An hour later found Aurora rushing around her apartment in a frenzy, looking for her keys which she always lost, dreading her inevitable late arrival at work. *Where the hell are they!* She cried angrily to herself, throwing piles of unfinished sketches off her kitchen counter to the floor. A search through them upon the floor yielded nothing. *aaarrrrrrggggg* She jumped up, and let out a terrified scream as she came face to face with a furry creature. 

        "JESUS, FLOPSY!" She exclaimed at her ball of fur cat, which was currently staring back at her with disinterested green eyes, "You scared the hell out of me! I really have to get you a bell." She sighed, and then froze when she saw what her cat was batting across the counter. "Those are my keys!!!!" She yelled, and snatched them up. The cat hissed at her, disgruntled, and ran away. *Its my own fault* she thought never should have attached these things to a rabbit foot. Keys finally in hand, she ran through the door, out of her building, and ran like a demon to her work. 

        "Peters is gonna have my ass for being late on the one day our biggest clients are here. Damn, damn, damn!" She whispered under her breath as she ran down one of the hundreds of crowded Los Angeles streets. Her destination was Vengeance Pictures, where she edited B-movies that even she refused to watch. And her boss was the most nit picky nag slave driver she had ever known. 

        A balding man, obviously yet another tourist with his Hollywood T-shirt and camera, came walking out of a shop to her right, but she smacked right into him. He let out an outraged cry as he fell to the ground, and though she faltered, she kept running. She looked back and called out her apologies, trying to ignore his obscene replies and gestures, and did not see the small alleyway to her right, or the red Mercedes Benz speeding out of it. A scream rang out from behind her, and Aurora felt a moment of horrified confusion as the car came zipping out of the alley, coming strait for her. Her body stopped in shock, and she felt as if she had no control over it for a moment, as if something had made her body freeze in the middle of that small alley exit, watching the car speeding towards her. Brakes screeched, she managed a strangled scream, and then there was only a deep blackness.


Green fuzzy shapes. They were waving at her, calling. Green fuzzy shapes, but they were becoming clearer now, and she could see they were leaves, swaying in the sky above her. *Leaves? Since when does LA have leaves?* she wondered.  Smells came to her then, but they were unlike the smells of the forests she use to know in Virginia. No, these were soft and sweet, crisp and cool, yet warm at the same time. There was no smell of rotting leaves and pollution here.  She groaned and hesitantly reached a hand up towards her head, wincing as she brushed a large bruise on her forehead with her fingers. More investigations found a cracked lower lip, which throbbed fiercely and tender bruise on her left cheek. The mentally checked the rest of her body and found only a sore right wrist and various bruises along her body. *Only a few bruises? I was hit by a sports car, shouldn’t I have bones protruding somewhere? And why am I in a bloody forest? I was on the street just one moment ago -* Her thoughts were interrupted by the most horrible sound she had ever heard. It sounded like a bird and lion screaming in agony together, with a group of vultures and crows. She shot up to a sitting position and tried to calm her racing heart. The sound came again, but this time it was closer. She knew that in no way did she want the meet the creature associated with that sound. 


She searched the ground and surrounding area frantically for somewhere to hide, but found nothing. Desperate now, she looked for any kind of weapon, and found only a sharp stick. *Oh God, please give me some help here. I don’t want to die like this. Please!* She cried in her head, and pressed her back against a wide tree, trying not to scream. 


A hand reached around the tree and grabbed her arm, and another from the other side clapped over her mouth, muting a cry. 


“Do not make a sound if you want to live.” A harsh voice whispered, and suddenly the awful cry was near, and the creature it belongs too galloped by on the largest and angriest black stallion she had ever seen. She felt her heart stop with the horror of it, the long flowing black robes, the black vacant hole where its face should be…it was Death personified. Tears of fear slid from her cheeks and slid over the hand on her mouth. It jerked away as if burned, and as the horrid creature had passed the person whom had silenced her stepped out from behind her. 


After seeing that nightmare ride by, she thought that she could suffer no more surprise, but apparently she was not immune. He was beautiful, almost impossibly so, with sharp cheekbones and deep brown eyes and blond hair…and the pointy ears…they struck some recognition in her, but she couldn’t seem to place it. 


“What is this place!?” She exclaimed breathlessly, and the man looked her over with apparent distaste. She was confused by it, and turned to see the other creature that had grabbed her arm. This one was apparently female. She looked at Aurora with the same distaste.


“Please, where am I?” She asked, her voice shaking, pleading with her eyes.  The female one spoke.


“You are in the borders of Mirkwood, home of the Elves.” Aurora blinked at her, unsure if she had heard her correctly.


“Elves? Am I dreaming?” She shook her head, which was now throbbing. 


“Nay, it is no dream. I have no knowledge of what you are, but I can assure you we are quite real. Come with us now, we must introduce you to our King, and he shall decide whether or not you may have solace in Mirkwood.” She turned at those words, and began to walk away. Aurora followed, because she could discern no more answers from the trees. 


It was about a five-mile walk, and it drew to darkness by the time they arrived at the edge of the Elfin City. The entire way she was plagued by a shadowed face that was always out of her conscience mind’s reach.

