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A  FAIRY  TALE 

 

 Genevieve was one of four sisters. She was the youngest and smallest. Her sisters had always 

been so protective, and this annoyed Genevieve. Just because she was small did not mean she was 

helpless! 

Now, she was finally old enough to fly on her own, as Fairies are wont to do. The big, blue 

sky was all hers! 

 Genevieve crept out of her nest and walked to the very tip of the branch it rested on. The 

summer breeze blew her hair this way and that. It was early, not quite light out yet, but no longer 

dark. 

Genevieve picked up a droplet of dew and drank it down. With a glance back to her nest, 

her wings began to work. Flittering harder and faster, her tiny feet left the branch and off she went. 

 Oh, how lovely the open sky was! No bigger than a butterfly, she let her wings take a break 

and she just glided for a bit. Genevieve’s heart soared.  

The smell of grass and wet leaves filled her nostrils. It was a smell she loved.  

 Genevieve was so wrapped up in her joyous flight, she didn’t notice the sudden, dark clouds 

that descended upon her. Winds began to whip back and forth, and she couldn’t fight against them. 

Genevieve lost her bearings and was shoved down into the forest canopy. As she crashed, 

Genevieve felt sticks and leaves scratch at her skin and catch on her wings.  

 She landed on a twisty, hard tree branch. Genevieve took a moment to just lay there, 

processing what had happened. She should have taken her family’s warnings about the wind and 

weather more seriously. 

Finally, she sat up, looked around, and took a sniff of the air. Genevieve didn’t know where 

she was; this tree and smell were not familiar. The tree smelled like it was dying. Its color was almost 

black, and it void of all moisture. 

 She heard a scratch behind her. She turned quickly, looking into the darkness. Two glowing 

spots came into view from the base of the tree. The figure behind them was terrifying! Long, sharp, 

and jagged teeth surrounded a fork tongue. 

As Genevieve scrambled backwards, her foot got caught in a hole in the twisty branch. 

The hulking beast came forward towards her, its feet ending in long, clicking nails. If I survive 

this that sound will haunt me forever, Genevieve thought.  
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The creature’s neck was long and snake-like, leading up to slumping shoulders and a 

rounded body. Close now, it reached out for her stuck leg. The fear overwhelmed Genevieve and 

she passed out. 

 

 When she came to, Genevieve was in a bed of leaves, warm by a fire. The creature, which 

she could now see better, was grey and covered in scales. She had seen nothing like it ever before!  

It moved slowly as it turned around. When it saw its guest was awake, what seemed to be a 

smile crossed its turtle shaped face. She could now tell it was a he. 

 “Hhhheeeelllllllloooooo… eeeeeaaaaaaat….” His voice was deep, gravely, and slow. A claw 

pushed forward a bowl of hot liquid with chunks in it. He kept his distance, so as not to scare 

Genevieve.  

As she sat up, she saw her wounds were wrapped and her ankle braced with sticks. The care 

he had taken with her and his kind manner allowed her to relax, if only slightly. Genevieve picked up 

the small bowl made from an acorn top and smelled the contents. The chunks floating in it were bits 

of dried fruit and vegetables. Genevieve gave the creature a quizzical look.  

 “He… he… he…,” the creature laugh-croaked. He took a sip from his own bowl. 

“Sssseeeee? Ssssssaaaaffffeeee.” He downed the rest much faster than he talked, then went for 

seconds. Genevieve took a small sip. The soup was actually quite tasty!  

 “Thank you,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “Do you have a name?”  

The creature’s eyes went wide and glowed a little. “Yyyyyeeeessssss…” He paused, his eyes 

darted for a second. “Llllooooollllloooooxxxxx.” He said his name in a way that sounded like he 

hadn’t told anyone that in a very long time, and it took him a moment to remember it.  

 “Hi Lolox. I’m Genevieve,” she replied. Lolox’s smile widened. She thought he was almost 

child-like, except he knew how to cook and wrap wounds. Genevieve decided she was safe here. But 

she still had to get home as soon as she could. Her family would worry, and she couldn’t survive on 

just fruit-and-veggie soup.  

 

 Genevieve’s wing recovery was long and painful. Lolox helped her without complaint. She 

would hover on the branches outside the entrance to his home while he went to forage, happy when 

he returned. 

Genevieve’s stomach constantly growled. She couldn’t be sustained without meat. No matter 

how much she ate of Lolox’s cooking, she grew more and more hungry. 

 

 One day, Lolox came back from his foraging trip and began the soup. Genevieve stared at 

him, her eyes dark, and she began to drool. Lolox turned and tilted his head in concern and 

confusion at her expression.  
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Genevieve’s body seemed to act independently of her brain. She tried to stop herself, but her 

hand reached for the pile of sharpened sticks that were used to stoke Lolox’s fires. He wasn’t a quick 

mover, and was helpless as Genevieve jammed the makeshift weapon through his neck.  

 Lolox’s eyes widened in fear. He slumped over, bleeding and wheezing. “F-f-f-

rrrriiiiiieeeeennnnndd?” he croaked in surprise.  

Genevieve came to her senses for just a moment. Overwhelmed with the horror she had just 

committed, she knelt next to Lolox, stroked his face and began to cry. 

 “I’m so sorry, Lolox. I’m… so… sorry!” She shoved another stick into his throat to put him 

out of his misery as quickly as possible, the only thing she could do now. 

The smell of blood overwhelmed Genevieve and she sliced open his stomach, biting into a 

raw organ. She sobbed as she ate. 

 After her feast was complete, Genevieve found a large leaf and stick, and packed up some 

meat to take home with her. She flew high above the trees, sniffing out the direction of her nest.  

 

When she finally arrived home, her sisters and parents hugged her hard. She apologized for 

disappearing, and offered the meat she had brought back for them.  

Genevieve never told her family about Lolox and his kindness. He had been a true friend to 

her, took care of her, and fed her. But her base nature had taken over, and Genevieve couldn’t help 

herself. Or, at least, that is how she justified it. 

 Sitting around the supper table with her family, she watched the last of Lolox disappear. He 

had been scaly, scary-looking, and misunderstood. Genevieve was pretty and graceful. But he was 

good. Better than she would ever be.   
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IABDPresents.com 

 

An entertainment network of podcasts, written work, video series, 

and more, based in Columbus, Ohio! 

 

Check out some of our other programs! 

 

                                                                          

 

Last year’s It’s All Been Written short 

story contest winner is A Little Star 

by Samantha Smith. As part of her 

prize, the story was adapted into a 

twenty-five minute audio production! 

 

Check it out, and it’s not too late for 

you to enter this year’s ontest! Details 

are on our website. 

Our flagship live show and podcast is 

It’s All Been Done Radio Hour. It’s a 

modern, geeky, scripted comedy in the 

style of old-timey radio serials. Attend 

our monthly, eighty-minute shows in 

Columbus, Ohio, or catch the 

recordings weekly, months later, on our 

podcast feed. 
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