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It was a marriage out of necessity for a peace treaty, not out of love. King Caspian would never marry a human, but the threat of war was great, and he had to do what was best for his people. He watched the human princess walk down the aisle, her face hidden under the veil. Her father, King Balthazar, was walking beside her as they approached the wedding arch. King Caspian looked at the priest, a little annoyed that they were following more human traditions than Beastkind ones.

Amaranth stands before him, holding out a single wilted flower. She quivers in fear, her long purple hair swept into an intricate braid that flows down her back. "I-i grew this... for you..." she whispers, looking nervous.

He raises an eyebrow at the sad flower, a scoff escaping his lips. The flower is horrible, looking like she barely tried. "You call that a gift? How weak it looks. It should be blooming, not withering away." He looks at her again, noticing her pale skin and the way she trembles slightly.

"Im... im sorry... I tried..." she sniffles, wincing away from him.

He sighs and grabs her chin, forcing her to look up at him, "Stop crying. I don't want a wife who's so fragile. You're not just marrying me, you're marrying my entire court. They won't be kind to you if you're this emotional. You need to be strong."

She ducks her head, biting her lip to stay quiet, the stench of fear that comes from her makes his beast side growl in both anger and concern.

He lets go of her and rolls his eyes, "Speak when spoken to, got it? And for the love of magic, try to look presentable." She winces, as if afraid he will strike her, her eyes squeezing shut for a moment. He steps closer, noticing her fearful expression. His own features soften a fraction as the fear scent increases, "I won't hit you. Just don't be a disappointment."

She cowers, and he suddenly recognizes her actions... she's been punished harshly before. Her fear isn't because he's a beastkin; it's because she's been abused. Realization hits him like a brick, and his eyes widen. He grabs her wrists this time, gently, examining them for scars or bruises. There are a few on her arms that show through the beautiful white lace of her gown. "What happened to you? You look like you've been through hell..."

She pulls back, frantically tugging her sleeves down, her fear palpable as her eyes flick to her father.

He gets the hint and lowers his voice again, his tail stiff with anger, "Is he responsible for this? Is that why you're so obedient?"

She nods once, trembling, still holding the sad flower she had grown for him, and he realizes exactly how important this is to her; this flower was a gift to the one that will save her... she grew it for him... with her own hands.

He growls, his hand balling into a fist, concern filling him, she’s terrified for all the wrong reasons, "Damn that bastard...he hurt his own daughter and now she's shaking like a leaf. This changes things."

"It's nothing, my king, I am his daughter, he can treat me as he wishes..."

He glares at her, his tone stern, "It is not nothing. You're mine now, and I won't allow him to mistreat you. You will speak up from now on. You're not a toy for him to abuse."

She cowers back from his glare, her eyes wide and breathing strangely. He cups her face again, gentler this time, and brushes her purple hair away, "Look at me. Breathe. You're hyperventilating." She struggles, and to anyone looking on, it just seems he's enamored. He holds her as she tries to regain her breath, whispering comforting words into her ear, "Breathe, sweetheart. Slowly. Just focus on me."
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