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Chapter One
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FROM THE BEGINNING of time, men and women have searched for mates. Over the years, there have been many who failed to find that perfect one. Disagreements and wars have been ignited by jealous or rejected suitors. It was not an uncommon occurrence for a scorned King or Queen to order the total annihilation of an entire kingdom, all because of unrequited love.

The sanctuary was located on the far side of the castle. Unfortunately, today it was not far enough away from the King, who was bellowing about his guards not returning fast enough from the neighboring kingdom.

Trying to tune out King Roan, the holy man focuses on the beautiful necklace lying on the altar. He must stow it away in its soft bag before anyone arrives. Should he offer the sacred necklace to the king? This was the type of situation the necklace was made for. Unsure of his next move, he placed the necklace in its bag and hiding it under the edge of the altar. He knelt down, and began to pray for guidance and in the process remembers why the necklace was created.

Around the time, Stonehenge was in its infancy, nine holy men of various religions gathered in an attempt to find a solution to the wars that plagued their lands. These holy men understood and valued life. Usually, they meet once a year, high in the mountains of Scotland. However, this year a special meeting was held to stop or at least reduce the senseless slaughter of innocent people.

The holy men came to a conclusion, they could devise a way to help people find their soulmates, and therefore most of the senseless jealousy would end. Drawn out courtships would be unnecessary and mankind would be happier if they mated with someone they loved. A Druid priest suggested they each acquire a stone from their homeland and bless it with the power to find a soulmate for its holder. Each holy man knew this would require many hours of prayer and sacrifice to accomplish, so they agreed to meet back in one month if they were successful.

Word of their success traveled fast, and soon the priests were busy helping people, mostly royalty find their soulmates. As they suspected it significantly reduced the number of wars related to rejection. At one of their next meeting, they fashioned necklaces in the form of Eternal Knots to signify their unity and friendship. However, when the stones and the knots were combined, they unleash a power to transport its holder through time, in search of their soulmate.

The sound of metal clanked off the walls, and the sounds of running feet drew the holy man’s thoughts back to the present. The guards must have returned from their journey and by the sound of it, and King Roan is not happy.

“What do you mean, she said No? No one says no to me,” King Roan Herrel demanded, shoving his servants and adviser out of the way.

“Sire, Princess Joanna said, ‘I will not be his wife, I am not going to marry him!’”

“Well, I don’t care what she thinks, she will marry me. Her father promised me she would!” the King stomped off. The sword hanging from his belt swayed with every forceful step.

The servants and the adviser all look at each other, shaking grateful he didn’t take his rage out on them. What should they do now and how will he convince Princess Joanna to marry him? They all scurry off to complete other chores before the king returns.

The King marched into another part of the castle housing his holy man. Even though he doubted the existence of a God, he planned to use the holy man to help him acquire Princess Joanna as his wife.

King Roan believed the holy man had a particular stone in his possession, allowing him to find soulmates for those who needed guidance.

“Where are you? Holy Man,” King Roan roared as he entered the sanctuary.

“Your Majesty, I am right here.” The holy man meekly said as he pushed himself up to a standing position.

“I want your sacred stone. I want Princess Joanna as my wife, and the rock will prove to her, we are meant to be together.”

“Sire, I have explained this to you before. The stone only finds your soulmate. Objects will not make someone love you,” he responded in a meek voice. He knew all about King Roan’s temper; if he upset him, he might find himself without a home at best and dead at worst.

“Retrieve the stone. I will prove to you and Princess Joanna, she is the one I am going to marry.”

The holy man hesitantly decided to retrieve the stone, from its hiding place. From an opening behind the altar, he pulled out a soft fabric bag, nestled inside was a necklace composed of metal, in the shape of an endless knot with a beautiful stone set in the center. Reluctantly, he brought the bag to the king. “Sire, may I remind you of the risks you face if you choose to pursue this path.”

“Yes, you may tell me all the risks, so your conscience will be clear, as I continue on this course of action,” he proclaimed hotly.

He sighed, before explaining, “Sire, please remember this necklace is unique and unpredictable, it has the potential to take you to unknown places, at any time, and you may never come back...”

“That will not be a problem because Princess Joanna is who I am meant to marry. Now, how do I make this to work?”

“Sire, you might be wrong.”

“I... Am... Not... Wrong!!! Now, tell me how to make it work!” King Roan shouted.

“Yes, Sire, you place the necklace around your neck and repeat the words; Please take me to my soulmate. Also, you will feel the stone vibrate, and when you are near your soulmate, the two of you will hear a soft hum from the stone. Please, I beg of you to reconsider your decision, Your Majesty.” The holy man knew the king would not listen, but he felt the need to try to stop him anyway.

King Roan grabbed the necklace out of the holy man’s hand and placed it around his neck. Without another thought, King Roan states, “Take me to my soulmate!”

Only nothing happens. “I thought you said this would transport me to the Princess!” he yelled.

“Sire, you need to be patient and say, Please, take me to my soulmate. You cannot order the stone and expect it to work.”

“Fine, PLEASE, take me to my soulmate.”

Instantaneously, an almost deafening ‘BOOM!’ accompanied by a bright flash of purple lightning filled the room. As the room returns to normal, King Roan Herrel was gone.
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THE HOLY MAN STOOD there shaking his head, muttering, “I wonder where the necklace will take him? Oh, well,” he shrugs his shoulders, “I can’t do much about it now, and I hope I can find a way to retrieve the necklace. What am I going to tell my fellow holy men about the necklaces disappearance?”

He walked back over to the altar, knelt down, and began to pray. If he can’t stop the King at least, he can pray for him and all those he would come in contact with, wherever he was now.

By the next day, all the servants were aware of the king’s disappearance. However, no one thought to ask the holy man if he knew anything about the king’s whereabouts.

Everyone assumed the king was abducted, and the king’s adviser presumed Princes Joanna’s kingdom was involved; so, some men were sent over to demand his release.

Princess Joanna and her father claimed ignorance regarding anything related to the king’s location. The advisers didn’t believe them and decided to declare war on the neighboring kingdom if their king was not returned by the end of ten days.

The holy man considered waiting for the king’s return. However, all things related to the king were a vain effort; he might never return. Knowing a deadly war would soon be upon them, the holy man left the kingdom in pursuit of a safer place to live.

[image: Scene Color knot]

SO, WHERE WAS KING Roan Herrel? After the boom and flash of purple lightning, he was thrust through time almost three thousand years into the future. King Roan woke up lying against a tree in the woods, in a remote area of Sandhill, Texas.

King Roan realized moments after he woke up; he wasn’t in his castle or even his kingdom anymore. His head hurt, and he was starving, unsure how long he had been lying against the tree, brought the following concerns to mind. He needed to find water, food, and shelter for the night. Roan sat quietly as he listened for a few minutes to his surroundings, thankfully, his father taught him how to survive outside of the castle.

He listened carefully, Roan could faintly perceive the sound of water, okay at least now he didn’t need to worry about finding something to drink. Next, he listened to the sound of small animals scurrying around, now he knew he had a way to obtain food, he won’t starve; two concerns down, one more to figure out. The last one, a shelter will require him to move around, to find out what items are available. He noticed he was located in the middle of many trees; hopefully, he could find a cave to sleep in, if he scouted around the area.

Slowly standing King Roan walked over to the stream and knelt down. He used his hand to get a drink before he explored the area. Roan weaved in, and out of the trees as he explored. The further he walked, the thinner the trees became, soon he was standing on the edge of a hill looking out over a small valley.

Roan scanned the valley; he observed a small group of buildings located on the other side of the valley. He knew; where there are buildings, there were people. As a king, he was entitled to claim anything he found if another king in the area did not contest the claim. ‘I guess it is time for a walk,’ Roan said to himself as he began his walk to the other side of the valley.
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SEVERAL HOURS LATER, he was moving closer to the buildings. The sun was setting; he was hungry and tired from walking. He grumbled to himself for not finding something to eat before now. Roan soon approached the building. He was cautious, at almost two hundred feet away from the first building; he noticed movement at the door. He stopped, trying to figure out the best way to approach when the door of the building swung open.

Out walked, a tall woman holding what appeared to be a big stick in front of her. “Stop where you are, or I will shoot you!” she stated with deep conviction in her voice.

“Shoot? I am King Roan Herrel, and I want food and shelter for the night,” King Roan demanded.

“I don’t care who you are. If you take one more step, I will blow a hole right through you. Do you understand what I am saying?”

“Who is the King of this area?” Roan asked.

“King? We don’t have Kings here. Presidents? Yes, but not Kings! And I own this land, so it doesn’t matter.”

“Then, as a King, I claim this area. You will bow to your king, woman.”

“Oh, that isn’t going to happen anytime soon. I will never bow to a man, and if you think you can claim my land, you’re dumber than you look.”

“I am a King, and I demand respect from a subject!” he took several steps toward the woman, and his mind registered a loud click. Unsure of what the sound represented he took another step forward only to hear a loud ‘Boom!’ and have the ground in front of him explode in several directions. “What the ...”

“I said for you to stay where you are! That was a warning shot, the next one will be in your leg and from this distance, I won’t miss.”

Unsure of what caused the explosion and unwilling to risk damage to himself, Roan remained still, while he tried to think, ‘Maybe a different approach would work with this woman.’ Changing his verbal approach, Roan asked, “What must I do, for you to provide me with food and shelter?”

“Tell me who you are and why you are here, to begin with.”

“I am King Roan Herrel; I have traveled far from my kingdom and am in need of food and shelter until I find my soulmate.” King Roan decided if he spoke the truth, she might help him find his way back to Princess Joanna. However, words echoed in the back of his mind, ‘What if you’re wrong? What if Princess Joanna isn’t your soulmate?’

The woman stood still staring at him with a confused expression on her face. Roan used this opportunity to examine her while he waited for her response.

This woman was quite tall for a female, well-shaped and not thin, she must be wealthy enough to afford food. Her hair was long and a reddish color changing to blue on the ends, strange but attractive. Roan was unable to tell much more from this distance; however, he felt a strong attraction to her.

“Where are you from? And what are, you wearing?” the woman asked.

“I am from a distant land and time. This tartan is what we wear, where I live.” Unsure what to say or do next Roan stood still.

Kendra Blue also stood in her doorway holding her rifle, she was unsure of the man, yet something inside her was telling her to believe him. She’s not a stupid woman; opening her home to a stranger was a dangerous decision, but turning him away felt wrong. She felt compelled to find a compromise; he could stay in the barn, while she figured out what her next course of action should be.

Kendra studied King Roan; he was taller than her five foot ten, which was nice; not many men in the area were taller than she was. He had strong arms, legs, and chest; he did not appear to be someone who spent their days in an office and only in the gym on weekends. He had long, dark black hair resting on his shoulders, with olive skin, and from this distance, he appeared to be handsome.

However, his appearance did not make up for his ego. His attitude needed to change and change fast, or he would be on his way, and Kendra would not miss him at all.

“I don’t trust you, but I will let you stay in the barn if you’re interested. I also have some food I am willing to share with you. Go to the barn, and I will be there in a few minutes. Do not make me regret this decision.”
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KENDRA WALKED BACK into the house shutting the door with a slam. Leaning against the door, the thought crossed her mind, ‘I hope I know what I am doing,’ as she stood there, another thought crossed her mind, to call her friend Lynda and inform her of the stranger.

She picked up her cell phone, and dialed her friend, after several rings, she was sent to Lynda’s voice mail.

“Hi Lynda, I am just calling to let you know, a man walked up to my house in need of food and shelter. I am going to let him spend the night in the barn. I just wanted someone to know, so if I don’t call you tonight, you can start hunting for me.”

Kendra laughed, knowing she sounded paranoid, but a woman needed to watch out for herself. After she hung up, she stuffed the phone in her pocket. Kendra picked up the sandwich she recently made for herself, as she walked out the door toward the barn.
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WHILE THE WOMAN WAS in the house, Roan walked over to the big building. ‘A king sleeping in a barn, how humiliating’ he mumbled to himself. ‘At least I have someplace to stay, and she said she would share her food with me. I wonder what name she goes by.’ Roan thought as he glanced around at his surroundings.
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Chapter Two
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KENDRA WALKED INTO the barn, with her rifle tucked under one arm and the sandwich in her other hand.

Stopping in the doorway, she addressed Roan, “I am sorry for asking you to stay out here, but I can’t tell if I can trust you yet. You said you were hungry so here is a ham sandwich. Over there is a small fridge in the office. I keep several bottles of water and a couple of sodas in there; you can help yourself to them while you are here.” Roan had a confused expression on his face. “What is wrong, you appear confused?”

“What is a ham sandwich, a fridge, sodas and why do you keep water in a bottle?” Roan answered honestly.

“Are you teasing me or do you seriously not understand what they are?”

“Why would I tease you?”

Kendra shook her head, as she thought about everything for a few seconds, ‘He said he is a king, from a land far away. Why hasn’t he experienced these things before? He doesn’t appear to be crazy, perhaps I am the one who is not in touch with reality anymore?’

“What name, may I call you?”

His voice brought Kendra out of her thoughts, “I am sorry, my name is Kendra Blue. You are in my home and on my land.”

“Are you named blue because of your hair?”

Kendra laughed to herself, this was not the first time she had heard a similar statement, but the first time anyone had asked her directly. “No, my hair is blue because I like it that way, for now anyway. Who knows, I might change the color next month.”

“How do you turn your hair blue?” Roan asked confused.

“I guess you don’t color your hair where you live? I dye my hair the same way people dye fabric; only I use blue instead of another color.” Kendra slowly made her way closer to him. She felt drawn to him, not just physically; she was interested in knowing more about the man claiming to be a king. Kendra noticed, as she moved closer to the king, there was a soft hum in the air, how very strange.

King Roan observed Kendra as she made her way closer to him. As she moved closer, the necklace began to vibrate and emit a low hum. The necklace had to be wrong; his soulmate must be a Princess, not this woman in the middle of nowhere. Unwilling to admit the holy man might be right, and he could be wrong, Roan chose to ignore the necklace for now.

“Is there a hum emanating from somewhere close?” Kendra asked.

“No, I don’t hear anything,” Roan responded forcefully.

Kendra was a smart woman and could tell when someone was not truthful with her, and King Roan was lying. She would wait and watch how many more times he lied to her before she confronted him.

“Here is a ham sandwich, you said you were hungry, I’ll retrieve you a bottle of water out of the fridge,” she huffed as she walked over to the office to retrieve the water.

Roan observed Kendra as she walked over to a square box, placing her hand on the side at the top she opened a panel. Inside, he beheld several items; he could tell some of those items held clear liquid, which he assumed, was water, but others were dark black or brown. ‘Why would someone drink dark liquids? I wonder if she has any type of ale,’ he asked, “Do you have any ale?”

Surprising her with his question, Kendra jumped almost dropping the bottle of water. “Um, no, I don’t drink alcohol, so there is none in the house, either.”

Roan, shook his head, why was she so skittish around him? ‘Had he done something to make her think he would hurt her?’

Roan was hungry, so he picked up the sandwich taking a bite of it, he marveled at the softness of the bread and the taste of the meat. Eating vegetables, meat, and bread at the same time was new for him, but Roan enjoyed the sandwich.

He was still hungry, but he was happy she had given him anything at all; at least he wouldn’t need to hunt down an animal and cook it himself.

He picked up the bottle of water pondering it as he tipped it from one side to the other, ‘How do you open the container and make the water come out?’ Kendra saw the King considering the bottle, so she reached over and twisted the cap off.

The look of amazement that crossed his face was something no one could fake. He doesn’t know about bottled water, fridges, and sandwiches. Where did he live? She realized she needed to explain more than just a bottle of water to him, so she walked into the office, motioning for him to follow her.

“This is a fridge, it keeps food cold, you open it by pulling right here on the side. All the bottles in here contain something you can drink, I’m not sure if you will enjoy sodas, but we can talk about them another time. Behind this door is the bedroom and a bathroom, follow me, and I shall explain everything to you.”

Roan should be happy she was explaining everything to him, but he worried she might think of him as stupid because he did not understand how things worked here. By the time, she finished telling him about the bathroom; he was happy she had found an opportunity to enlighten him on how each item functioned. He would not have guessed correctly; she had incredible things here.

The more time Roan spent with Kendra, the more he realized she was a kind, beautiful, considerate woman. Perhaps if he learned about her, it would work in his favor. “Kendra, may we sit at the table and talk for a while? I would like to find out more about you.”

“I would like to talk longer too, but it’s getting late, and I have a lot to accomplish tomorrow. I need to get some sleep. We can talk tomorrow,” Kendra told him as she walked toward the doorway.

“Will you let me help you tomorrow?” Roan asked.

Kendra thought for a moment, “Sure, I will knock on the door at five in the morning; let me know then if you change your mind. I always do everything alone, and you won’t upset me if you don’t help.”

Roan bowed, “Until the morning, sleep well, Miss Kendra.”

Flustered Kendra made her way back into the house. As she prepared for bed, she remembered to call her friend Lynda.
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KENDRA DIALED LYNDA, and on the second ring she answered, “Hello, Kendra!”

“Hi, Lynda, I can tell by the sound of your voice you got my message.”

“A man, you’re letting a strange man stay in your barn? Are you crazy? What if he’s a murderer?” Lynda rattled off without waiting for an answer in between.

Still unsure how much to share with her friend she decided to say as little as possible for now. “Yes, he is staying in my barn, and no, I don’t think he is a murderer. However, you may be right on the crazy part,” Kendra said laughing.

“So, is he handsome?”

“Why, I’m surprised you didn’t ask that question first. Lynda, and yes, he is good looking. He is the tall, dark, and strong type. However, I imagine his ego is the size of my house, and he is a bit of a jerk at times,” Kendra was glad her friend couldn’t see her blushing.

“What handsome man doesn’t have an ego and what man isn’t a jerk sometimes? He sounds like an average muscle man, to me,” Lynda sighed.

“No, I have a feeling he is much more than average. If he changes his attitude relating to women in general, then I might be willing to give him a chance.”

“Wow, he must be impressive if you are willing to give him a chance this soon. How about I come over and check him out myself?”

“I think we should say goodnight and go to sleep so that I can get some rest tonight, morning comes early. Goodnight Lynda.”
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