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​Preface

 


***

 


In the countryside of Calais, torn
between English and French rule, a friendship is struck up between
an overworked young priest and a brazen widowed innkeeper. Calen
has only been a priest five years, and already has three parishes
to deal with. Acadia, widowed at sixteen, has no choice but to run
her disgraced husband’s Inn for money to survive. When the
pressures of the world become too much, Calen finds himself deep in
his cups, relying on Acadia for the strength to carry on;
literally. But what happens when the mood is right, the restraint
is gone and all they have left is each other? Theirs  is a
romance that is doomed from the start, but the passion they shared
one night is too fiery to ignore…
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***

 


“So passes Donovan, Son of Jasper,
and Lord of Calais. God rest his soul.”

The chief servant closed the young
man’s eyes , whispering prayers to the corpse. It was a horrible
place to die, the raucous drunken screams floating through the
ceiling from below. He turned his eyes instead to the teenage wife,
who was looking at her husband with emotionless eyes, unmoving from
her spot.

“Your husband is passed, my Lady. My
condolences.”

“I can see that,” she replied, her
jaw set.

“And what shall we do with him?” he
asked, untactfully.

Acadia sighed, looking towards the
door, which was open down to the stairs. She pulled her widow’s
veil over her face, as was tradition in the country.

“He loved this place so much, he can
be buried behind it.”

“And a funeral?” he asked, watching
her in shock as she gathered the dishes that were left in the room
from three days of sick bed. She shook her head, sadly.

“None will come but I. He has left
us in disgrace. He is a Lord, but all he has left me is this Inn,
which won’t run by itself if I attend to his funeral. Place some
flowers on his grave for me,” she said, picking up the last of the
dishes. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, it’s dinner time, and I’m the
only one left to serve it.”

And with one last glance at her
husband’s body, her tears still wet under her veil, Acadia – now
Dowager Lady of Calais – a widow at only 16, cast her eyes
downward, left the room without even crossing herself.

*

3 years later…

Acadia was drying a goblet when she
heard the door open and slam again, barely long enough to let in
the rain and wind that followed. Looking up to see who entered, she
smiled broadly at her new guest. Father Calen Owen – or just Calen
as she came to call him – was one of her favorites.  Deeply
tanned, with dark shaggy brown hair and lanky, not without muscle,
Calen stood 6’1” with piercing green eyes.
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