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"You could get the whole of a Forest Folk village in here." Gerald muttered, staring up at the ceiling of the Queen's bedchamber.

He exaggerated, but the room was certainly far too large. Leena could claim it as her own now, though she didn't know whether she wanted to. This had been her stepmother's domain. If any part of the castle could still harbour her evil, it was this room.

"The Forest Folk would hate it here. All the wood is dead." Malk opined. He rapped a dark wall panel with the hilt of his sword.

"That sounded hollow. Tap it again." Gerald said.

There was a cavity behind the panel. The sound of the pommel against the wood gave it away. "Princess.... I mean, my Queen, I believe we have found one of the old Queen's secrets. It is behind this hidden panel." Gerald announced.

"It has a handle." Malk pointed out. "Perhaps not so secret." He shifted his grip on the sword and stepped back, ready to fight anything that leapt out of the cupboard.

"Oh put that down. The old Queen is dead, her curses have dissipated. There won't be anything in there to stab." Gerald didn't open the door immediately, though, despite his words.

Leena had found herself gravitating to the other side of the room, drawn by the shape of a picture frame with heavy fabric draped over it. It faced the massive Royal bed. What was in the frame that the old Queen had not wished to witness her sleeping?

Pausing before reaching for the sheet, Leena watched the two men, smiling at their interaction. They were each a couple of years older than her, and for a long time had been the only of her friends not chosen for her by her stepmother. Gerald had been the junior castle librarian. It had been he who had slipped books on philosophy, strategy and diplomacy in amongst the dreary tomes on Royal etiquette and moralising stories she had been expected to read. Malk had been a loyal member of the guard, cleverer than any other in the garrison, and likely a pupil of similar books from Gerald.

When Leena had turned eighteen, and her stepmother had decided to marry her off to a neighbouring king, Gerald and Malk had helped her escape the castle. Three years later, after adventures together and apart, they had returned. Now, the usurper who had killed her father and stolen the throne was herself dead, and Leena was Queen. There would be a coronation in due course, but she was concerning herself with other matters first.

There was so much to undo from her stepmother's disastrous reign. They were starting with clearing out the Royal chambers, and seeing what treasures and enchanted objects she may have secreted away to aid herself. Leena was drifting toward the covered frame because rumour had it there was a magic mirror that could see all and provide wise counsel.

"Well, open it then, if there's nothing to fear." Malk teased Gerald.

"Very well. I shall." Gerald still faltered a moment before grasping the handle and swinging the door open. "Oh my gods!" he exclaimed when the cupboard’s contents were revealed.

Malk was by Gerald's side in an instant, sword up to guard him against whatever had been revealed. Leena's heart rushed out of fear for the two of them.

Then there was a long, silent moment, before both men started laughing.

"You two scared me. It's not funny." Leena admonished, trying hard to hold back her own giggles.

"Very sorry, Princess." Gerald gasped. "But the old Queen's sex toys were quite a shock."

"And hilarious. Though I cannot truly say why." Malk added.

"Thank you for leaping to my defence." Gerald kissed Malk on the cheek. "I take back what I said about waving your weapon around."

Leena loved these men. Just watching them together warmed her through and through. She didn't believe she would ever feel so close to any other humans, or love anyone as much as they did each other. As they laughed at the array of dildos, she turned back to the covered frame.

She pinched the heavy material draped over the frame and tugged. It moved, but very little. So she found another fold and tried that. On the third try, it started to shift, falling free after she had pulled it far enough.

The woman who looked back at her was confusing. The clothes were too fine, for a start. After three years as a fugitive, such soft material, so well tailored, was unfamiliar. She should be wearing shabby borrowed items, or be sky clad, as she had been for much of her time with the Forest Folk. The Queen was expected to wear dresses that swept the floor as she walked and needed an hour, with help, to get into. She had been lucky to find this outfit in her old room, and wore a simple combination of breeches, shirt and light jacket similar to her companions' attire. The sword over her shoulder and dagger on her belt gave her a piratical demeanour. She was still in the habit of carrying weapons, wary that there may still be enemies around, even within her own castle.
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