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			The Amulet of Elements

			Once upon a time, in a world where evil ruled and magic was practiced openly. This story is unlike any fairy tale ever told, because it is not a fairy tale at all. It is a true story about a princess and a prophecy…

		


		
			CHAPTER 1

			Princess Ellyria Rose could not understand why she was seemingly held prisoner in her own castle. Her only true friend was her oversized, solid-black wolf, Isis, gifted to her at birth. Isis was her best friend and guardian; she never left her side. Often times, the pair could be seen splashing about in the fountain that stood in the royal courtyard. The stone carved to perfection, the fountain was statuesque in appearance with a rainbow of orchids and lilies surrounding it. Inside the main fountain base were fine details of what appeared to be a giant flower stretching toward the heavens from its circular pedestal. The water was not very deep, so it was perfect for splashing about and cooling off in the summer sun. The fountain was a magical place for Princess Ellyria, it was her soul’s pleasance. 

			Everyday life for her consisted of lessons and the etiquette of becoming a lady, which was quite boring to Princess Ellyria. Reading was her only escape into worlds far beyond her wildest dreams. She longed to experience adventures like the characters in her favorite books. In the many books that she had read, women were always depicted as the fairer sex. They needed shelter, protection, were unable to stand on their own two feet, and always portrayed as damsels in distress. Sometimes she felt that way about herself, for she did not possess the skills of a knight, nor the brains of an alchemist, certainly not the leadership qualities of a king, and she could not train a dragon if her life depended on it. Which was why she envied her four older brothers, it seemed to her that they had it so much easier than she simply because they were men. While her brothers were off being heroes, she was never allowed to go along because her nanny said it was unladylike. She felt it was unfair for her to be left behind, in what felt like a prison without walls with only her needlepoint and studies. More than anything, she wanted to be more like her older brothers, because they had the most noble of duties and made their parents proud. 

			“I wish I had been born a male instead. I would have my choice of noble duties,” she said as she stared at her reflection in the mirror. Princess Ellyria wanted to have her own purpose, and to be able to live her own dreams, alas it seemed she could reach for the stars only in her imagination. Her brothers all had a purpose, and were living out their dreams, so why could she not? They were the heroes of this story, and she was just the damsel in distress. Of course, she would not trade her brothers for anything in the world. She was now closer to them than she had ever been and she loved them as much as they loved her. Yet, she still yearned for adventures of her own and could not shake the feeling that she was missing out on her own life. 

			She brought herself back to the task at hand and gazed upon her reflection once more. It would not be too long now before her mother arrived to see if she was ready.  She began putting the final touches on her hair and makeup when her mother walked in. 

			“I see you are just about finished, my dear,” her mother said.

			“Yes, mother.”

			“All of the guests have finally arrived. They are here just for you, you know.” 

			“Yes, I know.” Princess Ellyria’s response sounded weak, even to her.

			“What is the matter, darling?”  

			“Nothing, I am fine. Just a little nervous is all.” It was hard to shield her emotions from her mother.

			When Princess Ellyria was growing up, all she ever knew was her family. Now she was about to be thrown out there for all to see, or perhaps even scrutinize. What if she could not live up to everyone’s expectations of her? Still, she knew she should put all her fears to rest. She was sixteen now, nearly a grown woman. So what if all those at court did not welcome her into their circles? She was still the Princess. After another glance in the mirror, she rose with faux confidence that she did not quite feel yet. If she did not act the part, she would disappoint her mother, and she could not do that. She had to face her fears one way or another.

			“I am ready now,” Princess Ellyria said. 

			Queen Anna extended her hand to her daughter. This was her daughter’s big moment, she thought with pride in her smile. 

			“Then let us not keep them waiting. Shall we?” 

			Linking arms, they left the room to attend to their waiting guests.

			At the top of the stairway leading down into the royal ballroom, Princess Ellyria paused and looked at all the elaborate decorations. Lanterns were hung from the cathedral ceiling, garlands of flowers had been draped in every archway, and an ice sculpture of a mermaid spouting wine from her mouth into a fountain had been placed in the main foyer. It was an amazing sight to behold, she mused.

			At the bottom of the stairs stood her older brothers all dressed in the royal colors, and they were as handsome as ever. They looked up at their mother (still very beautiful, even at her age) and sister. With her mother as her escort, she slowly descended the great stairway. As they arrived at the foot of the stairs, two of her brothers held out their arms to accompany the ladies to the royal ballroom, while the other two walked protectively behind them. There King Jason, both a father and a husband, sat on his throne awaiting their arrival. 

			Once she had seated herself upon her throne, the wide-eyed princess skimmed through the vast throng of people in attendance just for her. Awestruck, she watched all the people as they laughed, danced, and dined in her honor. It was then that her gaze fell upon him as he entered from across the hall. He was announced as Lord Brom, and she could not look away, it was as if she had fallen into a trance. He was very handsome, fair-haired, and quite tall, with broad shoulders and a proud walk. She began to drift off, and started daydreaming of what it would be like if he kissed her. 

			“Your Majesties,” Lord Brom said, snapping her out of her fantasies as he bowed before the royal family. 

			While she had been distracted with her thoughts, he had walked over and now stood in front of her father. 

			“I am Lord Brom, and I wish to ask permission to have a dance with the Princess.” 

			“That would be up to her, Lord Brom,” the King replied with a smile aimed toward his daughter. He was pleased that such a young man of his stature was interested in her. 

			Princess Ellyria was so nervous that even her stomach turned over in protest. She was intently staring at the marble floor, as if she were trying to analyze its properties, when his shadow crept over her feet. 

			“May I have this dance?” Lord Brom asked, holding his hand out to her. 

			Princess Ellyria slowly looked up. She sat there, silent and hesitant, not knowing what to say, until she finally managed some words. 

			“Yes you may, kind sir,” she answered, placing her hand in his.

			Lord Brom escorted the Princess out to the middle of the ballroom floor. Everyone else cleared a path, as many onlookers began watching the young couple at the center of the dance floor. 

			The King nodded for the minstrels to begin playing a galliard. As the music began, Lord Brom took the lead and began to dance the volte. Princess Ellyria was oblivious to the many watchful eyes upon them, as he spun her about the grand ballroom. She could not believe how graceful he was on the dance floor. He looked at her in such a way that made her feel more like a woman than the girl she was. Lord Brom was both enchanting and handsome, with his striking sky-blue eyes, hair the color of golden wheat, and he towered over her petite frame. 

			Her brothers watched from the corner as the couple danced passed them.

			“There is something I do not quite like about him,” said Prince Dakota.

			“Yes I agree, brother. Something about him just is not right,” said Prince Anthony. 

			The King and Queen also watched their daughter from across the room, both thinking it was the happiest they had seen her in a very long time. 

			After their dance, Lord Brom asked the princess if she would join him in the garden where they could gaze upon the stars together…

			The stars were brightly shining in the sky, and all of the constellations were visible. The warm, early summer temperature was just right for an evening stroll. A cool gentle breeze blew through the trees, the sound setting the mood for a blossoming romance. The couple walked over to the capacious summerhouse to sit in the wooden double swing. They could still hear the music from inside, as the party went on without its guest of honor. 

			Lord Brom was the first to break the awkward silence. 

			“It is quite lovely out tonight, is it not?”

			“Yes, it is,” she replied, avoiding his gaze.

			“Is something wrong?” 

			She took a deep breath and looked at him. His bright blue eyes reflecting the moonlight were mesmerizing.  

			“No, nothing at all. I am just enjoying the view,” she stated simply in a slightly higher pitched tone. 

			Lord Brom placed his arm around her, and to her surprise she snuggled up to him. Growing bolder, he leaned in to kiss her, only to be interrupted by a distant voice.

			“Princess Ellyria Rose!” It was her older brother, Prince Dakota, searching for her.

			“We had better get back inside,” Princess Ellyria suggested, blushing at the thought of being discovered alone and unescorted in the company of Lord Brom. 

			“Before they send out a search party,” she added. 

			The two stood and began to walk back towards the castle and the ballroom when her brother arrived. 

			Prince Dakota approached the couple, causing Princess Ellyria’s cheeks to flush, and Lord Brom still looked distrustful. 

			“There you are! Mother is looking for you,” Prince Dakota told her. 

			“They are about to send out the cake.” Prince Dakota added, taking hold of his sister’s arm, and pulling her to a stop, allowing Lord Brom to walk on ahead of them. 

			“What do you think you are doing, dear sister?” Prince Dakota hissed. 

			She tried to wriggle her arm free from his grasp and walk away, but he held her in a firm grip. 

			“What do you mean, dear brother?” she inquired innocently. 

			“I mean with Lord Brom. You know nothing about him, yet here you are, all alone with him and without proper escort. It is not appropriate behavior for a girl your age,” he chided. 

			“Why do you even care what I do? You hardly ever paid attention to me growing up. I am a grown woman now and it would be nice if you treated me as such!” she declared. She left his side to return to her party where everyone was waiting for the guest of honor to reappear.

			Once she was in the opulent ballroom, everyone gathered together to observe the presentation of the beautiful cake, specially made by the royal bakers. The cake was seven-tiered, with white icing and pink trimmed roses all over, and sixteen candles were lit to commemorate the Princess’s age. While everyone began to sing to the princess, Lord Brom slipped her a note. After reading the note, she could only think of one wish, and then she blew out the candles, as everyone applauded. The princess was given the first slice, and she went to the grand dining table to join her mother and father. 

			“Are you pleased with your party, my dear?” her father asked. 

			“Yes, father. I have enjoyed it so,” she replied in between bites of cake. 

			“A toast!” her mother proposed. 

			“To my beautiful daughter, live life to the beat of your heart, and never lose who you are. To Princess Ellyria Rose!”

			“To Princess Ellyria Rose! Here, here!” the guests chimed in unison. 

			“May I be excused, mother?” Princess Ellyria asked afterward. 

			“Yes you may, my dear.” 

			Before her mother could ask where she was going, Princess Ellyria quickly left the table.

			When she arrived at the smaller fountain in the courtyard off the entryway to the ballroom, Lord Brom was not there as his note had said he would be. She waited for a few moments, before she decided he had meant the larger fountain in the garden instead. She could not believe that she was about to have her second interlude with a young handsome man she had only just met. 

			The Princess hurried along, barely able to contain her excitement. She grabbed up her skirts, and practically ran to the other side of the courtyard...

		


		
			CHAPTER 2

			The light of the full moon reflected off the water in the fountain and illuminated the majestic garden. Seated on the edge of the fountain was Lord Brom, patiently waiting for the Princess to arrive. It was at that moment she caught his eye, and he arose to her presence just as she had wished. He pulled her to him, and kissed her passionately. As if she were in a fairytale, birds and frogs began to sing, and then fireworks exploded in the night sky above them. Lord Brom gently pushed her away; she looked at him in confusion. Her lips slightly bruised by the roughness of his kiss, not exactly how she had expected it to be for the first time. Though she wanted it to continue, and eagerly waited for him to kiss her once more.

			“Let us go away together,” he suggested, a note of haste in his voice. 

			Still blissful from his kiss, she smiled. Without quite knowing what to do next, she simply looked up at him, trying to provoke him into kissing her again. She almost began to pout when he did not. Then she remembered what he had just asked her. 

			“Why? Where do you wish to go? I am not sure I can just leave my family.” It seemed a bit sudden for him to ask such a thing, but she played along. Maybe it was a game?

			“Do you trust me?” he asked, still holding her in his arms. 

			“Yes, but—” She was interrupted as he kissed her again. She grew weak as she succumbed to his fervent kisses.

			“Please, just come with me tonight. Let me give you a tour of the city like you have never seen before,” he urged. 

			She pondered his invitation. She had never been allowed to leave the confines of the castle, and now was her chance to do so. Princess Ellyria did not feel uncomfortable around him but wished she could have a premonition of sorts to warn her if he meant her any harm. In the books she had read, there were always premonitions to warn of danger and help guide you. Without ever having had one before, she was not quite sure how to purposely receive one, so she decided to give it a chance and make one come to her. She tried hard to focus her energies to see if she could force a premonition to come, but after a few moments of trying nothing happened. She took it as a sign that he meant her no harm, not noticing the chain around his neck, nor the amulet carefully hidden beneath his shirt. 

			He looked down at her, and flashed that handsome grin of his. 

			“We will not be gone too long. The party is scheduled to go on all night. No one should notice your absence,” he coaxed. 

			Princess Ellyria was helpless in his presence, and almost fainted from the unfamiliar feelings he aroused in her. 

			“Alright, I suppose it will not harm anyone if we are not going to be gone long.”

			“I can assure you we will not,” he told her, sealing his promise with another kiss.

			The couple snuck out of the garden and away from the castle, careful not to be seen by the tower guards. Caught in the rush of excitement and confusion, the Princess followed Lord Brom to a nearby field where his horse was tethered and waiting. 

			“Did you have this planned?” she asked him suspiciously. 

			“Only after we spent time together under the stars,” he said sweetly. He kissed her again before assisting her up onto his big grey steed. 

			The two rode off into the night, unaware they were being followed…

			The cool night air was brisk on Princess Ellyria’s face as Lord Brom urged his horse onward. The horse galloped down a winding road that seemed too precarious to walk on foot alone. She could not see through the darkness or the dense fog that had set in. The supposed ride to the nearby town was seemingly taking forever, and she could not shake the strange feeling that they were being followed. 

			Suddenly, the horse came to a halt. Lord Brom dismounted, and pulled the Princess down from the heavily breathing horse. 

			“What is the problem? Where are we?” She watched as Lord Brom checked the horse’s foreleg and hoof. Princess Ellyria began to worry about what she had gotten herself into.

			“Yes, just as I suspected, the horse has cracked his hoof and his shoe is loose.” 

			“What does that mean?” She started to tremble, fearful for being in the middle of nowhere in the dark and possibly stranded. She searched his face, trying to see reassurance that everything was going to be all right, but she saw nothing in his eyes that made her feel any better. 

			“It means we are going to have to walk, your Highness.” Lord Brom took the saddle and bridle off the horse, and then gave him a big slap on the hindquarters, sending him off into the darkness. “He will find his way home.” 

			She was at a loss. Should she leave now, Princess Ellyria wondered, and simply walk back home, in the dark, by herself? 

			“So what is the plan now? We have no horse, no light, and are many miles from the castle,” she inquired. “My family will be getting worried if I do not return soon.”

			“Do not worry, I know of a nice old lady just around the bend of the road. She will take us in for a while, and lend us a horse,” he assured her. “Besides I am sure everyone is still busy having a good time at your party.” 

			As they walked the remaining few miles to the little house in the woods, she became uneasy in her surroundings. The howling of coyotes and wolves in the distance, made her walk just a little faster, in order to get to the cottage sooner.  

			Little did Princess Ellyria know, that is exactly where she did not want to be… 

		


		
			CHAPTER 3

			Nestled deep in the woods was a quaint little cottage. Humble in its appearance, and quite worn from time, the structure still held firm, unlike its small clinging shutters. It had a small paddock just off to the side of the house and an old dappled mare was neighing softly into the cool night air. 

			As they approached the door, cold chills crept up on Princess Ellyria’s arms. She felt a strange knot form in the pit of her stomach, perhaps it was a warning of sorts that they should not be there. 

			Lord Brom knocked on the old oak door, and an old, hunched-over lady appeared. 

			“Come in, come in,” she said with a raspy voice.

			The old woman appeared harmless enough. Her white hair was pulled into a tight bun, she had wrinkly skin, and her big grey eyes seemed to look right through you. 

			“Whom have you brought to visit an old lady at this hour, Lord Brom?” she asked as she motioned them into her home.

			“This is Princess Ellyria Rose.” 

			“Oh, a Princess! Well this is an honor, your Highness,” the old crone said as she knelt before Ellyria. 

			“No please, not on my account,” the Princess said, motioning for her to rise. “We just need to borrow your horse, I promise to have her fed and returned in the morning.” She really just wanted to leave.

			“No worries, child. Stay here, the hour is late, and the darkness will make it impossible to see,” advised the old woman. 

			“I really must get back. My family will be very concerned, and will send out a search party looking for me,” she said in a more formal tone. Although it made her ponder, had anyone even noticed she was missing yet?

			“Maybe you should stay here, Princess. It is only for your protection, as it can be perilous out in the darkness with no lantern,” Lord Brom said.

			“If it makes you feel better child, I can send word to your family by one of my carrier pigeons,” the old woman said. She gently patted Princess Ellyria’s hand before hobbling over to get something to write with. She began making marks onto some parchment she pulled from an old cabinet. 

			“Lord Brom, get one of the pigeons and send this message to her family with haste.” 

			He did as instructed, taking the rolled up paper and leaving the two in the cottage alone.

			“Care for a drink, Princess?” the woman asked, offering a cup. 

			“Thank you.” Princess Ellyria took it and looked questioningly into the cup. 

			Seeing the confusion on her face, the old woman explained, “Tis’ but chamomile tea dearie, to calm your nerves.” 

			“I never caught your name,” Princess Ellyria said as she took some sips of her warm tea, taken aback by its flavor. It tasted pleasant enough, but strange and slightly bitter, not like any chamomile her mother had ever prepared for her. 

			“I apologize. I had almost forgotten my manners, and you must forgive me. It is Liza, dearie. I am an old friend of the family.” The old woman had a wild glimmer in her eyes as she added, “I knew your father a long time ago, when I was much younger.” 

			Princess Ellyria blinked her eyes, rubbed her head, and before she could make out any words, dropped her cup. It crashed and broke on the floor, and she went tumbling after it into sleep. 

			As the drug Liza placed in the tea began to wear off, Princess Ellyria awoke to find herself in a cage made with crystal bars. Her vision was still a little blurry, her head ached, and she felt quite scrambled. She observed through the bars what looked to be an old drafty barn, it was dark and only a few lanterns were lit. Although the partial light was still enough to see her surroundings, her gaze fell upon her betrayer. 

			“You! Why have you done this to me?” 

			Lord Brom came out of the shadows from the corner of the barn. He was unable to look her in the eye, and avoided her glare. 

			“I am sorry for my betrayal, Princess.” 

			“That is not an answer!” the Princess replied. “As your Sovereign I demand you answer me at once!” 

			“I was hired by Liza. It is nothing personal, nor does it change how I feel about you.” Lord Brom hung his head in shame. “I never meant to hurt you.”

			“Well if you cared for me at all, then you would have never led me astray and would release me!” She shook the cage door as if it would miraculously open. Choking back tears, she plopped down to the floor of the cage.

			A sinister voice drifted through the darkness. 

			“No use being angry with him, and wasting all of your energy, Princess.” 

			“Who goes there? Show yourself!” the Princess demanded.  

			An older woman emerged, not the old white-haired woman, but a younger looking woman. Her hair was a tawny brown in color. Her face held a slightly smoother complexion. The eyes, though, staring right through Ellyria, were the same grey eyes as the old woman she had met only hours before. 

			Princess Ellyria stood up and spat at the older woman. How could such a harmless old woman have fooled her? By being naïve that’s how, she thought miserably. 

			“Not very princess-like of you, my dear.”

			“I am not, ‘your dear,’” Princess Ellyria scowled at the evil woman. “What do you want from me?” 

			“I want you to use your powers for me,” replied the woman. 

			“What powers?” 

			“Do not play dumb with me, Princess, I am well aware of your special gift you inherited from your mother.” 

			“I will not do it, and I am not your prisoner either! Just wait until my father hears about this, it will be the last thing you do!” she threatened. At least she hoped that her father would come for her soon, and punish this woman for what she had done to her.

			“We will see about that,” Liza turned to Lord Brom. “Keep an eye on her, make sure she stays in her cage,” she turned back to Princess Ellyria. “Oh, and Princess, do not try to use magic. The cage will deflect anything back on to you,” she laughed wickedly and left the barn. 

			The next morning came, and Princess Ellyria awoke to the familiar sounds of roosters crowing and birds chirping. She rubbed her eyes, hoping it had been a dream, yet knowing it was not. Not a dream at all, but a nightmare that had come to life. Alone and helpless, she kept going over how she had found herself in this mess, wishing she was home with her family and Isis. She wiped a tear from her cheek. If anyone had noticed she was missing, they would come looking for her soon. 

			“I am sure Anthony will call out a search party to look for me,” she whispered to herself. She was not enjoying being the damsel in distress at all. Princess Ellyria went to the opposite end of her prison cell and wept quietly to herself. She did not want Lord Brom to hear her since he was sitting obediently next to the cage. Not that she cared really, but she did not want him to think of her as being weak. She just wished that someone, anyone, would come to her rescue. 

			If the Princess had but known, as much as he wanted to, Brom could not let her go. Too many lives were now at stake…

		


		
			CHAPTER 4

			King Jason sat alone in his study worrying about his daughter. Where was she? He had believed that after everything he knew of her destiny, he would have been more careful. The castle had been completely surrounded with his best knights. He should have done more. But he was not prepared for his daughter to have possibly willingly run off with a man she had only met hours before. 

			What would his father have done in this situation? He gazed towards his father’s portrait hung high on the wall. Jason wished his father had survived to watch him grow up and become the man he was today. 

			“You would have been able to advise me on what I should do,” he said to the portrait. King Frank had been the last in a long succession of a pure royal bloodline. His grandfather, King Charles, had broken this legacy by allowing his son, King Frank to marry for love even though he was betrothed to another. 

			The young couple were married for only a short time before she was with child. While giving birth to their son, she developed a fever that took her life.  Mourning her for years after her death, King Frank had never wanted to love another. Eventually the royal advisors suggested that his bereavement had gone on long enough, and that he should take another wife. They thought it would be best that his only son had a mother figure. So, the King took a new wife, a woman named Liza, who was the daughter of a Lord from a neighboring kingdom. 

			Then the King fell ill, and this left young Prince Jason alone in Liza’s care, for many months. Seeing an opportunity, Liza used this time to keep Jason from his father’s side. Liza told King Frank that his son could no longer stand to see him in his present state, because he was disgusted by his appearance. She told young Prince Jason that his father had always resented him. She said King Frank blamed him for Goldie’s death, and that if it were not for him being born, she would still be alive. Neither Prince Jason nor his father wanted to believe the stepmother’s lies, but they took their toll on them, causing self doubt. 

			Just after Prince Jason’s eighth birthday, the King died. Liza became Queen by proxy, until the Prince came of age, and she ruled the kingdom without mercy. All who crossed her met an untimely demise, setting an example for anyone else who might dare to speak out. Liza was awful to the young Prince as well, she punished him severely for even the slightest offense. She would even tell the young boy horrible lies about his father, making him out to be a monster that had been terribly cruel to her. 

			When the eve of his coming of age began to draw near, Jason set out to discover what he could about his stepmother. One day while Liza was out, young Prince Jason went to the tower in search of his father’s papers. Candlestick in hand, the young Prince searched through many old trunks trying to find his father’s. At last he came across a large copper trunk, which looked familiar. As he neared the trunk he saw emblazoned on it the family crest. This had to be it! The lock on the trunk was so worn with age and rust it came off with ease. Inside he found his father’s crown, robe, and some letters bound together. He was not surprised that Liza had thrown all his father’s things into this trunk as though they had meant nothing. To his surprise the letters were addressed to him. Opening the most recent letter carefully, he was shocked by what he read. Everything made more sense to him now. Liza had manipulated King Frank into marrying her all those years ago. Grabbing his father’s letters, he quickly left the tower to find the magistrate. 

			Liza had been at the market and was thus completely unaware of her stepson’s discoveries. The guards were waiting in Liza’s chambers upon her return. She was shocked to find herself being arrested for treason. But Prince Jason had taken pity on his stepmother, and instead of having her condemned to death for her crimes, he had simply banished her. 

			When Prince Jason was finally crowned King, peace swept over the land once again. No longer under Liza’s tyranny, the kingdom had regained all the former riches and splendor it once had long ago. 

			Years later, the young King Jason married for love, to a beautiful gypsy named Anna Marie. She had the gift of premonition, a gift that would only pass on to a daughter. A few months after they had wed she was with child, the first heir to the royal throne. The news spread all over the kingdom and beyond. King Jason’s stepmother also heard the news, and came back to the kingdom begging him to forgive her. Caught up in the joy of becoming a father, he agreed.

			Then the magical day arrived for the entire kingdom, the Queen gave birth to the next heir to the throne, a Prince. Then as the years went by, the royal family was blessed with three more sons. The proud father held celebrations for each one, each grander than the last. And then, finally, a daughter was born. 

			King Jason smiled thinking about his children, he loved them, and knew his father would have too. He wiped tears from his eyes. He missed his father, and it had taken years for him to feel that way after being angry for so long at his father for leaving him. He knew it was not his father’s fault, as he still blamed his stepmother for that. Even though he had forgiven her, in many ways he was still the angry boy that his father had left behind.

			A knock at his door brought him back from his memories. 

			“Come in.”

			“Sire, we have searched the entire castle. No one has seen or heard from the Princess since she was last seen with Lord Brom in the courtyard, and Isis is missing also. What should we do now?”

			“Let me handle this right now. Tell no one until you have further instructions from me. Now I must go and tell the Queen this unfortunate news. It will break her heart for certain. I will send Prince Anthony with my orders.”

			The King’s squire bowed and departed, leaving King Jason to prepare what he would to say to Princess Ellyria’s mother.

		


		
			CHAPTER 5

			Queen Anna Marie was pacing back and forth in the great hall, trying to figure out where her daughter had gone and why she would have left. She turned quickly at the sound of the large double wooden doors opening, it was her husband, the King.

			“Where is she?”  the Queen exclaimed in tears. 

			“There, there.” The King embraced his wife, trying to comfort her, as he took her small hands in his. “I have some news. Isis is not to be found anywhere either, so maybe they are together.” 

			“Isis would definitely look out for her,” his wife said, trying to remain calm. If only she could see where her daughter was, but her gift was lost to her for it had passed on to her daughter.

			The doors opened and Prince Anthony strode into the great hall to join his parents. The young knight’s appearance was haggard, as he had been up all night searching for his sister.

			“What news have you brought to us, my son?” the King asked.

			“Not good I am afraid, father. No one has seen the Princess since she left with Lord Brom for the courtyard,” he said. 

			Queen Anna squeezed her husband’s hand, fighting back her anger and frustration. 

			“Then she might have left with him on a girlish whim.” She did not think her daughter would do such a reckless act, and leave the castle grounds with a virtual stranger, but if Isis was indeed with Princess Ellyria then she felt a little better. 

			King Jason wrapped his arms around her small waist, holding her close to him. 

			“Send your brother, Prince Rowan, out with his dragon, Gaia. Maybe the two of them can get a better view of the lands from the sky,” he suggested to his son. 

			“Yes, father,” Prince Anthony, agreed, leaving the room in search of his brother. 

			“If anyone can find our daughter, Rowan, and Gaia will,” King Jason said, as much for his own sake as his wife’s.

			Out in the barn, Prince Anthony arrived to discover his brother lying with his dragon, both passed out and snoring on a large amount of hay, as he had expected.

			“Get up!” Prince Anthony shouted at his still sleeping brother, Prince Rowan. 

			“What is it, you fool?” Prince Rowan growled back. Being startled awake was one thing however being startled awake along with a dragon is another thing entirely. Beds--not to mention rooms, houses, and even barns-- got burned up that way.

			“Your sister has gone missing and I need you and Gaia to take to the air and find her!” 

			Once a tiny blue lizard that Prince Rowan had hatched from an egg, the dragon had grown and grown to the giant dark blue monster curled up in the barn built specifically to accommodate her size. Prince Rowan gave a whistle to wake up his sleeping dragon. He tried to not startle her, but it was too late, and she let out a breath of fire. Both brothers ducked out of the way. Prince Anthony rushed over with a thick blanket to put out the fire on a nearby haystack.

			“Whoa, Gaia,” Prince Rowan said to her. “We must take to the sky and search for the Princess.” Nodding her head that she understood, Gaia crouched down on her belly to let Prince Rowan climb up on her back. “I will be back as soon as I find her,” he shouted to his brother. 

			“Good luck!” Prince Anthony called back to him. As he watched them rise into the air, he held great expectations that his brother would not fail. 

		


		
			CHAPTER 6

			Princess Ellyria was asleep inside the crystal cage. Lord Brom had also fallen asleep while on duty, supposedly watching the Princess. 

			“Wake up, you fool!” shouted Liza, slapping Lord Brom in the back of his head, “You are supposed to be watching her! You could have let her escape!” 

			“It will not happen again madam,” he said rubbing the back of his aching head. He decided to probe Liza for information. “Liza, when are you going to let her go?”  

			“When she decides she’s going to aid us by giving us her visions. Until then she shall rot in this cage until she dies, for all I care.”

			“As you wish.” He bowed his head in shame; feeling sorry for his actions, he decided he could no longer stomach Liza’s cruelty of her. He removed the protection amulet she gave him and threw it down on his way out of the barn…

			Princess Ellyria pretended to be asleep, but heard every word. If that is what Liza wanted, then she would be sure to give it to her. It also gave her an idea.

			“Wake up, Princess,” the old woman crooned. “Tell me, Princess, how do your visions work?”  

			Princess Ellyria got up and walked towards the old woman. “I must touch someone for my gift to work. I can sometimes receive premonitions in dreams too.”

			“Well then, here is my hand. Tell me what you see, my dear.” Liza extended her hand between the bars. 

			Princess Ellyria touched the older woman’s hand; it was ice cold and without feeling, just like her. She closed her eyes to persuade her captor that she was attempting to receive a vision. After waiting a few moments she opened her eyes, giving her a perplexed look. 

			“I am getting nothing,” Princess Ellyria said in an abrasive tone. 

			“Try harder, dearie,” Liza pressed. “Maybe you are not concentrating hard enough.” 

			The Princess closed her eyes, and then pretended to become weak. Grasping the bars with her hands, she acted as though she could not hold herself up. 

			“It must be this crystal,” she said breathlessly. “You said it could block magic.”

			“You may be right, but I still do not trust you though. Try harder, focus,” she coaxed. 

			The Princess closed her eyes, and dropped to the floor of the crystal cage.

			“Wait, what is this!” Liza exclaimed. “Lord Brom get the key! Quickly, you imbecile!” Lord Brom brought her the key; he was incredibly worried for the girl. The Princess’s breath was very shallow, as she lay motionless on the floor. 

			“Maybe your magic cage drained her while she was trying to use her gift for you,” Lord Brom said with disdain. 

			“Well pick her up, and take her into the cottage,” Liza ordered. 

			Lord Brom knelt down to pick up the Princess. She was so beautiful and vulnerable at this very moment. How he wished he had not brought her into harm’s way. He could have easily seen himself fall in love with her. What might have happened between them, if the circumstances had been different? He proceeded to carry her into the cottage, fearful about what might happen to her next.

			“Take her to the bedroom and lay her on the bed. I shall fetch her some water,” Liza stated as she left for the well.  

			Lord Brom stood over the bed looking at the Princess. She was lying there motionless; only the slow rise and fall of her chest alerted him that she was still alive. He wished he could take responsibility for his own actions and ask her to forgive him. He knelt down beside the bed, succumbing to her beauty, and watched over her. Then after a few moments, unable to resist, he leaned in to kiss her. But before he had the chance to follow through, Liza had returned from the well with a pitcher of water in hand.

			“What do you think your doing? I leave you alone with her for just a few moments and I return to find you trying to molest the poor girl.” Liza pushed him aside. “Go! Leave now, Lord Brom!” she demanded. 

			Lord Brom left the room like a scolded dog, sulking with his tail between his legs.

			Liza poured water from the pitcher into the basin beside the bed, and then began to sponge the Princess’s forehead. 

			“Wake now, young lass, we have work to do. Well, perhaps you should rest instead,” Liza, cooed at the still sleeping girl. Liza decided it was better to let the girl rest now in order to get what she wanted later. Then Liza turned around to collect the blanket folded at the foot of the bed. 

			When she was not looking or paying attention to the girl, Ellyria sat up, grabbed the water pitcher, and then smashed it over the old woman’s head. And then quick as a cat she leapt over the motionless body and hastily headed for the bedroom door. She glanced back just for a moment, to make sure Liza had not gotten up yet, then swung the door open. 

			Lord Brom stood in the narrow doorway blocking her escape route. 

			“Are you just going to stand there or help me escape?” she asked out of breath.

			“Yes, Princess, come this way.” 

			Lord Brom grabbed her hand and led her outside to where he had saddled the old dapple mare. He assisted her onto the horse, and then without hesitation, he led the horse away from the cottage. He reflected on the plan of escaping with the Princess. In actuality it was her plan, he had just aided her in it. 

			When he leaned in to kiss her in the cottage bedroom, she whispered to him of her plan to escape, and then asked if he would help her. Brom agreed and made preparations while Liza was with her in the bedroom. It was the least he could do with all the hurt he had already afflicted on her. He had to make it up to her somehow. From now on, he swore to himself, he would prevent anything from harming her again.

			“We must make haste and get as far from here as possible, before Liza wakes up and discovers you are gone.” 

			He leapt up behind the Princess and kicked the steed into a hard gallop. And they left the cottage and did not look back, riding as hard and as fast as they could to get away. 

			The Princess barely looked back, as they began to put a few miles between them and the cottage. Grateful to finally be free from Liza’s evil grasp, she wanted nothing more than to put this nightmare behind her, and return home to reunite with her family…

			Liza slowly rose to her feet clutching the side of her aching head, and then noticed a considerably large bump, barely remembering what had just happened. She peered around her surroundings and saw broken pieces of the vase in the floor, observing the empty bed where a once sleeping Princess had been. 

			“So tricky she was in her escape. Well, it is not over for her yet,” she said out loud. She would have her revenge if it were the last thing she did. She got up and began to search through the house. There was a missing Lord Brom, and then she took notice of the empty paddock where her old mare used to be. There was no doubt in her mind that he was the one who had helped her escape. She would see to him as well and send word to her men to go ahead and execute his father for his betrayal. No one crossed her without feeling her wrath; she always made sure of that. 

			There was nothing left Liza could do now, she tended to her wound, while organizing a new plan of action to get the Princess back…
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