It was the first time Princess Kafui would ever see a man in real life. Her mother had told her about what they were like. She hoped she was wrong. She wanted to believe that they were more than her mother had told her they were. There had to be some good in them, no?
She was draped in a beautiful purple gown that accentuated her purple eyes. Her brown skin and hair shone, after she slathered herself with the finest shea butter in the women’s nation. She didn’t want the men to think she’d made herself up for them, but she wanted to look her best too.
“It’s time,” Queen Emefa called in her regal, cold tone. She stepped into her daughter’s room, staring at her with unfeeling eyes. “Beautiful.”
Kafui took in a deep breath and closed her eyes. In her hand, under her beautiful dress, she clutched the knife her mother gave her. 
The knife she was supposed to use to kill her beloved.
* * *
Only a fool would believe the queen of women wanted peace. A reunification, finally. The queen wanted Kafui to kill the man she was supposed to love, and then take his place as ruler of men. After that, they’d combine their two kingdoms and women would become the supreme rulers of the world.
She didn’t care about silly things such as love. But as much as Kafui wanted to tell herself that she was the same, she knew she wasn’t. She wanted to meet this man, get to know him, fall in love with him, maybe have children—
“Are you ready?” the queen asked her daughter.
Kafui nodded.
The king was in the camp they were riding towards. As overeager as men are, they reached the meeting point before the women did. Now, they waited.
They were nearly there, but Kafui made the carriage stop. She needed to breath, she couldn’t stay with her mother a second longer. They stopped by a stream, where she claimed she needed to get a drink.
The lands uninhabited by either kingdom were lush with trees and clear streams. One of such streams is where Kafui knelt to drink the clear water. After having her fill, she sat beneath a tree and began to think of what a mess her life was. If only she could stand up to her mother, if only she could—
“Hello.”
The voice startled Kafui so much that she fell forward into the stream. She spluttered ungracefully, trying to grab the grass and pull herself over, to no avail. She was squirming, when suddenly, a grip stronger than any she’d felt before grabbed her forearm and pulled her out.
She lay on the grass, coughing up the water that had rushed down her throat. When she felt as if she could breathe again, she made to stand and felt that strong hand help her up again. Her eyes travelled up a chest broader than any she’d ever seen, to a chin covered in well-groomed hair and a chiseled, brown-eyed face.
She screamed.
“Shh!” he whispered, an amused smile on his face. He’d placed a hand over her mouth and stepped closer. 
The lack of distance between them made both their mouths go dry. Kafui let herself take in the… the man. She couldn’t believe it. He was breathtaking. Gorgeous. He was the best thing she’d ever seen. Her heart raced in her chest. Sensations she’d never felt before suddenly erupted all through her.
“Y-you’re beautiful,” the man said. “Your eyes…” his fingers caressed her face softly, like she was a fragile vase. She loved it.
Princess Kafui swallowed, tightening her hand around her knife. “It’s a condition. There’s little melanin in my iris. I mean, it’s not a real thing, it’s a disability. I’m not—”
“I love them. They’re beautiful,” he told her.
She looked into his eyes. Kafui couldn’t explain what came over her next. She didn’t know why but she stepped impossibly closer to him, and wrapped her arms around him.
It felt so right.
Her head lay on his chest as he reciprocated the gesture, tightening his arms around her so much so that she felt more than she’d ever felt in her whole life.
“You smell amazing.” He teased.
“Thank you,” she replied, her knife long forgotten.
King Luke and the princess talked heartily on the bank of the stream. He told her how his father had retired early, making him the king of their kingdom, and how much he loved the responsibility. 
“It gets tiresome sometimes, though. I wouldn’t mind sharing my power with someone else, if they absolve some of the responsibilities,” he shot her a sly look, grinning. She found herself smiling back, unable to look away.
She was smitten.
She, in turn, told him how she’d been trained to use her elemental powers ever since she was just a girl. Her powers were an anomaly, just like her eyes. She was the only one to ever have them.
She showed him how she could manipulate the water in the stream, the wind, the earth beneath them, and finally, fire from the sun. He watched her in awe and admiration. Coming from him, it felt surreal. Her dark-skinned cheeks tinged pink.
“You’re beautiful, and powerful. What more could I ask for?” he lifted her and suddenly twirled her happily.
She squealed in delight, and in her moment of happiness, she forgot all about the weapon her mother had slipped into her dress. The weapon that now fell to the floor with a dull thud. Both of them looked at it in shock and dismay.
The king seemed confused at first, but then, slowly, realization dawned on his face. He put her down slowly and said, “Oh.”
“I can explain,” she begged, reaching for him.
He stepped out of reach just in time, looking at her with so much hurt that she felt pain in her heart. “I guess it was too good to be true.”
“No, it’s not. I swear,” she begged. “Just let me explain.”
“Explain,” he said.
Kafui hated the tone on him, but she explained anyway. “My mother wants me to kill you and take your kingdom, but I swear, that’s the last thing I want to do. I want our kingdoms to unite!” she said desperately. “There’s so much we can learn from each other, I just wish she’d see that too.”
“So you wouldn’t have killed me if I didn’t see that?” he pointed at the sharp object on the floor.
“Of course not. Please believe me. The last thing I’d want to do is cause you any harm,” her eyes glistened with tears, but she resolved strongly not to cry. Not when she was the one in the wrong. “I was going to tell you. I wish it hadn’t happened this way.”
The man stared at her, not revealing what he was thinking. Then, he stepped closer. “You’ll have to show me that you’re not hiding anymore weapons.”
Kafui lifted her arms. “Search me.”
After a brief hesitation, he obliged. His large palms pressed down on her body. She noticed that there were certain places he touched that made her cheeks heat up so ferociously. She didn’t understand what was happening, or why her body was reacting that way. Shaking her head, she asked the king, “Satisfied?”
It was surprising to see him look so flustered himself. She managed a small smile. He nodded and turned away, clearly embarrassed.
“What do we do about your mother?” he asked, clearing his throat. 
	“I have an idea,” she smiled shyly, taking his hand. “Come on.”
Princess Kafui returned to her carriage like nothing happened. When her mother questioned her about why she had taken so long, she only shook her head and tapped the top of the carriage, commanding the driver to take off.
It didn’t take long for them to reach the meeting grounds. The place where men and women would unite for the first time in three hundred years.
After the separation, humankind reconnected with the nature spirits that taught them the secrets of staying alive for long periods of time. Alas, they were not immortals, and if they didn’t procreate, the human race would die it.
The unification was only for procreation, not an actual unification of the sexes, the way things used to be. Kafui and Luke had only one shot, but they hoped what they had planned would show both sides that the separation need not continue. It had been long enough. Humans had learned their lessons.
The women’s carriages came to a halt. From the distance, Kafui could see many of the men peeking through the already set-up tents. They didn’t hassle the women as they also put up their tents. They didn’t offer help, which was a good thing. They had to tactfully approach the women.
For a while, it seemed like neither camp was willing to initiate contact. How were they supposed to start a new generation of humans when they couldn’t even interact with themselves? Kafui had to do something. Her plan with the king needed to start, now.
She wrote a simple message on a piece of paper and stealthily allowed the wind to pick it up and carry it to where the king sat, in front of his tent. 
‘Now’, it said.
She saw his nod. He was ready.
“Excuse me mother,” Kafui said, rising to her feet. Her mother nodded, seated in front of her own regal tent. As she was part of the old generation, she wasn’t required to do any mating, so she didn’t care to interact with anybody. 
The princess ran into the woods behind the clearing and she was quickly followed by the king. He ran up to her and pressed his lips to her cheek. She paused, her head giddy from excitement and the feeling of his lips on her skin. She looked up at him and smiled weakly. It felt as if her knees would give in and she’d fall into his arms.
“Hello,” she greeted.
“Hi.”
They got to work. She made animated creatures from the soil, trying her best to make them look genderless. The king supplied them with blunt swords that couldn’t slice through even butter. Once their dummies were ready, the princess directed them to the clearing.
They waited until they heard the shouts and screams reach a crescendo, and then they burst onto the scene. Just as they’d hoped, the men and women were fighting the dummies; together. Kafui turned to Luke with a smile that he returned. Their plan was working.
They watched as a female warrior snatched a sword from the dummy and a male one kicked its ‘head’ off. After, the two warriors turned to each other, smiling.
It was working perfectly!
“Cease this nonsense at one!” The authority of the queen’s voice shocked Kafui so much that she lost control of her magic. The dummies disintegrated at once.
“Do you think we’re fools?” she yelled, her eyes searching the crowd until they fell on her daughter. “Once a disappointment, always a disappointment.”
Kafui’s head fell. The king, annoyed, stood next to her and pulled her to him, but not so close that she looked like a lost child. “The whole point of this thing was to get our kingdoms to work together. And it worked! She’s not a disappointment. She’s a—”
They never got to find out what Kafui was, because just then, the queen yelled, “Attack!”
Suddenly, a group of female soldiers that Kafui knew were reserved for the most perilous of wars attacked. One of them was the warrior who’d fought alongside the male one. Kafui watched in utter dismay as she delivered a punch to his face. He doubled over and she kicked him down, pulling her sharp sword from its sheath and placing it at his neck.
“Stop,” Kafui whispered. No one heeded. They couldn’t hear her.
The men were beginning to fight back. From the corner of her eye, she saw a man knock a woman down. One of her kingdom’s women jumped and kicked a man in his right eye. He yelped and fell.
“I said stop!” Kafui yelled. Her voice was so loud that everyone stopped, covering their ears with their hands. She’d used her power to carry her voice into the ears of every person. Once all eyes were on her, she turned to her mother. “Enough is enough! You raised me with hate, fearmongering, you—”
“I was alive back in the times when men and women lived together,” the queen screamed, equally angry. “You have no idea what we went through! No idea!”
“Well, these aren’t those times! Why can’t we give each other a second chance? Is this what you want to see? Senseless bloodshed?” she gestured around to those who’d fallen, writhing in their injuries. 
The queen looked at her women her face softening a bit. She closed her eyes. “It’s nothing compared to what they’ll to do to us.”
“Mother. I’m not going to let anything happen to us,” she said, lowering her tone and walking towards her. The king tried to stop her, for fear that the mad queen would hurt her, but she pushed his hand off her elbow, going closer to the mother who’d never loved her. “If someone does, I swear, they will be punished for it. Just like you always taught me. We have to give them a chance mother. We cannot keep living like this.”
Her mother looked at her for a long time. Everyone waited with bated breath. What would the queen say?
Finally, she answered them. “Don’t say I didn’t warn you. But I’d rather be dead than watch this happen all over again.” She raised her hand over her face, her long sleeve obscuring her whole form. And then when her hand came down, her clothes fell to the ground.
The queen was gone.
“Mother?” Kafui turned around, looking for the queen. She wasn’t there. She searched frantically for a few more minutes. The queen had vanished. 
The princess turned to King Luke. His arms were slightly spread, a pitiful look on his face. She walked into his arms, allowing him to wrap her in a hug.
Wasn’t it strange? Mourning a woman who’d never even loved her?

* * *
Kafui and her husband settled into their room for the night. The disappearance of her mother weighed on her mind, but she tried not to let it ruin the moment. Not this moment.
The king pulled her into his arms as they twirled around the vast space. The bed was decorated with beautiful red petals, and she wore the most beautiful gown he’d ever seen. There was nothing more beautiful than this powerful, brave princess.
He drew her even closer, tilting her head up to meet his. Her eyes were so dark, their color alluring, threatening to drown him. He lowered his head, and their lips met in a soft touch. 
It felt right.
He deepened the kiss feeling a wonderful feeling spread all over his body. They both knew that this was the start of something beautiful. Together, they’d rule their kingdom fairly and justly.

