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Cleo tried not to cry as a rotten tomato hit one of her best dresses and stained it in a manner she feared would never be clean again. A glance at the child who threw the fruit showed the smile on his lips. There were a few adult men and women around the child, and they seemed to congratulate him for his throw.

The brunette closed her eyes for a moment and kept walking, ignoring the taunts thrown at her, trying to show herself unperturbed.

People could be so fucking dumb. If she was indeed a witch, as some of them said, then trying to provoke her would be a stupid idea. She wasn’t a witch, though, and so she was vulnerable to their scorn and their hate, even if there was no reason for it. Some of them must have known. There was nothing that even hinted that she knew about magic. Yet, they did nothing and even joined in on the revile thrown at her from time to time.

The brunette could only hope that would change eventually.

Trying not to react to their taunts was the only thing she could do – anything else might lead to a physical confrontation, and what would happen to her then?

She was passing through the gates to the village when she heard something that made a shiver race down her back. “Don’t worry, boys, we’ll be showing the witch what happens to people like her later.”

Cleo froze for a moment, feeling the temptation to glance at the one who said that, then decided to move on before anything could happen. Surely, that was only an attempt at intimidating her. She was used to taunts and scorn, but no one had tried to physically attack her yet.

Why?

Why did the people of Stonehill hate her so?

They had never acted like this when she was a child and came to the town with her mother and father. Then her father died, and her mother as well, and since she was fourteen, Cleo had been forced to fend for herself. At first, some of the villagers even had pity for her and helped her. Then, a few years later, a rumor that she was a witch started to spread, and it became more outlandish with each retelling.

Cleo was nineteen. If not for those rumors, she might have been married already, perhaps about to have her first child. Now? She was an outcast, a pariah, and part of her feared matters would eventually reach a point where her neighbors didn’t want her around and might try to drive her away. That her small farm stood on the outskirts had probably helped stop such a thing from happening already, but people seemed to hate her more and more with each day that passed, and she had done nothing for it to happen.

There was nothing she could do about it, though. What alternative was there? To leave all that she had behind and try to move somewhere else? Maybe if she managed to sell her land for anything resembling its worth, but with how everyone around her hated her, that was unlikely.

She could only strive to survive and continue as it was, hoping nothing would change.

Unfortunately, things changed quite quickly.

It started that same night after she had already changed into her camisole and went to lie down to sleep. Noises came from outside her house, and she got to her feet, left the room, and approached the door. It didn’t take her long to hear voices outside and then for calls to the witch to come out.

Panic filled her, and Cleo felt her heart start beating so hard she feared it would burst out of her chest. A glance out of the window showed there was a small crowd outside her home, and some of them had torches in hand. She pulled back from the window before they could see her and ran back to her room.

There was no doubt about what would happen should they catch her.

Something had made the hate the people of Stonehill felt for her boil over, and if Cleo remained where she was, she might end up losing her life. The brunette needed to flee to survive, and there was only one option. She got to her room, opened the window, and slipped outside. She did it just in time. The noise from the entrance of the house showed the crowd trying to break down her door. Thankfully, they had been stupid enough not to surround her house before attempting to capture her.

Not that they would find it difficult to follow her.

A pained whimper escaped her lips when she stepped on a small stone as she started to leave her property, running as quickly as she could. A glance over her shoulder showed some of the crowd following after her, and they were clothed, while she wore only her camisole and was running with bare feet.

They would catch up to her unless she managed to lose them in the woods.

The woods would have their own dangers, but being captured would be worse, and so she didn’t hesitate to enter them.

The brunette lost track of time after that. Fear kept pushing her forward, even though it seemed her muscles weren’t responding as they should. Despite her best attempts, some of her attackers seemed to manage to keep on her heels, somehow following her tracks and ensuring she could never stop for long. All she managed was to pause for a few moments, take a few deep breaths, and ease some of the burning in her muscles before continuing forward once more.

It wasn’t enough.

She tried, she truly did, but her pursuers were relentless, and she gathered minor wounds during her escape. A cry escaped her when she managed to step on a small branch and ended up perforating her feet, and it made her fall down. When that happened, she didn’t manage to gather the strength to get up again. She simply turned around, which ensured she was lying on her back when three men found her.

“Look here, boys. It seems the witch got tired of running.” There was anger in their gazes, but as they let their eyes move over Cleo’s frame and saw her semi-naked state, something else seemed to take hold of them. “I say we punish her for that before dragging her back to town and giving her what she deserves.”

Cleo wasn’t a fool. She knew what it was that she was seeing in their eyes, and fear filled her. She was almost resigned to losing her life to these monsters. But them violating her first? That terrified her. It made her hate them, and it made her wish she was a witch like they said so that she could make them pay for what they made her suffer.

They advanced on her, and the brunette crawled back, trying to put as much distance between them as she could, knowing it would be for naught. It wouldn’t stop them, not really.

The first of them reached her and grabbed her legs, dragged her closer to them, and Cleo screamed. Maybe if she was lucky, some of the other villagers would come upon them and stop this. They might want to kill her; it didn’t mean all of them would be ok with something like this.

Hands tried to pull her camisole away, and Cleo screamed once more.

In the end, it wasn’t other villagers that intervened.

“Step away from her.” A voice commanded from the darkness around them, and all of them shivered. There was something foreboding to the tone those words were said in, and not even Cleo – who would benefit from them doing as that voice commanded – felt reassured by the words.

Still, if she was scared, the men who attacked her had it worse. They pulled back from Cleo as if they had been stung and turned around, trying to seek the one who had talked. It had been a woman – that Cleo was sure of. Though perhaps it was better to say it had been a female. Something in that tone of voice made her doubt that the one who had spoken had been a human.

Then, a figure strode out from the shadows, and Cleo realized she had been right. It wasn’t a human at all, but it was so much worse than she could have expected. It was a demon.

There were rumors of a demon living in these woods, but there had been such rumors for centuries, and no one she knew had ever seen the creature in the flesh. Not until now.

Cleo let her eyes move over the other female, and she couldn’t help but be intimidated. The demoness was tall; her skin was a dark grey bordering on black, her eyes were solid red orbs, and there were two horns on her head. She looked scary and powerful. She looked alluring as well.

The demoness was basically naked, with an outfit made of leather that barely covered her breasts and her groin and left the rest of her flesh on display. It showed off her very generous curves, and something about the sight made Cleo breathe harder. Maybe it was fear that was making her feel like that. Perhaps it was hope. The demoness ordered the men to release her, after all.

“It’s the demon.” One of the men said, taking a step back and falling on his ass, his frame shaking all over. It wasn’t hard to notice how wet his pants got, and Cleo realized he had let the control of his bladder fail him. It made her hate him even more. He was pathetic, and yet he had been all too willing to attack her when he knew she was vulnerable.

Another of the men tried to ward the demoness back with a gesture of the gods. “Step back, demoness.”

The dark-skinned female scoffed at that and stepped forward without hesitation, her hips swaying from side to side as she did it. The last man attacked her, his panic getting the better of him. He didn’t survive to regret it. The demoness’s arm lashed out in a blur, her claws cut through his throat, and his blood
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