
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Mysterious Warrior

        

        
        
          Sara Casalino

        

        
          Published by Sara Casalino, 2020.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      MYSTERIOUS WARRIOR

    

    
      First edition. November 20, 2020.

      Copyright © 2020 Sara Casalino.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1393091158

    

    
    
      Written by Sara Casalino.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


The Mysterious Warrior
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Delayna sat in her hammock, reading the faded letter she always kept with her. She looked up as a creaking sound came from the entrance of her home.

“Delayna, are you coming?” Megalan asked as she slipped into the treehouse. 

Delayna slowly folded the letter and put it in the silver locket she always wore around her neck. 

“The tournament isn’t until much later,” Delayna said, looking pointedly at her cousin.

“Look, I know you hate the royal family, but they’re making a special announcement today,” Megalan said. “We need to leave now, otherwise we’ll miss the grand news. I’m curious to hear what they’re going to say, and I’m willing to bet it has something to do with the prince.”

“I don’t care about their announcements,” Delayna turned away. “They failed me when I needed them most and I can’t bring myself to give any care or thought to them.”

“That was years ago,” Megalan said, her voice softening. “Things are better nowadays.”

“Fine,” Delayna conceded, stepping out of the hammock. She grabbed her dark hooded cape and put it on, so that a part of her face would be hidden in shadow. 

“You and your theatrics,” Megalan laughed. “I guess you have to keep up your reputation as the Mysterious Warrior, eh?”

“You got it,” Delayna smiled. She grabbed her sword and she and Megalan climbed down the rope ladder of the treehouse. 

A dark brown mare stood there, waiting.

“Thanks for bringing your horse,” Delayna said. “I still don’t have quite enough money to buy my own.”

“You will,” Megalan said. “By the way, how’s your work going?”

“Pretty well,” Delayna said. “I’m making more money as a guard than I ever did in the kitchens. It pays better and it’s a lot more exciting. There are some slow days, but I believe things are picking up.”

“That’s good,” Megalan said. “With all your skills, the guard job is perfect for you.”

They got on the horse and rode away.
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DELAYNA AND MEGALAN pushed past the thick crowd and found a seat near the front of the arena. 

The queen, the king, and the prince walked onto the stage of the arena, followed by several guards.

“All hail the monarchs!” the courtier announced. Everyone stood.

“This is stupid,” Delayna whispered to Megalan after they sat back down. “Why are we standing for some stuck-up prince? All he ever does is stay cooped up in the castle.”

“Yeah, that is strange,” Megalan whispered back. “Perhaps he’s too delicate to come outside.”

From what Delayna knew, the prince rarely came out. And he always wore tons of clothes. Layers and layers of fancy clothes filled with gems. 

Delayna didn’t even know what the prince’s face looked like.

“There he is!” a girl nearby shouted. “He’s so cute!”

“He looks plain to me,” Delayna muttered. The other girl started cheering, along with many of the other villagers.

Delayna fixed her eyes on the prince. Yes, he wasn’t anything special to look at. He wore a small sparkly crown, a royal robe that seemed way too big for him, and he looked uncomfortable in all that getup. 

The royal family stood in the center of the stage and looked out at the audience. The prince glanced around nervously.

That’s no surprise, Delayna thought. Just look at him. He looks completely out of place. What is he doing here, anyway?

The prince shuffled his feet and looked down. Those shoes looked very expensive. Why, those shoes alone could pay back the money that the robbers had stolen from her parents. 

Her parents... 

Delayna shook her head to rid herself of these thoughts. The past was behind her and she wanted to keep it that way.

“I have an announcement to make,” the queen said. “The royal prince has celebrated his 24th birthday and has thus come of age. He is in search of a wife who will be the next queen. He has decided that he would like to marry one of our villagers instead of a princess from another kingdom. If any of you are interested in being considered for marriage, please send a message or come in person to our palace.”

The crowd began to cheer and several girls began screaming. 

“Pick me!”

“I love you, Prince!”

The prince blushed and looked down. 

“We know you’re all very excited about this announcement,” the queen said pleasantly. “But let’s move on to the festivities and tournaments. Proceed.”

And with that, the royal family sat down in the thrones that lined the stage.
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“I’M HEADING OVER TO the swordfighting area,” Delayna stood up.

“Good luck, Del-“ Megalan started to say.

“Don’t forget,” Delayna whispered urgently. “Around here I’m known as Warrior Callisto. I don’t want anyone to know my real name.”

“Knock them dead,” Megalan grinned.

The swordfighting arena was separated into various areas, each section holding a different tournament. Delayna signed in and sat down to wait until she was called. Megalan waved to her from where she was sitting nearby in the audience seats.

Delayna looked over at the royal family and saw that the prince kept looking around. Was he searching for a wife already? Stupid royals. 

The monarchy had a rule that a monarch had to be married in order to ascend the throne. Talk about forcing a marriage upon someone!

The referee came over and began explaining the rules. After that was over, it was time for the tournament to start.

“Warrior Callisto,” the referee called. “You’re first in the advanced level. You will be fighting against Sir Coriander the Strong.”

Delayna whisked off her hooded cape. People rarely got a glimpse of the Mysterious Warrior, and she wanted to show her face when she fought. 

“Bring it on,” Delayna grinned. 

She looked over at her opponent and wasn’t fazed. Sure, he looked strong and mighty with all that armor he wore, but it was going to make him slow and heavy. She studied his eyes and saw a hint of fear in them.

Perfect. The man had lost already. And he wasn’t experienced either. She could tell that much even though he seemed to be in his thirties.

Being 25 years old, Delayna was probably several years younger than her opponent.

Delayna walked towards him and extended her hand to shake. Coriander gave a small start, then composed himself and gave her a firm handshake.

“Proceed with caution, warrior,” Delayna said. She said this to all her opponents.

“None is needed. You can’t beat me,” Coriander replied.

“Would you like to bet?” Delayna grinned. “How about if I win, you give me all the money you have in that bag of yours.” She pointed to the small bag hanging from his belt.

“And if I win?” challenged Coriander.

“I’ll give you my sword,” Delayna declared.

“I accept,” Coriander grinned, eyeing the fine sword Delayna held. They shook hands to seal the deal.

“Warriors, get ready,” the referee announced. “And begin!”

Coriander struck right away with his sword and Delayna danced out of the way. Her opponent charged and swung his sword again, but Delayna leaped to the side and swung her sword near his head to scare him. Coriander gasped and jumped back.

Delayna grinned. Coriander reminded her of a rabbit. He would proceed with bravado but then run like prey. Actually, rabbits were probably braver than him. 
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ONCE DELAYNA HAD CORIANDER defenseless and on the ground, the referee counted to three and declared Delayna the winner. She reached a hand to help Coriander up. He stumbled to his feet, ignoring her hand, and glared at her. 

“I will defeat you next time!” he yelled. He turned to walk away.

“Aren’t you forgetting something?” Delayna grinned. Coriander scowled and threw the bag of coins at her. Delayna caught the small bag and stashed it away in her satchel. She congratulated herself on another job well done. 
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“WARRIOR CALLISTO?” called the referee.

“Yes,” Delayna said.

“Someone has requested to fight you,” he said. “He is an intermediate fighter but was adamant about sparring with you. Here he is.” 

A guy came forward, about her height, wearing a plain brown fighting tunic. He had wild brown hair sticking out in all directions.

“So you’re an intermediate fighter,” Delayna said, her brow furrowed. “I don’t want to fight you. Fight with someone who’s at your own level.”

“But if I fight with my own level, then I’ll never improve,” the guy said, his dark green eyes serious.
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