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As the fourteenth daughter of the King, Salena found her prospects in love and in marriage quite limited; the men who petitioned for her hand were old, they were unpleasant, many simply meant to add her body to already extensive collections of wives & concubines. It did not help that, by tradition, her hand could only be sought during her birthday celebrations. And so, the months and years went by, seeing the princess grow forlorn, her desires for a pleasant match embittered by the dearth of worthy suitors. Every year, more came, each and every one bearing gifts, promises, threats; each was turned away with nary a glance from the princess. She herself, sharp of wit & pleasant to the eye, had everything to please even the pickiest of emperors; her copper-tinged locks framed an open, unblemished visage, her milky skin was soft as silk, and her hips and curves promised health, fertility, and pleasure in equal measure. These attributes of nature were further accented by the privileges of her life; servants to comb her hair, to bathe & moisturize the body, and rich enough fare to maintain curves where they should be.

Her twenty-second birthday promised only more of the same, the celebrations themselves dulled by rumors of war plaguing the kingdom. Her father the King would not even attend; he was busy somewhere in the marches, recruiting knights & mercenaries to his cause. Following the feast, Salena dragged herself to the throne room, where she sat at the foot of her mother. The usual cavalcade of lords, merchants, and knights was peppered with the occasional mercenary captain; gruff, rough, uncouth to a man, most thought their bodies enough to assure themselves a royal marriage. In truth, none even got past the queen’s estimation, let alone the princess’s assent. And so the afternoon dragged on, the princess barely paying note to the gifts, the promises, and the few poems presented as currency for her beauty. She was down to counting the threads on the dais rug when, intruding in her vision, a pair of dirty, unkempt boots planted themselves in too close a proximity to the queen; Salena raise her eyes, if only to take stock of whatever pompous fool it was that was soon to lose his head. 

It came as some surprise, then, that the body her eyes took in was not that of an elderly captain, of the type that styled himself “lord

so-and-so” of the “company of the coastal rapists” or something to that

effect. First, this one had not even deigned swap chain & plate for cloth & lace. Second, no gifts were given either, arrogance & cockiness the only offer to the queen. Finally, although short of hair and scarred like any other mercenary, this one’s features betrayed her as a member of the fairer sex; short locks of mousy hair hung before her eyes and framed a grin so cock-sure that one could not be faulted for thinking that permission had been granted to her approaching so close. And, in a gesture wont to merit a swift & merciless death, she looked the princess dead-on and winked, before turning back to the queen. Hand on the pommel of her sword, she stole first words, beginning:

-I am here, in the spirit of those inferiors before me, because rumor has reached mine ears that here lives a fair princess with such high standards that no lord, no valiant knight, nor rich noble of the realm could measure up. Fortunately, I am none of these things. 

The queen, finding her composure, signaled for guards to approach:

-And what is it you are, a lady of the court? A common ruffian, to stand before our person and speak without address? Explain yourself, or we shall have your head, brigand. 

Grinning even wider, standing even taller, the mercenary flicked a bit of dirt from her pauldron, then answered:

-In few words, I am no one. At length, many tales I could tell you which, each of its own, would warrant both of the princess’s hands and an accompanying fiefdom. I am Zèta, of no family of note, captain and proprietress of the Silver Legion. I have fought in countries near & far, for lords fair and for lords wicked. I have vanquished incredible odds, I have done the impossible. Many a knight & scores of swordsmen have fallen to this blade; I spare you the number of humble footmen who have met a similar end. I have sailed the seas for as long as I’ve lived, and I’ve lived so long as I have by the strength of my arms, the edge of my wits, and the deeds to my name. It is this prize, and no other, which I offer your daughter; one may see this as an uneven match, but, Lord as my witness, I am willing to compromise. 

Had Salena not been smitten as she was, she may have ordered a beheading for such an insult to her person. As things were, she barely registered the slight, leaving the queen to pronounce her verdict:

-Silence! We will have you out, or we will have you dead! 

At this, Zèta addressed the princess directly:

-No worries, fair maiden- I shall have you, one way or another.

At those words, she turned heel and walked herself out, guards in tow, if only to assure she left the castle grounds. The queen composed herself, then called an end to this year’s courtship; her mood sour, she had a mind to order the entire year’s cohort of suitors beheaded. It took a full staff of chambermaids to calm her down; with the king on campaign, it fell to them to assuage the queen’s frustrations. 
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At day’s end, princess Salena retreated to her quarters. Try as she might, she could no more banish thoughts of Zèta, and that sly wink, from her mind than she could stop herself breathing. She dismissed all of her maids, unable to maintain proper decorum and etiquette for their presence; once alone, she slid out of her formal gown, and sat in front of the fireplace, in chemise and petticoat. 

Amidst the whirlwind of her thoughts, she furtively slid her hands over her body, up and down her sides; she languorously followed the curve of her stomach, drawing lazy circles around her navel with one hand while the other slid slowly down the length of her thigh. What had been a furtive heat, a mere ember below her waist, gradually rose, accompanied with a mounting pressure, a desire which waxed and waned with every approach of her hand. Salena’s mind conjured along fantasies, of her eyes slowly taking in the mercenary captain’s form; the dirty boots, the colourful breeches, tight over strong calves & legs, the sword belt, hand resting on the pommel. A hand went up, dancing back & forth between her hips, while the other glided down to her inner thighs, touching the milky skin down there through her underclothes. Even through the fabric, she could feel heat building, a mounting pressure of want & desire; every time her fingers approached, they stayed just a bit longer. 
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