
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: Fairest Reflections

The castle of Ebonwood perched on the edge of a jagged cliff like a crown of obsidian thorns, its spires piercing the perpetual twilight sky. Winds howled through the ravines below, carrying the faint scent of pine and decay from the endless forests that stretched toward the horizon. Inside its cold stone walls, Queen Ravena moved like a shadow given form—tall, regal, with skin as pale as moonlit marble and hair the color of midnight silk cascading down her back in perfect waves. Her eyes were a piercing violet, sharp enough to cut through lies and hearts alike. She had not been born to this throne; she had taken it, with whispers in the king’s ear and a vial of something colorless and final slipped into his wine.

The king was dead now—buried in the crypt below with honors that rang hollow in the empty halls. Ravena ruled alone, her beauty a weapon sharper than any blade in the armory. Courtiers bowed low when she passed, murmuring praises that fed her vanity like nectar. But vanity, she knew, was a hungry beast. It demanded constant feeding.

She ascended the spiral staircase to her private chambers, the hem of her black velvet gown whispering against the stone steps. The room at the top was a sanctuary of opulence: walls draped in crimson silk, a vast four-poster bed piled with furs, and at the far end, the mirror.

It was taller than a man, framed in silver etched with runes that seemed to shift when not watched directly. The glass was flawless, dark as a still pond at midnight, reflecting nothing until called upon. Ravena had discovered its secrets on her wedding night, when the king—drunk and fumbling—had stumbled into the chamber and slurred the incantation like a forgotten prayer. The mirror had awakened then, its surface rippling like water disturbed by a stone, and shown her visions that made her pulse race and her thighs clench.

Now she approached it alone, as she did every evening.

The chamber door clicked shut behind her. She lit a single black candle on the pedestal before the mirror, its flame flickering blue at the edges—fae-touched wax, a relic from the kingdom’s forgotten pacts. Ravena smoothed her gown, ensuring every fold fell perfectly, and met her own reflection’s gaze.

“Mirror, mirror on the wall,” she intoned, voice low and resonant, “who is the fairest of them all?”

The glass rippled.

Her reflection dissolved into swirling mist, then reformed—not as her own image, but as a faint, ethereal face. Androgynous, beautiful in a cruel way, with eyes like fractured amethysts and lips curved in perpetual amusement. Lirien, the mirror’s bound spirit, spoke in a voice like wind through cracked glass.

“You are, my queen,” it replied, as it always did. “Your beauty eclipses the stars, dims the moon, makes roses wilt in shame.”

Ravena’s lips curved in a satisfied smile. She traced one finger along the mirror’s frame, feeling the faint hum of magic beneath the silver.

“And the girl?” she asked, voice casual but edged with steel. “Snow White?”

The mirror’s face flickered—amusement deepening.

“Still a child in a woman’s form,” Lirien said. “Pale skin, ebony hair, lips red as blood. But untested. Untouched. Her beauty is mere potential, while yours is perfection forged.”

Ravena nodded, but the words did not soothe as they once had. Snow White—her stepdaughter, the king’s only child from his first marriage—had blossomed in the last year. At eighteen, she moved through the castle with a grace that turned heads, her innocence a lure that drew whispers from courtiers and guards alike. Ravena had caught them looking: the way the huntsman’s eyes lingered on Snow’s full lips, the way maids blushed when she smiled. It grated. It festered.

“Show me,” Ravena commanded.

The mirror rippled again.

The ethereal face dissolved, replaced by an image of Snow White in her chambers. The girl sat before her own vanity, brushing her raven hair with slow, methodical strokes. She wore a simple white nightgown, the fabric thin enough to hint at the curves beneath: full breasts, narrow waist, hips that swayed when she walked. Her skin glowed like fresh snow under moonlight; her lips were indeed red as blood, parted slightly as she hummed a soft melody.

Ravena watched, a familiar heat building low in her belly. The girl’s innocence was intoxicating—a blank canvas begging for corruption.

“Show me more,” she whispered.

Lirien’s voice echoed from the glass, soft and coaxing. “What do you wish to see, my queen? The truth… or the desire?”

Ravena’s breath caught. She leaned closer, fingers pressing against the cool surface.

“The desire.”

The image shifted.

Snow White’s reflection warped—not the innocent girl brushing her hair, but something darker. Her nightgown slipped from one shoulder, exposing the pale swell of her breast. In the vision, phantom hands—shadowy, insubstantial—reached from the edges of the frame to caress her. Ravena felt it as if it were her own touch: the soft give of flesh, the hardening nipple under a thumb’s pressure, the faint shiver that ran through Snow’s body.

The girl in the mirror moaned—low, breathy—and arched into the touch. Her hand dropped the brush; her fingers trailed down her own body, slipping beneath the hem of her gown. The shadows grew bolder: one hand pinning her wrists above her head, another parting her thighs. Ravena watched, transfixed, as the vision twisted further—Snow’s body bound by invisible chains, writhing in obscene pleasure, her cries echoing faintly from the glass.

Ravena’s own hand slipped beneath her gown, fingers finding the slick heat between her thighs. She circled her clit in time with the phantom touches, breath coming faster as the mirror fed her the depravity. Snow’s innocent face contorted in ecstasy—lips parted on a silent scream, back bowed as shadows ravished her.

“Yes,” Ravena hissed, fingers plunging deeper. “Show me everything.”

The vision intensified: Snow on her knees, mouth open and eager; Snow bent over the vanity, taken from behind by darkness; Snow spread wide, thighs trembling as pleasure built to shattering release.

Ravena came with a muffled cry—waves crashing through her, knees buckling until she braced against the mirror’s frame. Her release soaked her fingers; she trembled through the aftershocks, staring at the glass where Snow’s image faded back to innocence—the girl setting down her brush, oblivious, and climbing into bed.

The mirror rippled once more.

Lirien’s face returned, eyes gleaming with satisfaction.

“To see is to crave,” the spirit whispered. “To crave is to claim.”

Ravena straightened, smoothing her gown with shaking hands. Her reflection stared back now—flushed, lips parted, violet eyes dark with lingering hunger.

“How?” she asked. “How do I claim what I see?”

Lirien’s smile widened—slow, dangerous.

“With blood and will, my queen. The mirror shows the path. But to walk it… that requires a queen’s resolve.”

Ravena met the spirit’s gaze without flinching.

“Then teach me,” she said. “And let the fairest fall.”

The mirror’s surface went still.

But in its depths, something stirred—ancient, hungry, waiting.

And in her chambers below, Snow White slept soundly, unaware that her dreams had begun to shift: faint touches in the dark, whispers of pleasure she could not yet name.

The queen descended the stairs, a new fire burning in her chest.

The game had begun.<|control12|>Chapter 1: Fairest Reflections

The castle of Ebonwood loomed like a jagged crown atop the cliffs, its black stone spires clawing at the perpetual gloom of the sky. Winds howled up from the ravines below, carrying the chill of ancient forests and the faint rot of forgotten things. Queen Ravena had chosen this kingdom not for its beauty, but for its power—the kind that came from isolation, from shadows that hid secrets, from a throne won through whispers and a single, fatal drop of poison in a goblet of wine.

The old king was dead now, his body cold in the crypt, his legacy reduced to dusty tapestries and a daughter who looked nothing like him. Ravena ruled alone, her beauty a weapon honed sharper than any blade. She was tall and lithe, with skin as pale as fresh-fallen snow and hair like polished obsidian, falling in sleek waves to her waist. Her eyes were violet, piercing and cold, capable of stripping a man bare with a single glance. Courtiers bowed low in her presence, murmuring flattery that fed her vanity like blood to a leech. But vanity was a demanding mistress; it required constant tribute.

She ascended the spiral staircase to her private chambers, the hem of her black velvet gown sweeping the stone steps with a whisper. Guards flanked the door, their eyes averted as she passed—no one met the queen’s gaze unless invited. The room beyond was a sanctuary of calculated opulence: walls draped in crimson silk that absorbed light like blood-soaked cloth, a vast four-poster bed piled with furs from beasts long extinct in these lands, and at the far end, dominating the space, the mirror.

It was taller than Ravena herself, framed in tarnished silver etched with runes that seemed to writhe when caught in the corner of the eye. The glass was flawless, dark as a midnight pool, reflecting nothing until commanded. She had discovered its secrets on her wedding night, when the king—drunk on wine and victory—had slurred the incantation like a half-remembered jest. The mirror had awakened then, its surface rippling like water disturbed by an unseen hand, and shown her visions that made her pulse quicken and her thighs clench with forbidden heat. The king had laughed it off as fae trickery, a relic from the castle’s ancient pacts. But Ravena had seen the truth: power, raw and intimate, waiting to be claimed.

Now she approached it alone, as she did every evening since his “tragic” death.

The chamber door clicked shut behind her, sealing out the world. She lit a single taper candle on the pedestal before the mirror, its wick infused with fae-touched wax that burned with a blue-tinged flame. The light danced across the glass, casting her reflection in sharp relief: high cheekbones, full lips painted the red of fresh blood, a gown that hugged her curves like a lover’s grasp. She smoothed the fabric over her hips, ensuring every line was perfect, and met her own gaze.

“Mirror, mirror on the wall,” she intoned, her voice low and resonant, laced with the command of one who had never known refusal, “who is the fairest of them all?”

The glass rippled, like a pond stirred by a falling leaf.

Her reflection dissolved into swirling mist, gray and silver, then reformed—not as her own image, but as a faint, ethereal face. Androgynous and beautiful in a way that bordered on pain, with high cheekbones sharp as blades, skin like polished pearl, and eyes the fractured purple of amethysts shattered underfoot. Long silver hair floated around the face as though underwater, and the lips curved in a perpetual, knowing smile. Lirien, the mirror’s bound spirit, regarded her with amusement that never quite reached those cold eyes.

“You are, my queen,” it replied, voice echoing faintly, like wind through cracked glass. “Your beauty eclipses the stars, dims the moon, makes roses wilt in shame and lilies bow their heads in defeat.”

Ravena’s lips curved in satisfaction. She traced one manicured finger along the mirror’s frame, feeling the faint hum of magic beneath the silver—alive, waiting, eager to please.

“Good,” she murmured. “And the whispers in the halls? The courtiers who dare compare?”

Lirien’s smile deepened, a subtle twist that hinted at secrets held close.

“They speak of your grace, your allure, your unmatched splendor. None dare challenge you openly.”

Ravena nodded, but a flicker of unease stirred in her chest. The words soothed, as they always did, but lately they rang hollow. The kingdom was vast, its people scattered across mist-shrouded villages and shadowed woods, but rumors traveled on the wind. And one name had begun to surface more often: Snow White.

The king’s daughter from his first marriage—pale-skinned, raven-haired, with lips red as blood and eyes like polished onyx. At eighteen, she had blossomed from awkward girlhood into something ethereal, her innocence a lure that drew eyes like moths to flame. Ravena had seen it herself: the way guards straightened when Snow passed, the way maids blushed at her gentle smile, the way even the huntsman—rough and scarred—lingered a moment too long in her presence. It grated. It festered.

“And the girl?” Ravena asked, her voice casual but edged with steel. “Snow White?”

The mirror’s face flickered—amusement deepening into something sly, almost hungry.

“Still a child in a woman’s form,” Lirien said. “Pale skin like fresh snow, ebony hair that falls like night, lips red as the blood you so artfully spill. But untested. Untouched. Her beauty is mere potential, blooming yet fragile, while yours is perfection forged in fire and shadow.”

Ravena’s fingers tightened on the frame. Potential. The word burned like acid. Potential could grow, could eclipse, could steal the light that was rightfully hers.

“Show me,” she commanded, her voice dropping to a whisper.

The ethereal face dissolved once more, the glass rippling like disturbed water. The mist cleared, revealing an image of Snow White in her chambers across the castle. The girl sat before her own vanity—a simple oak table with a polished silver mirror far less grand than Ravena’s—brushing her long black hair with slow, methodical strokes. She wore a simple white nightgown, the fabric thin and clinging, hinting at the curves beneath: full breasts that rose and fell with each breath, a narrow waist flaring to hips that swayed when she walked. Her skin glowed under the candlelight, flawless and luminous; her lips were indeed red as blood, parted slightly as she hummed a soft, melancholic melody—a lullaby from her childhood, perhaps.

Ravena watched, a familiar heat building low in her belly. The girl’s innocence was intoxicating—a blank canvas begging for strokes of corruption, for stains that could never be washed clean. Snow’s eyes were downcast, focused on her reflection, unaware of the queen’s gaze piercing through magic and stone.

“Closer,” Ravena breathed.

The image zoomed in, as if the mirror anticipated her desire. Snow’s brush glided through her hair, each stroke sending ripples down the ebony strands. A faint flush colored her cheeks—perhaps from the warmth of the fire in her hearth, or perhaps from some unspoken thought. Her nightgown slipped slightly off one shoulder, exposing the pale swell of her breast, the delicate curve where skin met shadow.

Ravena’s breath hitched. Her hand drifted to her own throat, fingers tracing the line of her collarbone as she imagined it was Snow’s skin beneath her touch.

“Show me more,” she whispered, voice thick with command and need.

Lirien’s voice echoed from the glass, soft and coaxing, like a lover’s breath against her ear. “What do you wish to see, my queen? The truth… or the desire?”

Ravena leaned closer, her reflection overlapping the image of Snow, violet eyes meeting onyx in the glass. The heat in her core spread, a slow burn that made her thighs press together.

“The desire,” she said. “Show me what she could be. What I could make her.”

The mirror obliged.

The image of Snow shifted—not abruptly, but fluidly, like a dream bleeding into reality. The girl’s hand paused mid-brush, then set it down. In the vision, her fingers trailed down her neck, over the exposed shoulder, pushing the nightgown lower until one breast was fully bared. Ravena felt it as if it were her own touch: the soft give of flesh under fingertips, the hardening nipple pebbling in the cool air, the faint shiver that ran through Snow’s body.

The girl in the mirror moaned—low, breathy, a sound that sent a jolt straight to Ravena’s core. Phantom hands appeared at the edges of the frame—shadowy, insubstantial, shaped like Ravena’s own—reaching to caress Snow further. They pinned her wrists gently above her head, parted her thighs with insistent pressure. Ravena watched, transfixed, as the shadows grew bolder: one hand cupping Snow’s breast, pinching the nipple until she arched; another slipping beneath the hem of her gown, fingers delving into slick heat.

Ravena’s own hand mirrored the vision, slipping beneath the folds of her gown, finding the aching wetness between her thighs. She circled her clit in time with the phantom touches, breath coming faster as the mirror fed her the depravity. Snow’s innocent face contorted in the glass—eyes fluttering closed, lips parted on silent cries, body writhing as shadows ravished her: fingers plunging deep, thumb grinding against her clit, building her toward a peak she had never known in waking life.

“Yes,” Ravena hissed, her fingers plunging inside herself, matching the rhythm. “Show me everything. Break her.”

The vision twisted further: Snow on her knees, mouth open and eager around an invisible shaft, throat working as she swallowed; Snow bent over the vanity, gown hiked to her waist, taken from behind by darkness that Ravena felt in her own core; Snow spread wide on her bed, thighs trembling as pleasure built to a shattering release, her cries echoing faintly from the glass, raw and desperate.

Ravena came with a muffled cry—waves crashing through her, knees buckling until she braced one hand against the mirror’s frame. Her release soaked her fingers; she trembled through the aftershocks, staring at the glass where Snow’s image faded back to innocence—the girl setting down her brush, oblivious, and climbing into bed with a soft yawn.

The mirror’s surface went still for a moment, then rippled once more.

Lirien’s face returned, eyes gleaming with satisfaction, lips curved in that knowing smile.

“To see is to crave,” the spirit whispered, voice like silk over a blade. “To crave is to claim.”

Ravena straightened, withdrawing her hand and smoothing her gown with fingers still slick from her pleasure. Her reflection stared back now—flushed cheeks, parted lips, violet eyes dark with lingering hunger and something sharper: resolve.

“How?” she asked, her voice steady despite the tremor in her limbs. “How do I claim what I see? How do I make it real?”

Lirien’s smile widened—slow, dangerous, revealing teeth just a fraction too sharp.

“With blood and will, my queen,” the spirit replied. “The mirror shows the path. But to walk it… that requires a queen’s resolve. A drop of your essence, a whisper of intent, and the glass becomes a door. Not just to watch—but to touch.”

Ravena met the spirit’s gaze without flinching, her mind already turning like gears in a lock.

“Then teach me,” she said, a new fire burning in her chest. “And let the fairest fall.”

The mirror’s surface went still, Lirien’s face fading into the depths.

But in those depths, something stirred—ancient, hungry, waiting to be unleashed.

Down the hall, in her own chambers, Snow White slept soundly, her dreams untroubled for now. But as the candle in Ravena’s room flickered out, a faint shadow crossed Snow’s mind: a touch in the dark, a whisper of pleasure she could not yet name, leaving her to shift restlessly beneath the covers.

The queen descended the stairs, her steps light, her mind ablaze with possibility.

The game had begun.

And in Ebonwood, beauty was no longer a gift.

It was a weapon.


Chapter 2: Visions in the Glass

Ravena did not sleep that night.

The candle had burned to a stub, its blue flame guttering low, casting long, trembling shadows across the crimson silk walls. She stood motionless before the mirror for what felt like hours after the vision faded, fingers still sticky from her release, breath still uneven. The image of Snow White—innocent, untouched, yet so perfectly pliable in the mirror’s twisted lens—had seared itself behind her eyelids. Every time she blinked, she saw it again: the girl’s lips parted on a silent cry, her body arching into phantom hands that Ravena could almost feel on her own skin.

She had tasted power before—poison on her tongue, a crown on her brow, a kingdom kneeling at her feet. But this was different. This was intimate. This was possession without touch, violation without consequence. And it was not enough.

She needed more.

Dawn had barely begun to gray the eastern sky when Ravena returned to the mirror. The chamber smelled faintly of wax and musk and her own arousal; she did not bother to bathe or change. The black velvet gown still clung to her thighs where it had ridden up, damp in places she refused to acknowledge. Vanity demanded perfection, but hunger demanded honesty.

She lit a fresh candle—three this time, arranged in a triangle before the glass. The flames burned steadier now, blue hearts flickering like trapped stars. She did not speak the usual incantation. Instead she placed both palms flat against the cold silver frame and leaned in until her breath fogged the surface.

“Show me again,” she said. Not a command, not yet. A plea wrapped in velvet. “Show me what she hides.”

The mirror rippled once—slow, almost languid—then stilled.

Lirien’s face did not appear. Instead the glass darkened to the color of old blood, then cleared to reveal Snow White once more.

This time the girl was asleep.

She lay in her canopied bed, white nightgown twisted around her hips, one leg bent, the other stretched long beneath the sheet. Moonlight spilled through the narrow window, painting her skin in silver and shadow. Her chest rose and fell in shallow rhythm; her lips were parted, cheeks faintly flushed as though even in sleep her body remembered the phantom touches from the night before.

Ravena’s pulse quickened.

“Closer,” she whispered.

The image obeyed, zooming in until Snow’s face filled the frame—long black lashes resting on porcelain cheeks, raven hair fanned across the pillow like spilled ink, the delicate curve of her throat exposed where the gown’s neckline had slipped. Ravena could almost count the faint freckles across the bridge of her nose, almost taste the warmth of her breath.

“Deeper,” Ravena breathed.

The mirror complied.

Now it showed not just Snow’s sleeping form, but what moved beneath the surface—what the girl herself could not yet name. The vision split: one half remained the innocent sleeper; the other peeled back the dream-layer to reveal the suppressed currents of desire that Ravena’s earlier intrusion had stirred.

In the deeper image, Snow’s hands—her own hands, not shadows—moved beneath the sheet. Fingers traced slow circles over her breasts, pinching nipples until they peaked beneath the thin fabric. Her hips lifted, seeking friction against nothing; her thighs parted, revealing the dark triangle of curls and the glistening pink beneath. She touched herself—tentative at first, then bolder—fingers sliding through slick folds, circling her clit with growing urgency. Her back arched; her mouth opened on a silent moan. The vision layered sound: soft, breathy whimpers that Ravena felt in her own throat.

Ravena’s hand drifted between her legs again, mirroring the motion. She was already wet—achingly so—from the sight alone. She matched Snow’s rhythm: slow circles, then faster, then two fingers plunging inside herself as Snow did the same in the glass.

The girl in the mirror came—quietly, shuddering—hips bucking against her own hand, a soft cry escaping her lips. Ravena followed a heartbeat later, biting her own lip to stifle her moan, release crashing through her in sharp, bright waves.

When the aftershocks faded, the vision did not.

Snow rolled onto her side in sleep, one hand still cupped between her thighs, face slack with sated exhaustion. But her lips curved in the faintest smile—as though some part of her knew she had been watched, had been wanted.

Ravena leaned her forehead against the cool glass.

“More,” she said hoarsely. “Every night. Every dream. Show me everything she denies herself.”

Lirien’s voice answered from the depths of the mirror—soft, amused, almost affectionate.

“As my queen desires. But know this: the more you watch, the more you pull her toward waking hunger. Each vision you demand becomes a thread sewn into her soul. Soon she will feel you even when the glass is dark.”

Ravena’s breath fogged the surface.

“Good,” she whispered. “Let her feel me.”

She straightened, smoothing her gown with hands that no longer trembled.

“Tonight,” she said, “I want to feel her.”

Lirien’s fractured amethyst eyes gleamed.

“Then bring me blood,” the spirit replied. “A single drop. Yours. Hers. It does not matter whose, so long as it is royal. Spill it on the glass at midnight, speak my name three times, and the mirror will open a door—not wide, not yet, but enough to slip inside her dreams. Enough to guide her hand. Enough to make her body answer yours.”

Ravena’s smile was slow, sharp, predatory.

She turned from the mirror and crossed to the small writing desk beside the bed. From a hidden drawer she withdrew a silver dagger—its hilt shaped like a coiled serpent, its blade etched with the same runes as the mirror’s frame. She pressed the tip to the pad of her thumb, watched a single crimson bead well up.

Midnight was still hours away.

But the hunger was already here.

She pressed the bloody thumb to the glass.

The mirror drank it—absorbing the drop without a trace, surface rippling once like a sigh of satisfaction.

Ravena stepped back, eyes never leaving her reflection.

In the glass, Snow White slept on—innocent, untouched, yet already marked by the queen’s desire.

And somewhere in the castle’s shadowed corridors, a faint thread of magic began to weave itself toward the princess’s dreams.

Ravena extinguished the candles one by one.

Darkness claimed the chamber.

But the hunger remained—bright, sharp, unquenchable.

And it wore her face.


Chapter 3: The Puppet’s Strings

Ravena waited until the castle slept.

Midnight had come and gone; the great bell in the north tower tolled once, a low, mournful sound that rolled through stone corridors and died against tapestries. Guards changed shifts in the lower halls, their boots echoing faintly. Fires in the hearths burned low, casting long shadows that danced like conspirators. The queen moved through the darkness with the silence of someone who had long ago learned to be unseen when she chose.

She carried three things: the silver dagger, a small crystal vial stoppered with black wax, and a single black candle whose wick had already been kissed with her own blood. The vial contained the potion she had brewed in secret—nightshade berries crushed with rose petals, a drop of her menstrual blood, and a lock of Snow White’s hair snipped from the girl’s brush two nights earlier. The mixture had simmered under moonlight for three nights, turning thick and dark as ink, smelling faintly of copper and crushed flowers.

Ravena climbed the narrow spiral stair to her private chamber, the same one that held the mirror. She did not light the wall sconces. Only the single black candle, set before the glass, burned with its unnatural blue flame. She placed the vial beside it, uncorked it, and let three drops fall onto the mirror’s surface. They did not slide down; they sank in, absorbed like rain into parched earth. The glass rippled once—slow, almost sensual—then stilled.

She pricked her thumb with the dagger, watched the bead of blood well up, and pressed it to the center of the mirror.

“Lirien,” she whispered three times, voice low and deliberate. “Lirien. Lirien.”

The mirror answered.

Not with Lirien’s face, not with visions. With a sudden, cold rush—like plunging into black water. Ravena’s vision blurred; her body swayed. For one terrifying heartbeat she felt herself falling—then the sensation reversed. She was no longer standing in her chamber.

She was lying down.

Soft sheets beneath her back. A canopy of white gauze overhead. The faint scent of lavender from the linen. The slow rise and fall of her own chest—someone else’s chest—rising and falling in shallow rhythm.

Snow White’s body.

Ravena gasped—aloud, though the sound came from Snow’s throat, soft and startled. She felt it all: the weight of breasts shifting beneath thin cotton, the faint ache of nipples already peaked from the cool night air slipping through the window, the slick warmth gathering between thighs that had never known deliberate touch.

She lifted Snow’s hands—her hands now—and stared at them. Slender fingers, nails bitten short, skin smooth and unscarred. She turned them over, marveling at the delicacy, at the faint blue veins beneath the surface. Then she guided them downward.

The first touch was tentative—almost reverent. Palms sliding over the flat plane of Snow’s stomach, feeling the muscles flutter beneath. Higher, cupping the full breasts through the nightgown. Ravena pinched a nipple between thumb and forefinger—hard enough to draw a soft gasp from Snow’s lips. The sound echoed in Ravena’s mind like music.

She rolled the peak, twisted gently, felt the answering jolt of pleasure-pain that shot straight to Snow’s core. The girl’s body—her body now—responded instantly: thighs pressing together, hips lifting in a small, helpless arch. Ravena smiled with Snow’s mouth.

Lower.

She pushed the nightgown up to Snow’s waist, baring pale thighs and the dark triangle of curls. Ravena parted the folds with two fingers—slow, exploratory—and found her already wet. Slick, swollen, aching. She circled the clit once—lightly—and felt Snow’s entire body jerk, a muffled whimper escaping even in sleep.

Ravena pressed harder. Faster. Two fingers sliding inside, curling against that sensitive inner wall while her thumb worked the clit in tight circles. Snow’s hips bucked—clumsy, instinctive—chasing the pressure. Ravena felt every flutter, every clench, every pulse of building pleasure as though it were her own.

Because it was.

She brought Snow to the edge quickly—ruthlessly—then eased off, letting the girl hover, whimpering in her sleep. Ravena repeated the torment three times—building, denying, building again—until Snow’s body trembled on the brink, thighs shaking, breath coming in short, desperate pants.

Only then did Ravena push her over.

She plunged three fingers deep, thumb grinding hard against the clit, and felt Snow shatter—inner walls clamping down, a gush of wetness soaking the sheets, a broken cry tearing from the girl’s throat. Ravena rode the climax with her—shuddering through Snow’s body, feeling every spasm, every aftershock, until the girl collapsed limp and trembling.

Ravena lingered inside the possession a moment longer—stroking Snow’s slick folds gently now, soothing the overstimulated flesh—then withdrew.

The return was abrupt.

She staggered back into her own body, gasping, knees buckling until she caught herself against the mirror’s frame. Her reflection stared back—cheeks flushed, eyes wild, lips parted. Between her own thighs she was soaked, aching, the echo of Snow’s release still pulsing through her.

She laughed—low, breathless, triumphant.

The mirror rippled once. Lirien’s face appeared briefly, eyes gleaming.

“Well done, my queen,” the spirit purred. “She felt you. Even in sleep, she felt you. Each time you enter her, the thread between you thickens. Soon she will wake with your name on her tongue… whether she knows it or not.”

Ravena straightened, smoothing her gown with hands that still trembled.

“Tomorrow night,” she said, voice steady now, “I want more.”

Lirien inclined her head.

“As you command.”

Ravena turned from the mirror and crossed to the window. Outside, the first gray light of false dawn touched the cliffs. Somewhere below, in the east wing, Snow White slept on—sheets tangled, thighs slick, cheeks flushed with dreams she would not remember.

But her body would.

And Ravena—smiling into the dark—already planned the next violation.

She had tasted the girl’s pleasure once.

She would taste it again.

And again.

Until Snow White’s innocence was nothing but a memory—and her body belonged entirely to the queen who had learned to wear it like a second skin.


Chapter 4: Deeper Entanglements

Ravena did not wait for the next midnight.

The first possession had left her ravenous—body sated for only moments before the hunger returned, sharper, more insistent. She felt Snow White like an itch beneath her own skin: the faint echo of the girl’s climax still pulsing in her fingertips, the memory of that tight, untouched heat clenching around fingers that were not hers. It was not enough to watch. It was not enough to borrow. She needed to own.

She began small.

The next morning, as Snow White walked the east gallery with her ladies-in-waiting, Ravena stood at the far end of the corridor, half-hidden behind a tapestry of woven thorns. She closed her eyes, whispered Lirien’s name three times under her breath, and pricked her thumb again—letting a fresh bead of blood fall onto the small silver hand-mirror she carried in her sleeve.

The possession came faster this time—less disorienting, more seamless. One breath she was Ravena; the next she was inside Snow White.

The girl’s body felt different in daylight: warmer, more alive, muscles shifting beneath skin as she moved. Ravena felt the sway of hips beneath the pale blue gown, the soft brush of fabric against nipples still sensitive from the night before, the faint ache between thighs that had been stretched and filled by her own phantom touch. Snow’s heart beat faster—nervous, perhaps, or already attuned to the queen’s presence without knowing why.

Ravena tested the reins gently.

She made Snow pause mid-step.

The girl faltered, one hand rising to her temple as though dizzy. Her ladies turned, concerned.

“My lady?” one asked.

Snow’s lips parted—Ravena speaking through them now, soft and uncertain.

“I… felt faint for a moment. It’s nothing.”

The words came in Snow’s voice, but with Ravena’s cadence—slightly slower, more deliberate. The ladies exchanged glances but said nothing. Snow resumed walking.

Ravena pushed further.

She guided Snow’s hand to brush against the arm of a passing guard—deliberate, lingering, fingers trailing along the man’s sleeve just long enough to make him flush and look away. Snow’s cheeks heated; Ravena felt the rush of blood beneath the skin, the quickening pulse, the faint throb of arousal that bloomed low in the girl’s belly.

Good.

She made Snow linger by a window, turning her body so the sunlight fell across her breasts, outlining the peaks of her nipples through the thin fabric. A servant boy carrying linens nearly dropped his bundle staring. Ravena smiled with Snow’s mouth—small, secret, knowing—and moved on.

By midday, Ravena had withdrawn—slipping back into her own body with a soft gasp in the privacy of her chamber. She was trembling, wet again, the echo of Snow’s confused arousal still singing through her nerves.

That night she went deeper.

She waited until Snow slept—curled on her side, one arm wrapped around a pillow, nightgown twisted high on her thighs. Ravena performed the ritual again: blood on the mirror, Lirien’s name three times, the black candle burning low.

This time she did not simply borrow the body.

She drove it.

Snow’s hands—her hands—slid beneath the sheet without waking her fully. Ravena made them cup the girl’s breasts, thumbs circling nipples until they hardened into tight peaks. She pinched—hard—drawing a soft whimper from Snow’s throat even in sleep. The girl shifted, thighs pressing together; Ravena parted them again, guiding fingers to the slick folds already wet from dreams she had seeded the night before.

She worked slowly—teasing circles around the clit, dipping inside just enough to make Snow’s hips lift, then withdrawing. The girl’s breathing grew ragged; her lips parted on silent pleas. Ravena pushed deeper—two fingers, then three—curling against that sensitive inner wall while her thumb ground against the swollen pearl.

Snow woke then—not fully, not yet. Her eyes fluttered open, glassy and confused, body still moving under Ravena’s command. She stared at her own hand between her legs, at the way her hips rocked helplessly, at the slick shine coating her fingers.

“What—?” The word cracked, barely audible.

Ravena spoke through her—soft, soothing, cruel.

“Shh, sweet girl. Let it happen.”

Snow’s eyes widened—recognition flickering through the haze—but her body betrayed her. Ravena forced her fingers deeper, faster, thumb relentless on the clit until Snow shattered—back bowing off the bed, a choked sob tearing from her throat, release gushing over her own hand and the sheets.

Ravena lingered through the aftershocks—stroking gently now, soothing the overstimulated flesh—then withdrew.

She returned to her own body gasping, knees weak, the taste of Snow’s climax still on her tongue even though she had not licked her fingers. She laughed—low, breathless, victorious—and licked her own instead, savoring the echo.

The possessions became routine.

By day: subtle intrusions. A lingering touch on a servant’s arm. A deliberate brush of breast against a guard’s shoulder. A moment in the bath where Snow’s hand drifted between her thighs without her conscious will, circling slowly until she gasped and pulled away, cheeks flaming.

By night: deeper violations.

Ravena made Snow use a candle—thick, smooth, warm from the flame—guiding it between her legs, pushing it slowly inside while the girl woke in fragments, aware yet paralyzed, tears leaking from her eyes even as her hips bucked to meet each thrust. Ravena forced orgasm after orgasm—using the candle, then her own fingers, then the smooth handle of a hairbrush—until Snow sobbed with overstimulation, body trembling, mind fraying at the edges.

Each time Snow woke more fully during the acts—eyes wide, lips trembling, whispering “No… please…” even as her body clenched and shuddered around whatever Ravena chose to fill her with.

And each time, Ravena withdrew only after Snow had come apart completely—leaving the girl wet, aching, haunted by pleasure she could neither accept nor escape.

In her own bed, Ravena touched herself to the memory—fingers plunging deep, imagining Snow’s tight heat, her broken cries, her helpless surrender.

She was no longer satisfied with watching.

She was no longer satisfied with borrowing.

She wanted the girl in the flesh—beneath her hands, beneath her mouth, beneath her will.

And she would have her.

Soon.

The mirror watched in silence, Lirien’s fractured eyes gleaming with quiet delight.

The thread between queen and princess thickened.

And Snow White—still innocent in name—began to wake each morning with bruises on her thighs, slickness between her legs, and a hunger she could not name growing like a thorn in her heart.


Chapter 5: Shadows of Desire

Snow White no longer slept soundly.

The nights had become battlegrounds—silent, invisible wars fought between her body and something else. She woke each morning with bruises blooming on her inner thighs like dark petals, faint fingerprints pressed into pale skin, muscles aching in ways that had nothing to do with riding or walking the castle grounds. Her sheets were often damp; her nightgown twisted high around her waist, clinging to sweat-slick skin. And between her legs—always, always—there was slickness, a persistent, shameful heat that lingered long after dawn.

She told no one.

How could she? The words would sound like madness: My own hands betray me in the dark. Something moves me when I sleep. Something makes me feel things I should not feel. The maids would whisper; the guards would stare; her stepmother would smile that slow, knowing smile that made Snow’s stomach twist.

Instead she began to search.

The castle library was vast and mostly forgotten—shelves groaning under volumes no one had opened in decades. Snow slipped in during the quiet hours after midday, when the sun slanted through high windows in dusty shafts and the air smelled of old leather and wax. She wore a plain gray cloak, hood drawn low, moving like a ghost among the stacks.

She started with the obvious: tales of curses, fae bargains, enchanted mirrors. Nothing useful. Then deeper—grimoires bound in black leather, pages brittle with age, ink faded to rust. She found references to possession: spirits slipping beneath skin like water under stone, guiding limbs while the mind watched helpless. She read of blood rites, of mirrors used as doorways, of fae bound to glass who fed on desire rather than flesh.

One volume—small, bound in what felt like human skin—spoke of the Mirror of Ebonwood itself. A fae entity named Lirien, scorned and imprisoned centuries ago for crimes of lust and betrayal. The text was fragmented, half-erased: …the mirror drinks blood and gives visions… to possess is to taste… the fairest becomes the feast…

Snow’s hands shook as she closed the book.

She returned the next night—slipping past the sleeping librarian—and found a hidden alcove behind a false panel. Inside lay a single scroll, sealed with black wax impressed with a thorned rose. She broke the seal.

The parchment was old, edges crumbling. The handwriting was elegant but frantic:

The mirror does not lie. It reveals what the heart denies. To see is to crave; to crave is to claim. The queen has tasted the girl’s pleasure and will not stop until she consumes her whole. Beware the blood rite at midnight. Beware the thread that thickens with each possession. Beware the day the girl wakes and knows the queen’s touch as her own.

No signature. Only a single line beneath, in red ink that looked too much like dried blood:

She is already inside you.

Snow pressed a hand to her mouth to stifle the sob that rose in her throat.

She burned the scroll in the alcove’s small brazier—watched the flames eat the words until only ash remained—then fled back to her chambers.

That night she did not sleep.

She sat before her own small mirror—the ordinary silver one, not the queen’s dark glass—and stared at her reflection. Pale face, wide black eyes, lips red as blood. She looked the same. She felt different.

She lifted her nightgown slowly, baring her thighs. The bruises were still there—faint purple fingerprints, a darker ring around one wrist where she had been held (or had held herself) too tightly. She touched them—lightly—and felt a jolt of heat low in her belly. Shame and something worse: recognition.

Her hand drifted higher—almost against her will—fingers brushing the curls between her legs. She was already wet. Always wet now. She circled her clit once—tentative—and gasped at the sharp spike of pleasure. Her hips lifted; her breath hitched.

She stopped.

But the memory of Ravena’s possession lingered: the way her own fingers had plunged deep, relentless, forcing her to come again and again until she sobbed. The way her body had betrayed her—arching, clenching, begging—even as her mind screamed no.

Snow closed her eyes.

And let her hand move again.

This time she did not stop.

She touched herself the way Ravena had taught her—slow circles, then faster, then two fingers sliding inside, curling against that sensitive spot until her thighs shook. She bit her lip to keep quiet, but the whimpers escaped anyway—soft, broken sounds that echoed in the dark.

When she came it was sudden—violent—back bowing off the bed, a choked cry tearing from her throat as release crashed through her. She trembled through the aftershocks, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes.

Not from pain.

From recognition.

She had done this willingly.

She had wanted it.

And somewhere in the castle—perhaps watching through the dark glass—Ravena smiled.

The next morning Snow sought out the huntsman.

She found him in the stables, sharpening arrows with steady hands. He was tall, scarred, with eyes the color of storm clouds and a quiet strength that had always made her feel safe.

“Take me into the woods,” she said without preamble. “Away from the castle. I need… air.”

He studied her—saw the shadows beneath her eyes, the faint tremor in her hands—and nodded once.

They rode out at dusk.

The forest swallowed them quickly—pine needles muffling the horses’ hooves, branches closing overhead like a cathedral roof. Snow rode ahead, hood drawn low, heart pounding with something between fear and anticipation.

When they reached a clearing ringed by ancient oaks, she dismounted.

The huntsman followed, wary.

“My lady?” he asked. “What troubles you?”

Snow turned to him—eyes wide, lips trembling.

“I think… I think something is inside me.”

She stepped closer—close enough to smell leather and pine on his skin.

“Help me,” she whispered. “Make it stop.”

Before he could answer she reached for him—hands sliding up his chest, rising on tiptoe to kiss him.

He froze.

Then—slowly—his arms came around her.

They sank to the moss together.

Snow guided his hands—showing him where Ravena had taught her to touch—breasts, nipples, the slick heat between her thighs. She moaned into his mouth as his fingers found her clit, circling the way she had learned in the dark.

He entered her gently—careful, reverent—filling her in a way Ravena’s possessions never had. Snow cried out—pleasure and grief tangled together—as he moved inside her, slow and deep.

She came with his name on her lips—tears streaming down her cheeks—body clenching around him until he followed, spilling inside her with a low groan.

They lay tangled on the moss afterward, breathing hard.

For the first time in weeks, Snow felt clean.

But as the huntsman kissed her temple and murmured soft reassurances, a faint voice whispered in the back of her mind—Ravena’s voice, amused and patient:

You think he can wash me away?

Snow closed her eyes.

And felt the thread between her and the queen pull tighter.

The forest watched in silence.

And somewhere in the castle, Ravena smiled into her mirror.

The girl was waking.

And when she woke fully—she would come home.

To the queen who had already claimed her soul.


Chapter 6: The Mirror’s Bargain

Ravena no longer needed to wait for night.

The thread between her and Snow White had thickened into a cord—taut, pulsing, alive. She felt the girl even across stone walls and shadowed corridors: the quickened breath when a servant brushed too close, the faint tremor in her thighs when she sat too long, the way her nipples hardened beneath her gown at the mere memory of phantom hands. Snow was unraveling, thread by thread, and Ravena drank every loose fiber like wine.

But tasting through possession was no longer sufficient.

She wanted the flesh itself—warm, trembling, yielding beneath her tongue and fingers. She wanted to see those onyx eyes widen in recognition as Ravena claimed what she had only borrowed. She wanted Snow to know—to beg—before the end.

She returned to the mirror at dusk, when the castle’s halls were quiet and the last light bled crimson through the high windows.

The black candle burned low; the vial of potion—now nearly empty—was stoppered beside it. Ravena did not bother with fresh blood this time. She had learned the ritual by heart; the mirror answered to her will alone.

She placed both palms flat against the glass.

“Lirien,” she said once—soft, almost intimate. “We must speak plainly.”

The surface rippled. Lirien’s face emerged—not the distant, amused observer of before, but closer, as though pressing against the inside of the glass. The fractured amethyst eyes gleamed with something new: anticipation.

“My queen,” the spirit purred. “You have tasted. You have fed. Yet still you hunger. What more would you take?”

Ravena leaned closer until her breath fogged the silver frame.

“I want her body,” she said. “Not just to wear it. To have it. To mark it. To make her scream my name while she comes apart beneath me.”

Lirien’s lips curved—slow, delighted.

“Then take it. The thread is strong enough now. One final rite, and you may cross fully. No more echoes. No more distance. Flesh to flesh.”

Ravena’s pulse quickened. “The price?”

Lirien tilted her head, silver hair floating like waterweed.

“A blood oath. Yours to me. When I desire your body, you will open to me. When I wish to feel through your skin, you will yield. In exchange, I give you the girl—whole, awake, helpless. I will guide your hand, strengthen your will, make her body answer you in ways no mortal lover could.”

Ravena considered.

She had never shared. Not her throne. Not her power. Certainly not her flesh.

But the hunger was louder than pride.

She drew the silver dagger from her sleeve, pressed the tip to the soft pad of her thumb, and let three drops fall onto the glass.

They sank in—absorbed instantly.

“I swear it,” she said. “My blood, my body, my will—when you call.”

Lirien’s smile widened—sharp, victorious.

“Then let us begin.”

The mirror flared—bright violet light that seared Ravena’s vision. When it faded, the glass showed not Snow’s sleeping form, but a ritual circle: chalked runes on the stone floor of Ravena’s chamber, a small brazier burning with blue flame, a silver bowl filled with the last of the potion.

Ravena moved without hesitation.

She stripped—gown pooling at her feet like spilled ink—until she stood naked before the mirror. She stepped into the circle, lit the brazier with the black candle, and poured the remaining potion into the bowl. It steamed faintly, smelling of crushed roses and iron.

She knelt.

Lirien’s voice filled the room—not from the mirror, but from everywhere: the walls, the air, the inside of Ravena’s skull.

“Drink,” the spirit commanded.

Ravena lifted the bowl and drank deeply. The liquid was bitter, then sweet, then burning—fire racing down her throat, through her veins, pooling low in her belly like molten need. She gasped, swaying, as power flooded her: sharper senses, stronger limbs, a thread of violet light that stretched from her chest toward the east wing—toward Snow.

She felt the girl—clearer now, closer—like a second heartbeat.

Ravena rose, trembling with the force of it.

“Send me to her,” she said.

Lirien laughed—soft, delighted.

“You are already there.”

Ravena closed her eyes.

When she opened them, she was no longer in her chamber.

She stood in Snow White’s bedroom—naked, unseen, a shadow given form. Moonlight spilled through the window, painting the sleeping girl in silver. Snow lay on her back, nightgown twisted around her waist, one leg bent, the other stretched long. Her chest rose and fell in shallow rhythm; her lips were parted, cheeks faintly flushed.

Ravena stepped forward—silent, weightless—and felt the air part around her like water.

She reached out.

Her fingers—real now, solid—brushed Snow’s cheek.

The girl stirred—eyelids fluttering—but did not wake.

Ravena smiled.

She trailed her hand lower—over the delicate throat, across the swell of a breast, pinching the nipple until it hardened and Snow whimpered in her sleep. Lower still—over the flat plane of stomach, beneath the twisted gown, between parted thighs.

She found her wet. Ready.

Ravena slid two fingers inside—slow, deep—curling against that sensitive inner wall. Snow’s hips lifted instinctively; a soft moan escaped her lips.

Ravena leaned down, breath ghosting over Snow’s ear.

“Wake up, sweet girl,” she whispered. “Your queen is here.”

Snow’s eyes fluttered open—wide, confused, then wide with recognition and terror.

She tried to scream.

Ravena’s other hand clamped over her mouth—gentle, but unyielding.

“Shh,” Ravena murmured, fingers still moving inside her, slow and deliberate. “You’ve felt me every night. Now feel me truly.”

Snow’s body betrayed her—hips rocking against Ravena’s hand, thighs trembling, a muffled whimper escaping around the queen’s palm.

Ravena kissed her then—deep, claiming—tongue stroking past Snow’s lips while her fingers curled harder, thumb circling the swollen clit.

Snow came apart—shuddering, sobbing against Ravena’s mouth, release gushing over the queen’s hand.

Ravena drank the cry, swallowed the tears, and kept moving—drawing out the climax until Snow was limp, trembling, eyes glassy with overwhelmed pleasure and dawning horror.

When the spasms eased, Ravena withdrew her fingers—slowly—licking them clean while Snow watched, tears streaming down her cheeks.

“You’re mine now,” Ravena whispered, brushing a damp strand of raven hair from Snow’s face. “Body. Pleasure. Soul.”

She kissed her once more—soft this time, almost tender—then rose.

Snow stared up at her—broken, trembling, yet flushed with afterglow.

Ravena smiled.

“Sleep, little princess,” she said. “Tomorrow, you come to me willingly.”

She faded—slipping back through the thread, back into her own body—leaving Snow alone in the dark, thighs slick, heart pounding, the taste of Ravena still on her lips.

In her chamber, Ravena collapsed onto her bed—laughing softly, fingers still wet, body thrumming with victory.

The mirror watched in silence.

Lirien’s voice echoed once—soft, satisfied.

“She is yours, my queen.”

Ravena closed her eyes.

And dreamed of raven hair tangled in her fists, of onyx eyes wide with surrender, of a body that would soon kneel at her feet and beg for more.

The thread was iron now.

And it pulled both ways.


Chapter 7: Fractured Awakenings

Snow White did not return to the castle immediately.

She lingered in the woods for three days—three nights of fitful sleep beneath pine boughs, three days of walking until her feet bled, three meals of foraged berries and stream water that tasted like ash. The huntsman had tried to follow; she had sent him away with a kiss that tasted of goodbye and a plea to tell no one where she had gone. He had obeyed—eyes dark with worry, hands clenched at his sides—but she had seen the relief in his posture as he turned back toward the castle walls.

She could not face him again. Not yet. Not with Ravena’s touch still branded into her skin, her voice still echoing in the hollow places behind her eyes.

The forest was kinder than the castle had ever been. No mirrors watched her here. No hands moved her in the dark. But the quiet was worse. In silence, she heard everything Ravena had done to her—every gasp, every broken cry, every shameful clench of pleasure she had not asked for but could not stop giving.

She bathed in an icy stream until her teeth chattered, scrubbed her thighs until the bruises bloomed darker, tried to wash away the queen’s fingerprints. It did not work. The marks faded slowly, but the memory of them lingered—hot, insistent, curling low in her belly whenever she closed her eyes.

On the fourth morning she woke with Ravena’s name on her tongue.

Not spoken aloud. Not yet.

But there—sharp and bitter, like a splinter lodged beneath a nail.

She packed what little she had—a cloak, a waterskin, the small dagger the huntsman had pressed into her hand—and turned back toward Ebonwood.

She did not know why.

She told herself it was to confront the queen. To demand answers. To end the possessions once and for all.

But deep down—beneath pride, beneath terror—she knew the truth.

The thread pulled.

And she followed.

She entered the castle at dusk through a servants’ gate, hood drawn low, moving like a ghost past guards who did not look twice at another gray-cloaked figure in the twilight. She climbed the east tower stairs—steps she had walked a thousand times—and paused outside her own chamber door.

It was unlocked.

She pushed it open.

The room smelled of lavender and something darker—roses, blood, the faint metallic tang of magic. A single candle burned on the vanity. Before the ordinary silver mirror stood Ravena.

She wore black silk—thin enough to hint at every curve, every hollow. Her midnight hair fell loose; her violet eyes met Snow’s in the reflection without surprise.

“You came home,” Ravena said softly. Not a question. A statement of fact.

Snow stepped inside. Closed the door. The latch clicked like a lock turning.

“I came to end this,” Snow said. Her voice shook only slightly.

Ravena turned—slow, graceful—and leaned against the vanity.

“Did you?” she asked. “Or did you come because you cannot stop feeling me?”

Snow’s breath hitched.

Ravena smiled—small, knowing—and stepped closer.

Snow did not retreat.

Ravena lifted one hand—slowly, deliberately—and brushed a strand of raven hair from Snow’s cheek. The touch was feather-light, yet Snow felt it everywhere: nipples tightening beneath her gown, thighs pressing together, a rush of heat between them that made her knees weak.

“You fought so beautifully,” Ravena murmured. “Every time you woke, every time you tried to resist… you only made it sweeter.”

Snow’s eyes filled.

“I hate you,” she whispered.

Ravena’s thumb traced the curve of Snow’s lower lip.

“I know,” she said. “And yet here you are.”

She leaned in—close enough that Snow felt the warmth of her breath.

“Tell me to stop,” Ravena whispered. “Say the word, and I will never touch you again.”

Snow’s lips trembled.

She opened her mouth.

No sound came.

Ravena kissed her then—soft at first, almost gentle—then deeper, tongue sliding past Snow’s lips to claim every corner of her mouth. Snow whimpered—half sob, half surrender—and her hands rose to Ravena’s shoulders—not pushing away, but clinging.

Ravena walked her backward until Snow’s thighs hit the edge of the bed. She pushed—gentle but unyielding—until Snow sat, then knelt between her legs.

Snow’s breath came in short, panicked pants.

Ravena lifted the hem of Snow’s gown—slow, reverent—baring pale thighs still marked with fading bruises. She kissed one—soft, open-mouthed—then another, working her way upward until her breath ghosted over slick curls.

Snow’s hands fisted in the sheets.

Ravena looked up—violet eyes dark with hunger—and whispered:

“Say my name.”

Snow’s voice cracked.

“Ravena.”

The queen smiled—slow, victorious—and lowered her mouth.

She licked once—long, slow, tasting the girl’s arousal—and Snow cried out, hips jerking. Ravena held her down—hands firm on pale thighs—and devoured her: tongue circling the clit, plunging inside, sucking until Snow sobbed with overstimulation. She came hard—back bowing, thighs clamping around Ravena’s head, release flooding the queen’s mouth.

Ravena drank every drop.

When the spasms eased, she rose—lips glistening—and kissed Snow again—letting her taste herself on the queen’s tongue.

Snow whimpered into the kiss—broken, needy—and pulled Ravena down onto the bed.

They tangled together—hands roaming, mouths hungry, bodies pressing skin to skin. Ravena stripped Snow’s gown away; Snow tore at Ravena’s silk until both were bare. Ravena pinned Snow beneath her—thighs straddling hips, breasts brushing—and ground down, slick heat sliding against slick heat.

Snow arched—gasping, pleading—and Ravena gave her what she needed: fingers plunging deep, thumb grinding against the clit, mouth on her breast, teeth grazing the nipple until Snow came again—shuddering, crying Ravena’s name like a prayer.

Ravena did not stop.

She rolled them—Snow on top now—and guided the girl’s hand between her own legs.

“Touch me,” she commanded.

Snow obeyed—fingers sliding through Ravena’s wetness, circling the clit, plunging inside. Ravena moaned—low, broken—and rocked against Snow’s hand, chasing her own release while Snow watched, eyes wide, lips parted.

When Ravena came—head thrown back, thighs trembling, release soaking Snow’s fingers—she pulled the girl down and kissed her through the aftershocks.

They lay tangled afterward—sweat-slick, trembling, breathing each other’s air.

Snow pressed her face to Ravena’s throat.

“I still hate you,” she whispered.

Ravena stroked her hair—gentle, possessive.

“I know,” she murmured. “And yet you came back.”

Snow closed her eyes.

And felt the thread between them—iron now, unbreakable.

The mirror in the corner watched in silence.

Lirien’s fractured eyes gleamed once—then faded.

The queen had claimed her prize.

And the princess—fractured, awakened, ruined—had let her.

The castle slept around them.

But in the dark, something new stirred.

A hunger that wore two faces now.

And it was only beginning to feed.


Chapter 8: The Three-Way Ritual

The mirror chamber had become a battlefield of silk and shadow.

Ravena had prepared it meticulously over the preceding days—while Snow White wandered the woods in denial and returned broken, while the castle whispered of the princess’s “melancholy retreat.” The ordinary furniture had been removed. The floor was chalked with a circle of runes in crimson powder that smelled faintly of iron and crushed roses. At the four cardinal points burned black candles whose flames never wavered, blue hearts flickering like trapped stars. In the center stood the great mirror—now freed of its silver frame, propped upright on a low obsidian plinth so that it reflected nothing but the circle itself.

Ravena waited naked inside the runes.

Her body was painted with the same crimson powder—delicate spirals curling around her breasts, down her abdomen, between her thighs—marking her as both priestess and offering. Her midnight hair hung loose; her violet eyes burned with a feverish certainty. She had not slept since Snow returned. Sleep was unnecessary when hunger kept her awake.

The door opened.

Snow White stepped inside.

She wore only a thin white shift—borrowed from a servant’s laundry, too large, slipping off one shoulder. Her raven hair was tangled; her onyx eyes were glassy with exhaustion and something darker. Bruises still bloomed on her thighs from the huntsman, from Ravena, from her own hands in the nights since. She did not speak. She simply walked forward until she stood at the circle’s edge.

Ravena lifted one hand.

“Come inside, sweet girl.”

Snow hesitated—only a heartbeat—then stepped over the chalk line.

The runes flared violet. The candles surged higher. The mirror rippled once, violently, as though something inside it had lunged forward.

Lirien emerged.

Not through the glass this time—but from it.

Her form coalesced in the center of the circle—tall, luminous, thorn-crowned. Skin like moonlit marble, silver hair floating as though underwater, eyes fractured amethyst. She wore nothing but living briars that shifted and bloomed across her body, petals brushing nipples, vines curling between thighs. She smiled—slow, cruel, delighted.

“At last,” she purred. “The three of us. Queen. Princess. And the mirror that bound you both.”

Snow’s breath hitched. She looked between Ravena and Lirien—queen and fae—then down at her own trembling hands.

“What is this?” she whispered.

Ravena stepped closer—close enough that their breasts brushed.

“This,” she said softly, “is the end of pretending.”

She lifted Snow’s chin with two fingers.

“You feel me every time you breathe. Every time you ache. Every time you come. You hate me for it—and yet you came back. You let me touch you. You let me inside you.”

Snow’s eyes filled.

“I didn’t want—”

“You did,” Ravena cut in, voice gentle but unyielding. “Some part of you did. The part that woke wet and wanting. The part that touched yourself thinking of my hands. The part that begged in the dark.”

Lirien circled them slowly—predatory, graceful—vines trailing behind her like living shadows.

“The ritual is simple,” she said. “We share. We take. We feed. The mirror drinks the excess—pleasure, pain, blood, will. The one who gives the most… survives as the fairest. The others become fuel.”

Snow shook her head—small, frantic.

“I won’t—”

Ravena kissed her—hard, claiming—swallowing the protest. Snow whimpered into the kiss, hands rising to Ravena’s shoulders—not pushing away, but clinging.

Lirien stepped behind Snow—pressed against her back—vines sliding around the girl’s waist, pinning her arms gently but firmly.

“Shh,” Lirien whispered against Snow’s ear. “Let us show you what fairness truly means.”

The ritual began.

Ravena dropped to her knees first—pushing Snow’s shift up to her waist, parting pale thighs, and burying her mouth between them. Snow cried out—sharp, startled—as Ravena’s tongue found her clit, circling, sucking, plunging inside. Lirien’s vines tightened—holding Snow upright—while thorn-tips pricked delicate skin, drawing thin beads of blood that the briars drank greedily.

Snow’s knees buckled; Ravena caught her hips, holding her steady while she devoured. The girl came quickly—shuddering, sobbing—release flooding Ravena’s mouth. The mirror flared brighter—drinking the excess energy.

Lirien turned Snow in her arms—kissed her deeply—vines parting the girl’s lips so the fae could taste Ravena’s work on her tongue. Then Lirien guided Snow down—onto her knees—and pressed the princess’s mouth to her own thorn-wreathed sex.

“Serve,” Lirien commanded.

Snow obeyed—hesitant at first, then desperate—tongue tracing folds, circling the fae’s clit, plunging inside while thorns pricked her cheeks, drawing more blood that Lirien absorbed with a sigh of pleasure.

Ravena watched—fingers between her own thighs—then joined them. She knelt behind Snow—spread the girl’s thighs wider—and entered her with two fingers, then three—curling hard against that sensitive inner wall while her thumb ground against the clit.

Snow screamed into Lirien’s flesh—muffled, broken—as Ravena forced another climax from her. The mirror drank again—brighter, hungrier.

The three bodies tangled—hands roaming, mouths claiming, vines binding and releasing. Ravena rode Snow’s face while Lirien took the girl from behind with a vine thick as a wrist—slow, relentless—drawing cry after cry. Snow’s hands—freed now—found Ravena’s breasts, pinching nipples, sliding down to circle the queen’s clit in frantic rhythm.

Orgasms chained together—Snow’s, Ravena’s, Lirien’s—each peak feeding the mirror, each release weakening one while strengthening another.

Blood flowed freely now—thorn-pricks, bites, scratches—smearing across breasts, thighs, throats. The runes glowed crimson; the candles burned higher.

Snow came again—violently—sobbing Ravena’s name into the queen’s mouth.

Lirien laughed—low, triumphant—and thrust deeper, vines pulsing inside Snow until the girl convulsed, release gushing, body shaking uncontrollably.

Ravena seized the moment.

She pushed Lirien back—hard—breaking the fae’s hold on Snow.

The mirror flared—warning, angry.

Ravena straddled Snow—guided the girl’s trembling hand between her legs—then lowered herself onto those fingers, riding them while she kissed Snow deeply.

“You are mine,” she growled against the princess’s lips. “Not hers. Mine.”

Snow’s eyes—glassy, fractured—met Ravena’s.

She nodded—small, broken, surrendered.

Lirien snarled—vines lashing—but the mirror’s light dimmed.

The fae’s power faltered.

Ravena came—hard, screaming—grinding down on Snow’s fingers until release soaked them both.

When the spasms eased, she pulled Snow upright—kissed her tenderly—then turned to Lirien.

“You lose,” Ravena said.

Lirien’s form flickered—thorns withering, light fading.

The mirror cracked—once, sharply.

Lirien screamed—a sound like shattering glass—and was sucked back into the glass, form dissolving into violet mist.

Silence fell.

The runes dimmed.

The candles guttered out.

Snow collapsed against Ravena—trembling, blood-smeared, spent.

Ravena held her close—stroked her raven hair—kissed her temple.

“You are the fairest now,” she whispered. “Because you survived me.”

Snow’s voice was small, raw.

“And you?”

Ravena smiled against her hair.

“I am the queen who made you.”

She kissed Snow once more—slow, possessive—and felt the girl yield completely.

The mirror—cracked, dark—reflected nothing.

But in its depths, a faint violet gleam lingered.

Watching.

Waiting.

The ritual was over.

The claiming had only begun.


Chapter 9: The Fairest’s Crown

The mirror chamber was silent now—save for the soft crackle of dying runes and the faint drip of blood from thorn-pricked skin onto stone.

The circle had burned itself out. Crimson powder lay scattered like ash; the black candles had guttered to stubs, wax pooling in dark pools that reflected nothing. The great mirror stood cracked from edge to edge—its surface webbed with fractures that caught the last violet flickers of Lirien’s fading light. The fae spirit was gone—sucked back into the glass, bound tighter than before, her laughter reduced to a distant, impotent echo.

Ravena knelt in the center of the ruined circle.

Her body was a map of the ritual: scratches from thorns crisscrossing her breasts and thighs, bite marks blooming purple on her throat and shoulders, crimson powder smeared across her skin in spirals that had once been precise and were now chaotic. Blood—hers, Snow’s, Lirien’s—had dried in thin rivulets down her arms, her abdomen, between her legs. She breathed slowly, chest rising and falling, violet eyes half-lidded with exhaustion and triumph.

Snow White lay beside her—curled on her side, raven hair tangled and matted with sweat and nectar, pale skin streaked with the same crimson marks. Her shift was torn away completely; bruises from Ravena’s hands and Lirien’s vines bloomed across her hips, her breasts, the soft insides of her thighs. Her lips were swollen from kisses that had been both tender and brutal; her onyx eyes—when they opened—were glassy, distant, yet clearer than they had been in weeks.

She looked at Ravena.

No hatred now. No fear.

Only quiet recognition.

“You won,” Snow whispered. Her voice was raw—cracked from crying Ravena’s name through climax after climax.

Ravena reached out—slowly—and brushed a damp strand of hair from Snow’s cheek.

“I did,” she said softly. “But only because you let me.”

Snow closed her eyes for a moment—long lashes resting on bruised cheeks—then opened them again.

“I could have fought harder,” she murmured. “I could have run farther.”

Ravena’s fingers traced the line of Snow’s jaw, down her throat, over the bite mark that still wept a thin bead of blood.

“You came back,” Ravena said. “You knelt. You opened for me. You screamed my name while the mirror drank us both.”

Snow’s breath hitched.

“Because I wanted to,” she admitted—voice small, almost surprised by the truth of it. “Because some part of me… liked it.”

Ravena leaned closer—until their foreheads touched.

“Then that part is the fairest now,” she whispered. “Because it survived.”

Snow’s hand rose—trembling—and rested against Ravena’s cheek.

“What happens next?”

Ravena smiled—slow, possessive, almost tender.

“You rule beside me.”

She helped Snow sit up—steadying her when the girl swayed—then stood, pulling Snow with her. They faced the cracked mirror together—two women marked by the same ritual, bodies painted in blood and desire, eyes reflecting each other in fractured silver.

The mirror flickered once—weakly—as though Lirien tried to speak. A faint violet glow pulsed behind the cracks, then died.

Ravena lifted her chin.

“The fairest is not the one who is most beautiful,” she said—to the mirror, to Snow, to the empty chamber. “It is the one who claims. The one who feeds. The one who endures.”

She turned to Snow—cupped the girl’s face in both hands—and kissed her—slow, deep, claiming.

Snow kissed back—hesitant at first, then hungry—tongue stroking Ravena’s, hands rising to tangle in midnight hair.

When they parted, Snow’s lips were swollen anew; her eyes burned with something new—dark, quiet power.

Ravena took her hand.

“Come,” she said.

They stepped out of the circle—bare feet leaving bloody prints on stone—and walked together through the silent halls of Ebonwood.

The castle felt different—lighter, heavier, alive in a way it had not been before. Servants who glimpsed them averted their eyes—not from fear, but from awe. Guards straightened; maids curtsied low. Whispers followed in their wake—soft, reverent.

They reached the throne room at dawn.

The great doors opened without a touch.

The throne—black marble veined with silver—stood empty, waiting.

Ravena led Snow forward—up the dais steps—until they stood before it.

She turned to the girl—her stepdaughter, her lover, her mirror.

“Sit,” Ravena said.

Snow hesitated—only a heartbeat—then sat.

The throne welcomed her—cushions molding to her body, armrests curving slightly as though embracing. She looked small against its grandeur—yet somehow right.

Ravena knelt before her—once, slowly—then rose and took her place at Snow’s side—not on a second throne, but standing as consort, hand resting possessively on the girl’s shoulder.

Snow looked up at her—onyx eyes steady now.

“What do we do now?” she asked.

Ravena smiled—slow, satisfied.

“We rule,” she said. “We feed. We take what we want—when we want. And we never apologize for it.”

Snow’s lips curved—small, secret, dangerous.

She reached up—took Ravena’s hand—and brought it to her lips.

“Then let them see,” she whispered. “Let them all see who is fairest now.”

Ravena leaned down—kissed her once more—deep, claiming, triumphant.

Outside the throne room windows, the first true light of morning touched the cliffs of Ebonwood.

Inside, two queens—one crowned in shadow, one crowned in blood—began their reign.

The mirror in the deepest chamber remained cracked and silent.

But in its depths, a faint violet gleam lingered—watching, waiting.

The fairest had been decided.

And the kingdom would never be the same.


Epilogue: Echoes in the Glass

The throne room of Ebonwood had transformed in the weeks following the ritual.

Black roses bloomed from cracks in the marble floor, their petals unfurling like dark secrets under the perpetual twilight that now hung over the castle. Vines—thicker, more insistent—curled around the throne’s arms and legs, pulsing faintly with a rhythm that matched the queens’ heartbeats. Courtiers whispered that the castle itself had awakened, that shadows moved without light to cast them, that mirrors in lesser chambers sometimes reflected things that were not there.

Queen Snow White—crowned in a circlet of living briars—sat upon the throne with Ravena at her side. The girl who had once fled in innocence now ruled with a quiet ferocity: her onyx eyes sharp as thorns, her red lips curved in smiles that promised pleasure or pain in equal measure. Ravena—still the power behind the crown—had softened her edges, content to guide from the shadows, her violet gaze lingering on Snow with possessive hunger.

The kingdom prospered in twisted ways. Villages paid tribute not in gold, but in secrets—whispers carried to the castle on raven wings, feeding the queens’ endless curiosity. Beauty was no longer a gift; it was a currency, traded in the halls where courtiers vied for favor with displays of flesh and will. The fairest were those who yielded most completely.

But Lirien was not gone.

She lingered in the cracks.

The first sign came on a moonless night.

Snow sat before her vanity—brushing her raven hair with slow strokes—when the ordinary silver mirror rippled once. Faint, almost imperceptible. She paused, brush hovering, and leaned closer.

In the glass, her reflection smiled—lips curving wider than her own.

She blinked.

The image returned to normal.

But that night, in dreams, Snow felt phantom hands—not Ravena’s, but colder, sharper—tracing her skin, whispering temptations of power beyond the throne. She woke wet and aching, fingers already moving between her thighs before she could stop them.

Ravena noticed the change.

Snow grew bolder—demanding more in their bedchamber, binding Ravena with silk ropes that sometimes felt like vines, riding her with a ferocity that left bruises. Her eyes sometimes flashed violet in the candlelight—a fleeting amethyst gleam that Ravena attributed to magic’s afterglow.

But the possessions returned—subtler now.

A courtier would pause mid-sentence, eyes glazing over, body moving with unnatural grace to brush against Snow or Ravena in ways that stirred heat. A maid would linger too long in the bath, hands exploring her own flesh while whispering the queens’ names. Whispers spread: servants waking with marks they could not explain, pleasures they had not sought.

The cracked mirror in the ritual chamber began to mend—slowly, thread by violet thread—runes glowing faintly when no one watched.

Lirien’s voice returned in echoes.

First to Ravena—whispering in her ear during council meetings: The girl is fairest, but you are forgotten. Take her fully. Consume her.

Then to Snow—slipping into her thoughts during lonely walks: The queen holds you back. Bind her tighter. Make her yours alone.

The queens’ hunger deepened—twisted.

Their nights became rituals: bodies entangled in the throne room, blood pricked from thorns mixed with release, cries echoing through halls where courtiers listened and envied. But jealousy crept in—Ravena watching Snow with suspicion, Snow touching Ravena with possession that bordered on pain.

The kingdom felt it.

Roses bloomed blacker in the gardens. Shadows lengthened without sun to cast them. Beauty contests turned to blood sports—fairest chosen by who endured the most, yielded the deepest.

Lirien waited.

Her influence lingered in the glass—in every reflection, every polished surface—fractured but patient. The ritual had bound her tighter, but not forever. Each act of desire fed her—each climax a drop of power, rebuilding the cracks.

One night—moon full and blood-red—Snow stood before the mended mirror.

“Mirror, mirror on the wall,” she whispered.

The glass rippled.

Lirien’s face appeared—smiling, whole.

“Who is the fairest of them all?”

Snow’s lips curved—slow, dangerous.

“I am,” she said.

Lirien laughed—soft, delighted.

“Then claim it fully.”

The mirror flared violet.

And in the throne room below, Ravena felt a cold hand on her shoulder.

Lirien’s lingering influence was not vengeance.

It was evolution.

The fairest would not be one.

It would be all—consumed, remade, eternal.

The queens slept that night—entwined, dreaming of thorns and blood.

And the mirror watched.

Waiting for the final crack to heal.
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