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    This book and it's cover are 100% the work of a real live human. No robots were involved in the making of this story. In an era where people are feeling more isolated than ever, I believe it's important for art to foster connections. I know this is just a silly (albiet sexy) story and not the Great American Novel, but I hope that as you read it, you'll know that somewhere out there a real live person was thinking of you. Wondering what turns you on, what might make you laugh, and hoping you'll enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed making it. Thanks for reading my book; wherever you are, know that this human appreciates you.

      

    


They were wrong about the witch.

Maybe not entirely wrong, but I'll leave that up to you to decide. And there was no spindle involved, though a prick or two definitely made an appearance. And as for the prince... well, perhaps I had better just start at the beginning.

I was conceived amid tears and force, in the usual way. My mother, then newly wed, tells the story thusly:

He frightened me. I had never been with a man, and when I saw his great muscle and bulk in the church, I near fainted at the thought that soon that bulk would lay on me. How would I breathe?

And then the thought: what if he didn't want me to breathe?

With this image terrifyingly forefront in my young mind, I awaited my bridegroom in our nuptial chamber. When he strode inside, his beard was stained with wine and his mouth looked like a gaping maw. I feared he would swallow me whole.

"Wife!" he shouted, and before I could make reply, gathered me up in his great arms and deposited me roughly on the bed. I fell on my stomach, and tried to roll, but there was no time to right myself before he was on me.

He pushed aside my petticoats and down my undergarments with the luck of an eager drunk. There was a long pause, during which I felt the draft on my bare thighs. I realized he was undoing his breeches, and I began to weep.

He fell on me like a rutting boar, plunging all his length inside me in one great piercing thrust. I screamed, and my cries were answered - but only by shouts of laughter from the drunken courtiers waiting outside our door. 

They laughed and cheered, as I begged for mercy. My virgin blood spilled across his phallus and my thighs, staining our marital bed.

It only seemed to excite the beast in him. I struggled then, but as I had feared, his bulk was too great. 

My hips he clutched and forced himself against and again and again. I could feel his dirty fingers bruising my tender skin. My struggles were to no avail, and I panted frantically for escape. But there was none. His phallus carved out the core of me, filling me completely and tearing my innocence asunder.

He had no need for me to desire him. It seemed to excite him that I struggled. I could smell the wine on his breath as he leaned in to slobber on my neck, his phallus ever pressing deeper and deeper inside me, ravaging me. 

After what seemed like an eternity, he froze, and in jerking motions spilled his seed inside me. When he withdrew, it trickled forth, mixing with the crimson of my hymen as it stained my petticoats.

He rolled off me, and let me sleep.

But in the night, he awoke and took me again. My torn body screamed in agony with each stroke, and I did not try to hide it. This time, he had me face him, and tried to kiss me as I shook under his assault.

I wondered that any woman could bear this.

I endured, and he laughed as he came once more. "Mayhap I have already put a child in your stomach, wife!" His face was drunk and greedy as he said it. 

I hoped for that child's sake it was not a daughter.

Twice filled, I expected now the nightmare was over. But every night, it continued. He raped me, even as I felt you begin to grow in my cursedly fertile womb. Is it any wonder that you were born of blood, and sorrow?

She stops there, but there is an important part of the story she left out. One I myself did not learn until much later, until it was too late.

You see, I was not born only of blood and sorrow. I was also born cursed, and it was my own mother who cursed me. In the moment she wondered how a woman could bear such an assault, she also made a wish.

A blessing, she called it, but I knew better.

The full extent of my mother's curse was not revealed for a long time, though signs came early. They were always dismissed by court and courtiers, and I am told my father, when he heard of some, even found them amusing for a time.

In the innocent way of a child, I was always touching something. Fabric, soft fruit. Myself. I rubbed against drapes and chairs, and my nurses would spank me for it, and that would only make me cry in delight.

I was a terror.

But they assumed I would grow out of it, and as I underwent the normal training of a young lady, they thought, too, that I would understand my manners and morality. 
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