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SLEEPING BEAUTY

Princess Phoebe lived a happy life in a
secluded castle. She had many friends and servants all around her,
and she was kind and loving to them all. She got along very well
with her mother, who loved her very much, because she was the
queen's only child. She did her lessons, played in the gardens,
practiced her music, and enjoyed a nice, contented life.

Of course, Phoebe realized as she grew
up there was something strange about this wing of the castle. In
fact: there were no men.

She was told her whole life that it was
to keep her pure of heart and body, something she accepted as her
duty as a princess. She had no idea that this was not the case with
most other girls in the world, or indeed most other princesses. She
didn't know that most daughters of kings got to see their fathers
all the time, and even without supervision sometimes. She didn't
know that by the time most princesses were her age they were
engaged to be married, or even already married and on their way to
producing the kingdom's heirs.

But Princess Phoebe wasn't like most
princesses. She was under a terrible curse.

When she was only a baby, the king and
queen threw a great celebration in her honor and invited all kinds
of dignitaries throughout the land to come and see the newborn
princess and shower her with gifts. Many lords and ladies came, and
so did the entire court of the fairy people. All of the fairies
approached her and gave the baby their blessings. One blessed her
with radiant golden hair. Another blessed her with flawless skin. A
third blessed her with a lovely figure. And so on and so forth,
until everyone agreed that Phoebe was going to be the most splendid
and blessed young girl in all the land so long as she
lived.

But the king and queen forgot to invite
the evil fairy who lived in the far mountains. Or really, they
didn't forget so much as they decided not to, and then claimed when
she didn't appear that the invitation must have gotten lost in the
mail. She was an evil fairy, after all, who was suspected of doing
all sorts of awful witchcraft and shape shifting

The fairy, however, heard
about the celebration through other channels, because she was
magical and she liked to be kept informed. Her name was Meliana and
she hated parties,
gatherings, celebrations, and any other occasion when many people
got together to laugh and joke and generally have a good
time.

But she hated being ignored worst of
all.

So when she showed up to the party, it
was with a thunderclap and there she stood in the middle, dressed
all in her black robes, tall and terrifying. She laughed and
pointed at the baby and shouted this to the heavens:

"All your blessings will do
nothing! She will be fair and radiant and kind and gentle,
but my gift to the
young princess is far worse that all of these! Keep her locked away
from men, because her first prick will also bring about her
death!"

And then in a puff of smoke, Meliana
took off, back to her mountain home, satisfied that they wouldn't
soon forget about her this time.

Of course the whole place was in an
uproar. The queen cried, the king raged, and everyone else gasped
in horror at the thought of what this meant. This little girl would
have to be kept away from all men indeed, because there was little
mistaking what Meliana had meant. The thing that would have brought
her such joy someday was going to bring her end.

In the middle of all this, a
little fairy cleared her throat. She was the only one who hadn't
given her blessing gift yet, and while she was going to give the
princess the blessing of not developing the habit of biting her
nails, she thought this might be more important. She cleared her
throat and eventually got everyone's attention. "Please, Your
Majesties," she said, addressing the king and queen. "I can't undo
what Meliana did, my magic isn't powerful enough. But I can make it
easier. Should this happen, she won't die. She'll just sleep."

"Sleep?" asked the startled king.
"Isn't sleeping forever the same as death?"

He had a good point, but the little
fairy was persistent. "Not forever, Your Majesty. Just, um..." She
thought around for the shortest span of time that she could manage
to delay Meliana's curse. "Nine months?"

Everyone thanked her for doing what she
could, but that still sounded like a terrible fate to the king and
queen, who didn't want to lose their baby girl for so long. So
instead they locked her away in her own section of the castle. They
made sure that all male guards stayed well outside of the area and
that the only guards inside were an elite female corps. Once a
month her father went in to see her and find out how she was, but
since they couldn't trust that Meliana wouldn't brainwash him to
see her evil scheme carried out, they made sure that there were
always many people present to supervise him while he played with
his only child.

This was the way Phoebe grew up, happy
and with no idea that anything like that curse was hanging over her
head.

Of course, she was a curious girl who
liked to read and she read all the time, especially about great
love stories. In those stories, usually about girls not unlike
herself, the heroine would meet a man who would fall desperately in
love with her, sometimes because she was so beautiful and other
times because she did something remarkable. They would want to be
together but they couldn't be, but then they would get together in
the end and kiss and embrace one another. Then there would be a
wedding, usually described for several pages. Then sometime after
that, they would have babies and their family would be
complete.

Phoebe wondered a lot about that
missing step. She tried to ask the servants, but they apologized
and said they surely didn't know anything about that. Then she
tried to ask her mother but got the same tight lipped response. She
started suspecting that this was her mother's idea, that the
servants really did know but had been instructed not to tell her
anything.

And the books weren't helpful at all.
It just seemed to be something that happened, that the couple fell
in love and kissed and got married, and then children would follow.
There was obviously some other thing that needed to happen in
there, but no matter how many of those books she read, there was
nothing helpful.

So she grew into a young woman who was
happy in general, but sometimes very frustrated by her lack of
knowledge. Maybe she would be able to find out if she ever met a
man! But unfortunately, she lived in a place where the only man she
ever saw was her father, and the one time she had even mentioned
the subject of bearing children, he had turned green and changed
the subject very quickly. So she ruled out talking to her
father.

One day, though, Phoebe was practicing
her harp down by a little stream when a washer woman she had never
seen before came down. She was a lovely enough woman, very plain of
face, but she had an enormous belly sticking straight out in front
of her. It was obviously making it hard for her to hold the wash,
but she was managing.

Phoebe smiled and waved at her.
"Hello!" she said in her friendliest voice.

The woman smiled back and gave a bow.
She had more reasons to smile than how she was meeting her
princess, though. She wasn't really pregnant, nor was she human at
all. She was Meliana in disguise, come to see what had become of
the princess she had cursed. She assumed that by now, surely, the
little thing would have been acquainted with the ways of men,
especially considering how many times she had been blessed to be
beautiful and charming and perfect and all those other things.
However when she got there, Meliana was unhappily surprised to find
how the king and queen had responded to the threat. Keeping the
girl away from men! It was a novel move, but Meliana supposed it
wasn't going to work.

In an effort to pique the girl's
curiosity, Meliana took this disguise and magically appeared inside
the castle. As she rose up out of the bow, she put her hands on the
small of her back and breathed heavily. "Oh, forgive me, Your
Highness, I'm moving a little slow today. Things always get a bit
rough this close to giving birth."

Phoebe's eyes widened. "Birth?" she
asked, unable to disguise both her confusion or her excitement at
finally getting some answers.

Meliana laughed happily, like she
imagined a simple washer woman would do. "Oh yes!" she beamed,
stroking her gravid belly. "I think this one's going to be a big
one, probably a boy even bigger than my last. And he was
huge!"

Phoebe pointed to Meliana's round
stomach, which bulged out from beneath the simple dress she was
wearing. "A baby in... in there?" she asked.

Meliana nodded. "Princess, surely you
know where babies come from!" she exclaimed, secretly grinning
wickedly.

Innocently, Phoebe shook her head. "I
don't," she admitted sadly. "I know in my books they come from a
man and a woman who love one another very much and who have gotten
married to one another, but I don't know where the babies
themselves come from. Do they grow inside you? All of
them?"

"All of them!" beamed the disguised
Meliana. "All six I've had so far, that is. And whoever this little
Jack or Jill is, that will be seven."

"Seven!" Phoebe could hardly believe
her ears. Unconsciously she reached down and touched her own
stomach, which was flat and nowhere near the amazing shape of the
washer woman in front of her. A baby inside of there! Could there
be a baby inside her too? "How did it get there?" she asked
hesitantly.

The washer woman put down her wash and
sat down on the grass, taking out the pieces of laundry and
readying them to wash in the stream. "Maybe I shouldn't be telling
you this," she said, as though she'd just changed her mind about
all of it.

"Oh no!" Phoebe exclaimed, and when she
did Meliana knew she had the young woman on the hook. "Please tell
me, how did the baby get inside you?"

Meliana hemmed and hawed for just a
moment before sighing and relenting. "Do you swear not to tell a
soul?" she asked.

"I swear!" promised Phoebe immediately.
She put down her harp and leaned in so that no one could overhear
them, even though there was no one at all around in this section of
the castle grounds, and anyone who was could be seen long before
they got close enough to hear.

Meliana nodded and folded her hands in
her lap. She was enjoying playing this role of the washer woman,
delighting wickedly every time the young princess expressed even
more interest in finding out about what had obviously been kept as
a great mystery to her. "If anyone asks, of course, I say my
husband's prick got me good and knocked up. But if you have to
know, he's shooting blanks. I think this one's the butcher's. Or
maybe the butcher's boy's. Or it could be one of the guards at the
tower gate, it's hard to tell with the timing."

Phoebe's eyes went wide. This was so
much that she didn't understand, and all at once! She barely knew
where to start asking. Instead she took a deep breath and cleared
her throat. "Um," she began, chewing at her lower lip. "What do you
mean your husband's prick?"

Meliana laughed, though gently enough
that she didn't scare the princess away. "Have you ever seen a man
naked?" she asked.

Phoebe shook her head.

Meliana pointed down toward her lap.
"Well, where you've got a hole down below, they've got something to
stick into it!" she told the princess. "A fleshy knob that sticks
right out and wants to bury itself inside you."

Shocked, Phoebe reeled. She could
hardly imagine such a thing. "Do you mean like... more like an arm
or more like a thumb?" she asked.

"Aye, some feel like arms!"
laughed the wicked fairy in her washer woman's voice. She was
delighted at having the chance to spoil this little girl's
innocence and lead her on her way to ruin. "But more are like
thumbs. Bigger, though, and longer. And very sensitive. And most men will do
anything if you let them stick it inside you."

"Inside me?" asked Phoebe. That sounded
a little scary.

Meliana nodded and pointed between her
legs, even lower. "Down near where your monthlies come from," she
explained. "When they stop, that's when you know that in about nine
months, you'll be popping out a new one." She patted her belly
again for emphasis. "Oh, you can touch their pricks with your hands
and they all like the feel of a woman's mouth, and some even just
want
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