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​In the distance the wedding bells of the White Swan Chapel were ringing, the sun was slowly disappearing behind the mountains of the Dragons Teeth. Its last rays reflected on the large lake, which gave a beautiful image on the dark gray veined oilstone of Swanlake Castle. A few clouds passed before the moon just above the trees of Apple Forest, the white swans that called this lake home swim slowly to their nests in the reeds. Excpet for one black swan, she didn’t swim to her nest, but she swim to the shallow end of the lake. The animal stretched out her neck and head, with red beak to the moon. She let the animal the moonlight caress over her wings. The water around the animal began to dance and jump until she was no longer visible. The strange behavior of the water disappeared and the swan was gone, instead of the swan stood a young woman. The young woman wore a simple black dress, her blond curls which shimmered in the moonlight hanging loose on her back. She walked cautiously to the shore, tears streaming down her cheeks. As the sound of the bells faded into the night. She dropped her face into her hands, her shoulders shook slightly. She should have known, Rothbard had never really loved her. Not the way she'd loved him, yet she'd helped him with his plans, and if she was honest much to her regret. Something she now paid the price for.

Odile wiped the tears from her eyes, she had made this to her bed and now she had to lie in it. Tears still poured down her cheeks as she made a round of Swan Lake. She had seen Odette do this so many times while she was still under this curse. Odile stopped at the castle, her home before she came under the Swan Curse. Odile walked to the double wooden door, when Rothbard still lived here this door was always open. Only this time there was a gold-colored lock on the door, the lock was engraved with a white swan. The sign of the Second Prince and his new bride. The Second Prince's men must have hung it while she was rusting. She was locked out of the home she had known for almost six years, and she desereved it.

An owl flew over her head as she sat down on a stone bench which was surrounded by moonlight lellies. She was lucky to still have this garden, fireflies glittered like crystals through the garden. They seemed to be playing with each other as they flew to the lake. Some landed on the white lilie peddles which absorbed their light and shone themselves. The sweet scent of the flowers tickled her nose, so much it made her sneeze. Odile blinked a few times before picking one of the flowers and getting up with it. The wind blew her blond locks forward into her face, she tried to brush them away with her free hand. With a slow step she walked back to the shore of the lake.
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"ODILE, THAT PRINCE David is interfering with my plans." Grumbled the man with red bristled hair and red mustache, walking up and down the arrival hall of the castle. Odile had caught a glimpse of the prince, even if only for a moment. She had seen how in love Odette and the prince were and she was a little jealous. She crawled out from behind her easel, not before taking another look at the dark painting of the lake at night. It wasn't quite finished yet, but when Rothbard was so worked up she couldn't continue working. He would see that as an insult and destroy the painting.

"Master, what are you up to?" She asked, knowing it was useless. Rothbard would never tell her what he was up to, because that was part of the plan, or so he said. She sometimes thought that he didn’t had one and improviced as he went. "Maybe I can do something to help you?" She immediately recovered, but why was he looking at her with his reddish brown eyes. A mean smile appeared on his mouth, and she feared the man for the first time in years. "Master?" Her voiced trembeld slightly and she hoped that he hadn’t heard it.

"Oh, Odile. If you knew the irony about this, you wouldn't have offered your help." He said still smilling.

Odile's eyes shot open, it was nothing more then a memorie. She was not inside the castle and Prince David had killed Rothbard. Rothbard couldn't hurt her anymore, at least no more than he had already done. What was she thinking back then, was she really so inlove with the man that she couldn’t see the warning signs. Rothbard never loved her like that, not like she loved him atleast. She shook these thoughts out of her mind, she didn’t want to think about it, but the pain inside her heart was still their. She knew what kind of man Rothbard was, she knew what he could do. Odile threw the lily into the water, she looked at it in silence. Was this her life? The question remained unanswered, as the lily sinks to the bottom of the lake. The cool winter wind blew her hair and played with it softly. Odile turned away from the lake and bit her lip, she couldn't lose herself in pity, because Odette hadn't done that either. Odile left the lake and walked to the edge of Apple Forrest, where there were several blueberry bushes. She eagerly picked a few and put them in her mouth, she was lucky that these blueberries grew all year round, just like with the apples from which the forrest gets its name. Her stomach welcomed the sour fruit, it was a pleasant change from the brood and little fish she ate like a swan. She had never thought about this in the years she lived here, but she had not needed the fruit before and now that she thought about it, she felt sorry for Odette who lived from the forrest for years. Her gaze went in the direction of the capital, Odette lived there now, together with her prince. The wedding bells that turned earlier in the evening had belonged to her.
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"ODILE, THIS IS ODETTE here." Rothbard said while Odile looked at the girl with straight light blond hair and lilac eyes, where tears flowed like a river. The girl wore a light pink dress and a golden heartshaped locket around her neck. Odile wouldn’t describe her as the jealous type, but Odette’s beauty was overwelming.

"Master what do you need her for! You have me right?" Odile asked, Rothbard walked over to Odile and stroked her cheek.

"Yes that is true. I have you, my Black Swan. But not by choice." With those words he withdrew his hand, with the same hand he pointed to Odette. "Unlike you, she will help me with my plans." Odile couldn't take her eyes off Odette, they were about the same age. And Rothbard knew that he hurted her with those words. If he asked she would lie down her live for him, she loved him so much that it hurts.

"Master, you don't need her, as I have said so many times. I am more than happy to help you with your plans." Rothbard's grin faded from his face and he mumbled something before his grin reappeared.

"Odile, I have spoiled you too much. I do need Odette and you young lady, you stick to your paintings." Rothbard grabbed Odette's arm and pulled her out of the castle again. Odile followed them until she herself was in the doorway, heard Rothbard pronounce the Swan Curse for the first time, and watched as the water dance around Odette. Odette disappeared and the white swan had appeared in her place. Odile turned and walked to her easel, the white canvas staring at her for a moment. She quickly grabbed her brushes and started painting a swan. A swan on the lake and in the reflection of the swan stood a woman with straight blond hair.

Odile looked at the castle it had been a while since she had last seen that painting. The sky above her head turned slowly purple, her time as a human was almost over. She picked a few more blueberries and put them in her mouth. The wind blew her blond curls into her face, Odile quickly brushed them away with her hand.

"Odile you have such beautiful hair, I wish my hair was as beautiful as yours."A voice chanted on the wind. Odile turned in alarm, but there was no one behind her. Still, she would swear she heard Odette's voice just now, or was it just a memory. Odile narrowed her eyes, she already knew the answer to that question. It was a memory of the night before Rothbard cursed Odile. Odette had brushed Odile's hair just before Second Prince David came out of the Apple Forest. Odile felt tears sting her eyes again, Odette had offered her friendship that evening. Something Odile thought she didn't deserve because of her jealousy and that was even before she helped Rothbard. Not knowing it would endanger Odette's life, of course. But still she helped him, and now she was paying the price for that mistake.

"I'm sorry Odette, more than you'll ever know!" Odile whispered to the memory, for it was unlikely she could say this to Odette in person.

The first rays of the sun already climbed over the pine trees of Apple Forrest, Odile walked to the lake. She stepped into the cold water with her bare feet and pulled up her skirt slightly. She walked further into the water, the water began to dance around her. Her human form disappeared and the black swan floated on the lake again. Her feet under the water began to kick violently, slowly she slid forward. She swam to her nest in the reeds near the castle, without difficulty she climbed on it and for a moment surprised herself that it was so comfortable. She bent her neck slightly so that she could hide her head between her wings, sleep was not long in coming and she fell into a deep sleep.
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White Swan
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​Odile made her rounds around the lake, as she did every night, since Odette’s wedding night. The temperature was getting warmer, spring season was not far away anymore. Her hands played with the reed and she heard the slight squeak of the ugly ducklings. She had always loved seeing the fuzzy creatures swimming, and she was sorry that the older swans didn’t let her near their offspring, even though she was in swan shape. It seemed as if they knew she wasn't a swan. Odile walked away from the reeds and strolled to one of the many apple trees, which were full of green apples. She had learned from her father what to look out for before picking an apple. She felt the fruits and picked the first one that was loose. a sign that it was ripe. She looked at the fruit with a sigh, she had not thought about her father for a long time. She took a bite of the fruit and silently savored the sweet and sour juice filling her mouth. Her father had been her only parent until she was thirteen years of age, that is when he unfortunately died mysteriously and if Odile suspected Rothbard to be the one who killed him. Like he had done with Odette’s father, she knew he killed the baker because he had told her. She quickly took another bite of the fruit and washed away her grief and anger with apple juice.

Odile had picked another apple and walked to the lily garden with a satisfied smile, as she did every night. Fortunately, the mild night brought good weather and Odile enjoyed the evenings when she could walk around without having to hide under a tree. If she had to organize her life like that, she could show it off just fine. For a moment wondered if she had the life expectancy of a human or that of a swan, she walked around a thick tree. But she jumped back in shock. David and Odette sat on the stone bench surrounded by the blossoming white lilies. They looked at each other all lovey dovey, he even was holding both her hand to his mouth.

Odile pressed herself against the tree, her heart was pounding in her throat. She had hoped she wouldn't see those two again, but now they were sitting there on the bench. A few feet from her, what would they do if they discovered she was still here. She was not planning to find out anytime soon, but would she be able to turn around and walk back to the edge of the forrest.

"Who's going there?" David's voice sounded strange in the normally quiet area, the sharp sound of his sword exiting from its scabbard followed. Cleary she was not able to walk back to the edge of the forrest without being seen by Prince Twinkletoes.

"David, what's wrong?" Odette's lilting voice still touched Odile’s very soul, she had missed it.

"I thought I saw someone." David replied. Odile was holding breath afraid to make an sound. But this was her home and she couldn’t run away from it because those two were here. And when the sun came up she would turn into a swan.

"Sweetheart, put that sword away. Whatever you may have seen, it has either fled. Or is considering the option to emerge." Odile covered her mouth so as not to make too much noise when chuckling. Odette was not only beautiful, she also had a good brain. If Odile had listened to her more often, some things would have turned out very differently and she wouldn’t have been cursed now. Atleast that was Odile told herself. David was clearly not making the same mistake she had made, the sound of his sword disappearing into its scabbard cut through the night again.

“You are probably right.” David said. Odile gasped and walked away from the tree. Just not to the bench, but to the edge of the forrest were she can hide. She didn't want to face Odette and her husband, she didn’t want to let them see the shame on her face.
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"YOU THERE." ODILE FROZE in midstep, David's voice sounded like a whip against her snow-white skin. So David hadn't quite gone to his new bride, but instead walked around the tree. "Who are you and what are you doing here?" Odile lowered her head slightly and turned slowly. "I am Prince David of Albor, second heir to the throne of Albor, and I command you to answer me." Odile sighed and rolled her eyes.

"I know who you are, Prince Twinkletoes.” She used her nickname for him, she has called him this before. That is how he found out that she was Odile instead of Odette. “And unfortunately you know all too well who I am." Odile then looked him straight in the eye, she saw that he was slightly startled. David opened his mouth to say something and then closed it again, as if he had forgotten the words instantly.

"Odile?" Odette came from behind her husband, Odile swallowed for a moment and then looked at her in shame. Odette was wearing a beautiful light pink dress, which looked a lot like the dress she was wearing when she came here for the first time, only more expensive. The golden locket still hung around her neck, and a silver tiara now rested on her pale blond hair. But Odette's lilac eyes were mostly amazed. "What are you doing here? I thought you fled after David broke the  Swan Curse." Odile made her hands into fists and then let them relax. She felt so helpless and yet she straightened her back, to cover up that fact a bit.

"Prince Twinkletoes here has broken your curse Odette, not mine and where should I run to. My parents are dead and the castle is the only house I have known since he brought me here." Odile looked at Odette who was now looking at the castle, she didn’t had to explain who he was, not to Odette atleast. "Don't get me wrong, White Swan.” Another of the nicknames she used so often. “But you are free, I am stuck here."

"Something you deserve in my opinion." David folded his arms, Odile almost felt the heat of his anger and she knew he had every right to be angry at her. The Nameless God knew that she was angry at herself. "It is because of your actions, Odette almost died of a broken heart." He continued,  Odile looked down and sighed, as if she didn't know.

"David." This was the first time that Odile heard talk like that. "Nobody, really nobody deserves this curse." David turned to her, dropping his arms to his sides.

"Odette how can you say that after what Rothbard and she did to you?" David said insupirse  and Odile shared his surprise. Odette then folded her arms and sighed.

"Odile was a prisoner of Rothbard like I was and he knew how to play us. Me with my heart of gold and Odile with her love for him." Odette said like it was nothing. Tears sprang to Odile's eyes, did she hear this correctly? Was Odette really defending her? "He knew she would do anything to win his love and he made good use of it. And you can not blaming her for her blindness." Odette then looked at her and Odile felt her legs wobble. Tears also formed in Odette's eyes, and Odile fell to the ground. She couldn’t believe it, Odette was really defending her against David. Odile shook slowly her head, she couldn’t and wouldn’t believe her own ears. Odette walked over to her and knelt next to her, Odette embraced her with both arms. Odile then broke down in tears and buried her face in Odette's shoulder.

“Odette...” There was no more words that passed her lips, her voice was gone.

"Odile I promise I'll do what I can to help you?" Odette pushed Odile slightly away from her and looked her straight in the eye.

"Are you sure, Odette." David asked, also on his knees next to the two women. Odette nodded, and looked at David.

"Yes, yes I'm sure. She would do the same for me if she wasn't blinded." Odile's fist clenched slightly, and she actually hoped Odette was right about that. David put a hand on Odile's shoulder, their eyes met each other. He probably thought the same as she did. ‘Odette had a heart of pure gold.’

"Odile, on my honor as the Second Prince of Albor. I will do what I can to free you from your curse." He took her cramped hand, which slackened and he squeezed gently. Odile looked straight into his pale blue eyes. It was short-lived, as he raised his blue eyes to the sky, the night was already slowly fading
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