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She was a porcelain goddess and a stealer of
hearts. He had a heart that she wanted for one reason only. It
wasn’t for love. As children, they were jokingly promised by their
fathers, long before either child grew to know the witchcraft of
lust or the security of love and belonging.

Although they despised each other as
children, since late adolescence he had been besotted by her and
yearned to touch her. She encouraged it, but she always stayed with
her chaperones lest he not be able to control himself.

Today, her twenty-first birthday, she desired
difference though. She desired a return to the days of lore and of
being touched by the sisters. He had no idea she felt for women and
not for men.

For tradition, for necessity, she required a
man appointed by her father. Her lightly betrothed fulfilled that
need. To survive this foul need though, she momentarily dissociated
from the truth that he was the one who tortured and killed her
beloved pet frog over a decade of moons ago. He would pay for that,
but not just yet.

Normally, for the ritual, the father would
choose from a pool of prepared men: men raised by the coven and
blessed with the honor of handing over girls to their womanhood.
But, her father was deceased, drowned in a treacherous quagmire
while searching for a specific frog species required by his
daughter. Because her father had died prematurely, she now had to
accept his early joke as given. Bound by spiritual law, an
appointment was an appointment. How the appointed one would now pay
for this misery.

They waked together. He wanted to entwine her
fragile fingers in his large manly hand, to guide and keep her
safe, but she skillfully walked just out of easy reach. For self
preservation, she kept her eyes diverted from the black hairs that
sprung from his knuckles.

Mustering every ounce of loyalty and respect
that hid within her complex feminine make-up, she spoke of the
responsibilities associated with her coming of age.

“Mister Erik,” she began, unsure of where to
pitch her intonations. Lowering her tone to a more amenable one,
she continued. “It is time for me to become a woman. I have at
times treated you badly: rejected you, blamed you, cursed you.”

He went to interject, like a puppy searching
for favor from a master.

Immediately, her hand reached out to signal
his silence. He followed her unspoken command, sat, and allowed her
to fully rehearse her lines.

“I am so heartless at times and I wish to
apologize profusely for the dreadful ways I have treated you. I am
grown now, much more level headed and I want to offer you my
appreciation.”

Still holding the open stage, the air she
created around them warned him not to respond.

“Erik, my one and my only, my longest time
companion and savior,” she breathed her lies expertly and
convincingly. “I need you to help fulfill my womanly destiny. I am
ready. It is my time and I offer myself over to you for the
taking.”

He whimpered and shivered with expectation.
No words came from his mouth as he was impotent of speech. His
capture, he needed time to gloat over and give thanks to the
Lord.

They left her sister chaperones playing
croquet in the meadow and they meandered across the pulpy low lands
of her home, Cumcoven. She inherited this land today, on her coming
of age. Handed down her matriarchal lineage, she knew from an early
age that the magic of Cumcoven was her right.

As they walked, he worried about the wet
seepage into his fine leather shoes. She delighted in the spreading
wetness between her legs and the fizzing feeling of excitement that
crept up her inner thighs – hidden, but pulled in by the long
trains of her Victorian dress.

A bubbling brook called her to cross
over.

The tail of her velvet gown draped across the
stream like a magic net drawing fish from below and dragon fly from
above. Her ever-obedient betrothed held her hand, to balance
her, and to steal the scent of her skin. She smelled of lavender
and sunshine. Good, wholesome, bewitchingly gorgeous and edible. He
would never know what she tasted of though because her coveted
fruit of lust was kept for those worthy of lubricating her. Never
would she voluntarily let such a vulgar and uncivilized male
specimen fumble fingers, tongue or erection into her place of
sacred divinity.

If he were a woman though, she may have
forgone the pleasure of a walk for the pleasure of one last giggly
role-play beneath the canopy of her four-poster bed: her fore play
learning centre as she suggestively referred to it. The play
mentally and physically prepared her for the adult sex world
patiently waiting to take her virginity.

Why were men part of the traditional
womanhood ceremony? Just thinking of wonderful women enticed
her fingers to disappear beneath her velvet folds to hurriedly part
her rose bud lips, rub the brow of her clitoris and wipe away her
frustration by delving deep and purposely into her pulsating
want.

But for now, she just had to walk with
him. She had to walk to a place where the traditional mating
ritual would batter her body home to feminine subservience and
civility. She had to do this because it was written. It was lore.
The sisters before her had been initiated as such, and now at the
summit of her sexual peak and attraction to males, she would allow
the same defilement to befall her. It was written. It was so.

He had no idea of the advanced magic she had
learned abroad in her recent European finishing year. Just
astounded, he was, by her attention to detail of what he deemed
superstitious and silly folk lore. Clueless that her cultivation of
herbology could do as much harm as good, he closed his eyes to all
but the lustful magic that danced within his pants. Silly man.

Besotted by her voice, he was unable to
comprehend that the singing lessons in Paris taught her chants of
an underground movement much older than the church he yearned to
marry her in. He was innocent to the strength and power of the
erotic moon circles to which her female chatter swung when she was
bored with him.

Never would he be allowed to remember the
circle in which she wanted to play today. Never would he remember
that he got to hold more than her balancing hand. Never would he
have knowledge of a wild romp upon her and a lapping up of the lust
from her breasts and moist vagina. He was there for the single
mating ceremony, an initiation of sex and, with all praise to
goddess herbs, he would remember nothing.

A tease, she knew her frock clung
provocatively to her body and displayed her supple young
womanliness to him. He bent as though to kiss her. Prolonging her
virginal state and avoiding his advance, she bent to scoop a baby
green frog. He pretended to care about the wildlife and stay
stooped as though in concern for an endangered species. Stooped he
was, but his eyes did not miss her longingly tongue the frog in a
single, slow lick of fellatio.
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