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The Witch’s Prey


By


Nikki Morris




Once upon a time the world was a dark despondent
place. There were no happy endings. True love did not sunder
obstacles to bask in a lifetime of perfect romance. Evil prowled
the night, claiming victims with impunity. Ghosts, creatures, and
superstition lurked in every corner, washing the lands in dread and
fear. It was a time of vicious twilight and depressive terror. And
from that time was born a tale of good and evil fought, not on the
battlefield, but in the bedroom.


…..


Like a rancher appraising new stock, the Witch
surveyed the prisoner she had lashed to her black ashen bed. A
fresh fire blazed below her cauldron, filling the thatched hut with
just enough dappled light to illuminate her captured prize. The
orange flames glowed across his naked torso and cast strange
shadows along the wall. The shadows flickered through the hut
independent of the light, twisting and snarling like dark, gothic
gargoyles. The captive’s dark eyes were closed, still lost in the
spell the Witch had placed on them, but soon it would be time for
them to open.


She walked to the head of her bed and gave his
leather bonds one last test. She’d left them near two feet long to
allow for minor movement, but the Witch dared not give him more
than that. This one was strong, and she couldn’t afford to lose
him. Time was running short, and if freed, he would most certainly
kill her.


The hide she’d used to make the cords came from no
normal animal, but its magic was still limited, and the toned lithe
body she gazed upon was resistant to dark powers. She tugged on the
taught cords, making sure they still cut tightly into his wrists.
When she was satisfied with the restraints, she let one green hand
lovingly caress the gnarled black wood of the bedposts. They were
smooth, ornately carved by hands that had never been human. The
ancient runes burnt into them opened her eyes to the dream world at
night and restored her power as she slept. She would need it all
tonight.


The Witch’s eyes glanced down at the sleeping reward
trapped in her bed. She drank in his handsome face and grazed a
finger along the thick stubble of his strong chin. In her mind, the
Witch thanked the Devil for such a fine specimen. It would make her
job all the easier.


She moved down the length of the bed, letting her
hand glide south in the process. Her fingers traced down his thick
neck and over his chest. She let her black painted nails dig into
the muscle she found there, then fanned her fingers wide as she
swept her palm over the man’s rigid stomach. The heat from his abs
made her green skin warm and needy. She licked her upper lip then
bit down on her lower. With the quickening thrill of an illicit
dare, she let her fingers dip beneath the waist of his deerskin
breaches, hoping to feel what she saw outlined there.


The Witch’s elegant fingertips had just begun
tickling the promising weapon, when the man’s eyes shot open
without her command. “Damnation,” she thought. “This one is
strong.”


As the warrior on the bed fought to free his mind
from a magic haze, his eyes surveyed the prison he found himself
in. The twigs and brambles he saw interwoven in the roof above told
him it was a thatched hut, but somehow, it was larger than it had
any right to be. Unknown forces were at work, making it seem as if
the hut were both giant manor and tiny shack all at once.


He could see moonlight spilling in through the
rickety black wood that formed the doorway, and strange talismans
hung from the ceiling, chiming in the wind. Aside from the fire,
the only other light in the room came from several black candles
burning throughout the hut in skulls both animal...and human.


He knew at once it was a witch’s layer. The dark
altar in the center of the room confirmed it for him. A large
table, part wood and part stone strangely fused together, stood
prominently displayed. It was covered in moss and lichens, and
strange words and pentagrams were etched all across it. It seemed
ancient and looked as if it had grown up out of the ground rather
than been placed there by human craft. The top of the altar was
lined with furs that came from no normal wolf, and upon the furs
perched her grimoire, shimmering with malice and power.


It took the man a moment to notice the creature
caressing his body. Bits of her magic still coursed through him,
making her hard to see. It was the heat from her hands that told
him she was there; the stroke of her fingers just barely sliding
against his shaft, tracing his vein with the softest of touches.
Something in him stirred, but his training taught him to control
it.


He hated witches and all their dark brethren. He
would not be at one’s mercy. He narrowed his eyes and brought the
green skinned bitch into focus. Despite his rage, the animal inside
him liked what it saw.


Far from making her repulsive, the Witch’s green
skin was exotic and flushed with excitement in the hut’s dark
light. Her raven hair was long, clean, and silky. She wore it bound
up around her head with ruby gilded stars holding it in place. Her
face might have belonged to evil, but it was a thing of pure
beauty. Not girlish or cute like some pretty tavern wench but the
face of a woman, proud and smart and sexual. Its bold lines and
sharp features held the man’s gaze longer than he wished. One blue
eye shown as deep as the sea, and the other gleamed as emerald as
her skin.


Around her body she wore a robe of black silk
accented at the shoulders and neck with jeweled raven feathers. A
light breeze held it slightly open revealing a sleeveless black
bodice held firm against her skin by the tightly synched laces of a
corset. The bodice was short, long enough to cover the top half of
her buttocks and no more. Crisscrossed tethers ran up the center of
it and knotted at the precipice of her plunging cleavage. Inside,
the bodice squeezed a taught stomach and full round breasts as
green as all the rest of her. The Witch wore nothing below the
garment save for smooth green legs that ran forever and pleaded for
fingers to gently squeeze them.


The man’s eyes took her in, enjoying her body
despite himself. The Witch faced him with a questioning look upon
her face, as if hoping to find acceptance in his eyes. Their gazes
locked, and for a brief moment, they both wanted each other. The
Witch felt excitement rush through her body, and temporarily forgot
her plan. She leaned in to kiss her captured warrior as his face
moved up towards hers...and then he struck.


The passion on his face burnt away with rage. His
muscles tightened, and he growled savagely as he slashed his angry
body up at her. The man barely got an inch before his leather
shackles tore into his skin and pulled him back down. He’d been so
lost in examining her, he hadn’t even realized he was bound. His
wrists ached as he looked up at his tethers, and a similar feeling
in his ankles told him his feet were lashed as well.


The Witch had jolted off the bed, startled by the
man’s sudden attack, but she regained her senses quickly and gave
him a wicked laugh as she sat down beside him. Her white teeth
gleamed, framed by her green complexion. “Struggle all you want.
That leather was tanned from the cursed skin of fallen holy men. It
will not be broken, even by a witch hunter.”


Surprise and mistrust showed on the Hunter’s face.
“You know what I am?” he scowled at her.


The Witch’s hand shot up to grab the man’s chin
cruelly. “I have more knowledge of your kind than you know,” she
said with a chill. Her eyes glanced up towards the shadows on the
wall, lost in a far-off memory as her fingers involuntarily traced
a scar across the right side of her neck. “Too much knowledge,” the
Witch said. Then her mind came back to the present, and her fingers
squeezed his chin even harder. “You’ve been hunting me for months
now,” she said with dual colored eyes boring down in vicious
accusations. “But I’ve been hunting for you even longer.”


The Witch Hunter was not easily surprised. He’d been
raised since childhood to hunt the demons that lurk in the darkness
and never fear them. Beatings, deceit, and horror had been his
daily regimen for as far back as he could remember. At age eight,
he’d been tossed in a pit with a defanged vampire. He was told to
kill her or starve. It did not matter that she had been his mother
once. His young arms had taken so long to bash her head in with a
rock. By the time he was ten there was little that could surprise
him, and yet this green sorceress had managed to paint his face
with shock.


Searching for answers, his mind traced back along
the journey that had brought him here. A call for help had come
from the northlands months ago. For years stories had been flowing
south about a witch of unbelievable power haunting the forests
beyond the peaks of the Giants Bones. The sparsely populated land
was said to be rich with primal magic and evil deeds.


The stories had always been mere whispers from a
land that mattered little, but suddenly, dire omens had scared his
order into action. Birds flew south in the middle of summer, and a
blood red sun was setting a little further north every night.
Herdsman from that land spoke of strange things in the hills, and
travelers claimed that the mighty green hag was stirring up some
awful new power.


His order needed answers, and they needed them fast.
He was the best of his brethren...and the most vicious. He’d killed
more witches and demons than most of the others combined, and he
had yet to see the dawn of his thirty-fifth year. He was the
natural choice, and so he’d set forth.


There was little of civilization in the lands he’d
crossed. He found them sparsely populated with more animals than
people. The few farms and villages he came to offered little help.
The people were superstitious and mistrustful of strangers, but
they all knew of the Witch. She flew across the sky to terrorize
them all.


She was cruel and hideous, they had assured him. She
was the evilest of witches and just as dangerous to look at as to
cross. Her stench alone could blind, and her crooked teeth would
gobble you alive. None who met her lived.


Villagers always had such tales. The Witch Hunter
knew they were usually far from the truth, but all the portents did
seem to be leading him in the same direction. Ever north he plunged
until his journey took him to the foggy edge of a vast old growth
forest. It loomed before him like an ancient gnarled sea. It must
have been green, young, and beautiful once, but now it looked like
the menacing old hag it was said to be harboring. Even from the top
of the foothills, it seemed to be endless. It was a tangle of
wooden towers, twisted sinister branches, and mischievous shadows.
A man might never come out of such a place, but his quarry was in
there. He could feel her.


With no choice but to enter, he’d sought a guide to
take him through the forest’s twisted paths. Amongst the cadre of
fools and oafs he’d met in the villages, he managed to find only
one who would take the job. She was a young girl, barely twenty,
who lived in a lonely cabin with her grandmother, but she claimed
to know the woods better than any man. He’d paid her most of his
coin and followed her into the forest.


The girl hadn’t lied. She knew the ins and outs of
every trail, as well as the dangers that lurked along them. She’d
proven herself brave and smart during the day and warm and willing
at night. Her young body and pretty face weren’t why he had picked
her, but they did help melt away the forest’s sinister
atmosphere.


They had traveled the maze of trees for weeks,
searching by day and screwing by night. If he hadn’t felt the
Witch’s presence growing stronger, the Witch Hunter would have
liked the journey to never end. But all journeys find an end,
theirs more abruptly than most.


In the black of night, they’d been set upon by giant
man-sized wolves. One moment there had been silence and the dying
embers of the fire; the next, speeding terror emerged from the
shadowed undergrowth, howling at them in an echoing chorus of
rushing death. He’d killed them all with flaming branch and
swinging axe, but somehow, in the frenzied battle, he’d lost the
girl and found the Witch.


The fight had sapped the Witch Hunter’s strength,
both muscular and magical. Only now did he realize that had been
her plan from the start. When the Witch had first approached him in
that maze of forest darkness, he had barely discerned her through
the foggy moonlight. All he’d heard was a wretched cackle flying
above him. He didn’t know what spell she’d used or how it had been
so effective, but his senses had faded on the spot. Now he was her
prisoner.


His awakened memories made him hate the bitch even
more. He glowered at the gorgeous green creature leaning over him.
This one was truly dangerous. She may not be the hag he was told
about, but her skin exuded power unlike any he had felt before. It
was almost intoxicating.


“Did you kill my guide?” he asked.


“Oh, you mean your wench?” the Witch said with a
playful question. “Is that what she was doing? Guiding you through
the forest?” Her hand ran down his stomach and clasped his manhood
through his breeches. “Seems to me, this is what she was
guiding.”


“Keep your filth off me,” the Hunter hollered as he
twisted his torso away.


“Are you angry?” the Witch questioned with delight.
“Are you worried that she’s dead?”


The Hunter’s
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