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How does one of the strongest nations in the world create such strong warriors? They breed them, break them and then remold them into the Legion.

Five young girls, around the age of twelve, joined four hundred and eighty-seven other girls of the same age. They each carried a blanket and one linen woven sack with three loaves of wheat bread, a small wheel of cheese and a waterskin. These were their rations for the week. They slept on a blanket that was laid on the stone floor. Up to fifty in a bunkhouse. Throughout the entire fortress there were forty-five bunkhouses. Young girls from different families, a few nobles and many more from the labor class. These were the new grunts and this would be their home for six years. This was the Herd of the Paideia, the elite military training for all Amazonian women.

Thunder echoed across the stone floor in the dimly lit hall of the bunkhouse. A funny name considering that there were no bunks. It was an empty space with only a handful of chamber pots off to each side. The girls all walked in, eyed by the grizzled stare of an older veteran. They could see her eyes, though one was discolored from an old injury, through the corinth helm but not much else of her features. The veteran’s stare, however, was as cold and unloving as any they would ever know. 

Each of the girls made their way to their assigned blanket on the floor and settled in. A few had taken to getting to know one another as children do; sharing stories and exchanging pleasant greetings. However, most just sat in their new surroundings, taking it all in. Soon they would all be handed bowls of a gruel made of oats and barley but that would be it for that day.

It stunk, but it was now home so they had to make the best of it. It was also on purpose that the place felt dirty and smelled rank. This was the training center of the fiercest warriors that the Central Continent had ever known, perhaps the world. The harsh conditions, including the smell, were meant to toughen them up. Here they would learn how to be part of a military cohort, how to live and drill as a unit. It was also the place where they would learn how to fight and kill without fear.

The five girls were assigned blankets near one another. There they stayed silent for a few hours, just sitting and observing. Finally, after they had finished their gruel one spoke up.

“What families are you from?” She asked to the two girls across from her, sitting on the stone floor. “I’m Althaea of the Coalemos Family.” She stated proudly.

“I’m Melantho Laskaris.” One of the girls said. 

The other girl looked over to Melantho, sitting on her left. “I’m Mestra Pappas.” Mestra looked to another girl on her right. “What’s your name?” 

The girl was sitting with her legs crossed and staring into space when Mestra asked a second time. 

“What’s your name?” Mestra said again. 

The young girl snapped out of her thoughts. “Sorry, I’m Ino.”

“Ino what?” Althaea asked.

“Selinofoto.” Ino answered.

Althaea smirked. “Selinofoto? That’s a laborer’s name. You’re a laborer?” 

“What of it?” Ino jumped up, her anger rising. Althaea joined her and the two were only an inch apart. 

“I don’t think we’re supposed to fight.” Melantho said, standing up and walking up to the two girls. “Besides who cares if she’s a laborer?” 

“I care. This filth is here with us. I’ll bet her mother is a six year.” Althaea taunted.

“Take it back!” Ino said.

“No!” Althaea replied but in a second Ino lunged at the girl and the two were throwing punches at one another, brawling on the floor. 

Other girls from around the bunkhouse came around and cheered on the spectacle. It didn’t take long for blood to fly as Ino landed a punch onto Althaea’s nose. Althaea flipped Ino before landing on the girl and returning the blow with one of her own.

Just then another girl came over and pulled the two apart by their cotton chitons. 

“That’s enough!” She shouted. Others protested, but the unknown girl was undeterred. “We’re here to learn how to be sisters.”

“I’m not sisters with some labor whore’s daughter!” Althaea shouted. 

“You are now!” The mysterious girl said. “Now get in your bedrolls and shut up!”

The two girls begrudgingly obeyed, but they still whispered insults under their breath. 

The next day provided little relief. A ten-mile run and carrying the gear of older recruits was now part of their lives. The week went on much like that. Melantho tried to play peace maker while Mestra attempted to get the mysterious girl to open up about who she was. Althaea and Ino stayed away from one another. 

Until one day when a few older girls burst into the bunkhouse. 

“Here we are, sisters! The grunts!” The leader of a group of four older girls shouted. “Such little things they are.”

“What are you doing here?” The Mysterious girl said, standing to face the older girls. “This is our house, Cecilia!” 

The room was quiet. Everyone heard the name, but many could not believe that it was her.

One of the older girls stepped up and smacked the mysterious girl across her face. “You better respect her. This is your crown princess, grunt!”

The young girl picked herself off the floor. “We don’t have titles here.”

The older girls laughed. “You believe that?”

“You better hope I do, because I’m Princess Syrena, second daughter of Queen Saria, you pissant idiot!” The Mysterious girl revealed.

For a moment everyone in the bunkhouse breathed in one collective gasp. The one that had been so quiet after interfering with Ino and Althaea was royal?

Princess Cecilia stepped in front of her friend. “No titles, little sister.” She said before smacking Syrena across the face. 

“No titles? That’s great!” Ino shouted before leaping on Cecilia and landing three punches before being kicked off by Cecilia’s friend. The streetwise girl has crept in unseen and now was able to strike.

Syrena jumped back into the fight, as did Melantho and Mestra. Each trading blows with an older girl. Cecilia returned to the action, but she couldn’t do much damage to anyone before Althaea tackled her to the ground. The younger girls fought their best, giving the older ones bloody noses and at least one broken jaw, but eventually the older group got the upper hand.

Guards rushed in and pulled the group apart. Looking at the scene the adults seemed to be proud of the younger girls. 

“You four know you can’t be in here!” One guard shouted. “Stables for a week.” She ordered as the punishment. The head guard looked to the younger group. “Shithouse. Tonight.” She said, before cracking a smile.

The other guards grabbed Syrena, Melantho, Ino, Mestra and Althaea by their chitons and led them outside.

An hour later the five girls were scrubbing the back, exterior wall of one of the few outhouses in the fortress. It was a rank building with multiple outhouse facilities, but it all emptied below. Each was scrubbing a portion to keep the wood from rotting too soon. In reality, it was a punishment to show that you could be punished anytime and with the worst possible labor that no warrior should feel above doing.

“Sorry.” Syrena said.

“What for?” Mestra asked, looking to the princess. 

“Getting us punished and not telling you all who I was.”

Ino laughed. “That was a great fight. I haven’t had one like that since the other day with Althaea.” Ino looked to the Althaea next to her and smiled. “Nice tackle on the princess by the way.” 

“Thanks.” Althaea smiled. “That was my second fight actually.” 

Ino touched her jaw. “Fooled me.” 

Melantho smiled. “I knew you two would be friends, eventually.” 

“Yeah, just took us beating up on the crown princess to do it.” Mestra laughed. The others joined in the joke with glee. 

All the girls stopped scrubbing and looked at the work. 

“I think this looks good.” Syrena said. 

“Definitely better now that the shit is gone.” Althaea remarked. 

Just then, a lever clicked in the outhouse and a door underneath the floor opened, dropping several mounds of excrement by the five girls’ feet. They all jumped back and looked at it. The wall they had cleaned was now freshly covered. 

“Son of a whore!” Ino cried out.

“Yep, I’m done.” Mestra said, tossing her scrub brush and walking off.
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FOUR YEARS LATER IN a training yard, Syrena stood alongside her four closest friends and sixty other legion recruits as sixty-five other recruits stood opposite of them. In a flash they charged and banged shields off their opposing recruits to force the others to back down. It wasn’t simply to push the recruit opposite of you, but to push while your sisters pushed alongside of you. It was paced and everyone had to be of one movement. Each warrior had to step together or the whole line would crumple.

Syrena’s clasis, or military group, was the best. Each could sense the others’ movements just as they began to move and this allowed them to move in kind. Give up a foot so that a sister could regroup and gain two feet once she was ready. Time and again, Syrena scored a victory. 

From a dais above the training field, the Legion Commander Honora watched with her cohort of officers. It was rare for the commander to be within the fort but she had to see the now famous Princess Syrena. 

“She’s good but aggressive to a fault.” One officer said. “She leaves herself open on the left flank.”

“Her stance is unorthodox. It causes her sisters to have adjust to her.” Another officer commented.

“She’s seeing what you two do not; an opening. Her sisters follow her lead because they trust her with their lives.” Honora replied to their skepticism. 

One of the officers gave an audible ‘hmpf’. “She’s a princess. Of course they follow her. If her clasis fails then they’ll take the blame.”

Honora wasn’t convinced. “I’ve seen legionnaires following a bad leader. This isn’t that. She proved that years ago when she first arrived. I’ve watched her with great interest and I’d say that she has earned their trust through her willingness to put herself in harm’s way. Why else would she be at the point?” She looked over to a third officer. “Sara, why is she even here? She’s as noble born as you can be and she didn’t join the cavalry. Why?”

Sara was the captain in charge of the recruits and oversaw all of their training. Though she was the lower ranking member of the group standing on the dais, Sara was often sought for her thoughts. If anyone knew about a particular recruit’s reasoning’s for doing anything it would be Captain Sara. 

Sara stepped up to Honora. “She chose to stay when offered a place in the cavalry. Syrena said she wouldn’t leave her sisters behind.”

Honora grinned. “And your take on her movements along with her sisters?”

Sara smiled. “They are one unit. She bleeds for her clasis and they bleed for her. Those beside her and behind her know no other step but hers and she rewards them with victory. Their minds are in tuned with hers and she guides them with slight nuances. When they are in the phalanx they are one person, the perfect legion.”

Honora nodded. “You see, a legion cohort doesn’t fight like a shieldwall in Lotcala. Though, they are strong and united. A cohort must move as the leader moves and be of one mind. That way the phalanx will be unbreakable. Syrena has drilled that into them. That unorthodox stance, the opening and the aggression are all on purpose. She pushes her sisters and drives them because every battlefield will be different. They have to adapt and it looks like they are doing that flawlessly.”

“Do you think that you might be putting too much stock in this princess?” One of the officers asked.

Honora shook her head. “This one will command one day and when that day comes, our enemies will know the unstoppable might of the Amazons!”
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The Siege of Varus-dun
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Boulders, lit with burning oil, flew from trebuchets and mangonels, crashing against the walls of the fortress of Varus-dun. The massive, but ancient, border stronghold was the last gasp for the Elysian army. The once mighty kingdom was now a shell of its former self, ineffective rulers were often detrimental to most kingdoms. Elysia had yet to recover from some of the worst leaders in history. 

King Ahab III broke a peace lasting nearly two-hundred years over a perceived insult by King Liam of Lotcala. Ahab, the Elysian king with little more than a toddler's temper, attacked the province of Antei. That act goaded Liam to retaliate. King Ahab failed to consider one of the most important factors in war: who had greater numbers. In this war, King Liam of Lotcala did. 

The Empire of Fe, a loose network of horse-riding nomads and warlords answering to one leader, and the Queendom of Amazon answered Liam’s call for aid. With the might of the three nations, Elysia went on the defensive. Soon a peace treaty was brokered with Fe and then several months later another treaty with Lotcala. The Queendom of Amazon, however, was left out of talks. 

Elysia held little regard for the female leaders of the queendom, and this meant that their peace would have to be won. Queen Saria smiled at the thought. She led a queendom that bred some of the fiercest warriors that the world had ever known. For over a thousand years, the sole occupation of the Amazons was war! 

In the year since the war began, the Amazons had been on a warpath, tearing through the southwestern territories of Elysia. Queen Saria invaded north from the capital in Verna, while Crown Princess Cecilia had taken the cavalry further northeast and flanked Elysia. Cecilia was not one to run from battle, leading her soldiers deep into Elysia before turning to the west. A path of devastation followed Cecilia. The princess left nothing behind her, including prisoners.

Princess Syrena brought her legion in through the sea, landing south of Elysia’s capital of Gib and burning the countryside before moving south. Her goal was to put fear into the populace. However, she would not put innocent bystanders to the sword. 

The younger princess was the commander of Amazon’s famed Legion. There were similar factions in the militaries of many nations, but in Amazon there was only one. One legion for one queendom.

At the time of the invasion, Lotcala was driving south against Elysia and was close to Gib. This allowed Syrena to move the legion south to rendezvous with her mother and sister, choking Elysia into submission. King Ahab started the war, no one else had asked for it. Therefore, there was nothing to gain from it except a means to an end. 

Even as warriors and knights from within the fort came out to fight, Cecilia’s cavalry rode them down with a deadly effectiveness. Warriors clashed in the dark of night, the moon shrouded by the smoke of burning fires. A night lit only by the fires that burned upon the Elysian fort. The bundles of flaming wood, oil and stones lit the night sky in a yellowish haze, soaring to dizzying heights at tremendous speeds. With each pass of the Amazonian cavalry, soldiers could see Cecilia in the yellowish light, smiling with joy. 

In another part of the camp, legionnaires lined up ready to march on the defenders. Once the wall was weakened, the order would go out for a larger assault, an assault that would dismantle the entire fort. Other units of legionnaires were fighting on the ground as defenders rushed to push the Amazons back. Some engagements away from the fort occupied the Amazons, but the legion was strong and ready with fresh warriors to relieve those that had been in the toughest of the fighting.

Syrena walked behind the trebuchets and made her way to the legion’s command tent. She wanted a report from her second in command, Ino. 

Ino, a close friend of Syrena’s, commanded the siege artillery of mangonels and trebuchets as a Prefect of the Legion. Like all the queendom’s warriors, Ino was a veteran of the Amazonian Herd, the corps of soldiers in training during the mandatory Paideia. For all female Amazons, and the lucky few men that would be chosen, the Paideia was the proving grounds for young warriors. Pass the Paideia, nicknamed Herd for the way the recruits were moved around like cattle, and you would be accepted into a cohort of the legion or in the cavalry for no less than six years, afterwards further military or economic opportunities opened up. Fail the Paideia and you were shunned, forced into the levy or conscripted into gleaner regiment carrying the dead off the field. 

Syrena, Ino and three others, nicknamed the Furies, came out of that grueling school as bonded sisters and for the Amazons, no bond was greater save one; the bond between mother and daughter.

“The queen wants those walls broken by dawn.” Syrena said, walking into the tent. 

Ino was standing over maps of the fortification and the outlying areas. Her fists on the table, muscles taunt. Ino had removed her iron cuirass but keep her chiton and greaves on. Her corinth helm, with the blue plume of her rank, sat on a corner of the table. 

Without looking up at the princess, the prefect shook her head. “I told your mother that the north face was the weakest. Yet, we are hitting the eastern face, the thickest section of the damned wall!” 

“If we had set the siege in the north, we’d have our backs to Gib.” Syrena replied with a smile. Ino looked up and eased. The princess grabbed a wine skin and two ceramic cups. “Leaving us vulnerable to attacks from the capital and their reinforcements isn’t really the idea in winning a siege.” She said pouring the wine and handing a cup to Ino.

Ino sneered at her friend. “Your sister could deal with them. She’s been doing a hell of a job so far. Killing many dangerous warriors.” She chided, referencing a recent village massacre before sipping the wine. 

Syrena drank her wine, but her smile faded. “Speak lightly, Ino.” She replied. “Cecilia is the crown princess and our future queen.” Syrena sat at the table across from her friend. “Tell me honestly, can those walls break before the sun rises?”

“They better or the queen is likely to send me to the levy.” Ino remarked, sitting in a chair. 

Syrena unbuckled her cuirass and let it fall to the floor. The iron armor, molded into a muscular form, made a loud thud as it hit the ground. Syrena removed her helm, plumed with black and gold. “I have the last word on that and I’ll give you two days.” Syrena smiled. 

Ino smirked. “Aren’t you kind? I’d give my fief for a cohort of witches right now. Mestra’s wizards and witches would just lift the damn earth up or send bolts of lightning crashing down on those damn walls!” The prefect sighed. 

Syrena smiled. “They’re not wizards or witches, they’re mages. There is a difference, and that difference is their training. The queen didn’t want any more than our usual compliment of healers.”

Ino grunted in reply before slapping her knee and continuing with her complaints. “Damn, I miss the old days when we just patrolled. Don’t get me wrong, I love battles, but this is camp life. Mel, Mestra, and you were the campers. I need to be moving.”

“You realize that the duties of the Artillery Prefect of the Legion are largely completed in a siege camp, right?” Syrena asked with a laugh.

Ino rolled her eyes. “It was the only prefect position available.” 

Within the legion there were five prefects; artillery, infantry, archers, pikes and supply. Overseen by the Legion Commander, Syrena, each of these five prefects commanded ten cohorts. Ino and Melantho, along with Artemisia, Ino’s sister, had become prefects when the previous officers had fallen during the grueling war against Nara and Tresha. 

Many of the current officers were of a younger age given that older officers died or retired due to Naran-Orleuns War. The war was between two rival Quarmi nations, but the Amazons stepped in to help Orleuns, their longtime allies. The war, however, was devastating and left many grievously wounded or dead. It also allowed Syrena and the other Furies a chance to prove their worth and gain more members. Heroes and legends were made from that devastating war! 

“How is Mel holding up out there?” Ino asked of their other friend from the Herd. Melantho, the Infantry Prefect.  

“She’s keeping the defenders busy, along with Cecilia, and keeping reinforcements away by engaging them in the north. She’s further north between Varus-dun and Gib, tightening our grip.” Syrena responded. 

“That’s her calling. She was born to be a prefect and one day she’ll be a stratego.” Ino smiled. Mel was born into nobility and excelled as a military leader. This would allow her to join the ranks of the general class called the stratego. These warriors were the queen’s own advisors. Only two existed at a time. One for the navy and one for the ground forces. 

“There are many capable prefects in the legion and cavalry. She is in good company, yourself included.” Syrena commented.

Ino smiled at Syrena’s words. “I’m not noble born. My family now has a title, yes, but strategos must be of noble birth. I’m still shocked I wasn’t made a landgrave like most low-borns with titles. I guess I knew the right women.” Ino smiled and winked at Syrena. “No, the life of a stratego isn’t meant for me, not by the right of birth. My daughters have that right, but not I. Though, given the honor of coat of arms is a pleasant touch.” 

Ino was born to an ergatis mother, a woman from the labor class. She had left the army after her six years, an unheard of action, shameful for an ergatis, and joined a mercenary company to gain wealth for her family. Though Ino and her family received some gold from their mother, the act left Ino and her siblings with a black mark, one that stayed even after her mother’s death in another land. Only when Ino was accepted into the legion on her own merits from the Herd, was the mark of shame removed. In the years since, Ino worked hard and rose in the ranks, even being granted a title of Palatine, a landholder and lord under a Vicountess. 

“And you make your arms a red shield and a spear?” Syrena quipped.

Ino shrugged. “Looks menacing. Besides, it’s just a formality because I’m not eligible for anything else.”

“Laws can change.” Syrena said in a serious tone.

“Not with Cecilia as heir, not in our lifetime.” Ino sighed. “Hell, we both know that Cecilia won’t put anyone loyal to you near her throne, anyway.” 

“Shame she feels like that.” Syrena replied.

“I understand the old ways and I follow most of them. Cecilia though, damn, she’d have us enslave men and put any six year ergatis into the levies.” Ino huffed. “You know as well as I that the levies don’t fight for shit!”

Syrena smirked. “Levies seem to work for Lotcala. They call them up whenever there is a war.”

“They also have a damn good standing army. Their heavy horse is unstoppable and with that Crown Prince Liam leading them; unbeatable. If he wasn’t married, I’d have thrown my name into consideration to be his wife.” Ino laughed. “Maybe Cecilia should have gone after him instead of...” Ino stopped short. “Sorry.”

Syrena shook her head. “It’s fine.” She sighed. “Cecilia would have been a terrible wife for Gabriel, anyway.” Syrena thought back to her teenage years and the few months she spent as an envoy in training with her sister in Jovag, the capital of Lotcala. 

Centuries old allies, Amazon and Lotcala had always had a friendly relationship, and that was because of the willingness of the royals to be welcoming to each other. The two sovereign nations considered themselves to be brother and sister realms. 

Queen Saria had sent Cecilia at eighteen years old and her younger sister to the court of King Liam. There they met their distant cousin Gabriel, and Syrena was enamored. Cecilia, not so much. As the years went on, however, the talks of marriage between the Amazonian crown princess and the younger son of Liam was a foremost priority. That is until three years later when Prince Gabriel left the kingdom to join the Northland Rangers, following the footsteps of his uncle Ragnall.

“Cecilia couldn’t marry Prince Liam, anyway. Amazon needs a queen on the throne, just as Lotcala needs its king. That marriage would have forced one to abdicate or be absent for far too long. That’s why Gabriel was the obvious choice.” Syrena continued. 

“Yeah, that is a good point.” Ino conceded. “It would have been interesting with Gabriel living here, though. All those times you talked about him, I’ve always wanted to meet the man. Very few men impress me and he seemed to be of the sort.”

Syrena smiled at her friend and her memories. 

Just then, a young solider burst into the tent and dropped to one knee, hitting her right fist to her armored chest. 

“Commander?” The young soldier panted. “The queen is calling for you.”

Syrena rose from her chair, along with Ino. She reached for her armor to fasten it back on. “Duty calls.” Ino walked over to help the princess with the side buckles. 

“Don’t just kneel there, girl!” Ino barked. “Get her helm and take her to the queen.” 

The young soldier shot up and rushed to the helm and presented it to the princess. 

Syrena noticed the young woman’s shaking hands. “Relax young one.” Syrena smiled. “What’s your name?”

“Garra.” The soldier replied, her head bowed.

“Did you just graduate from the Herd?” Syrena asked.

“Yes, your highness.” Garra replied. 

Syrena smiled and clasped Garra’s shoulder. Ino huffed.

“This one has been helping with the supply train. She’ll probably make a fair legionnaire one day.” Ino quipped. 

Syrena nodded before putting on her helm and exiting the tent with Garra in tow.

* * * *
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QUEEN SARIA FLUNG OPEN the flap of her tent and laughed as she threw her helm to a nearby attendant. Warriors followed her inside the tent.

“Damn! I feel like molten steel!” She exclaimed, raising her fists in the air. Her armor had streaks of blood, and there were a few bruises forming on her exposed biceps. “It’s been years since I’ve been in a good battle.” She looked to her husband and smiled.

The tall man smiled back, happy to see his wife in such a pleasant mood. “You look as beautiful as the day we wed.”

“Come here!” Saria roared, a command her husband gladly obeyed. She embraced him and locked him with a deep kiss. Once they broke the kiss, he handed her a cup of wine and he unbuckled her cuirass. “A queen never deserved such a man as you.” Saria smiled at him, and he winked. She then realized that the other people, fellow warriors, were still in the tent. “Well, what the hell are the rest of you waiting for? Get out!” Saria growled. 

The attendants and the other warriors scrambled out of the tent, knowing their queen’s temper.

“Now you may finish, Agis.” The queen purred into the ear of her husband. 

Agis grinned as he removed her armor and placed it on a nearby stand. He then pulled her close for another kiss as he undid the strap of her chiton and let it fall to the ground. Agis led his wife to the cot, fitted as a bed for the both of them. He laid her down and removed her greaves and sandals.

“If only I could still give the queendom strong daughters. Think of the world we’d create.” Saria smiled as Agis removed his own chiton and joined her in the cot.

“Doesn’t mean we can’t try.” He smiled before embracing his wife.

The loving couple were making love when a messenger entered the tent. 

“My queen, we have news from the front lines!” She said before realizing her mistake. Her face, however, showed her embarrassment as the queen’s anger rose in her reply.

“Get the hell out!” Saria roared.

The messenger did as instructed and returned to the attendants outside, who burst into laughter over the scene.

It was a while later when the messenger was permitted into the tent. There she found Saria and Agis both laying on the cot, the queen draped over her husband.

“Your majesty, the Elysians have sent an envoy to request a ceasefire and truce.” The messenger said excitedly. 

Saria smirked. “I figured as much. Fetch my daughters!” Several warriors rushed out, leaving the queen and husband alone. “We have ten minutes, I figure.” She grinned.

A short time later, Syrena arrived and entered the tent. Once inside, she removed her helm, dropped to one knee and struck her right fist to her chest.

“My queen, I’ve come as you summoned.” Syrena said, looking to the ground.

Saria rose from the bed and walked over to a table where some linens were laid out. “Come in, daughter.” She said. She threw a linen chiton to her husband, and then she put one on for herself. “We have news of peace. The Elysians wish to treat with us.”

Just as she finished, Cecilia burst in. She, too, dropped to her knee and saluted. “My queen, you called for me?” Cecilia glanced over to Syrena as the younger sister rose. Cecilia stayed kneeling, however. 

“Yes, my daughter. My daughters.” Saria said lovingly. She walked over to the princesses and guided Cecilia up, cupping their cheeks tenderly. “We’ve won.”
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The Heart of the Queendom
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Two weeks after the siege, Syrena found herself in Verna, the capital of the queendom. This was her home from birth, but in the years since her advancement from the Herd she had been in Caleope, ruling as the Vicountess. This stopover in Verna, however, was necessary given the recent victory but also the strain on her soldiers. The Legion had been marching for days with only rests during the night. They had to stop and regroup.

“Prefects Ino and Melantho, move your soldiers to the barracks and then meet me in the morning for reports.” Syrena said as she neared the northern gate of Verna with her friends. Both the women saluted by striking their right fists to their chests. 

Syrena watched them ride off, along with many of their soldiers. The procession back into the queendom had taken days, with warriors filing in by the hundreds each day. The princess then turned her horse to a warrior riding behind her. “Kora.” Syrena called out to the lochagos of her personal legionnaires. The armored woman rode up to Syrena and saluted. “See our sisters to my residence and let them have a rest. You all have earned it.”

Kora nodded and then kicked at her horse, pulling the large animal to turn. She was a lady of very few words but strong actions. Syrena was confident in her role as lochagos, captain of the Caleope Legion and levy. Syrena kept lodgings in the capital, but she wasn’t ready to go there just yet. First she wanted to report in to the queen. 

Queen Saria arrived in Verna a week prior and Cecilia a few days after that. Syrena was the last to arrive since she was in charge of moving the large force of legionnaires, all on foot. 

The princess walked up the steps of the Queen’s Hall and pushed open the large oak doors. Immediately she was struck with the smell of lilac and lavender, favorites of the queen. Syrena enjoyed the scents as well, but Cecilia preferred roses. It was enjoyable to be in a quieter and softer setting than a legion camp for the first time in months. Syrena walked past guards, saluting as she passed, until she reached her mother’s quarters. 

A lone guard stood by and opened the door once Syrena neared. A grateful nod and smile, given to the guard and Syrena was soon in front of her mother’s breakfast table. On her right was the queen, smiling across the table to her husband, seated at Syrena’s left. Syrena dropped to one knee and saluted.

“My queen!” The princess said. 

“Syrena, my dear, come and join us.” Agis said to his daughter. Queen Saria looked to her daughter and smiled.

“Come now, drop the formality and sit. Eat.” Saria said, still wearing her golden laurel wreath crown. 

Syrena stood and smiled as she pulled the chair in front of her. She took her seat and served herself cantaloupe and blackberries. On the table was a platter of pastries, filled with a honey, almond and hazelnut mixture.

“What are you reading mother?” Syrena asked before biting a piece of ripe cantaloupe.

Saria scoffed. “Letters congratulating me on our victory over Elysia. Most of these are from landgraves and palatines. One has arrived from Fe. Emperor Hel sends his regards on the glorious victory. The frail, old coward rushed out of the damn war before he even committed one man to battle!” Saria chuckled. “Probably had some concubine to bed.” She winked to Agis.

Syrena smiled. Agis was a bit more pragmatic. “If Elysia had offered us such favorable terms early on, I’m sure you would have strongly considered peace as well.”

“Perhaps.” Saria conceded without looking up from her papers. 

Agis looked to Syrena and smiled. “My dear, your journey was well I trust?”

“Yes, father. Nothing unusual to report. I have sent the Legion back to their posts.” Syrena replied in between bites. She reached over and picked up a piece of the sticky pastry.

Agis grinned and nodded. He wasn’t the king, Amazon did not have kings. However, he was intelligent and respected. His mother was a stratego, and Agis learned at her side. Saria was more than happy to leave some of her administrative duties to her capable husband. 

In his youth, Agis captained a cohort of male soldiers and was now highly regarded in his role as a spy master and apothecary for the queen. Many kings and queens once employed his family, one of the oldest in the queendom and throughout the world as expert apothecaries and poisoners. It was a family art that he taught Cecilia and it came natural to her. However, when Saria became queen, she outlawed much of his work, meaning his family was out of work in the queendom. 

While he never visibly held a grudge, a few knew of the tension it had caused within the royal family. Notably their daughters, each taking a side. Saria forbid the two princess from speaking of it, but that didn’t stop the rumors from swirling.

Agis smiled. “The Prefect of the Archers reported in yesterday. She’s moved on to her lands in the southeast. She was rather upset in the artillery barrage of the recent siege. A matter I asked her to take up with you.”

“Thank you, father. I will send her a letter asking to meet. I’m sure it is nothing of great important considering we won the siege and because of Ino’s tactics.” Syrena said. “The two can come to terms, I’m sure. Their rivalry is well known, but I suppose that is how it is with most blood sisters.”

“Nevertheless, you should not leave your prefects to think you are showing nepotism.” Agis replied. 

Syrena nodded. “Ino is still learning. She would rather be in the field. Artemisia has the post she really wanted. Ino does her best to learn, but artillery was never a strong suit for our people.”

“I’d say it was the archers that needed to be sent back to the Herd!” A voice boomed from a nearby hallway. Everyone turned to see Cecilia walk into the room. “Good morning. My queen.” She said, kneeling and saluting.

Saria rolled her eyes. “Up, up!” 

Cecilia rose and grinned to her mother. 

“Why must my daughters salute so much to me in my own home?” Saria fumed.

Cecilia sat across from Syrena. The sisters smiled at one another, but there was an uneasy tension in their faces. It was a common sight in the queendom. The bond that existed between siblings was not always the strongest in the military classes. Perhaps in the ergatis, also known as the laborer class, and levy class, siblings had closer bonds. However, for those from the axio or noble class, the bonds that were strongest were those of Herd sisters. Sometimes, biological sisters might be little more than strangers when compared to the Herd. Those were the women that bled and fought together. 

Agis looked to his eldest daughter. “And your cavalry? Are they having a much needed rest?”

Cecilia nodded while chewing on a piece of pork belly. “Yes father, thank you for your concern.” Cecilia smiled at her father. “A rested army is a healthy army. You taught me that, father.” Cecilia was a frigid woman in most regards but to her father she was a loving daughter and he a proud parent. The two exchanged wide grins. Cecilia was like her father. She was cunning and relied on her intellect to win battles.

Like many Amazons, Cecilia lived for war and she loved to charge into battle. What she did not love was the idea of a marriage. She had a sword sister, a close bond of companionship, with another officer, and that was enough for her. However, she knew that one day she’d be the queen and that meant producing an heir. 

As the family enjoyed a quiet and peaceful breakfast, a messenger walked in with a sealed letter for the queen.

Saria gripped the folded letter and smiled. “Lotcala. King Liam is sending his regards.” She cracked the seal and read the letter silently. She stopped and then looked up in shock. First to her husband and then to Cecilia. 

“What’s the matter, my love?” Agis asked. Syrena and Cecilia looked to their mother curiously. 

“Liam sends his regards on the victory.” Saria replied. “He plans to hold a parade in our honor.”

“That’s good news, mother.” Cecilia said with a smirk. “They’re good men, mostly. I wish King Liam had seen our victory.”

“I agree, Cecilia. Saria, your expression had me a bit worried, love.” Agis said to his daughter and then wife before returning to his meal.

“Liam finished the letter with news that Prince Gabriel has returned to Jovag.” Saria said.

Cecilia scoffed while Agis and Syrena stopped eating. 

“He has?” Syrena asked. 

Cecilia looked up at her sister, her eyes narrowing. 

“That’s good news... right? It could be a sign that they want to renew talks of an alliance cemented in a new matrimony bond?” Syrena asked.

“No.” Cecilia replied, slamming her hand onto the table. “He was too much of a coward the first time, and that’s not the type of man we want in this family.” Cecilia leaned back in her chair, picking her teeth with her knife. “I won’t be entertaining any possibilities with him.”

“I’m afraid Cecilia is right.” Agis continued. “That was the plan once, but our bond is still strong even after he ran off. Why do we need a marriage to cement what is already as thick as Herd sisters?”

“Thank you, father.” Cecilia smiled, looking at Syrena.

“I heard that he went to join the rangers in the north, to help the villagers there against the Huns. Even a few Amazons have traveled that way.” Syrena replied. “They say that the fighting is brutal on the Northern Continent.”

“Is that how you’ve heard of his journey?” Saria asked. “From our sisters?”

“Some of our sisters return to see family or rejoin the ranks. They have mentioned seeing him during their time there. A few fought alongside him as well.” Syrena confessed.

“As honorable as his intentions might have been, your father and sister are right. The heart of the queendom is the queen and it must be a heart that beats for her people. His abandonment of the engagement showed he was unfit for our queendom. We will find a suitable man for your sister here in the queendom.” Saria replied. “Now, I’d like to finish this meal without another damn piece of parchment shoved in my face!” The queen bellowed to the nearby attendants. 

All of her servants stepped back except one.

Saria rolled her eyes at her steward. “What is it, Katrina?” She asked. 

The queen’s steward saluted. “The Queen’s Guard has apprehended the usurer in River Port. He is being brought up to court and should arrive in a week.”

The queen nodded and the steward left. Cecilia looked confused. “A usurer? That’s something for the magistrate.”

“Not this one.” Agis replied. “This one was caught selling weapons and armor during the war to our queendom and to Elysia.” He looked to Cecilia. “That warrants an explanation to the queen.”

Cecilia grinned a sly smile. “Then let us see justice prevail.”

* * * * 
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LATER THAT DAY, SYRENA went to relax by taking a short walk around the palace. Not far away, Cecilia thought of doing the same. The crown princess came from restocking her personal supply of potion and poison ingredients. That was a task that often put a smile on her face. This day was no different as she entered the garden in the large courtyard. 

Seeing her younger sister, Cecilia strolled up to her. “Sister, are you enjoying your stay here in Verna?”

“I am. Glad for a chance to rest some before I return to Caleope. And you? Will you return to Esto soon?” Syrena asked, taking a seat on a nearby bench.

Cecilia smiled. “That is my plan. I’ve been wanting to return for some time. The capital is a bit stuffy for my tastes.” She sighed. “Mother wants me to stay longer here in the capital. She wants me to be at court when the usurer arrives for trial and sentencing. I suppose that is my role.” She lowered her head dejectedly. “To be free to run off to some goddess forsaken continent in the north like Gabriel did.” Cecilia chuckled. “Must be nice.”

Syrena winced at the reference. “It’s not a perfect life sister.” Syrena replied.

“Nor should it be. These imperfections strengthen us and train us to be better than we were before.” 

“True enough.” Syrena nodded in agreement. “I see you’ve kept the shaven head from the battle. A recent shave?” Syrena asked. 

Cecilia grinned. “I like the feel of it, to be honest. I remember the feeling of battle when I shave it and the feel of the smooth skin comforts me.” It was a style worn by many during times of war to help helms fit better, and limit the chance of their hair becoming a hindrance during a fight.

Cecilia looked to her sister and strained a smile. “Forgive me, but it’s getting later than I’d like and I still have to check on my horse.”

“Of course.” Syrena nodded as Cecilia walked away towards the stables. 

She thought to the years away from the capital. They weren’t perfect years, but they were much more peaceful. 

From a balcony close by, Agis watched his daughters. He knew the divide between them was growing and had been for years. There wasn’t much he could do, even as their father. Agis knew their personalities were so different from one another, but still he hoped that there would a reconciliation. The only problem was that he had little clue to the source of their tension. 

No one did, in fact. Not even Syrena or Cecilia could say what drove them apart, but here the queendom rested on their future. 

* * * * 
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EIGHT DAYS AFTER THEIR meeting in the courtyard, Cecilia and Syrena joined their mother, her advisors and their father, in the queen’s throne room. The usurer had arrived.

Syrena, with her attendant, the Quarmi woman Mitzudi, walked to where her father stood amongst other nobles. One such noble, Lady Theodora Orsini, was the Guild-master of Merchants. It was her role to oversee the importing and exporting of all supplies. She was the first to notice irregularities with the accused man. It was her luck that she noticed the miscalculations or she might have been standing next to him. 

Syrena and her father stood at the left of her mother but on the ground level while her mother sat upon her throne, atop a raised platform. Cecilia stood to her mother’s right on the platform. This was the queen’s throne room, her court. She sat nearly eight feet above everyone standing below her. On the ground level were many landgraves, palatines and other officials.

The guards took the accused man into the throne room. Syrena and the others in the court could see the blood crusted to his hair and his beard. Syrena grimaced at his broken nose and bruised face. She wasn’t a fan of the tactics used by the Queen’s Guards.

Agis leaned over to his daughter. “They said he tried to fight back. He found out the hard way that wasn’t a good idea.” 

Syrena looked to her father, and he smirked. “Who is he anyway?” She looked back to the man. “Why would we put our trust or gold into the faith of him?”

Agis sighed. “He told a fanciful tale. What we know is, he is the son of a Sile lord, a count. That gave him some clout.”

“He is noble and offering weapons.” Syrena said. “Where were our smiths?”

The woman next to Syrena spoke up. “Your highness, the guilds overworked us with supplying Fe and Orleuns during their war with Nara.” 

Syrena looked and nodded to the woman. “Of course, my apologies on my assumption, Lady Orsini.” 

“No apologies needed, your highness.” Lady Orsini replied. “He spoke very well, weaving such a beautiful tale that I believe he might have a future in the theater. If he has a future.”

Syrena turned from the woman, a commoner but one elevated through wealth and status. The princess refocused her attention on the scene before her. The Queen’s Guard, holding the man, drug him up by the chains holding his wrists. 

“This is the traitor, your majesty. His name is Domino Eolas.” The guard announced.

“Can’t really be a traitor if I’m not a citizen of you country.” The man grinned defiantly.

“A blessing for us all, I’m sure.” Saria replied coldly. “I accuse you of two crimes, sir. The first is usury and the second and much more disturbing is duplicity. How do you plead?”

Domino stood up. “Well, I suppose the second one is true.” 

There were murmurs throughout the court at his response. 

“Silence!” Cecilia ordered. “So you admit to your crimes?”

“Cecilia, silence.” The queen said, looking to her daughter. 

Cecilia bowed and saluted. “Forgive me, my queen.”

Saria waved her off and Cecilia stepped back. “Eolas, your father is Constantino Eolas, Lord of Talammil, is he not?”

Domino nodded. “He is, your majesty. Though I would not expect a ransom. He is a lesser lord, a count, and only a first generation count. We are a family of little land and even less money.”

“Why should I care about that?” Saria asked.

“I suppose it is not my place to ask anything of you but as my father is poor and I’m not the first born waiting for an inheritance. I’m just a bit desperate.”

“Then speak on your reasoning for selling arms and armor to two nations at war with one another.” The queen said.

Domino lowered his head. “As I said, it was desperation. I felt compelled to act in a way to increase my standing in this world. In Aran, I could never inherit, nor would I be able to get too far in life. I came south to make my way, but I’m good with numbers, not my hands. I’ve made some gold in my years away from Talammil, so I like to invest it.”

“You invested it? In my queendom?”

Domino smiled. “Exactly!”

Saria snarled. “And Elysia?”

“It is wise to back a winner and at the time of the investment, the war was new and I had seen no clear favorite.” Domino stuttered. 

Saria gripped the arms of her throne. Anger seethed in her eyes, burning with hate. She leaned forward. “Never ‘invest’ against Amazon.” She gritted through her teeth.

Domino lowered his head and stumbled across his words. “Hmm, yes, your majesty. It was early on and I sold many more weapons to your beautiful queendom than to Elysia. Many, many more.” He said.

The queen leaned back in her throne. “Lady Orsini, step forward.” The Guild-master walked up and saluted the queen. “What can you say for or against this man?”

“His sob story from Aran, I can’t say. However, based on the papers we found him with, he sold us more war supplies than he sold to Elysia.” Lady Orsini replied. “They were of excellent quality as well.”

“Thank you. Please return.” Queen Saria responded. Lady Orsini saluted and then turned to Domino. She gave him a sneer before walking back to the place.

“You have no friends here, Lord Eolas. Even our guild-masters are skilled enough to kill you with ease.”

“I’m not a lord. My father is. I am Domino Eolas, and I only sought to make enough gold to provide a future for myself.” 

Saria looked around the court and saw the faces of unconvinced nobles and masters. She was correct in saying that none would stand with Eolas.

“What of the charge of usury?” Saria asked. 

“Not guilty.” Domino replied.

“So you didn’t give loans, charging high interests.” Saria asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Well, yes. I did do that. Is that a crime?” Domino smirked.

“Yes, it is. Are you such a fool that you would joke at a time like this?” Saria was stunned at the man before her.

“Your majesty, it is a common practice. Banks do it all the time!” Domino said.

“Banks’ interest rates are not so high that commoners and minor lords can’t pay them!” Saria yelled. “Where is your gold? Our guards did not find our money on you when you were captured. Nor did they find anything in the area where the guards found you.”

“It is safely put away.”

“Where?” The queen pressed.

“It’s secured where only I can retrieve it. Its location will die with me.” Domino said defiantly.

“Fine. I’ve heard enough, anyway. You have admitted, through your own month, to both crimes. Take him to the dungeons and we will see to his fate at a later date. I fear that should we listen to him any further that we might lose our own wits and intelligence.” Queen Saria said as she stood to leave the throne room.

The guards moved in and took hold of the man.

“Your majesty, the sentence for his crimes is death.” Cecilia interrupted. Other nobles around the court agreed. “Many of our own had loans to this man and...”

Saria spun and sent a sharp gaze to her daughter. 

Cecilia dropped to one knee in salute. 

“Any loan he holds to an Amazon is now forgiven. He is to be jailed until I say otherwise.” Saria responded, looking to her daughter. “That’s final.” The queen walked off as her daughter and the rest of the court saluted. 

Cecilia stood from saluting and watched her mother walk off. She was angry, but she couldn’t react. Agis walked up to his daughter and stood with her. 

“She must have a good reason.” He said.

“Yes, of course. No one can dispute a queen’s word.” Cecilia said to her father, trying to sound understanding.

Syrena watched the scene. She turned to her attendant Mitzudi. “We leave for Caleope tonight.” She said before walking out of the court with the Quarmi woman.  

* * * * 
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“MY LOVE, WHY LET THAT man live?” Agis asked his wife when they had retired to their bedchambers for the evening. 

“Agis, I don’t really want to talk about that charlatan.”

Agis looked to his wife. “Then why not sentence him to die and be rid of his memory?”

Saria sighed as she sat down on the bed. Agis sat next to her and put his arm over her shoulders, pulling her close. The queen smiled to her husband. 

“Don’t think I didn’t want to.” Saria replied. “His story wasn’t that good for me to be so merciful. A lowly lord trying to make his way in the world is honorable, but not off the misfortune of others. There is nothing in that worth saving, normally.” Saria stood and walked to the window. She looked out over her great city. “Mestra saw something in his life. A reason for him to live, but we would need him to be close by.”

“Mestra, the Magister of Oracles? You consulted her about that Eolas man?” Agis asked, walking over to his wife.

“I felt like I needed someone to interpret a reoccurring dream. War is coming.” Saria corrected.

Agis laughed. “What queen doesn’t dream of war? What Amazonian, for that matter?”

Saria looked to her husband with tears welling in her eyes. “No, my love. There has been so much turmoil in my dreams of late. Mestra spoke to them, vaguely, as is the way of the oracles. Gabriel’s homecoming, this man, Fe’s early retreat. It all means something.”

“What did you see?” Agis asked.

“Many dead on the field. I saw a dead dragon, dead stags, dead horses and dead griffins. So many dark images. Mestra couldn’t help much, but she told me that this Eolas was going to play a part.”

“I see. A dead dragon?” Agis asked. Saria embraced him in a hug. Tears in her eyes.

“Forgive me Agis. A queen crying over stupid dreams. An embarrassing scene for the heart of the queendom.” Saria said, trying to sound light hearted.

“It’s completely understandable, dear. Besides, it’s just a dream, my love.”

[image: image]

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Caleope
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It took Syrena and her entourage thirteen days of hard and fast riding to reach her keep in Caleope. A welcome sight once the stone building came into view. As keeps went, it was smaller than most. Two bedchambers on the highest of the three levels. The first level was for the attendants and servants. The second level was her throne room, which served as her court. As viscountess, the queen expected Syrena to hold court and now that the war was over and she had returned, she knew that there would be a long line of petitioners. 

The westward approach was not as crowded as Syrena had thought it would be, but it was late in the day, nearly sunset. She led her band on and passed a local tavern. From inside she could hear raucous commotion and activity. The sounds of laughter lifted Syrena’s spirits. A little further up the way she saw guards on patrol. They kneeled and saluted as she rode past.

Syrena looked up at the stone keep, sitting atop a large motte. That hill was the impressive feature of her home. Steep and high, it would be a very difficult task for invaders to reach the keep. Syrena’s great-grandmother had commissioned it for the town. 

Entering the lower bailey of her fortification, Palatine Honora greeted Syrena. 

“Welcome home, princess.” She saluted the princess.

Syrena smiled and touched the older woman’s shoulder, indicating for her to stand. Honora stood and, cane in hand, walked along with Syrena, though at a slower pace. 

“We’ve kept the town just as you left it.” Honora joked. Syrena smiled. Syrena grew up close to the elder veteran and enjoyed her warm nature. 

Contrary to her warm nature, however, Honora’s exploits in the Legion were legendary. As a former Commander of the Legion, she led the famed warriors in many battles against Tresha and Nara. However, her military carrier ended with a near mortal wound to her left leg. It took all the skills of no less than three healers to save her leg and her life. After that battle, Honora relinquished her post and adapted to life as a palatine.

“Your village must miss you, Lady Honora.” Syrena smiled as she sat down at the table where a servant had laid out plates for her and her party. 

Honora sat across from Syrena. “It’s a small village that never needed a palatine. My grandmother must have done something truly terrible to receive such a title.” She laughed.

Syrena tore a piece of bread and dipped it in the beef stew. “Some women are lucky to receive such a post.”

“Ino deserves more than a palatine title.” Honora replied, catching Syrena’s meaning. “Her mother was an outstanding warrior and a fine Herd sister, but she would never have made much of a name for herself in the queendom. It was a time of peace and she saw that.” Honora scoffed. “Ino’s mother was in the wrong Herd. She was an excellent warrior in a Herd of excellent warriors. If she had been born anything but an ergatis, then she would have had a better life and she would have been able to provide something more for Ino and her siblings. The queendom’s class system holds down the commoners.”

“You are aware that you are speaking to the princess?” A warrior to Honora’s right interjected.

“Aye. I can see her. I lost my ability to walk, not my sight!” Honora quipped. “Let her flog an old, feeble woman if she doesn’t like my words.”

“Only a fool would believe you to be feeble.” Syrena smirked. The rest of the table laughed at the truth of the statement.

“Perhaps. How is Ino anyway?” Honora continued.

Syrena wiped her mouth on her cloak. “She’s good and stressed.” Syrena chuckled. She put her spoon down. “Ino led the artillery with honor and skill. Her mother would have been proud.”

“She is. The ancestors smile upon us in victory and wipe away our shame in defeat.” Honora stood from the table “I must rest before my ride back to Philippi tomorrow. I’m sure they lament my absence with daily festivals.”

Syrena stood. “You have my thanks Lady Honora for your care of Caleope.” She said, clasping wrists with Honora.

“It was an honor, princess.” Honora said before retiring to her quarters.

“Are the stories they say about Lady Honora true, Lady Syrena?” Asked the woman seated next to the chair Honora once occupied.

Syrena raised her eyebrow. “Why not ask her yourself?” 

The other warriors at the table laughed. 

Another woman further down the table spoke up. “Just before this recent war started, I saw Lady Honora kill three bandits on her own! With that cane of hers. I’d say she is more deadly now than she’s ever been!”

The other warriors cheered and toasted their compatriot. Syrena smiled to the others at the table. She felt happy to be home.

The next morning was sunny and warm as the princess made her way down to the great hall. She had her first hot bath in nearly two weeks and she felt refreshed. Syrena walked down the steps of the keep, her leather sandals treading lightly with each step. Many Amazonian warriors went to great lengths to practice walking silently, the soft leather sandals helped. Syrena’s linen chiton, trimmed with blue fabric, flowed around her thighs when she entered the hall. 

“We’re leaving the doors open now?” Syrena grinned.

A servant nearby bowed and saluted. “No, my lady, but there are many deliveries today. We thought it more efficient. I can close it if you wish.”

Syrena held her hand up to stop the servant. “The warm air is pleasant, and the light is welcoming. Leave it for now.” She said, taking her seat at the head table of the hall.

Mitzudi came over and placed a wooden bowl of vegetable and mussel soup in front of Syrena. “It’s nearly midday.”

Syrena grinned, pulling the bowl closer and grabbing a spoon. “Worth your scorn to have this for a midday meal.” 

The stew was Syrena’s favorite. A special recipe from the chef. A hearty stew made of mussels, white wine, leeks and scallions. To top it off, the chef mixed in a combination of wild herbs.

Syrena smiled at Mitzudi as the older Quarmi woman gazed at the princess.

“Sleep until midday if you must, but any longer and the ostrea stew would have cooled.” Mitzudi replied with a sigh. 

“Since when do you get to scold the princess and lady of the keep?” Syrena asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Ever since I used to pick you up when you fell as a babe.” Mitzudi replied, laughing. 

The stew was delicious and Syrena poured herself a second helping, but she had to finish it quickly. Syrena was expected to begin her court. 

As was customary, the ruling archon would preside over the local court. It was a time for lords and commoners to bring their problems to their sworn lords. Syrena was viscountess, one of four, and her title was second only to the queen, when one did not count the crown princess. This meant that the palatines and the landgraves would answer to the viscountess. 

Syrena walked into the hall that served as her court and greeted those standing in attendance, waiting for her to arrive
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