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It's the early morning hours with the sun just peeking out. The cool, fresh air hits my lungs as I leave my cottage, and a light fog has settled through the forest in mid-spring. So, I decided to go for a walk through the woods. 

Although the forest is green and brown, a few early purple flowers are in full bloom. I don't remember the name of the flowers as I walk past. But the sight brings a smile to my face. 

My name is Amber, and I'm a 25-year-old hunter with a few scars. I have long dark, blonde hair that's braided back and ocean-blue eyes. I'm 5'9" with a light golden tan skin and very muscular.

I've been walking deep into the wilderness to a small river. As I approached my destination, I could hear the rushing waterfall up ahead. Once there, I approached the shore and began stripping off my clothes. 

I'm down to a tight cloth wrap around my C-cup breasts. My cotton shorts have a piece of leather threaded through to hold them up. It makes it easier for me to walk in the rushing waters without losing my shorts. 

I've had it happen once before when I was young. Nothing like chasing my underpants down the river. While my grandfather laughed his ass off. I'll never let that happen again. 

Well, anyway, I did some stretching to warm up. Touching my toes to stretching my back. I also did some lunges and then stretched my arms. Once done, I unsheathed my long sword and walked out into the knee-high depths of the river. I was standing in front of a waterfall that stood 20ft high. But the waterfall looked like it was raining instead of pouring.

Now that the cold waters are just to my thighs, I begin training. I start with my stance and hold for as long as I can. I try to keep my balance on the slippery rocks and rushing waters. 

A smile creeps onto my face, and I can't wait any longer. I swing my sword through the waterfall, cutting the water droplets. The water bouncing off the blade was so beautiful with every hack I made.

After a while, I turned around and faced away from the waterfall. I took a few steps forward while swinging in figure eight, dipping the tip of my sword into the water. Making repels through the rough current. 

As the sword leaves the water, it dances rain droplets into the air. I did a forward slash, cutting as many droplets as fast as my grandfather had taught me. 

I so love it here... So, let me tell you about myself while I practice. My name is Amber, I have been living on my own for about three years now. My parents died when I was very young. So, my grandfather took care of me until... he left me too.

Anyway, I live in a little cottage less than a mile from here. The nearest town is about two hours on horseback. Well, it's more like the closest person who lives an hour away. So, it's quiet out here in this giant forest.

Well, back to what I was doing. I finished up my training and headed back to the shore. I put on my dark brown pants and black leather knee-high boots. Then I put on my dark brown long-sleeved shirt with a tight leather vest. I slid on my two-finger leather glove and tied up the wristbands.

Once finished, I tied my long sword loosely to my hip and tucked a dagger into my boot. I then grabbed my full quiver of arrows and bow to go hunting.

Now I know what you're thinking... I look like a walking pile of poo, right. So... Why Brown? I used to hate the color brown. But my grandfather said, "Brown is a good color as camouflage... even in winter. It will help you to hide from those... who are hungry." Grandfather was always right because it saved my life once. But that's a story for another time.
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I started walking along the river, looking for prey. I slipped into the trees, using them as cover. And I got to thinking since I was so loud earlier, I might not be able to find any prey, but I didn't have to walk that far. 

There stood a boar as big as my horse drinking water from the river. This will be dangerous to hunt. Why, you ask? Well, let's just say, "If it saw me, I could become the prey." So, I'm going to be couscous on this hunt.

I climbed the closest tree near me and waited patiently. After a long while, the boar started walking back towards the forest. I squatted down on a lower branch with an arrow drawn. I wait for my kill shot to come into view. It zig-zag through some bushes, and when it stepped out, I let go of the string.

The boar squealed, fell over, and flopped around, but finally, it twitched its last. The kill was quick as I sat and waited for any other animals that might have heard its call. Once the coast is clear, I jump down and get to work, on my kill. 

"Dam it," I whispered. I was trying to aim for its neck, but I hit her heart instead. The heart is the best meat to sell at the market. Because it's the best, tastiest meat you'll ever eat. "I guess I'll keep it for myself. Hehe..."

Well, anyway, I finished gutting the boar and tried to hang it in a nearby tree. I used my magic powers to grow a few vines over a sturdy branch. I tied one end to the boar's feet and began lifting it. But the vines would snap because of the weight of the beast. "I wish Grandpa was still here. He'd know what to do," I huffed. 

I struggled for a while and never got anywhere. The boar was just too heavy to lift off the ground or even carry back. So, I skinned it there and took quite a bit of its meat. I also took the liver, damaged heart, and some organs.

I had to take off my long-sleeved shirt and use it to help me carry some of the meat back. I also wrapped up what remained using the boar skin. And left the carcass for Mother Nature to eat. But don't worry, I'm still wearing my leather vest. 

Before I headed home, I washed myself and the meat at the river. I then walked back through the forest to head home. 

After a while, I get to a clearing. There stood my cottage and a small barn for my horses. Midnight is one of the horses standing next to the fence. She stumps her hooves into the dirt as she nays at me, welcoming me home. She's a solid black with only a white diamond on her face. But Brownie is my other workhorse, who's hiding in the barn. She is a solid brown but a cream color on her mane and tail.

The wooden corral was mostly missing due to ogres. So, a while back, I cut down some trees and used them to fence in the two horses. It looked like a half-baked job on my part. Well, Because I'm not a builder, my grandfather was... 

Anyways, the back of the house was where I kept my small hut with five chickens and a large cellar nearby. On the side of the house is a large overhang for storing my firewood. I also started my garden out back of the cottage. 

Oh, yeah, before I forget, I trade with the local farmers down the road. I trade my meat and leather for the local crops they grow. Which I'm about to do once I drop off my share of the meat. 

I headed to my cellar and salted all the meat. I hung half of the meat on wooden rakes. Afterward, I headed to the house and rewrapped the remaining meat in a clean cloth. I quickly washed up and changed my clothes. I put on a clean, long-sleeved shirt and pants. Then I headed back outside. 

It was a little afternoon with the sun still high in the sky. But off in the distance, dark clouds are moving in. I think, "A storm is on its way."

So, I saddle up Midnight because she can handle the thunder. Then, I grabbed the salted meat and tied it to the back of the saddle. I run back inside and throw on my black leather cloak. 

I grabbed my weapons from off the wall. A bow on my back, a sword on my hip, and knives stuffed into my vest. Then, I tied a small bag full of stones to my thigh. And off I went, heading out to the farmer's home.
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My horse Midnight and I walked this old dusty road with my hood down. It makes it easier to keep a lookout for any signs of trouble. Sometimes, bandits or rogues travel through here. So, it's best to keep my guard up. But once the rain starts, I'll have to wear my hood again. 

Traveling this old dusty road was hard on horses and carriages. That’s because the road was carved out by merchants traveling through here. But the ride was mostly quiet, with bugs clicking and the birds chirping. Made it feel peaceful, and I dropped my guard. That's not a good thing to do with trying times like these. 

I was busy watching the migrating birds fly over. Thinking, "I should set up a hiding place by the river before the end of spring." That's when I almost hit a two-horse carriage coming around the corner.

The driver yells at me, "Move out of the way, you fool." I quickly moved out of the way to let the fancy white carriage go by. "Sorry," I yelled as I bowed my head to the rushing driver.

The carriage was glamorous and elegant (which I'd never seen before). I stopped to peer into it, but the curtains were drawn closed, so I couldn't see inside.

After it passed, I continued down the road at a faster pace. But it got me thinking, "Who was that? No one around here has something that fancy. Probably, a fat rich nobleman." 

Soon, I got to farmer Stan's home. Still, on my horse, I walked the fence line. Looking for any signs of life. Until I finally see, his twelve-year-old son stepping out of the barn. I yelled, "Tommy." As I wave at him, Tommy waves back at me to come over. 

"Hi, Amber! Did you bring dinner?" asked Tommy, dusting himself off as I approached. "I sure did," I answered while looking around. 

Tommy caught on before I could ask. "Father is in the woods!" "Oh... Where's your mother?" I asked as I glanced over towards the house. 

"She went to town with brother Sean and Declan... Piper is home... but Dad and Lance went to check on the cows in the field. One of them didn't come home last night... Why?" Tommy asked.

"Oh... Well..." I paused as I got off my horse and untied the meat from my saddle. It's not uncommon for a cow to go missing. Sometimes, they get separated from the herd. I usually never help unless asked. Plus, I don't think he knows anything about the fancy carriage either. 

"Do you need any help?" I asked. 

Tommy thought about it at first. "Nay, I think we're good. Sooo.... What did you bring for dinner?" asked Tommy, who couldn't keep his eyes off the package. 

I pulled the package down from off the saddle. "Here, Tommy! I brought you guys some salted boar meat," I cheerfully said while placing the wrapped meat on his shoulder. 

"Yes!" He happily said as he grabbed it, only to realize how heavy it was. "Ugh, it's heavy," mumbled Tommy. Bending back while trying to hold it up was a chore for him. Poor kid, the package was twice his size of him. I'm surprised he could hold it up at all. 

"Haha... Give this to Piper and tell your father to bring me some feed and hay, okay... Oh, yeah, if Mary needs any furs or leathers, let me know," I clarified. 

I got on my horse, wanting to hurry home before the storm hit. Tommy smiled and yelled, "I'll let mother know, Bye Amber!" Then he headed back home while I left. 

Midnight gulps down the dirt road as the raindrops start to fall. And all is quiet, except for the frogs. I find myself wondering, why am I on edge?

Soon, I slowed down to come around another muddy corner. There, I see fresh wheel tracks going off-road into the forest. I stopped Midnight and paced around to stare at the tracks. That's when the rain slowed down to a light sprinkle.

I suddenly remember the fancy carriage from earlier and think they might be in trouble. I know a few bandits travel through here, but I haven't seen any in a while. So, I thought it would be best to go and take a better look. Only because I see other footprints in the fresh mud. 

We walked into the forest, following the muddy trail. I didn't have to go far as I heard yelling up ahead. I quietly dismounted my horse. Then, I removed my cloak and covered the horse with it. 

I thought, "It's too shiny and give me away." So, I gave her a quick pat and whispered to her to stay. Then I ducked down into the bushes, sneaking into the area. 
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I quickly hid, moving from tree to tree, until I could see them. I slowed down my pace and climbed the closest pine tree near me. So, I could get a better view and not be noticed. I climbed halfway up and crouched down to see through the branches. 

I was right about the bandits; they surrounded the carriage. I was close enough to shoot an arrow but far enough away not to be noticed. I also can't hear them very well. And to top it all off, I have another problem. I'm not sure if I'm close enough to use my abilities. So, I loaded my bow but not aiming it... just in case. 

Four men surround the carriage with their faces covered. They wear matching brown torn clothes and aged red leather armor. No, wait! I see movement in the bushes. 

"Ha, there's six of them," I whispered. I couldn't see the other two because the shrubbery was in the way. "So, I'm guessing they have bows," I whispered. Only because they're keeping that kind of distance from the carriage. But the rest, I know for sure, have swords and daggers. 

The wind howls, and the thunder crackles in the sky. I see they have the driver down off the carriage with a dagger to his throat. The driver looks pretty beaten, but I still think he could fight. Ah... maybe not... now that I get a better look at him, he doesn't look so good. 

"Six against one... and a half is pretty bad odds to have... Especially if it's a noblewoman in the carriage. I'm not sure if I should get involved. But maybe I'll get lucky," I mumbled as I frowned. 

One of the bandits bangs on the carriage door. "Hurry up... GET OUT," the bandit shouted as he quickly stepped back and away. He seemed frightened for some reason. 

The driver started crying, and blood trickled down his front. He then cries out, "Don't kill me, I have a wife and child!" They argue between themselves, and then laughter breaks out within the group as the driver screams, "No!" 

My first thought was to take out the leader. But then the driver might get killed. So, I aimed at the guy holding the driver and was about to shoot him...

Out of nowhere, the door flies open on the carriage. A tall, dark-haired man dressed in black steps out. He was handsome as he stretched out and rubbed his sleepy eyes. I was surprised to see the bandits quickly backing away from him.

I lowered my aim as I watched and thought, "That’s not a fat nobleman... I shouldn't get involved... Well, maybe... I'll wait a little more before deciding. I mean, these are some trying times indeed."

All is quiet as they stare each other down. The wind picks up and blows past me toward them. The handsome man quickly looks my way and frowns, then looks back at them. "What was that? Did he see me?" I thought, staying as still as possible.

Then, the leader of the bandit's steps forward and argues with him. I couldn't hear what they were talking about. But it wasn't good as their voices got louder. As the handsome man took a step forward, the other bandit pressed the knife into the driver's throat. It made the handsome man take a step back, putting his hands up in surrender. 

"Whoa, there...  don't forget... haunted forest. The witch..." yelled the handsome man and lighting cracks across the sky. Which made everyone frantically step back a little more.
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