand, she covered her cunt. And then she cleared her throat.


  “Hi…” she waved, then realising her boobs were showing, quickly returned her arm back to its position of pressing her boobs back.


  “To save the baby, you must please each of us sexually,” the female Jinn said.


  Melissa laughed nervously. “Sorry, what?”


  “To save the baby,” the female Jinn spoke slowly as her green eyes bore into Melissa. “You must please us sexually, do whatever it is we desire from you.”


  Melissa’s first thought was to wonder if the Jinns were some sort of zombie robots, much like the lady at the front with the completely white eyeballs. I mean, who responds to a “hi” with “… you must please us sexually,”?


  What happened in the Trials was a very well-kept secret, but this wasn’t what Melissa had been expecting. She had always imagined battling some sort of beast, running in and out of tunnels, slicing fiery animals, solving complex riddles, things like that. Not… not having sex with three admittedly gorgeous Jinn specimens.


  Melissa swallowed. “All three of you?” she asked. “Not really a lesbo…”


  “The Trial does not care if you are a lesbo, ” the woman said. “If you wish to pass, let us use your body as a piece of meat.”


  Piece of meat? The language was really throwing Melissa off. Part of her wanted to tell the woman to fuck off. She didn’t even care for the Trials. It was a stupid Jinn tradition that made absolutely no sense. In fact, she wasn’t even sure why she was doing it, what she gained from passing.


  It was the thought of her insanely strict mum, sitting outside in the car that made her not walk out of the room immediately. She would never hear the end of it if she didn’t at least complete the Trial one way or another. It could have been worse, Melissa thought. At least the Jinns were attractive.


  She took slow hesitant steps into the room, her eyes on the female Jinn. “Okay,” Melissa said. “What…” she couldn’t believe she was going through with this. “What do you want me to do?”


  “Climb onto the bed, on your hands and knees,” the woman said.


  Melissa did as she was told. She climbed onto the bed and dropping to her knees, she knelt forward, her palms flat as they pressed against the soft mattress. It was a large bed. The three Jinns stood around her, ogling her naked body. Melissa had never felt so exposed before, and her face coloured a deep shade of red.


  “Arch your back, part your legs,” the woman said.


  Melissa parted her legs apart and arched her back, her ass up in the air, her cunt exposed. Her body shuddered as a cold hand touched her pussy, rubbed her pussy lips.


  “You fuck humans?” the woman asked.


  Melissa swallowed. “A little…” she said softly.


  “A little?” the woman repeated, her tone mocking. “Does that mean you fucked only a few humans, or all the humans you fucked had little cocks?”


  Melissa regretted being honest. She should have lied. She should have said no she didn’t fuck humans. But it was too late for that now. This Trial didn’t make any sense. How was being sexually abused supposed to determine anything for her? And that’s what this was – she was being sexually abused.


  “Oww,” Melissa moaned as the hand grabbed her pussy lips and pulled.


  “Answer the question,” the woman said. “How many humans have you fucked.”


  “Three,” Melissa said quietly, and then repeated louder, “three,” as the hand continued to pull on her pussy lips.


  “Did you enjoy it?” the woman asked. “Did you enjoy being a whore, taking the filthy human’s cocks in your mouth, in your cunt,” the hand let go of her pussy and trailed up her ass, a finger probed her anus. “Did you take it in the ass?”


  “Just the mouth and… cunt,” Melissa said, cringing as she used that word.


  “We’ll see,” the woman said.


  Melissa didn’t have to wonder what that meant. A pair of hands grabbed her ass cheeks roughly and pulled them apart, exposing her little anus. And then, a wet and cold finger pressed against her little rosebud. Melissa shuddered as the finger slid inside her, as it poked and probed deep inside her most intimate part.


  “At least you are not a liar, whore,” the woman said.


  The words stung her pretty bad, and Melissa was on the verge of telling the woman to fuck off before storming out of there when one of the male Jinns appeared before her. Resting on his knees, he grabbed her by the hair and raised her head, her face level with his large cock.


  “Suck his cock, whore,” the woman said.


  Melissa didn’t want to suck it. She was still contemplating running out of the Trial and facing the consequences of being the first Jinn ever to not complete them. This Trial, it was utterly insane. But before she could decide on the best way of getting out of there, the woman Jinn appeared by her left side, and with both hands, grabbed her nipples and squeezed hard.


  “What the fu–”


  Melissa couldn’t finish her sentence. The male Jinn shoved his cock in her mouth. It was a large cock, bigger than any of the human’s cocks she had sucked, and it filled her mouth completely.


  “Breath, whore,” the woman said, her voice suddenly gentle, soothing. She released her grip on Melissa’s nipples. “Suck on the cock, use your tongue,” she whispered in Melissa’s ear.


  It was really fucking confusing, being called a whore in such a gentle and almost polite way. Melissa couldn’t figure out if she should be offended or if the female Jinn was on her side. The result was that, in her confusion, her mouth began to suck on the cock. Which wasn’t an easy thing to do, because it was so damned large. Melissa closed her eyes as she focused on the large throbbing piece of meat in her mouth. Precum began to leak, and she was a little surprised. It had the same salty taste of humans.


  She felt a hand rub her cunt, and then a finger pushed past her surprisingly wet pussy lips and probed deep inside her. It was a pleasurable feeling, and Melissa hated to admit it, but she began to enjoy the cock in her mouth. She sucked with renewed vigour, managing to take the cock even further in her mouth and down her throat. The Jinn responded by thrusting his cock in and out of her mouth, face fucking her.


  The finger slipped out of Melissa’s cunt, and she felt cold hands squeeze her ass cheeks, then pull them apart. She knew what was going to happen and prepared herself. Her body still shuddered as the finger slid inside her anus, and then out, before going in again.


  And then, hands grabbed her thighs and positioned her ass and cunt. A cock rubbed against her pussy. This wasn’t how she imagined losing her virginity to a Jinn would be like, with one cock in her mouth, and another in her vagina. The Jinn behind her drove his cock in with force. Melissa’s eyes flew open. It was so big, she felt full inside, to the point of it being difficult to breathe.


  They began fucking her cunt and her mouth simultaneously.


  Melissa had once fantasied about having two guys at the same time, but not like this. The two Jinns were gorgeous specimens with large cocks, but Melissa cared for none of it. She wanted it to end quickly, she wanted the Trial to be over, and once out of here, she never wanted to think about this ever again.


  The two Jinns came at the same time, one inside her cunt, the other in her mouth. It wasn’t the first time someone had come in her mouth, but it was the first time a Jinn had, and it turned out male Jinns had larger loads to shoot. As the hot cum shot down her throat, Melissa choked, and some of it came back out through her nose.


  The male Jinns pulled their cocks out and left her on the bed, cum dripping out of her cunt and by her nose. Melissa collapsed onto her back, feeling exhausted. She didn’t get much time to recover. The female Jinn climbed onto the bed and sitting on her bottom, she parted her legs, revealing her pink pussy.


  Melissa knew what she had to do. She crawled in between the woman’s legs and lowering her head tongue out, she began by licking the outer pussy lips. It was the first pussy she had ever licked, and it would be the last one she ever licked, she decided. Melissa often pleasured herself, and she knew that licking the pussy lips wasn’t enough. Her tongue probed inside the vagina, then pushed on the clitoris. She matched her sucking of the cunt to the woman’s moans, and soon the Jinn orgasmed on Melissa’s face.


  Maybe it was the exhaustion, maybe it was being caught up in the moment, but Melissa remained with her head in between the woman’s legs, her tongue still working on the cunt, even lapping up the juices until the woman pushed her away with her feet.


  She lay back on the bed, naked, exhausted, cum dripping down her cunt, and her face covered in the juices of another woman. Melissa wasn’t exactly proud of herself right then, but she did lie back a little content that at least she had saved the baby and completed the stupid Trial.


  “Hey,” Melissa complained as the woman grabbed her by the hair and pulled her off the bed. “What the hell!”


  “On your knees, whore,” the woman said, her voice cold, harsh.


  “I’ve finished the stupid Trial,” Melissa said. “Get off me!”


  Surprisingly, the woman did let go of her hair. And then the two male Jinns came up to her, one grabbed her by the waist and tackled her to the ground, flipped her over and sat on her stomach. The other male Jinn pulled her legs down and held them apart. Before Melissa could even ask what the fuck they thought they were doing, the female Jinn came and kicked her in the cunt.


  It hurt so much, no sound came out of Melissa’s mouth. Her body froze in shock as she stared up at nothing. And then a single tear rolled down her left cheek. The female Jinn dropped to her knees beside Melissa’s face and grabbed her by the hair once more.


  “Are you going to be a good whore now?” she asked.


  Melissa nodded numbly, promising herself that once she got out of here, she was going to find this bitch and do something equally horribly to her.


  “On your knees,” the woman said. “I want you to crawl with me.”


  The male Jinns released their hold on her. Melissa got on her fours and followed after the woman, much like a dog, except, instead of being on a leash, she was being pulled by her own long hair.


  The woman led her out into the corridor and towards the door at the end. The door Melissa was sure wasn’t there earlier. The floor was rough, and it hurt crawling on her knees, but Melissa didn’t complain. She wasn’t a stupid girl. She knew what complaining would get her, another kick on the cunt. So, like an obedient dog, she followed the woman through the door at the end.


  It led into a large room where sat many Jinns. The woman, still holding Melissa by the hair, pulled her up to her feet. Melissa stared at the ground, her face colouring a deep shade of red as she felt the many eyes on her naked body.


  This wasn’t at all how she imagined the Trial was going to be. All she wanted now was for it to end so that she could find a dark corner somewhere to curl up and hide in. Despite herself, she stole a glance at the many faces. And that was all it took to see the one familiar face amongst the crowd of seated Jinns.


  Melissa’s eyes widened as she spotted her mother seated by herself a little away from the other Jinns. She had a horrified look on her face, and as their eyes met, she shook her head in disappointment.


  



  Chapter 7


  It was a heptagon-shaped room with a single door on one side, and directly opposite it, a small triangular-shaped window through which red light shone in, giving the room an eerily bloody colour.


  The room was empty of furniture, save for the single metallic bench. And that’s where Melissa sat, her bare bottom pressed against the cold steel. She was still naked. But after what she’d been through, paraded in front of her mother and a crowd of Jinns, she no longer cared that her breasts, or her cunt were completely exposed.


  The Trial had been a disaster, that much was obvious. What exactly she had done wrong, Melissa didn’t know. She was supposed to save the baby, and to do that, as per the note, she had to go to the other room and apparently, sexually satisfy the three naked Jinns that presided there.


  At the time, part of Melissa had thought there was more to it than just sex. Maybe it was a lesson in humility, or of making sacrifices to help others, namely, the stupid baby. And she’d done a damned good job of satisfying the three Jinns. She still had cum dripping down her leg to prove it.


  Oh, she really wished her mother hadn’t noticed that. Why was she even there? Was it always like this? Is this what happened to Kalib? He’d had to save a baby too, according to her younger sister, Jessica. Did Kalib have to please the three Jinns too?


  She didn’t get a chance to dwell on who had it worse, her or Kalib, because the door to the small room opened, and in walked her mother. Turned out she still did have a little shame left in her. Melissa closed her legs, doing her best to hide her pussy without being too obvious about it. She pressed her arm against her breasts, covering her nipples, she stared up at her mother.


  “I knew it was going to be bad,” Martha said, “but I never thought my daughter was a whore.”


  Melissa’s eyes widened. “Mum! What are–”


  “Is it true?” Martha interrupted. “You let humans fuck you?”


  Melissa looked away, but not in shame. She didn’t think there was anything wrong in sleeping with humans. She’d spent pretty much her whole life amongst humans. Up until the age of sex, she didn’t even know they were any different to her. Jinns were made of fire, it was true, but they spent most of their lives in a form that was so similar to that of humans.


  “It is true,” her mother said, disappointment in her voice. “You really are a whore.”


  Melissa looked up at her mother, defiance in her eyes. “I tried dating a Jinn, mother. I even signed up to one of the dating sites. You know what happened? I was invited to a “viewing”. Along with another fifty girls. And this one guy, ugly piece of shit, walked up to me, squeezed my breasts, grabbed my cunt, then said he would only take me if I was interested in a threesome.”


  “You’re calling me a whore, but I wonder how you got our dad to fuck you. How many threesomes did you have to have for him to knock you up? And where is he now? You think he ever saw you as more than just a piece of–”


  Martha slapped Melissa across the face. “I should disown you,” she hissed.


  “Do it,” Melissa said defiantly. “See if I give a fuck.”


  Martha stared down at Melissa, her usually ice-cold eyes sparkling. “You think it’s that simple,” she said, actually smiling now. “There are consequences, whore.”


  Melissa opened her mouth to tell her mother to fuck off, but Martha left the room before the words could come out. She stared at the door, her mouth still open. Her mother wasn’t the type to make baseless threats…


  She didn’t regret what she’d said. Melissa barely knew her father. He used to visit more when she was younger, but it wasn’t to see her or Jessica. It was to fuck their mother. His visits were much rarer now, and he seemed to be drunk all the time, but it was still for the same reason, to fuck their mother.


  It wasn’t that humans were amazing or something. They just had more parity when it came to the balance of genders. And that meant, the men couldn’t treat the women like shit, although some still did that. But that was another thing altogether.


  Melissa had spent most of her time with humans. Her best friends were humans. Growing up, when she would go to stay at her friends houses and see both parents living together, she liked it. She liked that the father didn’t come around just to fuck the mother.


  It did make her think about having children one day. Whenever that day was, she didn’t want it to be like it was for most female Jinns, hundreds vying for the attention of one male. No, she wanted a guy for herself, one she could start a family with, one her daughter could look up to as a father.


  When she first started dating humans, she wasn’t thinking of them as potential life mates. The guys were cute, it was a bit of fun. She remembered the first time she’d slept with a human. Surprisingly, the sex hadn’t been awful. In fact, the more she slept with humans, the more she began to enjoy it. And then it hit her. Why didn’t she start a family with a human?


  There were a couple of problems with that. For starters, humans didn’t live very long when compared to Jinns. If she did fall in love with and marry a human, he would be dead in seventy years, leaving her all alone for another thousand years or so. Which wasn’t so bad, when she thought about it. Once she’d mourned the first one, she could find another human, and so on.


  It was the second reason that was more worrying. Jinns looked down on humans, saw them as a race of mud and blood. Marrying a human wasn’t just frowned upon. There were some horror stories, of Jinns being tortured and killed for fornicating with humans. Most of these stories were hundreds of years old, and Melissa liked to think they’d moved passed that. But then, they were still taking the stupid Trial seriously, so what did she know?


  The door opened and Melissa sat up straight as the tall female Jinn walked in. The very Jinn she’d had to suck off, the one that had kicked her cunt, then dragged her out on her knees to face the crowd.


  The Jinn was still naked, and it was an effort for Melissa to not stare at the woman’s cunt, or her breasts. She had a smirk on her face, and Melissa knew instantly that it wasn’t good news.


  “It’s judgement time, whore.”


  * * *


  Melissa was led back to the room where the crowd of Jinns sat. But the layout of the room had changed. The Jinns sat in three rows, her mother amongst them in the front row. To the left of the room was an elevated platform, and on the platform sat a female Jinn on a high chair, much like a judge would.


  At the centre of the room, just before the crowd of Jinns, hanging from the ceiling was a rope. Melissa was led to the centre, and the rope was tied around her neck, not too tightly, but enough for her eyes to widen in alarm and wonder what the hell was going on. Two female Jinns pulled on her legs, spreading them apart, they tied her feet to the two metal rings attached to the ground. They then tied her arms behind her back, leaving her large but firm breasts exposed, as well as her vagina.


  Melissa didn’t quite understand what was going on. The Trial was shrouded in such secrecy, it was difficult to know if this was part of the process, or if they were just punishing her for having slept with humans. She could feel every eye on her, judging her. Melissa stared ahead, her back straight, her head held up high. They wanted to embarrass her, to shame her. But she had nothing to be ashamed off. She’d done nothing wrong.


  A female Jinn came up to her and cupping her breasts, she attached a clip on each nipple. It was more uncomfortable than painful. The Jinn then dropped to her knees and felt Melissa’s dry cunt. She sucked on her fingers, then forcefully inserted them inside Melissa’s cunt. Her fingers pushed and probed, as if making space. And then, quite suddenly, she took her fingers out and shoved a small metal tube inside.


  It felt cold, but again, it was more uncomfortable than painful. The Jinn moved to stand behind her. Melissa knew what to expect, and she took a deep breath as her ass cheeks were squeezed aside before a finger probed inside her anus, as the cold metal tube slid deep inside her.


  “Melissa McCarthy completed her Trial today,” the woman on the raised platform spoke, her voice loud, clear, booming. “The objective was simple. She had to save the baby but, do so by keeping intact her dignity. Melissa could have worked hard to find another solution, but she chose the easy option. She let her body be used in return for the baby’s life, much like a whore would.”


  “Whilst she did “pass” the Trial. It has been noted that, in addition to selling her body, she has in the past, slept with humans. And for this reason, it has been determined that Melissa will be locked in a sexual union with one of our elder citizens for the period of one hundred years, where she will have regular sex with her owner. And if she fails to completely satisfy her owner, she will suffer greatly. This will teach her humility, and the lesson that sex is not the answer to all of life’s problems.”


  Melissa couldn’t believe what she was hearing. Locked in a sexual union? Regular sex with her owner? For the period of one hundred years? She opened her mouth to protest, but before a word could come out, the metal tubes inserted in her orifices, and the two clips attached to her nipples, gave her a sudden shock.


  It was what she imagined being electrocuted felt like. She struggled against the bonds, but they were much too strong. And then it was over, and her body felt limp, like she was about to collapse. Mindful of the rope around her neck, she struggled to stay upright on her two feet. Her eyes closed, she took long deep breaths in and out, trying to regain her energy, trying to stay calm.


  Melissa became aware of the cheering, or was it jeering? She opened her eyes to see the naked female Jinn, a small glass ball in hand with a purple glow inside, she held it up for all to see. They were definitely cheering.


  Melissa had a really bad feeling about this. “What… what is that?”


  * * *


  Melissa was back in the small heptagon room, her naked ass sitting on the cold steel bench. They’d taken off the nipple clips and removed the devices from her anus and cunt, but both her holes felt sore from the shock.


  They sentenced her to a hundred years of sexual union with one of the elder citizens. An elder citizen who would be her owner. The “elder citizens” were usually eight hundred years old or more, and despite Jinns being able to shape shift, the elder citizens did not look good. Their skin was wrinkly, their balls had dropped so far, they could touch the ground if they walked naked. Most of them couldn’t even get their cocks up. It didn’t make any sense to her. How was this supposed to teach her humility?


  The door opened and Martha walked in. Melissa, forgetting how much she’d despised the woman earlier, threw herself at her mother and wrapped her arms around her, burying her head in the woman’s chest.


  But her mother did not show any signs of affection. She stood still and straight. Melissa pulled back and stared up at her mother’s face. The cold stare in Martha’s eyes, it caught her by surprise.


  “The decision has been made,” Martha said. “There is no turning back now. You will serve Balacknovi as a sexual slave for one hundred years.”


  Melissa shook her head desperately. “No… mum… no… no…”


  “It’s too late for that,” Martha said. “Your actions have consequences. You should never have slept with the… humans.”


  “This is my punishment?” Melissa asked, as the tears began to roll down her cheeks. “How does this make any sense?”


  “Do not question the Inquisitors judgement,” Martha hissed. “If sex means so much to you that you would even sleep with humans,” she said the word as if it were disgusted disease. “Then you should have no problem servicing an elder citizen for a hundred years. You might even enjoy it.”


  “I won’t do it,” Melissa said stubbornly.


  “You won’t have a choice,” Martha said, finally showing some emotion. Joy. Her mother was smiling. “The purple glow that you saw pulled from within you, that is a part of your soul. It will be merged with Balacknovi. You will have to obey every command of his. Your mind will say no, but your body will obey. You will have to please him sexually every week, of your own accord, you will…”


  Her mother was still talking, but Melissa couldn’t hear a word of it. Her back leaning against the wall, she slid down, dropping on her naked bottom. The room began to swirl as she lost focus, as her mind filled with the horror of having part of her soul pulled out and merged with another. They had sentenced her to one hundred years of sexual servitude. How could they do that? The Trial, it wasn’t supposed to be so serious.


  Melissa blinked, and then focused on her mother, who stood by the door, looking tall and proud. Her lips were no longer moving, which meant she had finally stopped talking. She had a smile on her face. Her own mother, the woman who was supposed to love her, supposed to care for her, she was enjoying this.


  And in that moment, Melissa decided she’d had enough of her mother, and Jinns in general. If they thought they were going to just enslave her and she was going to let them do it willingly, they had another think coming.


  Melissa climbed to her feet, her hands formed into fists of molten lava, she charged at her mother, and with a single punch, wiped the grin off her mother’s face. And with another punch to the face, she sent her mother staggering backwards, her eyes wide in shock, her mouth open, but no words coming out.


  Melissa pushed past her mother, knocking the woman to the ground, she stepped out into the corridor. She’d broken out of the room, punched her mother in the face. Now, all she had left to do was find the glass ball that had her soul and get the hell out of here.


  Oh, and find some clothes to wear too.


  



  Chapter 8


  Melissa managed to find both, although she wasn’t entirely happy with the clothes she was wearing. A leather jacket, under which she wore a pink t-shirt and a black miniskirt that barely covered her ass. What made it worse was that she couldn’t find any panties. If she wasn’t careful, or if there was a slight breeze, her ass and cunt would be on full display.


  Still, some clothing was better than no clothing. And she’d actually managed to escape with the glass ball that contained her apparently purple soul. Melissa kissed the class ball. Part of her was a little sceptical that it actually contained her soul and that it could be merged with another, giving that other immense control over her. But her mother wasn’t known for lying or even exaggerating the truth. Martha was actually famous for being a strict humourless piece of shit.


  Now that she’d actually managed to escape, Melissa didn’t know what to do. It was dark, and the streets were empty, which was a good thing. The way she was dressed, the last thing she needed was some pervert following her around. The mood she was in, there was a good chance she would probably kill the pervert with a single punch.


  Melissa stood by the park gates behind the large oak tree a few streets away from her house. She didn’t know why she was here. Going home wasn’t an option. Going to one of her friend’s houses wasn’t much of a choice either. Her mother knew all her human friends well. It would be the first place they would look for her. And she knew they would come looking for her. Jinns didn’t like change, and they especially didn’t like rules being broken. Not only would they come for her, once caught, they would make an example of her.


  She wondered if she had made a mistake running away. Being a sex slave for a hundred years, that sounded bad, but Jinns lived a very long life. Maybe she should have just taken the punishment, and once it was over, once the hundred years had passed, she could disappear, find a quiet place to start her life again. Maybe with a human. She was still intent on that, on starting a life with a human.


  It was too late to go back now though. Not only had she attacked her mother, she’d also whacked the naked female Jinn on the head with a chair, and then, while she was on the ground, Melissa had kicked the bitch in the cunt. Four times. It had felt satisfying at the time, but now she regretted it a little. If she were to be caught, it would be very bad news for her. That particular Jinn was a mean bitch.


  Melissa wondered if she should hide in the park, probably spend the night on a bench or something while she thought of what to do. She didn’t find the idea very appealing, but with nothing else do to, she stepped out from behind the tree. Placing the glass ball carefully in the leather jacket’s side pocket, Melissa jumped up and grabbed hold of the metal spokes at the top of the gate. She was pulling herself up, her feet flat against the gate, her hands holding the top part.


  Her exposed ass and cunt were sticking out. And from apparently out of thin air, a pretty brazen guy appeared, and seeing her ass sticking out from under her short skirt, and with no panties on, he reached up and placed a hand on her cunt.


  Melissa glared down at him. “What do you think you’re doing?”


  He was cute, and he grinned up at her. “Feeling your pussy,” he told her.


  Melissa bit back her anger. “And why are you feeling my pussy?”


  “It’s pretty,” he replied.


  Yup, she was going to kill him. It didn’t matter that he was cute. Melissa was not in the mood for this shit. She let go of the gate and dropped to the ground. “What the fuck is wrong with you?” she asked, squaring up to the guy.


  He was a pretty big guy, tall too. Very tall. She only came up to his chest. He was still grinning. And now, he was staring at her t-shirt. “You’re not wearing a bra, either” he whistled. “You wanna fuck?”


  “No,” Melissa said through gritted teeth. “I do not want to fuck, you… you fucking asshole.”


  “Woah, calm down,” the guy said, taking a step back. “Bitch dresses like a whore then gets offended when–”


  “What did you call me?” Melissa asked.


  “Bitch?” the guy repeated, completely oblivious to how angry she really was.


  Melissa took a step towards him. “The other word,” she whispered steely.


  “Whore?”


  Melissa nodded. “Yup, that word.”


  The guy grinned. “You like being called a whore?”


  She punched him in the face. It wasn’t her hardest punch. But then again, she was a Jinn, and he was just a human. He fell back like he’d been hit by Mike Tyson. Melissa poked him with her foot to see if he was conscious, and when his body remained completely still, she stood over him and stared down at his bruised face.


  “Dude,” she whispered. “Are you dead?”


  There was no response. She glanced at his chest. It didn’t seem to be rising and falling. Had she killed him? Melissa wasn’t going to hang around to find out. She began running as fast as she could in no particular direction. She made it a few streets away, turned another corner, and then crashed into a naked guy.


  



  Chapter 9


  Melissa turned the corner at the same time as the naked man did, both going at fast speeds, they collided into each other, and her being a Jinn and stronger, she knocked him back, and landed on top of him as they both hit the ground.


  The first thing she noticed, as she lay on top of him was how hard his body was. Whoever the guy was, he was toned. And then, she noticed his cock. Again, very nice, very erect. She wasn’t wearing any panties, and his large cock rubbed against her cunt. It was a strange feeling. She felt connected to this man, felt a need to please him. It didn’t make sense. She should have been shouting at the pervert, and part of her mind was telling her to do that. But the other part… the other part wanted to grab his cock and rub it against her cunt.


  And then, as he pushed her off him and they both climbed to their feet, she saw his face. “Peter?”


  Peter took a startled step back. “Hey,” he said warily.


  “Why are you naked?”


  Peter glanced down at his cock. And then his hand rushed to cover it. “I uh…” he paused, then really stared at her lap area. “You weren’t wearing any panties,” he muttered. “My cock touched your–” he stopped, and even in the dark, Melissa could see his face colouring.


  It was really strange seeing Peter wearing so little clothing. She’d always found him cute, in that boyish way, with his messy dark hair, the high cheekbones, strong jawline. She’d never imagined him to have such a body though. He looked like he worked out three hours every day.


  Even then, what with her life being in danger, she should have been annoyed at him, annoyed at being stopped. After berating him for crashing into her, she should have been on her way, probably thinking of a good place to hide. Yet, she was still standing here staring at him. Why?


  “Why are you looking at me like that?” Peter asked.


  It was a very good question; one Melissa was wondering herself. “Because you look so damned good,” she said.


  “What?” Peter asked.


  “What?” Melissa repeated, her eyes wide. Why had she said that?


  Peter eyed her suspiciously. “You’re really weird sometimes.”


  Melissa didn’t think she was weird, but she didn’t blame him for thinking that of her. Right now, she was behaving a little oddly. Why had she said that he looked damned good? She hadn’t been thinking it. Okay, she might have thought about it a little, but… Since when did she say whatever she was thinking?


  “I’m going to go now,” Peter said.


  With his hands still covering his cock, Peter shuffled past her. Melissa turned to check out his ass, and again, she really surprised herself. Why was she fixating on him so much? Sure, he was good looking, but it wasn’t like he was the first handsome guy she had ever met. And also, time and place. Right now, she needed to get off the streets. And then, it occurred to her.


  “Peter,” she called as she hurried after him.


  Peter stopped walking and turned to look back, his hands still covering his cock. “What?” he asked as she caught up.


  “Where are you going?” Melissa asked.


  “To my grandpa’s,” Peter said. “He lives around the corner.”


  “Mind if I walk with you?”


  “You want to walk with me?” Peter asked, the disbelief in his tone pretty obvious.


  Melissa nodded innocently.


  “Why?”


  Melissa had only just decided, in sheer desperation, that hiding out with Peter for a while might be a good thing to do. It wouldn’t be a place her mother or sister would think about looking for her. She doubted they even knew who Peter was. Okay, she might have mentioned him to Jessica once, but there was only one guy on her bimbo sister’s mind, and that guy’s name was Kalib. Kalib the little piece of shit.


  Peter was staring at her, and Melissa only just realised that he was still waiting for an answer. The best she had was a shrug of the shoulder.


  “Fine,” Peter said. “You could at least let me borrow that jacket of yours.”


  Melissa was going to laugh at how that wasn’t going to happen. Instead, she took her leather jacket off and held it out to Peter.


  He stared at it suspiciously. “You’re actually going to let me wear it? Thanks,” he muttered. “But I think it’s a bit small for me,” he added sadly.


  The leather jacket was much too small for Peter. What with his bulky arms and wide shoulders, he would only look more ridiculous if he did somehow manage to fit into it. Melissa slipped back into the leather jacket and fell in pace with Peter as they set off for his grandpa’s.


  As they walked quickly and silently, Melissa’s mind began to race, wondering what on earth was going on. Why was she being nice to him? It wasn’t that she was a mean person in general. Okay, that’s not true. She was actually known for being a bit of a bitch. Which was why it was so uncharacteristic of her to take the jacket off and hold it out for Peter at his bare mention.


  Melissa slipped her hands inside the jackets pockets, expecting to feel the glass ball. Instead, she felt the shattered remains of glass in one pocket. Melissa froze on the spot. And that’s when it hit her. She knew exactly why she was being so nice Peter. The purple glowing ball, the thing that allegedly contained part of her soul, it must have broken when they collided into each other.


  Peter stopped walking and glanced back at her. “What’s wrong?”


  Melissa stared at him in horror. The reason she felt a connection to him, the reason she had stopped and stood to stare at him, watching him, ogling him, thinking he had a great body, which he admittedly did, the reason she gave him the leather jacket as soon as he asked for it, she knew why now. The glowing ball, the part of her soul that was to allow Balacknovi to own and control her, it must have broken when she crashed into Peter. And now, it had merged with his soul.


  Melissa felt a little faint as it dawned on her that she was now owned by a human for a hundred years.


  



  Chapter 10


  Peter stood outside his grandpa’s house with his hands still covering his cock. The lights were off in the house, which could have meant his grandpa was out, or asleep. He hoped it was neither. He didn’t want to stand outside knocking on the door for ever. Some of the neighbours might peek out through their windows, and seeing a naked guy, they would either record and YouTube it, or call the police.


  It had been awhile since he’d last seen his grandpa Charlie. When Peter was younger, they used to be quite close. And then, all of a sudden, his grandpa stopped coming around. Peter still remembered asking his mother about that. He remembered her response quite clearly. Your grandpa is getting old now. He’s also a bit… weird. Yup, his mother didn’t really like her father-in-law much.


  Peter never understood why. His grandpa was the likeable type. The sort of guy that never really spoke much, never got into anyone’s business, but was nice to have around, to be around. Sort of like a grandpa… Or maybe those were just Peter’s memories of him.


  “Are we going to stand outside all night then?” Melissa asked.


  Peter turned to glance at her, a frown on his face. She was wearing one of the shortest skirts ever. So short, he could see the curves of her ass sticking out. So short, he was sure if he looked really intently, he might be able to catch a glimpse of the tip of pussy lips. Not that he wanted to see her pussy… well, he didn’t not want to see her pussy.


  Peter shook his head, trying to rid the image of Melissa’s pussy, of his cock rubbing against it. Because that had happened. When he’d collided into her, knocking him back, she’d landed on top of him. For whatever reason, Peter’s cock had suddenly risen, and by chance, Melissa’s pussy was perfectly placed for his cock to rub against it. She wasn’t even wearing any panties underneath the skirt!


  Why was she dressed like that? It wasn’t like her to wear really slutty clothes. Not that he was complaining, but, it was odd. Sure, he was naked, but he had a good reason for being so. What was Melissa’s reason for looking like a hooker?


  “What?” Melissa glared at him.


  Peter realised he was still staring at her, and not her face, but her legs. He looked away, and at the same time, became aware of his cock. Still covered with both hands, it had grown, and was trying to break out. Again, that didn’t make sense. Sure, she was hot, and she was dressed like a slut, but he shouldn’t have been this easily aroused.


  He still remembered crashing into her. Something odd happened, something he couldn’t quite explain. He felt really warm really suddenly, as if someone had just turned on the heating inside him, and then his cock almost shot up.


  Melissa punched him on the arm. “Dude,” she hissed. “Can we go inside?”


  He wondered what her problem was, why she was following after him. They weren’t friends. They were barley even work colleagues.


  “Can you please say something?” Melissa hissed. “You’ve been standing out here like a fucking mute for god knows how long! Talk!”


  She was hissing. Which was strange. Why was she hissing? And he’d noticed something else about her. She kept looking over her shoulder, like a paranoid person. Or someone really high on weed. Was that it? Was she high? It would explain why she was being so weird.


  “Peter!” Melissa grabbed his arm in anger and pulled.


  She was surprisingly strong, and not surprisingly strong for a girl but surprisingly strong for a human. She pulled his arm with such strength, Peter stumbled back. He was about to land on his bottom but stopped that from happening by placing his palms flat on the ground.


  The result was that his hands were no longer covering his cock. His erect cock. It was standing at full attention, and Melissa was staring at it, her eyes glazed. Peter climbed to his feet quickly, his hands back over his cock, he glared at Melissa.


  “What’s your problem?” he asked. “And how are you so fucking strong?”


  “What’s my problem?” Melissa fumed. “You’re the one standing out here like a fucking spasticated mute!”


  “Spasticated?” Peter asked.


  “It’s word, asshole,” Melissa retorted. “Knock on the door. It’s not that difficult.”


  “I can’t just knock on the door,” Peter hissed. “What am I going to say when gramps opens the door and sees me naked?”


  “You call him gramps?” Melissa asked, her eyes sparkling. “Really?”


  “That’s what you focus on?” Peter muttered.


  Melissa smiled. And then she stepped up to the door and pressed the bell.


  “What are you doing?” Peter asked, panic in his voice.


  “I’m doing what you didn’t have the balls to do,” Melissa said, then she grinned mischievously. “Although I have seen your balls. Nice job,” she gave him the thumbs up.


  Peter was much too annoyed to feel flustered by her comment on his actual balls. “Why are you even here?” he asked.


  Melissa opened her mouth to reply, but the door opened, and they both turned to look at the old man that stood there.


  He was tall, but with a hunched back, long white scraggly hair and a walking stick in hand, his eyes shifted from Peter to Melissa, before they came back to rest on Peter.


  “Gramps?” Peter said cautiously. “It’s me, Peter? It’s me, Peter?”


  The old man squinted at him. “I know who you are,” he said grumpily. “Why are you naked?”


  



  Chapter 11


  Peter sat in his grandpa’s living room, wearing a pair of his gramps jeans and an old shirt. He’d said no to wearing his grandpa’s underwear. Melissa sat beside him, her legs pressed together, her hands on her lap keeping her skirt in place. He still didn’t fully understand why she was here.


  His grandpa entered the living room carrying a tray with three mugs of tea. He gave on to Peter, one to Melissa, and then he sat opposite them, the other mug in hand. The warmth of the mug felt good in Peter’s hands. He took a sip. It was sweet. Very sweet.


  “Thanks for the clothes,” Peter said.


  “Not a problem,” his grandpa Charlie waved a nonchalant hand. “I do wonder what happened to your clothes.”


  “It’s a funny story, actually,” Peter laughed nervously, staring down at his mug, he could feel their eyes on him. Sighing, he told them the shortest version of what had happened, how his girlfriend had cheated on him, and how so dazed had he been, he’d walked out of her house naked.


  “That sounds tragic,” Melissa muttered.


  Peter glared at her, and not for the first time, he wondered what the hell she was doing there. And, more importantly, when the hell she was going to go away.


  “I thought this one was your girlfriend,” Charlie said.


  “No,” Melissa said quickly. “We’re definitely not a… I mean… not that he’s bad looking or anything, it’s just… he’s…” Melissa stopped talking and took a gulp of her tea.


  Yup, that was more like the Melissa he knew, the one that thought she was too good for everyone. Sure, she was hot… she had amazing legs, and her ass… Peter shook his head. How did this happen? How did he go from thinking low of her to suddenly being aroused by her? He put his mug of tea down onto the tea table and stood up.


  “You’re leaving already?” Charlie asked.


  That was sort of the plan, to come to his grandpa’s house as it was just around the corner, borrow some clothes, possibly some money too and then go head to his mums. But Charlie seemed so sad to see him going, no… sad wasn’t the right word. He seemed… worried? Was he worried?


  “Stay for a while?” Charlie asked. “I’ll make more tea. We can catch up. I haven’t seen you in years.”


  Whose fault is that, Peter thought. No one had told his grandpa to stop coming around. And the few times that Peter went to see him, he had behaved pretty strangely, very reclusive, short sentences, shifty eyes. He still had those shifty eyes. And right now, they were shifting from him, to Melissa.


  “Come on, Peter,” Charlie smiled, showing he still had perfect teeth. “Just another cup of tea?”


  Peter’s mug of tea was already pretty much filled. But Charlie got up and left the room in a hurry, to make more tea. Peter sat back down on the sofa beside Melissa.


  “He seems nice,” she said conversationally.


  Peter stared at Melissa. She was really pretty. He couldn’t help but notice how pretty she was. She had long blond hair that came down to her waist. The tips were highlighted purple. A look that worked on her. And her blue eyes, her red lips, her sharp nose, she was damn pretty. And those legs, he glanced down at her legs… Damn they were long, and smooth.


  “What?” Melissa asked, her eyes sparkling. Her hand ran down her smooth legs. “You like?” she asked.


  Peter did like. But… “Why are you still here?”


  Melissa frowned. “It’s not like I want to be here.”


  “Okay,” Peter said slowly. “Then… why don’t you just go?”


  “It’s complicated,” Melissa muttered, turning away from him, she folded her arms across her chest.


  “Jinn complicated?” Charlie asked, as he entered the room, a long sword in hand, he pointed it at Melissa, holding it inches away from her chest.


  



  Chapter 12


  Peter hadn’t seen many swords in his lifetime, so he didn’t have much to compare it with. But that being said, the sword his grandpa held in his hand, it looked amazing. The blade was made of a silvery shiny metal. It was sharp and curved ever so slightly. The handle was golden, as was the hilt on which there was four purple sparkling gemstones.


  Charlie held the sword confidently, seeming a completely different person from earlier. Indeed, he no longer had his walking stick, nor did he seem to have any need for it. He even stood up straight and tall, his back no longer hunched.


  “…gramps,” Peter said. “What uh… what are you doing?”


  “Nothing to worry about, Peter,” Charlie said, still holding the sword inches away from Melissa’s throat. “This sword is made of Zulfikar metal. It’ll slice through the Jinn like butter.”


  Jinn? Peter had heard the word used before. The red-head and the blond, one was a wizard, the other a Jinn. The Jinn had tried to kill him. Her arms had turned into swords and… and then Peter remembered seeing Melissa kick the fat guy, apparently with a leg that stretched ten feet. He’d even asked her, hadn’t he? He’d asked her if she was a Jinn.


  He turned to look at her now, a little confused. The other Jinn, the one that tried to kill him, her body had this shimmer about her. Not all the time, but, he’d seen it a few times. He hadn’t seen Melissa’s body shimmer even once.


  “You’re a Jinn?” he asked.


  “Maybe,” Melissa said. Her face did a weird thing, like it was fighting itself. A few of the muscles on her right cheek twitched. “Yes,” Melissa said angrily. “Yes, I’m a fucking Jinn.”


  “Oh. One tried to kill me a few days ago,” Peter said. “Thought I was a wizard.”


  “Wizard?” Charlie frowned. “You’re not a wizard. You’re of the blood of the Khaizar.”


  “Khaizar?” both Peter and Melissa said at the same time.


  “Like you’ve never heard of it,” Charlie scoffed at Melissa.


  “I haven’t,” Melissa said. “Look, I don’t know what’s going on here, but I’m not here to harm anyone. You don’t have to point the sword at me.”


  “Liar,” Charlie said. “Never trust a Jinn, Peter. They’re all pathological liars. I fought them for many years. You can’t trust a Jinn. Back stabbing…”


  Peter stopped listening to the rest of what his grandpa was saying. Not intentionally. He just had a lot going through his mind. Well, not a lot, just more important stuff. Like the fact that a Jinn had tried to kill him a few days ago. Actually kill him. I mean, she wanted to put his lights out, send him six feet under. Melissa was a Jinn too, and now she was following him around to the point of coming to his grandpa’s house. Why? Why was she here? Was she going to try to kill him too?


  Peter shifted away from Melissa on the sofa, then jumped to his feet and came to stand by his grandpa.


  “Why are you following me?” Peter asked. “And don’t lie.”


  Charlie turned his head to look at Peter indignantly. “Did you not just hear me call them pathological liars?”


  “You’re just an old hateful man,” Melissa said.


  Peter stared down at Melissa. She sat with her arms folded across her chest, a pout on her lips. He couldn’t explain why, but he felt some sort of affection towards her. This small part of him wanted to pick her up and carry her away. Maybe take her upstairs into one of the bedrooms… He really had to stop thinking about fucking her.


  “Why are you following me?” Peter asked again. “Tell me the truth.”


  “The whole truth?” Melissa asked.


  “No, half the truth,” Peter said sarcastically before adding, “Course I want the whole truth.”


  “What about, like, fifty percent of the truth?” Melissa asked.


  Peter turned to his grandpa. “You said something about this sword being able to cut through Jinns like butter?”


  “Fine,” Melissa muttered. “The whole truth.”


  Peter waited for Melissa to speak. She didn’t seem to be in any hurry as she brushed her short skirt down, then shuffled her back against the cushion, as if trying to find a comfortable spot to settle into. He began to wonder how long this story was going to be.


  “Comfortable now?” Peter growled.


  She stared up at him with those blue eyes of hers and nodded. “Does it have to be everything?”


  “I swear I’ll stab you myself,” Peter muttered.


  “Okay, okay, fine,” Melissa said sulkily. She took a deep breath, then sighed. “Have you heard of the Trial that Jinns have to go through?”


  Peter shook his head but Charlie nodded.


  “You’ve heard of the Trials?” Melissa asked, surprised.


  “Yes,” Charlie said. “Keep talking.”


  Peter wanted to know how his grandpa had heard of the Trials. He also wanted to know how his gramps knew so much about Jinns. But, there was a tense look in Charlie’s eyes as he gripped the sword, still held only inches away from Melissa’s chest. He decided this was not the time to find out about his grandpa’s mysterious past.


  “So, I did the Trials, and apparently, I failed miserably. They sentenced me to…” Melissa paused, her cheeks reddened and she stared down at her lap. “They sentenced me to a hundred years of sexual servitude,” she muttered.


  “They did what?” Peter asked.


  Melissa looked up at him, her eyes narrow. “They sentenced me to one hundred years of sexual servitude.”


  “Oh,” Peter said. Turned out he hadn’t misheard.


  “So?” Charlie asked, seeming to be not at all surprised by the revelation that Melissa had been sentenced to a hundred years of sexual servitude. “Why are you following my grandson?”


  Melissa lips moved, but Peter couldn’t make out any discernible words. “Just say it,” he muttered. “It can’t get much worse than being sentenced to… a hundred years of sexual slavery… a hundred years? How long do Jinns live for?”


  “A thousand or more,” Charlie muttered impatiently. “Why are you following my grandson?”


  “They took part of my soul out and put it in a glass ball,” Melissa grumbled. “They were going to merge it with another Jinns soul… I found the glass ball and managed to escape. And then I crashed into this idiot,” she pointed at Peter, “the glass ball broke, and now I think part of my soul is inside him.”


  Peter’s first reaction was to feel his body. He patted his chest, as if feeling for gunshot wounds. There was nothing out of the ordinary there. He stared at Melissa, eyes wide. “What does that mean?” he asked. “What happens if your soul is inside me?”


  Melissa didn’t reply, but her cheeks reddened even more and she lowered her head, staring down at her lap.


  Charlie lowered his sword and turned to face Peter. “I think I know what it means,” he said, and then he forcibly cleared his throat, as if about to broach an uncomfortable subject. “I think she belongs to you now.”


  Charlie was only a foot or so away from him, but Peter was sure he had somehow misheard. “She does what now?” he asked.


  “Belongs to you,” Charlie said, with a straight face, Peter noted. His grandpa glanced at Melissa, who still had her head down, staring at her lap, her thumbs twiddling. “For a hundred years, was it?”


  Melissa raised her head and stared at Peter, defiance in her eyes. And then, she gave a slow nod of the head.


  



  Chapter 13


  It started off with a big grin. Peter couldn’t help it. This had to be a joke of some sort. This whole thing was some sort of bizarre game his grandpa was playing. His mum had always thought of grandpa Charlie as a little eccentric. This fitted in with that, right?


  The question was, how did he manage to draw Melissa into all of this? He’d known the girl for a while. Known her as in worked in the same store as her for a while. Melissa was the sort of girl nerds dreamt of, and jocks dated. She was a bit mean, very self-obsessed, and really fucking pretty. As in, her face and body, nerds definitely fantasized about doing things to both her face and body.


  So, how the hell had his grandpa convinced Melissa to play a part in this? And… the way she was dressed, so skimpily, no panties… was that part of the ploy? It wasn’t the way she normally dressed. Maybe she was on her way to Jenny’s to try and seduce him, then bring him back to his grandpa’s? Did that make sense?


  “Why are you smiling?” Melissa asked, pouting. “This isn’t funny.”


  “She’s right,” Charlie said. “The Jinns will want her to complete her punishment. When they find out her soul is inside you…” his sentence trailed ominously.


  And that was when the big grin turned into outright laughter. Peter couldn’t help it. The two of them, they were doing such a fantastic job of being so serious, it was just too funny.


  “What’s wrong with you, boy?” Charlie asked, concern in his eyes.


  That made it worse. Peter clutched his stomach as he dropped to his knees, laughing hysterically.


  “Is this one of the side effects of having a Jinn soul inside him?” Charlie asked, turning to Melissa.


  “I don’t think he believes us,” Melissa muttered.


  “I suppose it could seem a little bit unbelievable,” Charlie said thoughtfully.


  Peter, who had managed to somewhat control his laughter, sat on his bottom, staring up at them. He wiped away the tears and smiling, held his hand up, his thumb parted slightly from his index finger.


  “Just a little unbelievable,” he said.


  “Convince him,” Charlie said. “Do something Jinn-y.”


  “Do something Jinn-y?” Melissa repeated, frowning.


  “Yes,” Charlie said firmly. “Shape shift, you little whore.”


  “Woah, grandpa,” Peter said, his eyes wide in shock. “What the hell?!”


  “Oh, calm down boy,” Charlie said. “You don’t get sentenced to a hundred years of sexual servitude for nothing.” He raised his sword once more and held it only inches away from Melissa’s throat. “What did you do, whore?”


  This was getting a bit much for Peter. Whatever the prank was supposed to be, it wasn’t funny anymore. Actually, it was never funny, but now… Peter climbed to his feet and grabbing Charlie’s extended arm, he pulled it down, forcing him to lower the sword.


  “Thanks for the clothes, gramps,” he muttered. “I’m getting out of here.”


  “That’s fine,” Charlie said coldly, his eyes still on Melissa. “You go home. I’ll deal with the whore.”


  Peter closed his eyes and took a deep breath, trying his best to remain calm. The memories he used to have of his grandpa, they were generally positive. But this was ruining everything. It wasn’t making any sense to him. He didn’t understand the prank and he couldn’t understand what Melissa gained from doing this. Maybe gramps was paying her a lot of money? But why was he doing this? The prank was strange, and a little twisted.


  He opened his eyes and turned to face Melissa. She remained seated on the sofa, her legs pressed together, her short skirt revealing her long legs, her breasts visible beneath the pink t-shirt, her long blond hair with the ends highlighted purple, she was a stunningly beautiful girl.


  That was, until you paid attention to her face. Then you realised, she was a stunningly beautiful girl that was pretty pissed. Melissa glared at Charlie, her lips pressed together, her blue eyes flared orange as… Peter blinked twice, then rubbed his eyes. There were actual orange flares in Melissa’s eyes… How was she doing that?


  “That’s it. There’s the Jinn anger we all know of,” Charlie laughed. “What’s the matter? Don’t like being called a whore?”


  “Put the sword away, and I’ll show you how much I don’t like it,” Melissa said, her voice cold, steely and barely above a whisper.


  Charlie, who had the sword resting by his side, thrust it to the ground and rolled up his sleeves. “Come on then, whore. Let’s see what you’re made of.”


  Peter, who was still just getting over the fact that Melissa’s eyes could have orange flares in them, raised his hands in frustration. “You have to stop using that word, gramps. And, this isn’t funny–”


  Melissa jumped up from the sofa and flung herself at Charlie, her six arms punching him furiously as she wrapped her legs around his grandpa. Charlie raised his hands protectively over his head as he staggered back until he came up against the window.


  “Six arms…” Peter croaked. “You have six arms,” he pointed at Melissa.


  Melissa obviously didn’t see him pointing at her, that horrified expression on his face. She was much too busy using those six arms and hands to punch his grandpa, who surprisingly, seemed to be taking the beating quite well. From what Peter recalled, Melissa was bloody strong.


  Charlie was doing very well. He even managed to throw Melissa off him with such force, she flew back and crashed into the sofa. Charlie stepped forward, and much like a boxer with his arms raised, he began to dance. Melissa climbed off the sofa and stood up. Her skirt had hiked up her waist, revealing her shaven cunt. She pulled it down, and then grinned at Charlie. It was not a pleasant grin. Her six arms had disappeared, only to be replaced by two arms. No, they were not arms. They were blades. Melissa had two long blades for arms.


  Peter shuddered. Horrible memories.


  Charlie, who had until that point been dancing confidently, his body moving from side to side, his hand raised, he froze on the spot, his hands dropped, and he stared at her, his mouth hanging open.


  “What’s the matter, asshole?” Melissa asked, her eyes flaring orange once more. “Not feeling so confident anymore?”


  Charlie glanced at his own sword that lay out of reach. “Not fair,” he muttered.


  “Fair?” Melissa roared. “You think any of this is fair?” she asked, advancing towards Charlie. “I get sentenced to a hundred years of sexual servitude for sleeping with a human, my soul is trapped inside that,” she pointed disgustedly at Peter, “and then I get called a whore by a dirty, filthy old man like you?” Melissa stood a foot away from Charlie. “You want to talk about fair, old man?” she whispered. “How’s this for fair?” she asked as she raised her blades and held them against Charlie’s throat.


  Charlie swallowed nervously. “Peter,” he said, his voice croaky. “Tell her to stop.”


  Melissa laughed haughtily. “Why would I listen to him?”


  “Because,” Charlie said, swallowing once more, “he owns you.”


  Melissa frowned, and then the flames vanished from her eyes and she turned to look at Peter. “Let’s get one thing straight,” she said. “You don’t ‘own’ me, okay. Nobody owns me.”


  “You own her Peter,” Charlie said hastily. “Tell her to put the blades away.”


  “Don’t you dare,” Melissa warned.


  Peter was a little tired. Tired from the constant shock of being unpleasantly surprised. First the eyes, then the six arms, and now, blades for arms. Melissa really was a Jinn, which meant… did that mean everything else she and Charlie had said was also true? This wasn’t some sort of prank, and he actually… he actually owned her?


  Part of him hoped it was true, because if it wasn’t, his grandpa was going to be dead soon, his head separated from his body as Melissa’s blades closed around his neck.


  “Put the blades away, Melissa,” Peter said quietly.


  He could see the struggle on her face, her lips tightened, a muscle near her cheekbone even jerked, and then, slowly, the blades that were pressed against Charlie’s neck were lowered. Melissa stepped back, the shock clear on her face, she collapsed on the sofa, staring into nothing.


  



  Chapter 14


  Peter still wasn’t sure if he believed everything Melissa and Charlie had said, even after seeing Melissa with six arms, and then with blades for arms, it still seemed… unbelievable. Even after having been chased by another Jinn, and being saved by the red-haired witch, he still found some of the stuff hard to believe.


  How could her soul be inside him? How could he make her do things just by saying it? That didn’t make any sense. It just wasn’t possible. None of this was… it wasn’t scientific.


  Yet, she had moved the blades away as soon as he had asked her to, even though it was something she clearly did not want to do. And now, she sat on the sofa, looking completely deflated, still staring into space.


  He tried to imagine what she was going through, he tried to imagine what it must feel like being owned my someone, having to do whatever that someone said. And the next second, he hated himself. This was not the time nor the place for a fucking boner, he scolded himself.


  Peter cautiously moved towards Melissa, not wanting to startle her, he slowly sat on the sofa beside her.


  “Hey,” he said gently. Melissa turned her head to face him, the blank look still on her face. “You okay?” he asked.


  Melissa blinked, and then stared at him as if seeing him for the very first time. And then she shook her head as a tear rolled down one cheek. Peter wanted to comfort her, to tell her everything was going to be okay, but… he wondered how much good that would do, telling a person everything was going to be okay when their soul was somehow tied to an almost stranger who now had complete power over them.


  And that was what Peter was, a complete stranger.


  Another tear rolled down her other cheek. She looked so sad, and at the same time, so pretty, Peter wanted to hug her. But he resisted that want. Considering how she was supposedly in his sexual servitude, Melissa might take a hug or any physical contact the wrong way.


  So, he did nothing. He sat there awkwardly and watched as the tears rolled down Melissa’s eyes. He didn’t know how much time passed, but during the many tears that fell, not a single sob, or any sound escaped her lips. Eventually, the tears stopped falling down her cheeks. Melissa wiped her eyes.


  “What happens now?” she asked quietly.


  Peter hadn’t had much time to think about what happened now, but it wasn’t something that he needed much time to think about.


  “Nothing happens,” he said. “You go back to your home, I go back to mine. We pretend like this never happened. I’m not going to–” he paused, unsure of how to say that he didn’t care if he owned her. He wasn’t going to ever tell her to do anything again.


  “That’s nice off you,” Melissa said, smiling sarcastically. “But I don’t have a home to go to.”


  “Why not?” Peter asked.


  “Because I ran away with my soul instead of taking the punishment. I can’t go home. My mum will turn me in. I need to find a place to lie low.”


  “I suppose you can stay at my place for a bit,” Peter said.


  “No, she can’t,” Charlie said almost immediately.


  Peter turned to see his grandpa still holding his neck with both hands. Melissa’s blades had done some damage. They had pierced the skin and drawn some blood. Not life threatening, but definitely uncomfortable.


  “She needs to get as far away from you as possible,” Charlie said, looking at his grandson. “She’s trouble.”


  “What do you mean?” Peter asked.


  “The Jinns will come after me,” Melissa said quietly. “They’re very big on the whole meting out punishment and setting examples. They sentenced me to a hundred years of sexual servitude for sleeping with a human. Now that I’ve escaped… when they catch me…”


  “What will they do?” Peter asked.


  Melissa shrugged. “It will be a lot worse.”


  “She’s not your problem, Peter,” Charlie said. “You don’t want to get involved with Jinns. Nasty business.”


  “How do you know so much about Jinns?” Peter asked, deciding now that everything had somewhat calmed down, now was the time and place for the question.


  Charlie was a little reluctant at first, muttering something about the risks that came with knowledge, but being an old man who lived alone, the chance to tell a story to willing listeners proved much too alluring to resist.


  Charlie disappeared to make some tea, as it was going to be a long story, he said. After what he had just witnessed, Peter actually didn’t mind some tea. Charlie returned with three mugs, gave one to Peter, another to Melissa, and then sat opposite them once more, this time to tell a story.


  * * *


  It began a very long time ago, as did all stories, apparently. Charlie was but a boy when he spotted his first Jinn. It was a woman. Strangely, all the Jinns he had met seemed to be women. This Jinn was only a couple of years older than him, about fourteen or fifteen. She was very pretty, curves in all the right places.


  He’d been watching her from afar, his eyes glued to her ass. She was walking down a narrow street in one of the less desirable parts of the town. Charlie remembered thinking that, looking the way she was, there was a good chance someone was going to rape her. And sure enough, two men appeared from nowhere and grabbed her.


  The girl disappeared from sight as the two men pulled her into one of the houses. Being thirteen, Charlie was just old enough to know the dangers of following kidnappers, but young enough to think he could somehow save the damsel in distress.


  He snuck up the street, running from behind one bin to the other, until he came to the door through which she had been dragged. Mustering up all his courage, he stepped up to the door and found it open. It led into a corridor, at the end of which was a set of stairs that led down to the basement. That was where they had taken her, into the basement, where they tied her to a pole, naked.


  It was the first naked girl Charlie had ever seen, and he hid by the stairs, peaking through the bannisters, ogling her naked body. She was so beautiful, her breasts fully grown, her skin smooth…


  The two men appeared quite suddenly, and they held whips in their hands. One slashed her across the chest, across her beautiful breasts. She screamed in agony, and Charlie had to cover his ears. It was an unnatural cry. And it was just the beginning of the unnatural things he would see. The whips marked her skin a harsh red but disappeared almost immediately as her skin healed.


  Charlie watched horrified for an hour as they tortured her naked body, whipping it, slapping it, pulling on her breasts, kicking her cunt. And after the hour, remarkably, the girl’s body still remained perfect. Not a single bruise to show for.


  He still wanted to save her, even though he was a little confused and a little afraid now. As the two men disappeared from sight once more, Charlie crept to the bottom of the steps and glanced around, noticing the door to the far left of the basement. He assumed the men had disappeared through that door.


  He rushed up to the centre of the basement, where the girl hung tied from the pole, her eyes closed, her body limp. Up close, she was so much more beautiful. Her breasts were perfect, and Charlie had to resist the urge to grab one in each hand. He tried to look away, and only succeeded in working his way down her body, his eyes coming to a rest on her beautiful cunt.


  “Let me free,” the girl said, her eyes now open, “and I’ll let you lick it.”


  Startled, Charlie stepped back as he looked up at her. And that was when he saw it. The red flames that danced in her eyes.


  “Something’s wrong,” the girl said thoughtfully. “I can tell because your cock’s hiding away,” she added with a grin.


  “…your eyes,” Charlie gasped. “They’re on fire…”


  The girl rolled those same eyes. “What’s the matter, boy? You act like you’ve never seen a Jinn before.”


  “A Jinn?” Charlie repeated.


  The grin vanished from the girl’s face. “You mean… you’re not with the others?”


  “The two men that captured and tortured you?” Charlie asked, and when the girl nodded vigorously, he shook his head. “I saw them grab you in the streets… I came to rescue you.”


  “Untie me quickly before they come back,” the girl said.


  The dancing flames left her eyes. Now she really did look like a damsel in distress, so pretty, and so fearful. Charlie moved behind her to try and untie the rope that bound her legs and arms, but with no luck. The thing they had used to tie her with, it looked like rope from afar, but it was made of something that was cold and felt metallic.


  “I can’t untie it,” he said.


  “It’s a good thing too,” a voice said. “You wouldn’t want her to escape, young man. She might look innocent, but don’t let that fool you. She’s already killed four men and two women.”


  * * *


  Peter stared at his grandpa, a little annoyed. This was the third pause he had taken in the story. He always did it when he knew they were both really drawn in. Peter took a sip of the now cold tea and glanced at Melissa. She was equally pissed, though he couldn’t tell if it was with his grandpa’s story telling or with life in general. She had a right to be pissed with life in general. He thought he had it bad, but hers was definitely much worse.


  He turned back to his grandpa, and sighing, asked, “The voice, who was it?”


  “The two men,” Charlie said simply, as if that explained everything.


  “You’re a shitty story teller,” Melissa muttered. “And a pervert too. You spent half the time describing a young girls naked body, but–”


  “She wasn’t young,” Charlie said, his eyes sparkling. “She was actually over two hundred years old. Some Jinns, they’re very good shape-shifters.”


  “Okay, fine, she isn’t fifteen,” Peter said irritably. “But you didn’t have to describe her breasts in such detail. It wasn’t important. What is important is the rest of the story. There is more, right?”


  Charlie nodded. “They were Jinn Hunters. Like me and you Peter, they could see Jinns for what they really were, and not what they wanted humans to see. They spent their whole life hunting bad Jinns. There’s even a school for it.”


  “Jinn Hunters?” Melissa asked sceptically. “Why have I never heard of such a thing?”


  “We keep a low profile,” Charlie said. “We don’t want an open war with Jinns, just to catch the bad ones. And that we did,” he added fondly.


  “You were a Jinn hunter?” Peter asked, surprised.


  “They saw the talent in me. I did eight years in the school before I became a Jinn Hunter. It’s a tough life. Jinns know that some humans can see them, that some of us have powers that can hurt them. I thought they knew of the blood of Khaizar,” he glanced at Melissa suspiciously. “But maybe they don’t. Us Jinn Hunters, we have to be careful, always watching our backs, making sure we don’t fall in any traps, making sure we don’t get followed.”


  “I was always careful, but after I met your grandma and your dad was born, I decided to leave. I was able to get out. Most don’t. Something or other always drags them back in. I was lucky too. The ability to see Jinns, its something that runs in the family. But your father couldn’t see them, which was great. I thought I had left that life completely behind. And then, on your thirteenth birthday, we went to the cinemas to watch one of those superhero movies.”


  “The woman was sitting two rows in front of you, eating her popcorn. She was a pretty woman, looked about eighteen, probably a hundred years or more. You had your eye on her, she noticed and turned to look at you. Do you remember what she did?”


  Peter nodded. He remembered that. Easily the best birthday ever. “She pulled down her top and showed me her breasts.”


  “She was a Jinn,” Charlie said.


  “She was a Jinn?” Peter repeated.


  Charlie nodded. “You weren’t supposed to see her breasts. After the movie finished, she followed us back. And the next day, when you were playing football in the park, she was going to harm you.”


  “Was?” Melissa asked.


  “I stopped her,” Charlie said. “But after that day, I realised the danger you were in, the danger we would both be in if we crossed paths with a psychotic Jinn. And there are plenty of those,” he said humourlessly. “It was safer for us both if I kept my distance. But I did watch over you from afar, to make sure everything was okay.”


  Peter remembered some of it. He remembered the girl in the cinema. She seemed shocked when he ogled her breasts. It hadn’t made sense to him back then why a girl would be surprised by a guy’s reaction when she flashed him, but it made sense now. And he remembered his grandpa not coming around as often after that. And being a bit weird whenever Peter went to visit him. According to his mum, Grandpa Charlie had always been a bit weird.


  “They’re going to come for you,” he pointed at Melissa. “And when they do, you better not be near my grandson,” he warned.


  



  Chapter 15


  Melissa had had just about enough for one day. She’d been sexually abused, betrayed by her own mother, accidentally given her soul to a fucking human, and now that human’s grandpa was being just incredibly rude. No concern at all for what she had been through, for what she was going through. He’d even called her a whore.


  There was some truth to what Charlie was saying. They would come for her, she knew that much. And when they did, they would not take kindly to knowing that the soul they had pulled from within her, it was now inside a human. She almost grinned at that, and then realised with horror that they would want to take the soul out of Peter and put it in that old fart whose name she couldn’t even remember now.


  She didn’t know much about this whole taking the soul out of human’s stuff, but she was sure it wasn’t going to be easy. What if they had to kill him to take it out? Melissa stood up and adjusted her skirt. She really had to find something else to wear. Something that didn’t hike up her waist and expose her cunt every time she sat up or down.


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


  He stared up at her in concern, and Melissa felt something weird inside her. It was like butterflies in her stomach. Not literally, of course. But the kind you felt when you stared at your crush. Did she like him? He was cute, he had an amazing body, and from the little she knew about him from work, he was a pretty decent guy. Always did his fair share of the work, was nice to old people, and young, and… yeah, he was just nice to everyone.


  Sure, he was the sort of guy she could see herself dating but… was that it, or did she have this feeling because part of her soul was inside him? She recalled the Inquisitor saying something about having to please her owner at least once a week… what the hell did that mean? It sucked that she knew so little about this whole soul transfer thing.


  “Melissa?” Peter asked, worry in his dark eyes now.


  Yup, she had just stared at him silently the whole time while her mind talked to itself. “I’m leaving,” Melissa said.


  “Where are you going to go?” Peter asked.


  “That’s none of your business,” Melissa muttered, before adding coldly, “You’re not my owner.”


  She instantly regretted saying that. Peter had been pretty cool about the whole thing so far, and in truth, if she had to have an owner, he wasn’t the worst guy to be owned by. Part of her wanted to mumble an apology, but the moment seemed to have passed as Peter’s face hardened and he looked away from her.


  Melissa glanced at the old man, the Jinn Hunter. She had never heard of those, although Jinns did know that some humans could see them for what they were, and that some humans knew of ways to hurt them. What they didn’t know was that apparently there was an entire school that trained up humans to defeat Jinns. She didn’t expect him to ask her to stay or offer her any help. He did give her a nod of the head, whatever that meant.


  Melissa stepped past Peter, who still wore the angry expression on his face. She wanted to say something to him, but she didn’t know what to say, or what good talking would do. Feeling a pang of sadness, which she couldn’t really explain, she headed for the front door and opened it.


  She had never seen one before, and only heard of the beast in stories, but there it was, sitting at the end of the driveway. It spotted her just as she slammed the door shut. Melissa quickly hurried back to the living room, where Peter still remained seated on the sofa, sulking.


  “I thought you were leaving?” Charlie said, the disappointment clear in his voice.


  “Yeah, I was… but um… there’s a uh… there’s a Kalgrog outside…” Melissa said, feeling a little lightheaded.


  “What the fucks a Kalgrog?” Peter asked.


  Melissa raised an eyebrow. That was literally the first time she’d heard him swear. How pissed off must he be?


  Charlie jumped up from his seat and reached for his sword. “A Kalgrog? Are you sure?”


  Melissa nodded, and then described the creature she had seen sitting outside the house on the drive way. It was about the size of a tiger, but its body was dark blue, and it was much more muscular, its eyes much larger, its teeth bigger and more numerous.


  “That does sound like a Kalgrog…” Charlie said.


  Feeling faint, Melissa sat down on the sofa beside Peter. She caught him looking at her, the anger from earlier now gone, he stared at her with concern in his eyes.


  “Are you okay?” he asked.


  Melissa nodded, even though she didn’t feel okay. She knew what her punishment was now, and it was much worse than she had feared. “They want me dead,” she said, disbelievingly.


  Peter looked up at Charlie. “It can’t be that bad, can it?”


  The grim look on Charlie’s face was enough of an answer. And then, there was a loud bang as something slammed into the front door, splintering the wood at the same time as throwing it off its hinges. The Kalgrog burst into the room, its mouth open, it made straight for Melissa, who was frozen to her seat.


  She should have been gobbled up, but Peter seemed much more alert than she was, and he pulled her out of the way just in time. The Kalgrog chewed through the sofa, then somehow picked it up in its mouth and threw it aside, as if it were a rag doll.


  “Get out of here,” Charlie hissed at Peter, as he faced the beast, his sword held before him.


  “We’re not leaving you,” Peter said.


  “Don’t be stupid,” Charlie growled. “This isn’t the time for heroics. We don’t have to all die today, and I’ve lived a pretty long life.”


  For once, Melissa was in agreement with Charlie. He had lived a long life, for a human anyway. And she did not want to die. Not today at least. Problem was, Peter seemed determined to be a stupid hero, and… despite the danger they were in, just being beside him, she had that butterfly feeling in her stomach once more. She liked being close to him, and horrifyingly, she felt this need to please him, to impress him. It had to be because of her soul being inside him, didn’t it?


  The Kalgrog charged at Charlie, who had the sword in his right hand, but held it by his side, while his left hand was held before him, much like a sort of yoga meditating pose.


  “What the hell is he doing?” Peter and Melissa said at the same time.


  As the Kalgrog came within an inch of the hand, it seemed to slow down, as if hitting some sort of invisible force field. Although it had slowed in its charge, it didn’t stop, and it barged into Charlie, knocking him back off his feet, sending the sword flying out of his hand.


  Melissa watched horrified as the beast stood over Charlie, its paws on the old man’s chest as it stared down. “We have to do something,” she whispered.


  “What?” Peter asked, his eyes wide in fear, his body trembling.


  Melissa spotted the sword lying beside the overturned tea table. It wouldn’t have been her first choice of weaponry to fight a Kalgrog. Swords were normally ineffective against Jinns and Kalgrogs. Most human weapons were. But this sword was different. She could feel some sort of power emanate from it. Melissa slid over the upturned tea table and reached for the sword. Her fingers tightened around the golden handle, and she lifted it up.


  Or at least she tried to lift it up.


  “Melissa,” Peter hissed. “Stop messing around.”


  Melissa glanced back at him, annoyance in her eyes. “I am not ‘messing’ around.”


  “Pick it up,” Peter said. “Stab the beast in the back. It’s not looking.”


  Melissa pulled at the sword once more, using all her strength. And as a Jinn, she had a lot more strength than a human did. But still, the sword did not budge. Peter crawled around the tea table to join her.


  “I can’t lift it up,” she said. “You try,” she released her grip on the sword.


  Peter picked up the sword quite easily, and noticing her look of frustration, shrugged his shoulders. “Maybe it’s like Thor’s hammer.”


  “You’re telling me I’m not worthy, but you are?” Melissa said flatly.


  Peter had a cheeky grin on his face. Melissa wanted to punch him. It was a good thing that Charlie moaned at that moment, because Melissa probably would have punched that grin off Peter’s face, and in the process, probably killed him.


  Peter rushed past Melissa, sword in hand, he charged at the beast and plunged it in the Kalgrog’s ass. Stabbing something, anything in the ass, not really the most effective way to kill it. The Kalgrog turned and with one swipe of its enormous paw, sent Peter flying. He crashed into the wall, then slid down it and lay flat on the ground, his body still.


  Melissa rushed over to him. She lifted his head onto her lap and stroked his curly hair back. Was he alive? Humans had pulses, didn’t they? She felt his wrist and when she couldn’t feel anything there, she moved to his neck.


  She was about to check his breathing when she heard a low growl that sounded far too close. And then, she felt the beast’s hot breath on her neck. She turned her head slowly and came face to face with the Kalgrog. It was so close, she could see the little hairs on its nostril, the black gleam in its yellow eyes, and the teeth…


  The Kalgrog’s mouth was open, and every sharp tooth was visible. It was going to eat her any moment now, and there was nothing she could do to stop it. Feeling behind her, she found Peter’s hand and squeezed it. She felt a squeeze back. She whipped her head around to see Peter staring up at her, blinking.


  “What happened?” he asked.


  And then the Kalgrog roared. It was going to kill her. She reached down and wrapping both arms around Peter, she hugged him.


  * * *


  Peter remembered charging at the beast, sword in hand. It was a short charge, and he arrived at the beast before having decided what exactly to do with the sword. Stupidly, he shoved it into the beast’s ass, and only realised how stupid that was when the beast turned and swatted him away like he was a fly.


  The next thing he knew, his hand was being squeezed. He opened his eyes to see a very pretty woman staring down at him. And then he realised it was Melissa. She hugged him. Which was very odd. Because they weren’t that close. In fact, he was pretty sure she’d just recently told him to fuck off before storming out. Or something like that.


  And then, he saw the beast behind her, its mouth open as it roared. He instinctively held his hand out, a sword flew into it, and as the beast lowered its head to bite into Melissa, he shoved the sword into it’s open mouth.


  



  Epilogue


  Peter sat beside Melissa in the back of his grandpa’s old mini cooper. She was still wearing that incredibly short skirt, and he couldn’t help but stare at her long legs. He wondered how she would feel if he did touch her legs. I mean, now that he’d saved her life and all, killed the un-killable Kalgrog.


  Charlie, his grandpa, was driving furiously through the streets of London, hitting red lights, killing pigeons, almost killing pedestrians. Peter wasn’t going to tell him to slow down. His grandpa knew the dangers Jinns posed, and if he thought driving like a maniac was the thing to do, who was Peter to disagree?


  They were headed for Kings Cross Station in Central London. And from there, Peter and Melissa were going to take a train all the way up to Scotland. That was where the school for Jinn Hunters was. Apparently, that was the only safe place for Peter now. And Melissa. She was coming with him.


  Peter thought Charlie might be resistant to the idea of Melissa going with him, what with her being the reason he nearly died. But, strangely, Charlie didn’t seem to care anymore. And when Peter asked if the Jinn Hunters would be cool with Melissa, Charlie had said yes. Which really didn’t make any sense to him. Or Melissa.


  She found the whole thing very suspicious. But with the Kalgrog frightening the life out of her, and her having few other choices, she didn’t question it much.


  And so, here they were, sitting together in the back of Charlie’s car. Peter thought it was quite nice. In a strange way. He didn’t have a huge amount going for him. His job sucked. His girlfriend sucked. Every cock she could find. Literally.


  Leaving everything behind, going on an adventure with Melissa, the incredibly sexy girl whose life he had just saved, who he actually owned… Not that he was ever going to bring that up or ask her to do anything for him. But it was sort of cool. He was going to be a Jinn Hunter. It was very Harry Potter, wasn’t it?


  Peter leaned back, a smile on his face. Yup, things turned out okay in the end.


  



  Author Comments


  Thank you for reading. I hope you enjoyed it. Follow me as an author if you would like to know about my new releases.


  Also, keep turning the pages to check out the first chapter of my other series “The Land of Debauchery”. The first book is titled “The Red-Eyed witch”, and is about Lucinda, the red-haired girl Peter meets in the first chapter.


  Hope you enjoy.
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