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Princess Leena has returned, and overthrown her evil stepmother. Queen again, she has many challenges ahead of her. The first was asking her lifelong friends Malk and Gerald if they would be her husbands.

Exploring the old Queen’s bedchamber, Malk, Gerald and Leena found an enchanted mirror called Simon. Previously the world’s greatest maker of mirrors, Simon put a little piece of his soul into every one of his creations, until his final masterpiece swallowed him. Now he can look out of every mirror he ever created, watching kings, queens, lords, and ladies as they plot, sleep, and make love.
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The late afternoon sun hit the windows of the Royal bedchamber straight on. Inside, the religiously polished armour and weapons, and a couple of large mirrors, bounced the rays around so every corner of the room was illuminated.

Zara blinked in the brightness. After sneaking from shadow to shadow in the servants' corridors, she needed a moment to adapt.

As her eyes adjusted, she mapped the room in her head, assessing the opportunities it offered. It was soon clear where she wanted to concentrate her efforts.

Between the bay of the window and the large bed, there was a desk and bookshelf. Scattered carelessly across the desk's top were documents and ledgers. What parts of running the country held King Theol's interest would be found there.

She stood before the desk and picked paper at random. There was a report from a spy that read more like gossip. The princess Theol had been arranged to marry had reappeared, and was fighting to wrest power from her stepmother. But that wasn't what was considered important. The reporter wanted to emphasise the rumours that she was having sex with a commoner, which was a far greater worry.

"Good for her." Zara put the sheet aside, and turned over some more.

The Forest Folk were being treated as equals by humans living on the edges of the Great Wood- and reciprocating in kind. This too was considered scandalous and against the natural order of things. Theol had scribbled 'End This' at the bottom of the page.

The report, and the response, were not surprising. But Zara knew there were Forest Folk who should know the king had taken an interest in them. She pulled her satchel around until she could reach in, and withdrew her scroll.

It was magical, of course. One day, she hoped to understand how it, and other such creations, worked. But for now, sneaking and espionage were more rewarding and exciting. She cleared a space around the report, then unrolled enough parchment from the scroll to cover it. As she pressed the blank sheet down, letters began to appear on it as it copied the page beneath.

Satisfied with the result, Zara set the scroll aside, and went through more of the papers. Soon, she had found several pages on troop numbers and dispersal. The columns of numbers were too much to make sense of in the time she had, but she could take copies and work out the meanings later at her leisure.

She had most of the sheets copied when an odd flare of light made her look up. Even against the dark wood and spines of the bookshelf, she could make out the shadow of a figure behind her.

Her first move was instinctual. She sidestepped to her right quickly, spinning to face the threat. Somehow, she also managed to pick up a book, and hurl it toward the source of the shadow.

The guard had reacted more slowly, and was lunging for where Zara had been. The book bounced off his chest, doing nothing to slow him down. His left hand slammed against the surface of the desk, whilst his right came around in an arc. Zara hadn't moved quite far enough, and the blow caught her with enough force to make her stagger backwards. She dropped onto the bench below the window.

The guard straightened. He had a nasty grin, because he knew he had her trapped. There wasn't enough room to get past him, and on the other side of the window was a drop that would certainly be fatal.

Zara dropped off the bench, and pressed her back against the panelling. Seeing her look so helpless clearly excited the guard further, his grin taking on a leer. She didn't have to act scared. What she needed to hide was the planning she did as he drew closer.

He took another step, and it was time to strike. The flat of her foot landed squarely on his crotch, given extra force as she pushed herself up. He doubled up in pain, the shock in his eyes gratifying, and she managed to land her elbows against the side of his jaw, helping him to the floor.

Zara was out from under him as he collapsed almost exactly where she had been. She danced around him and back to the desk. He wasn't quite out yet, struggling to get up. She grabbed a heavy book, holding it with both hands as she swung it against the back of his head.

This time, he was out for the count. Zara dropped the book and took quick breaths. Her heart was racing, and she knew she needed to fight off the shock that was rising in her.

The door from the servants' corridor was open. There were raised voices and heavy footsteps coming from beyond it. Somebody had heard the commotion of the fight. She was across the room quickly, slamming the door and pushing the bolt home. Just as quickly, she ran to the main entrance and repeated the action there. Then she was back at the desk, grabbing up the scroll and stuffing it in her satchel.
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