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  Chapter 1


  


  “I will ask you again child…will you agree to the betrothal?”


  Eleanor looked her jailor in the face, in spite of her unease, and straightened her small shoulders. Scowling, she met her jailor’s eyes as she pondered the question.


  This day had dawned much like any other. But her blood quickened in her veins. Her belly knotted.


  This was not a day like any other.


  There would be few days left dawning on her freedom and few days left as a maid, if her jailor had her way.


  Eleanor pondered for a while on her reply.


  This was not a question, so why did she ask it? If I say no, I will be flogged until I say yea. I say yea, I will be bedded by some battle sore brute, smelling of stale ale, sweat, and pig fat and put to a life of birthing him babies until my body is unable to carry no more.


  Pray, make me a boy.


  Small and seemingly dainty, the beautiful body of Eleanor of Lancaster was a mere vessel for her soul. There was nothing dainty about her spirit. From blood and breeding, a she-wolf to the core. Her mother and the mothers before her were made of the love of England’s Queens right back to Matilda.


  The niece of the King was impish and headstrong, a wild child nature courted. She would rather wear her flaxen hair loose than braided. She had no desire to wear embroidered silks or fine slippers; her feet were often unshod and her robes mere wool. She rode astride, and in the hunt no man could catch her.


  No stranger to the bark of her stepmother’s tongue or indeed, the bite of her birch. Neither birch nor scolding could change her. Eleanor of Lancaster was as defiant to the will of others as she was beautiful.


  She often coped with the way of a woman’s world at Court by entering her own dreams, delighting in the sentience of them. She was already off and running. Her imagination taking her from the grey of stone walls to nature’s green. Far away from her punisher.


  Up to her secret Eden. The kiss of the mountain-mist thick in her hair. Arthur making light of the trail. His hooves gathering pace as she kicked him on to a gallop.


  The sweet dance of nature available to her in scent and touch. She could almost smell it, feel it. Leather and horse in her nostrils. Wet heather fragrant in the air. The scratch of the gorse on her legs as she hitched her skirts and ran free. The still sound of water as it lapped on the stones. Calm cool on her skin. Grass under bare feet and only Heaven above her.


  Eleanor’s thoughts broke. Her internal disquiet returning once more.


  The spit of Lady Bruce wetted her face.


  Eleanor recoiled.


  The smell as bitter as the words on her tongue as she spoke. “Hear me well, for I jest ye not daughter. I shall birch you, with your skirts pinned and your smock risen, in font of these goodly ladies.”


  She spits as her cat. She is a witch, I am sure. What an unfortunate face she has in temper. As unfortunate as her sour nature.


  Eleanor smirked, her eyes narrowed and her brow pinched. Her intrepid stare did not waiver in meeting her jailor’s eyes.


  Lady Bruce’s words were not a threat. They were not spoken to frighten either. She would take great delight in putting her stepdaughter across the whipping horse.


  The nodding heads of the courtiers looked on. The sound of their muffled voices agreed on Eleanor’s defiance and need for correction.


  Damn you, madam, for I am not your daughter. The threat of the birch could silence her voice only. My thoughts, as my soul—they are mine and mine alone.


  One maid, one woman and a battle of wills lay open between them.


  The King had decreed that Eleanor, his dead sister’s daughter would marry his favourite knight, a man he loved like family. He so venerated him, the king called him nephew despite his birth from a Yorkist mother. Matheus D’Lanchette, Earl of Lincoln, a childless widower of five years was the eldest son of the King’s cousin.


  It was often the custom in medieval England for the king himself to decide on the betrothal of his court. A good marriage in the King’s eyes could strengthen his throne or yield money to his coffers. This one was decided upon by His Majesty to stop the warring of Cousins.


  No knight or noble would dare question a betrothal arranged by the King. Their head would be settled upon a pike on London Bridge. But whether the marriage was decreed by the King or arranged between peasants, the law of the church and land insisted the bride married of her own volition, neither beaten nor forced.


  Fixing her stepmother’s stare with her own, she snapped, “No, I will not be wed to a knight I do not love, yet alone know. I will take myself to the nunnery and throw myself in front of The Lady Abbess. Kiss her feet and beg her to make me a bride of the church, to serve our Lord in quiet contemplation before I will be bedded by a beast…for the love of God, madam they call him The Lincoln Bull.”


  Lady Bruce’s eyes flashed, her temper clearly tickled by the challenging eyes of her stepdaughter. Curling her lip, her green eyes narrowing, she snarled, “Better a bull than a calf. For you have a mighty will and ‘twill be ultimately the strength of your sire alone that breaks you. I fear your father has favorited you. As for quiet contemplation, I have never heard the like. You have body enough to birth and no disposition for the discipline.”


  Lady Bruce’s fingers tightened on her stepdaughter’s arms. As she continued to speak, her face loomed large and agitated in Eleanor’s. Her eyes glittered as if enchanted.


  Silently, Eleanor met her challenge.


  Takes more than a mere bull to master a wolf.


  Eyeing her stepdaughter Lady Bruce grinned. Her voice now almost a cackle she continued, “You would never be able. There is fire in your blood, an itch to err. Wolf is too strong, the lamb too weak. ’Tis no mind to you or I whether you love him…what pray foolery is that. Love has little to do with marriage. Do you think I love your father and he me? Daughter, heed what I say. You will yield to my will…married and bedded as the King decrees it before St Stephan’s Day. I assure you, you will be.”


  Eleanor knew who and what she was taking on and deifying. To Lady Bruce, her stepdaughter’s refusal was a personal insult. Not only was it befitting for her to beat her stepdaughter to get an acceptance, it would be her pleasure to encourage her daughter to yield to the king.


  The king who commanded this union was himself childless. It had been fifteen long years since the Queen had given birth to a still-born son. There had only been the sorrow of miscarriages since. This and his ill-health of recent times, had started to make his crown feel a little heavier and his throne cold. The cousins of the houses of Lancaster and York had been quietened through most of his rule. But with the royal crib of Lancaster empty, the threatening Yorkists were making ready to challenge his throne.


  The ever-growing gathering of court ladies were enjoying the show, taking great pleasure in the battle of wills—the sight of the mighty against the seemingly meek. All had an opinion to offer. Whispers and mutterings filled the chambers, intentionally loud enough to meet Eleanor’s ears. Their chides tickled Eleanor’s temper. Her lip was caught between her teeth, and her brow pinched she snarled at them, “I see goats in fine gowns and shrews in silk slippers. Hags all of you.”


  “You do right Lady Bruce, for that child has an ornery nature just like her mother had. The King’s sister should have had the birch more often on her noble nates.


  “Yes, the birch should go a far way in breaking that will.”


  “Her mother had a wild nature. For sure Lady Bruce, she is ripe for a birching. They say he is a handsome man…yet she refuses…the folly of girls.”


  “He is that, Lady Norse, for ’tis not only his armour that shines, his eyes do glitter something wicked. And his lance is not the only length about him.”


  The women laughed, devilishly delighted as they enjoyed their lewd play. “Marry for love? Ha what folly is that? I had birthed three babes before my eighteenth, and I have never loved my husband. Loving your husband is as important to marriage as the birthing of babes is the business of men. Minutes of his pleasure that costs us dear in hours of labour’s pain.”


  “Minutes you say, Lady Seld. Ha, ha, seconds more like…I have had three husbands. Never liked none of ’em either, let alone loved em… Listen well, child, the folk say they make love to you. ’Tis not the deed, best you lay there and let him cover you. The love. That is in the babies they give you, child. You want babies, don’t you? And yours could be King.”


  Lady Bruce was known as the Mother Bear. A title bestowed on her because of her infamous temper. Her fury could be baited to the point that she would bite. The noble women were willing her to bite with the birch she swished so impatiently.


  Lady Bruce needed little more encouragement. Having the agreement of the court ladies in Eleanor’s thrashing would also mean her husband, the earl, could say very little.


  So Eleanor found herself upended upon the wooden horse. The shame of her predicament did not phase her.


  She didn’t blush or fight. Not even as her skirts were pinned up and her smock raised to expose her naked to the gathered crowd of women. Eleanor had been told how indomitable and stoic the Bull of Lincoln was.


  I can do that. I can do indomitable; just watch me.


  The birch came down on Eleanor with a tremendous force. There was a wickedness to Lady Bruce that Eleanor was quite aware of. It was almost as if she wanted to see her stepdaughter’s skin smart and blister.


  You cannot break me, madam, for I have borne worse.


  She mouthed the words silently.


  It was true. Eleanor had wondered how she had borne the loss of her betrothed, Edmund. Her childhood sweetheart. From boy to young man they had been sprite and pixie. Encouraging the wicked in each other, from climbing trees to racing the knight’s best destriers, their play was wayward and their actions foolish. Often out in the moonlight catching rabbits or dancing bathed in its beams, Edmund always a foot soldier under Eleanor’s command. Always in her shadow in the waves of her wake.


  Truly his loss had broken her. Just as the bodies of the sailors had against the Kent shores.


  The pain as the birch marked her was savage. But it had neither the depth nor bite of that felt by a young girl bereft of her sweetheart.


  Unfortunately, at barely eighteen years Eleanor did.


  Upon the whipping-horse, tears were pooling in her eyes, reflections on her grief. She brought to mind how her father’s words had wounded her. Not all injuries were caused by a blade, and not all wounds bled. Eleanor’s wound was left festering.


  “The souls of all hands on The Lady Anne are anchored in the safety of God’s harbour now child.”


  Eleanor had imagined the flesh and bone, of hand and master lying broken on the shore. She shuddered as her mind revived the emotions.


  I might have well joined them that day as I too was being broken by the sea. It took the life of my beloved and the soul of me.


  And my father, what words of comfort did he offer me? “Eleanor, I bore your mother’s loss with no public tears. My pain at her passing was no less because I bore it so. I expect no less of you. You are alive with the blood of princes. Your tears can be cried until they dry tonight and no longer. Child, you will marry this year and soon have children to tend. Look at me daughter.”


  She remembered how her chest tightened and her stomach heaved. Overwhelmed by emotion. Only to hear her father dismiss the love she craved.


  “Edmund will be but a sweet memory in time. Your duty is to the House of Lancaster and the king. An heir is needed, and you will provide one.”


  Now only months later, upon the eve of what would have been her wedding, she found herself in tears once more.


  Lady Bruce was smirking. As her gaze wandered over her stepdaughter’s tear-stained face. Eleanor’s cheeks were as red as the wheals that blistered her bottom. It was a job well done, Mother Bear mused.


  “See good ladies how she weeps. The sting of my birch has broken that defiant will. See her face is meek, once more cleansed of that haughty grin and pinched brow. What say you now, child? Are you ready to tell the King aye?”


  But the Mother Bear was mistaken. It wasn’t the pain of the mauling, nor the shame of her nakedness. It was the final tears of grief that Eleanor cried. It had hit her, just as sure as the birch had, that her life would never be as she had wished.


  As Edmund was lost to her, so now was that life.


  She was ill versed in the ways of men. But could the pain of a love stolen from her and a life lost to her be any less unbearable than a loveless marriage? With that in mind Eleanor lowered her head and whispered. “I will say aye…I will say aye.”


  Mother Bear was delighted. For once nature’s daughter, the child of mountain and moorland, had been broken. Purring with pleasure, she dragged her stepdaughter to the king.


  “Come forward, niece, and be seated at your uncle’s knee.” The king’s beckoning hands encouraged her to the stool at his feet. His welcoming, broad smile was a soothing sight. His eyes were kind, but the weight of their lids seemed heavy.


  Eleanor loved the rich colours and silks of the court, especially the throne room. Tapestries hung depicting scenes of chivalry. Torches flamed with amber hues. The air hung heavy with the scent of perfume. The beautiful sound of lute and drum charmed her ears.


  Heavy, silk-damask curtains of copper and gold hung behind the royal throne. The smile of past pleasures lightened her face as she remembered how she had played amongst them.


  Was it really eight years ago that I found myself cornered by the king’s hound?


  Eleanor touched the raised scar upon her arm where the hound had marked her. Still standing proud upon her flesh.


  The wolfhound had been fierce with rage that day. Its heckles raised, eyes focused and breath stale as it snarled. The beast had been twice her size and she had been frozen with panic. She had struck it with her hand but it lunged and pieced her skin. An army of teeth bared at her, and she had screamed in panic.


  Just when she had feared that it would savage her, a boy had jumped in through the arched window, putting himself between them. “Get upon his majesty’s throne, and quickly my lady.”


  His voice calm, his instructions direct. As if rescuing a damsel was an everyday occurrence. And had become second nature.


  “I cannot…n-n-no one may sit upon it but the king. It is forbidden. He will have us flogged or worse sent to The Tower…our heads on pikes on London Bridge.”


  Oh, how I shook, and I started to cry while the hound, once more, was baring its teeth. How brave he was, that little knight, his smile so bright with a grin so wicked it was a hint, perhaps, that he could be a little naughty.


  “Dear lady, please do not cry. Have no fear I will protect you. Anyway, your nates won’t be on His Grace’s throne, your boots will. I know him well. He…calls me his favourite nephew. His Grace will not chide us. Now make haste for this apprentice’s sword won’t hold Gelert for long. He does not know you, my lady, and seeks to protect his master’s throne.”


  Eleanor had done as the boy advised and stood upon the King of England’s throne.


  She’d watched the brave young man with interest that day. He had wielded his wooden sword with such grace, moving as if he was dancing. Fluid and gentle almost as if his feet were cushioned upon pockets of air.


  He had the darkest and the glossiest raven hair. His skin looked tanned, perhaps painted by the summer sun. She recalled how well-dressed he was, attired in the clothing of a gentleman. The cut of his cloth was noble and the work of stitch so delicate it must have come from a skilled hand at great expense.


  When he turned to look up at her, Eleanor had noticed his eyes.


  They seem to pierce the sallow skin with azure blue beads. The colour so unusual, the like I have never seen before. Or since.


  Remembering how beautiful they were. Many a maiden will be jealous and wish to have those eyes and those lashes, Oh, and his smile. My little knight was so very gallant.


  As she looked to the throne steps, Eleanor remembered how the large hound jumped them in one leap, taking the breath from her body and the boy’s wooden sword. Gelert, the hound, had taken it between its teeth. As it shattered, Eleanor had screamed


  “Be careful, for if he can do that to wood, I fear he will crack your bones with ease.”


  “Do not fret my lady, for I soon will be a knight. Save your tears. I have told you have faith in me. I will save you. I have strength enough for two…you can be sure of that”


  He’d beamed when he had spoken.


  “Gelert, down boy.”


  The hound had gone straight down, laying on its haunches, its temper cooled. As soon as his master had spoken.


  Eleanor reflected on how different the king had seemed then. The strain of the throne had yet to tire him. His cheeks had been rosy and his gait quick.


  He had stridden to the throne and scooped his niece up. Kissing her he said, “What are you doing upon my throne?”


  And with a loud booming laugh continued, “Are you trying it out for size my sweet niece? For it is the throne of a king, not a queen.”


  The King had walked with Eleanor upon his back to the boy. Taking the lad’s face in his large hands he remarked, “Well and who are you, Sir Knight?”


  “Why, your favourite nephew of course…Uncle.”


  Looking deeply at the lad with genuine affection the King continued, “As the sun always rises and women will always weep, I am just as sure that you will be a knight bolder than any other.” The king then ruffled the young lad’s hair. “When we have taken my niece back to her mother , we will send for the sword smith. I wish to replace your broken blade with one worthy of your bravery. Great battles await you, Sir Knight.”


  How long ago it seemed. A soft smile broke as if a kiss was on her lips.


  I wonder if the little brave knight…my hero…ever got his blade.


  His words had stayed with her all these years:“I have told you have faith in me. I will save you. I have strength enough for two…you can be sure of that.”


  How could they not.


  The little knight…my hero had meant every word. Would he save me now when I am cornered and fearful once more?


  “Eleanor child, come back to us. You seem quite captured by your daydreams. Riding upon your hills, I suppose, upon an uncle’s gift to his favourite niece.”


  The King gestured as he spoke.


  “I am sorry, your Grace. No, this time my dreams left dear Arthur stabled.” She smiled back as she continued to speak. Crystal wells of visible tears forming in her eyes. “Yes, I was lost a little as I walked through my memories. I was a child here in your court Uncle. Gelert was there too.”


  “Oh, my dear Gelert, a fine hound. Well, that was some years past, child. But no more ghosts. What say ye about your betrothal, niece? For I have chosen you a knight befitting your rank.” The old King smirked. Chuckling as he continued, “He has girth enough in his loins to sire you well. His wife died in child-birth, God rest her soul, but still it means his seed is strong.” Then he teased her once more slapping her thigh, he winked. “Many babies you will birth for the House of Lancaster.”


  Eleanor’s skin heated and she flushed. Turning away she pulled at her lip drawing it up between her teeth and smarting as she drew a bead of blood.


  Cupping her face softly with gentle hands, the hands that held the orb, sceptre of state and the responsibility of his peoples’ lives, the King brought her gaze back to meet his. They were soft and twinkled with undeniable masculine but aging charm. “Why the tears, child? I have told you I have chosen well for you. A destrier of a man who will treat you as the lady you are…a niece of the King. He is kind, has a chivalric oath, and will take great care of you. Has someone beaten you to agree this? For I will have them flogged—”


  Placing her hands upon her Uncle’s knee and smiling to him, she soothed. “No Uncle. I assure you no one has beaten me. I am grateful, most grateful, that your Grace has chosen so well for me.”


  Eleanor looked across to Lady Bruce. Mother Bear cocked her head to the side; she twitched nervously, obviously anxious about her stepdaughter’s response.


  Eleanor’s gaze connected with that of her punisher. There was fire in their silent exchange. A wolf and a bear facing off. Neither wanting to be the first to back down in action or mind.


  “You have always had my best interests at heart, Uncle. I am sure your Majesty has chosen a fine knight for me. I will do my best to please him. I will do your bidding by marrying the earl and if the good Lord is willing to bless my belly, I will provide the House of Lancaster an heir.”


  * * * *


  The King knew his niece did not want to marry Matheus. But her feelings could not be considered. The death of Edmund had forced his hand. The life of kings was always one of careful balance. Not only was the House of Lancaster demanding an heir, the lives of many depended on it.


  It was simple. Eleanor could carry the safety of a nation in her womb. Conceiving a child with a man connected to the house of York would mean the child would be accepted by both the red rose of Lancaster and the white rose of York.


  Matheus was that man. The King was confident the Bull of Lincoln would provide him an heir who could potentially settle a feud and stop the Cousins from warring.


  The King took his niece’s hands in his lap. He looked deep into her hazel eyes, eyes so like her mother’s. He sighed. “Love has little to do with marriage. But once he has given you a child, you will grow to love him…even if only for the love of the gift he gives you…of a babe of your own.” The King winked again and squeezed her hand. Little comfort but the only one he could offer.


  Turning to the court he signaled for their obedience and silence. “My Knights and gathered nobles. We have a betrothal.”


  The court cheered. Voices rang out in congratulation.


  The King raised his hand once more to calm his Court. “My niece, Lady Eleanor of Lancaster will marry, as I command, my favourite nephew and bravest knight, his Grace Matheus Du’ Lanchette, Earl of Lincoln.”


  * * * *


  Eleanor was looking out at the gathered throng of noble men and women, an abundance of grandeur in a glittering sea of green and gold, delicate silks, fancy furs, and brocade, the swell rippling in front of her eyes. But her eyes were focused to the back of the room.


  For in the shadows stood the figure her eyes fixated on. The figure stood a head above most of the men and tall and broad, his hips slim. Leaning his back against the wall, his right leg bent at the knee, anchored by his booted foot upon the stone, he cut a casual and calm figure. He was dressed for hunting, in black leather, and his sword belt hung to the left and his right hand was attired in a gauntlet for hawking


  Eleanor watched his face pucker as if he had a fit of pique. An expression of some disdain flooded his features. She wondered what conversation he had such an aversion to.


  You are too handsome knight; sweeten your thoughts and relax ye your features. Unpins your brow, and soften your face.


  She might not have noticed the dark figure who stood at the far wall on his entrance. But on his exit the girl with harvest gold hair and eyes of the hazel wood, amber, green and bronze did.


  As she sat on her Uncle’s knee, with cheeks striped with the tracks of tears, Eleanor of Lancaster had felt just a flutter of recognition.


  Chapter 2


  


  Earlier that day…


  


  “I fear the Queen is quite barren, Matheus.”


  The King sat upon his throne, his right leg raised upon a stool. He was pained with gout, and his brow was pinched and his eyes winced.


  “I bed her as much as a man of my years is able. As in our vows, she has always been bonnie and buxom in bed. But since the babies born to us are without breath, her body has become tired. There has neither been a stirring in her womb nor the curse in her month.” The King took his nephew’s hand, his eyes pained and tired as he spoke.


  His Uncle had aged in recent times. The King’s face was as if it charted a course through the decades of his sovereignty. Threads of tiny, broken veins patterned his grey pallor. It was as if his skin was paved with flagstone, all rough and cracked. There was a strain to sovereignty that few recognised. To be a fair and thoughtful prince was always in conflict with the strong and ruthless one the safety of the nation permanently demanded.


  Matheus smiled back at the King. A little gesture but comfort enough for his Majesty to continue.


  “You are my favourite nephew. If God in his mercy had graced me with a son, I would like to think he would be as you. Strong in the arm, long in the loins. A knight of skill and bravery. Matheus, you are a man a father could be proud of and one in which your sovereign is indeed proud.


  “We are weakening, The House of York has hungry eyes, and they look to my throne. They see no rightful heir, and they wish to claim it.”


  Matheus knew the King looked to him to once again serve him. He had an idea of the service that was going to be required. Anxious to know if he was correct he asked him to continue.


  “Eleanor of Lancaster is off my sister’s womb. She is most pleasing to the eye. Hazel eyes that change from earth to nature’s green and glorious, flaxen curls. The royal blood of princes and kings flows rich in her veins.”


  Matheus was now confident in his assumption he would be the knight charged with the safe delivery of His Majesty’s niece to her betrothed.


  Richard Sline has been called by the King for an audience. It is most likely him; he has Yorkist blood. Yes, that’s the match.


  He puffed his chest. Not one to gloat, he did however revel a little in his reputation of being the best man of all the king’s knights.


  The King grinned a little as he continued to speak. “Betrothed but unwed. Her intended food for the fish I’m afraid. Eleanor is an untried maiden and yours for the taking. Matheus, you have been a widower too long she will be a treat for your battle sore bones. Keeping hands busy, your bed warm.”


  Matheus stood quietly, his expression stoic and his manner quite unchanged. From outward appearance it would seem the King was making arrangements for any common occurrence of court. Perhaps the hunt or joust. Not the arrangement of a marriage.


  It was as if he were a swan on still water. Outwardly Matheus appeared impassive, like the bird above the waterline gliding with no visible effort. But as with the swan, the calm exterior belied the turbulence under the surface. As the legs of the swan thrashed to stay afloat, Matheus was enduring the sinking feeling of his guts thrashing to keep him afloat.


  “I wish for your betrothal. It will produce a Lancastrian heir, of course. But as you are also alive with the blood of York, they will accept such a union. The child could be king… Do you hear me…King. Matheus what say ye?”


  Matheus stared back at his Lord and Master with an expression of disbelief. Raking his hands through his hair, he shook his head. The realisation he was not escorting the King’s niece to her marriage, but was going to be the groom, had startled him.


  The king may have asked his nephew. However, this was not a question. If he wished, he therefore commanded it. Matheus knew it too. Under his breath in shock he uttered, “Holy mother…for the love of God…I am to be wed?”


  Slapping him upon his back. The King’s delighted, booming laugh rang through his throne room. “The maid Eleanor, does she agree your Grace?”


  The King mistook Matheus’s tone for the desperate voice of a man in need of a wife. “The Bull is eager, yes.” He chuckled as he gave Matheus another slap on the back. “She is a woman. Of course she will do as she is told. Mother Bear has her ear, I am told. Knowing that woman, her birch will be close at hand.”


  The comment met with Matheus’s disapproval. He would rather a willing bride than a beaten one. He was not a vain man. But his male pride felt the blow as the idea that a woman would be forced to marry him dented it.


  “They say she is a witch you know.” The King remarked.


  “Eleanor?”


  Matheus chuckled.


  The much relieved King replied, “No, mother Bear, Lady Bruce. Eleanor is a she-wolf mind, so don’t let those eyes of hers and that delicate face framed with a lustrous mane of gold fool you when you see her. She may well bite. Again he laughed. “Come back to court when you have finished hunting and seat yourself at the back. You will not need direction to know her. You will soon notice her beauty…fret you not…she will be your wife before the year is out…and birth a child before we barn our harvest again. Matheus, oh my, she is fair…mighty fair.”


  He feared his bride-to-be, may not be as fair as His Majesty had implied. Matheus had seen knights married at the King’s bequest to women so ugly the wild boars of the woods shuddered at the sight of them. His body followed his thoughts and he too shuddered.
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