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One day a huntsman, while going about his rounds in the forest, heard splashing and laughter coming from the pool at the foot of the mountain.  He approached cautiously, hiding behind the bushes so he would remain undetected, and he saw a girl bathing in the water. Thinking that she must be from the neighboring village, he picked up her clothes with the intention of playing a trick on her.  But she saw what he did and she immediately called out to him to return her clothes to where she had left them.

The huntsman held the clothing bundle tightly in his arms and merrily told her to come out of the water to take them from him.  Having no choice, for the huntsman might run off with her clothing if she did not, she emerged from the water using her arms to cover her body as best she could.  

“Oh no, that will not do,” the huntsman teased.  “You must spread your arms away from your body so I might have the benefit of seeing your nakedness.”

So she moved her arms as requested and asked him politely to give back her clothes, but he was so taken aback by the beauty of her body that he was compelled to hold onto them more tightly.  He saw her firm peach breasts topped with bright berry nipples as beckoning his squeeze, and the dark downy mound between her creamy thighs demanding his exploration.  All he could think about was fondling this tantalizing creature, and then penetrating her to relieve the pressure that was building in his groin.  “I fear I cannot,” he said to her.  “For yours is the most perfect body that I have ever seen, and I must have you.”

Now this girl, who was actually a princess, could no longer conceal her smile from him.  Having always been approached with respect and caution she found the bold behavior of this fellow to be most refreshing, and his handsome presence was so pleasing to her that she, too, had become aroused.  “Then I shall submit to your desire,” she told him.  She turned around, knelt on the ground and put her hands down in front of her so she, now on her hands and knees, had made herself fully available to him.  Since she was feeling such animal lust she wanted to be taken by the huntsman accordingly, like an animal.

The huntsman freed his rigid cock from his drawers while he dropped to his knees behind her.  He slid his hand between her legs in order to prepare her, but the eager wetness that greeted his fingers so excited him that he quickly moved his hands away to her hips and rapidly thrust his member into her.

She threw her head back and her moans of delight carried across the water as he took her. Within minutes her moans ascended a bellow, such as might be heard from a deer, as she came to orgasm, after which she hung her head down; her long dark hair brushing against the ground until the huntsman also emitted triumphant satisfaction as his pulsing member ejaculated explosively inside her.

Spent, he then rolled her onto her back on the ground and lay down next to her.  “Will you now give me my clothes back?” She asked sheepishly.

“I confess I am not inclined to return your clothes at all,” he replied. “For you bring me such pleasure that I do not wish your body to be covered, nor even to have you leave.”

She sat up right away and begged him to give back her clothes, but he was not to be moved, and since he was using them as a pillow she was unable to pull them away from him.

“At least give me my shift back,” she pleaded.

“Why would that so important?”  He asked.  Surely such a flimsy garment could not satisfy any modesty.

She placed her hands upon her hips.  “Because I am a gwyll princess,” she answered him sternly.  “And my shift is specially made from the silk of underground spiders, and without it I cannot return home.”

Now, hearing this, the huntsman was fully determined not to give up the precious article of apparel.  He had become so enamored with this beautiful princess that he wanted to keep her, and being in possession of her shift meant that he could possess her also.

He told her she could put her dress back on, but he would hold onto the shift, and told her that she was to go home with him.  She was, therefore, compelled to follow him to his hut, where his mother kept house for him. 

The huntsman there put the shift into a chest, of which he took the key and forbade the princess to ever touch it, so that she could not escape.
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The princess at first said she would reject her captivity, so the huntsman right away took her to his bed.  He gazed into her eyes and spoke softly to her, confessing that he had no choice for he was so overwhelmed by her, and promising that he would never treat her harshly.  When he finally moved to kiss her she responded to him with such surprising affection that it was instantly clear that she had developed similar feelings towards him.  

He laid her on his bed and entreated her body to gentle ministrations of his mouth and tongue, teasing each nipple to arousal before nuzzling into the dark mound of curls she so willingly made available by spreading her legs apart for him.  Inserting a finger into her twitching vagina and teasing her engorged clitoris with the tip of his tongue caused her such passion that she grabbed onto his head while his finger and tongue proceeded furiously, finally delivering her into wild satisfaction.  He then lay on top of her, kissing her lips and feasting upon the splendor of her eyes until the ejaculation from his cock inside her momentarily froze him into a state of pure bliss, after which they entwined into each other’s arms and fell asleep.

It was not long before the princess accepted her position, and because the huntsman treated her so well she agreed to become his wife.  Years passed by, during which two children were born, which to all appearances were a boy and a girl.  The princess never told them that they were, in fact, a pwca and a nightmare, and it was her hope that if they were raised as humans that they might never find this out.  But one day, while playing outside, she saw the boy transform into a wolf as he chased after a ball.  He was only a wolf for a few seconds, and while he did not realize it and no-one else saw it happen, the princess knew that her children could not remain in the human world any longer.

The next day when the huntsman went out, leaving the key of the chest behind in care of his mother, the princess begged her mother-in-law to open the chest and show her the shift.  She begged so hard that her mother-in-law at last complied and as soon as she had got the shift into her hands took paper and pencil and wrote a note to her husband.  She then tore a piece of spider silk from the shift to make a bow around the note and left it on the bed for the huntsman to find, after which she gathered her two children and the three of them vanished out of sight.
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When the huntsman returned he opened the note and read, “I love you and love being your wife, but can no longer remain in the world of humans and so have taken the children to where we rightfully belong.  I hope with all my heart that you will join us.  To do so, you must use this piece of cloth to enter the hall under the mountain, and then follow the map I have drawn for you to find the castle within, where we can all live happily together.  But if you do succeed in finding me there, know that you will never be able to leave.”

Loving his wife and family, the huntsman made up his mind to seek them out and right away said goodbye to his mother.  Using the piece of silk he entered the mountain, and following the map he soon arrived at the underground castle.  Before its closed gate, however, lay a great black dog, the size of a lion, which growled as loud as a lion’s roar.

The huntsman sat on a rock opposite.  “Do not worry, dog,” he said.  “I shall not harm you, for you are just doing your master’s bidding in guarding this gate.  I will find another way in to the castle.  But before I do, I will take some refreshment.”  He dug into his pack and took out a bottle of beer and some cake.  “I’m afraid I have no meat to share with you,” he said to the dog, “But you are welcome to some honey cake if you wish.”  He broke off a piece of cake and tossed it towards the dog, then looked down to open his bottle when heard someone saying, “Thank you,” and he immediately looked up again.

“This is very good cake,” the dog continued, then laughed at the bewildered look on the huntsman’s face.  “I am a pwca,” he said by way of explanation.  “The princess said to expect you and requested that I give you the key to this gate, which I have around my neck.  But the king then commanded that I find out what manner of man you were before I should let you have it; to see if the sight of me would deter you.  But not only were you unafraid, you also showed concern for my welfare.  I shall report such to the king.”

The pwca allowed the huntsman to take the key, and continuing to follow the directions on the map he presently found himself in the presence of the princess, his wife, who was so very glad to see him.  She right away kissed him and gave him a glass of wine.  “This is to strengthen you for the tasks ahead,” she said as six guards entered the room.  “These men will take you to my father, the king, who will explain.”

The guards permitted the huntsman to finish his wine and kiss the princess, and then led him away.
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