The Horned Hood. Near the end of the Reign of Eifla the last Omnimagus, this strange, hooded thief began to appear. Their distinctive two-horned hood was spotted all over the northern lands, be it in the depths of Cowill’Duun, the Halls of Oulinel, or on the walls of Paurun Anum.
Their thefts were legendary; they breached vaults long thought impenetrable, and stole jealously guarded artifacts out of the very hands of ancient liches. At the peak of their adventures, the Horned Hood even stole the crown jewels from the brow of King Damaran the Terrible. Truly, there was nothing they could not steal.
Now, however, it has been almost five years since the last noted theft the Hood performed. Speculation as to where they went, and about their true identity, has begun to die down in this uncharacteristically long period of silence. Still…they are far from forgotten.
It had been a perfectly normal day at the Daggnabbit Bros’ Circus. The performances had gone off without a hitch, the crowds had been plentiful, and, as usual, there was an abundance of drunks who took things a step too far. These had all been scooped up by the towering circus guard Saigen, and subsequently toted around the grounds in the old lion cage he carried for just this purpose.
The day had come to an end, however. The sun was setting, and it was time to let the drunks out and send them home. Thus it was that Saigen found himself carefully scooping people out of his cage and dumping them at the edge of the circus grounds, when a voice called out to him.
“Oh, Saigen!” Unwavering cheerfulness assailed Saigen’s senses. He paused in the middle of dumping a handsy lush into the bushes, and turned to watch Sinni the Clown skip over to him. She hadn’t been performing today, he recalled. Instead, she’d been busy with the little shop space the circus had rented out for the week, where auditions were being held. The place was only a hundred feet or so down the road from were Saigen was releasing his drunks. He could see it, behind her.
“Good evening. You seem to be,” Saigen paused, considering. “In a better mood than usual.”
“I definitely am! It’s so nice that we’re finally recruiting again, after soooo long!” Sinni laughed and did a twirl, her flaming blue hair crackling as it swept around behind her. “I saw SO many funny acts, today! This town has a lot of really talented people living in it!”
It was not a town. They’d stopped to entertain at the city of Naruney - population 2.2 million - but pointing this out to Sinni wouldn’t do any good. Besides…Saigen could see a little bit of black seeping into her flaming blue hair. If he didn’t watch it, she might wind up going out on the town, again. “That’s great to hear. Do you think many new performers will be joining up?”
The tiny sliver of black in Sinni’s hair flared, spreading alarmingly. For just a moment, her usual smile faltered, and then reasserted itself as she cheerfully shook her head. “I don’t know. Maybe, but…most of the ones who were really good got upset when they heard how little we could pay. It was a little discouraging, but their performances were still great fun to see!”
“It’s only natural they’d not think much of the pay.” Saigen said, as he scooped a chubby, rosy-cheeked man out of his cage, and tossed him on the grass. The man snorted in his sleep. “They must be used to living in Naruney, and a city this size has a high cost of living compared to what we need on the road. Ringmaster Zuelanna should have explained they’d probably have more for themselves with us than they would working around here.”
“Oh, is that what it is?” Sinni blinked several times, a pale finger pressed to her black lips. She cocked her head to the side thoughtfully, her eyes drifting past Saigen. The black in her fiery hair spread, again. “Hmm…if that’s so, then there must be a lot of people here who’ve seen our act, but not really understood anything that goes onbehind it.”
Saigen’s jaw set. That was the last straw; whenever Sinni started talking about ‘behind the scenes’ stuff, that was an unmistakable warning sign that she was going to cause trouble. He dumped the last drunk, and started to reach for Sinni. She’d complain a bit, but in the end, it’d be better to have her locked up for the night than-
Suddenly, Saigen’s eyes caught on a figure stepping out of the circus audition office behind Sinni, and his train of thought derailed. That distinctive, large-hooded jacket, with two points poking up from inside…he knew it very well.
Instead of grabbing Sinni, he clapped her gently on the shoulder. “Sorry, Sinni, but I just spotted some trouble brewing down the street. If you’d like, we can catch up after I take care of it.”
“Oh. Of course, don’t worry about it!” Sinny answered brightly, but the sudden gout of black flame streaking down her back betrayed how irritated she actually was. “Good luck!”
Saigen strongly considered not going after the hooded figure…but he knew which between her and Sinni could cause more trouble. He bowed curtly to the circus’s most celebrated clown, and broke into a sprint.
With Saigen’s long, mile-eating stride, it only took a few minutes for him to chase the figure to an alleyway further into town. As he stepped off the side street he’d followed her distinctive hood down, he found the girl in the hood waiting for him with her hands shoved into the pockets of her jacket. Beneath her dark hood, all he could make out was her teeth, spreading into a smirk.
“Sana.” Saigen said, bluntly, as he stopped in front of her and set his cage down with a loud clang. “What are you doing here?”
The hooded figure chuckled, and dug her hands deeper into the pockets of her jacket. “Whatever could you mean? I’m just standing around, stranger.”
“Don’t play dumb, we’ve known each other for years.” Saigen sighed. “No one else wears a jacket that short with a hood that big.”
“Ha!” Sana laughed, as she flung her jacket open to reveal the massive, heaving black-bound tits beneath! Flat, toned abs stood out on a tanned waist lined with spotted orange fur on either side. Skin-tight black shorts clung to her hips, meaty thighs, and huge, round ass. Mismatched black stockings wrapped around her legs, outlining them in perfect, irresistible detail as they descended down to a pair of paws lined with broad cuffs of black fabric. Matching cuffs adorned her wrists, partially hiding the spotted fur on her forearms and hands.
Her hood fell back, hanging behind her narrow, slim shoulders, as she grinned at him with fat, glossy pink lips. She was beautiful, her fur-lined jaw displaying strength but also femininity that extended to her high cheekbones and slim brow. Her bright green eyes were lined with eye-catching black patterns that a makeup artist would have struggled for hours with, but which she had naturally. Her red hair spilled down her back, as a pair of large, white-tufted red ears twitched atop the half-tabaxi’s head.
“My jacket is only for keeping my ears warm! Why would I need it to hide my belly?” She objected. “Come on, you know that!”
“Yeah, yeah, I know it does.” Saigen sighed, as Sana’s tail swished back and forth behind her excitedly - equally excitingly making her ass flex in place just a bit with every swish. “Now…what are you doing here? The circus doesn’t have anything to steal.”
“Steal? Psh!” She swiped a black-clawed hand through the air dismissively, and cocked her head to one side. “I’m not here to steal. I’m joining up!”
Saigen stared at her. “You are…joining the circus. As…what?”
“A contortionist, of course!”
“You want to be a contortionist.” Saigen said, his voice dripping with incredulity.
Sana snorted at him and leaned back, planting her hands on her jutting hips confidently. “You know I can squeeze into any position. As long as my head fits, I fits.”
“Cats being an undisputed form of liquid has nothing to do with being a contortionist!” The towering purple-skinned man cried, his sack-hood stirring strangely. He twitched and tugged it back into line, then sighed, as he watched Sana frown up at him. “Fine, you want to be a contortionist…fine. What did they say at the audition?”
Sana’s frown turned into a scowl. “Ugh! That stupid succubus in the tophat-”
“Zuelanna,” Saigen corrected her, interrupting.
Sana nodded violently. “Yeah, her! She said I had no class!”
In spite of himself, Saigen couldn’t help slowly looking down at her bare cleavage, gleaming skin-tight black outfit, and the very obvious set of lockpicks sticking out of her sleeves. He cleared his throat. “Perhaps she was a bit too harsh in saying that.”
She hadn’t been, of course, but he was trying to placate the crazy thieving cat. “But that’s not what I meant. What did they tell you when you left the audition?”
“Oh.” Sana’s expression smoothed out instantly. She shrugged, heaving her huge, plump tits so much that when they bounced back down, they brushed against her belly before jiggling back up into their usual gravity-defying spheres. “They told me to come back next week.”
Saigen sighed, heavily. “You realize we’re scheduled to be in the next town over at the start of next week, right? It’s listed on every schedule and poster we put up around town. If you come back next week, no one will be here.”
Sana blinked, very, very slowly. A dangerous, hard glint suddenly began to shine in her eyes. “So what you’re saying is…she was fucking with me.”
“Now, hold on-”
“I will gut her!” Sana snarled, as suddenly there was a long, deadly-sharp dagger gripped between each of her fingers!
“Calm down!” Saigen said, as he grabbed her shoulders and held her back. Where’d she even gotten all those knives from? There wasn’t enough loose fabric on her to hide them!
“Coulda just said no to my face!” Sana growled, as she pushed forward with both legs, and actually managed to shove Saigen back a step! “Now I gotta kill her, instead!”
“Think about why you were trying to join in the first place!” Saigen tried, desperate to get her mind off of Zuelanna. He knew very well that Sana had a short attention span when it came to grudges, so if he could just get her mind on something else, the ringmaster would be saved!
Fortunately, that got to her. Sana blinked hugely, her push forwards coming to an abrupt halt, and then she looked up at him. “Well…I heard you met up with Navyda.”
Saigen had to fight the urge to cover his eyes. “I see. And that made you come all the way out here?”
A bright, burning flush beamed across Sana’s face, and all of a sudden she pulled back and fidgeted from side to side. Her tail twitched in place like a cobra, as her hips swayed, and her boobs squished together between her arms. “W-well, it reminded me of the old days. So I wanted to come see you too!”
As Sana stuck both of her thumbs into her mouth and chewed on them nervously, Saigen slowly thought through how this could end. He was, really, already in a bad way. He still hadn’t gotten his bed back from Navyda, who was still hanging around. He didn’t even know how Sana heard she’d met with him, considering that…but if he just took Sana on back to his place to keep her out of trouble, he might wind up in even more trouble!
Fortunately, just then, Saigen was saved from this terrible, looming decision by Sinni - or, rather, Syn. He twitched as he heard the stacked, black-haired succubus’s distinctive laugh as she walked down the street behind him, passing by the alleyway where he and Sana were talking. He turned and stared at her, watching her hips whip from side to side, as she stalked an unwary guy.
“Sorry, but I have to go take care of something!” Saigen said, as he hastily picked his cage back up. He should have just locked Sinni up earlier, before she went crazy!
“What?” Sana blinked, hugely, and then she wrapped her luscious body around one of his arms! “No! I’m not done talking yet! I’m not going to get into the circus, so this is the only chance I’ve got!”
A strangled grunt wrenched out of Saigen as he looked hurriedly after Syn, and then back at Sana. “Okay, fine! We’ll talk more, but later! My trailer is at the very back of the lot behind the big top. There’s a big oak tree over it, and the door’s black. You can’t miss it, there aren’t any others like it. Meet me there!”
“Your trailer?” Sana’s eyes lit up like a pair of suns, and she started to drool. She hastily wiped it off on a sleeve. “Like where you sleep? I’ll be there!”
“Great. See you!” He shouted, already sprinting down the alleyway after Syn. As he chased down the crazed succubus-goth, he couldn’t help but hope that he hadn’t made a terrible, terrible mistake directing Sana Hist, the famed Horned Hood, to his home.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Surely even she couldn’t pick the lock into his trailer, though. It’d probably be fine!
