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Chapter 1


 


Isabelle was a beautiful young
woman. Everyone told her so, and she could see what they meant every time she
looked at her reflection in the water of the nearby lake. Her face was striking,
with sharp angles, and no blemishes. Her lips were a dark pink, almost
blood-red, and her eyes two sapphires that contrasted with her pale skin. Her
best feature was her hair: it was long and curly, and its color was that of
gold.


She loved to run her fingers
through it and imagine it was as valuable as the metal it resembled. She
wouldn’t have to live in misery if it was. With her beauty, if she had been
born a noblewoman she could aspire to marry a king, or at least a prince. Unfortunately,
her father was a miller, or had been. She never met him, and could only trust
her grandmother’s word on the issue.


Isabelle’s body was almost as
desirable as her face. The work her grandmother forced on her kept her in
shape, and her curves grew full and well-rounded. Whenever Isabelle went to the
village she could feel the eyes of the men on her body, and their leers. They
desired her and it made her afraid, though it also made her feel powerful.


With a wink or a smile, she could
make most young men do whatever she desired, and the promise of something more made
the rest fall to their knees in front of her. Despite this, Isabelle didn’t
consider her beauty a blessing. If she was ugly she wouldn’t have suffered so
much at her grandmother’s hands.


She couldn’t understand why her
grandmother despised her so. The closest she came to understanding was when her
grandmother talked about her mother’s mistakes, and of how she had been foolish
enough to fall in love with a miller. It was hard for Isabelle to believe that
had been enough to turn her grandmother into such a hateful crone, though. Surely
she had always been a bitter woman, unloved and uncared, and that was why she
couldn’t love Isabelle.


One thing the young woman was
sure of was her grandmother’s greed. Ever since she grew into adulthood, the
old crone had been trying to find her a match. Incidentally, and ironically
enough, Isabelle’s grandmother’s greed was what both put the blonde at risk and
protected her. The older woman wouldn’t settle for just anyone.


Most of the unmarried men in the
local villages had asked for Isabelle’s hand, but her grandmother didn’t accept
any of their proposals. She hoped to find a rich merchant, at the very least,
to take Isabelle out of her hands.


The young woman wanted to say she
couldn’t understand her grandmother’s greed, but that would be a lie. Isabelle
herself was greedy, and desired better in life that being forced to work on a
field to sustain herself. She could remember the darker days of her life when
she was younger, and food was scarcer. She remembered the hunger that gnawed at
her stomach during those days, and never wanted to suffer like that again.


Nowadays, if the small bit of
land she and her grandmother possessed wasn’t capable of giving her all the
food needed, Isabelle only had to smile at a local hunter, maybe promise him a
kiss, and food would find its way into her plate. Even then, there were times when
she couldn’t eat as much as desired, but she didn’t starve.


Isabelle was nineteen when her
grandmother died and she found herself free for the first time.


At first, she didn’t quite know
what to feel. Should she be happy to be rid of the old crone? The other woman
had been venomous and unloving, but she did care for Isabelle, raised her and
fed her. There had never been any kindness between them though, and Isabelle’s
grandmother had been trying to sell her off to the highest bidder for a long
time.


In that daze of emotions,
Isabelle’s first days after her grandmother’s death passed quickly, and
afterwards the young woman’s newfound freedom kept her happy and content.


Eventually, though, her life took
a turn for the worse. Without her grandmother’s presence, the local men turned
a little more daring in their proposals. They figured she was a young naïve
woman, and that they could fool her however they wanted. When she briskly refused
them, they left angry and wouldn’t talk to her again.


Jealous tongues and scorned men
took care of the rest. Soon, Isabelle realized most of the locals had turned
their backs on her, including a great deal of her former helpers. When winter
came, she found herself hungry and unable to sate it. The hunters that deigned
to speak to her now wanted more than just a smile or a kiss. They wanted her
body, they wanted her to do what married women did with their husbands.


Isabelle refused, always, but
hunger made her weaker and weaker. She feared she would have to give into their
demands.   


Isabelle’s grandmother had liked
her wine. When the drink got to her head, she would turn to Isabelle and sneer.
“I should sell you to one of the whorehouses in the city,” The crone would
ground out through gritted teeth. “Make you use that beauty to fill my purse.
It’s what your father and mother deserved, to see their child a whore while
they rot in hell.”


The first time she heard them,
Isabelle hadn’t understood her grandmother’s words, but as she grew older she
realized what the other woman meant, and it cemented her dislike of the crone.
Now, Isabelle realized that without her grandmother’s presence she might have
been forced into such a life much earlier. 


Despair took hold of the young
woman and fear started dominating her thoughts. What would her life be like if
she sold her body to feed herself? Would she become the local whore, insulted
by every woman and child who crossed her path whenever she went to town? Would
she find herself pregnant one day, and raising a child without a father?


Isabelle shook her head. She
couldn’t let that happen. If it did, she would eventually turn into her
grandmother: a being lacking in love and hoping for a better future through her
progeny. She would become a crone.


When Isabelle was at her lowest,
she heard a rumor that gave her hope. It was during one of her treks to the
village, where she hoped to sell some of her grandmother’s old knickknacks and
buy some vegetables and fruit, that she heard the king was seeking a wife.


“It’s true,” The merchant that
first talked about it told her later, when she met him in the local tavern.
Isabelle rarely visited the place, not having the money to spare, but the young
man invited her. She knew he was interested in her for her beauty, and hoped
for something more than her company, but she wouldn’t give it to him. “The king
is hoping to find a wife. The daughters of the highest lords already visited
him, but he didn’t find anyone he liked. Some say he’s interested in a foreign
princess.”


Isabelle sighed, imagining
herself as queen for a few moments. It was a foolish dream, but dreaming didn’t
hurt. She only shook herself out of her daydreaming when the merchant reached
out and took hold of her hand.


“If he saw someone like you,” The
young man spoke tenderly, his eyes shining with something that Isabelle
couldn’t describe. “He would fall in love the same moment and marry you.”


Isabelle giggled in reply, but
his words touched her deep down. Not as the man expected though. “Do you really
think so?”


“I’m sure of it.”


“Then maybe you’ll help me meet
the king.”


The young man laughed, and his
laugh made Isabelle’s stomach flutter before she shook her head and centered
herself. “And how would I do that?”


“Speak of my beauty wherever you
go,” Isabelle leaned forward and let him have a look at her cleavage. She had
learnt how easy it was to manipulate men when they couldn’t take their eyes off
of her breasts. “Make a song, talk about me to whoever will hear you. If word
of my beauty reaches the court surely someone will bring me to the king.”


It was the deepest arrogance, but
Isabelle really believed she was the most beautiful woman in the world, and no
one had ever said anything to convince her otherwise. With the way man fell to
their knees for her, most would even agree. And even if the king wouldn’t seek
her out, some noble might be interested in her beauty and marry her.


The young merchant laughed again.
“And what would you give me in exchange for my efforts?” His smile could almost
blind the room.


“A kiss.” Isabelle promised.


He looked at her for a long time,
considering, and then nodded with a sigh. “So be it, for a taste of your lips,
I’ll spread the tales of your beauty to the four corners of the world. I’ll
talk of your blue eyes and of the gold you have for hair.”


Isabelle smiled at him and
reached over the table, poising her lips against his in a caress that lasted
only moments. When she leaned back, he had his eyes closed and was breathing
hard. She felt a renewed fluttering in her chest.


She could have been happy with
such a man, if she forgot about dreams of kings and princes. The merchant was
handsome, and kind, and would have been able to make her happy. Isabelle,
though, was her grandmother’s get and greed took hold of her.


With a smile, she said her
goodbyes and turned on her feet, leaving the tavern behind.


Isabelle went on with her life,
and days later she had almost forgotten about her scheme. She still hoped
something would come out of it, but the more rational part of her mind made her
focus on more immediate matters, and the blonde started preparing for the
remaining winter.


She needed to gather wood, and
couldn’t rely on the lumberjacks that provided it in earlier years. In the
woods, she could find fruits and even roots that could be eaten, and though she
hated to think about it Isabelle could try her hand at hunting. With a few
traps she might even catch some rabbits.


One day, when Isabelle was
returning from a trip to the village, there were a couple of men waiting at her
door. She stopped, and thought about turning away, but they saw her and moved
her way. As they approached, she saw their clothes and their bearing, and
realized they weren’t commoners. They were too well dressed, and moved with
confidence.


As the nobles approached,
Isabelle remembered her scheme. She smiled when they stopped a few feet away
from her. Their eyes were moving up and down her body, and Isabelle had learned
how to read the heat in the eyes of men a long time ago. They were lusting
after her, and Isabelle breathed a little easier. It seemed nobles weren’t
immune to her charms. 


“Are you the miller’s daughter?”
The oldest of them asked. Despite his age, he wasn’t unhandsome. There was a
refined cast to his features, a kind of nobility, though his hair had grayed
out.


Isabelle stuttered a little
before replying. “… Yes, I am.” That was how she was known in the local
villages, even though her father died before she was born.


The man bowed at her. “I’ve been
sent here by King Stefan, and hope to bring you before him. Is there anything
you wish to pick up before we can follow?” He finished by studying her attire.
A blush took hold of her face – she wasn’t exactly prepared to visit a king.


Isabelle’s mouth opened and
closed without a sound leaving. It was all too sudden, and she didn’t quite
know what to do. Eventually she concentrated. “I’ll need to dress myself.”


“If that’s all, don’t bother.” He
gave her a small smile. “We’ll be able to provide you with an attire fit for
meeting the king.”


Isabelle bit her lip. Now that
she was close to getting what she wanted, she hesitated. Nobles were always
finicky and the king would be the worst of them. If he didn’t like what he saw
in her, he might kill her or harm her. Her beauty wouldn’t be a shield against
him. Even if he liked her, he might not make her his wife. He could take her as
his mistress, and for Isabelle that would be the same thing as whoring herself.
Not as bad obviously, and not exactly a fate she would abhor, but she wanted
more. She deserved more.


One look at the waiting men let
Isabelle realize she didn’t have much of a choice. They were ordered to bring
her before the king, and they would do their task with no regard for her wants.


“Let me store the supplies and
I’ll follow you.”


They helped her carry her things,
and when everything was in its rightful place, one of them left to gather their
horses while the other kept an eye on Isabelle. 


When the man returned with the
horses, Isabelle climbed into the saddle behind the older noble. It wasn’t the
first time she rode, but it wasn’t something she did frequently. She didn’t
have the money to maintain such an animal, or the need for it. 


Isabelle put her arms around the
older man’s figure. He smiled at her over his shoulder and the blonde found
herself blushing without meaning to. He was handsome enough and, if she wasn’t
going to meet a king, she might have kept thinking about him and their
closeness to one another.


She was going to meet a king, though.
That was something that never really left her mind while the horse trotted off
and carried her away towards her destination. Fear and hope warred within
Isabelle, and she barely paid attention to her surroundings as they approached
the capital. It took hours to arrive, but for Isabelle it felt like centuries.


The nobles led her directly
towards the palace. “I’ll leave you in the company of Miss Monet.” The older
gentleman told Isabelle after helping her down. He pointed out the woman who
came out when the palace guards announced their arrival. “She’ll take good care
of you, and prepare you to meet his majesty.”


Isabell just nodded, a little too
overwhelmed to make sense of everything. His hand on her shoulder called for
her attention. 


He smiled. “Don’t be worried,
everything will be alright. You’ll see.” He tried to inject some cheer into his
words, but didn’t succeed completely. She saw some kind of warning in his gaze
that she couldn’t decipher. “You’ll be presented to the king after dinner, so
ready yourself, ok?”


“I’ll do my best.” Isabelle
promised. When he made to leave she stopped him. She reached forward and gave
him a peck on the cheek, and then smiled when he reddened. “Thank you for your
protection in this voyage, brave knights.” She finished with a nod in his and
his companion’s direction.


The two men left with smiles in
their faces, and Isabelle turned to meet the stern gaze of Miss Monet. She
ducked her head, and the other female sighed before ordering Isabelle to
follow.


The matron led Isabelle
throughout the building, towards one of the rooms in one of the wings of the
palace. It was almost as big as Isabelle’s entire house. She could only marvel
as she turned her head one way and then another, gazing at everything within.
The furniture was made of solid wood, there were decorations in shades of gold
and silver all over the place, and the bed was the softest thing Isabelle had
ever touched.


“You can rest here for some
time.” Miss Monet’s voice shook the blonde out of her stupefaction. “When it’s
time we’ll come for you. You’ll need to bathe, and we’ll find you something to
wear.”


Isabelle ducked her head once
again and smiled at the other woman, gently. “Thank you.”


A sketch of a smile appeared in
Monet’s lips, but she didn’t say anything before leaving the blonde alone.
Isabelle laid on the bed and slept the best sleep of her life, only waking up
when someone shook her awake.


The palace maids made sure to
prepare her for the king. They bathed her, gave her perfume and took her to a
room full of dresses. They spent hours making her try one after another.
Isabelle imagined that some would find it boring to spend so much time getting
ready, but she didn’t particularly care. She was being pampered like a princess
– like she had always felt she deserved – and she would enjoy it for as long as
she could. 


When it ended, and Isabelle wore
a deep red dress that called attention to her cleavage, Miss Monet came to get
her. The older woman looked the blonde up and down, and then slowly nodded. “This
is good enough.”


Isabelle smiled and the other
woman let her lips turn upwards briefly. Then the head maid abruptly turned her
back on the blonde. The younger woman was taken aback, but then shrugged
thinking that was simply Miss Monet’s way. 


Breathing deeply, the blonde
tried to relax as she followed the other female. It didn’t take them long to
arrive at their destination, or at least, it didn’t seem to be long. In truth,
Isabelle was too distracted by all the shiny and obviously expensive items she
saw during the walk. As expected, a king’s palace was full of riches and
Isabelle lost herself in them.


There were beautiful paintings on
the walls; statues and well-crafted suits of armor decorated the corridors, and
every person that passed by them was well dressed and obviously well fed – even
the servants. Isabelle started imagining what life would be if she had been
born in such a place, and she only left those thoughts behind when Monet
touched her shoulder and pointed at the door in front of them.


“They are waiting for you, girl.”
It seemed she wanted to say something else, but held back.


Isabelle studied her for a few
moments before nodding, and then advanced without fear. Before she reached the
door someone opened it from the other side, and Isabelle had her first glimpse
of the court of King Stefan.


The hall that spread in front of
her was the biggest room she had seen in her life, and it was almost full to
the brink. Hundreds of people must have been there, and the noise they produced
was so loud that Isabelle had to wonder why she hadn’t been able to hear it through
the wooden door. Some of the nobles closer to her position looked at her when
it opened, but then ignored her.


The older gentleman that escorted
Isabelle to the capital appeared from the throng and smiled at her. She smiled
in reply and gave him her arm when he requested it.


“Milady.” He greeted, smiling
gently. Isabelle blushed, looked down, and his smile turned into a smirk. His
amusement seemed to cheer her a little.


“Sir Knight.”                


“The king is waiting for you,
milady.” The man offered her a bow. “Will you let me escort you to him?”


Isabelle nodded, too afraid of
making a mistake and saying something she shouldn’t. The older man led her
through the nobles in the room, and Isabelle marveled as she studied them. They
were all so well-dressed and prepared, and there was beauty among them that
there wasn’t in the villages she spent her life in. And yet, neither of the
women she saw were as pretty as her.


The blonde’s smile turned
vicious. There wasn’t anyone who was quite as beautiful as her, and Isabelle was
sure the king would fall in love at first sight.


It didn’t take them long to reach
the man seated on the throne, and Isabelle felt her stomach fluttering. King
Stefan was reasonably handsome: with a well cut jaw, a wide mouth and short
nose, his face was striking enough for a man. His blue eyes captured hers and
entranced her with a look, and the blonde curls that fell down his back made
Isabelle remember her own.


The king’s lips stretched into a
smirk. It seemed as if the light in the room swirled around his figure, giving
him an almost divine aura. Isabelle was sure it was an effect crafted by the
position of the lamps behind him, but she had to admit it was impressive. The
image of purity he presented was rendered apart when he opened his mouth. “Is
this the miller’s daughter?”


It was as if an iron fist had
closed over Isabelle’s heart, and she fought not to stumble. There was cruelty
in his voice, a cruelty that rivaled and even surpassed the one Isabelle’s
grandmother had always shown her. The blonde tried to look at the knight that brought
her to the capital, hoping he would somehow protect her from the king, but the
older man simply confirmed who she was before releasing her arm and stepping
away from her.


“Quite a skittish thing, aren’t
you?” The king asked, but he didn’t wait for her answer. “Doesn’t matter. Are
you the miller’s daughter I’ve heard about, woman?”


Isabelle’s words almost got caught
in her throat. “I don’t know what you’ve heard, my king.”


“There are tales spreading about
you throughout my city. Some say you’re the most beautiful woman in the land,
and that your hair is made of gold. They say the gods smiled down upon you when
you were born, and that’s why you’re blessed with your beauty.” The king
smiled, but there wasn’t a shred of amusement in his countenance. “I can see
you’re pretty enough, but nothing that should spark such rumors.”


Titters came from all over the
room at those words, and Isabelle’s face burned. She forced back the tears that
threatened to flow down her face, and tried to center herself. She was being
humiliated as never before, but if she dismissed the king death might follow
humiliation.


“There are other tales, however,
that interest me far more.” Stefan leaned forward in his seat and Isabelle shivered
as she saw the naked greed in his gaze. She feared whatever came ahead would
change her life forever. “They say you can spin straw into gold.”


Isabelle blinked, not quite
expecting something so outlandish. “What?” She questioned out loud, and only
then realized she had interrupted the king.


His eyes burned with anger, for a
few moments, before greed once again took its hold. “Preposterous claims,
aren’t they? Unfortunately for you, they are the reason why you have been
brought before me.”


Dread settled in Isabelle’s
stomach and the blonde realized she wouldn’t leave the palace alive. “I have
nothing to do with such tales. I have no idea how they spread.” Isabelle was
lying, she would do anything to survive. 


The king’s smirk was cruel. “Don’t
you?” He didn’t give her enough time to answer. “No matter. You were brought
before me to prove that you can do what those tales say you can. Tomorrow
morning I will be either richer than ever, or the whole court will celebrate
your execution.”


Isabelle took a step back and
looked around, hoping for a way to escape, but it was too late. Two of the
royal guards advanced and took hold of her arms, imprisoning her.


“Take her away to the room we
have prepared.” The king’s voice grew loud and amused. “And tomorrow we’ll see
just how good of a spinner she is.”


Cheers and laughter followed
Isabelle out of the room, and the blonde could only cry as she was dragged to
her doom.











Chapter 2


 


Isabelle was so exhausted she
couldn’t move. The first thing she had done after being put in the room with
the straw and the spindle was try to escape, but no matter how much she hit the
door it wouldn’t break. Even if she had succeeded, she wouldn’t have been able
to get pass the guards outside. She knew they were there, she heard them talking
when she started trying to break down the door, but when she pled for their
help they got silent.


Raising her head, the blonde turned
to the straw and the spindle in the middle of the room. The windows were barred
and, even if they weren’t, Isabelle was on the third floor. Trying to escape
through one of them would have meant her death.


To live, Isabelle would have to
spin the straw into gold, but that was impossible. A few moments later, desperation
took hold of her. She couldn’t know it until she tried, right? It didn’t hurt
to spin some straw.


After a few minutes, Isabelle was
sobbing and couldn’t even look at the spindle without despairing. She was dead
– it was only a matter of time until fate made it so. Isabelle cried and cried,
big heaving sobs wrecking her frame as she tried to hold back the urge to
scream.


Had she done anything that bad to
deserve death? She had only tried to find a way to end her misery, to become
something more than a poor girl from a poor village. She had always believed
her beauty was a sign, and that it meant she deserved a better life than the
one she had. Was that ambition so wrong?


Isabelle cried until she didn’t
have more tears and then she sat on the ground, listless.


Hands fell upon her shoulders and
the blonde jumped, whirling around while her heart beat like a drum. The woman
she found behind her laughed, loudly and amused, and smiled down at Isabelle.


“Why are you crying, child?”


Isabelle took a couple of steps
back from the other woman, suddenly afraid. She hadn’t heard the door opening,
and when she looked at it she realized it hadn’t. Gazing back to the woman,
Isabelle knew something wasn’t right. She couldn’t say what that was, but the
hairs on the back of her neck raised in warning. 


The woman leaned forward and
smiled conspiratorially. “Cat got your tongue?” When Isabelle didn’t say
anything, she looked around and studied her cell. “Although in these conditions
I would guess a spider would be more probable.”


“Who are you?” Isabelle asked at
last. The woman’s appearance wasn’t anything special. She was neither tall nor
petite, her hair was brown, her face couldn’t be called beautiful or ugly – at
most it was pretty. And yet, there was something that warned Isabelle and told
her the woman was dangerous. If she could, Isabelle would have ran away. 


“That is not terribly important
right now.” The brunette started circling around Isabelle, getting far too
close for the younger woman’s taste. “What really matters is what you’re doing
here.”


Isabelle turned her head away.


“Don’t have anything to say?” The
woman’s tone was mocking and Isabelle wanted to reply with a scathing remark,
but held herself back. It would be foolish, and the blonde felt it could be
just as dangerous to mouth out to the strange woman as it would be to King
Stefan.


When looking at the woman’s eyes,
Isabelle realized the brunette knew the reason for her imprisonment, but wanted
to draw it out and have fun. “King Stefan imprisoned me because of a tale.”


“Is that it?” The other asked,
seemingly confused. “You made up some tale and he arrests you for it?”


“No. I had nothing to do with those
tales…” A hand fell upon Isabelle’s mouth and silenced her.


“I don’t like it when people lie
to me. Make sure that doesn’t happen again.” The stranger’s voice turned from
amused to furious in a moment, and Isabelle shivered, a sense of dread settling
around her. 


“I… I helped spread some tales of
my beauty around, but I never said anything about being able to create gold.”
Isabelle defended herself and felt some of that awful feeling around her
retreat.


“Tales sometimes gain a life of
their own. They change and evolve, and change again. Sometimes the heroes
become villains, and villains become victims. Sometimes a knight fights for
honor, another for money or love. Stories are like a child, and can be nurtured
in any number of ways. You shouldn’t play with stories.”


Isabelle swallowed. The woman’s
voice had become smooth and gentle, almost seductive, but the look in her eyes
remained the same.  The blonde coughed and looked away before continuing to
recount what happened to her. “The king heard the tales that said I could spin straw
into gold, and locked me in here. If by morning I don’t turn all of this straw
into gold, he will kill me.”


“Then why don’t you do it?” The
woman almost skipped as she moved around Isabelle.


“You can’t turn straw into gold.”


“Can’t you?”


Something in that tone of voice, maybe
in its sheer smugness, made the blonde hope more than she should. “Can you?”


“If you know how to do it, you
can do anything.”


It was a non-answer, and a
nonsensical statement besides, but the words rang true within Isabelle. The
blonde breathed deeply and tried to remain calm. Obviously, the other woman was
more than normal, and for some reason she was wasting her time with Isabelle.


“And would you be able to teach
me how to do such a thing?” Isabelle tried not to show just how eagerly she
wanted that knowledge, but it was a wasted effort.


“Perhaps, but never in time for
you to do what you need with it.”


“Then would you mind doing it for
me?”


The brunette laughed, amused.
“Why do you think I’m wasting my time here?”


“What do you want?” Isabelle
might sometimes be naïve, but she wasn’t dumb. The woman wanted something from
her, and she didn’t have much of a choice in accepting whatever it was. Only
death awaited her if she refused the brown haired woman.


The other woman took a while to
answer. She walked around Isabelle and gazed at the blonde, studying her. “You
have nothing of value with you, and even if you did I could have all the riches
I want. What do you have to offer me for your salvation?”


Isabelle didn’t answer at first.
What had she to give? Nothing. She wasn’t rich or special in any way, only her
beauty was out of the ordinary. Then she remembered the one thing that might
have some value. “My life, I can offer you my servitude.”


“Oh, dramatic, but I have no use
for a maid.” The brunette mocked Isabelle, smiling while the blonde despaired.
“I doubt you would be of use to anything else though. Perhaps…”


Her voice trailed off, and
Isabelle couldn’t help but hope. “Perhaps what?”


“I might have another use for
you. A beautiful girl like you could warm any man’s bed. I might be able to
sell you to some old noble who wants a pretty plaything between his sheets.”


Isabelle grimaced and turned her
head away. She would prefer anything else, but if that was the price of her
freedom and life she would pay it, despite how much it disgusted her.


“You’re not saying no, little
one.” The woman caressed Isabelle’s face with one hand, forcing the blonde to
meet her gaze. “Are you willing to become someone’s plaything in exchange for
your life?”


The blonde tried to look away,
but the other female didn’t let her. Eventually, Isabelle nodded with disgust. 


The brunette released her abruptly.
“Don’t worry, little dove. You won’t have to sell your body for my help in this
endeavor, or at least not your whole body. Your mouth will suffice.”


“What?” Isabelle asked, confused
and the other woman sighed.


“I’ll spin this straw into gold,
and in exchange you’ll use your mouth to pleasure me. Do we have a deal?” The
strange woman asked. The cheer in her voice had disappeared and only cruelty
remained.


The blonde shivered. “You’re a
woman!”


The sorceress laughed at
Isabelle’s incredulity. “Does that in any way diminishes your need?” The blonde
looked away and the other woman laughed again. She took a step forward and then
another, forcing Isabelle to move back until she hit the wall of the room. “But
if this form bothers you, I can change it.”


Then, in front of Isabelle’s
eyes, she changed. Her skin seemed to bubble up for a moment and started
shifting, and the blonde put her hands in front of her mouth to muffle the scream
she wanted to release. It only took a few moments for the whole process to
occur, perhaps two seconds at the most, but when the sorceress’s skin settled
once again she was different.


Or better said, he was different.
The man that now stood in front of Isabelle could almost be her twin: his hair
was the same shade of hers, his blue eyes hers. His face was more masculine,
obviously, and his jaw had a sharp tilt to it, but the resemblance between her
and him were incredible. He was a far more handsome man than Stefan.


For one moment, Isabelle was so startled
she couldn’t think. Was the man in front of her the sorceress that had been
tormenting her? Then he spoke, and any doubts Isabelle had were extinguished.


“If I look like this, will you
mind pleasuring me?” His, or hers, voice was deeper, more soothing and
for a few moments Isabelle was unable to come up with a reply. The sorceress
had turned into what Isabelle might look like as a male, and that unsettled the
blonde deeply.


The beautiful god in front of
Isabelle reached out with one hand and caressed her face, making her shiver.
When she gazed at his eyes, she saw the cruelty she had seen in the brunette’s
gaze moments before.


Isabelle looked down. She couldn’t
deny the other being, not when denying him would mean her death, and certainly not
when he looked like that.


The other saw her hesitation, and
knew she was defeated. His grin was maniac, and he poised his hands on
Isabelle’s shoulders. “Kneel, and please me, and you’ll live to see another
day. I’ll make sure of it.”


The blonde hesitated, but then
slowly glided down to her knees. His hands on her shoulders didn’t help, gently
pushing and making her unable to resist. She didn’t truly want to resist though.
She wanted to be free and wanted to get on with her life. And Isabelle couldn’t
deny that part of her was attracted to the witch’s new form.


The being in front of her looked
like a real hero should look like – the way King Stefan should look like. For
someone who had seen the world through a filter of beautiful equal’s good and
ugly equal’s evil, the sorceress’s new form was too seductive to resist.


When she truly processed what she
was doing, Isabelle was on her knees, hands reaching out for the other’s pants.
She only hesitated for a moment before continuing with her task. Isabelle
wanted above anything to live, and a week before she was even contemplating one
day selling her body to survive. It couldn’t be such a bad fate, could it? Not
when the one seducing her looked like such a handsome man. That it was really
the sorceress didn’t bother Isabelle as much as it should. 


Slowly, Isabelle unfastened the man’s
pants and then dragged them down that masculine body. She hesitated before
reaching for the undergarments, but eventually gained the courage to continue
and freed his hardness. It was the first time she gazed at a man’s cock, and
Isabelle didn’t know quite what to think about it.


Isabelle’s lack of experience
with such matters didn’t allow her to say whether it was a big member or not,
though she believed it was a well-sized one. Its skin was darker than that
surrounding it, but strangely soft, and Isabelle marveled as she touched it.
When it twitched, she leaned back and the sorceress-turned-man laughed.


“Don’t be afraid, it’s not going
to eat you.” His voice came out rough with lust and something else, and
Isabelle shivered. “You could almost say you’re the one who’s going to eat it.”


Isabelle looked aside at the
reminder, but a hand on her hair made her turn back. She hesitated before
reaching once again with her hand – she didn’t know what to do, had never done
anything like it before. After another moment she sighed, and reluctantly
looked at the sorceress’s face. “I don’t know what to do.” 


His smirk contained all of his
arrogance, all of his pride and cruelty, and Isabelle felt her body responding
against her wishes. “Then let me teach you.” His hand closed over one of hers
and pulled it against his member, making her circle his rod. Slowly, he started
pumping himself with Isabelle’s hand.


She marveled as she felt the
flesh under her touch harden even further and it started to throb. When she
looked at his eyes, she saw that the emotions he had been wearing were being
clouded by something and it didn’t take her long to realize it was lust.
Isabelle’s mouth dried out.


She didn’t want to, but the sight
of him was making her excited. The being in front of her was incredibly
powerful, of that she had no doubt, but doing what she was doing was giving her
power over him. There was a pressure between her thighs, something she had
always felt the need to ignore before, but now realized was perfectly natural. Isabelle
pressed her thighs against one another, trying to create some friction on her
core and ease some of that pressure.


Hesitantly, the blonde got rid of
his grip and started exploring his body by herself. She pumped his rod a few
more times, and then focused on the tip of him, rubbing it with her thumb. The
moan he released in reply made her aware he enjoyed it, and she became more
adventurous.


Isabelle reached out with her
other hand and cupped his balls, playing with the rugged skin for a few moments
and marveling at its texture. It was quite unlike anything she had ever
touched. He groaned and she let a smile take hold of her lips.


She played with him for a minute
or two, until he couldn’t hold himself back anymore. “Stop teasing.” He
commanded, running his hands through her hair. When she looked at him,
confused, he sighed. “Use your mouth as well.”


Isabelle looked down at his cock
and back again to his face.


“Lean forward and kiss the tip,
gently.” He commanded.


The blonde poised her lips
against the head and kissed it. It was barely more than a peck, a brush of her
lips against his heated flesh, but he groaned again. Isabelle kissed him once
more, liking the sounds he released and let her tongue come out to play.


He groaned again and gripped
Isabelle’s hair when she licked the head. Her tongue swirled around the
reddened tip, making him wild. It was obvious Isabelle was inexperienced with
the motions she was practicing, but she was a quick learner, and soon realized
how to make him moan with pleasure.


When he started pulling her hair,
Isabelle opened her mouth and let his cock take refuge within. It was something
that bothered her at first, but then the heat of his rod and its taste
convinced her to continue. She wrapped her lips around him as tightly as she
could and started moving back and forth.


Isabelle lost herself in her
motions. She had never done anything like it before, but it didn’t matter. She
forgot the reason why she was sucking him off and just moved back and forth,
enjoying the sounds of pleasure he released.


The sorceress-turned-man looked
down at the blonde and grinned, letting the pleasure get to his head. The girl
might be inexperienced, but what she lacked in knowledge she made up in sheer
want. She sucked him as hard as anyone had ever done, and he realized it
wouldn’t take long until he couldn’t hold himself back. 


Slowly, without meaning to, the
sorceress let her shape-changing spell relax and part of her body returned to
normal. She took hold of it at the last moment and stopped her cock from
disappearing. Everything above her waist returned to her real form, and so did
her upper legs and everything beneath them, but her core and sex remained male.


Isabelle felt something change
within her companion, but she had her eyes closed and didn’t realize what
happened. She was enjoying the sorceress’s cock – sucking it like it was a
sweet treat, lapping at the rod. When she opened her eyes and looked up, she
was faced with the sorceress’s covered chest and the woman’s brown tresses, but
the blonde was so focused on the cock that she didn’t let the changes bother
her. She just tightened her lips further and sped up.


It was enough to overload the
sorceress. With a moan, she gripped Isabelle’s hair and came, her cock releasing
its seed in the blonde’s mouth.


Isabelle’s eyes widened as her
mouth was flooded with the other female’s release, and she swallowed the first
gulp without meaning to. The blonde leaned back afterwards with a cough,
letting the jerking cock escape from her mouth. It continued releasing its seed
and some of it rained upon Isabelle’s face and clothes, dirtying her.


The blonde blinked as she watched
the other woman’s cock exhaust itself, and then marveled as the rod started
shrinking and then disappeared completely, turning the sorceress’s core into
that of a regular woman.


The witch looked down at the
blonde, amused and content in the sight of her seed over Isabelle’s body. It
awakened a dark part within her to have so thoroughly owned someone.


The brunette turned on her feet,
ignoring her lack of clothes from the waist down and moved towards the spindle
in the middle of the room.


Isabelle watched and didn’t say
anything. Now that the haze of lust and the fear of death had passed, she could
think clearly for the first time since she came to the palace. The blonde
watched the sorceress start to spin the straw into gold, and only then
remembered there were guards outside. Why hadn’t they come in when the
sorceress appeared? Hadn’t they heard the other woman, or had the witch done
something to stop them from hearing what happened inside the room?


Remembering what occurred between
them, the blonde blushed and hoped it was the later. Isabelle couldn’t imagine
the mortification she would feel if the guards outside had heard her sucking
off the sorceress’s cock.


Over the next hours, Isabelle
watched in silence as the other woman turned all the straw into gold, marveling
at the entire process. If Isabelle had been able to do anything like that, she
wouldn’t have been forced to live the life she had. She could only hope one day
she could do the same. 


When the sorceress got to her
feet, Isabelle was on the verge of nodding off. The motion allowed her to shake
it off for a bit, but in truth she was tired as she hadn’t been in a long time.
The sorceress turned to her and Isabelle tried her best to center herself.


“I’ve fulfilled my end of the
bargain,” The sorceress’s gaze was heated as she looked Isabelle up and down.
The blonde wanted to squirm under that look, but she was simply too tired. With
a wave of her hand, the sorceress cast some kind of spell over Isabelle and it
took the blonde a couple of moments to realize it had cleaned up the dirt and
the fluids that had clung to her frame. “If you ever need anything else just
call out for my help.”


The brunette disappeared into
thin air without another word, and Isabelle resisted the urge to complain about
it. She didn’t know how to call for the sorceress, and before she could do
anything about it her cell’s door opened and the king strode in.


Isabelle blinked at him, and
Stefan’s grin froze as he looked around and saw the gold that surrounded the
blonde. His eyes widened and he took a step forward before freezing again.


She saw the stupefaction in his
face, the incredulity, and smirked. He had never believed the tales and only wanted
to amuse himself by making a poor miller’s daughter despair before killing her,
and now he saw himself confronted with something he couldn’t believe, and he
didn’t know quite how to face it.


“What did you … How?” He raised
his head and met her gaze head on, and then took a step back. After breathing
deeply, he straightened and seemed to regain his wits, but she had seen the
flash of fear in his eyes.


She could understand it. From his
point of view, she had done something impossible and he didn’t know what other
impossible things she could do. Isabelle felt much the same about the
sorceress.


She wouldn’t waste the
opportunity presented, though. She got to her feet and appeared to brush some
of the dirt in her dress. “Is there anything else I can help you with, your
majesty?”


Stefan flinched at her words, but
took control of himself. “Nothing else for now, milady, though I hope you’ll be
able to attend the feast I’ll throw in your honor this afternoon.”


Isabelle made it seem like she
was thinking about it, but she would never refuse such an invitation. He
believed she was powerful and wouldn’t try anything, and so Isabelle could try
to do what she intended in the first place, and seduce the young king. After
what happened, it might be even easier. “I’ll gladly accept your invitation.”


He bowed at her. “Then let me
escort you to your room. Surely you’ll need your rest after such a tiring
task.”


Isabelle nodded and took hold of
his arm when he extended it to her. The blonde let the king lead her throughout
the palace, and the two of them talked while they walked. Now that Isabelle didn’t
have to fear for her life, she found the king much more charming than he had
seemed before. She never truly forgot he had been intending to kill her in what
amounted to a trap, but she could ignore it if it meant she would get what she
truly wanted.


After he left her alone, Isabelle
laid down on the bed where she slept the day before, and fell into one of the
best sleeps of her life. She dreamt, but couldn’t remember what about when she
woke up after being shaken by Miss Monet.


The older woman looked at
Isabelle with a gentle gaze, and told her she needed to get ready. Then
something happened that was reminiscing of what happened the day before. The
maids helped Isabelle bathe, and then dressed her as they would have a
princess, or perhaps a queen.


Afterwards, Isabelle was led to
the palace’s dining room. She was expecting to find a scene much like the one
the day before, but when she stepped inside she found that everyone was
expecting her. What followed were some of the more staggering hours of
Isabelle’s life.


In that time she met dozens of
new people, all of them nobles or rich merchants, though she never truly forgot
these were the same people laughing at her the day before. She danced with men
until her feet hurt, and only then King Stefan appeared to rescue her. It
didn’t take long for the blonde to be enchanted by the courteous man. Stefan
was cultured and well-educated when he wanted to be, and he desired to have
Isabelle for an ally. With that in mind, the blonde could almost forget what he
wanted to do to her previously.


It wasn’t as if she was
completely innocent after all. She had helped spread the tales of her beauty
around, hoping to get his attention. Now she had it for another reason, but it
could be good enough to get what she wanted out of him.


The two of them spent the next
hour together. Isabelle feasted at the king’s side, and he made sure to keep
her entertained. It was one of Isabelle’s happiest moments, though deep down
she knew it wasn’t real. She could see the greed in Stefan’s eyes, not a greed
for her body as she was used to seeing in men’s gazes, and had been expecting
to see in the king, but a greed for money and gold – gold that the king
expected her to provide.


Isabelle couldn’t help but wonder
how the king was so foolish. Didn’t he know how she lived before coming to him?
Hadn’t he wondered why she hadn’t been living in a mansion, surrounded by
riches? If he had, he might have been suspicious about what had truly happened,
though she would admit the truth was more than a little extraordinary.


“Is everything to your taste,
milady?” His smile carried his cheer and one attempt at seduction. Isabelle
found herself responding to it without really meaning to.


“Yes, my king.”


“Please, call me Stefan.” He
interrupted, reaching out and poising his hand on top of hers.


A shiver ran down Isabelle’s
back, and she smiled hesitantly. She had to admit she was somewhat attracted to
him. He wasn’t ugly and, despite what he had tried to do the day before, he was
a powerful man – someone Isabelle wanted to conquer. She deserved to live like
a queen and only the man in front of her could give her that.


“Stefan,” She paused after that
word, savoring it in her mouth. “Everything is just perfect, really.” She waved
her hand around the room and the people in it. She wasn’t lying – she could
never have imagined one day she would have a king throwing her a feast like the
one going out right then. She loved it.


“If you wish, Isabelle,” Her name
on his lips made her shiver. “We can have feasts like this one every day of
your life.”


“What do you mean?” She knew
perfectly well what he meant, but wanted to hear him say it; wanted to have him
ask her what she knew he wanted to ask. She was no fool and understood he was
only interested in the ability he believed she possessed, but if that got her
to be queen she wouldn’t care.


Stefan’s hand moved over her body,
barely brushing against her but heating her up all the same. He took hold of
her hand and rubbed his thumb against her skin. “We can have all of this, all the
time, if you are my wife.”


Isabelle’s breath caught, and he
smirked at her. Her motion wasn’t completely faked, but she appeared more dazed
than she really was. The hand he wasn’t holding came to rest upon her lips as
she gazed at him.


He smiled, thinking he had her
where he wanted. “I saw you today at first light and I realized just how
beautiful you are, and how quickly my heart started beating.” Isabelle believed
his heart sped up, but surely it happened when he gazed upon the gold the
sorceress created. “I realized I wanted to be with you for the rest of my
life.”


Part of Isabelle couldn’t believe
the words that came out of his mouth. Was that how he was hoping to seduce her?
Then she realized that despite the scorn she felt, his words were affecting her.
He might be a cruel man, but he was handsome and he was the king. He wouldn’t
need to work hard to convince any woman in the realm to share his bed. “My
lord, I don’t know what to say.” She fluttered her eyelashes at him for good
measure.


“I want you for my wife,
Isabelle.” He reached out and caressed her face, smiling gently.
“Unfortunately, I have to think about my kingdom and my people. No matter how
much I love you, I need to marry someone who can help me provide the realm with
safety.”


She knew perfectly well what he
wanted, but made sure to put up her best doe eyes and lean forward. Her dress
showed quite a bit of cleavage, and no matter how greedy he was he was still a
man. His eyes quickly gazed down at her breasts before he remembered himself
and looked at her face. “I’ll help you however I can, your majesty, and I’ll
use my abilities to make sure we have enough gold to guard our kingdom.”


He couldn’t hide the greed in his
eyes at her words, not that he tried very hard. “Then I’ll present you with another
challenge, milady. I’ll fill last night’s room with as much straw as possible,
and on the morning, if all of it is gold, I will marry you.”











Chapter 3


 


Isabelle breathed deeply after
the door to her cell closed behind her. She supposed it wasn’t a cell any
longer – the guards outside had orders to accede to whatever requests she made.
Nonetheless, in there she was sure she would have her privacy. She needed to
contact the sorceress after all, and negotiate another deal. 


Isabelle was certain the other
woman would ask more of what she had the previous day, and she was willing to
pay the price.


She breathed deeply once more,
and thought of how she could call up the sorceress. That had been perhaps the
biggest hiccup of her plan, but if it was solved Isabelle would get what she
wanted. The blonde was going to open her mouth and call out the other woman
when a hand clamped over her lips.


Its owner pressed against
Isabelle’s back. From the breasts the blonde felt digging against her skin, the
only possible responsible was the sorceress. 


“Calling for me, were you?” The
voice that whispered in Isabelle’s ear made her shiver despite herself, and she
nodded, quickly, wondering how the other female knew what she had been
thinking.


The hand against her lips moved
down and came to rest on one of Isabelle’s breasts. The blonde glanced down, started
to blush, and the woman behind her laughed before releasing her.


Isabelle turned to face her. The
sorceress looked the same she had the day before, perhaps her eyes were a
little brighter with amusement, or maybe that was simply the fact Isabelle was
far more relaxed while she faced the other female. What mattered was that she
was there, and the blonde only needed to convince her to help.


“Why have you called for me, pet?”
The sorceress was perfectly aware of the reason, but she wanted to play a
little.


Isabelle tried to ignore her
irritation and need to get on with it. She wanted the other female as an ally
after all. “What’s your name?” Isabelle asked, surprising even herself. She
didn’t know why, but she felt she would be more comfortable once she knew who
the other was. 


The brunette chuckled. “Don’t you
know?”


Isabelle held back her initial
urge to be sarcastic, and thought about the woman’s reply. There was something
about the sorceress’s behavior that made Isabelle remember some of the tales
her grandmother told her when she was younger. It was a time when the older
woman hadn’t been as much of a crone, and sometimes tried to comfort her
granddaughter with stories.


There were some tales that were
fresher on Isabelle’s mind. These had been the ones that her grandmother had
told with a kind of underlining anger. They had scared Isabelle at the time,
until she realized they were just tales. As she looked at the sorceress,
however, she wondered if they had any grain of truth. “It can’t be. You’re not
a dwarf.” The blonde blurted out without really thinking about it.


Rumpelstiltskin laughed, loudly,
amused. “And you’re not capable of spinning straw into gold, nor is your hair
made of such a precious metal. I would have think you’d learnt the truth about
tales, little Belle. They can change from one person to another, they can paint
anyone however they want. Why did you think my legend would be any different?”


Isabelle took a step back without
really meaning to. Her grandmother’s tales about Rumpelstiltskin were ingrained
deep in her psyche. Now that she was an adult, Isabelle realized many of them
hadn’t fit together, but what she remembered best was the anger her grandmother
felt for the villain.


“Your grandmother knew me,” The
sorceress started, stepping closer to Isabelle. The blonde resisted the
temptation to step back once again, knowing it would be useless. “She had
dealings with me, and she didn’t like how she got the short end of the stick at
the end.”


Isabelle shivered when
Rumpelstiltskin smirked.


“It was her fault. She tried to
trick me, she tried to weasel out of her deals and I made sure she paid for
it.” The sorceress’s voice softened. “So long as you don’t try the same, you
can be sure I’ll deal with you fair and square.”


The blonde breathed deeply and
tried to center herself. It wasn’t as if she was in a position to refuse the
other woman. She was quite sure Stefan would be cross with her if she failed to
give him what he wanted, and in that case she would be lucky to escape with her
life.


Isabelle shook her head. “Let’s
not play around – you know what I want.”


Rumpelstiltskin nodded. “I do,
and will you be willing to pay the price required for you to get it?”


“What do you want?”


The sorceress smirked. “I want
you in full, to possess you as deeply as anyone can possess another.” Isabelle
closed her eyes – she had feared something like that. “And I want a child out
of it.”


The blonde’s eyes opened in
startlement. “What?”


Rumpelstiltskin smirked. “I’ll be
willing to spin gold for you whenever you request, but in exchange I require a
child. You’ll bare me one. When she’s born I’ll take her away, and you’ll never
see any of us again.”


“I…” Isabelle’s voice trailed
off. She was in the sorceress’s hands and both of them knew it. She had to
accept, but the other woman’s words unsettled her nonetheless.


Isabelle had never met her mother
– the woman had died in childbirth. The closest thing to a mother she ever knew
was her grandmother, and the old crone wasn’t someone Isabelle could love with
all of her heart. A child, though, was something else. Could she give up her
child just like that, without thought and consideration for her future? The
blonde wasn’t sure.


Rumpelstiltskin went on to the kill.
“You know what will happen to you if you don’t accept my deal. Stefan will kill
you in a furious rage. If that happens, you can never have any child, while if
you deal with me you will eventually bare other children. I don’t think there’s
much to think about. Do you?”


Isabelle closed her eyes. What
she hated most about the entire situation was that the other woman was right.
Nothing would stop Isabelle from continuing with her life as a queen, and
nothing would stop her from having other children. Logically, there was no
doubt about what she should do, but something stopped her from agreeing
immediately. “I won’t be able to give you the child like that,” Isabelle
protested, trying to gain some kind of traction for a denial of the other
woman’s deal. “The child will be the heir of the king.”


“Not if they believe she died in
childbirth.” Rumpelstiltskin shrugged. “And I can make sure everyone thinks so.
Even you, if you don’t wish to be confronted by the choice you make.”


Isabelle looked away. The other
woman leaned forward until they stood inches away, and started caressing the
blonde’s face. The young woman shivered. “Do I have a choice?”


“Not really.” There wasn’t any
emotion in Rumpelstiltskin’s voice, neither glee nor cruelty. It was matter of
fact.


Isabelle let a tear escape from
her eyes before she nodded, reluctantly sealing her fate. The other woman smiled
and gently kissed the blonde, who surprised herself by replying to it.


It wasn’t because she was
attracted to Rumpelstiltskin, but because she needed to feel anything in that
moment. She needed to forget about the deal she had just made and lose herself
in something that would overwhelm her emotions. Absently remembering what
happened last night, Isabelle figured it would be enough.


Their kiss turned heated in short
order, and Isabelle groaned when the other woman’s hands found their way into
her tresses. Rumpelstiltskin’s grip was tight, and would be considered painful hadn’t
the woman’s tongue taken so much of Isabelle’s attention. The blonde gasped
when the other retreated momentarily, and groaned again when Rumpelstiltskin
pushed against her body. She could feel the sorceress’s breasts against hers,
and one of the woman’s hands wandered down her body and only stopped when it
reached her bottom.


It became too much for Isabelle
and she pushed the other female away, breathing hard. She could never have
imagined kissing someone could feel like that. From the chuckle Rumpelstiltskin
released, the blonde figured the other woman was just as surprised as she was.


“Well, well, who would have
thought?” The sorceress released a breathy chuckle, and then straightened to
her full height. Isabelle saw a deep lust in her eyes and couldn’t help but
shiver.


She had wanted to lose herself in
the sorceress, but perhaps it might be a more dangerous task than she imagined.


Rumpelstiltskin turned on her
feet and started walking towards the only chair in the room. Her clothes
unraveled as she moved, falling down her body as leaves fall down from a tree.
Isabelle couldn’t stop her eyes from wandering the sorceress’s body. The other
female might not be as beautiful as she was, but Rumpelstiltskin possessed a
curvaceous body and Isabelle was attracted to it.


The brunette sat down on the
chair and spread her legs, giving Isabelle a glimpse of her core. She chuckled
when the younger woman looked away. From the corner of her eyes, the blonde saw
as the sorceress played with her own curls, her finger starting to move up and
down over her slit.


“Come here.” Rumpelstiltskin
ordered, her voice showing all of her lust. 


Isabelle found herself moving
towards the other woman even before she had finished speaking. She stopped
pretending she wasn’t paying attention to Rumpelstiltskin’s motions, and just
watched as the woman touched herself.


The brunette didn’t mind – it
seemed to excite her even. The speed at which her hand moved over her sex
increased, and she released a moan or two. Isabelle shot a look at the door,
but obviously the sorceress had done something to make sure they wouldn’t be
interrupted.


“Come here.” The sorceress
repeated once again. It was less of an order and more of a plea, and Isabelle
couldn’t deny her. She stepped closer even though her legs trembled, and
Rumpelstiltskin smiled. “Kneel.”


The blonde froze momentarily
before obeying. She knew what the brunette wanted, what the sorceress would ask
of her, and Isabelle didn’t know if she wished to obey. Slowly, though, she let
herself fall and didn’t stop the other woman from reaching out to her.


Rumpelstiltskin gripped
Isabelle’s tresses and played with the golden hair, running her fingers through
it before pulling. 


The blonde let herself be pulled
and leaned down. Isabelle shifted her legs, one against the other, hoping to
get some friction on her core. She was surprised by how much she wanted to
explore the other woman’s body, to run her fingers over Rumpelstiltskin’s
flesh, to play with the woman’s breasts and sink her fingers into that willing
body. Without any kind of reluctance, Isabelle reached forward and kissed the
sorceress’s knees, trailing up afterwards.


She kissed Rumpelstiltskin’s
upper legs, and then moved to her abdominals and the flesh between her breasts.
When the brunette moaned, Isabelle shifted and closed her lips around one of
the woman’s nipples, tasting her mounds. It was the first time the blonde did
anything like it – she hadn’t even dreamt about touching a woman before – but
now that she was doing it, Isabelle realized she liked it very much.


Rumpelstiltskin moaned as
Isabelle’s lips and tongue pleasured her nipple. She ran her hands through the
other woman’s hair while it happened, directing the blonde to her other breast
when she couldn’t wait anymore.


It was a different kind of
lovemaking than the one on the day before. Rumpelstiltskin was a woman and,
despite her lack of experience with sex, so was Isabelle. The blonde knew what
felt good on her body, how she played with her pussy and breasts and how she
imagined she would like other people to play with them. Now she was using those
daydreams to pleasure Rumpelstiltskin. She understood not everything she wanted
to try would excite the other woman, but Isabelle was certain that by
navigating the brunette’s moans she would be capable of pleasing her.


“Don’t tease, little minx.”
Rumpelstiltskin breathily put out, caressing Isabelle’s head before pushing her
down. “I want to feel your tongue on my cunt.”


Isabelle hesitated, not quite
knowing if she would be able to make Rumpelstiltskin enjoy that, but she
couldn’t deny she wanted to try. The blonde wanted to taste the other woman, to
play with the sorceress’s core and make her come.


When she reached the curls that
preceded Rumpelstiltskin’s core, Isabelle hesitated. Then she breathed deeply
in anticipation and the other woman’s scent found its way to her. Isabelle’s
mouth salivated at the prospect in front of her, and she decided to hold
nothing back. She explored the sorceress’s sex with her fingers, running them
up and down the brunette’s slit, coating them in the wetness she found. From
the woman’s answering cries she didn’t mind.


Isabelle’s excitement grew by
leaps and bounds. Her motions gained speed, and she dared to go further. While
most of her fingers played with Rumpelstiltskin’s slit, her thumb moved up and
brushed against the sorceress’s clit. The other female jumped, and Isabelle
repeated the motion.


The brunette moaned and moaned as
Isabelle explored her folds. She tried to close her legs and trap the blonde’s
hand against her sex, but then remembered that would only make it harder for
the other woman to please her. Part of the witch marveled at Isabelle’s daring.
The day before, the blonde played the part of a blushing virgin; now she was almost
as adventurous as Rumpelstiltskin herself.


Without wasting any time,
Isabelle pushed her indicator against the other woman’s opening. She marveled
as the flesh parted under her touch and her finger sank into the other female’s
body. She became even more amazed when the pussy seemed to draw her in.
Isabelle looked up and saw that Rumpelstiltskin had her eyes closed, and that
she was trying not to thrust against Isabelle’s motions.


For some reason, Isabelle really
wanted to make the other woman lose control. Without having to be prompted, she
leaned down and licked the woman’s clit, making the sorceress lurch.
Rumpelstiltskin opened her mouth to say something, but Isabelle didn’t give her
time. She started moving the finger she had inside the woman back and forth,
quickly, gaining speed, and her mouth closed over the sorceress’s clit.
Whatever message the brunette wanted to give her was forgotten in the pleasure
she experienced.


The two lost themselves in each
other. Isabelle in the taste and in the moans that Rumpelstiltskin released,
and the sorceress in the pleasure the other woman gave her. Time had no meaning
for them, nor did the thoughts of anything else. What mattered was that they
kept going and reached the zenith of pleasure.


It didn’t take long. Isabelle
started using a second finger, and then teased the entry of the third. That was
enough to make Rumpelstiltskin come. The sorceress leaned forward in her orgasm
and took hold of Isabelle’s arms, pulling the other woman against her and
squishing their bodies together as her orgasm rocked their frames.


Isabelle marveled as she felt the
other woman’s come in her hands, and breathed deeply, wondering how it would
feel to have the same thing she had done to Rumpelstiltskin done to her.


The sorceress breathed deeply and
then released the blonde, chuckling for good measure. She looked at her
companion and in her eyes there was a heat that couldn’t be hidden. “Who
would’ve thought?” She murmured, and then laughed softly.


Isabelle retreated, somewhat
embarrassed now that the heat between them had abated, but the other woman’s
hands stopped her motion. Rumpelstiltskin smirked and her body rippled. When it
stopped, the woman looked basically as she had before, the only difference was
the addition of the cock she now sported between her thighs.


The blonde found her gaze drawn
to it against her will, and she swallowed when it swelled to its full size. The
sorceress chuckled in reply, and started running her hand over the rod, slowly
pumping it up and down.


Isabelle looked at
Rumpelstiltskin’s face and the brunette smiled, then leaned forward and poised
her lips against Isabelle’s in a gentle kiss. It was a soft kiss, almost
amorous, and the blonde came out of it breathing harder than if she had been
running for her life.


Rumpelstiltskin’s smile turned
mischievous, maybe a little cruel, and she leaned forward once again, kissing
Isabelle far harder. The blonde found herself kissing back desperately,
ignoring her own lack of breath, and didn’t resist when the sorceress started
unlacing her clothes and baring her body.


Isabelle threw her head back and
moaned when Rumpelstiltskin leaned down and closed her mouth around one of her
nipples. The sorceress teased the other woman’s breasts until she couldn’t take
it anymore, and only moved down when Isabelle begged her to. The blonde didn’t
quite know what she was asking for, though, and couldn’t imagine the pleasure
that would follow.


Rumpelstiltskin forced Isabelle
to spread her legs, and then put her hands on the woman’s buttocks to make sure
the blonde would remain upright while she worked. Without mercy, she attacked
the other woman’s sex, licking and kissing it, then pressing her tongue against
Isabelle’s entrance and penetrating her.


The blonde moaned as she was
devoured, unable to do anything else. Her legs trembled, and if not for
Rumpelstiltskin’s grip Isabelle would have fallen. With so much stimulation she
couldn’t last long, and obviously didn’t. When the sorceress’s tongue reached a
little deeper inside of her, Isabelle came with a scream and gripped the other
woman’s hair in her hands. At the same time, she tried to shift one of her legs
and put it atop of the other woman’s shoulder, but their position became too
unstable, and Isabelle was forced to put both feet on the ground and step back
from the magic user.


Both were breathing hard, and
Rumpelstiltskin let a smirk appear in her lips. “Enjoyed that?”


Isabelle turned her head away
with embarrassment and missed the sorceress’s next motion. Before she could
comprehend what was happening, Rumpelstiltskin was pressed against her back,
kissing her neck and shoulder-blades. The blonde moaned, and didn’t resist when
the other woman pushed her down.


Rumpelstiltskin put Isabelle on
her hands and knees, and then assumed her position behind the blonde. Isabelle
knew what was coming and fear almost made her bolt, but she remembered what was
at stake, and was sure that her partner would be able to make her enjoy it.


The sorceress started slow. She
touched the blonde’s sex and nether parts, caressing her gently, and then ran
her hands over Isabelle’s buttocks. She kept teasing Isabelle until she begged
for more. Only then did Rumpelstiltskin take hold of her cock. 


Isabelle jerked at the first
touch of Rumpelstiltskin’s heated flesh on her core. The woman’s cock was hard
and strangely smooth against her folds, and she couldn’t help but think of how
it would feel inside of her. A moment later she didn’t have to wonder.


Rumpelstiltskin thrust, gently,
and made the head of her cock take refuge within the other woman. The blonde
moaned as her flesh was forced apart in a way it had never been before. Soon
enough, the pleasure of the motions overwhelmed her, and she could only try to
move back into the other woman’s hips and increase the tempo of their
movements.


The sorceress put her hands on
Isabelle’s waist and made sure to keep them moving steadily. She wouldn’t let
the blonde reach for more than she was able to hold and hurt herself. She knew
quite well the best sex happened when both participants were enjoying
themselves to the fullest. 


They moved back and forth,
Rumpelstiltskin reaching deeper and deeper into Isabelle’s depths. Eventually,
she came upon a barrier and they both froze. The sorceress’s cock had hit
Isabelle’s maidenhead. The blonde regained some measure of control then, and
realized that what would follow could not be taken back. She couldn’t regret it
later and hope it would go away. She also knew it was necessary, and without
waiting for the sorceress to move, Isabelle thrust back and impaled herself in
Rumpelstiltskin’s cock.


The sorceress moaned at the
pleasure, and started to move once again, gently. She knew only pleasure could
wash away the pain that Isabelle now felt, and she would make sure the blonde
enjoyed their lovemaking.


When the blonde started moving
back, the sorceress sped up, moving faster than before until they were fucking
each other with abandon. They both cared only for their immediate pleasure.
Isabelle forgot about the king and the gold, about her dreams of being a queen
and just focused on the cock within her pussy. Rumpelstiltskin behaved much the
same, and the only thing dominating her thoughts was the need to come inside
the blonde.


With their furious pace, it
couldn’t have taken long until they came. Isabelle was the first to reach her
orgasm, but the sorceress immediately followed and they came screaming.
Rumpelstiltskin’s grip around the other female’s waist increased to the point
it became painful, when her cock jerked and released its seed, but Isabelle
didn’t mind. The blonde could only focus on the way her pussy wrapped itself
around the hard rod, seemingly milking the other woman for all that she was
worth.


They came down from their high
after a couple of minutes, and then shifted their position until they were
laying side-by-side. Isabelle didn’t say anything, she didn’t know quite what
to say in that situation, and just let the other woman hold her. Without
meaning to, she closed her eyes and found herself drifting to sleep.











Epilogue


 


 


That first night was the first of
many Isabelle spent with Rumpelstiltskin. Even after her marriage to the king,
she and the sorceress met to have their trysts. Part of Isabelle almost felt guilty
about betraying Stefan, but she soon realized the man was only interested on
the gold he thought she could produce. Even the sex between them was stale, and
Isabelle felt like a cold fish whenever she had to lay with him.


It was different with Rumpelstiltskin.
No matter how much Isabelle wanted to refuse it, the brunette messed with her
mind and emotions. She didn’t want to let it happen, knowing the other female
would leave her after she birthed her a child, but it was like sailing against
the wind.


Much to Isabelle’s surprise, they
didn’t stop making love after she discovered she was pregnant. Rumpelstiltskin
assured Isabelle the child was hers, but neither of them spoke about what kept
happening between them.


The brunette even started
teaching Isabelle how to spin straw into gold. At first, the blonde didn’t
think she could succeed, but bit by bit she saw some progress. Some of the
straw became metal, other times it gained a deeper color. That her lessons
usually happened while she was naked in Rumpelstiltskin’s lap certainly turned
them a little more entertaining.


As the months went by, Isabelle’s
belly swelled with her and Rumpelstiltskin’s child. For once, it seemed Stefan
was able to show something that wasn’t greed, and Isabelle felt a pang as she
thought about what would happen when the child was born. Then she remembered
what he had intended for her, how what was happening was his fault, and her
pity disappeared.


Stefan turned her dream of being
a queen into a nightmare. The days she spent on the palace were dull and
boring, and the times he joined her in bed unpleasant. Only Rumpelstiltskin’s
presence kept her entertained, but the dreams Isabelle had about being a queen
were completely tarnished by reality.


The day she gave birth to her
child was the hardest of her life. The birth was painful, and the thought of
what would happen afterwards was worse. Isabelle passed out shortly after her
child was born and only woke up hours later, alone in her room. Someone had
cleaned her up and put her in bed.


“You’re safe.” Rumpelstiltskin’s
voice soothed Isabelle’s doubts and she settled down, only then remembering why
the other woman was there. When she looked at the sorceress, she found the
brunette holding their child.


From what Isabelle could see, her
daughter was asleep in her other mother’s arms. She drew a breath, raggedly,
and extended her arms. For the first time she watched the sorceress hesitate.
Eventually, Rumpelstiltskin moved forward and let Isabelle take hold of their
child.


The blonde took one look at her
daughter and understood what love truly was for the first time in her life. The
child was a tiny thing, fragile and defenseless, and Isabelle wanted nothing
else but to protect her. She would have given up her life for the child, and
when she looked at Rumpelstiltskin she understood she might have to. “You can’t
take her.”


The sorceress’s countenance grew
angry. “You don’t want to renege a deal with me, Isabelle.”


Isabelle hesitated, not because
she lacked the courage to face the other woman, but because she knew she would
lose if it came to that. “You can’t force me to give up my daughter,
Rumpelstiltskin, please.” Her begging had no effect and Isabelle despaired as
the other woman gestured and their daughter disappeared and reappeared in the
sorceress’s hands.


Rumpelstiltskin turned her back
on Isabelle, and the blonde knew she would never again see any of the two if
she let them leave.


“Take me with you.”


The sorceress froze and turned to
the blonde.


“Take me with you,” Isabelle
repeated, knowing she had the brunette’s attention. “That won’t go against our
deal, will it? Please.” She hated to beg, but would do anything to keep her
child at her side.


“What use would I have for you?”
Rumpelstiltskin asked, but her voice trembled as she spoke.


Isabelle laughed. “You can’t fool
me.” She leaned forward and let the sheet slide down her body, revealing her
torso. She became sure she would get what she wanted. “You like me, you like to
be with me. There’s nothing stopping you from taking me along.”


The sorceress remained silent,
simply looking at Isabelle.


The blonde crawled to her. “We
can have more children together.”


Rumpelstiltskin shuddered and
looked away from the blonde. “Are you really going to be alright with giving up
all of this?” She meant the position of queen and the power Isabelle had gained
with her marriage.


The blonde looked at her child,
love shining in her eyes. “Yes.”


“Then so be it.”


Isabelle laughed and moved
forward to hug the other woman. Rumpelstiltskin turned and they held their
daughter between them, smiling down at the child. Isabelle couldn’t resist the
temptation and kissed the sorceress, gently. It was perhaps the most innocent
kiss of her life, the only one she gave without any intent behind it beyond the
kiss itself.


When they parted, Isabelle looked
down and realized she had made the right choice. It had taken her longer than
other people, but she now understood money wasn’t everything in life, and that
love really played a part. Perhaps Rumpelstiltskin wasn’t her best choice for a
chance at love, but they would make the best out of it.


So long as she remained with her
daughter everything would be alright.


 


The end.
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