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Achilles' face contorted with rage, a look Briseis had seen before – usually right before he slaughtered men on the battlefield. This time, however, his fury wasn't directed at Trojan warriors but at the absence of respect from his own king.

"He wants you," Achilles spat, pacing the tent like a caged lion. His massive shoulders bunched beneath his tunic as he moved. "Agamemnon's slave girl was traded back to her father, and now he claims you as a replacement. As if you were a piece of armor to be passed between men! No, I won you, you are mine!"

Briseis sat on the edge of the sleeping pallet, her fingers absently tracing the intricate pattern woven into the blanket. She should feel outrage, she supposed. Terror, even. But the emotion that rose in her chest was something more complex.

"And what did you say?" she asked, keeping her voice carefully neutral.

"What did I say?" Achilles stopped pacing to stare at her. "I told him he could not have you! That you were no longer a slave but my love, and that I would sooner drive my spear through his gut than surrender you."

Briseis lowered her gaze to hide her expression. His passion for her was genuine; that much was clear. Yet she found herself strangely unmoved by his declaration. She was a spoil of war, after all. I treasure that he stole after sacking her city. She was not displeased with the great warrior for killing her husband; her previous husband had been a beastly man. And the warrior had almost immediately freed her from bondage, which she appreciated, but it seemed again she was to become a prize, something for men to fight over and claim.

"That was... bold of you," she said finally. "To challenge the High King for a woman."

She remembered the nights spent in his arms, his body powerful and beautiful, yes, like something carved from marble by a master sculptor. The other women envied her. How could they not? To be claimed by Achilles himself, to be elevated from slave to beloved. They whispered about her fortune when they thought she couldn't hear.

If only they knew the truth of it. The disappointment that came after the initial awe had faded. How his movements were as predictable as his battle strategies, how he approached lovemaking with the same single-minded determination he brought to combat. It was effective, perhaps, but lacking in subtlety or surprise.

"Will they come for me soon?" she asked.

Achilles' jaw clenched. "He is on his way now, in this very camp, but I will not let even a King take you."

As if summoned by his words, a sharp voice called from outside. "The King approaches! Make way for King Agamemnon!"

Briseis smoothed her gown, a sigh escaping her lips. She had never seen Agamemnon, but she imagined a man well past his prime, with a paunch that spoke of too many feasts and too little training, like many kings. At least his wealth would mean comfort, she supposed. Fine silks instead of rough-spun wool. Perhaps servants of her own.

The tent flap was thrust aside, and Briseis steeled herself for the sight of the aging king. Instead, a man stepped through who made her breath catch in her throat.

He was younger than she had expected, perhaps thirty summers of age. Tall and lean, where Achilles was broad, but with the defined muscles of a seasoned warrior. His dark hair fell in waves, framing a face with high cheekbones and eyes that reminded her of the Aegean on a clear day. A thin scar traced his jawline, somehow enhancing rather than marring his beauty.
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