Chapter 21: The Plan III

         I got up from my slumber when the maid tried to wake me up after a few shakes and calls. I was able to open my eyes and I bolted up with a big smile knowing I wouldn’t have to stay at the castle for long. “Good morning!” I got off my bed and ran to the sliding door to open the door. I slid the door open the cool breeze raced through my hair. “What a beautiful day!”
        “Your highness...,” the maid called looking at me confused. “Are you all right?”
        “Of course! Why wouldn’t I be?” I asked smiling.
        “Well you know about last night-”
        “The past is the past. It’s time to move on...,” I said smiling not telling the maid why I was really happy. “You gotta loosen up a little. Say do you know where they keep all the coats and stuff?”
        “yes but...what exactly do you want from there your highness?,” the maid asked.
        “Just something.”
        “It’s just down the hallway past the staircase and the bathroom. There should be a door there.”
        “Thanks,“I said running out the door.
        The maid stared at the door for a while confused before walking out the door with the tray she came in with.

*************************************************************

        ‘ Great. It’s clear!,’ Zidane thought as he stood up from behind the bushes and ran over to the castle to see Missy’s balcony sliding door open. He noticed the trellises leading up to her balcony and grinned that I- got-an-idea grin. He then started to climb up the trellises continuously looking down to make sure their wasn’t any guards watching him.
        As soon as he reached the top of the trellises he jumped onto the balcony and peaked in through the opened sliding door. He walked into the room hoping to find Missy sleeping in her bed but when he didn’t he sat down on the bed.
        “Where is she?,” Zidane asked himself while thinking but he was distracted when there was a knock at the door.
        “Missy?,” a call was heard from the door. The door soon opened up as soon as Zidane got under the covers of the bed, covering his body and face. “Missy your still sleeping.” Rellion said walking in.
        Zidane kept quiet as Rellion approached the bed.
        “Aren’t you hungry, my dear?,” Rellion asked sitting down on the bed next to Zidane.
        “No...,” Zidane answered softly but in a high-pitch voice. He began to sweat as Rellion placed his hand on his arm that was under the cover.
        “All right. But I want to see you down at the throne room around sunset,” Rellion got off the bed and made his way back to the door. “...or else.” Rellion left the room closing the door behind him.
        “Damn! That was close,” Zidane said to himself throwing the covers off. He then walked over to the door placing his hand on the knob and opening the door a little to find a guard, guarding the door. Zidane smiled that evil grin and walked out the door and right pass the guard like he didn’t even notice the guard standing there.
        “Hey, what are y-you doing in here?,” the guard asked walking up to him.
        “There you are,” Zidane placed a hand on the guard, “What are you doing here? Your suppose to be in Missy’s room making sure the balcony is heavily guarded.”
        “I-I am?,” the guard asked confused.
        “No duh-I mean yeah. Are you abandoning your position. Maybe I should tell his highness-,”
        “NO! I mean-right away sir,” the guard quickly ran into the room quickly followed by Zidane. Zidane then shut the door behind him.

*************************************************************

        I held up a white mage robe against my body. “Perfect,” I said but shoving the robe behind my back as soon as the maid walked into the coat room. I smiled, “Yes?”
        “Your highness Prince Rellion is waiting for you down stairs,” the maid explained.
        “I’ll be down there in a minute,” I told her still hiding the white mage robe behind my back.
        The maid turned to leave. ‘ Great! I could use this to disguise my self when I’m walking around the town to look for Zidane. Now Zidane wouldn’t have to worry about finding a way to break into the castle. Now I can just escape,’ I thought.

*************************************************************

        Zidane walked out of Missy’s room in the guards uniform. “That was easy. But damn this thing stinks!,” Zidane said with a disgusted look. Zidane then ran down the hallway.

*************************************************************

        I ran back to my room not wanting any body to see me with the robe. I quickly opened up the door leading into my room and slammed it shut with my back still against the door. “Where should I put it? Closet...no the maid goes in there.”
        I walked by the bed and sat down dropping the robe on the ground while continuing to think on where to hide it. But I got interrupted when I heard a voice call from the door. “Missy? Are you still sleeping?”
        “Um...,” I shot up onto my feet standing up straight now looking around anxious. The door opened and I kicked the robe under my bed. I gave out a crooked smile nervous when I saw Rellion walk in.
        “Oh your up? Hurry you must go to the living room and try on your wedding dress,” Rellion ordered standing by the door.
        “Wedding dress? Oh...right,” I walked pass Rellion and down the hallway and staircase. Rellion didn’t follow me down. As soon as I walked down the staircase I saw a bunch of ladies standing in the living room with measuring tools. They started to giggle and smile when they saw me. I walked into the living room confused.
        “So your the lucky girl?,” one of the ladies asked. “What a pretty young girl you are.”
        “Thank you but I’m not lucky,” I said as I stepped up onto a stool as she started to measure my waist and height.
        “Don’t be so modest. Your one of the prettiest girls I saw,” she complemented. “Rellion made a right decision”
        I sighed.

*************************************************************

        “Where is she?,” Zidane asked himself but got interrupted.
        “Timmy!,” a guard called. Zidane turned around to face the guard. “ There you are. Why aren’t you down in the living room watching the highness?”
        “Oh...um...sorry I got lost,” Zidane lied.
        “What? You know sometimes I wonder if the captain made a mistake on making you a guard. Walk down that stair case or do you need help walking down the stairs too,” the guard teased.
        “Oh...no that’s okay,” Zidane ran for the stairs and walked down the stair case to see Missy standing on a stool as a group of women continued to measure her.
        He walked down the stair case casually joining a guard at the bottom of the stair case. “Timmy you idiot where were you?”
        Zidane continued to stare out to Missy. “Timmy?,” the guard called now waving his hand in front his face.
        “Oh yeah?,” Zidane asked totally forgetting his name was Timmy.
        “Never mind,” the guard said.
        “Your going to look beautiful in your wedding gown my highness,” one of the ladies said.
        “Rellion must be the man you were searching for all your life since your marrying him,” another lady said.
        I frowned. “Can I ask you a question?”
        “Sure,” a lady answered.
        “Of course,” another lady answered.
        “Um...would you marry a man you don’t love?,” I asked.
        Everyone stopped what they were doing and stared up at me in shock. “ Y-You don’t really love Rellion?,” one of the ladies asked.
        “That would be enough for today ladies,” Rellion said suddenly walking down the stairs knowing what we were talking about. “I would like to speak to my bride alone.”
        The ladies quickly gathered their stuff and walked pass Rellion up the stairs trying to walk as far away from him as possible. When they were all gone Rellion finished walking down the stairs and made his way towards me pass the guards.
        “Hope your ready for the wedding tomorrow,” he said with a grin.
        “Tomorrow?,” I asked shocked. “I thought the wedding was in three days.”
        “You thought the wedding was in three days but I didn’t say that did I,” he asked. “I couldn’t wait that long to become king.”
        “So your just marrying me to become king right?,” I asked glaring at him.
        “What a smart girl you are,” he teased.
        “But wouldn’t you rather marry somebody you love?,” I asked.
        “I don’t have time for love as long as she’s beautiful I’m happy, and that’s why I’m marrying you,” he said circling me.
        “You make me sick,” I growled. “You only care about your self. What if I loved someone else?”
        “I couldn’t care less. It still won’t change the fact that were getting married,” he reminded.
        Zidane stared over at Missy as her face turned red. She then walked pass Rellion and walked in between him and the other guard. She continued to walk up the stairs but then she turned around to stare at Rellion who stood in the living room. “Jerk.”
        “Don’t stay up late my dear,” he smiled.
        “Hmp,” I turned my back on him and continued up the stairs until I was out of sight.
        He then grabbed the wooden chair next to him and threw it at the wall with all his might making a big hole in the wall and the chair to break. “ That’s it! I want her to get beheaded as soon as I’m king.”
        “WHAT?!,” Zidane yelled curling his hand into a fist. The guard and Rellion looked at him token back. But Zidane clammed his hand over his mouth forgetting he was a guard. ‘ If Rellion finds out who I am he’ll throw me into a cell for sure and I won’t be able to get Missy out,’ Zidane thought.
        “What was that?!,” Rellion asked now walking over to Zidane who hid in a guards suit.
        “Um...what...what do you want me to do?,” Zidane asked sweating as Rellion tried to examine his face but couldn’t since he had his helmet on.
        “Timmy isn’t it?,” Rellion asked.
        “Yes sir,” Zidane answered.
        “Hmp. I like your workmanship. We need more guards like you around here,” Rellion smirked. “Why don’t you help guard the castle gates.”
        “Yes sir,” Zidane said giving him a salute and walking out of the big brown wooden doors leading to the outside grounds. Zidane slowly shut the doors behind him and walked casually pass a guard before running into the forest and throwing off his suit. “Man that thing stinks.”
        Zidane quickly started to run back to the airship.

*************************************************************

        I was up in my room for a couple of hours now, just thinking. Thinking about...everything. The marriage, the demon, the blue light that shot out of my hands and eyes, Baku’s gang, Queen Garnet, the attack in Lindblum and...Zidane. He said he was going to come for me at sunset and it’s sunset already. Maybe he needs more time. But I just wish he would hurry up.
        Maybe I should go and look for him...

