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      “And how are your studies?” my mother asked. It was all she ever asked, all she ever cared about.

      “Good. I aced my pre-calc exam.”

      She hummed. “I still don’t understand why you need pre-calc. We had planned for you to be in regular calculus so you could take differential equations by your second semester junior year, and now we’ve had to reorganize your entire schedule. If you had studied harder for your entrance exam, this wouldn’t be a problem.”

      We had this conversation every time we talked. I had no say in the college I ended up at or my schedule—it was all set by my parents. I said nothing, knowing my wants or opinions wouldn’t matter.

      Luckily, she moved on quickly. “And how is Elise? I assume you’re getting along.”

      “We are.” Sort of. Elise Martin was my roommate and was considered an ‘appropriate friend.’ My parents were very particular about the company I kept. They even requested Elise on my behalf, even though I had never met her. Our parents were friends, which was code for business partners. She was nice enough, though she came across as spoiled most of the time. I always heard her yelling at her father because he cut her credit card off for a few days, or at her boyfriend for not taking her to a nice enough dinner.

      I wish I wanted to be here. I was studying data analytics, which I didn’t even like; it was just something I showed promise in, and my parents forced me to major in it. My life had been laid out for me before I was even born. Every day was carefully constructed around me, and I was puppeteered within it. Every day, I wished to break free of this life, to forge my own path, no matter how difficult the journey. Did that make me ungrateful for wishing away my privileged life? Maybe, but I couldn’t help it.

      “Her mother told me you had plans for Halloween.” The word Halloween was spit out in judgement. We didn’t do holidays in my family, unless it was related to work. The only Christmas I’d ever celebrated was the company party my parents hosted every year. I was allowed to dress up for Halloween one year, and it was because my math-letes team had a match where everyone else wore costumes. The one thing worse than celebrating a holiday was standing out socially.

      “Yes,” I told her. “We’re going to one of the small towns around here.” I didn’t tell her why we were going, but it’s not like she actually cared enough to ask.

      “How quaint,” she replied. “Well, honey, I have to run. Your father is having clients over for dinner, and I have to make sure the cook is preparing everything right. Be sure not to stay out too late. You have an exam next week and you need to study.”

      “I won’t.” How she knew about a test I didn’t tell her about made me want to question her further, but I knew I would receive the typical ‘I pay for your school, so don’t ask questions’ response.

      I got off the phone and prepared for the night, not entirely sure if I was ready.

      

      We had stopped in town before heading up the hill, and James, Elise’s boyfriend, stopped at a convenience store to get some beer. None of us were over twenty-one, so he was using a fake ID, which made me nervous, but when I voiced my concerns, Elise told me to relax.

      As I sat in the car, I looked around at the lively little town. The bank sat across the street from the convenience store, someone standing outside, handing out candy. Kids were dressed up and running around, going door to door. You could tell the town was small enough that everyone knew everyone. Growing up in the city, I didn’t even know my neighbors. The only people I was allowed to associate with were ones my parents approved of, which was almost no one. Something like this might have been nice, but there was no reason to dwell on that now.

      Soon, James returned, beer and hand, and we headed toward the hill. All the houses in the area were spread out over large corn fields, the stalks high, ripe corn sticking out of some of them. I even spied a bonfire in the middle of one that had already been cleared for the season. I gasped as the truck skidded across the road when Hunter, one of Elise’s friends, took the turn too fast, almost throwing us into the field. 

      "God, Hunter, knock it off," I shouted over the loud music and screech of tires grating against the dirt road. We had officially hit the hill, and I felt a shiver rake over my body.

      "Chill out," he said to me. I looked back to Elise, who was making out with James in the back, not paying us, or the fact we'd almost run off the road at least twice, any mind. I knew this was a bad idea, but Elise had convinced me to join in. James was the one who wanted to come up here, but Hunter was the one with the truck. I’d agreed to this ridiculous trip, and then I’d found out it was a double date as soon as I showed up. Elise told me to be cool, and what was I supposed to do?

      That's how I ended up in the passenger seat of this weird smelling truck, going way too fast down this dirt road, up to Connecticut Hill. I knew what I was in for when I chose to go to Cornell, and the town the university was in wasn't so bad, but the outskirts seemed to be all open fields and cows.

      Hunter rolled down his window, and I pulled my jacket tighter against me as the crisp fall air gusted in. Elise and James hadn't even come up for air. Hunter lit up his joint and took a big inhale, blowing it out of the window. Great. Now our driver was high. That made this much better.

      "Want a hit?" he asked me.

      I shook my head and focused my eyes out the window.

      "I do," James said. Apparently, the only thing that could grab their attention was a little weed.

      "What's the big deal about this place anyway?" I asked.

      Hunter took a sharp turn, and I felt the tires spin as they briefly lost their grip. My hand tightened on the door, the plastic creaking under my hand. "It's something one of the locals told me about," James replied, passing the joint to Elise. "Apparently, there's a graveyard out here, and one of the people buried there is a witch. On Halloween, she comes out to play.”

      I nodded and turned back to face the front. I wish I hadn't asked. I intentionally hadn't looked it up to avoid being scared. It's not that I believed every old folktale told in small communities like this, but I avoided horror movies for a reason. Just because I knew it was fake didn’t make it any less scary.

      This felt like a worse idea as time went on, but there was no turning back now. Hopefully, we would arrive, they would get bored quickly, and we could leave.

      I turned my gaze back to the woods. Suddenly, a bright light whipped through the woods. It happened so fast, I was sure it was a trick of the mind. That didn't cause me to jump any less, though.

      "Don't be scared, cutie," Hunter said, putting his hand on my thigh. "I'll keep you safe from the big, bad ghosts."

      I shuffled away from him slightly, letting his hand fall away. "I'm fine. Just cold." There was no way I was telling them what I saw. It was probably all in my head. James’ small town spooky ghost story was just getting to me.

      "I think that's it," Hunter said, slowing the truck to a stop. He turned shut the car off, and we all looked toward break in the trees. "Let's go," he said as he hopped out of the car.

      James took off after him, but I turned and caught Elise's arm before she could get out. "I don't know if this is a good idea," I told her.

      "Come on, Cel, lighten up. It's just a bit of fun." She pulled out of my grasp and hopped out after James. I sighed and considered staying in the car, but I didn't want to make things weird. So, against my better judgement, I joined them.
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      Our steps crunched loudly as we walked down the small pathway. It was lined with sticks, denoting the path clearly. We all held our phone flashlights to illuminate our way through the dark. Checking mine, I realized I didn’t have any service, and I would bet no one around me did either. That was less than comforting, but I kept telling myself we would go in, see the grave, and get out.

      We passed other gravestones as we walked, mostly knocked over or completely crumbled. I tried to read one more clearly, but the stone was so faded, it was illegible.

      "This would be a sick place for a party," Hunter commented.

      "True. Maybe we should get the guys out here," James said. I rolled my eyes—every frat guy wanted to make things like this into a party. He looked at his phone and his face dropped. "Man, no service. What about you guys?"

      We all shook our heads. "Next time," Hunter said. "Let's scope it out, find the best place for keg stands."

      They fist-pounded, and Elise giggled. How did I end up with these people?

      We moved further into the woods, the car and dirt road getting further and further away. An unease settled in my chest, but I pushed the feeling away. It was just the woods, and just because it wasn't what I was used to didn't mean it was scary.

      At least, that’s what I told myself anyway.

      Out of the corner of my eye, I spied what looked like a car light, but when I turned to it, it didn't move. It felt...sentient, like it was staring back at me.

      "Do you guys see that?" I asked, pointing toward it.

      "See what?" Hunter asked from in front of me.

      When I looked back again, the light was gone. What the hell? I was truly losing it. “Just the, uh, branch. Didn't want anyone to trip."

      "Thanks for looking out," James said from behind me. I sighed, glad that no one questioned me.

      "I think I see it," Hunter announced, picking up his pace. Soon, we were all crowded over a stone slab, knocked on the ground like most others and snapped in half. The top read Elizabeth...something; her last name was illegible from years of exposure. The base was still there, littered with dolls, partially melted candles, and what looked like old, dried herbs and flowers.

      "What is all of this?" I wondered aloud.

      "Probably someone doing witchcraft," James said. "Some guys told me people come up here to do rituals and stuff in front of the grave. I even heard that sometimes, they make sacrifices."

      I just nodded. Other than being old and in the middle of a dense forest, there was nothing super strange about this grave.

      "Well," Hunter said, holding up the case of beer, "lets chill out and see if anything happens."

      Everyone grabbed one, but I asked Hunter if he thought he should be drinking, since he was driving.

      "Don't worry,” he said. "Five beers is my driving limit. I'm totally fine before that."

      I blinked at him, unsure if anyone could be this dumb. Why the hell did I agree to this? Maybe I could stay in his car until we got to town and then order an Uber. There were a million and a half trees he could run into from here to there, but there were also giant, open fields we would probably survive if he wrecked there. Did Ubers even come out here? I could only hope.

      James pulled a blanket from his bag and laid it out. Things started to feel a bit more normal as we lounged and chatted. I mostly stayed out of the conversation, just content to listen in. I sipped lightly on my beer, but decided it was best if one of us was mostly sober. The cold October breeze was mainly blocked by the trees, so it wasn't unbearably cold.

      "Oh shoot," James said, "I think I left something in the car. Elise, wanna go back and get it?"

      "Sure," she shrugged.

      A look passed between James and Hunter that I didn't quite understand, and then James and Elise got up and walked off.

      "It's a nice night," Hunter commented.

      "It is," I said. I hadn't participated in the conversation, so having to talk now brought my anxiety back around.

      “So, you're a data science major, right?"

      I nodded absentmindedly. "Yep."

      "Cool, cool. I'm doing business. I don't really get it. I'm just here for the football team."

      "Interesting."

      I knew nothing about football, but apparently, my comment was a show of interest, because he dove into all the logistics of the team and what felt like every play by play that happened this season. He told me how he wasn’t starting this year, but swore it was just because he was a freshman, and he would start next year. He said that a bunch, though, making me think it may not be true.

      I drowned most of it out, trying to nod when necessary. While I couldn’t care less about what he was saying, I was glad he didn’t seem to need me to have this conversation. A particularly strong wind blew across, causing me to involuntarily shiver.

      "Are you cold?" Hunter asked, putting his arm around me.

      I froze. I didn't want him touching me, but I wanted to tread lightly. Men could be scary, especially one's like him. "A bit, but I'm okay."

      "Don't sweat. I got you." He pulled me closer, and I still didn't move. I wasn't sure what to do.

      "Hey, they've been gone a while. Maybe we should check on them." I moved to shuffle away, but his hold tightened.

      "Don't worry about them," he said, leading me downwards. "Let's worry about us."

      I was quickly on my back, and I began to panic. He hovered over me, his hot beer breath hitting me in the face. "No, I don't think so,” I insisted. “I want to go find Elise."

      "Just relax. This will be fun." He pressed his lips to mine. I tried pushing him away, tried yelling, but he covered my mouth with mine and was much stronger than me—I was trapped, his kiss sloppy and unwelcome.

      "Let go," I managed, continuing to struggle.

      His hands traveled down my body, leaving me in a cold sweat. "Just be cool," he said, his voice taking on a harsh edge. "Elise said you would be easy after a few drinks," he mumbled to himself.

      Elise said that? I continued my struggle, refusing to give up. He reached under my shirt and squeezed my breast, beginning to dry hump against me. His groans filled the air as his mouth drew downward over my neck, and he covered my mouth as I cried and begged for it to stop.

      I looked around, searching for a way out. My hands were stuck, and I couldn’t grab anything to hit him. There was nothing I could do.

      Then, I saw it: the light from earlier. Everything happened quickly after that. Vines snapped around Hunter's shoulders and he went flying off me, landing on his back with a thump. I scrambled up, readjusting my clothes.

      "What the fuck?" he screeched. In the light from the phone flashlight still on the ground, I could see large thorns sticking out of the vines now digging into his skin. I peered down the path we came from, but it looked closed, as if the dense forest had covered it up.

      I heard a swaying behind me and noticed a new path seemed to open, one I was sure wasn't there before. Without giving it further thought, I took off down the path, leaving Hunter's screams far behind me.
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      I took off as fast as I could, as if I could hear something calling to me, telling me this was right. It made no sense, but it felt like nothing did now. I could still feel his beer-saturated saliva covering my mouth, drying to my lips. His touch was burned into me, and I wanted to be rid of it.

      The path cleared in front of me, as if the trees themselves moved to make way. Branches slashed at my legs, but I kept moving. Then, I could see it, like a light at the end of the tunnel, and it felt like sanctuary. My legs ached and my breath was ragged, but I knew I needed to get there.

      The light grew bigger; I thought it was the one I had seen all night, but it wasn't. No, it was much larger, and growing larger still.

      I soon ended up in a large clearing, the grass hip height. It seemed impossible such a large clearing would exist in this dense a forest. At the other end sat a cottage, lights glowing around the windows and smoke billowing out of the chimney at the top.

      Thank God, I thought, someone who can help me. There was no way I could go back there, not with my one friend seemingly part of Hunter’s plan.

      As I approached, I didn't see any movement from inside or out. It felt unwise to knock on some random person's door in the middle of the woods at almost one in the morning, but I was desperate. Against my better judgement, I knocked and waited.

      I heard no noise inside, no sign of movement. Maybe no one was home, but then why were there lights everywhere? As I peered into the closest window, I realized they weren’t lights—no, they were candles. Who would light candles and then leave?

      As I was about to walk away, the door slowly creaked open, revealing the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. She towered over me. Honestly, she probably would have towered over even Hunter. Long, inky black hair cascaded down in ringlets, looking much different from my own pin straight brown hair. She couldn't have been much older than me, her smooth skin showing no signs of age. Her eyes appeared gold in the candlelight, framed by thick black lashes and brows, and the sharp angles of her face gave her an almost androgynous look. She wore a flowy green dress fitting for a woman living alone in a cottage.

      “There you are, little fawn," she said in a honeyed, deep voice.

      "Uh," I stuttered, "I'm looking for—"

      "Do not worry," she said, cutting me off. "I know why you are here. Come in before the chill gets us both."

      I could barely feel the chill, my body suddenly feeling hot all over, but I followed her anyway. Stepping inside felt like stepping into another time. Candles littered the space, bathing the entire room in a comforting glow. The living room was small, with large books and random jars littering the space. The kitchen sat next to it in an open concept way, all the cupboards different colors, herbs hanging from twine along the windows. There was a fire burning in the fireplace, keeping everything warm and bright.

      The woman moved around the kitchen with ease, grabbing cups and heating water. It seemed she had an electric kettle, but it didn't look to be plugged in anywhere. "Tea?" she asked casually.

      All the red flags in my head screamed it was strange that this woman invited me in and asked no questions, but I felt strangely safe, like everything that just happened was lightyears away. "Yes, thank you."

      She nodded while I just stood there, rubbing my hands together, trying not to feel awkward. I realized there was soft music playing from somewhere, a piano. Though I saw no speakers, the sound was soothing.

      She paid me no mind as she brought two cups and saucers to the couch, setting them on the  coffee table.

      I followed, sitting down next to her, inhaling a tempting mix of pine and sugar. The smell didn’t permeate through the rest of the space—no, it was just her. She lifted the cup to her lips, maintaining eye contact with me as I took a sip of my own. The tea was spicy and sweet, tasting of cinnamon and honey. I wasn't usually a tea person, but this hit the spot. I felt almost rejuvenated, as if all the aches from the night had melted away.

      “Who are you?” I asked, wincing immediately. It was probably unwise to question someone in their own home, but I couldn’t help it.

      To my surprise, she only smiled. “I am Lilith. I have lived in these woods for a very long time.”

      “Alone?” I asked.

      “Sort of,” she responded ominously. Before I could question her meaning, she continued. "So tell me, little fawn, what brought you to my woods?"

      "My name is Celia," I corrected, and she just smiled wider. I told her about Elise bringing me on this ridiculous trip to see the witch’s grave and everything that happened after.

      When I told her about Hunter, her gaze shifted, but she didn't say anything until I’d finished. "Yes," she said, "many come to see Elizabeth's grave. I'm not sure why—she is not the witch they should fear."

      I tried to parse through the meaning of her words, but came up blank. "Is there a witch to be afraid of?" I asked incredulously.

      "For some," she noted, "but you have nothing to fear. I have no plans to hurt you."

      Before I could say anything, she looked at my now-empty cup. “Can I see?” she asked.

      I handed the cup over, confused as she looked inside. She turned it over a few times, looking to be deep in thought. When she was done, she sat the cup down and smiled at me.

      “What?” I asked her.

      “I read your tea leaves,” she said, as if that explained everything.

      “And what do they say?” I didn’t know why I asked. I didn’t believe in psychics and fortunes, but I felt compelled to know anyway.

      “I see a difficult past,” she said, looking at it once more, “and I see a fork in the road.”

      “A fork?” I furrowed my brows in confusion.

      “Yes. There is a big decision coming your way, one that would change the course of your life forever.”

      I scoffed. I didn’t get decisions—I got told what to do and had to settle for the outcome. “Sorry to say, I don’t think your reading is true for me.”

      She grabbed my chin—not forcefully, but more like a caress—causing a shiver to run through my body. It wasn’t one of fear like earlier, but, strangely, one of desire. “What is it you want?” she asked.

      I stared at her, the crackle of the fireplace and the light piano filling the space. What did I want? I’d never been asked that question before. I had no clue what to say. I know I should want her to call the authorities and get me back to school, back to my carefully curated life, but I wasn’t sure if that was the truth.

      “I don’t know,” I answered truthfully. I wasn’t sure if I knew how to decide something like that, or what my choices even were.

      I expected a look of confusion or even pity, but instead, I found understanding in her eyes. “Knowing the right path can be hard,” she said, “especially when the options are so new.” She turned to face me head on, and my face heated. “Can I show you something that may help?”

      I nodded, not sure what she meant.

      Then, she leaned in and brought her lips to mine.
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      The kiss was nothing like I'd ever experienced before. Pleasure sang through my entire body as she deepened the kiss, her tongue plunging into my mouth, tangling with mine. I let her take control, her hands going to my hair as I wrapped mine around her neck, bringing her body flush against me.

      She shifted us so I draped over her, my thighs on either side of her legs. I ground down against her, craving that friction.

      “Is this what you want?” she asked.

      I considered her question. Another choice. My mind wandered back to earlier in the night, when my choice was almost ripped from me. “What if I said no?” I asked.

      “Then I make more tea,” she said simply, and I could tell she meant it.

      A feeling of power suddenly overcame me. I knew what it was like to be touched against your will, to almost have someone else’s pleasure forced upon you, and this felt different. This was pleasure for me, and I found I wanted it. Badly. “Yes, this is what I want.”

      She observed me briefly, making sure I was telling the truth. Once she was satisfied, her mouth moved down my jaw and back to my ear. She bit down on my lobe, and I hissed, the pain and pleasure melding together into something sweet and new to me. My sexual experience was limited, with my focus being school, but this was something else entirely. The need for her was bone deep, something I couldn't justify, not even to myself.

      Her hands slid up my thighs, rubbing hard against my leggings until she reached my ass. She squeezed it hard, and I moaned, only for it to be swallowed in another agonizing kiss. I reached up, taking her breast into my hand. While she was thin, her breasts were full, and I found my mouth watering.

      Soon, her hands traveled once more, rubbing up the inside of my thighs. I tried to lean in where I needed more friction, but she squeezed my thighs, holding me in place. "Patience, little fawn," she breathed against my mouth.

      "But I want..." What did I want? I didn't even know. My head was swimming and my body ached for relief.

      "I know what you want," she said, her hands coming closer to my core. "But I'm here to give you what you need."

      I whimpered as her hands traveled past my cunt and moved to my top, playing with the hem as she gave me a questioning glance.

      I nodded, desperation driving me. She pulled my sweatshirt away and gasped slightly at the sight. I didn’t wear a bra, since I wore an oversized sweater, so my large breasts hung freely. The softness of my body momentarily gave me pause. I wasn't the type of girl to get noticed by woman like this, and the insecurity filtered through me.

      Instinctively, I went to cover myself, but she caught my hands. When I looked into her eyes, it was like she could see all my thoughts, read all my insecurities. I’d shed my flesh and bared myself to her in a way I never wanted anyone to see, but with her, it didn't feel intrusive or forced. No, it felt right.

      "Little fawn," she said, her voice taking on a deeper cadence. "If one thing is for certain, it's my need for you. It may feel confusing now, but you are mine."

      I was suddenly lifted, and I squealed in surprise. "What are you doing?" I asked.

      She never answered; she just started moving toward the back. Soon, after a short jaunt through a long hall I hadn’t seen earlier, we arrived at a room that looked too large to be attached to the cabin. When we entered, my ears popped, like I was on a plane.

      Looking around, I noticed it looked like the outside. The walls were made of large trees, the floor covered in grass and fallen leaves. Light seemed to emanate from the corners, casting a soft glow over the space. The only thing to signal it was a bedroom was the large bed sitting in the middle, made of wood, and plush bedding.

      Lilith laid me on the bed gingerly before crawling over me. She began kneading my breasts again, reminding me I was still topless. I moved my hands to cover my stomach, but they were quickly snatched away and held up to the corners of the bed. With a jerk, I saw my hands were now bound by vines creeping up from the edge of the bed. When I pulled against them, they held steady, but they weren’t overly tight or uncomfortable, and there were certainly no thorns.

      “There’s one thing I feel I need to make clear, little fawn,” she said, moving her way down my stomach, her lips leaving heat pooling within me as she went. “In the bedroom, I’m in charge. You will always have the choice to say no, but other than that, you do as I say. Understand?”

      “Yes,” I said breathlessly.

      Her hands hovered over my jeans. "May I?" she asked.

      I nodded. I needed her to continue. I never wanted this to stop.

      She made quick work of my jeans, and I was soon left bare, save for the underwear I wore, cheekily patterned with witches’ brooms and cauldrons. Despite my upbringing, I loved everything festive, and Halloween was no exception. I was all over those 10 for $30 deals they did for every holiday, hence the underwear.

      I felt slightly embarrassed, having forgotten I was wearing them. They were by no means sexy, but this wasn't how I was expecting my night to go. I thought back to Hunter and what almost happened in the woods and shivered. Yeah, this night was definitely not what I planned.

      I tried to close my legs, but she held them firmly open, her green eyes giving me that look again. "What did I tell you about hiding? If there's anything you don't like, say,” she paused, looking at my underwear and smiling, “'cauldron.’ Unless you say that, there is no shying away, no running from me. Clear?"

      I nodded, words evading me as I looked at her.

      "No," she said, "I need words. What do you say if you want to stop?"

      "Cauldron," I murmured.

      She smiled a bit too wide, her teeth almost glowing white in the dark of the room. "Good."

      Then, vines snaked up the bottom of the bed and held my legs as well. I was spread out on the bed beneath her, nowhere to go or hide. I felt so exposed, but also so free.

      Her finger ran down my pussy, over my clit, all the way down to my opening. I could feel the arousal flowing from me, making the fabric of my panties even wetter than they already were. After a few more swipes, she brought her finger to her mouth and licked it.

      She hummed, as if she was eating a dessert. "You are delectable."

      I flushed under her praise. I didn't know that was something I liked, but the way she said it made me practically melt. There was a tear, and suddenly, my panties were on the floor, and I was bare.

      This is hardly fair, I thought.

      "How so?" she asked.

      Shit. Did I say that out loud? "I mean, you're still fully dressed."

      She nodded in understanding as she left the bed, and I turned my head to watch her movements as she slowly removed her dress, as if she was doing it on purpose.

      As the garment slid away, I could see she was clad in a deep blue, lacy bra, and a matching thong I wished to run my tongue across.

      "Better?" she asked, crawling back over me.

      "Yes," I squeaked.

      She let out an amused huff as she positioned herself between my legs once more and licked up my cunt, maintaining eye contact as she did. It felt as if I may explode from the inside out. Once she reached my clit, she stayed there, lapping her tongue in circles and sucking gently. I moaned, my hands itching to run though her raven hair.

      As if the vines heard my request, they released me, and my hands dove straight down. Her hair was soft and thick. When she reached up and inserted two fingers into me at once, I squeezed her hair—I’m sure it must have stung, but she didn't seem to mind.

      I laid back and closed my eyes, basking in the pleasure I could feel pushing me close to the edge. Her fingers hit that sensitive spot inside, and I gasped, my eyes flying open.

      “There you are, fawn," she cooed. "I want to look at your pretty face while I make you come."

      I nodded. "Please," I begged. I wanted to come, needed it.

      She didn't keep me waiting. Her pace picked up slightly, and I was almost thrown off the edge. "Don't come yet," she ordered.

      "What?" I managed.

      "Be a good girl and don't come until I tell you."

      She never once let up or changed pace, and it took every ounce of willpower I had not to come. Everything felt so intense, like my entire body was on fire. I’d never had this much stimulation before, never mind having to hold myself back.

      “Play with your breasts,” she commanded, eyes never leaving mine.

      I obeyed without thought, plucking and pulling at my nipples, only adding to the intensity.

      “Please, please, Lilith,” I sobbed. “I need to come so badly. I can’t…” My words faded into a moan.

      I continued begging and pleading with her, rambling nonsense. I was about to crack when I heard the words, "Come for me."

      It was as if she willed me to come, making everything even hotter than it already was. I wailed as pleasure overwhelmed my senses and reached every nerve I had. I rode the wave for what felt like forever, never wanting to escape it.

      Once it was over, my vision returned to find Lilith rubbing my back, my head tucked under her chin. “Welcome back,” she said.

      I laughed. “It’s not my fault you turned my brain off.”

      She laughed with me. “I aim to please.”

      My hand grazed over her blue bra, and I shuddered. “Can I?” I asked.

      “You can do whatever you want, little fawn.”

      The thought of her handing control over to me made me warm all over again. I unlatched the bra and threw it to the side before bending down and taking her nipple in my mouth, keeping eye contact as I moved. She released a sharp inhale and placed her hand on the back of my head as I licked, sucked, and bit down, addicted to her velvety moans.

      I began kissing downward, nipping at her soft skin as I went. The pine and sugar scent was enhanced now, filling all of my senses, making me feel drunk on her. I pulled her panties down and out of the way to find she had a light dusting of hair across her perfect pussy, but otherwise, she was bare. I see tell how wet she was from here, her lips glistening with her arousal.

      Testing the waters, I rubbed her clit lightly in circles, and she let out a breathy moan, giving me the confidence to continue. I picked up my pace slightly and increased the pressure, trying to gauge what she liked based on her sounds.

      “Yes,” she moaned. “You’re perfect.”

      I flushed under her praise once again. Curiosity got the better of me in that moment, and I lifted my fingers to my lips. When I made eye contact with her, I thought I would melt on the spot from the heat in her gaze.

      “Taste me,” she instructed. I slipped my finger into my mouth, finding she tasted slightly musky and sweet. Fuck, I wanted more.

      I readjusted myself and dove forward, my tongue lapping at her cunt, licking her from opening to clit before circling my tongue. Her hand was in my hair, guiding me. I stuck my tongue out and she rode me, taking control and using me in the most delicious way.

      “Fuck, little fawn,” she moaned. “Just like that. You make me feel so good. I’m going to come. Take it for me.”

      I added a bit more pressure and squeezed her thighs tighter. Her grip on my hair got harder, and I felt the gush of her orgasm and licked it all up, not missing a drop.

      We laid there for another moment, my head relaxed against her thigh and her hands smoothing over my hair. My thoughts drifted to what brought me here in the first place—I knew Elise and I were just friends of convivence, and she probably didn’t want to room with me either, but did she really tell Hunter I would be easy? I was used to having my choices made for me, but this was something else entirely.

      Then I thought about being here, with Lilith. It felt strangely right, even though I barely knew her. It felt so freeing to have her like this; it may be selfish, but having her sole focus be my pleasure made me feel wanted, seen, and that scared me a bit. The implications of her earlier comments suddenly sped to the forefront of my mind.

      “Are you a witch?” I asked. I winced once again. I didn’t mean to ask so impulsively, and now that I’d said it out loud, I sounded ridiculous.

      “Yes,” she responded simply.

      She turned toward me, looking like she was bracing for my reaction. I knew how I should react: I should laugh at the woman who had obviously lived alone for too long. Even if I believed her, I should be screaming and running for my life. I did believe her, though, and I didn’t feel any different.

      “What kind of witch?” I asked instead, still trying to produce some sort of reaction.

      “A protector of sorts,” she said. “This forest is somewhat of a magical hub, one that needs to be monitored and protected. I keep balance in the forest.”

      I remained silent for a moment while I digested the information. When I did speak, the ridiculousness of my question astounded even me. “So there aren’t ghosts?”

      “There are,” she explained with a smile. “Because of the concentration of magic, ghosts can cross the veil during All Hallows Eve. I am a facilitator of sorts. I guard these woods and ensure safe travel for our other worldly guests."

      I looked around at the room made of trees. "Are we in the veil now?"

      She nodded, as if it wasn’t incredible. "Yes. This is where I live."

      I nodded back, pretending like I wasn’t completely shocked. “What exactly is the veil?”

      "An in between place. Spirits can cross into it, but they can't stay for long. Staying between planes of existence isn't viable for most non-magical beings."

      That last statement gave me pause. "So what about me?"

      "You will be fine for a while. You're much more...substantial than a spirit. Your soul is anchored, and it would take a long time to pull you away."

      I nodded, happy to hear that.

      “Do you want to go see them?” she asked.

      “The ghosts?” Did I? This felt like another big decision I didn’t know how to make.

      “They’re truly harmless,” Lilith explained. “They’ll barely know you’re there.”

      I trusted her completely, I realized. How? I barely know her, yet my soul feels at ease.  “Yes.”

      “Good. Then let’s get going.”
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      After getting dressed, Lilith grabbed a bag and my hand, walking me to a wall that had suddenly produced a door. "That's really convenient," I commented.

      "Very," Lilith agreed.

      She opened the door leading us back to the clearing, but this time, it looked different. The sky had a slightly grey tinge to it, and the forest as a whole looked brighter. The greens of the trees were more vibrant, and the grass looked lusher. There were no longer any pathways out, the trees a dense wall.

      When I turned, I noticed there was no longer a small cottage, but a mansion in its place. It was still made of wood, and sort of looked like a cottage-turned-mansion, but it was beautiful all the same.

      We waited for a moment as the trees swayed in the wind and the crickets chirped in the distance. I was about to ask if something should be happening when the wind picked up suddenly. It wasn't the chilled wind that was whipping around earlier, but a warm one that felt nice against my face. I looked at Lilith, who took a deep breath in, seeming to savor the breeze as it whipped around us.

      That’s when I saw it: a figure standing about ten feet away, slightly see-through. She was in a pale white dress with almost impossibly long hair. She waved, and I waved back. Then another appeared, and another, and soon there was many of them, floating around, not seeming to mind our presence. As my eyes adjusted, I noticed they flickered, like static on a television.

      "Why do they come here?" I asked Lilith after a few moments of staring in awe.

      "I'm not certain," she said. "If I had to guess, it's a sort of symbiotic relationship. The spirits recharge the hill's magic; I can feel it flowing through me. I believe these spirits are lost, and the call to this place gives them purpose, and, for a short while, a direction. But like I said, it's just a theory."

      Soon, they started breaking through the tree line and disappearing from sight. “Where are they going?” I asked.

      “To the other side of the veil,” Lilith answered. “They stay until daybreak, when they must return to their world.”

      We stood like that for a little while longer, watching them float in and out of the veil. It seemed like they might be communicating in some way—none of them spoke or made any sounds, but they acknowledged one another. Two of them even held hands, gazing at each other, and I got the sense that they knew each other before they passed.

      "Come. I have something for you," Lilith finally said, breaking the silence. The ghosts didn't seem to hear her—at least, if they did, they didn’t mind her making noise.

      She took off toward the edge of the forest, and I followed behind, albeit slower. Once I caught up to her, she took my hand in hers, and we walked together. Soon, we broke through the veil, my ears popping and the colors all around me dimming back to deep night. I gasped when she produced a small ball of light in the palm of her hand, guiding us down a newly-formed path.

      Turns out, she really was a witch.

      "Where are we going?" I asked her.

      "You'll see," she said. "It's a bit of a surprise." She sounded almost delighted, which made me uneasy.

      Soon, I heard muffled cries coming from up ahead, and I gasped when we approached the source of the sound.

      It was Hunter, tied to a tree with vines, his arms pinned above him, hanging by his wrists. He wriggled harder as he saw us coming, his eyes widening, blood dripping from his forehead like he'd been hit.

      "What are we doing here?" I asked Lilith, my eyes never leaving Hunter.

      She grabbed my chin, as if to keep my attention on her, so I tilted my head to look up at her. "This, my little fawn, is revenge."

      My eyes widened, and I looked back to where Hunter continued to squirm. "What does that mean?"

      "It means we're doing what should have been done a long time ago." She reached into the air just as a large satchel appeared, carrying a knife that glinted in the moonlight as she removed it. "Do you know how many women he's assaulted?" she asked, and I shook my head.

      “Let’s find out, shall we?" She looked delighted by what’s about to happen.

      Lilith approached him, and the vines around his mouth fell away, letting him speak.

      "Fuck, let me go," he screamed.

      "Patience," she chided. "The fun is just beginning. Now, tell me, how many women?"

      "I don't know what you're talking about!"

      She hummed. "Oh, what a shame." One of the vines pulled tighter, and I could almost hear his bone snap out of place over the sounds of his screams. "Let's try again. How. Many?"

      "I-I don't know! A few."

      "And what about Celia here? What were you going to do to her?"

      I could hear my heartbeat in my ears as I waited for his answer.

      He said nothing, and Lilith tutted as another vine pulled even tighter, one of his arms hanging much higher now than the other.

      "Answer me, or I will rip it off," Lilith threatened, her voice so different than it was just moments ago. With me, she was soft, but now, she was a predator, her eyes locked on her prey.

      The stench of urine filled the air as Hunter inevitably pissed himself. "F-fine. Yes. I was going to get her drunk. Elise said she's a lightweight, and James said we could probably do it together if Elise got into it."

      I couldn't breathe. Hearing him admit it, out loud, made my blood boil. I could feel tears of anger rolling down my face as I looked at the ground. He was just going to take away my choice, my security, everything I was and had. Even worse, my friend had helped him; she brought me here, even knowing what he would do.

      “You mean them?” Lilith asked.

      Suddenly, two more vines appeared, holding a screaming, crying Elise and a knocked out James.

      “You knew?” I asked, turning to Elise.

      Her eyes widened, and the vine holding her mouth shut moved. “I…”

      “Tell me!” I screeched, needing to hear it from her mouth.

      “No,” she cried. “It wasn’t like that. He was just interested in you, and I told him you were a lightweight! I didn’t know what he would do!”

      I wanted to believe her, but I wasn’t sure what the truth was anymore. I felt Lilith lift my chin once more, and when I met her gaze, I saw understanding.

      “It’s okay, little fawn. You're safe now with me." She held the knife out to me, and when I took it, she nodded in encouragement.

      I wiped my eyes and moved toward where Elise hung. “Last chance,” I offered. “Tell me the truth.”

      She squirmed as she begged and cried for mercy, but just as I was about to take the knife to her thigh, she stopped. “Wait, fuck, fine! Yes, James told me the two of them wanted to fuck you. I didn’t want his hands all over my uptight bitch of a roommate, but he knew I slept with Karter at the party last weekend, and I owed him. So yes, I told them you were a lightweight and it would be easy to get you drunk and agreeable. Live a little, Celia—it’s just sex.”

      Her words shocked me. She was going to let them rape me. When I glanced back at Lilith, I could see her anger, could almost feel it in the swaying of the trees, but she stood stock still, giving me the choice that usually eluded me.

      Determination found me as I slid the blade clean through Elise’s chest, and a wet cracking sound echoed through the woods. Suddenly her screams stopped, and blood dripped from her mouth as her head fell. I pulled the blade out and wiped the blood on her shirt, turning my sights back to  Hunter.

      "Celia, please, I'm sorry," he cried. "Please, don't let this bitch kill me."

      I laughed, but all amusement was gone from my voice. "I won't let her hurt you," I mocked him. He looked almost relieved until I ripped the rug out from under him. "I'll be doing that all on my own."

      I pointed the knife toward his dick, and he cried even louder when he realized what I was about to do. "Please, please stop," he begged.

      "Just relax," I said. “Be cool. This will be fun." Then, I drove the knife straight through his groin.

      He screamed and writhed in pain before I pulled it out and drove it into his chest, his scream dying as I stabbed him in the heart.

      Suddenly, my rage was replaced with pure adrenaline, and I dropped the knife to the ground. "I-I killed them."

      I stumbled backward, but Lilith was there, pulling me into her arms.  She felt so safe and warm, like the eye of the storm in my whirling mess of emotions. "It is okay, little fawn. I'm so proud of you."

      I looked up at her with tears in my eyes. "But I'm going to jail. I killed them."

      "No you won't," she promised. "No one will ever find him. Trust me."

      For some reason, relief washed over me. I did trust her, I realized, more than I ever had anyone else.

      I leaned in and kissed her hard as she wrapped her arms around me and pulled me flush to her.

      “What the fuck?” a voice behind us screeched—I guess James had come to.

      “Do you want this one?” Lilith asked me.

      “No,” I answered confidently, waving my hand in dismissal. “I’m over it.”

      “Very well.” With that, his body went whooshing away, dragged by the vines, leaving a trail of screams in his wake. “I’ll play with that one later.”

      There was a glint in her eye that told me she was excited about it.

      Lilith caressed my cheek as he screamed, her attention honing in on me. Suddenly, she looked like a predator, one who was on the hunt for a very different kind of prey. "Do you remember your safe word?" she asked me.

      I nodded. "Cauldron."

      "Good. I want to make you feel like the little fawn you are.”

      I had no idea what that meant, but I wanted whatever she planned to do. She played with a piece of my hair that had fallen and leaned in to whisper in my ear, her breath ghosting over my skin.

      “Run, little fawn."
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      I took off running through the thick woods, twigs and leaves snapping under my feet as my face reddened with wind burn. I could feel the drying blood on my skin as the wind whipped past, a strange repeat of earlier this evening. This time, though, my excitement mixed with fear creating something special. Something fun.

      I heard a branch snap to my left, and I veered right, dodging through trees and trying not to fall. That quickly became a lost cause as I tripped on a branch and hurled toward the ground. Just as I had accepted my fate and tried to catch myself with my hands, vines shot out to catch me, righting me quickly and burying themselves back into the ground.

      "Run, little fawn," a voice echoed through the trees, reminding me of my task.

      I took off once again, running toward the clearing I could see up ahead. I burst through the tree line and found myself in a slightly smaller clearing than before. The bubble sound was back, and I knew Lilith had put us back into the veil. There were no visible spirits here, but I wasn’t sure if there were any lurking in the shadows.

      I took a minute to catch my breath, and in that moment, Lilith ran at me, taking me to the ground. We landed softly, most likely caught by more vines, and she came down on me with a hard, demanding kiss, raw and heavy. She nipped my lip so hard, the taste of copper filled my mouth, and I moaned under her. As I ground against her, I felt something unexpectedly hard between her legs.

      "I'm going to fuck you so hard," she murmured against my lips, as if she knew what I was thinking.

      I ground against the fabric covered strap on, still hidden under her dress as it rubbed my clit just right.

      Soon, I was stripped from my clothes, only to find hers had disappeared as well. I could see the thick, purple dildo hanging between us, the largest I'd ever seen, and it made me shiver in anticipation. Looking closer, I could see this one was double ended, the other end already inside of her.

      She stood above me, and I followed her on my knees. She rubbed the cock on my face, grinding it against my cheek. "Suck my cock, little fawn. Show me how much you want it."

      She guided it into my mouth, and I took it as deep as I could before I gagged. I could taste myself on it, only causing my pleasure to rise. As I took it further down my throat, I noticed the slight studs that ran across the sides, and my cunt clenched at the thought of it inside me. I drew back and took her again, setting a steady rhythm. "Yes," she hissed. "Just like that. You're doing such a perfect job. It feels amazing."

      I worked her harder, using my opposite hand to hold what I couldn't take with my mouth, working it in and out of her. I could feel the saliva trickling from my mouth. This was hot and messy and raw, and it made me feel more alive than I ever had before.

      She suddenly pulled the dildo from my mouth, leaving me in gasping breaths as she turned us so I was on my hands and knees and she was behind me, tip lined up with my entrance. I tried to force her forward, but she wasn't budging, only rubbing the tip against me in slow, agonizing circles.

      "Please," I begged, looking back at her. "Please fuck me, Lilith."

      For a moment, her eyes actually flashed red and, as if her restraint snapped, she sunk into me in one, swift movement.

      I cried out, feeling fuller than I ever had, stretched in all the right places. Fuck, I could feel it rubbing against my g-spot without even trying.

      "You like that?" she asked, releasing a shaky breath, no doubt similarly lost in the intensity.

      "Fuck, yes, I feel so full." With that, she started moving, and the studs I had been so interested in were better than I could have imagined. Lilith set a delicious pace, sending me hurling toward release quicker than I expected.

      Right when I thought it couldn't get any better, it began to vibrate. I gasped, and she gripped my hips harder, slapping my ass as she pounded into me.

      "Yes," she moaned. "Just like that. Fuck, you make me feel so good."

      I let the praise wash over me. It felt so good and so freeing in a way I had never experienced.

      She picked up speed and moved her hand to my clit, rubbing in small circles. I awkwardly reached back and moved my hand to her clit, following her lead.

      "Yes, little fawn, make me come."

      I wanted to. I wanted to please her more than I had ever wanted anything. I picked up my pace, following the rhythm she set. Before long, I shattered, coming so hard, I saw stars. I fell forward, but she caught me, seeming to join me in her own climax. We lay on the ground afterwards in an embrace, hearing nothing but the breeze through the trees and our own deep breaths.

      "The sun will rise soon," Lilith said after a while. I opened my eyes and realized I’d been dozing.

      "What now?" I asked, not sure if I was ready for the answer.

      "Now," she said, "you must make a choice."

      "A choice?"

      "Yes. From the moment you entered this forest, I knew you were mine. I feel nothing but certainty about it. I think it was fate you found your way here, even if it was under not so fortunate circumstances.

      "I am bound to this forest," she continued. "I cannot leave, and I have to return to the veil. I know you have a life outside of here, so I will let you go, if that is what you want."

      I took a shuddering breath. "And if I don't?"

      She grabbed my chin, lowering her eyes to mine. "Then you will know nothing but pleasure and joy for the rest of your days."

      Looking directly at her, I knew her words are true. I knew it should feel bizarre, that my decision should have been an easy one, but I felt genuinely torn.

      She pushed a strand of my hair back behind my ear, playing with the ends. "I don't mean to rush you, but I have about an hour left before daybreak. Even though it is easier for me to travel back and forth, it only lasts during All Hollow’s Eve."

      I nodded, taking in my options. College was terrible, my family barely cared if I existed most of the time, and I was being offered a way out. A new life.

      "I want to go."

      The words hung in the air between us as she took them in, seemingly trying to figure out if I was being sincere. "Be sure, little fawn," she said. “Once you stay in the veil for too long, I need to connect us, soul and body. We won’t be able to be far apart for long; you would need to remain in the veil with me.”

      "I'm sure." I was. I had never felt so sure about anything in my entire life. Everything I had done up until then had been for others, and even that wasn’t good enough. This was for me, and I was sure I wouldn’t regret it.

      She stared at me once more before nodding, her face breaking into a dazzling smile. I laughed, because while absurd, it was exactly what I wanted.

      "Come. We need to get back."

      She lifted me to my feet and pulled me along as she ran through the woods back to her cabin. I smiled the whole way, happy with my choice.

      Once we reached the door, I was greeted with the familiar warmth of the cabin and the smell of brewing tea. She shut the door behind us and surprised me by lifting me up. I wrapped my legs around her waist, giggling as she tucked her face into my neck, kissing the skin there gently.

      "What are you doing?" I asked between giggles.

      "I'm carrying my bride across the threshold," she stated confidently.

      "Bride?" I asked, amusement lacing my voice. "I don't even have a ring yet."

      "Don't worry, little fawn," she smiled, leading us down the hall. "I will give you everything you could want and more."

      Content with my choice, I kissed her as she carried us into the veil.

      Into my choice.

      
        
        The End.
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