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ALORA

“Don’t move old hag or you’re dead!”  The boy shouted.

“I am not an old hag.  I am a little girl, stupid boy!” I shouted back.

“Hush now tavern wench this is serious.”  The boy said more severe.

The arrow swooshed through the air cutting through my golden curls straight into the serpent in the grass, I had not seen a moment before.

“You are most welcome wench, you can pay me in a kiss and I’ll be on my way.”  The most obnoxious pale blue elf-brat of a boy was speaking but I was trying not to let on how terrified I was of snakes.

“I will not kiss you because I am not a tavern wench.  I am a Princess.  My name is Princess Alora of the kingdom of Camelot-Gardenia.  I am royalty.  I can’t believe a peasant boy saved my life.  I shall have to tell my Father.  He’s very rich and will reward you handsomely.”  I said a little more forthright and then really studied this fantastical elf boy that was actually kind of cute.

“Well I am not a peasant.  I am Prince Dorian of the woodland elves of the Graystar Kingdom and you are trespassing on my Father’s land who hates humans.  Stupid girl have you any idea how dangerous these forests are?  Any magical creature could curse you or worse gobble such a pretty thing like you up.”  As he spoke he placed his bow over his shoulder and enchanted me with his whimsical fanged smile.

He intrigued me.  Here he was roaming the forest by himself and a Prince.  There was no way my Father would ever let me be alone in the woods and yet here he was slaying poisonous snakes.  Too bad he’s so infuriating or else I might think him a dashing handsome Prince rescuing me like that.  My thoughts were not becoming of the lady I was supposed to be as I couldn’t help but stare at the tribal tattoo he had across his chest.

“Prince Dorian I think you are exaggerating the circumstance in which you found me.  I’m positive I could have handled that small snake by myself.  These woods are no more dangerous than my old witch of a governess who used to make me take cod liver oil.”  I said this with a defiant look but cringed as he grabbed the twenty foot long snake and took a bite sucking out the intestines.

“Tis’ good snack, if you would like I would make an exception and share some food for such an odious beast as yourself human girl.”  He said and grinned with his fangs as bright as his purple eyes.

“No thank you dark elf, but I guess you did save my life just now.  In these same woods, I have never seen a unicorn, a sprite, or even a water dragon.  I have played in these forests since I was a very small child and you are the first magical creature I have ever seen.  You are much more muscular than the story books tell and you have a rather long nose and roguish dimpled chin.  Who would have thought an evil elf would be such a courageous hero.”  I said and rolled my eyes at him continuing to suck the meat out of the snake and leave a hollow skin.

“Yes, I know I am quite valiant and very handsome.  But enough about me; let me take you safely back to your cottage.  You really are far from where you would normally haunt.”  He said and I was taken back by his pale blue offered hand.

I could see the nails held mud and a little blood.  Whose blood was another question?  Although he was peculiar with his long ears and long blonde hair.  I trusted his kind purple eyes.  He was just too magical and wonderful to leave in the heat of the morning, even if he was the most dirty and vile boy on the face of this flat earth.

“Well I was thinking, maybe we could hang out a little longer?  You are the very first dark woodland elf I have ever met.  I have my dreadful etiquette studies and then harp lessons to return to.  Please Prince Dorian can you take me with you and show me your part of the woods and your favorite places?  I know I should get back and I will with such a valiant warrior leading the way; but after we have some fun first.  What shall ye say, oh noble Prince Dorian of the grand kingdom of Graystar?”  I said and giggled as I took his warm hand.

I watched the pale blue skin on his cheeks turn a pretty pink shade and then he looked away.  I knew flattery would work.  Oh Prince Dorian I can have you wrapped around my finger just like the other boys of the court.  I thought and tried to hide my mischievous smile as he started to silently lead me through this little path into the woods.

“Well I guess we could go fishing or swimming in my favorite place which holds a lake monster.  But if you stay with me you’ll be safe.  I am not needed back in my kingdom for hours.  Besides none of my other friends are here.  They wanted to pick on some hobgoblins and I cannot stand that kind of cruelty.”  He spoke sincerely and I rather enjoyed my hand in his as he continued to lead me through the woods.

He was right.  I had never seen this part of the forest ever.  I really was further away from my camp then I had thought I was.  He paused for a moment placing his bow and quivers beside a very large oak tree.  While we paused I became breathless as I watched the miracle of some unicorns grazing in the field beside the forest tree line where we stood.  

Then immediately he took my hand again as we walked towards thick bracken.  I graciously held his hand that seemed to glow every now and then.  He started telling me stories about talking rabbits and dancing werewolves.  This was the fantasy world I had read and dreamt about but never seen in real life.  It was peaceful but full of life.  I was in quiet awe as I watched some fairies sprinkle pixie dust over flowers that bloomed.

Even though in my Father’s eyes he was the enemy, I couldn’t help but see him as an equal and a best friend.  But liking him meant hurting my kingdom which I could never do.  So today I was pretending we were two regular humans talking and walking in the woods.  I kind of hate the fact he is really pretty for a boy and he has a sense of humor.  None of the human boys were as clever or as gracious.  It kind of makes me a little jealous knowing he is this free whereas I have to be escorted around everywhere.  Just because I am the King’s only daughter, I guess makes me some kind of wilting flower.  If my Father only knew I was walking with an elf he’d lock me in the tower.  But at least I could say I had today to run around with an evil wild boy that I tamed.  I thought this but then focused in on the joke Dorian was saying about unicorns having bright rainbow colored snot and laughed even though it was more gross that funny.

Dorian while holding my hand had now gotten his flute out of his small satchel and played for me.  He paused every now and then to softly sing in his elvish language such a charming melody I became breathless at his magnificence.  He was now skipping with me as we danced through his path through the woods.  He was so strong as he held my hand in one of his hands, lifting me as I stumbled.  All the while he remained singing and playing his flute in-between lovely strings of words I had no idea the meaning.  It was just too magical a scene and straight out of a perfect fairytale.  

When Dorian turned to me he smiled as his purple eyes glowed and started singing to me while I blushed.  Looks like I am wrong about Prince Dorian.  I feel my heart’s string is completely wrapped around his finger.  He is such a handsome, wonderful but stupid boy.  I feel he really might be my only best friend.  I thought as he smiled sweeter at me but continued to sing as I felt my heart flutter happily.

I watched as he used magic to make the flute play by itself and levitate in front of us with this green mist of magic as we skipped in the woods.  Dorian was then telling me about every tree spirit he knew and the flower magic of the roses in these woods; meanwhile I hung off every word of his silvery voice that enchanted me.
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DORIAN

Here I was speaking and now singing sweetly to a child born of the enemy.  I don’t know what the matter with me was, but I felt my heart skip beats in seeing this lovely pink shade spread across her cheeks.  It was like I wanted to sing all the ancient songs to her just so I could see her pretty blue eyes light up.  She was so strange and fragile.  I have never seen such splendor.  She was in fact my age of thirteen, being born of a Daughter of Eve in the springtime, which made her older than me.  So technically she was an old hag as far as I was concerned and very stupid for a girl.  She knew absolutely nothing of magic or this part of the woods.  But it was nice to have met such an exquisite creature.  I could foresee us being the best of friends.  She was so easy to be around.

Alora held no magic but I was mesmerized by her beauty.  

There was only one human lullaby that I had learnt and sang it for her to see her smile more radiantly.  She now joined me in singing and our voices made the woods even more magical.  I knew she had caught me blush more than once and it was so uncharacteristic of me.  But her eyes were the prettiest blue that made me want to share my whole world with her.  

She was just more adventurous than any of the girl elves of the court.  I knew she was a danger to my very soul as she started telling me about the boring fashions and attitudes of her kingdom.  To speak of such things in my kingdom was a punishment of banishment or death.  But here this stunning creature was so openly putting down how stupid the war was; and certain dull academic subjects she was taught; and the very wicked maids she had.  

Her eyes were such a heavenly blue but every now and then I got just a hint of a tone in her voice and I knew she was just humoring me.  She still thought I was stupid.  But that was okay.  I was used to the games that humans play because all of the magical creatures did as well.  Still it was fun just to see her hold her tanned hand in mine.  It was weird.  I felt special and like I needed to see her smile.  I needed to hear her contagious laughter that reminded me of a sweet song in the summer breeze; even after I had placed my flute back in my satchel.  

I saw something else for one moment even though she was teasing me about my constellation birthmark.  I saw her royal mask fade away and heard her heart beat faster as she touched the raised markings of my ancestral tattoo.  She had been mocking me but from that moment on, I seen the spark in her eye for me.  I really am her hero.  I heard her thoughts and I think she is right.  She is my best friend.  I thought as I held her hand as we skipped.

I continued to lead her through the forest where the magic wild roses overgrew and the scent lingered on your skin for days after walking through.  The roses were supernaturally grown filling the air with harmony and love.  It was not my intention to weave a spell on her but I was positive she had been weaving a spell on me.  

The bushes and bushes of thorns and blooms stretched on; tearing both our royal garments.  Her royal red dress was slightly torn around the hem as was my blue trousers and white plumed shirt.  But the sight was worth it as we came to the edge of the hillside overlooking the enchanted lake.

“Dorian this is more stunning than any of the lakes in my kingdom.”  She said and I could hear her breathless awe.

“This is it.  This is my home away from the dreary castle.  This is where I want to live.  It is far away from the court and all the wars.  This is the only place I can be free.  I have no one judging me and there are no rules I have to follow.  I can just be myself and converse with nature just like the ancient woodland elves used to do.”  I said as I started taking off my boots and trouser pants.

“Dear Princess you might be too fragile for this way into the lake, so you can follow the path down the hill and I will meet you below in the water.  You have to grab the rope, run and swing while letting go.  It might be too hard for you, most precious Princess.  Only the toughest of warrior elves enter the lake this way.”  I said as I discarded my long shirt on the grass leaving just my royal undergarment loin cloth on.

I beat my chest doing a wolf howl and was just about to grab the rope when Alora, now in her undergarment shirt and pantaloons, stole the rope from me.  Then she ran and let go with a scream.

“Alora!”  I yelled and then seen her smiling and laughing down below in the water.

“Come down Dorian the chicken.  It looks like I am much braver than you great warrior elf of the chickens.”  She yelled up to me just as I had let go.

I cannon-balled her with the wave of my splash.  No one could deflate my ego like that and get away with it.  Now she was laughing and I started laughing too, completely forgetting about my revenge as I saw her smile.  We splashed each other and I let her win as she got me good quite a few times.  I almost drowned with laughter as she pummeled me with water.  She’s so cute trying to be tough.  I thought as we swam in the lake filled with glittering light.

Swimming with her felt like magic feeding my soul.  I realized my Father was wrong about the humans. I just could not see Alora growing older and killing me and my kind.  And I definitely did not think she would eat me.

We teased each other and swam farther and farther in the cool waters.  It was turning out to be a perfect day.  I said a little enchantment and a small rainbow appeared over us wherever we swam.

“Oh Dorian, the rainbow is so lovely.  I had always wanted to see one in person.  It is like I could touch the colors.”  Alora said as she reached out beside me to touch the magic.

“You can touch the rainbow.  Tell me what the color purple feels like?”  I asked her and then smiled as she reached.

“I cannot tell you what the color purple feels like, but I can tell you the color red feels like my heart right now in this moment.  It feels special, like an endearment perhaps.”  She said and I had to look away but I knew she caught my blush again.

“Dorian, why don’t you discard your crown?  You could place it beside mine on the hilltop shore, along with my dress and corset.  It is a little silly to still have a jewel encrusted crown on your head when you are not wearing anything except your loin cloth.”  Alora said and giggled making
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