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Rapunzel


 


There
was once a man and a woman who longed for a child. They prayed and begged God,
but it appeared that their wish of becoming parents would never come true.


It
all changed when they met the Enchantress.


They
had heard the woman was powerful in magic and in herbs. Feeling desperate, the
couple approached her and begged for her help.


The
Enchantress was a fickle woman, capable of great generosity and great
selfishness. When she heard the couple’s plead she was moved and consented to
help. 


As
the months went by and she continuously prepared herbs and magical potions for
the couple, the Enchantress slowly fell in love with the husband. He loved her
back and, without his wife suspecting anything, they became lovers.


He
would spend the days with his wife, making love to her and trying to make her
conceive, and at night he would slink out of the house and find the Enchantress,
losing himself in her embrace.


Their
relationship lasted for months. 


The
Enchantress knew she shouldn’t have seduced him, but she couldn’t help it. She
didn’t hate the woman, but she envied what the she had. She hated to smell his
wife in his skin when he came to her, she hated that he didn’t have the stamina
to fully satisfy her after spending the afternoon with her, and she hated
having to share him.


So
she gave him an ultimatum.


He
would have a week to leave his wife and go to live with the Enchantress. The
husband pleaded with her for more time, but she didn’t relent and he accepted
her offer and decided to end his matrimony.


The
week passed slowly, their routine uninterrupted, the husband enjoying his last
few days with his wife, knowing he would leave her before long.


Finally
the last day of the week came and he and the Enchantress went to confront his
wife. He had barely stepped inside his home when his wife rushed to him and
embraced him, laughing and smiling. When he questioned her why she was so happy
she replied she was pregnant, that their efforts had finally paid off and she
had a child inside of her.


The
husband laughed and embraced her back, holding her with all his strength, the
love that had been forgotten during the last few months suddenly rekindled. Husband
and wife laughed and danced and talked, always without noticing the woman by
the door, the one with a breaking heart.


A
sudden party was prepared and the joyous couple called all their neighbors and
friends, spreading the good news. The wife, happy and radiant, called the
Enchantress to her side and told everyone how without her help she wouldn’t
have been able to have a child.


The
Enchantress received the woman’s thanks and the gratitude of the couple’s
friends and family, all while feeling her heart die bit by bit, smiling while
she didn’t mean it, jealousy growing by leaps and bounds in her soul.


At
the end of the night she approached the husband and spoke to him. He kissed her
one last time and told her he would always love her, but he couldn’t and wouldn’t
abandon his wife, not when she carried his child.


The
Enchantress nodded and accepted his words, even as she seethed inside.


During
the next few days the Enchantress’ anger, envy and loneliness grew. Feeling fury
and despair, the woman decided to get her revenge upon the husband, and steeled
her heart. She prepared a magical potion and after completing it, she soaked a
rampion, a rapunzel as it was called in their land, in it.


She
took the plant with her and visited the couple, gifting the rampion to the
wife, saying that if she ate it the couple’s child would grow to be healthy and
strong. The wife embraced her heartily, thanking her for all she had done. A part
of the Enchantress’ mind shouted at her for deceiving the young wife, but her
desire for revenge won out and in the end she left without warning the woman
about her poisoned gift.


The
Enchantress disappeared for a few months after that. No one knew where she was,
or when she would come back. The couple returned to a semblance of a normal
life.


The
Enchantress returned the night the wife’s waters broke. She assumed the role of
the woman’s midwife and helped her give birth. The wife, husband and the
Enchantress were the only people inside the house when the new child came to
the world, a beautiful newborn, with a few tuffs of blond hair on her head.


There
was only one thing different about the child. She had been born with sexual
organs from both male and female, a hermaphrodite.


The
couple despaired as they saw that. 


The
wife cried and the husband raged. They screamed and blamed each other for their
daughter’s differences, all the while the child cried in the Enchantress’ arms.


Finally
the Enchantress couldn’t help it anymore and she started laughing, making both
wife and husband stop and stare at her. When the wife questioned her why she
was so happy, the Enchantress replied.


The
Enchantress told the wife about the affair she had with the husband, she told her
about the fact that the husband had been coming to abandon the wife the night
the woman told him she was pregnant, and the Enchantress told them that their
child’s state was her curse, her final revenge for her abandonment and her last
gift to the couple.


Both
husband and wife raged at her, and at each other, the wife infuriated about the
affair, the husband aghast at the Enchantress’ revenge when he and his wife
were most happy. 


Despite
their fury, neither of them made a move against the Enchantress; even in their
state of mind they knew she was more powerful than them, and there was nothing
they could do against the magic user.


So
they turned on each other. 


The
wife shouted at her husband and expelled him from her house. He left saying he
didn’t want anything to have with such a harpy for a wife and with such a freak
as a child.


The
woman turned to the Enchantress and told her to leave, ordering her to take the
monster with her, before she immersed herself further into the home. The Enchantress
laughed at the turn the events took and felt sated, her fury abated by her
revenge’s outcome, happy for the first time in months.


Looking
at the child she held in her arms the Enchantress felt her heart stirring for
the first time since her lover had forsaken her, and she saw in the child a
face similar to hers and that of its father. Stroking the blonde hair, fine as
spun gold, so much like the Enchantress’ own hair, the woman smiled.


“My
revenge worked better than I hoped and I have you to thank for all of it …
little Rapunzel.”


*******


Rapunzel
grew hearty, hale and beautiful. She was the Enchantress’ joy and happiness,
capable of making the fickle woman smile at any time.


Rapunzel
had fine gold for hair, the blue oceans and skies as her eyes, and the more
succulent of red fruits as her lips. She smelled of flowers and the sea breeze,
even though she had never come close to the shore in her life. Her smile was
radiant like the sunlight and her pout capable of bending the most resolute of
men.


Wherever
Rapunzel and her mother went, people talked about the most beautiful girl in
the world, the one with gold for hair. Soon her fame spread all over the
kingdom, every village and town hoping to see the Enchantress and her beautiful
daughter.


Rapunzel
was seven when she and her mother arrived in a town at the northern regions of
the Kingdom. 


As
always, whispers of them had found the town before they did, and when the
people saw them arrive they received Rapunzel and the Enchantress as best as
they could. Everyone wanted to see Rapunzel and to touch her hair, the one they
heard so much about.


The
Enchantress grew furious at their pretentions, tired of always being hounded
wherever she and her daughter traveled to, but she couldn’t forbid the people
from seeing Rapunzel, especially when her daughter hadn’t know anything but
adoration and adulation from the ones around her.


It
changed that night when a drunken old man, believing Rapunzel’s hair truly was
gold, tried to cut it away with a knife. Rapunzel cried and the Enchantress
fury was unleashed when she saw the man wielding a knife near her daughter’s
face. With a gesture she threw him into a wall, her will and magic making him
appear a puppet in her complete control.


He
babbled and tried to apologize, but the Enchantress’ anger wouldn’t be sated by
mere apologies. She threw him again and again, his body hitting the inn’s
walls, the crunching of his broken bones audible by everyone inside. No one
spoke, or moved, while the Enchantress punished the one who attacked her child.
Only Rapunzel made a sound, the young girl smiling and clapping at her mother,
not understanding the harm the older woman was doing to the old man.


No
one bothered them in the town after that, and after a few days, mother and
daughter left the place and never returned.


Yet
the incident remained clear in the Enchantress memory, the moment she had seen
the man attempting to harm her daughter, the moment she saw that knife so close
to her daughter’s throat etched into her mind, burned there by the fear she
felt when she saw it happen.


Fear
lead to jealousy, and while cautious the Enchantress couldn’t stop the people
from the next village from flocking to Rapunzel’s side, eager to see her.
Rapunzel appeared to have forgotten the incident that so unsettled her mother,
but the Enchantress started thinking and planning how she would make it so Rapunzel
remained hers and hers alone.


When
Rapunzel turned eight her mother imprisoned her in a tower. She didn’t call it
that, of course, she told her daughter that the tower would become their new
home and that they wouldn’t continue to roam all over the Kingdom.


At
first Rapunzel found it strange, she had known no other life since she had
born, but as the months passed she got used to it and loved it. Her mother
taught her to read and gave her books to entertain herself, her mother also
taught her to sew and while Rapunzel struggled at it she eagerly practiced.


They
had been living in the tower for four months when the Enchantress had to leave
for the first time. Rapunzel looked confusedly at her mother when she told her
she had to go, never having been apart from the elder woman. 


The
Enchantress heart leaped at the face her daughter made when she explained she
had to go away for a few days, but she was practiced in resisting her
daughter’s pouts. She left the next morning at sunrise.


Rapunzel
found herself alone for the first time in her life. 


Her
mother had left everything she needed to survive prepared, so she only had to
entertain herself until the older woman returned.


When
the Enchantress came back three days later, Rapunzel was there to embrace and welcome
her, proud at taking care of herself for the time.


The
next years continued in the same trend. Rapunzel learned everything her mother
taught her, from identifying herbs and magical reagents, to singing, to
cooking, every little bit of knowledge her mother wished to impart on her she
learned.


The
Enchantress continued leaving for her visits to neighboring villages, seeking
food, clothes and supplies for her and her daughter, never letting anyone find
out where she lived, and proudly watching her child grow.


Things
started to change between the Enchantress and her daughter a few days after
Rapunzel turned thirteen.


*******


Rapunzel
couldn’t say when exactly her relationship with her mother started souring.


It
had started slowly. She could remember that.


Rapunzel
was used to share everything with her mother, they read together, they cooked
together, they slept and bathe together, and suddenly things changed and the
Enchantress forced Rapunzel to manage for herself.


The
young girl didn’t understand why her mother was shying away from her, she just
knew it was happening and so she tried to hold tighter to the older woman. She
tried to spend more time with the Enchantress; she begged the other woman for
help in the most varied of tasks, even if Rapunzel had no problem finishing
them. She followed the older woman during the day, hoping for a chance to make
the other woman talk or smile, or even to see if she could help the older
woman.


The
Enchantress chafed at Rapunzel’s hounding and ignored her as much as she could,
until she couldn’t control her anger and, in a moment she would forever regret,
slapped the blonde girl.


Rapunzel
froze when that happened, and she let tears fall down her face, but she didn’t
sob or made a fuss. She cried silently for a few moments and then left, leaving
the Enchantress alone. 


From
that moment forward Rapunzel was the one shying away from the Enchantress. 


Eventually
the Enchantress would come to regret her actions, but at the time she had been
pleased she had put an end to Rapunzel’s harassment, and became content in
being alone for a while. 


Rapunzel
wouldn’t forget the slap her mother had given her, and slowly her anger grew. 


She
rebelled against her mother’s hold on her life. 


Where
before she was a pampered and gentle child, she became unruly, rebellious, all
of it because of her mother’s seemingly rejection. She became lonely.


One
day her mother had ordered Rapunzel to cut her hair. The blonde child ignored
the older woman, and from that moment on she decided she would never cut her
hair, it would be another way of rebelling.


She
then started hiding from the Enchantress and spent a great deal of her time
wandering through the tower. It didn’t take long for Rapunzel to realize one
truth that made her even wearier of her mother. She was a prisoner in her own
house. There was only one exit from the tower and it was guarded by her
mother’s spells, and only the Enchantress could open it. When her mother left
it remained closed, and no matter what Rapunzel attempted it wouldn’t open.


Because
of that Rapunzel approached her mother and begged her to learn magic.


The
Enchantress’ gaze pierced Rapunzel, the woman looking at the girl from top to
bottom. Rapunzel then saw something in her mother’s gaze, something she had
started seeing some time before they started drifting apart, but she couldn’t
say exactly what it was she saw, she just knew that look made her tremble and
her heart beat faster.


Then
her mother shook her head and told Rapunzel she wouldn’t teach her what she
wanted, she wouldn’t make it easier for Rapunzel to escape and leave her alone.


Rapunzel
raged at her mother until her voice became hoarse, asking, begging for a reason
why she imprisoned, and why she couldn’t simply walk outside. The Enchantress
remained still and didn’t reply, until Rapunzel slowly lost her strength and
will to question why, and fled.


The
relationship between mother and daughter had frayed until just the barest touch
of affection remained.


The
Enchantress started spending more and more time away from the tower, in some
occasions spending more than a month without returning to her home. She loved
Rapunzel, but she had no idea how to fix their relationship, and as such
remained away, preferring to hide than to face the blonde child.


Rapunzel
enjoyed her solitude as much as she could, although every time her mother left
she felt a tug at her heart. That tug returned whenever her mother took more
than a week or two to return. It was a fear that she wouldn’t see the other
woman ever again, and it made her feel lightheaded and without breath. Every
time that happened she would only became at peace when she saw her mother
return from the window of her bedroom.


She
didn’t show it when she greeted the other woman, always intent to show she was
perfectly capable of living without the Enchantress. Her mother, one who once
was capable of understanding her daughter – but no more – wouldn’t realize what
truly lied behind her daughter’s façade, and would believe what Rapunzel tried
to make appear as truth.


The
years passed with their behavior unchanged for the most part, mother and
adopted daughter seemingly becoming as strangers to one another, barely
speaking or seeing each other.


It
all changed again when the prince appeared, a few days after Rapunzel’s
eighteenth anniversary.


*******


Rapunzel
was brushing her incredibly long hair, the one she had let grow unimpeded for
years, when she heard someone call for her.


Curious
– it hadn’t seemed like her mother’s voice – she leaned over her window and
looked down, seeing a man she had never seen before at her tower’s entrance.


The
man grinned at her and recited a poem to her beauty. Rapunzel flushed, and
smiled back at him, pleased by his words and his appearance. They talked, and
smiled at each other. 


Rapunzel
felt joy like she hadn’t in years, not since she was a child and still
accompanied her mother in her wanderings.


Her
happiness waned when the beautiful man begged her to open the door to the
tower. She had to tell him it was looked by her mother’s magic and she had no
way to open it.


The
man looked pensive for a moment, but then his sight fell on the tower itself
and he grinned, saying he was confident he could climb it. He started slowly,
making sure his footing was secure, but soon enough he climbed most of the edifice,
until he almost reached Rapunzel’s window and realized he wouldn’t be able to
climb further.


The
beautiful blonde woman, seeing him so close but unable to come closer, looked
around herself and tried to find something that would make it possible for him
to come to her.


Her
sight fell on her own hair, the only thing that could possibly reach him. She
grabbed her gold spun hair and threw it at him; he grabbed it and managed to
finish the climb into her bedroom.


Rapunzel
watched him as he slowly beat the dust out of his clothes. It had been years
since she had seen someone other than her mother up close, and she found him
rather handsome.


His
hair was dark and short, his frame was bulky and strong and his eyes made
Rapunzel flush and try to hide her face. When she did that, he touched her
cheek and made her turn her sight back to him, smiling at her innocence and
making her smile in turn.


They
spoke for hours. Rapunzel learned he was a prince and that he had been
adventuring trough the kingdom when he saw her brush her hair and sing while
she leaned over the window. He saw her greet the Enchantress when Rapunzel’s
mother returned from one of her trips and he heard the older woman call her
Rapunzel.


Rapunzel
in turn told him about her life, from her memories as a child walking around
from village to village, to her life in the tower, her imprisonment as she
found it.


The
prince realized she was a very sheltered and innocent woman, and he couldn’t
help but find her striking, the most beautiful woman in the land. He kissed
her, and Rapunzel, not understanding what he was doing, kissed him back.


They
separated after a few moments, Rapunzel once again flushed, while the prince
grinned at the effect he had on the beautiful woman. They continued talking
further, until night started to settle in and the prince decided he had to go.


He
was about to start his climb down when he turned back and came to Rapunzel’s
side. He asked her if she wanted to do something fun and naughty.


Rapunzel,
always hoping to annoy her mother and knowing from her books that doing
something naughty always annoyed mothers accepted.


The
prince swallowed, having second thoughts for a moment, but then he bade
Rapunzel to kneel in front of him. She did so, and he slowly undid his
trousers, reached inside and dragged his cock out into the open.


She
looked at it, finding it very similar to the one she had between her legs, but
something held her from commenting that out loud.


The
prince reached out with his hand and caressed her hair and asked her to touch
his member, to hold it in her hand and stroke it, slowly. She did as he asked,
wrapping her hand around his cock and gripping tightly, feeling his warmth. She
started to move her hand up and down, making him groan in pleasure, and feeling
a quivering between her thighs, a wetness flowing down her leg while her own
member hardened.


He
told her to kiss his cock, and Rapunzel leaned forward and touched her lips to
its reddened head. He groaned again and she could see as the veins on his cock
widened as more blood was pumped into his member. At his urging she kissed him
again, and her tongue sneaked out of her mouth to lick his cock’s tip.


The
prince’s hands came to rest on her head, and his hips started moving forward.
Rapunzel followed his lead and took his cock into her mouth, marveling at the
strange texture of his member and at its salty, musky taste. Her tongue swirled
around the member, tasting him, making the prince grab a lock of her hair and
fist his hand in it.


He
told her what to do next. Following his instructions, Rapunzel started to slide
her mouth over his member, taking his cock further into her mouth, her lips
wrapped tightly around it. Her hands moved to cup his scrotum, playing with his
balls.


The
prince groaned and his cock twitched in Rapunzel’s wet embrace. 


Rapunzel
moved slowly at first, her lack of experience obvious, but soon enough the
blonde woman was bobbing her head up and down the prince’s cock, the prick
moving in and out of her mouth faster with every moment that passed.


Rapunzel
marveled at what she was doing, instinctively knowing it was a very naughty
thing, but she couldn’t stop. So eager was she that she took the cock further
than she should and it hit her throat, making her gag.


The
prince loved that and he grasped her head with both of his hands, and started
thrusting hard, making Rapunzel hold still with her mouth as open as she could
make it, as he fucked her face.


A
few moments after he started Rapunzel heard him groan louder than before, and
suddenly she could taste his come, and feel his seed flowing from his prick
into her open mouth. She swallowed what she could, as he begged her to, but it
was too much and she felt some of it escape her mouth and dribble over her
chin.    


The
prince moved back a couple of steps after his cock finished spurting its thick substance
and he looked at Rapunzel’s stunned face, seeing his seed dirtying her entire
face. His cock twitched at the sight, but one look out of the window made him
realize he had to leave. He arranged his pants and he moved to climb down, a
much easier task than climbing up and possible without Rapunzel’s aid.


Rapunzel
remained on her knees for some time, his flavor still remaining in her mouth
ever after she had swallowed the last of him. She felt his seed sticking to her
chin and used her hands to clean it, and felt its white texture between her
fingers, marveling at what seemed to her to be really thick milk.


She
put her fingers on her mouth and tasted his semen once again, before she got up
and went to take a bath. 


She
was lying in the warm water when she started thinking about what happened and
couldn’t help but flush when she remembered what she had done. She felt her own
cock hardening, and for the first time in her life she couldn’t help but touch
it and grip her hand around it.


Seeing
its swollen state, Rapunzel wondered about how it would feel to have someone’s
lips around it, like hers had been around the prince’s cock. Slowly, Rapunzel
moved her hand up and down, her grip tight. She marveled at the feeling of it
and moaned in pleasure. Soon she sliding her hands as fast as she could,
pumping up and down.


The
stimulation proved too much and Rapunzel soon came, shooting a load of thick
white seed from her cock’s head. She closed her eyes while the orgasm shook her
body, her chest and breasts heaving with her efforts to breathe.


When
she opened her eyes and saw the white milk she released floating in the water
she wondered if it would taste the same as the prince’s. She found that the
flavor was different, spicier, and the texture was thicker.


Resisting
the urge to nod off in the warm water, Rapunzel got up and moved unto her bed
where sleep took her along shortly.


*******


The
prince returned the next day, and in the days after.


Rapunzel
eagerly waited for him and he longed for her. Their meetings were always the
same; the prince would climb the tower with Rapunzel’s help, and they would
talk and kiss, and at the moment of goodbye Rapunzel would fall on her knees
and pleasure the prince.


He
couldn’t help but feel a guilty about using the innocent girl to obtain
pleasure, but any guilt rapidly fled when his eyes fell on Rapunzel’s tight
mouth wrapped around his cock.


Their
routine was broken on the day the prince let his guilt get the better of him. Ashamed
of how he had behaved the prince decided he would make Rapunzel his wife, and
so erase any and all wrongdoing he did to her, even if she hadn’t realized he
had done so.


So
he asked Rapunzel in marriage, kneeling before her for the first time.


The
young woman didn’t understand what was happening at first, but once he
explained, she jumped at the chance and accepted without hesitation. He smiled,
got up and took her in his arms, kissing her with all his fervor. She replied
with equal desire and before any of them realized they were atop Rapunzel’s bed
and their clothes started to come off.


Rapunzel
was flushing and breathing hard, happy without measure. Slowly her prince took
off her upper clothes, baring her breasts to the open air. She saw desire in
his eyes, an emotion that before she met him she wouldn’t have been able to
identify, and her chest heaved.


The
prince’s eyes followed her breasts all throughout the motion of inhaling and
exhaling, his sight focused on the pink peaks that adorned Rapunzel’s beautiful
mounds. His mouth descended upon Rapunzel’s nipples, taking the little buds
into his mouth, tasting and suckling them.


Rapunzel
moaned and her hands grabbed onto his head, holding him tight to her.


The
prince’s hands wandered down her body, slowly, feeling her stomach and tummy
until they arrived at her core. They hovered over her sex and then descended,
fully feeling the apex between Rapunzel’s thighs.


The
prince stopped moving. His hand had found Rapunzel’s secret and he froze,
trying to understand what exactly was that he was feeling between her legs.
Grabbing tightly unto her underclothes, he pulled, hard, and ripped the last
thing remaining between his sight and a fully nude Rapunzel.


What
the prince saw between her legs made him pale. He remained still for a few
moments, until he flung himself back, away from the bed and away from Rapunzel.


The
blonde woman looked at him hesitantly, noticing his mounting fury, but not
understanding why it was so. The prince’s anger didn’t allow him to see
Rapunzel’s doubts and so he screamed at her, questioning her about what she
was, and why did she deceive him.


Rapunzel
tearfully tried to tell him she didn’t understand why he was upset, and moved
close to him, extending her hand to his face while she kept professing her
innocence.


He
slapped her hand away, hard, and screamed at her, calling her a demon and a
freak. He pushed her and she fell unto the bed, from where she looked at him
silently, tears falling down her face.


The
prince gritted his teeth, his anger obvious and dark little thoughts made
themselves heard in his mind. He looked at Rapunzel, and realized that although
she had a male organ she also sported a woman’s sex, and his method of revenge
became clear.


He
advanced upon her, intent of forcing himself on the young woman, when there was
a crash. Both the prince and Rapunzel looked at the room’s entrance and froze.


The
Enchantress stood there, her face white from shook, eyes fleeting from the
prince to Rapunzel. A moment later she understood what she was looking at, and
her features became twisted with wrath.


The
prince raised his hands, trying to appear as non-threatening as possible. He
remembered what Rapunzel told him about her mother, and he knew the woman
before him was very powerful. Slowly he tried to move towards the window.


He
didn’t get a chance to escape. 


The
Enchantress raised her hand and he froze in place, before he slowly rose into
the air. He tried to talk to her, first begging and then threatening, identifying
himself as a prince, but the Enchantress didn’t care and with a pushing motion
she threw him out of the room, through the window and into a fatal crash
beneath.


She
turned to Rapunzel afterwards, anger clouding her thoughts, and if not for
Rapunzel throwing herself at her and holding her, she didn’t know what she
would have done. In response to her daughter’s embrace, The Enchantress froze,
but then her arms closed around Rapunzel, and held the younger woman as she
hadn’t done in years.


Rapunzel
sobbed into the older woman’s chest, the feeling of heartbreak, and the fear
she had felt of the prince unbearable. The Enchantress held her and guided her
to the bed, where she slowly and carefully comforted Rapunzel.


When
the girl had calmed down slightly, she questioned her about the prince, careful
not to make the other girl’s sadness return anew. Rapunzel told her about how
he had called for her, and how he climbed the tower until he managed to come
inside her room.


The
Enchantress hands tightened on the bed’s sheets when her daughter told her how
the prince fooled her into using her mouth on him, and she regretted having
killed him as quickly as she had.


Rapunzel’s
tale finished with the girl telling her mother how the prince asked to marry
her, and how they had kissed upon her bed, until he had realized she had a cock
between her legs.


Rapunzel
asked her mother why the prince reacted as he did, and the Enchantress froze as
sliver of guilt sneaked into her mind, both for the curse that made Rapunzel as
she was and for the fact she had never explained to the girl the differences
between her and a normal woman.


Carefully,
the Enchantress told Rapunzel about how she was special, how she had something
other women didn’t have, and the prince hadn’t been able to see past her
differences and love her all the same. 


Rapunzel
though about her mother’s words for a moment, and then she questioned the other
woman why she was different. When the enchantress didn’t reply, Rapunzel
accused her of being like the prince, and feeling disgust because she was
different.


The
enchantress denied it, and professed that she always had loved Rapunzel, from
the day she was born, but the young woman didn’t believe her, saying that the
Enchantress had basically abandoned her, and the prince was the most company
she had in years. Rapunzel ripped herself away from her mother’s embrace and
crawled further into the bed, as far away from the older woman as she could.


The
Enchantress watched as her adopted daughter moved away, doubt about what she
could do creeping into her mind. It was the thought of continued strife between
them that made her crawl after Rapunzel.


Rapunzel
shied away when she arrived, but the Enchantress’ hand sneaked faster than
Rapunzel’s movement and gripped her daughter’s cock. Rapunzel froze, feeling
her mother’s hand close around her sex, and she looked at the older woman,
startled.


The
Enchantress smiled at her, sadly, and said that she didn’t care about
Rapunzel’s differences. Rapunzel watched her for a moment and then asked her to
prove it, gesturing towards her cock which hardened and twitched in the
Enchantress grip.


The
Enchantress mouth fell open in startlement at her daughter’s suggestion, but
then she realized Rapunzel had no idea of what she was asking. The young woman
didn’t understand the taboo she was asking the Enchantress to break, and once
again the Enchantress realized her failings as a mother.


The
older woman looked at the rod she was gripping. It was a fairly sized one and
strangely smooth, lacking any kind of hair. The blue veins traversing it were
easily noticeable, thick as they were with Rapunzel’s blood pumping through
them.


The
Enchantress couldn’t help but swallow as she looked at her adopted daughter’s
cock, and a memory surfaced from the depths of her mind; a memory of waking up
to find her daughter spooning against her, Rapunzel’s cock having somehow found
itself lodged between the Enchantress’ legs. She remembered feeling the cock’s
warmth between her thighs pressed against her opening, and she remembered the
slick feel of her own wetness coating the small cloth that kept her daughter’s
cock from touching her aching pussy lips.


At
the time the Enchantress had frozen and remained still for what felt like
hours, a sudden surge of lust having almost overpowered her and making her
contemplate do something she would have probably regretted. 


Eventually
she had shaken those dark thoughts from her mind, and slowly, with trembling
legs, she had managed to escape the bed, leaving a sleeping Rapunzel behind. 


Rapunzel
had been thirteen. 


It
had been from that moment forward that the Enchantress’ relationship with her
daughter had soured, when she pushed Rapunzel away, afraid of the emotions the
girl had managed to awaken within her. Rapunzel hadn’t understood why the
Enchantress did so, and so she started to resent her mother.


Now
the Enchantress looked at her daughter’s cock and wondered. Maybe if she hadn’t
pushed her daughter away Rapunzel wouldn’t have been taken advantage of by the
prince. Maybe if she had been a better mother and hadn’t imprisoned her
daughter, the girl wouldn’t be so easily fooled.


Slowly
the Enchantress leaned down and kissed the top of her daughter’s cock. She
didn’t care what anyone else thought, she cared only for Rapunzel’s opinion
and, because of her failings, her daughter didn’t believe her when she said she
loved her – so the enchantress would show her love, even if it was the kind of
love usually reserved for lovers.


Rapunzel
gasped as her mother’s lips grazed her cock, and again when the Enchantress
kissed the top of her cock’s head. The older woman poised a hand on Rapunzel’s
inner thigh, and used the other to grip the base of her cock, fingers rubbing
the erect member even as her mouth closed around its tip.


Rapunzel
gasped non-stop while her mother’s mouth pleasured her. From the first grazing
touches of the older woman’s lips, to the point where the Enchantress took
Rapunzel’s cock into her mouth and bobbed her head up and down. The girl’s
hands had settled behind her mother’s head and she tried to hold her down, much
like the prince had done several times to her.


The
Enchantress replied by taking Rapunzel’s cock even deeper into her mouth,
feeling her daughter’s cock sliding into her throat as she used the experience
she had accumulated over decades not to gag. 


Rapunzel
moaned loudly in pleasure, only now understanding the depths of the enjoyment
she had given the prince.


A
moment later Rapunzel screamed out loud as she achieved her release, unloading
her seed down her mother’s mouth and throat, making the older woman struggle to
breathe for a few instants, until the Enchantress started swallowing the thick
white substance. Rapunzel’s eyes glassed over with pleasure, even as the older
woman finished milking the last of her seed. 


The
Enchantress raised her head from Rapunzel’s lap, using her sleeve to wipe a
small amount of whiteness from her mouth’s corner, before she faced her
daughter. Rapunzel seemed listless for a moment, before she shook her head and
seemed to regain her focus. She looked directly at the Enchantress.


The
older woman smiled at her and looked down, finding that Rapunzel remained hard
even after she used her mouth on the girl’s cock. Surprised, the Enchantress
leaned down again, decided to make Rapunzel feel quite satisfied.


This
time she decided to focus her efforts in Rapunzel’s other sex. She gripped the
girl’s cock and slowly pumped it, even as her mouth closed over the opening
beneath the thick rod, and her tongue slid inside the blonde haired girl.


Rapunzel
gasped, feeling her pussy being pierced for the first time and she couldn’t
stop herself from screaming out loud as the Enchantress tasted her. Rapunzel’s
hands played with her own breasts, gripping and kneading them as the
Enchantress’ mouth pleasured her.


The
older woman swirled her tongue around the girl’s insides, careful to fully
taste her, even as her hand kept pumping Rapunzel’s rod. A moment later the
Enchantress’ mouth closed over Rapunzel’s clit, a small nub that rested on the
base of the girl’s cock, between both of the girl’s sexes.


Rapunzel
came screaming once again, wetness squirting from between her legs and another
load from her cock, the white cum hitting the Enchantress, dirtying the woman’s
hair and clothes.


As
Rapunzel recuperated from her last orgasm, the Enchantress left the bed and
started undressing. When she turned back to her daughter Rapunzel was focused
on her, eyes roving over her body, and cock hard, prepared to fuck the
Enchantress.


The
older woman raised her eyebrow when she noticed Rapunzel’s member, finding the
girl’s resilience astonishing, but then she remembered the girl was the result
of several spells and potions to improve fertility – she shouldn’t been
surprised by Rapunzel’s stamina when it came to lovemaking.


The
Enchantress crawled onto the bed, liking the way Rapunzel’s eyes clung to her
breasts and sex, finding the girl’s lust an aphrodisiac for her own. She kissed
her, taking the girl into her arms and invading her mouth without mercy, her
tongue finding and dominating Rapunzel’s.


The
girl clung to her and they rolled around the bed, their breasts pressed
together, Rapunzel’s cock between them a warm reminder of what was coming
ahead. They stooped, and the Enchantress found herself pressed with her back
against the bed, Rapunzel above her. 


When
she tried to change their positions, preferring to be on top, Rapunzel stopped
her.


The
Enchantress, seeing Rapunzel’s firm stance, surrendered and spread her legs,
opening her sex to her daughter, showing her the pink pussy held between the Enchantress’
thighs.


Rapunzel
appeared lost, but the Enchantress smiled and with one hand directed the girl’s
cock into her opening, sliding the tip inside and making the long haired girl
closed her eyes in bliss. A moment later the Enchantress’ mouth whispered at
the girl’s ear, urging her to thrust her hips and slide the big fat cock into
the warm opening waiting for it.


Rapunzel
moved her hips awkwardly at first, inexperience and the feeling of her mother’s
pussy’s lips wrapped around her cock making it hard for her to concentrate, but
eventually she settled into a position and rhythm that allowed her to thrust
freely, sinking the entire cock into the Enchantress’ wet folds.


They
fucked each other with abandon, Rapunzel moving her hips as fast as she could,
and the Enchantress arching her back and thrusting her pussy into her
daughter’s thrusts, until they were both screaming and panting in pleasure.


The
orgasm took them at the same time, Rapunzel releasing her cum inside her
adopted mother’s womb.


Rapunzel
fell on top of her mother afterwards, and the women clung to each other, bodies
pressed sensually together.


Their
embrace lasted until a twitch from Rapunzel’s cock alerted the Enchantress of
her daughter’s stiffness and the woman received further proof of her daughter’s
magical endurance. 


It
would end up being a very long night until Rapunzel became fully satisfied.


*******


The
relationship between the Enchantress and Rapunzel changed completely from that
point on. For the first few days they were barely a moment apart, most of their
time spent in bed with their bodies entwined.


The
Enchantress surprised herself with how easily she became her adopted daughter’s
lover. 


There
was no regret, no doubt, and no more hesitation. 


As
the first week ended she knew she would never leave Rapunzel alone again. Their
days were now long and filled with their lovemaking; every moment awake spent
searching for their common pleasure.


Once
at breakfast, Rapunzel had asked why the Enchantress drank one of her potions
every morning. When the older woman explained that the potion stopped her from
conceiving – and then explained exactly how sex led to children – Rapunzel had
violently slapped the potion out of her hand, and demanded that the older woman
stopped taking it at all.


The
Enchantress’ mouth had opened to complain, but Rapunzel’s look froze her in
place. She found herself nodding almost absently, the fire in Rapunzel’s eyes
making her obey without hesitation, without thought for what would come of
it.   


Afterwards
Rapunzel made the Enchantress turn around and she bent the older woman over the
table. Rapunzel then fucked the Enchantress harder than she ever had done
before. 


The
Enchantress loved it and followed Rapunzel’s instructions. She wasn’t surprised
when after a month she started to feel the signs of a pregnancy.


The
Enchantress poised a hand delicately over her belly and smiled. She couldn’t
wait to see Rapunzel’s face when she told the girl she was awaiting their
child.  She was sure her adopted daughter would smile for days at the thought.


There
wasn’t a happily ever after tough. 


Rapunzel’s
libido increased with each passing day, and it became too much for even the
Enchantress to satisfy. At first she had used her magic to keep up with
Rapunzel’s stamina, but it became obvious it was only a stopgap measure. Now
that she was pregnant she couldn’t use magic as carelessly as before, and
Rapunzel was starting to become frustrated. 


The
obvious solution made the Enchantress laugh out loud in remembrance of the past.



Years
ago she had given an ultimatum to Rapunzel’s father due to her jealousy and
want of him, wishing to have him only for herself, and trying to force him to
leave his wife.


Now
she would have to find someone she could share Rapunzel with, or else she
feared her daughter wouldn’t be able to contain her immense lust. Thinking back
to all that happened with Rapunzel’s real parents, the Enchantress couldn’t
help but think that maybe this was some kind of punishment for her behavior and
that she deserved it.


She
shook her head and focused, now was the time to plan how to find someone who
would be capable of satisfying Rapunzel, someone who wouldn’t discriminate
against her daughter.


She
would find that someone eventually … but that was a tale for another time.


The end.


Liked
it? Then please review, either in amazon.com or amazon.co.uk. A little feedback can
help me greatly improve my writing and I can keep working on things you like.
You can also contact me at julie_law@outlook.com, and tell me what you
liked (or hated) about my short story.


Check
out my author page for some of my other
works.
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