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            "I am a good woman." Hester ran her hand up the muscular thigh, leaning her head to the hardness of his abdomen. She turned her head, planting a kiss along the rough skin of his knuckles.

"I said…you are exhausted and that means, even I will not 'bother' you this night." The man moved from her vicinity. "So, stop the seduction attempts. Or I will forget all my good intensions and give over exactly what you are asking for."

Hester lifted innocent eyes. "I just wanted to be close to you."

"That is not what you wanted." He smiled slowly. "Little liar. Get undressed and climb into bed. I will go wash up." The man indicated the wash bowl across the way, which he had heated the water for Hester, but she was obviously needing to forgo such tiresome protocol this night.

      

    


The Witch of the Glen: The Journey Continues

Chapter 1

The girl made her way through the busy town, her thoughts on the reason she had decided to leave Seth McFarland sleeping and hurry on the errand she had assigned herself.

She intended to speak to Jarek Greyling about leasing the small cottage that once had been her domain while she had lived in this place. She noted it was not inhabited upon her arrival to these shores, or it had appeared so from a distance.

Excitement bubbled inside the girl. It would be inappropriate to share Seth’s home from this day forth. It was inappropriate to share his home this day, of course but...well, she did not regret the afternoon at all.

The thought made her blush with a subdued secrecy shared only with Seth McFarland. The very thought of the man caused her blood to heat were she honest with herself. Time in his bed had only heightened the sensation.

She pulled up short, for some rude person having suddenly blocked her path. 

She gasped slightly, moving back politely. “...Excuse me.” Her tone implied he was the one who should be issuing such a comment.

Hester made to go around the tall individual, but he stepped yet again, his smirk alerting her to a possible problem on the horizon.

“...Please get out of my way.” She indicated the small stretch of wooden planked sidewalk available for people to use outside the stretch of businesses lining this side of the town. “I wish to be about my business, if you do not mind.”

The man stared oddly down at her, something in his eyes making Hester most uneasy.

To make matters worse, two other men, coming from inside a local establishment, joined the first, surrounding the girl on any and all sides.

Hester sensed from their expressions...she had done something to which they had taken offense. She could not think what but...

“Is there a problem here?” She attempted a forced politeness for once. “M-May I help you with something? I am a healer.”

“That is not all you are.” The first man sneered to his companions. “Not after coming from McFarland’s home.”

That reference...Hester understood.

“What were you doing in there all this time, one could ask.”

“Colin Dilliard, that is none of your concern, surely.” The smaller of the men chastised superficially. “But even so...we can all guess at what she was doing, can we not.”

“Oh, I know well what McFarland does to the women he takes in that place, Sullivan. We all do.” It was pleasantly granted. “Pardon lady, for my crudeness.” He bowed mockingly.

“McBeevy, mayhap we should just allow her go.” The man who spoke now seemed overly nervous and antsy, for he kept continually glancing about. “Come on, Colin. There is more sport to be had at Maude Higgins.”

‘Colin’ shrugged off the guiding hand. “I like...this sport.”

“Yes but, McFarland will not take kindly to...that is to say...”

“McFarland does not frighten me as he seems to you.” Colin Dilliard’s mood turned cold and angry. “Do you want a piece of this...” He motioned to Hester Hughes. “Or not. She is here for the taking, you ass. Why go all the way to Maude Higgins.”

Hester blanched visibly for such a statement.

“Aye and a more delicious morsel there is not to be found anywhere in this stupid place.” McBeevy stroked Hester’s hair affectionately.

The girl moved jerkily away from his touch.

“McFarland, selfish bastard that he is...will always take the choice bits for himself.” Colin agreed, his eyes raking Hester’s form insolently.

Hester swallowed her fear. She had never been confronted by such open hostility before.

Even Angus McGavin, while openly critical and accusing, kept a more civil approach to the girl herself. Accusing more Jarek Greyling, than the ‘witch’, at least to Hester’s face.

The giant was often scowling and upset, true...and he gave Hester pause for thought but...these men!

They were different. They clearly were taking great pleasure in confronting the girl personally, in attacking the foundation of Hester’s moral compass...and the girl herself.

This situation was new, intimidating the girl. But like everything in life, Hester decided to attempt to bluff her way though.

She lifted her head, facing the threat head on. “...Have you nothing better to do than accost innocent females? What sort of men are you?” She disdained. “Make way! I have business to which I must attend.”

“We know what ‘business’ you attended to this afternoon, do we not.” The male known to Hester as Colin Dilliard, sneered his contempt, his breath smelling of stale whiskey and something putrid the girl did not even wish to analyze.

The crude remark garnered salacious snickers from his two companions.

Hester blinked her shock for such torrid accusations spoken so plainly aloud. She flushed heatedly.

“Nor was there anything ‘innocent’ in the doing.”

Cruel laughter rang out as the obvious leader of the pack stepped decidedly closer, his gaze blatantly sexual in nature as it raked Hester’s young body. “You can no longer lay claim to that title after even a few minutes in Seth McFarland’s bed, can she now, lads.”

His friends were consulted with a leering grin.

Hester lowered her eyes, her mind shutting down. She searched the faces of those gathered, watching the scene develop.

Most had stopped their usual activities, the men doing nothing but standing about.

The women were more sympathetic to Hester’s plight but none wished to antagonize her tormentors more than they already seemed to be.

“Move out of my path you pathetic excuse for what-ever-it-is you are.” Hester’s own temper flared. “I shall inform his Lordship of your transgressions!”

“His Lordship...” The smallest of the group, one Sullivan McBeevy mocked her statement. “Is already aware of ‘your’ transgressions, I dare say. He probably has sampled them himself.”

Hester’s flush darkened.

“No.” A decidedly masculine response halted any further exchange of words.

Hester was never so grateful to see the new arrival that had appeared just now sauntering down the pathway from the Great House on the hill. 

Astrid Greyling was on her husband’s arm, looking regally lovely this day.

Hester breathed a sigh of relief, her heart’s rapid beating settling somewhat.

“But...you three are about to ‘sample’ a reckoning long since overdue.” Jarek’s quietly intimidating stare settled on Hester’s antagonists. “I should make m’ peace with m’ maker were I you lot.”

Heads swirled to Greyling’s meaning for Seth McFarland himself was stalking down the middle of the main street, the man’s face etched with a murderous rage.

“Healer...” Jarek held out his hand. “Come to me...now.”

Hester pulled her wide eyes from Seth’s rapidly advancing presence, obediently moving slowly from her tormentor’s vicinity, her gaze sweeping the suddenly ashen faces of those very men.

Seth slowed his steps, taking in the situation with sagely knowledgeable eyes. He scanned Hester’s white pallor, the large stricken gaze.

“I...I am well, Seth.” She forced a smile. “There is no trouble now.” She made to go to the man but Jarek’s gentle hand closed over her forearm. She glanced at it’s hold.

Seth’s eyes shifted, the icy coldness training on the three individuals across the way. He stepped...closer.

“W-We were just having a bit of a go, that is all.” Sullivan McBeevy was no longer smiling, a nervous energy palpating about the small man. “...twas only a bit of fun we were having. No real harm was meant.”

Seth’s gaze never wavered but it did darken two-fold.

“...There are three of us, McFarland.” Colin Dilliard was not about to back down with the entire village looking on.

The man was well muscled, Hester noted, with a dangerous looking scar running the entire length of his right cheek. It gave him an appearance of what Hester imagined Satan might look like if ever confronted in the dark bowels of Hell.

Seth laughed lowly, a sinister sound which edged along Hester’s body.

“Well, what did you think your actions would bring?” Colin motioned curtly to the young girl standing so gravely quiet beside Greyling and his wife. “What man present does not assume she is fair game to any and all...now...after your handling of the matter.”

“Is that what you assume, you fucking bastard of a fucking whore mother?” Seth moved ever so slowly, edging even closer to the three men, Hester noted with alarm.

“My Lord!” She beseeched Greyling assist somehow.

“He needs no assistance, Lass.” Greyling grinned rather lackadaisically, to Hester’s stunned shock.

“No.” Astrid’s lovely face allowed a cold disdain directed to the men who stood now, having to face the result of their actions. “He does not.”

“Three of us!” Colin moved back, licking nervous lips. “Three!...Against one!”

Seth moved, his arm extending rapidly from his side, the action one of minimal waste of energy.

Hester could not follow the train of events which happened next.

McBeevy’s body seemed to convulse with a sudden jerk and the man staggered back, his eyes wide and fearful. He glanced down, his mouth agape.

Hester gasped audibly as she witnessed the red stain spread out over the man’s chest, his clothing slowly drenched with the flow.

Hester stared in horror as her senses realized what had taken place. She stood, however, immobile, simply...watching matters unfold.

McBeevy clutched the hilt of Seth’s knife in trembling fingers, staring down at the protruding blade which had entered his heart straight on.

The man struggled to pull the object from its snug grip...his eyes wide with shock and dismay.

He sought out Seth McFarland, a stunned, disbelieving gasp escaping his lips before he fell hard to his knees, the blade slipping from his hands, falling into the dirt of the street.

McBeevy uttered an articulate grunt, his entire body slanting backward, his head hitting the walking boards of the sidewalk which neatly lined the businesses behind the developing scene as he fell.

Hester instinctively moved to offer aid but an even larger obstacle stepped leisurely in her path.

She lifted an astonished stare.

“Nay, girl.” Torsten Lindstrum shook his head. “Tis not done yet.”

Hester turned anguished eyes Seth’s way.

“Now...” The man’s attention was elsewhere, however. “...there are...two.”

The ominous statement hung in the still of the air which encompassed the entire village suddenly.

“I dinna mean any disrespect, man!” The man who had remained silent throughout the entire proceedings and who Hester did not know...stepped forward, beseeching Seth to see reason. “I dinna touch her! I was nay a part of it! None of it! You must believe me!”

“You did not stop them either...did you.” Seth stared sullenly at the man, his tone saying it all.

The man approached having sent Colin Dilliard a scathing glance. “You know how he gets when he has had the drink. I would have stopped them had anything serious...”

Seth stepped to meet his advancement, his movements deliberate and calculated.

The large giant of a man grasped his opponent, who cried out for the sudden unexpected action, but the objection was cut short when Seth’s powerful arms encircled the man’s neck, one sure jerk snapping the spinal cord effortlessly.

Seth stepped back, allowing the dead weight to fall from his clutches.

Hester cringed at the horrible sound of bones disconnecting but more so the sickening garble of pain the smaller man had emitted directly before having fallen heavily to the ground by Seth’s feet.

She stared at the still body, which was now crumbled unnaturally in the middle of the street, legs and arms akimbo.

Her body tensed with a shudder of revulsion, but she found, she could not look away

Seth lifted a stony stare. “And then...” The grey eyes settling contentedly on the last remaining man. “...there was...one.”

Chapter 2  Rain Down His Wrath

Colin Dilliard’s gaze rested on his friend as well, Seth’s menacing glare robbing the man of any and all pretense of bravado.

“Seth.” Jarek warned quietly. “An example must be made.”

Seth nodded malevolently. “One will be made.” It was vowed.

“Seth.” Hester pulled against Torsten’s grasp. “Wait, please.”

She beseeched the giant of a man. “Allow me speak to him.”

“Take her away.” Seth had never once taken his eyes from Colin Dilliard.

Torsten tugged on the girl’s arm. “Come along, Healer.” he advised gently. “Tis nothing you should see.”

Hester glanced at Astrid Greyling. She had never seen a more austere, cold aloofness on the lovely features.

“Go with him, Healer.” Her Ladyship softened slightly, having caught Hester’s gaze. “This will not take long.”

Hester stumbled but Torsten righted her easily. “Come along, child.”

She allowed herself to be lead, her senses telling her it was best she not see whatever fate was going to befall Colin Dilliard.

Torsten walked beside her, guiding their steps. In time, the beach loomed in the near distance.

Hester walked in a stupor, afraid to look back, afraid not to...

“Tis the law, girl.” Torsten sensed the turmoil, glancing to the chalky pallor of the lovely profile. “It must be or there can be no order here. Do you understand this?”

“What will he do to him?” Was Hester’s only thought. She knew Torsten matched his steps to her misdirected ones.

“What he must to ensure no other man will do what those men intended to do to you, woman.” He turned his head. “You are aware...what they meant to do?”

“What c-could they do? There were people all around.” Hester reasoned where no reason seemed to exist. “Surely they were merely...being stupid? They knew Seth would find out about their behavior sooner or later and they would answer to him, yes?”

Torsten stopped his trek, seeking her out.

“They...they meant to frighten me perhaps?” She stammered. “To...belittle and...and...”

“They meant to take you...all three of them.” Torsten snapped. “Right there on the main street of town. I was on my way, yes but...what had I not arrived in time? What if your man had not been warned of their intentions?”

“No.” Hester flushed heatedly. “That...that can not be. They were...not that serious about...

“They were deadly serious.” He lifted a defiant stare. “I know these men. The entire town knows them. Why do you think other men did not interfere?”

The blood rushed through Hester’s head, drowning out the sound of the surf momentarily. She shook her head but, in her heart, she sensed the man spoke the truth.

“I d-do not understand.” She did not. “They do not even know me. Why...why would something so vile enter their heads?”

“Men like that exist, especially here in this remote outpost where no real law prevails.” He motioned curtly with a massive arm. “Jarek Greyling and Seth McFarland and his men...are our law. They keep the peace. They keep men like that at bay from those less...aggressive.”

Hester sat on a nearby boulder, her mind full of very unpleasant realities.

“Do you understand the gravity of...what those men were about?”

Hester nodded minutely.

“...Then you must understand what your man must do to...ensure no other male will ever attempt such a thing again.”

Hester lifted haunted eyes. “W-What...does that mean?”

“An example will be made of Colin Dilliard. One which stays in the minds of anyone who might conceivably hold similar thoughts.”

“B-But...exactly what will be done?”

Torsten held his tongue. “You will stay with me until McFarland comes for you.” Was all he would say, Hester knew.

“I am a Healer, man.” Hester arose slowly. “I just witnessed two deaths in...such a short amount of time. I...I rail against death. It is my...purpose in life. It is what I do.”

Torsten sat, looking out over the ocean and it’s peaceful waves this day.

“I know that men die. Of course they do.” She spread her hands. “I feel in this instance, had I said the right words...any words.” She realized, she had said...nothing what-so-ever, in reality. “At least two of those deaths might not have occurred.”

“You are wrong.” Torsten knew.

“I will take your word that those men meant me great harm.” She had no choice, for she did trust this man’s honor. “...but in my world, such men are turned over to a judicial system that decides their fate.”

“They were turned over to such a system.” Torsten advised. “Their fate was in their own hands. The decision they made decided that fate.”

Hester...sat, drained. Silence fell and remained for a very long time.

“...If those men had gone unpunished, do you not see? No woman would be safe here. None.” The man finally spoke. “Is that what you want?”

Hester swiped tears from her face. She shook her head. “I feel...somehow that the decision I made to...be with Seth, caused those men to do what they did.”

“Those men were just looking for a reason to do what they did. They found courage in the drink this day. Only the fear of reprisal has kept them in check this long.” Torsten stated succinctly.

“Greyling was waiting for just such an occurrence. For he is...like you, a just individual. Had I my way, I would simply had killed the bastards months before. They were useless trash. They needed to be dispatched.”

Hester remained silent.

Time passed. She took solace from the beauty of the sea and the man’s quiet intensity. “...you do not have to stay with me.” At length, the girl sought out her companion. “I...I am alright now.”

“I will stay.”

Hester went back to her restless musings. She had no idea how long they sat, simply passing the time in mutual silence.

Hester actually started when the man arose.

She looked to him for an explanation but then...she saw Seth’s approach. The man walked the shoreline, his gaze searching her out.

Hester hastily scrambled up, running to meet him.

The large man gathered her into his arms, burying his face in the lush sweetness of her hair. “Are you alright, Pip?” He growled, his embrace tightening almost painfully. “They dinna harm you?”

She shook her head, drinking in his presence. “Are y-you...alright?” she searched out his face frantically.

He smiled down at the lovely orbs, his own lips curving into a gentle smile. “I am fine.”

Hester returned to her former stance, her arms tightening about his neckline as she tiptoed into his embrace.

Seth nodded his gratitude to Torsten Lindstrom as the other man passed.

He stood, holding his Universe, the sounds of the sea soothing to his soul...what was left of it after the horror of the duty he was forced to perform this day.

Seth shook his doldrums. He gently put Hester from him. “...I know what you witnessed must have upset you horribly. I...I dinna want you to see it but...”

Hester shook her head, needing his closeness. “Just...hold me.”

Seth had no problem with such a request. “I could not allow such a transgression, Healer. You do understand why...”

Hester nodded solemnly. “Torsten explained.” She sought the handsome face. “W-What did you decide for...him?”

The man took his time in answering. “Jarek decided and Astrid Greyling, who has a better right in this instance. I...carried out the sentence.” He lowered his eyes. “Dilliard hangs upon the gatehouse rampart and will do so until Greyling decides otherwise. I approve of the action but I dinna want you to venture up the Castle road until...I say otherwise, alright?”

“Seth...what did you do?” Tears sprang into those lovely orbs.

“Protected what was my own.” He replied quietly.

Hester moved from the man’s arms slowly but surely. “You will not...tell me.”

Seth shook his head. “It is part of what I am, woman. You must decide if you can accept that side of me...or not.”

Hester...nodded, at length moving off down the shoreline, needing time to herself, to think...to debate...to get her head straight.

Seth...allowed her to go.

Chapter 3  Just Old Joseph

Seth sat, watching and waiting. From his perch atop the sand dune, he could see in any direction for as far as the horizon spanned.

Hester had walked until her small figure was but a dot on the sandy shore but he still could see her. She had stopped to speak with someone. A lone man who Seth recognized instantly.

The old one roamed these parts, offering no one offense. Seth felt comfortable allowing the meeting.

Hester sat, having spoken with the man at length then...turned back, walking the beach in a rather haphazard manner, to Seth’s eyes. He scowled for the fact.

The sun was setting now. The man watched Hester’s approach, breathing in a cleansing breath, exhaling the pent-up tension inside his body.

He had studied her meandering trek now for some few minutes. The girl moved slowly, very precisely...carefully stepping about boulders lining the shore.

She noted his presence, pulling up short, her hand shading her eyes.

The man arose, making his way down the sloping terrain. He planted his feet on the giving sand, awaiting Hester’s arrival.

“You have made your decision?” He had dreaded this moment.

“My what?” the girl was rather incensed over the question, clearly.

Seth’s eyes narrowed, for the words were both unexpected and...comically slurred. The man’s eyes looked past the woman to where her companion still sat, far down the way. “...Hester...did old Joseph offer you libations?”

“Is that his name.” The girl swirled about, waving heartedly to the camper down the way. “Old Joseph?” She sought Seth out. “What a noble name. A Biblical name...as is ‘Seth’. Of course, there is nothing remotely biblical about you!”

“There is nothing remotely biblical about Joseph either.” he knew. “Hester...why did you accept his offer, girl? You dinna drink the hard shit and y’ know it.” he exasperated.

“I can drink the hard shit.” Hester objected. “I just did!”

Seth lifted a noble brow. “I see that.”

“It would have been rude to refuse Old Joseph’s hospitality. I have been rude enough for this day so...I did not refuse...rudely. I accepted most politely.”

“I see.” Seth sighed heavily. “Can we go home now?”

“Oh...I was going to speak to His Lordship about that.” She pointed. “I want to ‘let’ the cottage again that people not think I am a ruined woman to my face. They will know it, mind you but if I am not at ‘your place’...and have ‘a place’ of m’ own. They might just politely not remind me that I am a ruined woman...what are your thoughts on the matter?”

Seth took his time on that one. “You are not a ruined woman, Hester.”

“Of course I am, silly.” She chuckled softly. “But that is fine as fine goes. I do not mind being your ruined woman in the least. Which is what I told Old Joseph. And that is why we celebrated the decision.”

Seth helped her around a small out jut of the rocky shoreline.

“Old Joseph is an excellent listener and a very good dancer, he tells me.”

“His name is just ‘Joseph’.” Seth corrected idly. “Careful, love...come this way, you will get your shoes wet.”

“Where are we going?” She looked at him oddly, listing a bit to starboard, in Seth’s expert opinion.

“Home.”

“Well, that is not about to happen with that horrible dead man hanging over the castle gates, is it!” She snapped. “I do not wish to see that but how can I ask His Lordship to allow me ‘let’ the cottage if I do not go see him at...the castle!"

She sighed ever so dramatically. "This is quite the conun...eh...conomidrum...this is a terrible spot you have placed me in, man! I have nowhere to sleep this night.” She glanced behind her and almost toppled into the surging surf to her left. “Ohhh, that water is closer than it looks!”

Seth hastily pulled her slight form closer. “I have you.”

“Mayhap Old Joseph will allow me sleep in his hovel tonight.” She pointed back toward the appropriate direction. “I have never slept in a hovel. Is it as unpleasant as it sounds, Sir?”

Seth’s grey eyes scowled down at her. “Do you fancy I sleep in hovels, girl?”

“You are a man of the world, Sir...surely you have slept in a few hovels in your day!”

“Woman, you are walking into the sea...it is this way!” The man tugged her unresisting form up the slanting slope of the seaway.

“Why is it so dark?” she pulled up instantly, a very concerned look on her pretty face. “...Is God mad at you?” She whispered sacredly, rapidly searching out the placement of the sun. “I will speak to him on your behalf...” She attempted to kneel.

Seth prevented the action. “Hester...you will get your dress dirty.”

“We do not wish him to smite you, man.” The girl explained patiently as if to a child. “You had best allow me make amends.”

The man was at his wit’s end, suddenly embracing the small body in a tight grip. “Please.” he rasped brokenly. “...I need you...to come with me. I need you to...” He closed his eyes, a dark scowl lacing his brow. “Please, Pip...please, let us go home.”

The day had worn on the man, truth told.

He understood his part in what had transpired but it did not wear well on him...not this day. He held tight to the warmth of the small body. “...Please.” he pleaded her understand.

Hester sensed something through the veil of the spirits she had consumed.

She quieted, nodding meekly.

The walk to the house was finished in silence, Hester trying to clear her muddled senses...the man trying to put the horrors of the day from his mind.

Once just outside the man’s door, the woman halted her steps slowly. Seth turned his attention. She tried a smile. “You have had a very...trying day, have you not, Sir.” her eyes were gentle on the brooding face.

Seth shifted his own gaze, not sure where the girl was headed.

“Nor have I made it any easier on you, for which I am...sorry. I hope you believe that.” Hester’s head was dull and aching now, her thought process not as clear as it should have been, perhaps.

“What are you trying to say?” He thought he already knew, his mood dropping into oblivion. “Hester, in your present state, mayhap it is not the best time to be making any rash...”

“The only decision I have made this day that was sound...” She lowered her head, fiddling with a flower she had picked in passing on her trek up the beach. “Is to...come home...with you. Is that...not what I should have done, Sir?”

Seth’s mood soared as high as Patrise could fly. “...Do you mean that, girl?”

She glanced to the door, then back to the main street of town. People still milled about, but businesses were closing their doors for the night.

“I...I could stay at the castle, if you would rather I did.” The thought sent shivers down her spine, but she would try to brave the sight of that poor dead man if this man thought it was best she do so.

“Why would you think I would wish such a thing on you?” He was pissed and curious...mostly pissed, he realized.

“I...have nowhere else to stay.” She explained her words. “Except the castle.”

“No...why would you think I would wish you not to stay...with me?” He practically snapped his mounting depression. “I said...let us go home.”

“Knowing it was the only place open to me.” She reminded. “It would not occur to you to...do otherwise, I do not think, even were it something you, yourself, might not prefer.”

Seth merely shook his head, his mind befuddled by such thought.

“I know what it took out of you to...do your duty, this day.” She thought she did, at least. “...which you would not have had to do...but for me.”

Seth closed his eyes. “You had nothing to do with...”

“I was the catalyst. A reason for those men to...act, if you will.” She had time to consider the issue. “Torsten said they would have done so sooner or later.” She gave credence to his words. “But they would not have acted against you...but for me.”

Seth sat on the steps of his house, too tired to stand any longer.

“Surely they could not have been that stupid.” She tried for an odd sort of lightness. “But...for me.”

Hester dropped the petals from her hands. “...I can see it in your face, Sir. The strain...the...tension. I do not know how to make it better for you or even if it can be made better.”

Seth sought her out, the pretty features hidden in the shadows of the overhang of the porch.

“I have never killed anything in my entire life but you had to...kill this man today, did you not.” She nodded quietly. “Torsten said there was a larger issue at stake besides...your honor. I understand the safety of the women of your village was decided by your actions.”

Hester glanced about. “You and your men are the police here. You keep order.” She spread her hands slightly.

“What I did today would not normally trouble me, Hester.” He told the truth. “You must be made to see what I truly...can be, if the need arises.” His tone was grave. “It bothered me only because, I know it bothered...you.”

She could not dispute the fact.

“I wanted him dead...I wanted him to suffer, which I made certain...he did.”

She closed her eyes.

“Do you know what those men had planned for you, girl? Truly know?”

“I don’t understand why they hated me so.” She stated shakily. “To degrade me in such a manner.” She sought him out. “Is it because I degraded myself with...you?”
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