from Book Two of  the Arqiyyon,

“The Conclave”

When the broad, ebony door swung open, the relief of trees and twining vines on its facings became visible to the inner council room. The first to enter was Mandric, Duke of Dalmōr, an imposing figure: handsome, with close-cropped white hair and matching, trim beard. He bowed sparsely to the queen, and moved aside so the man who followed him could pay his respects. The Duke of Whiteclover presented a more portly shape, his balding head likely possessing less hair than his back, Belasinde thought as he brushed her hand with his plump, upturned lips.

“My Queen, your loveliness eclipses the sun.” His tone rankled with false delight.  Though not as imposing in stature, he was more powerful than Dalmōr, for he could boast the richest friends from the oldest highborn families in the King’s Company. He would command any one of his guardsmen to chop off a rival’s head without a second thought, though he always looked ready to burst into good-natured laughter. The council had secretly coined him “the Jester.” King Anrahir had warned his wife not to put her sharp tongue too much to use around him. 

 “How inspiring a sight for the kingdom’s knights in such trying times,” the Jester drawled. She accepted his compliments as one accepts a mouse the tomcat drops upon the doormat. It required her strongest efforts to restrain her hand from pulling away in disgust. The Duke of Greygil was the next to approach her. He was the richest poor man in all the kingdom, it was said, for he owned the largest crumbling castle in the King’s City. The man himself was at the high point of middle-age, yet still without a speck of grey in his dark hair or beard. Belasinde believed that the man himself stayed young while the Duchess and his castle aged in his stead. He had fine, high cheekbones as well, and his aspect was pleasant enough if one could abide the close-set, rather beady eyes and thin lips, unnaturally red. Their effect on his pale face was like blood smeared across white linen. He laid those lips to her hand, and for a moment she felt as if she could not wait to cleanse them. But then, she saw Sulamon. 

The Cripple entered the council chamber, leaning heavily on his polished stave. His gloved hand wrapped around its argent finial, the shape of a horsehead. His dark brown ringlets were stitched with silver and hung down over eyes the color of molasses. They reflected the sunlight that filtered through the six, high-arched transoms lining the far wall of the council chamber. Duke Sulamon wore a black gambeson with hasps of silver, cinched with a fine leather baldrick that clasped his elegant longsword to his side. Upon his head rested his ducal coronet, also silver, and at the crest of its crenellated band a horsehead was pounded in relief. He wore a collar also, heavily ringed with silver, and his spurs made an uneven clinking sound as he limped across the smooth stone. The Duke bowed to Belasinde, taking her hand in his. 

