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A Knight To Remember




As she stared at the poster of a handsome knight, Anniken marveled over the concept of love at first sight. Before waking up in this strange land, she never would have entertained the thought. Anniken always prized herself as the practical sort, and to her, romance was a lengthy affair. 

But this charming, statuesque knight threatened to disrupt her previous convictions.

The poster, along with the knight’s image and weapon of choice, sported their name, title, measurements, and impressive resume. Decked out in heavy black armor, with cruelly clawed gauntlets and the snarling helm in the guise of a dragon, was Laken—Laken the Great, Laken the Magnificent, Laken the Slayer and Terror to Dragons.

She’d come across less imposing pictures of the knight, their short brown hair kept in a modest braid, but it was the vivid blue eyes (closer to cerulean) that really stood out.

‘Laken the Heartthrob,’ Anniken thought shamelessly, warmth flooding her cheeks.

Anniken shoved those thoughts aside. Casual dating wasn’t her thing, and the odds of a respectable knight choosing her over someone of much higher standing was…slim to none.

Keeping that in mind made it easier to approach a group of squires crowded around a table. They were playing a board game with tiny wooden figures and dice made from bones.

“Let me get this straight,” the elven squire said, massaging the bridge of his nose. “You want to have a conversation with one of our knights?”

She didn’t care for his tone one bit, but was in no position to argue with a squire. “I was just hoping to have a quick word or two. You see, I happen to be an aspiring knight—”

He snorted and threw his head back in derisive laughter. “You? A knight? Do you even know how to swing that sword?” The young men around him laughed along, undressing her with their eyes.

Anniken’s face flushed, but she kept her cool and stood her ground. “I’m well practiced with the blade. I know my current sword may not look like much, but appearances can be misleading.”

More chuckles followed, although fewer in number. The loudest of the bunch just shook his head and sighed. “No can do, I’m afraid. Laken is one of our highest ranking knights. They’re quite busy, you know.”

“Yes, but—”

“Anyway, be off with you.” He made a shooing gesture and turned back to the game.

Anniken’s heart sank, but she knew it was too good to be true. Her, a random nobody, with the country’s most celebrated knight? She bowed her head and was about to sulk off when a fresh voice cut through the chatter.

“Excuse me, miss. Did you say you were looking for Laken?” The voice belonged to a young girl who looked to be no older than fourteen. She had short brown hair and dark brown eyes.

“I am, yes.” Anniken narrowed her eyes. “And who might you be?”

She smiled and bowed. “Charlotte, though everyone calls me Char. I’m Laken’s squire.”

Laken’s squire! This was her chance to make a good impression on someone close to the knight.

“Do you think you could…set up a meeting between the two of us? I could really use the expertise of someone like them.” She toyed with a lock of hair, side-eying the poster of Laken in full armor.

Char lifted her chin. “Are you interested in Laken the knight, or Laken the person? Because she doesn’t need more groupies.”

“Groupies? No, I’m an adventurer who wields a sword. I might want to become a knight someday.”

She raised an eyebrow as she looked Anniken over. “You want to become a knight?”

“Look, I will not be dressed down by a—”

“If you say ‘child,’ I’ll have to end this conversation.”

Shit. “Sorry, I’m just a little on edge here.” The dynamics of this world was…frustrating. “Not that it’s any of your business, but I didn’t travel all this way for a hookup.” And with a stranger, no less!

“You’d be surprised,” she said with a sigh. “I’ll spare you the details, but I’ll put in a good word for you.”

“Oh really? That’s splendid, thank you!”

“No promises,” Char said, but Anniken was on cloud nine.


      ***“Oi! Greenhorn!”

‘Greenhorn?’

She’d been out for a little stroll to calm her belly before settling in for the night, when a familiar voice mocked her from behind. The smart thing here was to run, but as the elf continued to talk, his words slurring together, it was clear he was drunk.

“Think you’re real tough shit, huh girl?”

Only at the addition of two more voices did Anniken start to worry. “You wanna be a knight so bad, huh?”

“Think you can just cut ahead of us without proper training, yeah?”

Anniken hurried on, hoping to put some distance between herself and the overgrown boys. If she was quick enough, she could lose them in a crowd. But one of them rushed her, almost sending her sprawling to the ground.

“What the hell are you doing?” She rounded on the elf against her better judgement, sword forgotten in favor of her fists.

“Teaching you a lesson,” he said with a sneer. “Draw your sword. Go on. We’ll show you what it takes to be a knight!”

Anniken grabbed her sword and swung it just in time to counter one of the fumbling boys. The elf cursed and shoved the youth away, drawing his own sword. It collided heavily with Anniken’s, and he nearly threw her off balance.

But whereas the elf and his cronies relied on drunken brute strength, Anniken was levelheaded enough to employ finesse. Were the boys in full use of their facilities, the fight might’ve gone sideways.

She parried blow after blow, and gave out her fair share of nicks, even landing a hard kick on one boy’s knee. The two boys who’d joined the assault bowed out, nursing their injuries and collecting their fallen swords, but the elf relented, driving Anniken further into a corner. He had her back into a wall, blade ready to swing into her neck, when he was clouted about the head and fell into a heap at her feet.

Anniken stared in shock at the downed elf, and up to the figure looming above him. She raised her sword to deliver the final blow, when the figure snatched it at the last moment, staggering her.

“Lay down your sword, fighter.” Their voice was softer and richer than physicality would imply, leaving Anniken in a state of awe.
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