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Snow White and
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Once,
there were two kingdoms at war.


It
was a bloody struggle, etched across generations by pain, darkness and loss. 


No one was spared the destruction; there was no family
untouched by it, yet not everyone wanted to end the fighting.


Some
saw it as a possibility, some saw it as rightful, some didn’t care, and the war
raged on spurred by the greed and malice of some, and the pride and lust of
revenge of others.


On
one side of the conflict was the White Kingdom, ruled by the White family. It
was the bigger nation, the most populous and richest one. When the war started,
most assumed they would be capable of shortly winning the war, but it was not
so. Countless of their men and armies had fallen over centuries of struggle.


In
the opposite side there was the Evil Kingdom, a domain that had been ruled by
the Evil Queen since before the war with the White Kingdom started. It was a
harsh land, filled with harsh people, dark forests and dangerous woods where
every manner of creature existed.


Unlike
in the White Kingdom the people didn’t love their ruler, but they respected her
and obeyed her, fearful yet hopeful of her power since she was the only one
keeping them alive, both from the war that ravaged their homes and from the
dangers their lands held within.


The
Queen was a powerful witch, and it was her magic, the magic that made her
ageless, that brought hope of a better future for the people of her kingdom.
They dreamed of the lands to the west, the lands of the White Kingdom,
bountiful in food and wood, lacking most of the dangers that roamed the Evil
Kingdom.


It
was her power that had allowed their people to resist the White Kingdom’s
armies for generations, and that power that allowed them to dream of one day
winning the war.


As
in every realm, there was nobility in both the White and the Evil Kingdom, and
as in every other kingdom that nobility was only human, assailed by human
emotions and qualities and flaws. Some were greedy and some were merciful; some
were cowards and other courageous.


It
was a combination of all those human emotions and fears that lead some of the
nobility of both kingdoms to unite in secret, to try to find a way to end the
conflict.


Some
had seen their lands burnt and salted, some had seen their people slaughtered.
Hopelessness gnawed at their hearts, and fear at their minds. They understood
that there was no one who would benefit with the continued struggle – except
foreign countries – and only peace would allow their kingdoms to prosper.


Yet
peace would be almost impossible to achieve.


They
knew that.


The
war had started more than two centuries ago. No one, else perhaps the Evil
Queen, could precisely say why it had so. The White family preached that it was
started by the Evil Queen and her deeds, and that they had been obliged to
oppose her.


Other’s
believed the White Kingdom had attacked first, and the Evil Queen had simply
defended herself.


It
would be difficult to find out who was right, and the nobles who wanted peace
soon realized it wasn’t important to find out who started the war, or how it
had started, the most important thing was to stop it.


For
several years they meet and discussed possibilities to end it, but they had
never found a solution that might work – until the year the White Queen died.


The
White family was the founder of their Kingdom and it was prophesized that it
would bring their realm to glory and fortune eternal.  


During
the centuries of war, the family had been very successfully culled by the Evil
Queen’s spies, until finally only a young man remained and he became King. He
then married a beautiful woman and learned to rule his kingdom with mercy,
understanding and compassion, as his forefathers did before him.


He
loved his wife with his all heart, a loved returned by the woman. A few years
after their wedding night, she became pregnant and nine months later his
daughter was born, beautiful Snow White, the kingdom’s new princess.


Yet
the White Queen never completely recuperated from labor and became a fragile
thing. She realized she wouldn’t have long to live, but she tried to hold on
for as long as possible, so that she could raise her daughter and teach her all
she needed, but unfortunately it was not to be.


When
Snow White was eight years old her mother died.


And
the conspiring nobles had what they believed to be a bright idea.


They
would unite the Kingdoms into one, and marry the Evil Queen to the White King.


Initially
they tried to be subtle. Slowly, they planted the idea on the White King’s mind
that he should find another wife, someone who would be a doting mother to the
recently orphaned Snow White.


At
first the King refused to even consider the notion of a marriage, but as the
months passed he realized Snow White needed more than the meager amount of time
and affection he gave her every day. 


He
loved her, but he couldn’t easily care for her while ruling a kingdom. Her
tutors and maids where there for her, but it was not the same.


While
they tried to convince the King to marry again, the nobles started paving the
way for the Evil Queen to accept the union. Knowing she was a greedy woman,
they were far more direct, and one of them started whispering at her ear about
the possibility of the two kingdom’s uniting. 


She
heard the noble detail his idea for a marriage between herself and the White
King, before she struck him down with magic for even daring to contemplate her
marrying a member of the family that hounded her for generations. She left the
noble lying bloody and broken in the middle of her throne room as a reminder to
his peers that she ruled their kingdom and her word was law.


Yet
the idea presented made the Queen’s mind churn, and she couldn’t help but stew
on it.


For
the first time the nobles started fearing that their plan would never come to
fruition, especially once the White King started searching for a wife amongst
his subject’s daughters. They tried to difficult the king’s search, but their
influence was limited in the matter.


It
was when they were near desperation that a light appeared at the end of the
tunnel.


The
Evil Queen contacted one of her nobles. She wanted him to serve as a courier
between herself and the White King. 


The
noble was supposed to take a marriage proposal to the King and await a reply.


The
conspirators might never have found out about that proposal, except for the
fact that noble was one of their own. He quickly contacted his associates and
they rejoiced, making sure the letter swiftly arrived at the King’s hands.


When
the White King first read the proposal he was ready to tear it to shreds, but
his advisors stopped him and begged him to think on the matter. 


While
not part of the conspiracy to end the war between the Kingdoms, they realized
peace would be a boon, and acted accordingly.


The
White King thought about the proposal for a week. 


The
greatest benefit was the possibility of peace between the kingdoms. It was
something he truly desired, but never had thought possible – the war had been
going for a long time and their armies were stalemated, there was no victor in
sight.


On
the other hand there was a marriage to the Evil Queen, a woman responsible for
the deaths of all of his extended family, someone ruthless and cruel, and
someone he viewed as evil.


There
were many other things to consider, and he thought about them carefully. 


He
had decided to marry in order to give Snow a new mother, but the Evil Queen was
not the kind of person he wanted as his daughter’s step-mother.


Then
there would be the reaction his people would have to their new Queen. He wasn’t
innocent enough to believe everyone would accept the union without complaints. 


Finally
he couldn’t help but be repulsed by the tales of the woman. 


His
ancestors believed she was some kind of demon, and one who wasn’t even was a
full woman. It was well known the Evil Queen was a hermaphrodite and that she
indulged in the pleasures of the flesh with both men and women frequently. 


Yet
peace, the King felt was more important than his own, or his daughter’s,
comfort and he accepted talking about the deal. 


Soon
enough, but not so soon that it would seem desperation, the White King drafted
a response.


Negotiations
were long.


Every
little detail was debated upon, from the date and location of the ceremony, to
what their united kingdom would be called, to details about the education of
any and all future children the couple would have, until finally, a little over
a year after the negotiations had started, the Evil Queen and the White King
agreed to marry.


*******


It
was sunny when the White King and the Evil Queen married.


For
months, nobles and commoners travelled to the White Kingdom’s capital, where
the celebration would be held. Some hoped for a glimpse of the royal couple,
other’s looked for work and coin, other’s came simply for the party.


The
Queen rode into town in a carriage pulled by black unicorns, animals almost
twice as big as regular horses, as black as night with eyes red like blood. 


The
people cheered her. 


They
didn’t care that she had been the monster mothers frightened their children
with for generations, they didn’t care that she was one of the persons
responsible for perpetuating a war of misery and devastation – they cared for
glamor, they cared for royalty and they cared for the possibilities they saw in
a united kingdom.


When
the throne room opened and the White King gazed at the Evil Queen for the first
time he was smitten by her beauty.


He
had always heard she was both a heartless and horrible monster, but the
beautiful woman he saw coming towards him couldn’t be such a being. 


He
smiled at her, and she replied in kind, both of them turning towards the White
Kingdom’s councilor – the one who would celebrate their marriage.


It
wasn’t long before the ceremony ended and they were pronounced husband and
wife. A resounding cheer was the reply to that declaration, as nobles from both
kingdoms celebrated together the end of the war. 


Amongst
those where the ones who had conspired for that peace, and they silently
congratulated one another, feeling they had done a good deed.


After
the celebration came the party. 


On
the streets food and alcohol brought by the Evil Kingdom was distributed to the
people and the soldiers, while fireworks illuminated the skies for hours on
end.


Inside
the place the merriment was just as great, and a ball was held. Noble’s
daughters from one kingdom mingled with the noble sons of the other, meeting
new persons and simply enjoying the newly found peace.


After
several hours, when the turn of the clock approached, the King and Queen left
the ballroom under the whistles and cheers of their subjects.


The
King led his newly wife to their new quarters, drink and lust marking his pace
as he swiftly moved towards his destination. 


She
followed behind at a more sedate pace.


After
entering the room, the King turned toward her and slowly, hesitantly, he
embraced her, shy all of a sudden. She replied warningly, and gently kissed him
on the lips. He grinned at her and started unlacing her garments then there was
a knock at the door.


Irritated
behind measure, he gave her another peck on the lips and apologized, before he
turned around and moved to see who was bothering them at such a time.


He
never got to the door. 


He
felt an immense pressure on his head and tried to scream in pain, only to find
out that he couldn’t, his mouth wouldn’t move. He fell to the ground and found
his newly wife looking at him with a smirk in her face.


He
understood then what happened, and the last thing he did was close his eyes and
beg God for mercy on his kingdom and his daughter before he died. 


The
Evil Queen gestured with her hand and the door opened by itself letting her
soldiers come inside.


In
the Evil Kingdom soldiering wasn’t exclusive to men. Due to necessity, and the
fact they were ruled by a female, women were allowed in the armies of the
kingdom, although mostly in support roles.


Only
a select few managed more than that and witnessed armed combat first hand,
amongst those the Queen’s personal guard, dubbed by the Queen’s enemies as her
Amazons.


The
Queen gestured in the direction of the King’ body and her soldiers swiftly
removed it from sight. Then she questioned them about their positions inside
the city.


Finding
that everything was going according to the plan, the Queen gave them the go
ahead. 


In
moments, the word spread amongst her hidden soldiers and they attacked, taking
possession of the palace and of the people within.


The
Evil Queen wanted to use her marriage celebration as a distraction and take
control of the palace, then using the confusion of the King’s death to take
control of his Kingdom, hoping that his nobles and soldiers were too
disoriented to do anything about it.


If
she managed to take the families of the nobles present at the marriage hostage,
she could conquer the White Kingdom completely unopposed.


The
Queen, despite her awesome magical powers, was only human and as such prone to
their failings. 


She
had assumed her nobles would follow her without hesitation, as they had done
for centuries, and that they would join her troops in capturing her enemies.


She
was wrong.


At
first, when the Evil Kingdom’s troops entered the room, there was doubt, but
when they started attacking the White Kingdom’s nobles, the nobles of the Evil
Kingdom rushed to help their counterparts and attacked their own soldiers.


What
was supposed to be an easy and quick military action soon became an all-out
brawl as the soldiers tried to take their targets alive and nobles fought to
stop them.


The
fighting only reached an end when the Queen entered the room and made her voice
heard above the battle.


She
lashed out verbally against her nobles for daring to interfere and turning
their back on her, and they angrily replied it was she who had turned her back
on them, because after centuries of suffering they had finally found a solution
for the conflict that had plagued them, but her greed got in the way of peace.


The
Queen was taken aback at the accusation.


Never,
in all her centuries of rule, had her subjects questioned as her as they now
did and, as she looked around the room, she realized she had no allies there.


She
became lived, feeling fury as she hadn’t in a long time. 


She
wanted to attack them and teach those traitors a lesson, but it wouldn’t solve
anything – it would only make things worse, maybe incite them into an all-out
rebellion.


The
Evil Kingdom’s nobles themselves were hesitant.


While
they felt wronged by their Queen, they knew how fantastical her powers were.


They
knew it was said she was immortal – some of them had even seen that immortality
first hand during several battles as the woman sometimes let an enemy get close
to her and strike her down, only to recuperate from the wound as if nothing
happened.


They
were at an impasse.


The
Queen feared that if she pressed her intentions her nobles would join the White
Kingdom, rebelling against her and making the war unwinnable.


The
nobles were aghast at their Queen, furious that she ruined the fledgling peace
they so long fought for, but they were her subjects and, despite it all, loyal
to her – and afraid.


Seeing
the lack of movement of both parts, one of the nobles suggested that they
adjourned to a council, and that they tried to find a way of keep the peace,
and solve the crisis.


The
White Kingdom wanted revenge on the Queen, but they were weakened.


Centuries
of war had taken its toll on their country and weakened their position, not
only relatively to the Evil Kingdom, but also to other neighboring kingdoms.
Now that they were also Kingless that situation became even direr. 


They
needed an alliance with the Evil Kingdom, and they realized the Evil Queen
would, unfortunately, be a part of it.


The
debate raged through the night. Nobles from both sides tried to find a solution
that would please most of them and which would allow them to keep their
newfound alliance.


They
needed to find some kind of punishment for the Evil Queen, but at the same time
they needed her to be the figurehead of their new united kingdom. She was much
feared outside the kingdoms and her presence would be enough to deter the most
adventurous of men.


They
also needed her to submit to the punishment. They had no doubt she could easily
escape them, only by giving her something she would support could they keep the
peace. 


In
the end, it was an old wizened advisor from the White Kingdom that suggested a
solution that was found agreeable by all parts.


They
would keep their previous bargain, just in an altered form. Snow White would
take her father’s place in the deal, and marry the Evil Queen once she was of
age. The Queen was a hermaphrodite after all; she would have no problems
conceiving a child within the White Princess’ womb.


At
first there was outrage amongst the members of the White Kingdom’s nobility. 


They
couldn’t bear to see their precious princess, a beautiful and innocent young
girl, in the Evil Queen’s clutches. Slowly though, the idea swayed more and
more opinions.


No
one truly liked it, but it would give them what they desired, without any other
sacrifices. It was the easiest solution.


Not
everyone agreed, and some of the White Kingdom’s nobles left the session while
protesting against it.  


The
remaining ones however were than enough to seal the deal, and young Snow White
was sacrificed for the peace.


There
still needed to be some kind of punishment for the Evil Queen. Eventually they
settled on making the Queen a prisoner on the White Palace until the day of her
marriage to Snow White, while the new kingdom would be ruled by a council of
equal numbers of nobles of the Evil and White Kingdoms.


The
Evil Queen considered their terms for an hour, before she accepted. They were
quite acceptable and she soon realized that after her imprisonment she would
rule basically unopposed; Snow White would be little more than a pet and a toy
to her.


After
the Queen’s agreement, the mood became lighter, and some cheer could be seen. 


Nobles
congratulated themselves in defusing a crisis, even though some of them
regretted Snow White’s fate, but they felt it was for the best. 


The
Queen became increasingly pleased with each moment she thought about the deal.
Then evens might not have been according to her original plan but, after some
hiccups, she would still rule their new kingdom, and this alone – she doubted
Snow White would be any kind of adversary, she would make sure of it.


And
like that, Snow White found herself betrothed at the age of ten to her father’s
killer.


*******


Snow
White had always been a bright child, observant, capable of discerning people’s
moods and worries.


She
could always tell when someone was lying to her.


So
when her father’s advisors told her that her father had died of a heart attack
she knew they were lying.


She
didn’t tell them that of course. If they were lying to her, either they were at
fault, or they were afraid of who did it.


It
wasn’t hard to connect the dots. 


Her
father had just married the Evil Queen and now he was dead – it was obvious to
see who was responsible. Snow just didn’t understand why the advisors of the
White Kingdom where covering the crime, when they should be up in arms about
what happened.


Snow
hadn’t stayed long in her father’s marriage party, leaving a little over an
hour after it had started. Her father didn’t want her near him when he met the
Queen; he didn’t trust the woman and was afraid for Snow.


When
the princess had left the celebration, he had seemed happy. She had slept with
a smile on her face.


Now
she woke to the news of his death, and to a conspiracy to hide the crime. 


When
the councilors told her she was to marry the Evil Queen in her father’s stead,
Snow blinked and remained silent. She couldn’t believe the words that were
leaving their mouths.


When
she realized they were serious she screamed and raged at them, but they ignored
her and had her maid take her away, as if she was a normal child and not a
princess. She let the woman drag her away, her throat becoming hoarse from
screaming.  


Snow
white became listless after that.


She
wouldn’t respond to people, she would barely eat and she remained mostly
withdrawn in her own mind.


The
people closer to her became worried for her health, but they trusted time would
be able to cure her of her disposition.


It
wasn’t time that shook her into full awareness. It was blood and death.


A
few months after the new agreement between the Kingdoms was reached, some
members of the White Kingdom’s nobility tried to kidnap Snow White. They were
aghast at the deal brokered by their peers, and knew that without Snow White it
would fall through. 


A
small trope of soldiers entered the palace and broke into the princess’
quarters. They found the girl asleep, and swiftly woke her, being careful not
to frighten her. 


She
was their princess and an innocent in the entire situation. 


Slowly,
they her explained who they were and Snow listened with a focus she hadn’t
demonstrated in weeks. 


She
nodded at them and let herself be taken away. There was a new brightness in her
eyes, a new hope. She knew that if she managed to escape she would be free of
the Evil Queen’s clutches. 


She
fought the only way she could – by letting herself be kidnapped.


It
failed.


The
Queen’s personal guard found them on the outskirts of the palace and after a
confrontation they retook Snow White, killing the soldiers that tried to rescue
her.


Yet
Snow White didn’t forget their sacrifice.


There
was fire in anger in her mind, awakened by blood of those who were only doing
what they knew was the right thing. 


As
the days passed and Snow White witnessed as the nobles that had ordered her
kidnaping were executed, she swore to herself she would give them their
revenge, her father’s revenge, and kill the Evil Queen.  


*******


Life
changed for Snow White after her kidnapping.


The
Evil Queen used the attack by the White Kingdom’s nobles as justification to
basically take control of Snow’s life. The Queen determined who cared for her,
who guarded her and what she learned. 


The
older woman saw an opportunity to mold her future wife and took it.


The
ruling council let her, hoping to appease her, and not upset the deal they had
previously made. 


Snow
White hated them even more for it. 


She
hated the fact that the Evil Queen had such control over her life and her
activities. While most of the staff that had cared for Snow during her life
remained, Snow was now permanently accompanied by members of the Queen’s
personal guard, supposedly for her protection. 


In
truth they were there to protect the Queen’s interests. 


They
spied on both Snow White and her caretakers, trying to find the slightest hint
of treason, the slightest fault that would allow the Queen to increase her hold
on Snow White even further.


The
princess knew it and was extremely careful not to show the true nature of her
feelings for the Queen. 


She
didn’t complain when her tutors were exchanged and a new, far more forgiving
account of the Evil Kingdom’s history was taught. She didn’t speak out when her
personal maid was replaced and the new one would sing the Queen’s praises, and
she didn’t quarrel when her playmates were dismissed, and children with parents
amongst the Evil Kingdom’s nobility started surrounding her.


Snow
excelled at her studies, dedicating herself in full to them, knowing much of
what she was now learning was a lie, but realizing she needed to fool the
people around her into thinking she was under their control.


She
would eventually get her revenge, but for now the only thing she could do was
play along. 


She
managed to fool them until her eleventh birthday.


That
was the day she met the Queen in person for the first time. 


She
had seen the woman before, but only from afar. She had never stood a step away
from the woman that had murdered her father, looked right into her face, and
saw her eyes.


Snow
didn’t say anything, she didn’t make a single threatening gesture, but the Evil
Queen saw the rage and the need of revenge in her eyes … and then laughed,
loudly, amused.


She
reached out and took Snow’s face into her hands, feeling the soft skin and turning
her face upwards until they were looking directly into each other’s eyes.


Then
the Queen smiled and released Snow White, walking around the girl, her eyes
roving over the child’s body, before she turned and left.


Snow
White shuddered.


She
knew hate and anger, but whatever emotion she had seen on the Queen’s eyes
unsettled her, and she couldn’t help but start fearing the other woman as well.


Had
Snow been a little older, a little more experienced, she might have understood
the look for what it was. A mix of lust, not just sexual lust, although it was
also in there, but a lust for the power and dominance possession of Snow White
would bring her.


Snow
tried to forget that look, but she would sometimes wake shivering in the night,
the memory of the Queen’s eyes making her tremble.


From
that point forward Snow found her path crossing the Queen’s many times.


Royalty
wasn’t imprisoned as regular people, or even nobility, were. While the Queen
was forbidden from leaving the palace grounds, she was quite free to roam them
as she desired. 


It
didn’t take long for Snow White to realize the woman was hounding her, teasing
her, making them bump into each other as many times as possible. She knew the
Queen was amused by Snow’s reaction on the day they first met.


She
tried to ignore the woman, making it seem as if she couldn’t be bothered by her
or her actions, but the Queen had seen her true feelings and wasn’t fooled. 


Snow’s
studies became harsher, more focused on politics and war. The Queen was
challenging her, daring her to try and do something, to fight against her.


Snow’s
pride and need of revenge rattled her mind, but she controlled herself and
refused to let the Queen goad her into acting unthinkingly.


She
swallowed her pride and her fury and her spirit, and held on, carefully
thinking about her every move, her every thought, hoping for the day she would
have her revenge.


And
the years slowly went by.


*******


Snow
met who she would consider her first true friend when she was fourteen.


She
never imagined she would call someone from the Evil Kingdom a friend, but Anna
was special. Snow got to know her, when the girl, a recruit of the Queen’s
personal guard, arrived at the capital.


The
young princess found the then eighteen year old near tears when she was
supposed to guard her. Pity moved Snow, and she questioned Anna about her mood.
After some coercing, the girl talked.


What
she told Snow made the young girl hate the Queen even more.


The
Amazon’s – the Queen’s personal guards – weren’t responsible for just guarding
her. From what Anna told Snow, they were also supposed to be the Queen’s
concubines, ready and willing to provide any pleasure and entertainment their
Queen desired. That night would be Anna’s first time as the Queen’s bed
partner.


Snow
long held suspicions about that fact. It was something usually rumored about
when someone spoke about the Queen’s personal guards.


What
Snow hadn’t known was that the female guards didn’t seem to have much of a
choice, at least at first. Some of the older guards had seemingly told Anna to
‘suck it up’ and do her duty when she told them she didn’t wish to sleep with
the Queen.


Some
small, more cynical and dark, part of Snow’s mind filled the knowledge away as
a possible means of inciting rebellion within the Queen’s allies.


The
rest of Snow was horrified.


She
grabbed the older girl and hugged her, whispering soothing words into her ear.
Anna cried and held her Snow tightly, dirtying the princess’ dress with her
tears.


Snow
felt her own tears start to slide down her face, not only for Anna, but for
herself. If she didn’t get rid of the Queen before her own marriage, she would
be forced into the same fate as Anna’s.


For
the rest of the day Snow tried to take the girl’s mind out of what was coming.


She
skipped her classes and dragged Anna into the palace’s gardens where they
walked and ran between colorful flowers, gazing at all the beauty held within.
Snow felt very proud whenever she made Anna smile or laugh.


Eventually,
though, the hours passed and night started to settle in.


One
of the older Amazons appeared and relieved Anna, ordering her to go to the
Queen.


Snow
watched as her new friend straightened her back and breathed deeply, before she
turned to Snow and said her goodbyes. The princess saw her move away, and
couldn’t help hoping she wouldn’t have to face what Anna was facing, but if it
happened she wished she would be as courageous as the older girl.


Snow
didn’t see Anna for two days. 


She
searched for her, but it was as if the other girl had disappeared.


Snow’s
tutors burdening her with twice the workload because of the classes that she
skipped didn’t help her efforts.


Eventually,
at the end of the second say, Anna was the one coming to Snow.


When
the princess left her last class of the day she found the other girl waiting
for her. Snow’s current guard narrowed her eyes at the sight of her junior, but
she didn’t do anything else.


Snow
bounded forward and took Anna into her arms, hugging the girl with all her
strength – the moment she saw Anna she realized just how worried she had been
about her.


Anna
hugged back, somewhat awkwardly. Now that she wasn’t concerned about the Queen,
she realized just how inappropriate it had been to share what she did with
Snow, especially seeing as the princess would be the Queen’s wife in time.


Nonetheless,
Anna held Snow tightly, grateful beyond measure for what the princess did for
her.


They
parted and looked sheepishly at each other for a few moments, before Snow
grabbed Anna’s hand and dragged her to her quarters.


Once
she arrived she closed the door on her guard’s face, making clear her intention
of having a private conversation. Not even the Queen’s pets would dare disobey
her so obviously.


Then
she proceeded to cajole and squeeze out every little detail of the night Anna
spent with the Queen.


At
first the girl was very reluctant, but once Snow started to remind her she was
the princess, Anna gave up and told her everything she wanted, although being
very careful with her language and the visuals provided.


The
more Anna spoke, the more furious Snow became.


Her
new friend talked about the Queen with a new shine in her eyes, and a
breathlessness that hadn’t been there before, seemingly almost excited in the
simple fact of remembering what happened.


Snow
refused to believe that the older woman had been capable of actually charming
her friend by natural means, which meant the Evil Queen must have used magic to
twist Anna’s heart and mind. While the princess smiled on the outside as Anna
spoke, on the inside her rage grew.


When
Anna left the room some minutes later, Snow started throwing her things around
in anger, before she settled down to think.


The
Queen had to die, and Snow wouldn’t wait even one more day for it to happen.


She
waited until night fell, and then picked a dagger, one of many weapons she had
hidden around her room, and prepared to sneak out. 


Snow
had spent the last years exploring the palace, figuring the most hidden and
recondite places she could, knowing some day she might need that knowledge to
escape from her fate. She had never considered using it in a direct attempt
against the Queen’s life.


Deep
in her heart she had hoped someone would appear and save her from her fate,
becoming her hero in the process. Life taught her better – there were no heroes
– people could only rely on themselves.


It
was easier than expected to get pass the Queen’s bodyguards. Maybe she should
have suspected something, but Snow wasn’t thinking clearly, and believed her
sneaking efforts were good enough.


She
entered the Queen’s quarters and moved until she stood a couple of feet away
from the woman. Then she raised her hand, dagger held tightly in her grip, and
swung down. 


The
Queen’s hand closed over her wrist. The woman moved so fast Snow didn’t even
see her – she only felt pain and her hand being stopped mid-air.


Snow
gulped her eyes wide. The torches on the room’s walls lit by the Queen’s magic,
blinding the princess for a few moments. When she finished blinking she found
the Queen’s eyes locked on her own.


Snow
shuddered and couldn’t help but let her gaze wander over the woman she loathed
most in the world.


The
Queen was a beautiful dark haired woman, with pale skin and dark eyes. Snow
hated that face, she hated the fact that if the two of them were seen together
they might pass as a mother and daughter. They had the same features, the same
coloring, and the same hair.


The
Queen’s body was even more impressive.


The
woman was tall with round curves and full breasts. Snow had seen people
drooling at the sight of the Queen, and she couldn’t help but be disgusted with
how even the more honorable men would be affected by the monarch’s presence.


The
Queen’s grip increased, making Snow flinch, and then the woman drove the dagger
in Snow’s hand into her own heart.


Snow
blinked; hope filling her for a moment.


Then
the woman laughed and Snow closed her eyes, letting her head fall into her
chest. Tears started falling from her eyes, and she didn’t even notice when the
Queen dragged her into her lap and held her, almost as if she was consoling the
princess.


Snow
stopped crying once she felt the Queen’s lips kiss the flesh beneath her ear.
She realized the position she was in and tried to escape, but the older woman
tightened her hold, and didn’t let her move.


Then
the Queen started speaking, murmuring against Snow’s ear.


She
told the princess the tale of a witch – the witch that taught all that the Evil
Queen knew – a witch who had to power of prophesy and had foretold that the
Queen would only find her demise in her bloodline.


Then
the Queen told Snow about how she had murdered her entire family, taking her
revenge for how they had treated her when she was young, and ensuring – through
a very powerful ritual – that she would be completely invincible.


For
one moment, Snow felt the weight of the task she had imposed on herself. She
wanted to do what multitudes of people tried and failed to do for centuries,
and she had to do it without help.


She
despaired.


She
cried and sobbed and raged at the Queen, until she felt nothing more … and then
the Queen took Snow’s earlobe into her mouth and suckled it, and Snow felt
something anew – fear, fear the woman would take her revenge and ravage Snow
right then and there.


The
Queen saw her fear and laughed, darkly.


Snow
saw desire in the Queen’s eyes, and realized the woman was contemplating doing
just what she feared. She felt the Queen’s hardness pressing against her, and
trembled, fighting again against the woman’s hold.  


The
Queen let Snow escape.


She
wanted to take the girl, but she didn’t want to jeopardize the deal with the
White Kingdom’s nobility. She knew she might have managed to justify her
actions in light of Snow’s attack, but it was better not to risk it.


She
watched as Snow ran out of the room, content in the fact the girl’s will the
fight was broken. She had time on her side, Snow would find herself in her bed
sooner or later and then the Queen would take great pleasure in defiling the
young princess. 


*******


The
next years were some of the most difficult of Snow’s life.


For
the first few months after her confrontation with the Queen she felt listless,
useless, defeated. She felt there was no possible escape from her fate and she
would never get rid of the Queen’s presence. 


Snow
feared never avenging her father.


It
took a long time for Snow to regain some of her spirit.


The
more she studied history, the more she realized just how big of a liar the
Queen was, and she knew there was nothing confirming the woman’s tale of her
invincibility, except some battlefields’ tales.


Snow
White couldn’t give up. She needed to fight. There needed to be some way in
which she could defeat the older woman.


Time
went on and the date of Snow’s marriage approached. 


 


She
didn’t find anything to use against the Queen, until one night she woke up,
sweating and trembling, the Queen’s words about her prophesy ringing in her
ears. 


…find demise in her bloodline.


The
Queen would find her death at the hands on her bloodline, of her family.


That
was why the woman killed them, because she feared dying to one of them. That
was why she had sacrificed all of them in the ritual that made her invincible,
assuring, from her point of view, that she would remain undefeated. 


The
Queen might have failed to account for every one of her bloodline, Snow
thought, hoped, but she doubted it – the woman was incredibly thorough. 


There
was another way.


A
far more perverse alternative, but one Snow was ready to pursue. 


A
week before the marriage the princess was visited by the Evil Queen.


The
older woman was suspicious of Snow’s seemingly acceptance of their marriage.
She wanted to make sure the girl didn’t have something up her sleeve. 


She
couldn’t let Snow escape from her grasp when she was so close to fulfilling her
ambitions. 


Snow
wasn’t planning on escaping, not anymore, not when her marriage to the Queen
might be the only thing that gave her the means of finishing the woman. 


The
Queen, unknowing of Snow’s thoughts, made sure the princess wouldn’t run.


She
took the girl into her arms and started whispering at her ear. She spoke of the
maids that cared for Snow while she was little; she talked about her first
tutors, about her old playmates, and about Anna.


In
those few moments the Queen displayed a depth of knowledge about the people
closer to the princess’ heart that startled Snow White.


She
closed her eyes, and held back her tears because, even if she wasn’t planning
to escape, the threat in the Queen’s words was quite real and Snow couldn’t
bear imagining being responsible for the people she loved being hurt.


So
she bowed her head, and the Queen left, satisfied in the fact Snow wouldn’t
miss their wedding.


Snow
appeared dressed all in white to her marriage.


Part
of her thought it was fitting. The last White princess being led to her
sacrifice dressed in her house’s colors. Any child she and the Queen conceived
were supposed to use the older woman’s surname, which made Snow effectively the
last White dynasty ruler of the kingdom. 


It
wasn’t a long ceremony, at least not as long as Snow whished it to be. 


The
party afterwards was somber, most of the invited guests remembered what had
happened last time.


The
Queen, in a rare act of something like mercy, made sure that there was always
something to drink near Snow White. While she wouldn’t have minded taking Snow
against the girl’s efforts, she realized it would be much more entertaining in
the long term to seduce the girl with kindness and caring until Snow wouldn’t
know how to resist her.


Snow
entered their room first and moved towards the desk where a bottle of some
strong beverage stood. She grabbed a glass and filled it, and drank the alcohol
as if it was water, wincing at the taste afterwards.


The
Queen moved slowly, until she was behind her new wife, and started unlacing the
girl’s dress.


Snow
didn’t resist, she didn’t protest, she simply shivered when the garment fell to
the ground.


Afterwards
the Queen swiped Snow’s long hair aside, and started kissing her neck, slowly,
teasingly, making goose bumps appear on the princess’ flesh. Snow shuddered as
the woman slowly wrapped her arms around her, but she didn’t move.


The
Queen, realizing Snow wasn’t fighting back, smiled and groped the girl’s
breasts, pressing her hands against them and squeezing, hard, until she saw a
small flinch. The she eased her grip and let her hands wander over the girl’s
body, softly, gently, trying to incite Snow’s lust.


Snow
bit her lip and let her.


Slowly,
piece by piece, the Queen unclothed Snow White, until the young woman stood
nude. Then she turned the princess around, and let her gaze wander through the
girl’s body.


Snow
was stunning.


Her
face was the most beautiful in the kingdom, no matter how much the Queen wanted
to deny it. She had spent considerable magic through the years to make sure she
was the prettiest, but Snow’s loveliness was without peer.


The
Queen consoled herself with the fact she had a more attractive body, and that
Snow, beautiful Snow White was hers and hers alone.


Snow’s
face was flushed, out of doubt, fear and alcohol. The Queen caressed it,
gently, and led the girl to the bed.


The
princess didn’t resist as the older woman laid her on the bed, body arrayed in
a display of beauty and innocence. The Queen breathed deeply as her eyes roved
over Snow’s body. She could feel her cock hardening, and she had to control the
urge to ravage the girl.


She
stripped, letting Snow watch her as she sensually took off her clothes until
she remained with only her undergarments. Then she crawled into the bed.


Snow
watched her come.


Her
eyes were reddening with the start of tears and the haze of drunkenness. She
could feel her heart pounding in her head, and she felt tired. She wanted what
was going to happen to end as soon as possible, so she lay there and let the Queen
crawl all over her body.


The
Queen wanted to make Snow scream with pleasure; she wanted to see the girl that
had fought so hard against her, and for so long, in the basest surrender.


She
poised her hand on Snow’s foot and moved it upward, fingers stretched, teasing
the girl’s flesh, making goose bumps appear all over they passed. 


Snow
gasped once the Queen’s fingers moved over her inner thighs, a sound that
surprised the girl and excited the older woman.


The
girl gasped again once the Queen’s fingers reached her breasts, the woman’s
fingers teasing the pink nipples, flicking them, before the hand moved upwards
until it stopped over Snow’s face, caressing it again.


Snow
had to resist the urge to lean against the woman’s hand, her addled mind not
really understanding why she should resist her.


The
Queen’s hand retreated, and her mouth descended, taking Snow’s lips for the
first time, kissing the girl. It was gentle, a grazing of their lips, before
she managed to open the princess’ mouth and the Queen’s tongue entered. 


Their
tongues entwined themselves, Snow contributing almost unconsciously as the
Queen’s hands cupped and played with her breasts, making the princess gasp and
moan into her newly wife’s mouth.


The
Queen smiled and kept the kiss for as long as she could, before she leaned back
and started kissing Snow’s throat and collarbone, slowly moving down. She
didn’t stay long on the girl’s breasts, only enough to make the girl’s pink
peaks wet and erect, before she continued her route down.


She
wanted to taste Snow White, to have the girl scream and gasp as her tongue
violated her, and for the girl to come screaming with her legs wrapped around
the Queen’s shoulders.


She
wanted to see the look on Snow’s face as she realized just what the Queen had
made her do – enjoy her father’s killer tongue in her most secret of places.


Snow
moaned when the Queen stopped over her core, some part the girl instinctually
understanding what was going to happen.


The
older woman spread Snow’s legs, gently, displaying the girl’s curls. She then
touched her wife, making her gasp, feeling the softness and wetness of the hair
she found there, before she dragged a finger over the girl’s slit and flicked
her pleasure button.


Snow
gasped again and looked incredulously at the Queen, as if she couldn’t believe
the pleasure the woman was bringing her. 


The
older woman smiled, and other fingers joined the first, exploring Snow White’s
core, tracing the girl’s nether lips, and sometimes dipping, slightly, into the
girl’s opening.


Snow
shuddered, and moaned, faced with something she had never faced before. She
tried to gather her thoughts and resist the pleasure of the older woman’s
touch, but then the Queen’s fingers left her and her mouth descended, and Snow
couldn’t even think.


The
Queen’s tongue flicked up and down over Snow’s opening, then from side to side,
making the girl squirm. Her hands held Snow spread open, while the woman’s
tongue worked, tasting Snow White, entering the girl, tongue swirling around
her insides.


The
girl shook as the Queen licked a path from her opening to her clit, and then
the older woman wrapped her mouth around the little nub and suckled, tongue
swirling around the little bud, the motions creating an intense pressure on the
girl’s pleasure nub.


Snow
came screaming, her body twitching and her brain shutting off for a few
moments. When she regained her focus she was far more alert than before, almost
as if the orgasm had shocked her system into full awareness.


She
looked at the Queen, startled beyond measure. She had never felt something as
intense as when the Queen used her mouth on her and, the fact it was the woman
she most hated that had done it, made her feel embarrassed.


The
Queen smiled and started taking her undergarments, crawling up Snow’s body
afterwards, seeing the girl’s gaze fixed on her cock as it swung from side to
side with the her movements.


When
the monarch stopped, Snow turned her face back to her and the Queen took her
mouth once again.


Snow
didn’t resist.


The
Queen’s hands came to rest on the girl’s thighs and she parted Snow’s legs,
gently, slowly, positioning herself between them. They broke their kiss and
Snow breathed deeply as she felt the Queen’s hardness so close to her core.


The
older woman kissed Snow’s throat, making the girl moan again, before she took
her cock into her hand and positioned it at Snow’s opening. She made sure to
swipe it a few times over the slit, lubricating it with the girl’s wetness.


Snow
shivered, feeling anticipation for the first time, and her hands rested on the
Queen’s body holding tightly unto the woman.


The
Queen smiled and kissed her again, turning one of the girl’s legs just a little
and making sure the position was right. Then she thrust, slowly, making sure
not to sink more that her cock’s head into Snow.


The
girl shuddered, wincing a little from the pain, but also feeling a deep
pleasure. For a small moment she forgot her hate for the Queen, her anger and
her resentment and enjoyed the woman’s cock.


It
didn’t last.


Her
hate came raging in and she hated herself for enjoying the Queen’s motions, but
then the woman moved again and Snow White’s mind became too preoccupied to
process any kind of emotion.


The
Queen moved slowly, careful not to pain Snow more than necessary. With each
trust she pushed a little more of her cock into the girl beneath her, loving
how Snow’s virgin walls wrapped themselves around her member, increasing both
woman’s pleasure.


Eventually
the Queen’s thrusts hit a barrier. Snow felt it, winced and looked at her wife.



The
Queen looked back, almost questioning, until Snow turned her face away. Then
she moved her hips back a little and thrust, harder than before, breaking
Snow’s hymen and claiming her virginity.


Snow
winced again at the pain, and grabbed the Queen, stopping her motions for a
moment, trying to accommodate to the feeling of the Queen’s cock inside of her.


The
Queen remained still for a few moments, but then started moving, in and out,
slowly, thrusting deeper with each motion of her hips until she fully sheathed herself
inside Snow White.


Snow
forced her to stop once again, pain and pleasure mixing together and making it
hard for her to breathe. She could feel the Queen’s cock deep inside of her, a
warm presence filling her womb. She just needed a few moments to think.


The
older woman didn’t let her and raised her hips, moving her cock out of now’s
cunt until only its tip remained buried, and then thrust back in again. She
repeated the same motion over and over, increasing her speed with every thrust,
until the girl beneath could only feel pleasure.  


Snow
started thrusting back at the Queen almost unconsciously, her ass leaving the
bed for a few instants, before the Queen’s motions made it crash back down.
When the former princess realized what she was doing she tried to stop, but it
was as if she didn’t have full control of her body.


She
moaned and moaned and, when release wasn’t forthcoming, she begged the Queen to
fuck her harder.


The
Queen laughed at Snow’s words and did as she plead, amused beyond measure at the
girl’s desire. 


Snow
clutched at her, not caring that she was holding unto her greatest enemy,
simply wanting to find the release that would alleviate the need she felt
between her legs.


It
didn’t take long.


The
older woman’s cock hit a particularly pleasurable spot inside of her and Snow
came screaming, her sex tightening around the Queen’s member making the monarch
close her eyes in bliss.


Snow
kept moaning as the Queen didn’t stop her thrusts, prolonging her pleasure to
the point of deliriousness. 


The
Queen only stopped when she reached her own orgasm, thrusting hard into Snow
and coming inside the girl. 


Even
through her own pleasure Snow felt it.


She
felt the Queen’s cock twitching and jerking inside of her, and she felt the
woman’s seed invading her womb. A tear escaped her eyes, born of the
humiliation she felt at that moment, both from being forced to lay with a woman
she hated and enjoying it.


There
was no post-coital bliss.


A
few moments after her release, the Queen slid out of Snow’s cunt, making the
girl wince in the process, and moved to dress herself.


Snow
watched, not moving from her place on the bed, as the Queen prepared and left
the room, walking towards her old quarters, determined to live separated from
Snow White as most ‘kings’ did from their wives.


Snow
didn’t say anything as the woman closed the door and remained alone in her new
room, the bed stained by hers and the Queen’s fluids. 


The
newly made woman turned her head, laid it on her new pillow and cried, her
tears flowing without end from her eyes as she mourned her lost innocence.


*******


The
next months were some of the busier of the Evil Queen’s life, comparable to the
months after she took control of her kingdom from her family.


She
reorganized the kingdom’s government from the ground up, changed several laws
and united the two militaries into a single one. None of that was easy, people
were always resistant to change and, in some cases like in the military, there
were a lot of grudges, of resentment, perfectly natural after a centuries-long
war.


The
Queen loved it.


She
loved her new power and the fact she was now ruling what was one of the biggest
kingdoms in the continent, she loved ordering the sons and daughters of people
she had fought against for centuries as her puppets, but most of all she loved
her nights with Snow White.


To
have the last descendent of the family who most opposed her on her knees
sucking her cock was something pleasurable beyond measure. She loved teaching
innocent Snow White the arts of the bedroom, making the girl enjoy every single
thing she did to her. 


Sometimes
the younger woman would balk at some of the Queen’s demands, but a single
mention of one of her loved ones was enough to convince her to try what the
Queen wanted, and the older woman made sure the girl would enjoy it, knowing
that would pain the girl as much as if the woman had forced her to do it.


For
Snow White the first few months after her marriage were a kind of hell.


Not
because of the Queen incidentally, but because she had nothing to do. There
were no more classes, no more tea and biscuits with nobles from one kingdom or
the other, no more outings. 


Snow
was bored out of her mind and nothing disturbed her more than realize the
highlight of her day was when the Queen visited her chambers. She hated the
older woman, but found herself always whishing the nights would come sooner;
always waiting for the moment the Queen crossed her door.


Some
of the nights Snow spent with the Queen were almost magical and she would
almost give up on her need of revenge. Then some other nights were … harsher. 


The
Queen would come into her room angry or furious and would take her fury in
Snow’s body, fucking the girl as hard as she could. Snow surprised herself by
enjoying these nights almost as much as the ones when the Queen was gentler.


There
were some things Snow wasn’t comfortable doing at first, but the Queen
eventually persuaded her. Snow still didn’t enjoy giving the Queen oral
pleasure for example, the act of getting on her knees and taking the Queen’s
cock into her mouth felt almost humiliating for her, but she enjoyed what
usually happened after that.


As
the first year of her marriage came to an end, Snow found herself getting used
to being the Queen’s wife.


She
seriously considered simply giving up on her revenge, especially when she
started to see the kingdom flouring around her. There was an air of happiness
in the capital city as new coin and people entered the town.


It
was what happened in the night of her marriage’s first anniversary that
convinced Snow White the Queen had to die.


There
was a party celebrating the anniversary of the union between the kingdoms and
the union between Snow and the Queen.


Everything
was going fine until a noble made some drunken comment about the Queen, saying
she was a monster and that they shouldn’t have allowed her to rule them.


The
Queen heard him.


The
people around the men tried to shush him, but the Queen stopped them and made
him stand in front of her. When he saw himself facing the Queen he denied
saying anything, and then apologized blaming his drunkenness.


The
Queen smiled.


For
a moment Snow thought she might be merciful, but then the reigning monarch raised
a hand and closed her fist, and the noble’s throat was crushed by the air
itself.


People
screamed and the man’s family sobbed as they saw him die.


The
Queen’s smile didn’t fade as she looked around the room, making sure everyone
inside saw what would happen should they displease her. Then she turned her
back on them, grasped Snow’s arm and dragged her wife out of the room, moving
swiftly towards their royal quarters.


Snow
didn’t even manage to protest against the woman, horrified by what she had
seen. What she found inside her rooms made her get past her stupefaction and
she rounded up on the Queen ready to lash out against her.


The
Queen grabbed her chin and stopped her, making Snow stare at the cool look the
woman gave her. Never in their entire marriage had the Queen looked at her like
that, and Snow felt her anger turn into fear.


She
was forced to turn around by the woman’s grip and then pushed towards the bed. 


On
top of it rested Anna.


The
Queen’s guard was only wearing a small garment, a lacy and semitransparent
cloth that molded itself against her body, tight around her breasts and not
hiding in any way the woman’s assets.


Anna
was embarrassed; when Snow looked at her she looked away and blushed but didn’t
move. Snow was sure she wasn’t there of her own volition, but she couldn’t do
anything about that, not when the Queen was as angry as she was.


When
Snow hesitated for a moment at the edge of the bed the Queen ordered to crawl
into it.


She
did, her heart pumping on her chest. The Queen had both girls undress each
other, both of them blushing furiously, neither one of them wanting to disobey
the ruler when she was so clearly enraged.


Soon
enough the two of them stood naked and the Queen ordered them to please each
other.


Snow,
seeing that Anna was very hesitant, started moving towards the other girl.


She
knew the Queen wasn’t happy, and the longer they took the more furious she
would become. She was mostly safe from the woman’s wrath, despite it all she
was needed to produce an heir, but Anna wasn’t, and if they didn’t please the
Queen her friend would suffer.


She
made Anna lie on her back and kissed her, slowly, until the girl opened up.
Then she moved down the other girl’s body, her lips tracing a path through
Anna, tasting her throat, her breasts, her navel, until Snow found herself atop
the girl’s core.


Anna
was very different from the Queen; she was a regular girl just like Snow, but
the Queen had made sure her wife knew how to please both of her sexes; it
wasn’t hard to have Anna squirming and moaning in a few moments.


The
Queen undressed while she watched them both.


The
young women in her bed painted an incredibly alluring sight, and the Queen
could feel her cock swelling. She pumped it a couple of times before she
crawled into the bed, moving until she stood behind her wife.


She
felt Snow tense as she got behind her, and she enjoyed her wife’s apprehension.
She poised her hands on Snow’s behind, caressing and kneading the flesh, then
spreading Snow’s legs just a little bit, putting the girl’s cunt at the same
height as her cock.


With
her cock in hand, the Queen teased her for a few moments, wetting her prick in
Snow’s wetness before she pushed forward and sank her cock into her wife’s
pussy.


Snow
moaned and clenched her sex, making the Queen close her eyes in bliss for a
moment, before her hands gripped the girl’s waist and she started moving in and
out of Snow’s tight cunt. 


She
thrust as hard as she could, never completely leaving Snow’s warm embrace, and
then moving back in again, almost raising her wife’s body from the bed.


Snow
tried to keep a rhythm going, careful not to stop pleasing Anna, but at the
same time thrusting back at the Queen and clenching her pussy walls, wanting
the woman to come as soon as she could, hoping that would drain some of her
anger.


It
didn’t long for the first orgasm of the night to occur. Anna couldn’t resist
Snow’s tongue squirming around her insides and came, her legs wrapping
themselves around Snow’s shoulders as wetness poured from her cunt.


Snow
continued tasting Anna even through her orgasm, wanting to prolong her friend’s
pleasure.


The
Queen loved seeing Anna come on Snow’s tongue, and that visage was the match
that ignited her own passion. She came, hard and screaming, driving herself to
the hilt into Snow and filling her wife’s sex with her seed.


Snow
felt her come and relaxed, hoping the edge of the Queen’s anger had dried off.
The Queen, realizing she had come before Snow, sneaked a hand between the
girl’s thighs and played with her clit, holding the little nub between her
fingers and flicking it.


That,
together with the Queen’s cock still buried within her, was enough to make Snow
come, and she shook as she screamed in pleasure, falling on top of Anna’s legs
afterwards.


The
Queen slid out her and looked at both spent women on the bed for a while, until
she felt her cock hardening once again and she turned her wife around and made
her watch as she fucked her friend right then and there.


It
was as the Queen fucked Anna, the woman’s cock still wet from being inside
Snow’s pussy that Snow realized the slight hope that had awakened in her heart,
a hope that she would eventually forgive the Queen and live her life at her
side, died. 


She
knew her wife would never change.


As
she convinced herself the Queen needed to die a tear escaped from her eyes,
before the woman dragged her back into her orgy of pleasure and Snow spent one
of the most memorable nights of her life.


*******


Snow
saw her victory become closer on the day the royal physician confirmed her pregnancy.


She
had long thought about the Queen’s words about the vision that foretold her
death and she knew only the Queen’s bloodline would be able to harm her.


But
now Snow had the Queen’s child within her womb.


She
didn’t know if that meant she could hurt the woman, but she had to try. The
Queen was a good ruler, but also a ruthless one. Snow feared sooner or later
she would drag their kingdom into another war in order to increase her power.


So
she waited until night, after making sure her physician wouldn’t tell anything
about her pregnancy to the Queen saying she wanted to surprise her wife.


When
the Queen came to their quarters, she received her with relish, and fucked her
with abandon, obeying the Queen’s every whim, her every desire. The Queen enjoyed
that side of her woman, and replied in kind, making sure Snow felt pleasure
like never before.


It
was when they were on their last stands, exhausted, and as the Queen thrust
down into her wife beneath her that their lovemaking took a tragic turn.


Snow
felt her orgasm coming close and, understanding that was the ideal time,
wrapped her arms around the Queen, dragging the monarch’s body against hers,
pressing their breasts together.


The
Queen let her, happy about their proximity, and drove herself even harder into
Snow’s pussy.


Snow
felt the Queen tense, her motions gaining a desperate edge and she struck,
slipping a dagger into her wife’s back, even as the Queen emptied herself
inside of her.


The
Queen startled, feeling pain for the first time in centuries, blood flowing
from the wound on her back. She looked at Snow’s face and saw her wife crying,
tears flowing from her eyes, the beginning of sobs in her countenance.


It
took her a moment to realize what had happened.


At
first she didn’t understand how Snow could have found a weakness in her
enchantments, but then younger woman explained between her tears, saying she
was pregnant with the Queen’s child.


The
Queen was dying.


She
knew then it would happen and that she wouldn’t be able to save herself.


In
that moment she might have simply left herself fade away, leaving her wife in
peace and consoling herself with the fact her blood would live on, her child
would live on inside of Snow.


Snow
would be a good mother.


But
the rage and darkness in her heart was too strong and she couldn’t resist a
last revenge, a last act of evil.


She
poised her hand against Snow’s navel and looked at the girl’s eyes even as she
spoke the words of a spell, killing her own child in the process, cursing Snow
White to never have a child of a man or a woman.


And
then the most evil of being died, leaving her wife broken, childless and
sobbing.


*******


Surprisingly
there wasn’t much confusion after the Evil Queen’s death.


Most
people simply shrugged and kept going with their lives, while some of the
oldest members of the former White Kingdom cheered.


The
nobles of what had been the Evil Kingdom mourned their Queen, but they didn’t
break their treaty with the White Kingdom and the two remained as one, Snow
White as their queen.


There
were no protests against her, or condemnation, for killing the Queen.


Everyone
knew just how evil the old Queen had been, and they didn’t blame Snow for
killing her, they simply wondered how she had managed it.


Snow
couldn’t say she was happy. 


She
had not enjoyed killing her wife; she suffered at the death of her child and
even the death of the woman that part of her had learned to love. And the
Queen’s curse weighted on her mind. 


Life
went on.


The
new united kingdom progressed, and Snow White slowly recuperated some of her
cheer, even though ruling was an exhaustive work. 


Sometimes
she missed the simpler times of her youth, especially the years before her
father’s death.


She
couldn’t imagine the adventures she, and her kingdom, would have to face in the
future, but if she did, she would say they were ready.


But
those were a long time in the coming.


The end
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help me greatly improve my writing and I can keep working on things you like.
You can also contact me at julie_law@outlook.com, and tell me what you
liked (or hated) about my short story.


Check
out my author page for some of my other
works.


 


In the Same Series:





Cinderella


(Futanari Erotica Fairy
Tales)


Cinderella’s
life took a turn for the worse after her father’s death. Where before she had a
life of a princess, with all the riches and comfort she desired, now she was
treated as a servant, forced to clean, cook and sew for her step-family. 


Her
life only improved when she found something about herself, something she
realized wasn't normal – and it improved because her stepsisters decided to
make good use of what lay between her legs. 


Contain:
futa on female, lesbian threesome. 


Amazon.com  Amazon.co.uk


 





Rapunzel


(Futanari Erotica Fairy
Tales)


Rapunzel
lived most of her life alone in her tower. Her mother barely came home, and she
felt lonely until a prince came to her tower.


But
the prince wasn’t as gentle as he appeared and soon enough Rapunzel would
realize it, when the prince discovered the secret between her legs.


Contain:
futa on female, breeding, dickgirl Rapunzel. 


Amazon.com  Amazon.co.uk
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