





His eyes followed the long line of their throats, from the fine dusting
of down beneath strong jaws to the full plumes of their chests and - his
eyes snapped shut, though he could already feel the heat of a blush at his
cheeks. When he dared to look again, it was only to find himself, quite
unintentionally, entirely charmed.

A handsome face, a sharp grin, and quick eyes that snapped and
narrowed restlessly as they scanned the open area. Her headpiece was tall
and intricate, a crown that certainly declared her sovereignty but in truth,
Hektor would have known she was a queen without it. He had only to look
at her.

“Human,” the vitriol of the word snapped him from his reverie, “I gave
you fair warning.”

The sentry had taken the place beside the Queen Charisma and was
glaring down at him, her lips pulled back over sharp teeth. Hektor let his
eyes drift to her. The last thing he wanted was to cause a scene, not with a
member of this court and not when he had traveled so far. So, he slowly
lowered himself to one knee and, in a show of humility, held his sword
blade lowered before him.

“Your majesty,” he began, keeping his eyes on her even as the sentry
bristled at the dismissal beside her, “I beg your forgiveness; it was not my
intention to come to you uninvited. But there is a matter most urgent, of
which I must be allowed to speak with you.”

The chatter of the court grew around them but Hektor
\ %found that he could not tear his eyes from the harpy
\

Queen’s. They had narrowed as he spoke, —

and her smile was long and sly, too full of sharp teeth. He had the feeling
that perhaps this would not be so simple as he thought.

“You ask for much, Sir Knight, and we having not even been made
acquainted. My forgiveness and an audience in one breath, how
presumptuous.”

“My lady-"

“Desdemona believes you are here to kill me. She believes you to be an
assassin.”

“They are all of them nothing but pretty butchers,” the sentry snarled;
Desdemona.

Hektor listened to their heckling, the jeering of the harpies around him.
Their queen laughed along with them and after a moment, took flight, the
strength of her great wings blowing back the trees beyond the ruined walls.
She alighted with grace before him and stood a good foot taller, kneeling as
he was. The great God Queen Charisma stared down at Hektor and he, in
turn, stared up through his lashes.

“Are you here to kill me, butcher knight?” she asked with a knowing
smile.

“No.” The word was no more than a breath that hung in the air between
them.

“How can I be sure?”

Hektor could think of nothing he would not do to assure her of his
intentions. His fingers twitched on the hilt of his sword, longing to reach
out, but against his breast, something sat heavy and condemning.

W o B Soft breaths shared as the Queen Charisma drew closer
‘ became hitched as Hektor pulled away, pulling out a
letter from beneath his tunic.

“A request,” Hektor tried and nearly failed to steady
his voice, “from King Geta himself. An appeal for aid.”

It was a long moment before the Queen Charisma
tore her eyes from Hektor’s own and in
that time, her smile sharpened and
curled, endlessly amused, he
could only suppose, by
his stuttering and
flushed cheeks.







