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        Sometimes to find your future, you must look to the past…

        

        Katherine Wakefield has dreamed and written of her knight in shining armor all her life. Never finding a man to measure up to the one of her imagination, she and her three closest friends take a dream vacation to England. Yet, strange things begin happening while visiting Bamburgh Castle, but how could they have known they’d find themselves thrown back more than eight hundred years into the past?

        

        Riorden de Deveraux travels to Bamburgh answering the summons of King Henry II knowing his past life is about to catch up with him. But nothing prepares him for the beautiful vision of a strangely clad ghost who first appears in his chamber, let alone the fact he begins having a conversation with her.

        

        Centuries are keeping them apart until Time gives them a chance at finding love. But there are obstacles threatening the fragile bit of hope that Riorden and Katherine can remain together. Will the past of one consume what their future may hold, or will Time take the decision from them and hurtle Katherine forward to where she truly belongs?

        

        For All of Ever is only the beginning of Katherine and Riorden’s journey to finding love and continues on in Only For You
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        For my beautiful daughter Jessica Ann

      

        

      
        The little girl who grew up to become someone

        I call my best friend.

        Her gift of song always fills my heart

        with immeasurable joy. I’m so proud of you, Jessie.

        Mom loves you!
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      Once, there were four young women who were such good friends, they considered themselves to be genuine sisters of the heart. Together they dreamed that each would find true love and her very own knight in shining armor.

      But, as women of the twenty-first century, they found themselves hard pressed to find gentlemen who had the knightly virtues dreams are made of ─ genuine men who knew the real meaning of chivalry and protecting one’s lady from all manner of harm.

      For many years, they had unrelentingly searched for true chivalrous men. Now their resolve had begun to waver, and all were on the verge of giving up hope of ever finding such men worthy of their love until...well...

      This is their story...
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        San Francisco, California

        Present Day, Spring

      

      

      Katherine Wakefield looked up from her laptop, noticed the time, and quickly saved her work. Running toward the bathroom, she looked in the mirror and saw her disheveled appearance. Taking off her computer eyeglasses, she grabbed a towel to rub the smudges from the lenses, and then hooked the glasses in the neckline of her shirt. She looked tired, with dark circles under her bluish-green eyes...not that anyone would care or bother to notice. These days, more often than not, she just felt plain invisible.

      Knowing she was running late, she grabbed her brush and a tiny barrette to clasp her blondish-brown hair in a small ponytail atop her head. Forgoing makeup, she went to her bedroom and searched for her purse, which had somehow found its way beneath her bed.

      She was half way through the living room before realizing she was still wearing her slippers. With an exasperated sigh, she went back to her bedroom, found her sneakers, and then rushed to her desk to search for her keys. With a quick glance at her small apartment, it was clear she would need to do something soon about all the research scattered from one end to the other. She continually put off the inevitable job of cleaning by justifying to herself that it was organized chaos. At the very least, she could say the kitchen was clean.

      Placing a pen behind her ear, she picked up the small spiral notebook she always carried with her then locked her apartment door. She hated when she forgot it, which wasn’t often. Those rare times when she did was usually when she inevitably came up with some brilliant idea for a plot twist in her latest work-in-progress. Her friends tried to remind her that her smartphone could perform the same function, but she was a bit old fashioned.

      Nothing like a good pad of paper and a pen, Katherine thought, as she hurried down the block. For some things, technology is highly overrated. Give me a good book with pages to turn. Surely, that’s better than anything electronic.

      She quickened her pace and was thankful the coffee shop, where she was to meet her girlfriends, was at least downhill. Though her return would not be as fast moving since she knew she would huff and puff her way back up the mountainside. She loved living in the San Francisco area, but really...who thought of the ridiculous notion of building a city into and on top of a mountain?

      The coffee shop loomed up ahead on the corner, and Katherine waited for the light to turn red before crossing the busy street. She had almost reached her destination when she was shoved, causing the contents of her purse to go spilling onto the sidewalk as she tried to catch herself from falling. Without even the slightest show of an apology, the gentleman, and she thought that word loosely, went inside the café. Perfect, she thought, as she stooped to gather her meager possessions. Then, quickly composing herself, she entered the busy establishment.

      She let her eyes adjust to the dimly lit room after being out in the bright sunshine, while she breathed deeply the heavenly aroma of fresh brewed coffee that filled the air. Seeing the line was to the door with almost every table filled to capacity, she sighed. Such was usually the case on a Saturday morning. Conversations in multiple languages hummed in the room, filling her senses while she looked for her friends.

      “Katie!” She heard her name called and saw the three women she had searched for seated in a corner booth. Brianna waved a coffee cup in her hand and beckoned Katherine with a welcoming smile. At least her friends were thoughtful enough to have already ordered for her.

      She began to weave her way through the crowd and sat down with a huff, pulling out her notebook and searching her purse for her pen.

      “Umm, Katie...” Juliana said, trying to get her attention.

      Katherine looked up and observed her friend pointing to her ear. She felt behind her own until her hand came in contact with her errant pen, which had all but been forgotten in her haste to see her friends.

      “Sorry,” Katherine said sheepishly, “it’s been one of those mornings.”

      “You’ve been writing,” Juliana and Brianna replied at the same time, and both broke out into girlish giggles.

      “Drink your coffee and chillax for a while, sis,” Emily chimed in, without looking up from her laptop while the keys clicked and clacked as she typed. She, too, was apparently on a writing roll.

      Katherine sat back, took a sip of her drink, and almost moaned in pleasure as the hot coffee slipped down her throat to warm her. It was the small things in life that made life worth living, even if it was only her daily caffeine fix to make her smile. Her friends all went back to their respective writing projects. This was their normal weekend routine, when they got together each Saturday to write before they gave way to sharing what their week had brought them. Katherine took this time to contemplate each of her dearest friends, while she drank her coffee.

      They called themselves members of the Hopeless Romantic’s Unite ~ Carpe Diem Club. Carpe Diem...Latin for seize the day. Katherine couldn’t remember the last time she had seized the day, let alone anything else for that matter. Still, she was thankful for the friendship she had found with the three women who sat opposite her at the table. They were as dear to her as any sister could ever be.

      Juliana was the oldest of their group, at twenty-six, although Katherine herself was only a few days shy of her. Tall, with a dark complexion, her long wavy black hair hung down past her waist and was the envy of many. Juliana, or Jewels to her friends, had eyes the color of light green that, to Katherine’s thinking, were her biggest asset. She was strikingly beautiful, in a classical sense of the word, and tended to be the mother of their little group, always ensuring everyone was well taken care of. Jewels was their rock foundation.

      Brianna, or Brie, was the prankster of the bunch and had a vitality for life that was sometimes hard to keep up with, but such is the case of the young at heart. She was olive skinned with short, dark black hair, brown eyes, and had recently taken up self-defense classes. It was hard to imagine teeny, tiny, little Brianna in such a class. Then again, she was a smidgen rebellious at times, so maybe it shouldn’t have come as any surprise. Not only could this amazing, twenty-three year old woman write, she also created her own compositions and played guitar. With her gift of language, Katherine considered Brianna the Queen of Rhyme.

      Last, but certainly not least, was Emily, who just turned twenty-three, as well. She was tall, with wavy, long, sandy colored hair and green eyes the color of the tropical sea. Emily always complained she would never find a man who was taller than her, and she was tired of trying. She hated her height. Though, in Katherine’s opinion, Emily was elegantly statuesque. She had at one point in her life wanted to pursue a career in acting, but the call to write took precedence. She was currently working on four books, all at the same time. It was a shame, though, that she would not at least give more effort to performing on the stage. Granted, acting was a rough field to excel in. But what really was sad, was that Emily could sing like no other vocalist Katherine had ever heard. Emily could make the angels above weep from the purity of her voice, and her friends had counted themselves blessed on numerous occasions to hear her songs lifted to the heavens, even if it was only while driving in the car.

      The four had become true sisters in every sense of the word and, at one time or another, had wept alongside whichever friend currently had her heart broken. Oh, they had their arguments, like any siblings who had been raised together would have shared, but for the most part, they all had a common bond...to find true love and, with its finding, know such a thing could really exist. At this point in their lives, they all doubted that it did.

      “We’re a fine group,” Katherine sulked. “What we need is a bit of an adventure.”

      The women looked up and began saving their work or, in Katherine’s case, setting aside pen and paper.

      “Be careful what you wish for,” Juliana cautioned, the voice of reason in their group. “You never know what karma will throw your way.”

      “I hate the bar scene,” Emily said with conviction. “I won’t go looking to pick up some random guy that way.”

      They all nodded their heads in agreement.

      Brianna couldn’t wait to chime in. “I heard, if you’re looking to meet men, you should go where they hang out.”

      “Well, we can spend all our hard earned money from working our modest jobs and go to all the baseball and football games we like, but in the end, we’d still be without dates,” Juliana replied quickly.

      “Been there, done that,” Katherine retorted with a shrug. “Besides, we’ve been saving up all our money to go on a vacation somewhere together. Maybe we should decide on where we’d like to travel?”

      “The tropics,” Juliana offered hopefully. “We should go to Hawaii.”

      “Too humid, and most of you have already been there before,” Emily said. “Besides, I’d burn to a crisp in all that sun.”

      “Well, I’m not going any place where it rains twenty-four-seven just to make you happy, Emily,” retorted Brianna, crossing her arms in an obvious display of feeling put out. Everyone knew that Emily just loved the rain, but it was hardly what the rest of them would want on a daily occurrence for their dream vacations.

      Katherine closed her eyes. A vision of a castle came to her mind. “England,” she whispered breathlessly.

      Juliana gave a merry laugh. “I suppose, if we’re to ever get any rest from your endless desire to set foot on the battlements of a castle wall, we should at the very least consider a trip over the pond.”

      “You all must think I’m just acting like some naïve school kid,” Katherine declared sadly. “Forget it. We can find another place everyone would be happy with.”

      “I never said I wouldn’t be happy going to England,” Juliana replied and patted Katherine’s hand in comfort.

      “Katie’s idea does have some appeal,” Emily said and looked to Brianna, whose eyes had begun to twinkle in happiness. “We could travel up to Scotland, too, or maybe over to Ireland. I always wanted to see where my great-grandparents came from.”

      Katherine watched in delight as the conversation took flight and ideas of where to travel once they were abroad went round and round with her friends. She fingered her notebook and thought of the handsome knight she had written about in her latest manuscript. He was the stuff dreams were made of and occupied her mind, day and night. The funny thing about this particular character was she had been dreaming of him for as long as she could remember. She didn’t want her friends to think she was crazy, however, so she’d never said anything about her dreams. Instead, she wrote about him and he lived on paper as a figment of her imagination.

      “Don’t be too disappointed if you don’t find him in England, Katie,” murmured Juliana.

      “Who’s that?” Katherine asked softly.

      “Your knight in shining armor, that’s who, my friend.”

      The conversation came to a screeching halt as one woman looked to the other. It was a topic they all had on their minds of late.

      “You’d think they’d know where to find us,” Brianna said, looking around the coffee shop. From the grimace plastered on her face, she obviously didn’t see any men worthy of consideration.

      “All mine have been left out in the rain too long and, I’m afraid, have rusted solid,” Juliana added. “Maybe if we head to England, we can find a castle pit and throw all the men who ever broke our hearts into it together.”

      “I can cast a spell on them while they’re down there awaiting their impending doom,” Brianna chimed in happily.

      Emily laughed. “That won’t work. Between the four of us, there’ll be so many of them, they’ll just climb, one on top of the other, to their freedom.”

      They all seemed to get the same vision in their heads, of their ex-boyfriends trying to scramble to reach the top of some slimy pit without success, and burst out laughing. When their amusement subsided, Katherine’s mind wandered, not even seeing the crowded coffee shop anymore.

      “Maybe we shouldn’t be so picky,” Katherine said quietly.

      “Well, I, for one, won’t settle for anything less than what I want out of a relationship,” Emily replied, then took a sip of her hot chocolate. “If he’s not up to my standards, he’s history!”

      Katherine nodded her head in agreement but continued staring out into space at nothing in particular.

      “It’s Bamburgh again, isn’t it?” Juliana guessed.

      Katherine looked up at her friend and gave her a small smile. “You know me only too well, Jewels,” she proclaimed. “I just can’t seem to help myself from thinking of the place, no matter where I might be.”

      “What’s so special about Bamburgh, more than any other castle you’ve dreamed about over the years?” asked Emily curiously.

      Katherine gazed sheepishly around the table at her friends and gave them a slow smile. She had only told Juliana of what had happened to her one day while she was surfing the internet.

      “I was typing away on my story when my fingers stiffened above the keys. A writer’s worst nightmare hit me as though I was being slammed up against the wall. Writers block. Nothing would come to me, no matter how hard I tried to concentrate. Having figured there was no sense trying to force my character to talk to me, I had spent some time looking at images of various castles on the internet, trying to get inspired to write again. And then…there it was…a link for a virtual tour of Bamburgh Castle. I had felt drawn to the place, sensing the many souls who had walked the castle passageways over the centuries, and as if one of those souls was calling out to me.”

      She glanced at her friends to determine if they thought she was crazy. Seeing the look of interest on their faces, she continued. “I was scrolling with the mouse on the site’s virtual tour page, moving the mouse in such a way I had felt as though I had been actually walking across a battlement wall. A strange sensation came over me. My hand froze, refusing to move, and goose bumps raised up on my arms, as if my fate had walked across my soul. It was as though a scene from another time was playing before my very eyes. I actually felt as if I was standing on the castle wall itself, feeling the wind upon my face. I could taste the saltiness of the ocean mist on my lips and could see several knights standing vigilantly at their posts.”

      “No way,” Brianna shouted out.

      “Hush up, Brie,” Emily interjected giving the girl a poke in the arm.

      “Ouch! Cut it out, Em” Brianna grumbled with a none-too gentle shove of her own.

      Juliana held up her hand to silence the two women. “Both of you behave. Go on, Katie.”

      “One knight, in particular, came toward me with a confident stride, his dark blue cloak billowing behind him in the ocean breeze. As he came closer, I saw the imprint of a black lion’s head on his tabard, and I wondered at its meaning. With his helmet held under one arm, he reached up with his free hand and removed the chainmail helm from his head. It was at that precise moment that I knew him. He was so very tall that when he came to stand in front of me, I had to lean my head back just to look at him. His black hair fell in a wave to his broad shoulders, but it was his piercing blue eyes, as he gazed at me, that left me feeling completely stunned. He took my breath away with just one look, especially when he held out his hand for me to take. I remember reaching out to feel its warmth.

      “Then a car horn sounded out on the street and brought me back to my senses. I know this may seem odd, but I never felt at such a loss as when I found myself sitting back at my desk,” Katherine said with a trace of sadness to her voice. She finished in a hushed whisper. “I still can almost feel the heat of his touch.”

      Brianna and Emily could only stare at her, their mouths open yet silent. Juliana gave a small smile and drank her coffee, having already heard the story more than once.

      Before anyone could speak, Katherine continued. “I suppose it explains much of why I can’t fall in love with a modern man, when none of them can even begin to measure up to what I experienced then, if only for an instant.”

      “It’s almost too much to believe,” Emily said, the first to recover from Katherine’s story. “I know you would never lie to us. I just wish something like that would happen to me.”

      “No wonder you’re always saying you were born in the wrong century, Katie, if you have these kinds of visions,” sighed Brianna. “I mean, you should have seen your face while you were talking about him. It completely transformed to show so much longing while your words poured out from your heart. If only time travel were possible. You could go back and find him.”

      “Wouldn’t that be somewhat messing with the whole fabric-of-time issue?” Emily replied sarcastically.

      “Not if she was really meant to go back, it wouldn’t!” Brianna retaliated.

      “Ladies, let’s get a grip on the conversation shall we? Since we can’t obviously go back in time, and our knights have all turned a little rusty, I say there is only one conclusion for our vacation together,” Juliana said, as if the decision, in all their minds, had already been made.

      “Bamburgh!” The four women replied in unison and raised their cups in a unified salute of agreement.

      Katherine looked at her best friends with hopeful eyes. To Bamburgh they would go, and at long last, she would have a stamp in her otherwise empty passport. She could at the very least then say she had been somewhere in her life where medieval English history had once been made. It was more than she could ever hope for, and a slow smile lit Katherine’s face. For what her friends didn’t know, since she had kept the secret to herself, was that the handsome knight she had envisioned at Bamburgh...well...he was the very same knight from her dreams.
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        The Year of Our Lord’s Grace 1179

        Berwyck Castle

      

      

      Riorden de Deveraux strode sure-footed in his steps along the narrow parapet walkway. He nodded to the guards he passed, who stood at their posts as lookout for any who approached the castle grounds. Yet, no enemy came near, and none had for several years. Berwyck’s people had known only peace and prosperity while under the careful watch of the first Earl of Berwyck. One with any sense would think twice afore attempting to take any lands claimed by the Devil’s Dragon.

      Riorden chuckled at the thought of his lifelong friend. At the prime of his career as champion for King Henry II, he had been called the Devil’s Dragon of Blackmore and had quite the reputation of instilling fear into those around him. Dristan still held such a reputation in some of those same circles, but if the truth were to be told, his lord had become a bit domesticated of late. Such is the fate of a married man, Riorden supposed. Aye, the cause could almost certainly be laid at the feet of Dristan’s beautiful wife, Amiria, or mayhap, even fatherhood. Still, Riorden would never underestimate Dristan in the lists, for that is when one ended up on one’s backside in the dirt. Dristan radiated sheer power and a fierceness with which few could contend. ’Twas considered a privilege to train with the man, and more so to call him a friend, although not many could claim such a kinship.

      With a shake of his head, he turned his gaze south and watched as the ocean waves crashed loudly onto the sandy beach below. ’Twas a favorite location of the Lady Amiria, and he would often catch her unaware in this very place. Riorden laughed aloud, thinking of the few times he was actually able to take said lady off guard. ’Twas a rare occasion to be sure, and usually included having a sword or dirk to one’s throat, if one was not too careful.

      The woman was a bit of a spitfire, which seemed somewhat fitting, given the length of her glorious red hair. She was the perfect companion for his lord. However, he was glad he was not tied to a woman of such determination to always have her way or give aid when the need arose. Dristan had told him, on numerous occasions, he would never change a thing about his lovely wife, and he loved her just as she was. Amiria could wield a sword as no other woman of Riorden’s acquaintance. When it became time, he had no issue pledging his life in her service just as fully as he served Dristan as captain of his guard.

      Riorden leaned his gloved hands on the battlement wall and sighed. There was not much of a chance of him finding a lady of his own here at Berwyck, and the village whores only offered satisfaction to his baser needs. Not that he was truly looking for a wife since years afore he had been soured by a lying, deceitful lady. He did not feel love truly existed for him.

      Life was what one made of it although serving another lord with no castle walls of one’s own to call home was not much of a life in which to raise one’s family. It did not hold much merit for most women he had ever encountered. Each had wanted to be the lady of her own hall, with servants aplenty. Love had seemingly passed him by, and good riddance! At the age of a score and thirteen, he decided a solitary life was how the remainder of his days would be spent. Some days, he cared not that he would have no lady by his side, and yet there were times he felt the bitter stab of jealousy. When he heard the childish laughter of Dristan’s son, sadness would overcome him, knowing he would never have a child to follow in his footsteps.

      He heard his name called and stood upright, trying to shake off his sudden melancholy mood. Women! They either drove one mad from wanting them or with their demands for one’s attention. Either was just as bad as the other and a distraction Riorden did not need wreaking havoc with his mind.

      Turning, he saw Fletcher making his way up the stairs to stand beside him on the parapet. Fletcher bore the same uncanny resemblance to all of the other men personally chosen over the years for Dristan’s personal guard. He, too, had black hair as dark as night, but where Riorden’s eyes were a deep blue, Fletcher’s were an amber colored brown with golden flecks residing in their irises. ’Twas a striking combination that only enhanced his good looks and had many a maid beckoning to him over the years. Fletcher felt ’twas his duty in life to never leave a maid saying he did not pleasure her to her fullest potential. So far, he bragged, he had succeeded in his quest.

      “Is there aught amiss?” Riorden questioned, as they both now stared out to the sea’s distant horizon.

      “Depends on how you look at it, I suppose, Riorden,” Fletcher answered. “A messenger has arrived from the king. Dristan requests we join him in his solar, posthaste.”

      They began to carefully make their way off the narrow walkway and down the steps heading to one of the towers housing a set of circular stairways leading to the lower floors, one of which housed the keep’s family. The sound of their armor clanking against the stones echoed and ricocheted off the walls as they made their way below. When they reached the third floor landing, they turned left and continued on down the passageway ’til they reached Dristan’s solar door. Riorden knocked and heard the call to enter.

      Opening the door, Riorden was not surprised to witness the entire family gathered within the chamber. There was only one exception, for one of the daughters, Sabina, had desired a life at a nearby abbey. Dristan sat at his desk, perusing various parchments demanding his attention. Berwyck Castle was but one of his many estates, both in England and abroad in France. If he was not in the lists, keeping his form fit and pursuing the continual training of his knights, Dristan would be found here in this room, attending to business with his steward; ensuring the rents were collected, petitions were addressed, and justice was dispensed.

      Amiria sat comfortably in a chair close to the warmth of the fire. She continued to fidget and reposition herself. Perhaps, given she was heavy with child, she was not as comfortable as she wished to be. Riorden watched in amusement as the lady continually reached to finger the hilt of the sword her husband had gifted to her afore their marriage. ’Twas kept at her side, although Dristan had forbidden her to lift it lest she wished to endure his wrath. Her son Royce, who was aged three summers, was toddling around his father’s desk ’til his sire made a grab for the lad and threw him up in the air, much to the delight of the boy. He squealed with laughter as Dristan began to tickle him.

      Amiria’s twin brother Aiden sat on the floor at his sister’s feet, sharpening a dirk. Their resemblance was a bit uncanny although whereas Amiria’s form was petite, given her womanly stature, the same could not be said of her brother. At a score and four, ’twas clear Aiden had been spending much of his time in the lists, training with Dristan. ’Twas the only place he ever wanted to be, since he felt ’twas his irresponsibility the castle had fallen to the English.

      Still, after four years, he felt no ill will towards Dristan. Anyone could see for themselves, Amiria’s marriage was a happy one, and Aiden had made it known he was pleased for his sister and her husband. Unfortunately, since Aiden had one day hoped to be lord of Berwyck, he felt restless with the need to prove himself in the world and make a name for himself. Riorden did not think Aiden would remain much longer at Berwyck.

      The youngest daughter of the old laird Douglas MacLaren was Lynet, who sat on a stool on the other side of her sister with a bit of stitchery in her nimble fingers. She was a rare beauty with hair the color of golden honey and eyes as blue as a clear sky above. In the past five years, Lynet had become a bit defiant, much like her sister had been at the same age of ten and nine. She was not as yet wed as most girls her age. Unfortunate for those lads brave enough to enter the Devil’s Dragon’s lair, she refused all offers brought forward and made clear to all who cared to listen, she would wed only for love. Amiria had sworn to ensure this would come to pass. Riorden could only begin to imagine the pains Dristan must bear, dealing with two headstrong women under his care. Many a night had Dristan and Riorden shared a drink or two to ponder the fools who only sought the gold a union with Lynet would bring. The true treasure that would be brought to a marriage with the Lady Lynet was the lady herself.

      The last family member present was young Patrick, who stood behind Dristan staring out the small window, looking towards the inner and outer baileys. Black hair with brown eyes, he was now aged ten and three summers and had taken his previous duties as Dristan’s page most seriously, along with his studies. For reasons only Dristan knew for certain, the boy had not been sent off to foster with another lord so he could begin the proper duties of squire. ’Twas the next logical step in order to one day earn his spurs and claim a knighthood.

      “My lord,” Riorden said as he came to stand before Dristan with a bow. “You called for me?”

      Dristan tossed Royce up into the air one last time before placing him on the floor and rumpling his hair. Amiria called to the boy, and he went to sit on the floor next to his Uncle and began to play with a bit of wool, which was left near Lynet’s feet. He seemed content to sit there, but for how long was anyone’s guess. He was a most curious boy and not one to sit for any length of time in one place.

      Dristan came and leaned against the edge of his desk, leisurely perusing Riorden. As Dristan’s captain, he waited patiently for his orders and tucked his gloves into the belt at his waist. Although Riorden thought of Dristan as his liege lord, they were, in truth, more than that. They were even more than just friends and comrades-in-arms.

      They had grown up together since Riorden had come to Dristan’s father’s estate to serve as a page, and they had gotten into more mischief than two lads should at such a young age. At least, that was the tale Dristan’s mother had proclaimed on numerous occasions in their youth. So alike, they could have been brothers. Same black hair down to their shoulders; same broad shoulders with chiseled features on their visage; same physical form of rippling, lean muscle from years of training or fighting to stay alive; same ability to train, no matter the weather conditions, and preferring a challenge rather than an easy win in the lists; same ability to kill when the need arose; and same sense of honor and chivalry, despite their perceived reputations of severing heads of any left in their wake.

      The only difference between the two men was the color of their eyes. Whereas Dristan’s eyes were the hue of cold grey steel, Riorden’s were an unusual shade of the deepest blue. Amiria had often mentioned that perchance the angels rejoiced when they saw the extent of color God had graced in his eyes. Surely, many a maid could easily fall under his spell and never want to leave if he were to but gaze upon them, she had teased. Though he had never met one to go so far as to ask her to be his lady wife.

      Their apparent silence at an end, Dristan reached back onto his desk, retrieved a piece of parchment, and handed the document to his lifelong friend. Riorden read the missive, but he had to read it a second time in order for the words to take meaning inside his head. Even a third reading did not, unfortunately, change its wording.

      Dristan raked his hands through his hair, although regret remained on his features. “You are to leave us, it appears. You have been summoned to Bamburgh Castle where the king will soon be in residence.”

      “Why would King Henry wish to have me at hand at Bamburgh?” Riorden asked as he too ran his hand through his hair in frustration.

      “You would refuse his command?” Dristan queried, raising a brow at his friend.

      “I may question his motives and reasoning, but I would never be so foolish as to decline such a request,” Riorden declared as he began to pace to and fro within the chamber. He bumped into Fletcher, who grumbled about the state of his toes, afore he once more stood in one place.

      “You will be missed, Riorden,” Amiria and Aiden said together, exchanging a silent look, which only twins could possibly share or interpret.

      Riorden stared silently at those souls within the chamber who, for the most part, were the closest thing he could call his family. They all began to stand, although they, too, were seemingly at a loss of words.

      Dristan came to him and clasped his hand on his shoulder. “It appears there is not much else for me to say after the two of us have traveled and fought beside one another for as long as I can remember. So...since you do not care to have ownership to the title and lands that are rightfully yours from your sire, which I will never understand, you leave me no choice than to see to matters myself. I will have no knight of mine and from my household going to the king lacking,” Dristan announced, breaking the silence of the room. “Patrick,” he called and watched as the boy turned his gaze as if seeing the room for the first time.

      “Aye, my Lord Dristan,” Patrick answered when he came to stand before his liege with a bow.

      “You have served me well these many years, Patrick, but it seems fate has other plans for us, for she is a fickle mistress,” Dristan proclaimed and turned the boy to face Riorden. “As you have served me, now go and serve your new master as his squire. He will need you more than I during his days at court, I think.”

      “Dristan, really, I cannot−” Riorden began.

      “As you wish, my lord,” Patrick answered promptly, ignoring Riorden’s protests.

      Patrick knelt, bowing his head and holding out his hands towards his new liege as if in prayer and complete submission. He patiently waited ’til Riorden at last came to his senses and clasped the boy’s outstretched hands in his own.

      It seemed as if Patrick’s oath of fealty to Riorden came easily to his lips, almost as though he had waited a lifetime to make such a commitment and sacrifice. “I, Patrick of Berwyck and of Clan MacLaren, do so swear on my faith in God the Almighty, to serve thee as my liege lord, Riorden de Deveraux. I promise in the future to be faithful to my lord, never causing you harm, and will observe my homage to you completely; against all persons, in good faith, and without deceit.”

      “I accept thee as my vassal,” Riorden whispered and watched as Patrick stood afore him with pride.

      “Watch over my brother, Riorden, and do not fail me in his care. I know you will do right by him in continuing his training so that he, too, may be a great knight someday,” Dristan replied, and the two men clasped each other’s shoulders once more.

      “Of course, I will ensure his training and care, Dristan.”

      Dristan nodded and gave a bit of a smirk. “He can be a bit mischievous, our young Patrick here, which is not much of a surprise, given who his sister is.”

      “Dristan...really!” Amiria said, aghast, as she managed to remove a dirk from her boot and point it at her husband.

      “You see what I must contend with?” Dristan laughed with an amused quirk of his brow towards his wife. He came to her and rested his hand upon her shoulder, which had a calming effect. “Now I have another, who seems hell bent to avoid wedded bliss no matter how many worthy lads I lay at her feet.”

      Lynet could be heard muttering a very unladylike reply and took up a stance at the now vacated window. Everyone in the room knew the reason behind her continued rejections, for Lynet had fallen in love with Amiria’s captain, who had not graced the walls of the castle for nigh unto five years. ’Twas doubtful Ian would return anytime soon.

      When the family began to leave the chamber in preparation of Riorden and Patrick’s departure, Riorden went to the young girl. As he drew near, he saw upon her face one lone tear running slowly down her cheek. Before she could brush it away, he reached out to cup her face. Ever so slowly, he brushed his thumb across the smoothness of her face to dry her tears.

      He gave her a brief embrace, this young girl who had been like a little sister to him, and took her chin so she would stare up into his eyes.

      “If Ian does not come to his senses soon, Lynet, he never will. Do not shed one more of your precious tears on his behalf since he will not be worthy of them,” he whispered. “Promise me you will not spend your life pining away for someone who could not see the prize that was right afore his very eyes. You deserve much better than that.”

      Lynet only stood there, trying to find the words to ease his mind.

      “Your promise to me, Lynet,” Riorden urged.

      Lynet gave a heavy sigh of resignation. “Aye, I promise, Riorden. Safe travels and God speed to you.”

      “Good lass. I shall endeavor to return soon to ensure you have kept your word, for I am sure our paths shall cross again.” Giving her a quick kiss on the forehead, he left her standing there and made his way to collect his belongings.

      The courtyard was filled with familiar faces, people who had come to wish him well as he traveled to serve the king. Riorden’s goodbyes were brief and to the point, for there was no sense dwelling on what this place had come to mean to him. Dristan lifted his hand in farewell, and he returned the gesture. Gathering the reins of his mount, he turned his mighty war horse and proceeded through the inner and outer baileys.

      He looked back only once to see Berwyck off in the distance, afore he turned his attention to the road ahead of him. At least, he was not alone with only Patrick for a traveling companion. Aiden had joined his company.
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        Bamburgh, England

        Present Day, Spring

      

      

      Katherine pulled into the car park of the inn. With a heavy sigh of relief, she turned off the rental car. Leaning her head back, she gratefully closed her eyes amid kudos from her friends for her driving skill. Skill...that word was almost a joke, considering her hands felt as if they were still clenched in a steely grip on the wheel. Driving on the wrong side of the road with everything she knew about driving being backwards was no small feat, and she was glad to have this last leg of their journey at an end.

      The four women unloaded their luggage and started making their way to check in. The hotel was small, cozy looking, and fashioned in a lovely Tudor style. Upon entering, Katherine could almost envision the dark paneled room from days of old, filled with locals as they drank their mead or lounged near the fireplace that took the chill from the room. Although exhausted, she took a moment to look with longing out the window at a small portion of Bamburgh Castle in the distance. As much as she wanted to rush there to see its sights, it would have to wait until the morning. With the coming sunset, visiting hours would soon be over for the day.

      “Katie,” Juliana called as she waited on the stairs with Emily. “Are you coming?”

      Brianna came up next to Katherine and gently took her bag. “It’s been standing there for centuries waiting for you, sis.” Katherine’s face must have shown her desire for where her heart really wanted to take her. “It will still be there for you tomorrow.”

      Turning her gaze from the window, she slowly made her way up the stairs, feeling as if the weight of the world rested on her shoulders. Brianna opened the bedroom door, since it was their turn to share a room. It was quaint with tiny lavender floral wallpaper on the walls, rich mahogany bedposts, and easy-on-the-eye, pale blue quilts for bedspreads. Katherine went to one of the beds and lay down as visions of their trip flashed in her memory.

      To say this had been a dream vacation would be an understatement. Between the four of them, they had spent a small fortune, but it had been worth every penny. Traveling throughout Scotland and England, they had hit as many sights as they could cram into one day and gotten a good taste of what life here was all about. Emily had looked as though she felt she had tasted heaven itself, Brianna had been busy composing a song, Juliana’s pen never seemed to stop its writing unless she was to take her turn at the wheel, and as for herself...well...Katherine felt that if she were to die tomorrow, she would be content.

      There had only been one time that had marred an otherwise perfect vacation for Katherine. The ruins of Warkworth Castle, where they had stopped on their way to Bamburgh, had brought her to her knees in grief. She had no clue as to why such was the case. It wasn’t as though she hadn’t seen other similar ruins that had also saddened her in their travels within the past week. But for some unknown reason, she couldn’t find any comfort in the hollow shell of the keep, which the ravages of time had been rather unkind to over the centuries. She had almost felt as if a piece of her, inside, had died that day, especially when her friends had to help her from the ground.

      Was that really only yesterday? she wondered, not for the first time this day. What was it about those ruins that could have affected her so? She would have thought such a reaction would occur at Bamburgh. It had taken everything within her not to rush to the castle, if only to lay her hands on its outer walls and feel the cold rough stones beneath her fingertips. She only had to wait until tomorrow for it to become a reality.

      Brianna came over to place a light blanket over her. “Get some rest, sis. I’ll take care of putting our stuff away.”

      “You sure you don’t want some help,” Katherine said, even as she felt her eyelids become heavy.

      “Nah, I got it.”

      Katherine rolled over on the bed and watched Brianna begin to busily put away their clothes. She smiled as she heard her friend humming the tune she had been working on for most of the day. With no motivation to do anything else this afternoon, she closed her eyes and dreamed...

      
        
        ***

      

      

      He stood before her with his hand outstretched for her to take, a bit of arrogance and impatience clearly etched across his features.

      “Is it you?” she heard herself ask, even though she would have known this man before her no matter where in time he had found her.

      “I only mean to keep you safe,” he declared, not answering her question as he shifted uneasily on his feet. His eyes were ever watchful on the knights standing guard nearby.

      “Yes, I know. Have you seen me before?” she asked quietly, hoping that he, too, had dreamed of her.

      He gazed down upon her, searching her face until the ocean winds whipped the hood on her cloak from her head then watched with interest as her hair became tossed about. Finally, he reached out to catch one of her errant curls. The tendril wrapped itself around his hand, almost as if laying some kind of claim to him. He began rubbing the tresses between his fingers as if memorizing the silkiness of her locks. She watched as he came back to his senses, and he frowned, she assumed, at her words. “You’re speech is most strange, mademoiselle.”

      “I’m not from...the area.”

      “You travel with King Henry? Mayhap, you are one of the ladies in waiting at court?” he inquired. One look at her humble cloak would have told him this wasn’t the case.

      “No,” she replied simply, for what explanation of where she came from would make sense to him.

      “You’re sire is here then. Perchance, I may return you to his side so I can ensure your safety,” he concluded. Once more, he held out his hand for her to take.

      She acknowledged his gesture with only a sad smile. “I suppose I’ll one day see my parents again, but I think it’s impossible for now.”

      “Then let me, at the very least, see you inside the keep so I may rest, knowing you are not in danger.”

      She looked up into his blue eyes and began to wonder if she’d ever seen their color on another. To say they were blue, didn’t do them justice. She had dreamed of him for so many years, she could only stare in wonder that he really stood before her. There was no doubt she trusted him, so she did the most natural thing she could do. Smiling, she looked into his eyes as she reached out to take his hand.

      Neither was prepared for the reaction of their hands touching, nay, going through one another. For in truth, they did not stand there in the flesh. They were but memories of what could have been, if only they had been born in the same century. Their heartrending loss brought tears of sorrow to her eyes. With only one look at his face, she knew he felt it, too.

      “I do know of you...” he whispered, his voice like a silken caress across her soul.

      “You’re name!” she cried out. “Tell me your name!”

      He began to fade from her vision, yet still, she heard his voice clearly inside her head. “Katherine...come back to me, my love─”

      “I will find you,” she promised him as a mist appeared, surrounding his body until he was at last taken from her sight. Emptiness consumed her entire being with the knowledge he might be lost to her forevermore. She could do only one thing, now that he had been torn from her side. She wept.
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        Bamburgh Castle

        The Year of Our Lord’s Grace 1179

      

      

      “I will find you...” Riorden awoke with a start, still hearing the haunting words and seeing the tears of the woman from his dreams. There had been such longing in her voice that, for some unknown reason, the sound seemed achingly familiar. Yet, he knew her not...or so he thought. So why did he know her name?

      He threw the coverlets off and rose naked from his bed. Kneeling afore the hearth, he began to rekindle the few remaining embers into a small semblance of a blaze. It took but a few moments ’til most of the chill began to recede from the room as the fire grew brighter. As he went to grab his tunic, he noticed his hands were actually shaking. God’s wounds! What is wrong with me? He continued to watch his hands as if they were not his own ’til, disgusted, he donned his remaining garments.

      Despite the fact he had just warmed the room, he went to the shutter and flung it wide open, letting in the cool air to clear his confused head. He peered out into the early morning hours, but ’twas still too dark to see much of anything. Looking back into the chamber, his brow furrowed. It had all begun with this damn room.

      After pouring a chalice of wine, Riorden sat upon a stool and ran his still trembling fingers through his mussed hair, recounting the events of the past hours. Upon his arrival yester eve, he had assumed he would be shown to the Garrison Hall. Instead, a servant had shown him to a richly appointed chamber. Afore the man had left, he had informed Riorden the table held instructions from His Majesty King Henry.

      He had begun to walk across the room to retrieve the missive, when he had halted as he had felt a presence in the chamber with him. A shadow of a woman had appeared, dressed in the oddest blue hose he had ever seen. Her strange lavender tunic was cut shockingly low with some sort of odd fasteners running down the front of the garment. Tawny colored hair fell well past her shoulders in soft waves of long, loose curls, which flowed teasingly when she moved. She had been touching the frame of the bedpost, almost reverently, ’til she at last had turned to stare upon him, as if she had finally taken note that he, too, was there. Recognition had flashed across her face with a look of such yearning reflected in her aquamarine eyes, it had torn at his heart, for he had never in his life seen a sign of elation of this magnitude in another.

      He remembered having rubbed his eyes to clear his vision of what surely must have been some kind of trickery, and she had been gone. At the time, he had shaken off what he knew was his imagination making a fool of him. He had begun to leave the room to find Aiden and had not gone but a few steps past his door into the passageway when, blinking his eyes in disbelief from what he was seeing, he had had no doubt that his mind was once more playing games with him. There she had stood, yet again, looking just as lovely as she had but moments afore inside his chamber.

      This time, she had been walking down the corridor towards him whilst brushing her hand along the stones of the wall. His footsteps had faltered and he had felt unable to move by what he was witnessing. He had stared in wide eyed fascination at the strange lights hanging from the ceiling. ’Twas not any kind of candelabrum he had ever seen afore. Even the torches placed in the sconces on the wall had not been familiar to him.

      The woman’s tinkling, merry laughter had rung out, drawing his attention back to her. The sound of her unmistakable joy, which he had been privy to hear, had filled his head with a sense of contentment. He had wondered what she had found so entertaining to make her face radiate such happiness. Her smile had lit up her entire visage with so much delight that it almost seemed unfair that he had not been able to join her in the knowledge of whatever had pleased her so.

      She had continued her steps toward him, but afore he could comprehend her actions, she had begun to vanish, passing right through him and causing his breath to catch in his throat. ’Twas as if they had been one, for the briefest of instances, as he had felt an icy shudder rush through his entire body. He had turned, scanning the passageway behind him, but there had been no sight of her. In truth, if he had not seen her for himself, he would have thought she had not been there at all. Yet, with her disappearance, he had felt a strange, unknown sense of regret, almost as if he had lost something most precious to him.

      A shiver that had nothing to do with the breeze coming from the window began at the top of Riorden’s head and made its way clear down to his feet whilst he was brought back to the present. ’Twas almost as if the dead were calling to him from the grave with these hallucinations of ghosts. But why, then, would he dream of her? Did she have some message to impart to him? Who was she and, more importantly, why did he feel as if he, in truth, knew who she was? She had appeared so real when she had come to him in his sleep, and even now, he could feel the bitter disappointment when he had lost her in his dream as the mist had all but consumed them.

      Riorden stood, grabbed the wooden shutter, and closed it with a soft click as the latch fell into place. He turned and stared at the obnoxious, dark blue, velvet box he had all but forgotten the day afore. No good will come of whatever it holds, he thought, as he made his way to the table. Reaching out for the parchment, he broke the wax seal of the king and scanned the brief few words that seemed to blur as he read. ’Tis time to claim your birthright swam afore his eyes, along with the king’s signature. Opening the box, he swore, for inside was his father’s signet ring. Set in heavy gold, a lion’s head carved from black onyx looked back at him with mocking eyes. The fact that the ring was here could only mean one thing. His father was dead, and the title Riorden never wanted now belonged to him. Damn his father’s soul to hell!

      He shut the lid with a snap. ’Twas obvious King Henry had plans for him, and with this subtle message, he would be duty bound to return to Warkworth, despite his desire never to set foot upon that land ever again. But ’twould not be this day, and, ’til the king came into residence here at Bamburgh, Riorden would continue to put off the inevitable.

      A short knock came at the side chamber where a sleepy eyed Patrick entered. “My lord, you dressed without me assisting,” he cried out in disappointment.

      “Not quite. Help me don this armor, Patrick. I must needs get out of this place, once the sun has risen. We shall find Aiden, break our fast, and head to the stables. Perhaps, a ride on the strand will clear my head.”

      “Does something ail you, Lord Riorden? I can seek out the castle’s healer, if there is a need.”

      “Nay. ’Twas just a restless night, Patrick, not that I need to explain myself,” Riorden declared briskly.

      “My apologies, my lord. I forgot myself.”

      Riorden grumbled beneath his breath, hearing the words my lord one too many times to his liking. He did not care for this form of address when it was referring to him, and yet, he had the distinct feeling ’twas something he must needs get used to.

      The ritual of donning one’s armor took some time, but ’twas better to be prepared, since he did not have a guard to call his own watching his back. Riorden cursed, knowing this would be the next thing to irritate him if the king was to have his way. He quickly realized Patrick was chattering away, and he had no idea what the lad had been saying.

      “...and I have heard tell the place is full of ghosties.”

      “What place?”

      “Well, Bamburgh, of course. I hope we do not run into any that are restless with incomplete business. Do you think ’tis true, Lord Riorden?” Patrick said with a fearful, squeaky voice.

      Riorden looked quickly about his chamber for the apparition that had appeared afore him and yet he saw nothing but the room.

      “Come, Patrick, and let us be about this day,” Riorden uttered, not answering his squire’s question.

      They made their way to the tower stairs to the sound of Riorden’s metal armor clanking then descended to the lower floor. He would put away his fanciful thoughts of the woman in his dreams, wanting nothing more than to enjoy what he could of the morn to its fullest. First, to find Aiden, and then some much needed food. Surely, everything would appear normal on a full stomach.

      
        
        ***

      

      

      
        
        Present Day

      

      

      Katherine’s footsteps faltered suddenly on the tower stairs. She felt dizzy, and it wasn’t from the fact that these blasted circular stone steps were oddly laid. No! She was dizzy because she could have sworn she had caught a vague glimpse of her knight ahead of her in the turret!

      “Come on, you pansy,” Emily prompted with a laugh. “I told you I’d help you down.”

      “You and your silly fear of heights,” Brianna said smugly as she hopped down two stairs at a time.

      Katherine threw them both a look, silencing any further laughter. “It’s not silly, and it’s not the height that’s the problem...well, maybe it is a little,” she declared. “Don’t you hear it?”

      They all stood there in silence, waiting to hear something that, apparently, only Katherine could hear.
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