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Chapter 1


Gretel
gestured for her brother to advance, but he shook his head and made her go
first. She almost complained, then decided it wasn’t worth it and moved forward
with her rapier in hand ready to skewer anything that tried to attack. Not that
she was able to see much past a few steps in front of her, but that wasn’t too
strange when you were out in the woods in the middle of the night and fog
decided to make an appearance.


Hansel was better on the
rearguard nonetheless. His prowess with the wheellock was greater than
Gretel’s, and he used one in each hand, trying to cover every possible angle
the witch might use to come at them.


A few more minutes of pointless
searching managed to make Gretel’s temper singe, and she turned to her brother,
eyeing him. “You know this is all your fault, right?”


He raised an eyebrow at her. “How
is it my fault exactly?”


“If you had shot her instead of
eyeing her chest she wouldn’t have been able to flee from us.” Gretel’s tone
was annoyed and it raised in volume.


Hansel smirked. “In my defense it
was a really nice chest, and you didn’t do much to stop her either.”


She growled at him, he shrugged,
and then casually fired over her shoulder. She turned almost before the witch
had time to screech in pain and advanced with her sword, thrusting at the
witch’s flank and drawing blood. Hansel shook his head: witches would always
attack whenever they thought their opponents were distracted, and he and his
sister had learned how to fool them a long time ago.


The witch screamed again, and
moved back. She was huge, almost eight feet tall, and nude, though the short
fur that covered her skin kept her modest. 


She hadn’t looked like that when
Hansel and Gretel crossed her path earlier, but then she shed her human gaze
and attacked them. Or perhaps she really was a pretty blonde who barely reached
Hansel’s shoulders and simply turned into a wolfwoman when needed - who knew
with witches.


The witch looked from brother to
sister, moving back, keeping them in her gaze, and then turned tail and fled
once more. Gretel groaned, and Hansel sighed. “I hate it when they do that,” He
complained under his breath, and his sister shot him a look. “What? It’s true.”


Gretel scowled and followed the
path the witch used to flee. “At least now we have a trail.” He heard her
mutter under her breath.


The siblings were physically
similar to one another. Both were tall and fit, but with their lives as witch
hunters that wasn’t too strange. Both were fairly attractive: they had high
cheekbones, and sharp shins; their eyes were a deep blue and their lips wide.
Their smiles could light up a room should they want to, or make someone cower
in fear, though Gretel used that smile far more often than her brother.


One of the few differences
between them was their hair. Hansel’s was a dark blond, almost brown, and he
wore it short. Gretel’s hair was light, almost golden, and she wore it to the
middle of her back. Her brother complained often about it, and how a witch
could use it against her if his sister wasn’t careful, but Gretel never
listened. To be fair, he rarely listened to her either.


Though tired they followed the
witch’s trail for hours, unwilling to let her escape. The several mutilated
bodies they had found while searching for her had showed she didn’t care for
human life, and they wouldn’t let her get away with it. Now that they had found
her they wouldn’t let her escape to kill another day, no matter how exhausted
they were. It wouldn’t be the first time they spent an entire night hunting something
either.


The trail of blood became more
pronounced, and they knew they were close. Their weapons were laced with a
poison used against witches, even their bullets, and that would keep the witch
from healing as quickly as her kind usually did. That would make her weak, and
force her to stop eventually.


Gretel shook her head. If the
witch wanted to defeat them she should have fought them hours ago. By now the
poison was in her system and, while it might not be enough to kill her, it
would weaken her in a fight. Granted, she and her brother were weaker now as
well, tired, but she doubted the other female was unaffected by exhaustion.


The sun’s light started to appear
in the horizon, and the siblings glanced at each other. With dawn the witch
would lose one of the few advantages she had over them, and the longer she
waited to attack the worse it would go for her. They needed to be ready for an
attack to come at any moment.


Rustling in the trees above them
made them exchange looks, but they didn’t glance up. It could be the wind, or
it could be their target, and in that case they didn’t want to alert her. It
wasn’t exactly easy to keep going while waiting for their enemy to drop on top
of them, but it needed to be done.


With each second that passed they
could see better as the darkness vanished bit by bit. It only took Gretel
glancing at the horizon for the witch to attack. The wolfwoman thought the
siblings distracted and dropped from one of the trees into Gretel’s figure,
only for the blonde to turn aside and raise her sword at the same time,
managing to pierce the witch’s side with the tip of it.


It wasn’t a big wound but enough
to make the witch scream in pain once more, screams that only increased in
volume when Hansel shot her again, twice. He discarded his weapons right after,
throwing them to the ground, and grabbed a couple of daggers, one in each hand.


The witch screeched in
frustration and anger, clutching at her wounds and glaring at the siblings once
more. Her figure was a wreck, her wounds were easily visible, and for a moment
Gretel feared the other female would try to flee once more. Then the witch let
her anger control her and advanced in Hansel’s direction, judging him the
lesser threat when he was armed with only a couple of daggers. Gretel almost
smirked: the witch didn’t know what she was going to face.


Hansel retreated a couple of
steps, and the look in his face could be called scared, but then he smirked and
with a quick twist of his wrist threw a dagger at the witch, forcing another
cry of pain out of her mouth when it sank into her upper leg. She stilled and
he advanced on her with the confidence of someone who couldn’t be defeated, who
had never been defeated.


The witch watched him come with a
surprised expression. He didn’t move fast, he didn’t rush, and she couldn’t
understand why he risked facing her directly. She only really understood he was
posturing to distract her when Gretel came from behind and pierced the back of
one of her knees with her rapier, driving her to her knees.


The witch lashed out with her
claws, trying to rake them down Gretel’s body, but the blonde was far faster
and got away without difficulty, and slipped away from the witch’s range before
being hit. Hansel used the opportunity to attack and slid his dagger down the
witch’s other arm, making her draw back almost immediately.


The wolfwoman looked from brother
to sister, trying to keep them both in sight, but the siblings moved in turn,
keeping the witch between them. Gretel made to attack and the witch turned in
her direction, only to be forced to turn back to Hansel when the man
approached. The two hunters eventually moved back, but they kept circling the
witch, keeping her in sight.


Time was on their side. The new
wounds in the witch’s body weren’t healing thanks to the poison they gave the
other woman with every one of their attacks, and the witch was weakening. They
knew it, and she knew it as well.


Gretel saw the precise moment the
other woman realized there would be no escape. First her face dropped and her
eyes started moving around almost desperately, looking for a way out only to
find there was none. Then rage filled her gaze: rage at the world, rage at
Gretel and Hansel, rage at everything. Then hate.


When the witch’s eyes came to
rest on her Gretel knew the other woman hated her as no one had ever hated her
before. And with that hate came a desire to destroy, to rip her apart and make
her suffer for everything she had ever done. Before Gretel could even try to
brace herself the witch leaped towards her.


Gretel’s sword being thrust
through her chest barely slowed the transformed witch, and only the blonde’s
hand against her wolf’s muzzle stopped her from sinking her teeth into Gretel’s
throat. The human struggled against the monster atop of her and would have
lost, even with the wounds the other suffered and the poison running through
her veins, if her brother didn’t arrive at her side and pressed his dagger
against the witch’s throat, slicing it and making the witch’s growls of rage
become whines of pain.


The two held unto the witch as
she struggled her last, Gretel wincing as the other’s claws successfully raked
down her sides, managing to wound her even through her leather armor. Eventually
the witch’s struggles ceased, and they pushed her aside. Gretel stayed where
she was, breathing deeply and trying to clear some of the witch’s blood that
fell on her face, while Hansel moved to make sure the witch was truly dead.
Once he did so he breathed deeply and helped his sister move to her feet.


Gretel winced when she
straightened, studying the wounds the witch inflicted on her and breathing
harshly.


“Should we head back?” Hansel
asked when he realized his sister was alright. Now that their task was finished
he couldn’t ignore his tiredness anymore, and he just wanted to sleep, but the
sooner they returned with the witch’s body the sooner they could leave the
region.


Gretel winced again as she
touched her side. “Later perhaps.” She met her brother’s eyes after a few
moments, smiling tiredly. “I fear I need to dress this wound before anything,
and we need to rest anyways.” One glance at the witch’s body had her frowning.
“I suppose we only need her head to prove her death, and should do something
about the body.”


Hansel frowned. “I’ll take care
of that. I think I hear water, there must be some kind of stream around here.
Go and clean yourself and dress your wounds. Then we’ll rest and set out.”


Gretel smiled at him and did as
he said, and Hansel turned with a grimace to the witch’s body.


It took Gretel about ten minutes
to find the stream, and then she sat down and started removing her armor. Even
the act of unlacing the front of it pained her, but she did her best to ignore
that pain. Slowly, she removed everything from her waist up and then cupped her
hands in the water, bringing them up and releasing the liquid on her side. It
stung, and she gritted her teeth and did it again and again, cleaning her
wound, then pressing a bit of cloth against it.


She dressed it quickly enough,
then relaxed for some moments, trying to regain her strength. After, she
cleaned her hands and dressed herself once more, moving out in search of her
brother. She found him where she left him.


Hansel was finishing the burial
of the witch’s corpse. There was a burlap sack filled with what must have been
her head resting against one of the trees, and Gretel looked away from it
quickly enough. Witches needed to be killed – there was no doubt there – but
Gretel hated the more squeaky parts of the job, and Hansel usually took care of
them. In turn she would be the one to cook while on the wild. It wasn’t that
she liked to cook all that much, but if she left it to Hansel they would starve
in short order.


They finished together and found
a place to spend the night, to rest before gathering themselves and returning
to the village elder that hired them to stop the witch.


“Do you think we’ll ever stop?”
Gretel asked later, laying atop of her bedroll, looking at the sun above
through the trees. She sighed and closed her eyes.


“What do you mean?” Hansel asked.


She waved a hand at the forest
around them. “I mean this. How long will we continue to hunt witches? When will
we settle down and just relax?”


Hansel took a few moments to
answer. He straightened and got to his feet, and then sat down beside Gretel.
She felt him, and she knew he was there, but she didn’t want to open her eyes,
she didn’t want to face him right then. “You know what witches do and what
they’ll keep doing. You know what they did to us when we were little.” Though
his words might indicate he was angry, his tone was placid and unconcerned.
“We’ve promised to stop them.”


“We’ve stopped enough of them.”
Gretel’s voice was so soft that Hansel wouldn’t have heard it if he wasn’t
right beside her.


The blond looked down at his
sister, pondering, then sighed. “If that’s what you believe we’ll do it. We’ll
stop and find a farm or an inn and spend the rest of our lives in boredom.”
Gretel opened her eyes and glanced at him, and he smiled down at her, prompting
her to give him a small smile in turn. He sighed again. “Who knows? Maybe I’ll
grow to like it.”











Chapter 2


“Are you
certain about this?” Hansel’s voice was a little doubtful, and Gretel wasn’t
able to meet his gaze, but she nodded.


“Yes. I know I said I wanted to
get out, to stop living this life, but we need to do this.” Granted that the
main reason why she wanted to help was the desperation she saw in Mikel’s eyes
when he talked to them, but she would feel like a monster if she didn’t help.


After they killed the wolf witch
they returned to the village of Oosterstadt to receive their prize. They did so
without difficulty, but there was someone waiting for them, someone hoping to
hire their services. Mikel was a man in his early thirties, broad shouldered
and somewhat handsome, and if not for the despair and fear in his eyes Gretel
would think him desirable. Unfortunately, he was desperate and begged them to
help.


The town of Stockheim was being
haunted by something that was kidnapping its people. Young men and women had
disappeared, amongst them Mikel’s bride, which was why he was so desperate to
get her back.


He begged and begged, and though
Hansel was reluctant due to his promise to his sister, Gretel couldn’t resist
the man’s plead and agreed to help.


“You know this won’t stop,
right?” Hansel’s tone got a little lower, trying to be as comforting as
possible. “People will always come to us for help if we don’t learn to say no
to them, and we’ll always get dragged in.”


Gretel shook her head. “This is
the last time. I can’t keep doing it, I want more. But I would feel really bad
if I didn’t help him.” She nodded in Mikel’s direction.


Hansel looked at his sister’s
face for some moments and then shrugged. “So long as you’re sure of it.”


Gretel nodded, though she
tightened her hold on the horse’s reins at the same time. She wasn’t sure of
anything.


After a few minutes, Mikel
spurred his horse forward, gaining some distance on the siblings and stopping
as they left the forest and entered a plain. “There,” The redheaded man pointed
at a town beside a river on the distance. “Stockheim. Come, lets us arrive as
early as we can.” Without another word the man spurred his horse even faster
and rushed ahead, and the siblings exchanged looks before following him at a
more sedate pace.


Hansel let his eyes move over the
town as he approached. Stockheim was bigger than he expected, though he had
heard of it before. The walls around the city were high and sturdy, and made
entirely of stone which not all towns managed. The gate at the entrance of the
city was a monstrosity of dark iron, and the guards beside its raised figure
were alarmed and armed.


Eyes moved over him and his
sister as they passed, but he detected a hint of relief in the men’s postures,
and he realized they suspected who they were. Hansel nodded at one, and the man
nodded back and gestured to one of the cobblestone streets in front of them.


Following the path, it didn’t
take long for the siblings to reach Mikel’s side. The man was already on his
feet, his horse nowhere in sight, and he was talking to an old man. He pointed
out at Hansel and Gretel when they approached.


“Greetings.” Gretel’s voice was
grave and understanding, knowing anything else would feel callous to people who
were grieving, and the two in front of her were grieving even if no bodies had
been found yet. Perhaps that had been part of the reason why she had accepted
this last job, she knew how hard it was to see a loved one lose their life.
“I’m Gretel and this is Hansel.” She gestured with one hand at her brother.


The blond only nodded at the two
men, starting to get down from his horse.


Mikel turned and called for
someone. “Henrik, come here and take their horses, boy.” A ten, eleven year old
child came out from the door beside Mikel and moved to the siblings, grabbing
the reins of Hansel’s horse and then Gretel’s when the woman descended. She
smiled at him, and the child smiled back with a couple of gaps in his teeth
before pulling the horses away.


Mikel stepped forward and
gestured at the man beside him. “This is Olaf, the mayor of our town, and
Irina’s grandfather.”


Irina was Mikel’s bride, and the
reason he had set out to acquire Hansel’s and Gretel’s services. That he had
been allowed to do so when they were so expensive became clear. Gretel didn’t
care about any of that however, and smiled gently at the old man beside Mikel,
reaching forward and grasping his hand when he offered it.


“I can’t put into words how much
your presence reassures me, hunters.” Despite his age, Olaf’s voice was strong,
certain, and the look in his eyes showed no hesitation. He was a grieving man,
but that didn’t mean he would let grief destroy or slow him down, and he would
do his best to find his granddaughter and stop whoever was behind the
disappearances.


“We’ll do our best to help.”
Hansel spoke out for the first time.


“I hope you can.” Olaf replied,
shaking his head afterwards and trying to center his thoughts. “Come inside my
office,” He gestured at the door from where Henrik had come out. “And I’ll
explain the situation as best as I can.”


They did as he said. The mayor’s
office was simple, and not too big. Certainly it wasn’t as grandstanding as
some mayor’s offices Gretel and Hansel had seen before, even though Stockheim
seemed to be a very successful town. Or perhaps that explained the lack of
opulence: maybe Olaf cared more about his town than his own comfort.


Hansel and Gretel sat on a couple
of chairs in front of the mayor’s desk, while Mikel remained standing by the
door and the mayor took his place. The older man seemed to hesitate for a few
moments, entwining his fingers and looking from one sibling to another,
wondering how to start.


“There’s not much I can tell you
about what’s happening. Truth is so far no one has seen anything suspicious,
and if it had been one or two people disappearing we would probably believe
they simply left, but now there’s almost thirty people missing, and most of
them had no reason to abandon their lives like this.” Olaf’s voice broke
slightly at the end, but he cleared his throat and seemed to regain his
strength. “I know my granddaughter was ecstatic with her upcoming marriage and
couldn’t stop talking about it. She wouldn’t flee.”


“No one has seen anything
strange?” Hansel questioned, looking from Olaf to Mikel near the door and back
again. “Signs of a struggle, anything?”


Both men shook their heads.
“Nothing. Sometimes people disappear in the middle of the night and aren’t seen
again. At times in the middle of the day: they say they’re going to do
something and don’t come back. Irina was going to the market before
disappearing, and no one has seen her again. I just know she never reached the stalls.”


The siblings exchanged looks,
wondering.


“I don’t know what is going on,
and I won’t pretend I do.” Olaf started after seeing their silent
communication. “But my granddaughter is gone as are many other young people of
this town, and everyone is panicked. I have people that are barricading
themselves inside their homes with fear of their loved ones disappearing, and
the terror hovering over the town is suffocating.”


Hansel shrugged. “You’re not
giving us much to work with here.” He met the mayor’s eyes and tried to
reassure him. “But we’ll do our best to solve the situation.”


“Do you,” Mikel started then
cleared his throat and tried to regain his courage. “Do you think those that
disappeared are alive?”


Gretel pursed her lips and
resisted the urge to look at her brother before answering. “They might, and
they might not. I couldn’t possibly tell you that with certainty, so let’s hope
for the best.”


Mikel nodded, but her words
didn’t reassure him all that much.


Olaf’s head dropped for some
moments, but then he seemed to regain his confidence and looked up, meeting the
sibling’s gazes. “Let’s hope so. Mikel will bring you to the captain of the
guard, Erik, and he’ll be at your disposition. Whatever you need for the
investigation he’ll provide. We just ask that you find whoever is causing the
disappearances and get rid of them.”


The siblings nodded at the old
mayor, and got to their feet, following after Mikel. The redhead took them
through the small cobblestone streets, further into the center of town, and the
siblings had to ignore most of the looks the people that passed graced them
with. They were afraid, and if Mikel wasn’t with them something might have
happened. As it was, some seemed to have an idea of who they were, and the
almost gratefulness Gretel saw in their eyes bothered her.


There weren’t as many people
around as one would expect from a town of Stockheim’s size, but fear of
disappearing would keep most hidden away in their homes. Gretel was so distracted
thinking about it that her brother’s hand on her shoulder almost made her jump.



“You ok?” He asked and she
nodded, trying to reassure her galloping heart. “What do you think about this?”


It took her a while to realize he
meant the disappearances. “It’s not good.” Her voice got a little lower as she
thought about it, and they let Mikel gain some distance between them before
continuing. “Making people disappear like that is hard. Either whatever
attacked them did so without anyone managing to put up a struggle, or they made
sure there wouldn’t be a struggle.”


That would be worse, and Hansel
knew it. He sighed. “I doubt it’s the first, not with this many people
vanishing.”


“But if those disappearing aren’t
making a struggle it’s because they’re enthralled and that means a witch, a
powerful one.” Gretel finished for him and then shook her head. “We couldn’t
have an easy hunt at the end, uh?”


Hansel nodded absently. “What do
you think the witch wants with the people she captured?” He seemed to think of something
and shuddered. “If she’s using them as sacrifices we might be in trouble. Who
knows what she could summon with the energy of that many lives.”


Gretel swallowed. She could only
hope that wasn’t it. “I hope not, though we can never be too sure. I don’t
think a witch this powerful would be stupid enough to summon something too
dangerous or she might end up being eaten by it. She’s probably using the
people for something else.”


“But what, exactly?” Hansel
questioned, though it was more rhetorical than anything. Gretel shrugged. The
two sped up and caught up to Mikel, who was so distracted that he didn’t even
notice they had stayed behind.


It didn’t take them long to
arrive at the guard’s barracks. Mikel talked with the guard at the entrance and
then gestured for them to come. They followed in and the guard came with them,
leading them into an office at the back of the barracks.


Mikel knocked at the wooden door.
“Erik. I’ve brought the hunters with me.” The man inside the room ordered them
in and Mikel opened the door without delay, once more gesturing for Hansel and
Gretel to follow.


Gretel almost stopped in surprise
when she entered, looking from Erik to Mikel and back again. They looked like
one another, far too similar for it to be a coincidence. Mikel saw her gaze and
smiled sadly. “Erik is my older brother.” He whispered under his breath, and
she nodded.


Erik’s gaze couldn’t be more
different from his brother’s. He seemed cold, and he certainly didn’t want them
there. Gretel could understand that. It wouldn’t be the first time she and her
brother had problems with the guard. Most guardsmen didn’t like relying on
others to keep their people safe, and witches were certainly something most
town guards were unable to keep their people safe from.


“I’m going to be honest with
you.” Hansel and Gretel exchanged glances. Rarely something good followed those
words. “I was against hiring you to investigate this problem, I thought it
unnecessary.” He paused and breathed deeply, and glanced once at his younger brother.
“But I know when I’m out of my depth, and what matters is getting our people
back without deaths.”


“Do you believe your people are
alive?” Hansel’s words made the other men uncomfortable, and they exchanged
glances once more. Gretel’s brother saw it and smiled, gently, trying to appear
innocuous. “Don’t take me wrong, I can’t say one way or the other yet, I just
want to know if there’s anything you’ve found that might indicate they’re still
alive.”


Erik pursed his lips. “Not
exactly, but you could call it a gut feeling.” He shook his head and tried to
explain. “It doesn’t make sense to go to all this trouble to get our people out
of town simply to kill them. Why not kill them in place, if that was the objective
of whoever is behind this? Why go to all the trouble and theatrics?”


“Theatrics?” 


The guard’s captain looked at the
female hunter. “What would you call how these kidnappings have been done?
Someone is trying to spread fear and misery around, at least that’s what I
believe.”


Hansel and Gretel exchanged looks
once more. He might not be wrong. From what they’ve heard the cause behind the
disappearances was probably a witch of some kind, and certainly most of these
would be all too happy to create chaos and anarchy around them. It helped with
some spells, eased the summoning of some beings, and if the witch was truly
intending on casting some dangerous dark spell it would help. Dark called to
dark, and there were few emotions darker than fear, grief and despair.


“That could be true.” Hansel admitted.
They didn’t need to work against the other man, not if he was truly willing to
help. “There are some spells that can be enhanced by an ambient of dark
emotions. It might mean we’re seeing the work of a witch.”


The captain’s hands tightened
slightly into fists before he could control himself. “Are you sure?”


Hansel shrugged. “We can never be
truly certain about anything of the dark, but from what we’ve seen so far we
would probably bet it’s a witch of some kind.” Gretel nodded beside him, and
the man in front of them seemed to breathe a little harder. Hansel smiled when
he saw how nervous the other man was. “Witches are some of the most powerful
dark creatures around because they’re so varied. They aren’t like vampires or
orcs who behave mostly the same and have the same abilities.”


“Witches can be very different
from one another, both in behavior and abilities.” Gretel continued from where
her brother stopped, making sure the men in front of them understood the
danger, and just how hard it might be to defeat their foe if a witch was indeed
behind the disappearances. “Before we came here we fought a witch that could
turn into a wolf monster, kind of like a werewolf but weaker. We didn’t have
much trouble defeating that one, but it isn’t always that easy.”


The captain nodded. “I can’t say
I understand much of the business of killing witches, but I’m aware of how
dangerous they can be. I’m not going to underestimate any of them. If one is
behind the disappearances we’ll let you take command, and me and my men will do
everything to help you.” He met Gretel’s gaze, then Hansel’s. “I want whoever
is behind this found and killed. I want to save our people and bring my
brother’s bride back – you can be sure of it.”


“Good.” Hansel’s tone was
satisfied, and Gretel almost shot him a look. “Then we’ll need to talk with the
families of the missing, try to find out if they were acting strange before
their disappearances.”


“Already done, but you can talk
to them again if you like. None noticed anything out of the ordinary going on,
their relatives simply vanished.”


“No signs of struggle, no
indication where they were taken to?” Gretel asked.


The captain shrugged. “No signs
of struggle, no, but we found a suspicious amount of tracks directed towards
the forest. We combed the place though and didn’t find anything out of the
ordinary, so that could be nothing. I fear that if there’s something there we
won’t find it easily.”


“We might take a look, but
perhaps it’s better to exhaust all the possibilities inside the town. We wouldn’t
gain anything by losing time searching the wrong place.” 


The captain nodded at Hansel’s
words. “You’re the expert. If you want I can lead you to some of the homes of
the missing persons and you can talk to their relatives.”


Hansel and Gretel looked at one
another. “Very well. We should also talk to the people who arrived in town just
before the disappearances started.”


Erik winced at that, rising from
his seat slowly. “That might not be as easy as it sounds. Stockheim isn’t
exactly small and people arrive every day. We’ll do our best though.”


The next hours were spent talking
to the relatives of those who disappeared and some of the people that arrived
at the city. Gretel wasn’t expecting to find anything that would solve their
case immediately, but the lack of any useful information was still
disheartening. No one had seen or heard anything, none of the people who
arrived in town at the time were in any way suspicious.


It was irritating and
aggravating, but she calmed herself down. It wouldn’t be the first time they
had to spend weeks investigating something, and unless something changed
quickly it would take a long time to solve the entire issue.


That night, after an entire day
of walking around and interrogating people, Hansel and Gretel retreated to the
inn where they would spend their time in Stockheim. It was a cozy place, and
the warmth as they entered was the first thing the blonde noticed. With one
look at her side she saw her brother closing his eyes and enjoying the warmth
as well. Winter was almost upon them, and soon the horizon would be filled with
snow in every direction. The nights were already cold.


There were plenty of people
inside the inn, drinking and talking loudly, and Hansel and Gretel exchanged
looks. Most people seemed afraid to venter out of their homes, but the inn was
full. Mikel smiled when Gretel asked him about it.


“We can be a stubborn lot,” He
answered. “Most of us know we would be safer at home, but don’t want to appear
afraid or weak. It’s stupid, but reassuring somewhat.”


Gretel couldn’t see exactly what
was reassuring about risking your life for a pint of mead, but she didn’t say
anything. It wasn’t her place. If someone wanted to risk their lives simply to
get drunk they could.


The siblings got a room from the innkeeper
and put their things away, moving down and finding a table afterwards, wanting
to relax a little. At the corner of the room a drunken bard was trying to play
a lute but he failed more often than not though the act itself was amusing in
some way. Men and women drank, others laughed at bawdy jokes, some let their
tempers get the better of them and fights almost broke out.


All in all, it was something
Gretel had seen before in plenty of taverns and inns, and for one moment she
almost forgot the city was being besieged by some creature that preyed on its
inhabitants.


A barmaid reached their table,
and Gretel’s thoughts fled her mind. She had seen her fair share of beauties in
her life: her brother and she had saved princesses and queens before, as well
as noble and warrior women. Even some of the witches she had fought could
honestly be called beautiful, though most had some tint of something monstrous
in their figure. The redhead that smiled down at her and her brother was more
striking than any of them. 


She was tall and long haired,
with a mane of curls falling down her figure. The color of her hair was that of
blood, a deep red that almost seemed something darker at times. Her face was
heart shaped, with high cheekbones and a small chin. Her lips were a lighter
red than her hair, almost pink, and full. They turned upwards into a smirk at
the gazes from the siblings.


Gretel looked down, and had to
pay attention to the barmaid’s body. There was no way she could deny the other
woman was curvaceous, not when the redhead’s breasts were barely constrained by
her corset. The female hunter spent an inordinate amount of time gazing at that
area before realizing what she was doing and looking away.


“What can I do for you,
handsome?” The barmaid asked Hansel, then turned her gaze to Gretel.
“Beautiful?”


Hansel smirked and opened his
mouth, and Gretel had to resist the temptation to reach out and slap him in the
back of his head. He always flirted with every woman who paid him even the
slightest bit of attention, and most of the times Gretel didn’t care about it,
but it irritated her now. They had just arrived and their task wouldn’t be
easy; why couldn’t Hansel behave like his age would suggest?


“There are so many things you can
do for me I don’t believe I can name them all.” Hansel’s voice was smooth,
suave, but his words didn’t quite have the effect he wanted. The barmaid’s lips
twitched in something like amusement, and she leaned over their table, giving
them a glimpse of her cleavage.


Gretel would forever deny it
attracted her attention. Hansel wouldn’t be able to however. He eyed the
barmaid’s chest and his eyes grew wide, and then the redhead laughed, loudly,
her chest heaving, and she leaned back, leaving a couple of blushing siblings
behind.


Despite her embarrassment, Gretel
knew her brother was feeling worse than she did, and decided to get back at
him. “I’m sorry for my brother,” Gretel started, and she didn’t even notice
that her voice had gained an edge of softness that was particularly rare,
sounding almost like Hansel’s voice before. “Sometimes he can’t keep it in his
pants.”


Hansel shot her a betrayed look,
but the barmaid laughed again, amused, and the smile she gave Gretel made her
smile in turn. “It’s nothing I’m unused to, beautiful.” Those words were
followed by a smirk that made Gretel shift in place, and cough to clear her
throat.


“What can we call you?”


“I’m Katya.” The redhead smiled
at Gretel once more, and then sighed, seemingly remembering her task. “What can
I get the two of you?”


They ended up following most of
the other patrons and drank mead, and then let the sounds of revelry around the
room wash over them. Gretel barely paid attention to the other patrons. She
couldn’t help but follow Katya through the room with her eyes, always paying attention
to what the barmaid was doing. More than once the redhead caught her, but she
would only smile as Gretel turned her head away as if she hadn’t been staring.


Eventually time went on and the
siblings got to their feet and returned to their room, but not before Gretel
exchanged a last glance with Katya.











Chapter 3


The
following week didn’t bring anything to solve their mystery despite another
person disappearing in the meanwhile. A young man who had barely arrived in
town, but who was fit and somewhat handsome. That was perhaps the only common
link between those who disappeared: they were all healthy, and beautiful. Hansel
and Gretel didn’t know why that mattered to the witch, what benefit she could
get from it, but it was a clue.


It made Gretel fear for Katya.
She knew her brother was also worried about the barmaid, but his interest on
the redhead was not as broad as Gretel’s. She didn’t know why the sight of the
other woman affected her so, and why she felt so shy around her. It irritated
her, and her state of mind wasn’t helped by the lack of progress they were
facing in their investigations.


They had no suspects, and no
clear motive either. People disappeared from all over town, and they couldn’t
find why they were chosen besides their physical characteristics. It was
maddening in a way.


“I fear we don’t have a choice
but to try the forest once more.” Hansel said at the end of the seventh day
since they were in town when the siblings met with Erik and his guards.
“There’s nothing to be found here or that we’ll be able to find if we continue
as we have so far.”


Erik nodded slightly. “I have to
agree. If we continue like this we might not find our people before something
permanent happens.” His tone of voice let Gretel understand he feared it was
already too late for that, but hoped it wasn’t.


She sighed and closed her eyes,
and when she opened them again she was resolute. “Then warn your men, tell them
to prepare and tomorrow at dawn we’ll set out for the woods.”


They nodded and the siblings
returned to the inn, worried about what the next day would bring them. Gretel
exchanged a smile with Katya before moving to her room, but it wasn’t as lively
as it used to be.


Later that night she was alone in
her room when someone knocked at the door. With a furrowed brow, and picking up
one of her brother’s daggers on the way, Gretel moved to the door and opened
it. Katya’s visage almost made her drop her weapon: the redhead smiled at her,
brightly, and showed a bottle of mead and a pair of cups. Gretel swallowed
without even thinking about it.


“Aren’t you supposed to be
serving the tables?” The blonde asked as she moved aside and silently gave
Katya entrance into the room.


The redhead shrugged, sending
curls flying around her figure. Her smirk was positively devious. “Maybe, but
no one will blame me for slipping out for a few minutes to visit my favorite
guest.”


“Your favorite?” Gretel smiled
somewhat arrogantly, but then her brother had been flirting with Katya since
the day they arrived in town, trying to get into her pants, and he hadn’t
succeeded. She didn’t know why, but that made her feel better, especially when
Katya clearly showed she preferred her company.


Katya just nodded, then moved and
sat on Gretel’s bed, starting to pour mead into the cups. She offered one to
Gretel who drank a bit, finding herself uncommonly thirsty.


The two talked for what felt like
hours to the blonde, but ended up being perhaps half-an-hour or less. She
couldn’t help herself when she was with Katya. Her eyes stubbornly roved over
the other woman’s figure, and she loved to hear the redhead’s voice. She wanted
to know everything there was to know about the other woman, but in the end she
was the one who ended up divulging her past.


Gretel told Katya things she had
never told anyone before, some not even to her brother, and she couldn’t
explain why. It wasn’t the mead – she hadn’t drunk enough of it to loosen her
tongue quite so much – it was something about Katya herself. There was
something about her that seemed to reassure Gretel, and she felt safe. So safe
she even told the other woman about her mother and how she died, and about how
she and Hansel were raised by a witch who intended to kill them in time and eat
them.


They ended up killing that witch,
and what they learned under her tutelage made them effective hunters, but she
had never told anyone about it before.


Katya heard her tale with a
marveled gaze and did her best to comfort Gretel when it was needed, putting
one arm around Gretel’s shoulder, reassuring her and convincing the blonde to
reveal more and more of her life.


“That doesn’t matter any longer,”
Gretel said eventually, once she had gotten rid of the weight in her heart. It
felt freeing to let go of the many fears and doubts she still held in her
chest. She turned to Katya and smiled, gaining a smile in turn. “Thank you for
this.”


Katya shrugged, and Gretel
couldn’t help the glimpse she threw at the other woman’s cleavage. “I’m here
for you whenever you need it.”


“That might not last much
longer.” She didn’t mean to say it quite like that, and rushed to explain when
Katya tilted her head. “Tomorrow we’ll set out to the forest and hopefully find
whoever’s behind the kidnappings. If it works we won’t spend much longer in
town.”


“Interesting.” There was
something almost dark in Katya’s tone, but when Gretel met her eyes she didn’t
see anything out of the ordinary.


They talked for a little while longer,
but then Katya said her goodbyes. She needed to return to her job, and Gretel
needed to rest for the next day. Shortly after Katya left the room Hansel
returned, and the siblings laid down to sleep.


They were woken sometime before
dawn by an excited guard telling them that one of the missing persons had
returned. The siblings exchanged glances, dressed themselves and followed the
guard all the way to the barracks. Erik was already waiting for them, and he
gestured for them to follow.


“Irina is back,” He started with
something that could only be called relief. His little brother’s bride was
back. “She doesn’t remember much and she wasn’t exactly coherent when I left
her, but I hope she’ll improve with a little rest.”


They found her asleep with her
head atop of Erik’s desk, and they decided to let her rest. Mikel appeared and
took his bride home, and the ones left behind plotted together. 


“Do we comb through the forest or
not?” Erik asked the siblings, letting them make the decision.


Hansel and Gretel exchanged
glances. “We should leave it for tomorrow at least. Let’s see if Irina has
anything to say about what happened. Disorientation is normal when someone is
freed from being enthralled.”


What none of them talked about
was how convenient it was that someone escaped just as they were about to
search the woods. It was as if the witch knew what they were going to do and
decided to anticipate them. Neither of the siblings said anything about it to
Erik. The man didn’t wonder about the timing, but they feared someone on the
guard was working with the witch, and suddenly they didn’t know who to trust.


They waited until later that day,
knowing they couldn’t completely believe in whatever Irina would tell them, and
that the woman might still remain under the witch’s control.


“I don’t know what caught me,”
Irina told them that afternoon. The woman was seated in her bed with her covers
pulled as far up as they would go. She looked from Mikel to her grandfather and
then to Hansel and Gretel. “And I don’t remember how I was taken out of the
city, but I was held in the woods.”


Erik, Hansel and Gretel exchanged
looks then prompted the young woman to continue and she did so with some
difficulty.


“I spent my days as if in a daze,
and I don’t remember much of what followed, but in the middle of the night I
woke up as myself and I had to escape. So I did. I could barely think, and I
was exhausted, but I walked and walked until I reached the gates, and then the
guards saved me.”


Gretel pursed her lips. She
couldn’t find a hole in the story, and what Irina described was what someone
who had just broken a witch’s thralldom would feel, but she still believed the
entire situation too convenient. A glance exchanged with her brother showed
Hansel thought just like her.


Still, they had an opportunity
there. Even if Irina was a trap it meant they must have been inconveniencing
the witch in some way for her to act differently. They could always spring the
trap and see where that took them. It wouldn’t be the safest path, but they had
done it successfully before.


“Do you think you would be able
to take us back to where you were captive?” Hansel’s voice made everyone turn
to him. Irina’s grandfather grew angry at the hunter, and Mikel wasn’t far
behind. Gretel saw as Erik grimaced but didn’t say anything. He understood
where her brother was coming from, and how they might be able to save those who
disappeared if Irina could lead them to the location.


“I can.” Irina’s soft voice broke
the tension and her grandfather, and promised, turned to her, but she didn’t
pay them much attention. Her gaze seemed lost far away, and then she shuddered
and looked directly into Hansel’s eyes. “I’ll lead you to her.”


Those words, more than anything,
convinced Gretel Irina was still enthralled. There was a sliver of awe when she
talked about the witch that was unnatural. Hansel looked her way and Gretel
nodded. It was a trap, and they were going to spring it.


They tried to get more
information out of Irina, but soon stopped and let her rest. When the siblings started
to move out they gestured for Erik to come with them. “Irina might not be aware
of it, but this can be a trap. The witch might have released her to force us to
go to her.” Gretel didn’t say anything about how she believed Irina was still
under the witch’s control: Erik was Irina’s friend, and more often than not
friends reacted badly to accusations like those.


He cursed, and then nodded in
understanding. “I’ll tell my men to be ready for anything, and I’ll bring as
many of them as I can.”


Gretel smiled and Hansel nodded,
and then they turned on their feet and left. “We’ll have to get ready
ourselves, won’t we?” Hansel’s voice was completely relaxed and for a moment
Gretel almost shook her head. She wasn’t looking forward to the fight, but he
almost seemed to.


They spent the next hours making
their preparations, being careful not to let anyone see just how worried they
really were. More than ever they were sure the witch had spies in town, or at
least a way to acquire information she shouldn’t possess, and they wouldn’t
take any unnecessary risk.


Eventually the day passed, and
night fell over Stockheim.


“Look at what the weather dragged
in.” Gretel momentarily glared at Katya for the pun, but the redhead only
chuckled, letting her eyes move over both hunters. 


It annoyed Gretel. She didn’t
mind Katya eyeing her like that one bit, but she hated how the other woman
would then gaze at her brother. She wanted to be the only one Katya watched and
appreciated, and though part of her knew why she refused to acknowledge it.  


“Milady.” Hansel’s tone turned
soft and his eyes brightened at Katya’s presence, and Gretel had to look away.
She wanted to hit him, and yet this was something he had done a thousand times
before with plenty of women. Why should it bother her?


Katya just smiled as Hansel
grabbed her hand and brought it to his lips, and then smirked in Gretel’s
direction. That made the blonde scoff and walk past the other two, and she
didn’t look back when Hansel called for her. She was tired and hungry and irritated,
and for the moment she just wanted to be alone.


Gretel went to the room she
shared with her brother and laid down on the bed for a bit, poising her weapons
beside her on the floor and trying to relax. She must have slept for a while
because when she noticed night had fallen completely, and she got to her feet,
intending to take a bath.


She searched for Katya but didn’t
find her and asked one of the other barmaids to heat some water, then relaxed
into the tub and closed her eyes, letting the warmth of the water ease away the
aches in her body, letting it wash her worries away. Gretel left the tub with a
smile in her lips, and cleaned herself with a towel. When she finished she
picked up her clothes and dressed herself, and then started on the trek back to
her bedroom.


It was as she was passing by
Katya’s room that she heard it: a giggle, and then a rough voice. Before Gretel
could move away the door opened and her brother and Katya stumbled out of it,
their arms around one another. She froze, and then had to swallow past a sudden
knot in her throat, trying to make her legs move, trying to move away before
they saw her, but it was not to be.


Katya was the first one to notice
her presence. She leaned back from Hansel with a guilty look. It was enough to break
the hold the situation had on Gretel and she started walking without another
word, ignoring the murmuring and calls from the two behind her. Once she was
out of their sight she sped up and ran to her bed and laid down, pulling the
covers as high up as they could go, hiding herself from the world. Safe in her
fortress of cloth, Gretel let the tears she tried to hold back run down her
face and wept.


She fell asleep in short order.











Chapter 4


“Are you
going to give me the silent treatment the entire day?”


Gretel ignored her brother’s
voice and kept moving, looking one way and the other, trying to keep as much of
the forest in sight as she could. She was pissed, furious, and yet she couldn’t
admit why that was, not even to herself. It wasn’t the first time she had
caught Hansel with a woman, and in some of the previous times it had been in
worse situations – like walking in on him when he was between a woman’s legs.


It hadn’t been with Katya though.
One of her eyes stubbornly ached and Gretel rubbed her fist against it,
refusing to admit she almost let a tear fall once again. She started moving
faster, unwilling to let Hansel see her reaction.


He released his breath in a loud
sigh but said nothing and just followed, one hand on top of a wheellock pistol
ready for trouble.


Gretel could barely understand
herself either. She barely knew Katya, so why should she be so pissed that
Hansel involved himself with the redhead? Why was she so hurt? Was it that she
wanted to be the one with the barmaid? She shook her head, barely able to
believe it. Erik’s words cut through her thoughts.


“Irina says we’re close.” The
captain was standing beside the young woman, one arm around her shoulders,
trying to both support her and keep her upright. Irina’s eyes moved around in a
rush, and she seemed disoriented, but Erik’s grip steadied her.


Hansel and Gretel exchanged
looks, their previous animosity forgotten momentarily. They needed to be
careful: whatever the witch intended to do would soon come. They weren’t the
only ones feeling a sudden rise of tension. The guards that came with them also
started looking around, fear coloring their motions, trying to see if the witch
was close.


There was nothing out of the
ordinary near, and they all looked once more to Irina. She simply nodded
forward, silently telling them where to go. Hansel grabbed a wheellock in each
hand and took point, advancing in front of the others. Erik picked a wheellock
as well, and a couple of guards had muskets with them, but the rest had brought
spears and swords and that was what they used.


Gretel took her rapier out of its
sheathe and breathed deeply, trying to prepare herself for what would come.
Nothing could have done so.


Bodies started appearing from the
woods, and in the dim lighting she almost believed them to be zombies at first,
but then one of the guard spoke out. “That’s Rory, and that’s Nyssa.” The
people that were coming out of the woods were alive, but they weren’t acting of
their own volition. Gretel could see it in their blank eyes, and in how they
moved. The witch was controlling all of them at once, and for the first time
Gretel realized it might not be a fight they could win.


Against their people, especially
once they realized they were still alive, the guards didn’t dare attack, but
that ended up playing into the witch’s hands. “We need to do something.” Gretel
spoke out loud to everyone on her side. Ever since they recognized the ones
coming at them as the missing people they started retreating, but they were
still catching up.


“But what? We can’t just attack
our own people.” Erik protested.


Gretel was about to remind him
that his people didn’t seem to mind hurting him, but she was too late. In a
move that no one was expecting, Irina reached out and grabbed a knife from the
belt around Erik’s waist and then thrust it into his belly. 


The stillness that fell over the
group for a moment didn’t last. One of the guards almost advanced on Irina,
even as Erik fell to the ground and tried to crawl away, but another guard
stopped him, and a sudden shiver crawled up Gretel’s spine. That sense of
wrongness just increased as other guards turned on their companions and friends
and attacked them, and Gretel realized they couldn’t win. Not then. The witch’s
trap was too well thought out, and she could only trust her brother.


Fortunately, the witch’s thralls
seemed to be trying to incapacitate the guards instead of killing them
outright. When one came for Gretel she thrust her rapier through one of his
arms, forcing him to drop his weapon, and then kicked him between his legs. It
wasn’t something honorable, but it would keep him down for a bit.


“We need to escape.” She talked
to Hansel, who was looking at the fight around them in confusion. She grabbed
his shoulder and shook him. “Follow me, we need to go.”


She turned and started running
deeper into the forest, and after a bit Hansel followed after her. They ran and
ran, for minutes, and Gretel only stopped when the sounds of fighting had
vanished completely. She was breathing hard with her hands braced on her knees
when she heard a sound coming from her brother’s direction.


A glance at Hansel showed him
coughing, and then clenching his hands as hard as he could, and Gretel went to
him. She wasn’t expecting the punch he gave her when she reached near, and she
fell, realizing at once what happened and trying to protect herself, but it was
not to be. With her on the ground Hansel had no trouble up following his attack
and he kicked her, again and again, until Gretel felt something break in her
arm and screamed. The last thing she remembered before losing consciousness was
the hit to the back of her head.


She didn’t know how much time had
passed when she woke. She found herself on a bed of leaves in what seemed to be
a cavern illuminated by torches, and she looked around, trying to seek out her
brother or the one who controlled him, but she found nothing.


A moment later she touched her
arm where Hansel had broken it, but found nothing out of the ordinary. It
didn’t pain her, and she wasn’t hurt, and she wondered if she hadn’t imagined
the whole ordeal. Then she looked around and knew she hadn’t.


“I healed you.” Katya’s voice
sent a shiver racing down Gretel’s back as the woman appeared from the shadows.
Somehow she wasn’t surprised at seeing the redhead, not after realizing the
witch had gotten to her brother. Sex was something many witches used to get
close to their targets, and Gretel supposed she was lucky enough to have
avoided that fate with the redhead. “I need you healthy for my plans to
succeed.”


“And what plans are those?”
Gretel kept her voice soft, unworried. She was unarmed, and there was no way
she could defeat a witch as powerful as Katya without a weapon of some kind,
but she was still alive and in control of herself, which meant the other woman
needed her for something.


She would have a chance to get
back at her.


“Aren’t you surprised about who I
am?” The redhead seemed genuinely curious, but Gretel didn’t care. She just
shrugged and let Katya come up with her own justifications for her lack of
surprise.


With a little bit of luck she
might even make the other woman believe she knew who she was all along and this
was some kind of trap. Only not really. Not when Katya had control of Hansel.


“Well then, I’m not going to
waste any time.” Katya’s lips stretched into a smirk and part of Gretel wanted
to shrink back. Before, when she looked at Katya, the redhead invoked a sense
of peace in her, made her want to smile and laugh and be happy. Now she made
her shiver in something like fear and she hated it. “I have a proposition for
you, beautiful, and if you accept I’ll release the people I captured. Your
brother included, of course, and all of those that came with you to the
forest.”


“And why would you need my
cooperation?” Gretel had a pretty good idea why, but she wanted to make sure.
There were certain spells that could only be cast with the target’s approval,
or they would do nothing. “Why not control my mind and force me to do whatever
you want?”


Katya shrugged. “Call me old
fashioned but I prefer to get someone willing into my bed.”


Gretel just blinked. “What?” Then
she processed the words. “Are you mad? I’ll never sleep with you.”


“Are you certain?” The redhead
leaned forward, and Gretel hated how her eyes moved of their own volition to
gaze at the cleavage displayed. She fumed a little when she was caught, and her
cheeks pinked, but she did her best not to let Katya’s smirk bother her.
“Because I’ve seen how you watch me, and I recognized the jealousy in your face
when you saw your brother come out of my room. You can’t lie to me, beautiful.”


“Whatever interest I felt for you
vanished the moment I found out you were a witch.”


“So, about two minutes ago?”
Katya leaned forward once more with a smile, and Gretel found herself scooting
back in her bed of leaves. The redhead’s smile widened and she moved forward,
kneeling next to the blonde.


Gretel wanted to lash out at the
other woman, kick her away, put her hands around Katya’s throat and squeeze
until the woman couldn’t breathe any longer, but she doubted she would succeed.
Most witches were behind the ability of a normal human to defeat, and though
she had a lot of experience hunting witches she had always had her brother’s
presence at her side and her trusty weapon.


The redhead reached with her
hand, quicker than Gretel imagined possible, and poised it against the blonde’s
cheek. Gretel’s eyes grew wide and then she stilled completely, starting to
understand just how out of her depth she really was.


“Do you know why I’ve come to
this place?” Katya started softly, tilting her head one way or the other as she
talked to Gretel. Suddenly her mannerisms were off, inhuman, and whatever shred
of normality she clung to disappeared. The one in front of her would have never
been able to fool Gretel, but it seemed Katya was a great actor when she wanted
to. “I want a progeny. I’m old, little Gretel, I’ve seen centuries pass by me,
and I’m tired. I want to rest.”


Something like hope started
shining in Gretel’s eyes, but the other woman chuckled and made sure to quell
it quickly.


“I’m not suicidal, girl. I’m
thinking of doing like the bears in winter and sleep a long sleep, let more
centuries pass by me and awaken in a new era.” Her touch became firm, harder,
and her smirk was devious. “But I want to leave something of myself behind.
There should be someone to remember my name, an heir of sorts. I want you to be
its mother.”


“You’re mad.” Gretel said through
gritted teeth, unable to look away from Katya’s eyes. They were changing in
front of her, becoming slightly bigger, sharper somehow, and turning a golden
yellow.


“My state of mind in nothing
influences this decision. And I’m not mad, just evil.” Katya pressed a kiss
against Gretel’s cheek, making the blonde scramble back, at least until she hit
the cavern’s wall and couldn’t flee anymore. “It’s not that great of a
sacrifice, is it? You’ve desired me from the moment you’ve seen me.”


“You can go fuck…” Gretel’s words
caught in her throat because in that moment her brother appeared and stepped forward,
stopping close to them. His eyes were blank, and he had her rapier in hand.
Before she could do anything, Katya had gotten to her feet and stopped beside
him, picking up Gretel’s weapon.


“I can what?” The point of
Gretel’s rapier stopped at various points over her brother’s body, and she
trembled. The threat implicit on the motion was clear, and Gretel shut up.
Katya smiled. “I’m being very generous with my proposition, beautiful. You
accept my proposal and I’ll be able to cast a fertility spell on you that will
guarantee you’ll get pregnant.” As she said it, Katya snapped her fingers and
Hansel stepped back, poising his hands against her body and starting to unlace
her dress.


Gretel didn’t say anything, but
she couldn’t stop herself from following the reveal of Katya’s curves,
marveling at how soft the witch’s skin seemed. She looked away when she
realized she was doing it, and only looked back when she heard a metallic
sound. Katya had dropped her sword in the ground, and for a moment Gretel almost
lunged for it, but she stopped when she saw her brother kissing the witch with
abandon, lost in desire.


She watched them kiss with
tongue, and then shuddered when her brother moved away and revealed Katya in
all her glory. It wasn’t the redhead’s magnificent breasts that left Gretel’s
breathless, though they might have been able to at any other time; it wasn’t
the many curves that made Katya’s body. It was the cock she sported between her
legs, a large and sinuous appendage that made Gretel swallow despite herself.


“Or I can kill those under my
thrall, your brother included, and spend the next weeks and months making sure
you’ll carry my child anyway. It’s your choice.”


It wasn’t a choice at all, and
Gretel only didn’t accept it readily because she didn’t know how much she could
trust the other’s word. She wouldn’t sacrifice her brother’s life, and there
wasn’t much she could do to fight the other woman.


She looked at Katya and glared.
Part of her wanted to strangle her, wanted to make the witch pay, but there was
another that was attracted to the other female much to her consternation. The
redhead was a monster, and a villain, but Gretel couldn’t help how she felt.


Gretel took one last glimpse
around, trying to see if there was anything besides her sword she could use
against Katya, a weapon, something. She wasn’t lucky. “How can I trust
you?” She asked eventually, meeting Katya’s gaze. “You’re a witch, you’re evil,
there’s no reason for me to trust you.”


Katya smirked. “It seems you’ll
have to take a leap of faith.” She took a couple of steps towards Gretel, and
the blonde eyed her member swaying from side to side, swallowing in something
she couldn’t quite describe. “Do you accept my proposition or not?” Her tone
became curt.


Gretel looked aside before
answering. “Yes.”


“Good.” Katya smiled once more,
happiness in her face. “Then crawl to me and give me a kiss.” 


The manner in which she curled
her hand around her cock showed where she wanted that kiss, but Gretel’s pride
made her fight against the witch’s will. She shook her head and remained still.


“If you don’t I can always get
your brother to prepare me for fucking you.” Without any word or gesture from
Katya’s part Hansel moved and kneeled in front of her, and then Gretel’s
brother reached out with one hand, grasping the cock.


“Stop.” Gretel screamed
immediately. She couldn’t let Hansel do such a thing, even if he was being
mind-controlled. Her brother would hate it, and he would never forget it. He
had spent his entire life protecting her, the least she could do now was
protect him. “I’ll do it, but please don’t force him.”


“Very well.” At Katya’s words
Hansel got to his feet and moved aside, and Gretel slowly started moving
forward.


She shot a glance at her brother
and turned to Katya. “I don’t want him here. Send him away, don’t make him
watch.” For a moment she feared Katya would insist, but the redhead looked at
her, and then gestured with her head and Gretel’s brother left the area without
a word.


Gretel sighed, and took a couple
of steps forward, stopping in front of Katya. She looked at the woman’s face
for some moments, then down at her member, and with reluctance she fell to her
knees. She stayed still at first, and looked away from Katya’s sex, but a
caress on her hair made her turn. She had no choice, and so she faced the
challenge ahead of her.


Katya’s cock was a wrinkled
little thing, much like that of any man when they weren’t hard, though hers
didn’t have a scrotum and balls underneath. With hesitation, Gretel reached out
and touched it, and marveled at the texture of the skin, at its softness, and
at how it seemed to jump at her touch. It started swelling quickly enough,
especially once Gretel circled it and started to pump.


It grew hard and big, and pre-cum
gathered at its tip. Without quite meaning to, Gretel brushed the tip of it and
started spreading the lubricant all over the rod, and Katya chuckled. “It’s not
that I’m not appreciating your hand, beautiful, but if you don’t start using
your mouth I’m going to tell your brother to come back here.”


Gretel glared at her, but there
was no way she could win. She closed her eyes for a second, then opened them
and moved forward, pressing her lips against the tip.


It wasn’t the first time she did
something like that. Though she couldn’t say she had much experience, she had
lain with some men before, and learned a few tricks. She never expected to use
them on a witch however.


She brushed her lips against
Katya’s cock, laying a kiss on the tip, then another on the rod itself, moving
down to the base. There she found Katya’s female sex, resting between engorged
nether lips, and Gretel paused for a moment just to gaze at it. Then she
blinked and continued, returning once again to the head of Katya’s cock.


She had no time to waste, and
nothing to gain from taking longer than needed, and so she opened her mouth and
let Katya’s cock take refuge within, pressing her lips against the other
woman’s rod. The tightness was enough to make Katya groan, and she threaded her
fingers through Gretel’s hair, caressing.


The blonde started lapping at the
rod and shifted in place, feeling a pressure between her legs. The shame that
followed that realization colored her cheeks, but she couldn’t avoid it. The
taste of Katya’s rod, the warmth of it, and the cries the other woman released
warmed Gretel all over and she started sucking harder.


Katya’s cock disappeared into her
mouth again and again. Gretel’s tongue stroked it continually, and the blonde
started to bob her head over it. 


Katya just watched and groaned,
and when she couldn’t hold back anymore she gripped her hands into fists and
forced Gretel to stop. “Hold back your eagerness, beautiful. If you continue
like that I’m going to spend myself in your mouth.” Gretel leaned back with a
look between a grimace and a blush, and the redhead smirked. “Not that I
wouldn’t enjoy it, but there’s somewhere else where I want to put my seed.”


She didn’t let Gretel say
anything. She reached down and grabbed the other woman’s arms and pulled,
forcing the blonde to her feet. Her lips crashed against Gretel’s and she
forced her tongue into the other woman’s warm mouth.


Katya smirked. She had Gretel’s
permission to cast the spell, and so she did. There was no word, no need to
chant for it to activate – she just needed to will it. Runes and symbols glowed
over Gretel’s body for a bit, visible even through her clothes, and the blonde
almost panicked, trying to pat herself and see what was happening.


“It’s just my spell.” The witch
whispered in Gretel’s ear, enjoying how she froze in something like fear. “You
agreed to it remember.”


Gretel would have protested if
she suddenly hadn’t difficulty breathing. Lust fogged her mind and colored her
actions, and without quite meaning to she moaned. Katya smirked and pressed a
kiss against Gretel’s throat, then one on her collarbone. Her hands pulled at
Gretel’s dress and the blonde didn’t stop her, needing to be free of her
constraints, needing to feel her skin bared.


Katya pulled and Gretel’s clothes
ripped, spilling her breasts free, and the redhead didn’t waste any time in
appreciating them. Her hands closed over the orbs, foundling the flesh, making
Gretel gasp when Katya pressed her thumbs against the nipples. Whatever other
sounds of pleasure would be released were smothered by Katya’s mouth as she
leaned forward and kissed the blonde, thrusting her tongue inside Gretel.


Gretel moaned again and poised
her hands on Katya’s shoulders, almost clutching at the witch. She couldn’t
help it. She couldn’t think past the lust and desire in her mind, and the other
female’s touch certainly wasn’t helping.


She was kissed and touched, and
she could barely vocalize her enjoyment of the motions. She could seek them out
though, and she did, arching her back, offering herself and her body. Katya
received her offering gladly.


The redhead pushed Gretel back,
laid her down on the bed of leaves, and then started trailing down her body.
She kissed Gretel’s throat and collarbone once more, then her breasts and
nipples, pausing to swirl her tongue around the little buds for some moments.
She kept moving down afterwards, and the blonde tensed in anticipation, wanting
the other’s touch as she had never wanted anything in her life, knowing just
how wrong it was at the same time.


Whatever doubts Gretel possessed
disappeared from her mind when Katya pressed a kiss against her lower belly.
Anticipation took hold of her and she shuddered, and Katya unlaced her pants
and pulled them down, baring her. Her underwear soon followed the same path,
and Gretel shivered as she felt the coldness of the cave on her sex, but she
soon warmed when Katya put her hands against her knees.


The witch trailed up slowly,
laying kiss after kiss on Gretel’s legs, letting her hands run up and down the
blonde’s skin. She kept doing the same motions again and again until Gretel
started begging, and even then she ignored the blonde’s requests. Only when
Gretel spread her legs as widely as she could and offered herself did Katya
deign to have mercy.


She pressed her mouth against the
center of Gretel’s sex in a kiss, making the blonde arch, and then moved up and
pressed one against the curls. The blonde released a sob of need.


Then Katya returned her
attentions to Gretel’s sex, pressing another kiss on it, nuzzling her, starting
to trace the labia with her tongue. Gretel despaired with want and moaned, she
arched in desire and reached down to try and grab Katya’s head to press the
woman fully against her, but the witch was tricky and escaped her grasp.


Gretel was forced to fist her
hands in her own hair to keep them busy, to keep from forcing the other woman
to her sex. Not that Katya needed to be prompted.


The redhead used her tongue to
tease Gretel’s nether lips apart, and the whimpers that escaped from Gretel’s
mouth did nothing to deter her. Soon she grew bored from that and buried her
tongue inside of Gretel, swirling it around, pushing it as far as it could go,
and Gretel realized Katya’s tongue could go up further than any human tongue
should be able to.


The witch didn’t care for
Gretel’s trashing around, she just watched with amusement as the hunter
twitched and cried out, and she loved how Gretel arched when she pressed a
finger against her clit.


With that much stimulation it
wasn’t surprising that Gretel couldn’t hold, and she came with a scream,
closing her eyes and shaking, her hips jerking with small thrusts in Katya’s
direction, trying to fuck her sex against the witch’s face.


When she regained her senses,
perhaps minutes past, she looked down to see Katya still pressed against her
sex and the witches eyes glued on hers. Katya waited until she had the blonde’s
attention on her and only then retreated, letting Gretel see as inch after inch
of her tongue escaped from the blonde’s confines. Gretel shuddered in part
disgust and want, and looked away from the witch. 


The redhead chuckled out loud. “I
think it’s time for the main course, isn’t it?” Her voice grew teasing, and
wicked, and part of Gretel wanted to blush at it but she didn’t. After what
happened how could she justify blushing anymore?


She did look away when Katya
advanced on her, but the redhead poised a hand on her chin and made her look. Gretel
gazed down and swallowed. Katya’s cock seemed bigger than before, not by much,
but enough to make the witch the more well-endowed person she had ever gotten
to intimately know, and it scared her just a little.


“Don’t be frightened, beautiful.
I’ll fit.” She chuckled, leaning forward and pressing her lips against
Gretel’s, smirking when she felt the other woman reply to the kiss.


She advanced on the blonde,
forcing the other woman down, and then pushing her legs apart. When she leaned
back and looked she found Gretel’s cheeks red from her embarrassment, and she
smirked again. Katya took hold of her cock and pumped twice before pressing the
tip of it against Gretel’s opening.


Gretel shuddered in anticipation,
and she hated that Katya started moving her rod up and down, teasing her nether
lips. She wanted to get on with it and stop the farce, she wanted Katya to fuck
her. Soon the redhead did. 


Katya thrust slowly at first and
watched as inch after inch of her flesh disappeared inside Gretel, until the
other woman couldn’t take anymore of her. Then she moved back and forward,
slowly teasing more of her length in, widening the blonde’s walls until she
could bury herself fully.


Gretel cried out in pleasure and
pain when that happened, but the pain vanished soon after and only the pleasure
remained. Katya thrust with abandon and took hold of Gretel’s breasts,
tightening her hands around them and making the other woman gasp. 


They moved against one another,
trying to seek out more and more pleasure. Gretel arched her back and hips
against Katya, and the witch did her best to bury her entire length inside of
Gretel when she thrust.


It didn’t take them long to reach
their pleasure. With a thrust that was harder than most Katya buried herself
inside of Gretel and pushed the blonde past the brink and into orgasm. The
pleasure that inundated the blonde’s body made her tighten in response, and
that in turn allowed Katya to come.


Katya moved back after a minute of
spending herself completely when her strength returned to her legs. Gretel
watched her, but then the redhead smirked and leaned back down again, grabbing
Gretel’s arms and pulling her up.


Gretel tried to fight back
against the other woman at first, fearing she would try to hurt her, but all
Katya wanted was to see her on her hands and knees, and once Gretel understood
that she stopped fighting. When the redhead took her again she did so from
behind, and Gretel was so out of it she allowed it without a fight or a
protest.


They fucked each other in every
position they could think of, and only stopped when Gretel became so exhausted
she could barely think.


Katya kissed her one last time
before leaving, and Gretel did nothing, just enjoyed it and closed her eyes then
slept on her bed of leaves. She would wake up the next morning with her brother
hovering over her, and Katya nowhere to be found.











Epilogue


“I never
thought having a farm would be so exhausting.” Hansel straightened, trying to
get rid of a kink in his back. It didn’t work, but it seemed to ease the pain
for a bit.


Gretel shook her head at her
brother. He might complain, but he enjoyed his new life, and he had stopped
talking about hunting more than a year ago. She had to admit at first even she
had found the transition somewhat strange, but she got used to it, and now she
wouldn’t want to live her life in any other way. Not that she could have
continued to live her hunting life.


“Mommy, mommy.” The small child
that ran to her had a smile on her lips, and without even having to think about
it Gretel smiled back. Layla was undoubtedly her daughter: their faces had the
same traces and features, their eyes were the same, and they even smiled similarly.


The only thing that pointed out
at who conceived the child with Gretel was the color of her hair, a deep red
that sometimes resembled blood.


Before Layla could reach Gretel’s
side Hansel swooped in and grabbed her, and the shrill sound of pleasure the
child released made Gretel laugh, and her daughter followed her, resisting her
uncle’s attempts to tickling her and begging with him to let her go. He did so
after she kissed his face, and Layla moved to her mother, giving her the
flowers she had caught.


“Where did you get those?” Gretel
asked, kneeling down.


“Caught them in the forest.”
Layla replied with a shrug. Hansel and Gretel exchanged a look.


“We’ve already said you can’t go
to the forest without us.” Hansel also bent down beside Layla, and poked her
with a finger. She thrust her tongue at him, and he smiled, but then became
serious once more. “It’s dangerous. There are wild animals in there.”


“They won’t harm me. They’re
scared.”


Layla’s words made Gretel shiver.
She loved her daughter as she had never loved anything in the world, but
sometimes Layla would do something that made her remember she was the daughter
of a witch, a very powerful one, and she couldn’t be considered normal in any
way.


“Maybe that’s true.” Hansel
continued when he saw Gretel wouldn’t say anything. “But we worry, ok? Wait for
us next time.”


Layla nodded, chastised, and
moved away after kissing her mother’s cheek, running after a butterfly.


“I worry sometimes.” Gretel
sighed, and looked away from her daughter, turning to her brother. “I fear for
her future.”


He put one hand on her shoulder
and squeezed, softly. “Don’t worry. We won’t let anything happen to her.”


“I fear we won’t have a choice.”


“We will.” Hansel sounded so
confident Gretel couldn’t help but believe him. “We’ll always be there for her,
Gretel. Nothing will happen to your little girl.”


The blonde could only smile at her
brother and hope he was right, even as she turned to gaze at her daughter. She
would do everything to see Layla safe no matter what. Layla was her life, her happiness,
and anyone who messed with that would pay.


The end
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