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        Cassie closed her eyes and revelled in anticipation of the four cocks that were about to pleasure her.

        The High Priestess spoke. "Begin the ritual."

        In unison, the cocks in her pussy and mouth began to move within her.

        Between her legs, Ethan began to thrust into her, his thick girth stretching her pussy deliciously. Her greedy cunt eagerly accepted him, and she clamped her walls tighter around him. He grunted softly in appreciation and increased his pounding.

        In turn, Samuel slid himself further down her throat and gently began to thrust down against her face. Cassie purred softly as his balls grazed her forehead. She allowed his stiff shaft to run back and forth over her tongue, moaning as he slowly began to fuck her face. Dribbles of saliva ran freely down the side of her face.

        Cassie gripped the two cocks in her palms and began to slide her hands up and down their warm shafts. She could feel the skin beneath her fingers shift as she joyfully began to pleasure both men.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      TABOO RITUALS OF A SEX WITCH

    

    
      
        ZOE LAWRENCE

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: William Press logo]
        

      

      
        
        Published by HoneyMii Books

        Copyright © 2025 by Zoe Lawrence

        All rights reserved.

      

        

      
        This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

      

        

      
        No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      

        

      
        Author’s note: This story is written for ADULTS. It contains explicit descriptions of intense sexual activity between consenting adults. All the characters in this story are 18 years of age or older.

      

        

      
        Individuals on the cover are models and are used for illustrative purposes only.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      Cassie had been so engrossed in her book that, at first, she hadn’t heard the question. It was only when a hand was gently laid upon her arm that she became aware of the person standing beside her.

      “Can I help you?” repeated the soft voice.

      Cassie withdrew her gaze from the book in her hands, a polite refusal already forming on her lips. She then looked into the eyes of the person who had addressed her. The words died in her throat.

      Standing before her was one of the most beautiful women Cassie had ever seen.

      Clear grey eyes shone from a heart-shaped face, below which sat a pert nose and full, cheery-red lips. The woman’s tanned skin was flawless, and her black hair was trimmed into a cropped pixie cut that exquisitely framed her face. Her slender neck curved down to exposed shoulders and a laced corset, above which a cleavage hinted at the promise of full, round breasts. A long dress flowed down from her slim waist and perfectly accentuated her hips and long legs.

      For several moments, Cassie continued to stare at the woman as though mesmerised. Then, realising that she had been staring, she tore her gaze away and looked unseeing at the book she had just removed from the shelf in front of her. She felt her face begin to redden, and she admonished herself silently.

      The woman spoke again. “Are you interested in The Craft?” she asked gently.

      “The Craft?” Cassie replied, feeling momentarily lost by the question. She suddenly remembered the book, along with her reason for visiting the store in the first place.

      Although situated on a quiet street, Cassie had walked past the store several times in the past. The distinctive shopfront was painted a deep blue, and the legend Horoscope and Astrology was blazoned above the door in gold letters. Large windows sat on either side of the entrance, in which were displayed books on astrology and horoscopes, as well as crystals, jewellery and tarot cards. A large pentagram was etched into the glass of one window while an eight-pointed star adorned the other. 

      Whenever Cassie had passed the store, she had always dismissed it as an oddity, just one of those niche businesses that could always be found away from the main drag where more mainstream stores plied their trade. It had never occurred to her to enter, and she probably never would have, if not for the illustration commission she had recently accepted from a magazine.

      The editor had hired her to paint four illustrations for a feature on modern-day Wiccans. She had requested that Cassie use as many references to witchcraft as possible. Since Cassie’s knowledge of witches was limited to a few movies she had seen over the years, she realised that she would need some detailed reference material. It was then that she remembered the store which, luckily, was situated only a short walk from the magazine’s head office.

      So, a little over half an hour earlier, Cassie had approached the store. After peering through the display windows into its interior, she had stepped inside.

      Once over the threshold, she had been immediately greeted by the aroma of citrus incense. Just inside the doorway was a glass cabinet filled with silver jewellery, on top of which sat an unstaffed till. Cassie had assumed that whoever worked the till was probably helping one of the customers who now browsed the shop.

      The interior of the store was small and crammed with shelves and display cases. Towards the rear, Cassie could see several bookcases, and so she slowly made her way through the store, gazing at the large selection of goods as she passed.

      A dizzying selection of crystals and candles of every size, shape and colour lined the shelves. Buddhist statues sat next to figurines of angels and dancing nymphs. A wide choice of coffee mugs, each emblazoned with a horoscope sign, shared shelf space with a display of crystal balls. Racks of brightly coloured beads fought with boxes of quartz for her attention. Sundials sat next to clocks dedicated to counting down to the next new moon. Even the ceiling had not been spared: dozens of dreamcatchers and chimes hung down from above. At the same time, suncatchers refracted afternoon light and splashed the walls with shards of brilliant colour.

      After weaving her way through the store, Cassie had finally found herself before a wall lined with bookcases. Each shelf had been filled almost to overflowing with books of all shapes and sizes. She had then scanned the titles: horoscopes, Mayan calendars, guides to reading tarot cards, divination; it seemed as if there were as many books on the occult as there were items in the store.

      At last, she had come to the section on witchcraft.

      One large book had immediately caught her attention: The Beginner’s Guide to Witchcraft. She flicked through the pages – the book was richly illustrated with pagan symbols and illustrations. Hopefully, this would do the trick, she thought. 

      After turning the book over, Cassis had begun to read the description on the back cover. She had quickly become engrossed in the text and had failed to notice the figure that had silently approached her. 

      Cassie turned her attention back to the grey-eyed girl.

      “The Craft? Oh, you mean witchcraft?” Cassie said with an embarrassed laugh.

      The woman smiled warmly. “The modern term is Wicca. But yes, witchcraft. Are you interested in it?” 

      “Yes. Well, kind of,” replied Cassie haltingly. “It’s research for a job. I’ve been hired to paint some illustrations for a magazine article on modern-day witchcraft. And since the editor wants me to include some magic symbols, I thought I’d pop in and see if you had anything I could use for reference.”

      The woman held her gaze, and her grey eyes seemed to dance with light. Cassie suddenly felt the compulsion to tell the woman more about herself – to impress her.

      “I’m an artist, actually; I just do illustrations to help pay the bills,” she said. The soft eyes continued to hold hers. “Oh, and I also sculpt,” she blurted out. 

      Cassie scolded herself silently: You’re a 29-year-old woman, not a 14-year-old girl; get a hold of yourself.

      The woman looked down at the book in Cassie’s hands. “Well,” she said as her fingertips lightly brushed the cover, “this one’s more of a general introduction. There are some illustrations that you may find useful for your paintings. But if you want something a little more in-depth –,” she paused and scanned the shelf before selecting another, smaller book,  “– this one has a lot more on Wicca’s roots in Paganism.”

      Cassie took the book and read the title: ‘The Power of Wicca.’ She met the girl’s gaze again. “Thank you.”

       “Is there anything else I can do for you?” the woman asked softly.

      Cassie shook her. “Not right now,” she said, not able to fully mask the tone of regret in her voice.

      The woman smiled again. She then led Cassie back to the till at the front of the store. She rang up both books and slipped them into a paper bag stamped with the store’s name.

      Cassie handed the woman her bank card.

      “Cassia – that’s a beautiful name,” said the girl as she looked at the card. “Unusual too.”

      “Everyone calls me Cassie.” The compulsion to impress the other woman overcame her once more. “I’m named after Saint Kassia; she was an 8th-century composer and artist.” From childhood, Cassie had been fascinated with the origins of names, and she was proud to share hers with another artist.

      The woman handed the card back to Cassie. “It’s also a spice – one that’s used in some love spells.”

      Cassie felt her face redden again. The woman handed her the bag of books.

      “I’m Enya, by the way.”

      “Enya, that’s a Celtic name. It means fire,” said Cassie.

      Enya nodded. “It also means a new beginning.”

      Cassie held her gaze, and a delicious blush of warmth rippled through her. Before she could say anything more, another customer approached the till, his arms wrapped around a giant sundial. She reluctantly stepped towards the door.

      “Thank you for the books,” she said.

      Enya flashed her a broad smile.

      “I hope you find what you’re looking for,” she said. “And good luck with your illustrations.”

      Cassie returned her smile and left the store. Once back on the street, she was momentarily dazzled by late afternoon sunlight. She glanced back through the window and watched for a few moments as Enya served the customer. She then slowly walked back to where she had parked her car.

      As she walked, the memory of the girl’s calm grey eyes – and her warm smile – danced before her eyes.
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        * * *

      

      Later that evening, Cassie poured herself a glass of wine and walked through to the back room she used as a studio. She stood next to the easel in the centre of the room and glanced around at the familiar surroundings. Freestanding shelves were placed against one wall, on which were gathered her sculptures, along with boxes of powdered glaze. A drawing board sat in a corner, and next to it the cabinet in which she stored her paints. In the opposite corner was a large, clay-splattered workbench, and a rumpled couch splashed with paint. Charcoal drawings of plants and animals were pinned to the wall, and leaning next to a pair of large French doors was a selection of painted canvases. 

      It was to the doors that she now walked, and after throwing them open, she stepped into the garden beyond. 

      She stood on the lawn and gazed out at her beloved garden, dappled now in reds and golds from the setting sun. Bushes and plants grew in abundance. Despite it being Autumn, patches of orange marigolds, purple asters and pink snapdragons vied for her attention. A tall cherry tree grew in one corner, while in another sat a gnarled old olive tree. The garden was surrounded by white-washed stone walls, upon which ivy and Virginia creepers grew wildly. The walls were tall enough to block the view from her only neighbour, a fact for which she was immensely grateful; Cassie valued her privacy. 

      When she had first been shown the house five years earlier, it was both the back room and garden that had immediately appealed to her. She knew that thanks to the abundance of natural light, the room would make a perfect studio, and despite the garden being overgrown, she had immediately recognised its potential. She had submitted an offer for the house on the spot and had lived there happily ever since.

      Cassie breathed in the many fragrances from the garden. She sighed contentedly. For as long as she could remember, she had adored nature.

      As a child, her family had lived near a large plot of woodland, and she and her sister Vanessa had spent many happy hours exploring the forest. Even when her sister grew tired of their excursions, Cassie would still spend entire afternoons walking through the trees. Often, she would find a quiet spot, and after making herself comfortable, she would sit perfectly still until rabbits, foxes, and other forest creatures slowly began to appear.

      Cassie’s artistic talent had begun to reveal itself from an early age, and she would collect leaves and flowers from the woods and incorporate them into her drawings. As she had grown older and her talent had blossomed, her affinity for nature had also grown. Soon, paintings of flowers and trees covered the walls of her bedroom. 

      After leaving school, the decision to attend art college had been an easy one. Once enrolled, she had relished the opportunity to experiment with different styles and media, but it was fine art and sculpture that had appealed to her the most. Working with her hands to shape clay had brought out a primal, elemental quality in her work that she relished.

      After finishing college, she had set herself up as an artist. Although the reception of her work had been positive, it had also been muted. She was repeatedly told that her work was not edgy enough to appeal to most art collectors. She still sold a few pieces here and there, but galleries constantly encouraged her to move away from nature and incorporate more contemporary influences into her work. She always dismissed the suggestion out of hand – nature was what fired her soul, not politics or social commentary. 

      So, to make ends meet, she had accepted commissions to paint illustrations. Some of the work was dull – illustrations for articles on finance and the like – but many were interesting. Some, like the witchcraft commission, were also intriguing.

      A small lavender bush grew in a glazed pot next to the doorway, and its sweet scent was suddenly carried to her by a soft breeze. Cassie breathed in its fragrance and sighed once more. Feeling refreshed, she walked back into the studio and placed her wine glass on a small table next to the couch. She walked back into the living room and returned moments later with the books she had bought earlier that day.

      Cassie sat cross-legged on the couch and made herself comfortable. After taking another sip of wine, she opened the larger of the two books. 

      She read late into the evening and, after a full night’s sleep, she continued to pore over the volume. Once she had finished the larger book, she started on the smaller one and read for the rest of the day, breaking only for lunch. By early evening, she had finished. She closed the book and placed it on the table next to her.

      Cassie rested back against the cushions of the couch and massaged her tired eyes with the heel of her palms. She smiled ruefully: everything she thought she knew about Wicca and Paganism was wrong.

      Misinformed by a sensationalist media, she had believed Wicca and Paganism to be fads, a plaything for bored middle-class hipsters. But now, she knew that was far from true. Both philosophies dated back before written history, and most of the world’s religions incorporated elements of Pagan belief. Wiccans and Pagans believed that to be truly happy, humans had to live in balance and harmony with the natural world – the term Pagan itself was derived from the Roman word for ‘living in nature.’ 

      Other facets of the ideology now filled her mind: the Horned God, the protector and avatar of fertility; his partner, the Triple Goddess, who was equal in all things; the celebration of the eight Sabbats, the solstices that divided the year. Even Wiccan’s most sacred law was a call for compassion: “an’ ye harm none, do what you will” – not harm others.

      But even as Cassie’s mind reeled with what she had read, one thought rang clear in her mind: the beliefs of Wiccans spoke to her more directly than any other philosophy ever had. It echoed deeply her own views on nature, as well as her love of the natural world. 

      With surprise, Cassie realised that she had been living with aspects of the Wiccan credo for her entire life: she honoured nature in her heart and celebrated it with her art.

      She laughed softly to herself and slipped off the couch. She walked barefoot into the garden and gazed up into the night sky and at the full moon that gleamed down from above. Tonight was the Mabon Sabbat, the autumn equinox, and a new moon – a time of giving thanks for the harvest.

      A thought suddenly struck Cassie. Wiccans celebrated the Mabon Sabbat with a prayer ceremony, and the idea of performing the ritual occurred to her. In light of her recent revelation about her relationship with nature, she found the idea wonderfully appealing.

      She walked back into the studio and flipped through the smaller book until she found the relevant chapter. She once more read the chant for the ritual of Mabon. Once the words were fresh in her mind, she returned to the threshold of the garden. 

      If she was going to perform the ceremony, she mused, then she should do it correctly. That meant performing the ritual naked. Wiccans, she now knew, believed that clothing blocked power that emanated from the Earth. So many of their rituals were performed naked or skyclad.

      Cassie bit her lower lip in indecision. She then nodded to herself; why not?

      Before she could change her mind, she began to remove her clothing. Soon, she stood naked in the middle of her studio. She reached for her wine glass and drank the rest of its contents in one deep swallow. She then took a deep breath and strode into the garden.

      The lawn felt deliciously soft beneath her feet, and she wriggled her toes in the cool grass. A gentle breeze washed over her body. She inhaled deeply before letting her breath escape in a long sigh. She looked down at her naked body, bathed now in the soft light of the moon, and she offered silent praise for herself. Cassie placed both hands just below her throat and revelled in the touch of her warm skin beneath her fingers. She slid her hands down her chest and cupped both her full breasts. She grazed her thumbs against her nipples, which stiffened quickly at her touch. She held her breasts for a moment longer and then slid her hands down her flat stomach before resting them on her pelvis. She then slowly pushed her hands further down, feeling a delicious thrill as her fingertips brushed the soft mound between her thighs.
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