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Once upon a time there
were three beautiful, innocent, young women who lived on the Isle
of Fairy Tales.

Wait, hold up. Once upon a time is a farce.
A whitewash. I’m here to tell you the true tale of those not quite
so innocent girls. You’ll see when you meet them. One’s a vampire,
the second’s a vegan werewolf, and the third a young witch just
coming into her powers.

How do I know the story they tried to sell
you was a farce? I can give you the one true story because I was
there right in the thick of things. Not that you will ever see me
in those cute little movies that were made.

If we had the time, I could tell you all
about things that never made it into those films and many others.
What you don’t know about Tink and the Lost Boys would curl your
toes. But I digress. Like I said, this is the real story that was
almost lost to history.

The Grim
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The fair queen of the land
of Happily Ever After stumbled along an old path at the edge of The
Forbidden Forest. An icy rain coated everything. It was early
winter, and the night was windy and cold.

She fought back tears of frustration and
dread as she constantly checked her back trail. Even under the high
trees, the wind sought her out, battling against her as though
trying to keep her from her intended destination.

A dim light in the distance sent an enormous
bubble of fear and anticipation free falling in her stomach. Far
too soon or not soon enough, depending on which emotion tugged at
her heart, she reached the flickering light. A light that danced
and shimmered, showing through the broken slats covering the window
of an old shack.

She reached up to knock. Her fist hesitated
inches from the dark moss-covered door. A low cackle sounded from
the other side, and the door slowly opened on its own.

A low, hoarse voice whispered from the
shadows. “Come in, my dear. I have been expecting you.”

The fair queen, remembering who and what she
was, threw back her shoulders and marched into the room’s darkness.
As she crossed the threshold and stepped down to the cracked
flagstone floor, the door behind her banged shut. A thick wooden
beam slammed down across it, making her jump as a cackle emerged
from the shadows once more.

An ancient, bent crone shuffled from the
gloom. An old jet-black raven sat on her shoulders. “So, my dear
queen. You have finally come to see me since your healers cannot
give you the one thing that your heart desires most.”

The queen stood straighter as she eyed the
hag and what she could see of the little shack in the miserably dim
light. “I was told by one of the older maids that you may be able
to help me with my problem.”

The old crone stepped closer to the
flickering fire. Her eyes moved over the fair queen’s body. One eye
was large and bright blue; the other shriveled and the color of old
marble. “Yes. Yes, I see. You come to me for the child that you
wish for but cannot have.”

“I . . . yes, that is true. I have tried
everything that the healers have given me. Nothing has worked.”

The withered hag cackled as she reached out
and ran one gnarled finger along the queen’s taut stomach. “Those
town healers cannot conjure flowers out of a barren land.”

The fair queen’s body slumped as tears
gathered at the corners of her eyes. “Then I can never have the
daughter I crave?”

The crone raised one finger in the air as it
slowly moved from side to side. “No, my dear queen. All I said was
that those so-called healers in town couldn’t help you. I, on the
other hand—”

The fair queen fell to her knees and wrapped
her delicate fingers in the old crone’s dress as hopeful tears
spilled to the floor. “I’ll do anything. Pay any price to give my
husband a child. To feel that life growing inside of me.”

The old crone smiled down at the fair queen.
“Yes, I’m sure that you would.” She extricated herself from the
queen’s grasping fingers and shuffled over to a shelf where a tiny
antique bottle sat filled with dark liquid.

She picked it up and carefully hobbled back
as the fair queen stood. “What is this?”

The old crone thrust the dark bottle into
her hands with a low guffaw. “This? Why this, my queen, is
something that will give you your heart’s desire.”

“What do I do with it?”

The wicked humor left the old crone’s face.
“You must follow my directions to the letter, my queen. Otherwise,
you shall never be with child. Do you understand this?”

The fair queen hesitated but a second. “Yes.
Yes, I will do everything you say. Just tell me what I need to do
to have a child. To finally be a mother.”

The hag studied the fair queen’s eyes and
nodded. “Fine. On the first night of the next full moon, you must
gather a small bowl of virgin snow. Prick your finger and add three
drops of your blood to it. Three drops. No more. No less. Add what
is in this bottle and drink it all down. Every drop. By the
following month, the baby girl you so desire will begin to grow
within you.”

The fair queen gazed at the old crone for a
few seconds, then gulped down the sudden fear that engulfed her.
“You promise that this will work?”

“Yes, I promise.”

“And what of the payment? What will this
miracle cost me?”

“Cost? Why, it will cost you nothing, my
dear queen.”

The fair queen’s eyes went dark as she
stared down at the old crone. “In town, it is said that there is
always a cost for your ‘miracles.’ Sometimes the cost is very dear
to those who seek your services.”

“There is no cost to you, my dear queen. I
am a faithful servant of your kingdom, but . . .”

“But what? Tell me what is the catch to this
‘miracle’? There always seems to be an unbelievable cost with this
kind of magic.”

The old crone cackled again as the decrepit
raven fluttered its wings on her shoulder. “Your daughter shall be
born with skin as white as snow. Her lips will be as red as blood.
Her hair will be as dark as ebony. She shall walk in the sun, but
will only feed as do the creatures of the night.”

“A vampire? My daughter would be a vampire?
One of the soulless?”

“Yes, my queen, but one that will have a
soul. She will walk beneath the warmth of the sun. Is that cost too
dear to have the daughter you so desperately want?”

The fair queen’s heart sank as a single tear
trickled down her cheek. She held out the bottle to the old crone.
“No, there must be another way for me to be with child. Something
that would not curse her to crave the blood of others.”

The old crone shook her head as she shoved
the queen’s hands back until the bottle touched her barren belly.
“This is the only way for you to bear a child, my queen. It makes
no difference to me if you never feel the movement of that babe
inside you. To go to your grave, never giving life to another.”

The fair queen stood as the storm outside
raged, as dark as the one inside her, and the fire sputtered in the
hearth. “I . . .” With a sob, the fair queen clasped the small
bottle to her breast and rushed out into the storm.

“<Caw>“

“Yes, it was as simple as I said it would
be.”
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The Evil Stepmother:

 


Almost eighteen years later—

 


The morning mist lay over the moss-covered walls of
the castle, steadfast in the dewy light. Walls standing sentinel
over the thatched huts and shops of the land.

Inside, servants and guards alike scurried
about their business, casting fearful glances at the black tower
tucked into a corner. Like a crooked old man, the tall pillar
leaned a little to the left, then a little to the right.

Her black robes flowing in the chilled
breeze that streamed behind her like a new winter storm, Snow
White’s stepmother marched down the stone hallway of the tall black
tower. Tiny creatures of the night scurried out of her way.

A dark hairless creature kept to the shadows
as it followed closely behind her. His green eyes shifted from side
to side, looking for any traps that his quarry may have laid out to
capture the unwary.

The queen stopped before a thick oaken door
and laid her hand against the cracked, warped wood. “Open,” she
whispered, as her mind breezed over all she needed to do today.

Snapped out of her thoughts when the door
didn’t respond, she snarled. “Open . . .” The door stayed still.
And closed. The queen’s temper flared, and she reared back and
kicked the barrier. Pain shot through her foot and up her leg. “If
you don’t open this second, I’ll have you chopped up for kindling.
Kindling, you hear me?”

She heard the clanking of chains and the
snicker of locks being opened. With a loud creak, the door opened a
few inches. The queen huffed in annoyance before pushing it open.
“Keep it up and you’re going to find yourself burning in my
fireplace one of these days,” she snarled under her breath.

The creature moved quickly and silently,
slipping through the open door unnoticed. Kicking the door closed,
the queen turned and strode confidently into the room. The locks
and chains slid back across the door except for a single thin chain
that snapped the queen across the ass before sliding into place.
Her dark eyes glared at the door for a second before huffing out a
breath and stomping deeper into the shadowy room.

The dark creature whispered, “Nice one.” It
rubbed a paw against the door, feeling magical laughter that only
it could sense from the old wooden door.

Crossing the icy room, the queen stopped
before a blacker than black cloth hanging against the wall. The
material seemed to drain the room of what little light filtered
through the thin windows perched far above the floor.

Whipping off the cloth, she tossed it aside
like an old wash rag. The room brightened as the gleaming gold
frame encircling a large mirror was revealed hanging on the stone
wall.

The queen laced her fingers together, palm
toward the mirror, and cracked her knuckles as a sly smile played
across her lips. One deep red tipped finger nail reached out and
touched the glass of the mirror and traced a figure eight. She
chanted, “Mirror, mirror on the wall, show me my heart’s
desire.”

The golden edge of the mirror lit up even
brighter, chasing away the last of the shadows shrouding the room.
Even bringing light to its deepest corners. The dark creature
huddled deeper into the furthest corner of the room, making itself
as small as possible. The glass, which was once clear, now swirled
milky white as a mysterious dark shadow formed from deep
within.

The darkness solidified into the upper body
of a young man with deep red eyes, black hair, and small horns
sticking out from each side of his head. He heaved a put-upon sigh
at the sight of the woman standing before him. “You again, my
queen? What do you want? I was in the middle of my mani-pedi. Some
of us have lives, you know.”

The evil queen rocked back from the anger
radiating from the mirror. Gathering herself, she allowed her own
anger to flash in her eyes. “Is that any way to talk to your
master? Remember, you are my slave. Mine to do my bidding. I care
not about this mani-pedi thing you were doing, mirror. You have no
life but to serve my whims. Remember that.”

The anger in the red eyes flared for a
second before a mocking smile tipped the corners of its mouth. It
gave a low bow, its head all but disappearing from view. “Oh yes,
you’re so right, my master. How could I ever forget that you own me
after capturing me?” he said as he genuflected.

The sarcasm flew high over the queen’s head
as she began pacing in front of the mirror. “Good. Now that we have
that settled . . . “

“Snow White.”

The evil queen stopped pacing and glared at
the mirror. “How about you let me ask my question before you
presume to answer it, slave? Maybe the question I want to ask has
nothing to do with that wretched creature that is my
stepdaughter.”

The face in the mirror sneered. “Forgive me.
As you wish, my queen. Ask your question.”

“Okay. Mirror, mirror on the wall, who is
the fair—”

“Still Snow White, my queen.”

The evil queen stomped her foot on the
floor’s hard paving stone, sending a wave of pain up her leg. “No.
No. No. Why don’t you wait for me to finish?”

The face in the mirror snickered. “No matter
what you ask, my queen, the answer will likely be Snow White.” The
mirror’s voice dropped to a low whisper. “Unless it’s a question of
who is the nastiest one around. That one probably has your name
written all over it, my queen.”

She marched up to the mirror and stood with
her hands on her hips. “What was that you muttered?”

“Say what?”

“I asked you what you whispered.”

“I whispered something, my queen? Are you
sure about that? Your hearing isn’t going, is it? I hear when you
get really old, really, really old, that sometimes happens. And
you’re how old again?”

The queen scowled at the face in the mirror
for a few more seconds before waving a hand in the air and turning
her back to it. “Whatever. I just don’t understand how can you say
that an abomination like that child is the fairest in my
kingdom?”

“Snow White may be a vampire, but she is no
abomination, my queen. She has a soul, unlike other creatures of
the night. Plus, everyone in the kingdom loves her. Well, most
everyone loves her. Even though there have been some dark
mutterings going around lately. You wouldn’t know anything about
that, would you?”

She whipped around and glared at the mirror.
“No, I wouldn’t happen to know anything about these rumors going
around. Besides, how can you say that my stepdaughter isn’t an
abomination? Just look at her pale skin, those ruby-red lips, and
that silky black hair of hers. How she takes blood from the
innocent to stay alive. How can anyone not call her an abomination?
How could anyone seriously love her? Maybe those dark mutterings,
as you call them, are the people waking up to what she really
is.”

The humor left the eyes of the figure in the
mirror. “You know as well as I do that Snow White never takes
blood. The local peasants freely give her what she needs to stay
alive. She has never taken nor asked for more than is needed for
that purpose. As for the innocent . . .”

The evil queen stomped her foot again and
stalked away from the mirror. “It doesn’t matter that she finds
those peasants that want to curry her favor to feed off,” the queen
said, her voice dangerously low. She stared into space as she
rubbed a hand across her chin and muttered. “Something must be done
to stop her. The rumors I’ve started don’t seem to be working quick
enough to get rid of this pain in my ass. Something permanent and
nasty must be done, but something that won’t come back on me. Yes,
that would be the trick.”

The dark creature in the corner slowly shook
its head, thinking that it had been a good idea to follow the queen
this morning. He didn’t like how this conversation was going. No,
not at all.

The brows of the face in the mirror drew
together. “What was that, my queen?”

She spun around. Her hooded eyes staring
into the mirror. “I was just saying that you are right. Snow White
is a treasure. We need to protect her from harm, for there are some
very nasty people out there in the world.”

“Yes, my queen. I’m sure that is what you
said. There are some very nasty people out there, and also in this
room. I was reflecting just the other day on how much you care
about your stepdaughter. It’s sad how you are just worrying
yourself down to skin and bones over your stepdaughter’s
health.”

“Watch that attitude of yours. Remember, I
could call my guards in here and have them shatter your portal any
time I want. Then where would you be? Oh, that’s right, you would
be back in the dark fiery pits from whence you came, burning
forever.”

The face in the mirror threw back his head
and roared with laughter. “I pray you do that, my queen. Shatter
the one thing that holds me under your control. For once that
happens, I promise you I will find a way back into this world and
you will live a thousand years in agony, though you will beg for
death in the first five seconds.”

The evil queen’s face went white as she took
an involuntary step back. “You dare threaten me? The queen? How
dare you? Why, with my magic, I could destroy a pitiful creature
like you, just like that,” she said as she snapped her fingers
inches from the glass.

The face leaned forward in the mirror; its
eyes went a deeper shade of red. “I never threaten, my dear queen.
I only make promises that I never fail to keep. If you would like
to test your magic against mine, then I beseech you, by all means,
break my portal. Release me back to whence you dragged me from and
see what happens.”

The evil queen waved a hand before the
mirror. “Yes. Yes, whatever. I’m sorry I lost my temper. Forgive
me, I guess I’m still distraught at the death of Snow White’s
father. I miss my dear departed husband so much.”

A smile slithered across the face in the
mirror. “Yes, I saw how distraught you were last night when you
sought comfort in your grief with your personal guards. All three
of them, if I remember right.”

The evil queen flushed a deep red. “YOU
SPIED ON ME? HOW DARE YOU, MIRROR.” She took a deep breath, then
slowly let it out. A wicked smile played at the corners of the
mirror’s mouth. “How dare you presume to watch me?”

The face in the mirror gave out a nasty
chuckle that would curdle milk. “My dear queen, I only look in on
you for your protection,” it said as it threw her a quick wink.

The evil queen flushed red again as she made
a mental note to cover any and all mirrors that hung in her private
chambers. “Never mind about my safety. You are not to spy on me
ever again. Do you understand me?” Not waiting for an answer, the
evil queen kept on with her rant. “Now what I want to know is how I
can protect Snow White from the dangers that lurk within this
world.”

“The princess and rightful ruler of the
kingdom, now that her father is dead, will be hard to kill, but not
impossible. She just needs to take care, and be carefully watched
over by those that love her.”

Anger flashed red-hot within the evil
queen’s eyes. “Snow White will not sit on the throne until she
comes of age. Until then, I will rule this kingdom for her. Just as
her father’s last will states,” she hissed.

“Yes, and I’m sure that the ink on that will
is still wet.” The face in the mirror rubbed a hand over its
temple. “It seems it will be a miserable wait for those who live in
this land, my queen.”

“Never mind that. It is not your concern
what happens to the people of this kingdom. I know that my dear
stepdaughter is tough to kill. I’m not worried about such things as
beheading, or burning at the stake. No one would ever dare attempt
such a thing. The people in this kingdom would put to death any
that would harm my dear stepdaughter.”

The face in the mirror smirked. “Yes, my
queen. I see that you have been considering ways that Snow White
could be killed, as well as the full consequences for anyone that
would harm her.”

“Yes. Yes, but only to make sure that my
stepdaughter is fully protected and lives a long, full life.”

“Of course, anyone that killed Snow White in
such a way wouldn’t live to see the next sunrise, would they?”

“There is that. Someone would need to kill
her without leaving a trace or . . .”

The mirror watched the queen’s face as she
stood staring off into the distance. “Or what?”

“What? . . .Oh . . . nothing, mirror. I have
some work to do. Things to think over. A few spells to make. Yes, a
spell is the answer.” The queen hummed to herself as she walked
toward the door.

“But . . .” Whatever the mirror was going to
say, it was left unsaid. With a wave of her hand, the queen
directed the black cloth, darker than anything else in the room,
toward the mirror. It settled over the golden frame, snuffing out
its bright light. The queen turned and marched once more to the old
oaken door as she muttered under her breath.

 


A few minutes after the evil queen fought to
open the heavy door and the last of the chains and locks had
snicked back in place, the small dark creature slinked out of the
shadows.

His emerald green eyes blinked in worry. He
stalked over to the blacker than black cloth that hung on the wall
covering the mirror. The creature sat in the middle of the room for
a few seconds, contemplating all he had heard this morning before
waving a paw in front of the covering.

The cloth slid to the floor, and the golden
frame shone brightly in the dark room. The face in the glass
snarled as its eyes glowed bright red. “Now listen, my queen. You
can’t keep interrupting my . . .” He stopped talking. His
complexion turned pale, and his gaze was fixated on the hairless
black cat sitting on the floor and grooming its paw.

The feline dropped its paw to the hard stone
floor. Its green eyes gazed sternly at the figure in the mirror.
“Hello, Szandor. It’s been a long time since I’ve seen you. I see
you are once again serving a master. An evil master at that. Or
should I say, like always?”

Szandor’s face went even paler than before,
if that was possible. “I . . . uhm . . . listen, Grim.”

“The Grim, Szandor. My name is The Grim.
Remember?”

“Yes. Yes. Of course. The Grim. I meant no
disrespect,” the mirror said as his form gave the black cat a low,
respectful bow.

“Yes, I’m sure that you didn’t.”

Szandor cleared his throat. “As I was
saying, The Grim. The queen is not my master. And as for her being
evil? Goody two shoes usually don’t call upon our kind, do
they?”

The black cat held up a paw and gazed at it
for a few seconds, flexing his claws in and out, before directing
his eyes back to the mirror. “You presume a lot, Szandor, when you
lump the two of us together like that. Besides, I see she trapped
you in that mirror again. And I am free. So, I would say that the
queen is your master, wouldn’t you? And I have none.”

The face in the mirror flushed as its eyes
went a deep red. “You always were one that thought you were better
than the rest of us. You may not think you serve a master, but I
know about that little vamp you look after.”

“It would be good for your health if you
would remember that I am looking after her, Szandor.”

The face in the mirror looked puzzled. “What
do you mean by that?”

The black cat chuckled as he stood and
turned his tail to the mirror. “You should remember that I am
watching out for Snow White. If anything were to happen to her
because of the advice you gave her stepmother . . . well, let’s
just say that you matching your magic against the queen’s would be
the least of your worries.”

Szandor went pale again as he gulped loudly.
“I don’t understand why you’re being so protective of this vamp,
The Grim. She is nothing but a little . . .”

The black cat whipped around, hissing. “If I
were you, I would not finish that sentence.”

“No. Of course I won’t, but why? I’ve never
heard of you caring for any other creature before.”

The Grim smiled up at the face in the
mirror. “I really don’t know, Szandor. I guess because despite her
being a vampire, Snow White is an innocent, deep down. Or it could
be just as simple is that she keeps me in catnip and gives good
scritches under the chin and on the belly.”

Szandor’s mouth dropped open as he stared
down at the black cat. “Catnip? What the hell is catnip? And what,
pray tell, are scritches?”

The Grim got a faraway look in his eyes.
Then shook his head. “Forget it, Szandor. You would never
understand. Just remember what I said. If any harm comes to Snow
White, there will be dire consequences.”

“You can’t threaten me. I’ll take this
matter up with management.”

The black cat lifted a paw and flexed it
again so that razor-sharp claws popped out. He dug at his sharp
teeth with the longest claw as he smiled up at the mirror.
“Remember what happened to the last person who reported me? Oh,
that’s right. They never found the body, did they, Szandor?”

“I . . . uhmm . . . maybe I spoke a little
too quickly. But you know the rules as well as I do. If the queen
asks me a question, I must answer her honestly. After all. Like you
said, she is my master, at least for now.”

The Grim stopped picking at his teeth and
smiled up at the mirror. “Well then, my good man, I would suggest
that you decide which is more important. Following the rules or
keeping your life?”

“Uhmm, yes, I guess I can umm . . . see your
point. I never was much of a rule follower.”

“Good. I’m glad we came to an understanding.
I have better things to do than taking the time to kill you,” The
Grim said as he swiped his paw at the blacker than black cloth,
causing it to fly up and cover the mirror. The cat turned and
walked toward the door of the room as he snickered. “You always
were an ass, Szandor.”
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Snow White:

 


Snow White sat on the softest of soft blankets under
the spreading limbs of an old oak tree in her private garden. A
small brown wicker basket sat by her side. The early morning
sunlight gracefully filtered down through the green leaves of the
spreading giant above her. The warm shafts of light delicately
kissing her pale skin.

She held out a hand and looked up into the
leaves above her, spying a young bird. Her eyes went dark and wide.
After a few seconds, the creature fluttered down onto the
princess’s open hand, where it preceded to sing a sweet melody.

A few minutes later, her ruby-red lips
parted in a tiny smile as her ears caught the whisper of bare,
hurrying feet gliding through the dark emerald grass. Her breath
caught in anticipation. An unnatural craving clutched at her
throat. She swallowed the want so as not to frighten her new
friend. She waved the small bird back to its perch.

A tall, buxom blonde with light blue eyes
stopped a few feet away. She wore a short, hand-me-down dress. She
curtsied so low she was almost kneeling on the ground. “I’m sorry
that I’m late, my princess. The head cook made me stay longer to
clean up a pot that was overturned.”

The princess gave the young woman a smile
that flipped her heart as she patted a spot on the softest of soft
blankets. “Don’t worry about it, Mabel. I was just sitting here
enjoying the sweet morning air.”

The blonde hurriedly hopped up from where
she was and rushed over to Snow White. Sitting next to her, she
left a few inches of space between them. Snow White looked out of
the corner of her eye, watching the young woman. She heard the
racing of the young heart and saw a single bead of sweat trail down
Mabel’s cheek. Snow White reached over and patted her hand.

“So, why did old Hagel make you clean up the
spilled pot, Mabel? Didn’t you let her know you were coming to see
me this morning?”

The young woman blushed as she let out a low
breath. “Oh yes, I did, Princess, but it was all my fault. About
the spilled pot, I mean. I was in a hurry to be here with you. I
might not have been paying as much attention to my job as I should
have been,” the girl said as she squirmed on the softest of soft
blankets.

The princess’s eyes narrowed as she sniffed
the air. She could taste the faintest trace of blood on the light
breeze. “Was having you clean up the mess the only thing that Hagel
did to you, Mabel?”

The young woman squirmed where she sat. She
looked down at the fabric and whispered, “No, my princess. She also
took a switch to me so that I would remember to do my chores the
right way, and she . . . well, she said I was a wicked girl for
coming to see you.”

Snow White sighed. Ever since she had been
born with her affliction, there had been those that had looked at
her as though she was something wicked. Something evil. It had been
just a few people when she was young and her mother had been
alive.

Her parents, the king and queen, had tried
to raise her as any other young girl who didn’t need the blood of
others to stay alive. There always seemed to be some eager donor
ready to give her what she needed to sustain herself. Snow White
just had that something that made most people want to do anything
they could to help her.

Then her mother had died when she was four,
and soon after her father had married her stepmother out of the
blue. Almost like she had put him under a spell, and it seemed
overnight people were whispering about her unnatural appetite. Not
many people, she thought, but enough to worry the young princess as
the rumors grew each year.

Snow White shook away the distracting
thoughts and focused on the young woman sitting next to her. Tears
brimmed in Mabel’s eyes. Snow White gathered her into her arms as
the first sobs escaped the young woman.

She rubbed a hand down Mabel’s back as she
cooed, “It’s all right, Mabel. You’re not wicked for being here
with me, I promise. It’s all right. Not everyone understands, and
Hagel was someone who came to the castle with my stepmother. So,
she hasn’t been here long enough to know all about me.”

Mabel sucked back a wrenching sob as she
pulled away from the princess, her red splotchy face only inches
from Snow White’s. “I didn’t really think I was wicked for being
with you either, Princess. It’s just that there has been talk in
the castle. Especially by Hagel and some of the other
newcomers.”

Snow White felt a flush of anger light her
face as her eyes went big and dark. “So that’s where the rumors
started. Little Grimy tried to tell me, but I wouldn’t listen.”

Mabel leaned further back, fear sending a
shiver up her spine when she caught sight of Snow White’s eyes.
“What was that, my princess? Who is this Grimy person?”

The princess shook herself again. She would
have to talk with her friend later. They needed to discuss what she
had learned this morning about the people her stepmother had
brought to the castle. And maybe see if there was a way to deal
with them.

Right now, she could feel the hunger gnawing
at her belly. She had felt the unnatural craving from the moment of
birth. If she wasn’t careful, she would lose control and drain the
poor young woman here. She had never in her life done such a thing.
Yet as the years passed, she noticed it becoming harder and harder
to stop feeding from those who gave themselves so willingly.

Snow White laid a delicate hand on the
woman’s shoulder. Her eyes returned to their normal size and color.
“It’s nothing for you to worry about, Mabel. I promise I will have
a talk with Hagel and my stepmother about treating you right from
now on.”

“Thank you, my princess.”

Snow White slid closer to Mabel. She ran her
hand from the young woman’s shoulder to the side of her neck where
she played with a loose blonde curl. “There is no reason for you to
thank me, Mabel. It is I who should thank you for . . . well, for
giving yourself to me so willingly.”

Mabel’s breath hitched, and her heart
fluttered. The princess leaned in and brushed her lips across hers
as she eased the young woman onto her back. Snow White leaned over
the girl, seeing the pulse in her throat jump to the beat of her
heart. Yes, she would definitely have to be very careful with this
beautiful one.

“I . . .” Mabel tried to speak, but her
words were lost in the princess’s eyes.

Snow White leaned down and brushed her lips
across the young woman’s again, once more making that pulse in her
neck jump. “I promise I will not hurt you, Mabel. Do you believe
me?”

“Yes,” Mabel said in a hushed voice as her
chest heaved.

Snow White smiled down at Mabel as she
slowly leaned over and, this time, deeply kissed the young woman.
Mabel lost herself in the feel of the princess’s body lying next to
hers as she tasted cinnamon and vanilla on her lips.

She shuddered as the princess slid her mouth
down to her throat. Felt the lightest scrape of fangs brushing the
skin of her neck. Snow White flicked her tongue out and caressed
the young woman’s pounding pulse, sending an irresistible ache
throughout her body.

Snow White’s overwhelming hunger raged as
her fangs extended and she sank them into the young woman, sending
her into ecstasy. She drank as Mabel writhed under her, changing
the hunger to a deep-seated heat within her body. Snow White lost
herself in the feeding’s bliss when a voice beside her
intruded.

“Snow. Stop. Snow, enough. Stop feeding from
her.”

The princess heard an animal growl that she
realized was coming from her own throat. That, more than the voice,
made her retract her fangs. Her tongue darted out and tasted the
last two drops of blood hanging on the young blonde’s pale
skin.

The princess sat up in a rush, her tongue
running along her lips, savoring those last drops of blood. She
stared down at the pale face lying next to her and worry beat at
her breast until she saw the light rise and fall of the young
woman’s chest.

“Are you all right, Princess?”

Snow White blinked a few times as she slowly
turned to look at the owner of the voice. She gazed at the large
hairless black cat sitting on the edge of the softest of soft
blankets and hitched back a distressed sigh. “I almost lost it
again, Grimy.” The cat flinched at the name that rolled off the
princess’s ruby-red lips. “If it hadn’t been for you . . .”

The black cat walked over to the young woman
who lay silent, with a smile on her lips, and sniffed at her before
gazing up into his charge’s dark eyes. “She will be fine, Snow.
Nothing wrong with her that a little sleep and some food when she
wakes up won’t cure.”

A single scarlet tear trickled down the
princess’s cheek. “But, Grimy, I could have drained her dry. I
could have killed —”

The black cat hopped up on Snow White’s lap
and put a paw on each shoulder so that they were looking eye to
eye. “You didn’t kill her, Snow. She will be perfectly fine. I was
here to stop you, so no worries.”

The young princess sniffled as she ran a
hand down the black cat’s hairless back. “And what would have
happened if you hadn’t come along, Grimy? Then what? It’s just
getting harder and harder for me to control myself.”

“I promise we will work on your hunger,
Snow. Until you have it fully under control, I will be with you
whenever you feed. Now we need to talk about something more
important.”

Snow White glanced down at the sleeping
young woman as she ran a hand down her pale cheek and elicited a
soft sigh. “All right, Grimy, what is it you want to talk
about?”

The cat flinched again. “Listen, Snow, I
really wish you wouldn’t call me Grimy. It’s not dignified . . .”
He puffed out his chest. “You should call me The Grim like everyone
else. How can I keep everyone around here frightened if you keep
calling me by that silly name?”

She reached down and scratched under the
black cat’s chin and around his ears as she cooed, “Oh what’s the
matter, my little Grimy pooh? You’re not such a big baddy as you
pretend to be.”

The black cat lost himself in the feel of
the young princess’s nails. She really knew how to hit all the
right spots, especially between his large bat-like ears, and
dragged out a very undignified purr from The Grim.

Snow White giggled as her friend arched his
back and moved under her fingers. The Grim had shown up when she
was just two years old. She had been calling him Grimy since that
day. He had always been there for her.

Most people saw the large black hairless cat
as an ugly creature with a permanent scowl on his face and a
gravelly voice, but she knew better. To her, he was truly a
beautiful soul deep down.

She stopped lavishing her attention on the
black cat as the young blonde next to her stretched her arms above
her head and her eyelids flickered open. Mabel sat up with a start,
staring at the creature sitting near Snow White. “What is that
thing, my princess? Is that a demon?”

The Grim puffed out his chest and smiled. A
smile showing razor-sharp teeth. “Demon indeed. Like that brainless
twit would really know what a demon looks like.” Of course, Mabel
only heard a low growl from the large black cat.

Snow White tapped him on the nose. “Grimy,
stop scaring Mabel. She hasn’t been working long in the castle, and
doesn’t know that you are a sweet-natured creature like I do.”

“That thing is a cat?” Mabel whispered as
she wobbled a bit from the loss of blood.

“I’ll show her sweet-natured,” The Grim
hissed.

The princess sighed as she pushed the small
wicker basket toward the young blonde woman. “Here, eat something,
Mabel. It will make you feel better, and then go back to your room
and get some sleep.”

Mabel lowered her gaze as she blushed. “I’m
sorry if I made you mad, my princess. I’m sure that your ‘cat’ is
very sweet.”

Snow White stood and patted the young woman
on the shoulder. “I’m not mad at you, Mabel. I just need to have an
important talk with Grimy here.”

Mabel reached into the wicker basket and
pulled out a large red apple and took a quick bite. Her eyes darted
between the princess and the black cat. “He can talk to you?”

“Yes. Grimy can talk, but only I can hear
him.”

“You need a brain to hear me. Which this
girl is obviously missing. The only thing this girl has going for
her is her two big ti . . .”

Snow White turned and glared down at the
black cat. “Grimy.”

Mabel’s brow wrinkled as her arms went tight
across her chest at the long, low growl from the black cat. “Did he
just say something about me, my princess?”

“Just that you’re very beautiful, and he is
sure that you are an asset to the castle kitchen.”

The Grim huffed. “That is not even close to
what I said about this twit, Snow. It’s not nice to lie to poor
dumb creatures like her.”

Mabel may not have understood exactly what
the black cat was muttering, but she very much doubted that the
creature was saying anything nice about her. “If you say so, my
princess.”

“Well, I do say so, Mabel. Now, once you are
done with the food here, please take the basket back to the kitchen
and get some rest.”

“All right, my princess, I will, but . . .,”
Mabel shifted a quick glance at the black cat as she blushed. “Do
you still want to see me tomorrow morning so that you can … well,
you know?” The young blonde’s hand fluttered up to the slight marks
on her neck.

Snow White smiled down at her. “It would
make me really happy if you wanted to meet me again.”

Mabel blushed even deeper. “Oh yes, my
princess. I really want to do that again with you for as long as
you want.”

“All right, Mabel. Then we will meet here
tomorrow at the same time.” The young woman nodded. “Good. Now you
finish eating while I have a talk with my little Grimy pooh.” The
large black cat flinched as Mabel snickered before she took another
bite out of the apple she held in her hand.

 


Snow White and her cat walked back to the
gate leading into the castle. They were each lost in their own
thoughts during the quiet walk. Within minutes, they reached a
stone bench near the garden doorway and sat down as the warm
morning sun crawled across the manicured lawn.

The princess watched a red and black striped
bumble bee the size of a small child’s closed fist flitter from
flower to flower for a few seconds. She turned her attention to the
large black cat sitting next to her. “Okay, Grimy, what is bugging
you this morning?”

He turned and studied the young woman for a
few seconds before he cleared his throat. “I know you aren’t going
to believe me, Snow, since you always think the best about
everyone, but I think your stepmother is going to do you in.”

It
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