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The  author  would  like  to  point  out  that  all  the  characters  in this  work  of  fiction  are  21  years  of  age  or  older.  All  sexual  acts depicted in this book are totally consensual. It is not the author’s intention to offend any reader. All the characters in this book are fictitious  and  any  similarity  to  any  person,  living  or  dead,  is purely coincidence. 

 

I





I  could  feel  their  hands  on  my  head,  my  butt,  my  legs—

Everywhere. The only thing I could see was Jerome’s hard abs. All I  could  smell  was  the  men’s  musk,  built  up  over  weeks  on  the road. 

I was being used like some cheap tramp. I couldn’t breathe and I couldn’t move. Yet, I was in the deepest state of ecstasy I’d ever experienced.  My  body  was  being  thrown  back  and  forth  like  a child’s  ragdoll.  One  cock  would  pump  into  me  while  the  other would pull itself aggressively out. 

“How’s that asshole look?” Jerome asked as he thrust his cock into me. 

Hans pulled out briefly. 

“Looks  pretty  good,”  he  smiled  before  sticking  his  long manhood back into me. 

“Make room,” Jerome demanded. 

He pulled his cock out of my mouth and I was able to finally catch  my  breath.  I  gasped  heavily  for  breath,  still  being  stuffed from behind by Hans. 


* * *

“Horatio!” a voice called out, waking me from my daze. 

I looked around. It was a dream—I had dozed off on my horse. 

My  men  and  I  rode  into  the  small  town  just  as  the  sun  sank below the steep mountains we were yet to face on our journey. It wasn’t any special town—A couple dozen small homes, a market place  and  a  hotel  with  a  quaint  pub  inside  of  it.  It  was  my understanding that there was a mineral mine about a mile or so to the east where most of the men of the town worked. 

It  wasn’t  unlike  the  seemingly  endless  number  of  towns  our

horses  had  seen  on  our  cross-country  voyage.  The  people  here were  just  as  poor,  the  weather  was  just  as  cold,  and  most importantly, the women were just as easy. 

We  tied  our  tired  horses  up  outside  the  pub  and  went  inside. 

Travelling  with  me  was  Hans,  a  tall,  strong  man.  He  was  an Olympic lifter before he broke his leg in a riding accident. It was for the best though, as he made the best security man. The other man with me was Jerome, a short man but just as strong. He came from  a  family  who  prided  themselves  in  many  generations  of quality Royal Guard service. 

“Barkeep,”  I  said  to  the  little  old  man  behind  the  bar,  “how much for three beds for the night?” 

The bartender turned and looked the three of us up and down slowly. 

“What’s your business here?” he asked curiously. 

“We’re  just  passing  through.  Looking  for  some  rest  before crossing the mountains in the morning.” 

“Just passing through, eh? Where are you headed?” 

“North.” 

“North where?” 

I turned to my guards, who couldn’t help but laugh at the old man’s blunt curiosity. 

“North there,” I said, pointing north. 

The  old  man  stood  silent  for  a  moment,  basking  in  my condescending farce. 

“It’s a dollar for a bed for the night. That makes three for the three of you.” 

“Unless  your  beds  are  made  from  golden  cashmere,  I  don’t believe  we’ll  be  paying  three  dollars  for  a  night.  Is  that  the  rate you give all your travellers?” I asked. 

“Just the ones headed north,” the man said, pointing vaguely to the north. 

My men turned to me and laughed. I scanned the quiet public

house.  The  room  was  poorly  lit  by  cheap  candles,  which  sat crooked on the walls and slumped over on the tables. There were a couple of mine workers drinking at a table, an old man passed out on the bar and, most interestingly, a young woman sitting alone in the corner. 

“I’m afraid we can’t give three dollars for three beds, old man. 

We can give you one dollar for the three of us. That’s what we pay elsewhere, and that’s what we will pay you.” 

“I’m sorry, but our beds are a dollar a piece,” said the stubborn old man. 

“Two dollars and that’s all we’ll give.” 

I looked back over at the young lady in the dark corner. Above her nose was masked in darkness, but I could tell she was looking up at me. She had long, flowing blonde hair and was wearing long black  stocking  that  ran  up  just  below  the  base  of  her  skirt.  She fondled  the  tip  of  her  glass  with  the  tips  of  her  fingers,  which were covered by long gloves that extended all the way up her arm, passed her elbow. She gently ran the tip of her tongue along her dark red lips. 

“Three dollars,” the old man said firmly. 

“We’ll take our business elsewhere,” Jerome said. 

“No,  no,”  I  said,  still  fixated  on  the  mysterious  beauty  in  the corner. “I think we can make three dollars work, just this once.” 

Jerome  and  Hans  both  looked  at  me,  shocked  by  my uncharacteristic  surrender.  Then,  they  quickly  noticed  the woman in the room. Hans smiled. 

“A woman worth three dollars? I’m surprised, even with you, sir,” Jerome said. 

“Pay the old man his money. And barkeep, I expect our horses be fed and watered.” 

Hans reached into his pouch and pulled out three dollars. The old man’s eyes lit up as if it was the biggest chunk of change he had ever seen. 

“Have a drink, boys. We’ll leave tomorrow at sunrise,” I said. 

I  turned  away  from  my  men  and  began  to  walk  towards  the dark stranger in the corner. She tilted her head up and crossed her legs,  almost  giving  me  a  glance  up  her  skirt.  Her  dark  red  lips smiled at me as she twirled her foot flirtingly. 

“May I have a seat, miss?” 

“Go ahead,” the woman replied softly. 

“Thank you kindly.” 

I  sat  down  as  the  woman  leaned  forward,  closer  to  the candlelight.  Her  face  suddenly  became  visible,  and  she  was stunning.  She  had  deep  green  eyes,  which  were  surrounded  by meticulously  perfect  dark  eyeliner.  Her  long  lashes  gently flickered when she blinked. 

“What’s a beautiful woman like yourself doing in a small town bar like this?” 

“Just passing though, like you,” she smiled. 

“Are you familiar with this town?” I asked. 

“A little bit. I’ve passed through before.” 

“You should be careful. A girl who looks like you do can find herself in a lot of trouble real fast in a place like this.” 

“I can hold my own.” 

I smiled at the confident woman. 

“What’s your name?” 

“Ophelia,” she said. 

“Ophelia,”  I  replied,  extending  my  hand  in  greeting,  “like  in Hamlet?” 

“Indeed so,” she replied, taking my hand. 

Her skin felt soft against my rough travelling hands. 

“So where exactly are you travelling, Ophelia?” 

She smiled delicately and then looked around. 

“Maybe that way,” she said, looking east. “Or maybe that way,” 

she said, turning her head west. “I’m not really sure.” 

“Well,” I laughed. “What are you looking for?” 

“I’m not sure yet.” 

“Ah ha! Literally searching for destiny,” I said. “Well, my lady

—Perhaps I am who you seek?” 

“And who are you?” 

“I am Horatio Kane, messenger for King Edward himself.” 

“And why would I be looking for Horatio Kane, messenger for King Edward himself?” 

“Well, that’s simple. Because I’m handsome; I’m charming, and best of all, I’m rich.” 

Ophelia smiled. 

“Perhaps it is you I seek,” she began. “But, aside from a pretty face,  a  few  smiles  and  some  meaningless  money,  what  can  you really offer me?” 

I  looked  into  her  deep  green  eyes.  I  knew  what  it  was  she wanted. I could see right through her games. 

The women in these small towns were too easy. 



 

II





I pushed the beautiful Ophelia down onto her bed. Her plump breasts  bounced  gracefully  as  her  body  struck  the  soft  mattress. 

She stretched her arms out to her sides and felt the soft fabric of her bedspread. Her hypnotising smile crossed her face once again as her eyes closed momentarily, as she basked in the moment. 

I crawled up over top of her and ran my hands down the length of  her  arms.  My  God,  was  she  ever  beautiful.  With  her  gloved hands, she reached down at the base of her shirt and pulled it up over her tight corset, which hugged her massive breasts tightly. 

“You like what you see?” she asked. 

“Your body is a masterpiece.” 

She  smiled  as  she  began  to  undo  her  corset.  She  pulled  the undergarment up over her head, letting her large breasts fall and bounce majestically. I placed my hands gently on the perfect chest and began to fondle. 

“A true masterpiece,” I continued. 

Reaching her hands down to my waist, she began to undo my belt. I continued to squeeze the perfect tits in my hands. 

I  could  hear  my  men’s  heavy  footsteps  make  their  way towards their room in the hallway. Their drunken laughter faded as they reached the end of the hall and entered their room. 

Ophelia  managed  to  pull  away  my  belt  and  she  had  begun  to pull down my pants, letting my long cock spring out towards her. 

I  watched  her  smile  grow  at  the  sight  of  my  thick  penis.  She stopped for a moment. 

“What’s wrong?” I asked, smirking confidently. 

“You’re  more  surprising  than  I’d  expected,”  she  said  as  she reached down and took my long manhood in her hand. 

My cock began to expand against the warm soft leather of her gloved hand. She gently began to stroke my shaft up and down. 

I fell backwards onto the bed and the beautiful Ophelia sat up onto  her  knees.  She  continued  stroking  my  expanding  and hardening cock. She lightly squeezed my throbbing tip with her soft fingertips with every long interval. She couldn’t help but to lick her lips at the sight of my magnificent manhood. 

Her hair was soft. My fingers ran through it slowly as I gently caressed  her  scalp  before  guiding  her  mouth  down  onto  my erection.  Her  delicate  lips  opened  and  stretched  along  my  thick girth.  Her  warm  tongue  slid  along  the  length  of  my  member  as my  throbbing  tip  approached  the  back  of  her  throat.  Her  head moved gently up and down my penis. 

My  head  fell  backwards.  Every  stroke  of  her  perfect  tongue was  an  orgasm  in  itself.  My  veins  couldn’t  pump  blood  into  my manhood fast enough. I was stiff—Rock solid. Her pace increased. 

She pushed me further into her mouth with every interval, until the entire length of my massive cock was deep inside her throat and her nose was pressed up against my pelvic bone. 

Her tongue flicked the very tip of my penis at the end of each revolution. A bout of pre-cum trickled out of me onto her sweet tongue. 

I  looked  down  at  her  as  she  looked  up  at  me.  Her  gorgeous green eyes shone in the flickering candlelight. She pulled my lock cock out of her mouth and wiped the saliva off of her lips. 

“After my journey north, I am taking you back to England,” I said. 

“Is that so?” 

“Of  course,”  I  lied.  “I  will  buy  you  anything  you  like.  We  will live together like royalty.” 

“Do you tell every woman that?” 

“Of course not,” I lied again. 

She  shimmied  a  few  feet  forward,  planting  her  knees  down

next to my torso. I looked straight up, passed the underside of her supple breasts into her eyes. She had a conniving look about her. 

“What is it?” I asked. 

“I  know  much  about  you,  Horatio  Kane,  messenger  for  King Edward.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked. 

“I’ve been following you for nearly one hundred miles now.” 

“Who are you?” I said. 

I began to sit up, while pulling my pants up over my wet cock. 

She lifted up her hand and I suddenly froze. I couldn’t move. 

“You aren’t going anywhere, Kane,” she said. “I pity men like you,  traveling  from  woman  to  woman,  lying  and  manipulating your way into their panties.” 

“Release me, witch.” 

“You’re  no  better  than  the  rapists  who  crawl  the  streets  at night.” 

“Release me at once!” 

She  leaned  in  close  to  my  face  and  placed  her  soft  lips  right next to my ear. 

“You won’t be able to resist. You won’t be able to escape. You won’t be able to speak.” 

I  opened  my  mouth  again,  but  no  words  came  out.  I  was silenced  by  the  cruel  witch’s  black  magic.  I  looked  into  her beautifully atrocious eyes and stared into her black soul. 

And  then,  in  the  blink  of  an  eye,  she  was  gone.  My  body  fell down hard into the bed. The room was empty. I was alone. 

I pulled myself up to my feet. 

“Show yourself,” I said aloud. 

The  room  was  quiet,  but  I  could  feel  the  witch’s  ominous presence. 

“Show yourself at once, in the name of King Edward himself.” 

I could hear Ophelia’s laughter reverberate through the room. 

“I demand it!” 

The witch remained in hiding. 

Cautiously, I made my way down the old creaky hotel hallway. 

I  could  hear  my  men  laughing  and  chatting  behind  our  room’s closed door. I took the doorknob in my hand and turned it slowly. 

The door creaked loudly as it opened. 
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Hans and Jerome both turned and looked at me immediately. 

Their  chatter  stopped  abruptly  and  they  stared  in  silence  for  a moment. 

I stepped into the room, closing the door behind me, quietly. I scanned the room for the witch. 

“Hello there,” Hans said. 

“Shh,” I said, motioning for the men to be quiet. 

Hans  stood  up  and  took  a  few  steps  towards  me.  He  looked down at me, in the eyes and smiled. 

I opened my mouth to speak, but once again, no words escaped me. I was a mute. Hans gently placed his hands on my hips. How drunk was he? 

I tried to step away from him, but I was no longer in control of my body. Some strange foreign force had taken hold of me. Hans slid  one  of  his  hands  gently  up  my  side  and  back  down  again, caressing my body. Jerome was just watching. He was staring at my body in a seeming state of awe. 

I looked to the side and then I realized what was happening. In the  mirror  was  an  amazingly  gorgeous  woman,  right  where  I stood.  I  had  magically  changed  into  a  short  skirt  and  a  tight corset, just like the one Ophelia had been wearing. 

I tried hard to regain control of my body, but my efforts were futile.  My  body  was  host  to  the  powerful  she-demon.  My  soft, feminine  hands  drifted  downwards  and  landed  right  on  Hans’

cock, overtop his night-time boxers. I began to rub his muscular cock, feeling every inch of it as I grasped and fondled it through the thin layer of fabric. It throbbed and expanded quickly in my ostensibly experienced handiwork. 

Jerome stood up and began to walk towards me. I looked over into  his  eyes,  trying  to  communicate  with  his  soul.  It  was  so horrible,  helplessly  watching  myself  fall  deeper  and  deeper.  My free hand began to move towards the crotch of Jerome’s boxers. I tried so hard to resist, but my hand was like a powerful magnet. 

Once again, my attempts were entirely useless. 

As  I  fondled  both  men’s  growing  cocks,  Hans  began  to  undo my corset in the back. As he pulled away each of the lace bows, the garment  became  looser  and  looser.  The  round  set  of  plump breasts  on  my  chest  became  heavier  and  heavier  as  the  corset alleviated  off  of  my  body.  Then,  as  the  corset  fell  to  the  ground, my breasts fell out and it was not long before both men’s hands were  upon  me  like  a  pack  of  starving  wolves.  They  gripped  and fondled my breasts. Their fingertips gently squeezed my nipples. 

I  felt  a  strange  tingling  sensation  beginning  to  grow  in  my breasts. Electrical surges began to pulse through my body as the men’s cock became fully enlarged in my warm hands. I squeezed my  fingers  tightly  around  the  dicks  as  I  pulled  up  the  entire length  of  the  well-endowed  men.  I  felt  their  hard,  bulbous  tips against my fingertips as I pulled my hands back down to the base of their cocks. 

Jerome  placed  one  of  his  hands  on  my  head  and  felt  my  long soft hair. He ran his fingers through my hair and along my head towards the back of my neck. He looked me in the eyes and I tried one  last  time  to  somehow  telepathically  warn  him  of  what  was happening. But, unsurprisingly, the effort was fruitless. 

He pulled my head in towards his and he kissed me deeply. My soft  lips  wrapped  themselves  firmly  around  his  hard  weathered lips. I uncontrollably pushed my tongue through his mouth and pressed it up against his warm wet tongue. 

My  arms  were  beginning  to  tire,  stroking  off  the  two  large men.  They  were  both  fully  erect—Harder  than  the  steel  of  a knight’s armour. 

“What’s your name, darling?” Hans asked me. 

I pulled my head back from Jerome. 

“Ophelia,” the witch said through my body. 

“A  pretty  name  for  a  pretty  lady,”  Jerome  said,  his  hand  still caressing the back of my head. 

He  began  to  push  on  my  head,  insinuating  that  I  go  down.  I wished  it  not,  but  my  body  complied.  I  sank  down  to  my  knees, still holding both men’s penises. I carefully guided Jerome’s thick cock  into  my  narrow  mouth.  I  could  feel  his  cock  throbbing violently against my warm wet tongue as he slid in deep. I pushed his cock in right up against the back of my throat, causing me to gag,  but  I  did  not  stop.  I  continued  forcing  it  down,  into  my throat.  Ophelia  was  determined  to  get  the  entire  cock  into  my mouth. 

“My lord, woman,” Jerome said. “That’s incredible.” 

“She’s a filthy slut,” Hans said, as I continued to stroke him off with my arm above my head. 

As I felt my lips push up against his thick mane of pubic hair, I began to pull my head back and I began to suck the massive cock off. I ran my tongue up and down the massive member, slurping and licking every last inch of it. 

Jerome let out a long deep sigh of relief. 

“Just  like  that,  darling,”  he  said  with  his  eyes  closed  and  his head back. 

Slurp! Slurp! Slurp! 

I could see the long cock sliding in and out of my mouth as I pulled and pushed my head along the giant length of Jerome. The throbbing tip spat a bout of pre-cum into the back of my mouth as it slid halfway down my throat before pulling out again. Saliva was  draining  down  the  sides  of  my  mouth  and  I  could  hardly breathe. Yet, I did not stop. 

“Bend her over,” Hans said, pulling his cock from my tight grip and stepping behind me. 

Jerome  complied  and  lowered  himself  down  to  his  knees.  I kept my slutty mouth on his hard dick the whole way down. 

Two hands slipped up my skirt and landed on either side of my panties. I could feel the hands pull away my underwear. My hot, wet  pussy  stuck  briefly  onto  crotch  of  the  panties,  before releasing them and exposing my bare, quivering slit. 

Hans lowered his face down to my whore pussy and he licked the length of my slit, tasting my sweet juice. The tingling in my body continued to intensify, as powerful jolts continued to surge through my veins. 

Hans’  gentle  tongue  strokes  sent  my  body  into  a  state  of absolute  euphoria.  He  pushed  his  tongue  in  hard,  lightly penetrating me. I could feel my own hot juice trickle down my leg as I continued to force Jerome’s monolithic cock into my throat. 

Hans pulled out from my crotch and straightened himself. He shimmied  in  close  and  lined  his  throbber  up  with  my  pussy.  I could feel his hot, hard tip tickling the very tip of my clit. 

Then,  he  shoved  himself  into  me  hard.  His  huge  member stuffed my tight pussy. My body forced a loud muffled gasp out through the sides of the big dick in my mouth. 

My  body  relaxed  and  I  surrendered  to  the  two  well-supplied men.  They  began  to  thrust  themselves  into  me  like  two lumberjacks cutting a log with a massive saw. 

I  could  feel  their  hands  on  my  head,  my  butt,  my  legs—

Everywhere. The only thing I could see was Jerome’s hard abs. All I  could  smell  was  the  men’s  musk,  built  up  over  weeks  on  the road. 

I was being used like some cheap tramp. I couldn’t breathe and I couldn’t move. Yet, I was in the deepest state of ecstasy I’d ever experienced.  My  body  was  being  thrown  back  and  forth  like  a child’s  ragdoll.  One  cock  would  pump  into  me  while  the  other would pull itself aggressively out. 

“How’s that asshole look?” Jerome asked as he thrust his cock

into me. 

Hans pulled out briefly. 

“Looks  pretty  good,”  he  smiled  before  sticking  his  long manhood back into me. 

“Make room,” Jerome demanded. 

He pulled his cock out of my mouth and I was able to finally catch  my  breath.  I  gasped  heavily  for  breath,  still  being  stuffed from behind by Hans. 

The  tingling  elation  in  my  pussy  continued  to  impossibly intensify.  I  felt  a  hot  rush  in  my  slit  and  then,  moments  later,  a large  burst  of  fluid  poured  out  of  me.  I  cried  out  loud.  My  legs trembled and my body went weak. 

Hans  pulled  his  cock  out  of  me  and  flipped  me  over.  He  lay down  on  his  back  and  pulled  me  down  onto  him.  My  pussy dripped  the  remainder  of  it’s  hot  fluid  onto  his  pelvis  before  he took his cock in his hand and guided it right back into my tight hole. 

Just  like  that,  I  was  right  back  into  my  seemingly  endless orgasm. I pulled my pelvis up and dropped it back down. 

Shlop! Shlop! 

My  vagina  was  so  dripping  wet,  juice  was  splashing everywhere with every hard hump. 

Jerome  sidled  in  behind  me  and  pressed  his  rock  hard  chest against  my  body.  I  could  feel  the  hard  ridges  of  his  muscles against my soft, warm skin. 

I turned my head and our lips met. We began to kiss deeply as I bounced up and down on his partner’s cock. 

Suddenly, I felt his cock beginning to penetrate my asshole. My eyes closed firmly and I let out a sharp high-pitched gasp. 

“Fuck,” Jerome said. “It’s tight.” 

Slowly he pushed his way into my clenched butt. 

“Relax, darling,” he said. 

I took a long deep breath, and then relaxed all my muscles. His

long cock suddenly slipped in deep into my tight anus. 

“There we go,” he said. 

He  began  slowly  carefully  pulling  his  body  back,  feeling  the tight  walls  of  my  asshole  against  every  millimetre  of  his  long cock. Once  the  tip of  his  cock tickled  the  rim of  my  butthole, he began to push himself back in. 

Meanwhile,  Hans  was  picking  up  his  pace.  His  dick  was launching itself into me rapidly. My butt cheeks slammed into his pelvis with every hard revolution. 

Slap! Slap! Slap! 

My butt must have been so red. My eyes were beginning to roll into the back of my head. The quivering in my slit was growing once again. I was yet again approaching orgasm. 

Shlop! Shlop! 

Jerome, now in a solid groove, was thrusting himself hard into me.  I  could  feel  both  men’s  cocks  throbbing  inside  of  my  body. 

They were close to finishing. 

“Oh,  God,”  Hans  said,  closing  his  eyes  tight  and  trying  to elongate the moment. 

Juice  started  squirting  out  of  my  pussy  between  Hans’  harsh thrusts. I screamed out as loud as I could. My entire body began to tremble and shake. 

Hans screamed out loud and I could feel his hot cum explode out  of  his  dick  into  my  body.  I  reached  my  hands  down  and gripped the skin on his chest tightly. Fluid continued to pour out of me and I continued to tremble. 

After  one  final  hard  push,  Jerome  pulled  his  long  cock  out  of my asshole and began to spray cum all over my butt. Hot splash after  hot  splash  hit  my  backside  and  dribbled  down,  over  my worn butthole, along my sore pussy and down Hans’ solid cock. 

The two men took a moment to catch their breath. 

Suddenly, feeling began to return to my body. I went to lift my arm, and it worked. Ophelia had given my bodily control back to

me. 

“Ophelia,” I said aloud. 

Both men turned and looked at me. 

“That’s your name, darling,” Hans said. 

I  looked  at  him  for  a  moment,  carefully  choosing  my  next move. 

“I—I have to go.” 

I pulled myself to my feet and hurried out of the room, covered and full of cum. I made my way down the quiet hallway and into Ophelia’s  room.  I  looked  around  frantically.  In  the  mirror,  I  saw my  female  self,  worn  and  tired  from  the  recent  sexual  abuse  I’d just taken. 

“Ophelia,” I said again. 

Then, in the mirror, my own image began to morph into that of the real Ophelia. She was laughing hysterically. 

“You will burn in hell you vile witch.” 

“Or is it you who will burn?” 

“Enough of your games. Change me back!” 

“But  you  loved  it  so  much.  How  can  I  take  that  away  from you?” 

Ophelia continued to laugh. 

“You’re heartless. How can you do that to someone?” 

“You  tell  me,  Horatio  Kane,  messenger  for  King  Edward himself.” 

Ophelia began to disappear from the mirror. 

“I will find you and I will kill you, foul creature!” I called out. 

A  bright  light  began  to  pour  through  the  window.  I  looked over and the sun had magically risen over the cold horizon. Hours had passed in seconds and it had become morning. 

I  looked  back  into  the  mirror.  I  was  myself  again.  I  looked down,  confirming  the  transformation.  Ophelia  had  left  me wearing the skimpy skirt I had when I was a woman. 

Suddenly,  the  door  opened.  Hans  and  Jerome  stood  in  the

doorway. 

“Sir, we have to…” he started. 

The  two  men  froze—Speechless.  They  looked  down  at  my skirt. 

“Why are you wearing a skirt, sir?” Hans asked me. 

I stood silent for a moment, formulating my excuse. 

“I—I spent the night with a lady… We drank,” I said. 

“Oh, I see,” said Hans. “Well, perhaps you should put on some proper pants and we should start moving.” 

“Right away,” I said. 

The two men took one final look at my questionable attire and then left the room. 

On  the  bed  was  my  proper  clothing.  I  walked  over  and  then stopped when I heard—

One final cackle from the witch, Ophelia. It was the last time I would ever hear that voice. 

I  led  my  men  out  of  the  town  quickly,  not  looking  back. 

Jerome and Hans bragged about the “date” they had been on the previous night. The way they talked about me—Like I was some piece of cheap meat. 

When we arrived at the next town that night, I decided to skip the bar and headed straight for my room. I could hear Hans and Jerome  with  some  girl  they’d  picked  up  in  the  bar.  I  don’t  know why, but I felt as though I could feel Ophelia’s presence. Not just watching  over  me,  but  preparing  her  next  move  on  my  band mates. After all, they needed a good reality check. 







The End
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