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When Aruh awoke, she was human again, and she was in a dimly lit cave, she was naked, and her wrists and ankles were bound to the wall, spread wide apart like a star. She blushed when she felt the cool air against her sex, which was exposed between her shapely thighs.

Glancing around through streams of red hair, Aruh could see that someone had made the cave their home. Her heart began to beat hard in fear, for only witches made their homes in meager caves these days. The clans had settled down and were growing from hide tents to stone fortresses. The first ever castle had been built to Dagdag at the heart of the first city, Villanhof. 

The cave certainly showed signs of a witch’s presence. There were skulls and bones everywhere, hanging herbs and entrails, and on the fire was a cauldron.

Standing over the cauldron, her face lit from under, was one of the most beautiful women Aruh had ever seen. Her hourglass body was scantily covered in hides and bones, and her great breasts were cradled by the bones of some fallen for. She smiled at Aruh from twin curtains of long dark hair, and her eyes reflected the firelight like candles.

“You are fortunate that I found you,” the witch said, stirring her bone-handled spoon in the cauldron. She pulled the lade free of the dripping liquid and seductively licked it clean, dragging her pink tongue expertly along the curve. Aruh felt her clitoris swell just watching.

“My name is Hilgara,” the witch said, striding over with high breasts and swaying hips, “and I will give you sanctuary here, little bunny, on one condition.”

Aruh waited nervously. Witches were always asking for fingers, blood, or firstborn children.

“You must become my pet,” Hilgara said at last.

Aruh felt relief flood through her. That didn’t sound so bad. In fact, she might just enjoy it.

“I-If I say no?” Aruh weakly managed.

“Then you are free to try your luck out there in the wilderness,” Hilgara answered. She moved closer, until she was face to face with Aruh, who hung still on the wall like a star. “Do we have an accord?” the witch asked, lifting an eyebrow.

“Y-Yes,” Aruh managed hoarsely. She hadn’t spoken in so long now that it felt odd to speak, almost painful, and there was still the faint squeak of a rabbit in her voice. Perhaps Revna’s spell was still wearing off.

Hilgara smiled, very pleased. “Good girl,” she said with great approval. “Smart girl.”

The witch stepped very close now, so close that her hot breath tickled Aruh’s lips. And then, without warning, she was kissing Aruh hard and hungry on the mouth, her head twisting.

Aruh’s sex pulsed with her heartbeat: the witch was an incredible kisser. And now she felt the bone-handled of the spoon gliding slowly in her sex – lightly at first, and then deeper, faster, so that Aruh’s sex grew moist and clenched strong on the handle. This pleased the witch, who pulled away to smile.

Aruh felt an ache in her chest when Hilgara’s sweet mouth left her own. She moaned in complaint but quickly fell silent again when she realized what was happening: Hilgara knelt down, and Aruh trembled out a breathless cry when the witch sucked on her clitoris and the lips of her sex – slowly, deeply, deliciously – all the while stroking Aruh deep inside with the bone-handle.

Helplessly tied to the wall, Aruh blushed and cried out as her passion over spilled against the witch’s sucking mouth.
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ARUH LIKED BEING THE witch’s plaything. Hilgara taught Aruh how to hunt, how to make love, and even how to perform magick, so that by the time Spring rolled around, Aruh was self-sufficient and may have stricken out on her own, except she loved Hilgara, her mistress, far too greatly to ever leave her.

It was when she was out hunting that Aruh came face to face with Rocknar, one of the many warrior daughters of Dagdag.

It was said that a sorceress could produce only feminine daughters – a silly superstition, for Dagdag and Revna had many masculine warrior daughters. Chief Mordar’s advisor had likely just wanted Astrid gone because she feared the sorceress and her growing importance at court, nothing more.

Aruh was now a sorceress herself, though never so powerful as Hilgara or Revna. She only knew a few meager spells and knew that if Rocknar decided to throw one of her axes, she would be dead before she could blink. So Aruh stood there frozen and frightened, her bow lowered, while Rocknar stared her down.

Rocknar looked as the rest of her father’s bloodline: beautiful, big and tall, with long white hair and bulging arms. She carried an axe in each hand, down at her sides, her fur loincloth rippling in the cool breeze. 

For the longest time, Rocknar merely pierced Aruh with her steady gaze. Then the warrior princess spoke, “You are Aruh. My father was to marry you but Mother turned you into a rodent. Don’t trouble yourself so. I have not come to slay you. I am not so cruel as that.”

Aruh let out a relieved breath. “Then why come you so deep in the forest, princess?”

“Father has tasked me with finding my sister. I have tracked her thus far but lost her trail at the river. Have you not seen her?”

“No,” Aruh answered.

“Then what use are you? Perhaps I shall tell my mother I have seen you—”

“Wait, sweet princess! Keep our meeting secret and I will tell you of the most beautiful woman in the Great Forest and how you might make her wife.”

Rocknar went still and listened.
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THAT NIGHT, ARUH TOLD Hilgara of her meeting with Rocknar. The two of them lay together on a pallet of fires beside the fire, and tall, shapely Hilgara held
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