
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Aicha Kandicha: The Hoofed Seductress

Her beauty hides the beast beneath...
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Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction. All names, characters, places, and incidents are imaginary or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or deceased, actual places, or events is purely coincidental.  

The legends and myths used are Moroccan in origin and have been modified to suit the needs of this narrative. There are no claims of being historically accurate in this book.

Some scenes may be upsetting or frightening, and I would recommend protecting people from harm who may find such content troubling.  

The author accepts no liability for any interpretations, consequences, or problems resulting from use or misuse of this material.
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Chapter One – The Woman in the Crimson Takchita
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Figure 2In the fading light of dusk, a crimson silhouette moves silently among ancient stones, where beauty and danger entwine.

AS THE ATLANTIC REMAINED distant, João felt the ghosted whispers of the sea lingering on his skin. The fragrance of seaweed blended with the faint, smoky wood scent wafting from the fishing village behind him. It felt like he was trailing a very specific scent. The woman started a stirring memory deep within him, from the souk of Mazagan. He was both frightened and intrigued.

The woman seemed to be moving with purpose. The fading sun was tinting her kaçida, turning it reds as softly as embers kissed the sky. The senhora moved as if she were gliding over rough waters, scratching her bare toes on the cobblestones. Every step was deliberate yet graceful. João and the stray cats watched her carefully yet held transfixing admiration.

An uneasy chill wrapped around the ancient city like a shroud. Or was it the beauty of a painting come to life that drew him in? Both possibilities whispered tantalizingly in the back of his mind. Why did he follow in the first place? In the back of his mind the question persistently gnawed at him

The city of Mazagan was haunted by a story, each stone etched with the passage of time. Over the years, the city had seen its fair share of turmoil, and the Portuguese had certainly left their mark upon it, from fortress walls to faded graffiti, and curses whispered by the locals.

The old cistern's gate lay open like a mouth half swallowed by moss and creeping ivy. A woman stopped to the side, sitting as if she were a queen greeting her court with her shoulders back. The dusk sky transforming into night adorned her with beautiful bruised purple hues. 

The briny scent mingled with the musty dampness and damp stone seemed to permeate the air from inside. It reminded João of lingering old grief which overflowed in a fetid pool from within. As if drawn into a trance, he couldn't help but feel the weight of the old blood hidden behind forgotten walls. 

The relic infested moonlight in form of shallow pools. Small beams poured in through the vaults and elegantly framed arches. Thick brackish water complimented the already breathtaking view of the cistern. 

As if immersed in her own world, the woman did not paid attention to those nearby. She moved further and deeper into darkness, blending into it like shadows consumed a small flame. 

For a moment, time stood still and all he could hear was the sound of soft thunder as the clouds rolled in, the light drizzle of soft water kissed against the stones. 

Hooves combining tempo with her heartbeat resulted in a duet form far away. From deep within the body, he could feel rhythms resonate against his chest collapsing every rational beat. What in the world could possibly exist beyond the threshold of reality? 

Caught off guard by the silence, he was quickly reminded once again there is nowhere to run. Slowly, as if enchanted, footsteps began moving forth guiding him. Like these five syllables could grant him freedom.

He could finally see her now, the moon shimmering on the folds of her takchita, silver and blood. She stood underneath the lone circular opening, her hair spilling down her back like a dark and wild waterfall, intricately crowned with a floral wreath of jasmine petals.
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