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  Note to Readers


The characters in this book are unapologetic and dramatic. The scenes are steamy and the road to happily ever after maybe twisted. This book is meant for audiences 18 years old and older. A list of potential triggering themes can be violence, cheating, drug use, child neglect among other things. 






  
  Chapter 1
The Cradle of Madness


The weather-beaten house stood crooked on its foundation. Even at its peak, it was a shadow of its potential. It was the house of a pauper and his small family, several miles outside of Sapphire City. The roof sagged, held together by the weight of years and layers of neglect. Rumpelstiltskin stood outside, his hand reaching for the doorknob. The door swung open, threatening to detach from its hinges. The faded yellow walls welcomed him, making his stomach lurch. Those same peeling yellow hued walls had given up on holding it all together. 
Time had all but ravaged the place. What his father didn’t, anyway. 
Broken windows gaped like hollow eyes, some panes cracked, others missing. This allowed the wind to whip through, creating a chill through the rotting wood and long-abandoned rooms. He stood in the hallway’s mouth, staring toward the string that would pull the stairs to the attic toward the floor.
The smell of mildew invaded his senses as he moved through his old home. Memories whispered to him, secrets that he’d long tried to forget. The screams of his mother and father filled his ears as flashbacks crashed into him like tidal waves. He shook off the chill that took over his body, remembering to keep moving. His eyes swept the abandoned space, falling upon weeds and bramble that had grown through the cracks in the worn-down floors.
His footsteps echoed through the empty home as he moved. In a few swift steps, he was looking up at the attic entrance and tugging at the string that would release the ladder. He ascended the steps, weary of falling through the old, dilapidated wood and crashing into the floor below. He pulled himself onto the floor of the attic and rose to his feet, listening to the whipping wind and rain that crashed against the sides of the house.
A blinding flash brought the forgotten childhood attic to life, dredging up demons from a past buried for years. The shadows haunted him in his sleep, often waking him from deep slumber. Many nights, he woke in a cold sweat, screaming out for his mother. Rumpelstiltskin’s eyes wandered around the small room. The dust-laden corners and cobwebbed rafters cast shadows over his slender frame before the darkness stole his sight once again.
Something in this attic was tugging at his consciousness. Answers. Answers that would tell him why his fearful, miserable childhood was filled with abuse and an overwhelming desire to die. The marks on his body were reminders of his past, the one he buried and now sought to unearth. He rubbed at the thick scars on his wrist from the many attempts on his life over the years.
Rumpelstiltskin stretched his arm into the air, his hand searching for the pull string that would shed some light in the small, dusty attic. When his fingers brushed past the woolen string, he fumbled to grab it before giving it a firm tug.
“Something is here. I can feel it,” he whispered to himself.
His left hand stroked the steel in his pocket as he felt a surge of power rush through him. The intoxicating feeling spread through his veins like molten fire. His skin hummed with ancient, dark, and potent energy as an unrelenting force shot through him. His heart raced, the blood in his veins throbbed with a rhythm of their own, and with each breath, a sharp and sinister hunger was left behind—a hunger for flesh, for blood, and knowledge.
The blade had given him the boost he needed to move forward. Rumpelstiltskin’s head jerked to the left as he felt a silent hum coming from deep within the corner of the attic. It was there, in the dark, that his mother’s trunk sat undisturbed and equally dusty. 
As he walked toward the trunk, the floorboards groaned, adding to the room’s unsettling atmosphere. The contents of the trunk were a mystery, but he knew something within it held the very answers he sought. His hands trembled as they reached for the handles of the trunk.
The metal handles were cool to the touch, a stark contrast to the nasty, humid atmosphere of the attic. He gave it a tug and listened as the metal scraped against the floor. A thick plume of dust wafted into the air as he tugged the trunk out of the corner. Rumpelstiltskin grunted as he tugged on the chest, not out of struggle but determination. The weight of the secrets held within was heavier than the contents held within it. When the trunk came to a stop in front of him, caught on the ridges of the attic floor, he jiggled the lock on the front, prying the chest open.
The deep mahogany color caught his eye as he ogled the intricate carvings on the trunk’s surface. Although faded with time, swirling vines, delicate flowers, and mystical symbols sprawled across its sturdy frame. Rumpelstiltskin choked as dust scattered across his aged face. The lid let out a loud cracking noise before falling backward with a thump. Energy rose from the chest, giving it the illusion of being alive. He was entranced by the single stack of letters that lay in the trunk’s bottom. 
A single ribbon tied the yellowed and fragile letters in the trunk together. The ribbon, like the trunk, had long lost its luster. Rumpelstiltskin reached into the trunk and removed the letters before sinking to the floor.
Rumpelstiltskin’s heart skipped a beat as he ran his fingers along the ribbon. These weren’t what he meant to find, nor open. But here he was. They drew him in, and something told him that even though this wasn’t what he’d hoped for, it was what he needed.
His mother’s handwriting stared back at him. The front of the letter displayed his father’s name. His fingers pulled at the ribbon, releasing the letters from its hold as it came undone. Within the folded-up pieces of paper in his lap were love letters.
Confusion and hatred roiled through him. After everything his father said and did, his mother never flinched, never left, and never lifted a hand to protect herself. Why?
How could his mother love such a fucking monster?






  
  Chapter 2
The First Letter


My Dearest Arthur. 
Today you asked me to marry you, and a million times yes. Yes, I will marry you. One day we will have a family—it will be beautiful, just you wait and see.
Upon meeting you, I knew you were the one for me. The way my fingers fit inside of yours when they’re woven together, the sparkle in your eye when you look upon me. My heart skips a beat each time we meet, and I am excited about seeing where our future takes us. I remember when first we met. You were sitting on a park bench, and the sunlight peeked through the trees, illuminating your angelic face. I knew then that I loved you, and I love you still. We’ve spent many beautiful moments together since then, and I have come to accept all of you, even the darkness that festers deep inside of you. I know you had a difficult upbringing, and I am glad you were able to share these things with me. I feel it helped us grow as a couple. I just wish you didn’t turn to liquid spirits to drown out the pain. This is something I know we can beat. The amber liquid in the glass bottle you cling to will one day be a thing of the past. I know that together we can defeat the demon within you, so that you can live freely without the heavy scent of liquor on your breath. I trust in your promises to me to fight until the bitter end to get that raucous demon out of your mind and our lives.
Love conquers everything, even the marks of anger and the nightmares that alcohol leaves behind.
Love, 
Clara

Rumpelstiltskin gasped, the force of his emotions---a crushing weight in his chest, like a vise squeezing the air from his lungs. His anger simmered just below the surface, palpable in the tense set of his jaw. Resentment bubbled up inside him, dark and heavy. Turmoil hung in the air, stifling any sense of calm. The knot of anxiety in his stomach grew tighter with each passing minute. His face was contorted with rage as he shouted at the top of his lungs. Rumpelstiltskin felt the suffocating grip of depression, like a thick fog obscuring his view of the very things going on in front of him. The thought of happy families and those who lived their happily ever after left him with an intense feeling of longing. He had always wished for a life of peace and happiness for his family, but that was cut short by violence and broken promises. He found it hard to stifle the sob that threatened to force its way from the depths of his soul. It was hard not to fly into a murderous rage at the thought of his mother’s death.
His finger stroked the weathered paper, taking note of the softened texture that the years had brought to it. In it, he could feel his mother’s love like a warm embrace. Her handwriting, a delicate dance of ink on the paper. Rumpelstiltskin marveled at each graceful curve, the gentle loops flowing seamlessly to create the words that were strung together to create the letter she had written to her lover, the monster of a man that Rumpelstiltskin called father.
Rumpelstiltskin missed his mother more than anything. Even after sixteen years. The pain of grief never truly went away. It is just one of the things he learned to build his life around, something he learned to live with. Or, in his case, shove deep down. The pain of loss hardened Rumpelstiltskin, so much so that relationships were not something he longed for but something he questioned.
Watching the turbulent relationship between his parents as he grew rotted something inside of him. A place where love is supposed to flow from is the same place where distrust and apathy thrive. Although he loved his mother deeply, he questioned the very emotion. He also questioned if love is truly what he felt for her. 
He felt no such thing for the monster that raged after the glass bottle was empty. The demons that poured out after a drunken stupor took effect. Rumpelstiltskin held nothing but hate for his father, and growing up, he wished for his death every day.
The floor creaked as he rocked on his heel. Rumpelstiltskin re-read the letter. One line called out to him, a warning from the get-go. “Love conquers everything, even the marks of anger, and the nightmares that alcohol leaves behind.”
Why did she stay? She should have run, far…far…away.
The insanity driven imp of a man shook his head. “Love is blind,” he told himself. Not truly believing it. “Mother was naïve.” He said seconds later.
Rumpelstiltskin brushed his greasy locks from his face. The strands of hair plastered to his cheeks struggled against his fingers, refusing to move. Beads of sweat mixed with tears of anguish coated his sullen face. Years of bullying, fighting for his life, and bending to the will of Insanity’s Blade had taken its toll. The twisting nether of power and exhaustion left his mind in shambles.
Anger churned the acid in his stomach, causing the bile to rise into his throat as he read the line over and over again. He tried to recall happier times. Like the gentle tone of his mother’s voice as she spread hope and tenderness into the cramped corners of their small home. He listened to her laughter in his mind, remembering when love danced through the air. As a young child, he was blind to the harsh reality his mother faced behind bedroom doors. To the bruises he counted on her legs and arms, and to the black eyes she blamed on “little accidents” after he fell asleep.
Her simple features replayed in his memory. Shimmering brown eyes framed by soft, flowing brown hair. Or the warm, yet subtle smile that made him feel at home, even on the darkest of days. Roses colored her cheeks, and the sun illuminated her porcelain skin as she hung laundry on the line outside. Her beauty wasn’t like that of a model, but it was a simpler beauty, breathtaking in its own way.
This was a time when the world around him seemed much kinder, like the beginning of the letter he held in his hands. Yet, as the lines unfolded, the darker, more haunting ruminations tugged at his consciousness. They tore through the carefully constructed wall he had built over the years to keep them at bay.
It was then that the darkness started to pour from his consciousness, mixing with and dominating the lighter memories he tried to hold close to his heart.
His crooked smile was wiped clean when visions of his father’s hand crashing into his mother’s face flooded into view. The anger and resentment were a searing knife to his heart that left him writhing in emotional turmoil. Her lifeless eyes flitted through his mind as memories of her death weaved through, pushing out the short bursts of happiness that were sprinkled throughout his memories. He shuddered at the memory of her face as it lay still, now a frozen mask. Her skin was marble, bearing no trace of warmth or emotion. Her glassy eyes stared forward, unseeing and blank. Her pale lips were slightly parted, and each delicate feature seemed to radiate a haunting stillness, a cold reminder of the violent death that had just befallen her.
Long gone were the fleeting memories of joy when his mother would chase him through fields of cotton flowers. Where, under the breathtaking blue sky and the gentle whispers of warm summer breezes, they would laugh as they played. Rumpelstiltskin remembered the delicate clusters of cloud-like white cotton flowers against a deep green backdrop of leaves. The angelic white petals would gleam against the sunlight, appearing weightless, as if the breeze would carry them away at the slightest gust.
Rumpelstiltskin clung to these moments. But it didn’t take long for them to be whisked away by the madness that threatened to consume him.
The scent of the cotton flowers was a memory embedded in his olfactory senses; it would remain there until the end of time. Along with the sickening scent of bourbon and liquor. The scents that drowned out the fleeting happiness that visited him in small spurts.
Rumpelstiltskin’s eyes lingered on the last few lines of the letter. He was stunned at how the lines weaved in and out of the darkness. From a place of we can get past anything, including your fists, to yes, I will marry you. The thought of it made him sick. Something about it tugged at him, something almost cursed, about the ink; it was no longer the smooth, free-flowing liquid it had been. In these words, in just one sentence, love and despair mixed, a promise of forever twisting into an omen.
As twilight bled into night, he clutched his mother’s letter close to his chest. The paper, worn by the hands of time, felt like a token. It was a bittersweet reminder of the losses he had suffered, and of the silent and painful truths that awaited him. 
In the letter’s grip, he sensed fate pulling him, tugging at his awareness. His mind. In this moment, he felt the merging of love and cruelty, the very thing that would one day bear the true, razor-sharp destiny of Insanity’s Blade.
However, for now, Rumpelstiltskin found himself trapped within a reel of memories. Memories that were both loving and painful. He could feel the shivers of trauma creep through him as they played in his mind.
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