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ABOUT ABDUCTION OF GUENIVERE

A politically expedient marriage, rife with bitter history.

 

King Arthur has hewn peace for Britain as promised and Camelot has enjoyed five years of plenty.  Gawain, one of Arthur’s greatest warriors and companions, seethes restlessly now war has ended. He brings himself to marry the politically suitable Tegan of Dunoding, who is far removed from the soft, gentle women he prefers, and irritates him more often than not.

Tegan’s bitterness toward Gawain is driven by a history he doesn’t remember, and that she cannot forget, which dooms the marriage.  When Tegan’s closest friend, Queen Guenivere, goes missing, sending Camelot into chaos, Arthur tasks Gawain and Lancelot with finding the Queen. Gawain shocks Tegan by seeking her unique talents to help with the quest. The two must find a way to work together, for the good of Camelot and Britain…

This story is part of the historical fantasy romance series, Once and Future Hearts, set in Britain during the time of King Arthur.

1.0 Born of No Man
2.0 Dragon Kin
3.0 Pendragon Rises
3.5 Once and Future Hearts Box One
4.0 War Duke of Britain
5.0 High King of Britain
6.0 Battle of Mount Badon
6.5 Once and Future Hearts Box Two
7.0 Abduction of Guenivere
8.0 Downfall of Cornwall
8.1 Touch by Maen Llia
9.0 Vengeance of Arthur
9.5 Once and Future Hearts Box Three
10.0 Grace of Lancelot
11.0 The Grail and Glory
12.0 Camlann

Also (only from Stories Rule Press):
The series Special Bundle
Tracy Cooper-Posey’s Super-Bundle

Readers have described Tracy Cooper-Posey as “a superb story teller” and her historical fantasy romances as “written art”.  Get your copy of Abduction of Guenivere today!

A Historical Fantasy Romance/Ancient Historical Romance series


 

PRAISE FOR ABDUCTION OF GUENIVERE

Another magnificent story. Somehow Tracy Cooper Posey takes this very well know tale and makes it new and fascinating for us.

 

Having always been interested in myths and legends, I have found Tracy to be meticulous in weaving known legends and historical detail into original stories that fascinate.

 

Her characters are real, with real problems, in real situations. The scenes are so realistic that I can picture myself being part of the story.

 

I really appreciate the list included at the beginning of the book in “Who’s Who and What’s What” which includes “Houses, Clans and Tribes”. The Maps section is also a great help and fun.

 

If you enjoy history and romance, this book is for you!

 

Once again, a strong tale of incredible women and their adjustments to life at Camelot. 

 

You feel the sorrow and the longing the characters have, you understand their needs and wants, disappointments, misunderstandings and desires – Tracy is quite frankly Brilliant.

 

Tracey has an amazing ability to make you feel anxious, thrilled, hurt, relieved. You become so involved with the characters that you feel their apprehension, the what’s going to happen next?

 

Always intriguing, this series is fascinating.

 

So magnificently written that it makes you question the reality of Camelot. 

 

The small slice-of-life details of the everyday citizens of Camelot are what bring the tale to life and gives me the sense that I KNOW these characters. Full immersion into the life and times, is such an interesting backdrop to the action and interactions of the storyline.

 

I highly recommend this series to anyone who enjoys a well written and immersive experience in historical times.

 

You don't need to know the legends of Arthur to enjoy any of these books, as I started this series with only a familiarity of the main characters names' and I was completely hooked from the first book!

 

I cannot get enough of this series! This is the legend of King Arthur like you’ve never read before. 

 

As with all of Tracy Cooper-Posey’s amazingly detailed and unique characters Tegan is a strong-willed and independent woman with secret vulnerabilities. 

 

You can’t help but fall in love with and feel compassion for these characters. 

 

Flawless world-building, witty dialogue and plotting that would make Machiavelli proud.

 


 

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Tracy Cooper-Posey is a 2024 Aurealis Award finalist for best SF Novella (for Captain Santiago and the Sky Dome Waitress) and the author of over 200 published titles that blend romance, suspense, science fiction, fantasy, and historical intrigue. She writes across multiple pen names—including Cameron Cooper (space opera) and Taylen Carver (fantasy, also an Aurealis finalist)—and has collected a long list of accolades, including the Emma Darcy Award, the SFR Galaxy Award, and fourth place in Hugh Howey’s SPSFC#2.

An indie juggernaut and genre chameleon, Tracy has been publishing since 1999 and running her own one-woman fiction empire since 2011. Her stories range from sweeping sagas to bite-sized thrillers, and she’s as comfortable writing tangled political intrigue as she is crafting a killer space opera saga. She’s a strategist at heart—an INTJ with a sword-sharp mind and a whiteboard full of fictional worlds. A former magazine editor and romance writing instructor, and an Australian Canadian, she now writes full-time in Edmonton, Canada, where she lives with her husband and creative partner, Mark Posey. 

She runs on Irish Breakfast tea, dark chocolate, and a fierce love of genre fiction—from Frank Herbert and Mary Stewart to Murderbot, MacLean, and McCaffery. 

The treadmill continues to go unnoticed.
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WHO’S WHO AND WHAT’S WHAT

On-line version, for easier reference.  Tip:  Bookmark the site page and this page in your book for future reference.

 

Aeron:  Guenivere’s horse.

 

Accolon:  Accolon of Gaul.  Minor son of Gaulish king.  Companion to Uther.

 

Aglovale:  Son Pellinore and Alis.  See Listenoise

 

Agravaine:  Son of Lot.  See Lothian

 

Alis:  Wife to Pelinore (dec.)  see Dunoding.  

 

Alun:  King of Brocéliande.  See Brocéliande

 

Amaria: Daughter of Mair & Arawn Uther (See Corneus)

 

Ambrosius Aurelianus: (Welsh: Emrys Wledig).  High King of Britain (dec.)  See Pendragon.

 

Anwen Idria: Daughter of Idris & Rhiannon.  See Strathclyde

 

Anwen of Galleva:  Heroine, Pendragon Rises. See Galleva.

 

Arawn Uther:  Son of Arawn and Ilsa.  See Brocéliande.  Husband of The Lady of Corneus.  See Corneus

 

Arawn:  Hero of Dragon Kin.  King of Brocéliande. See Brocéliande.  

 

Arthur:  Son and heir of Uther Pendragon and Igraine. See Pendragon.

 

Ban of Benoic:  Brother to Bors, and exiled from his own kingdom by Saxon incursions.  See Benoic.

 

Bedivere:  Welsh: Bedwyr.  "Bedwyr of the Perfect Sinews".  Oldest son of Bedrawd, Duke of Corneus.  See Corneus.

 

Belenus: Lancelot’s horse

 

Bevan:  King of Calleva.  See Calleva.

 

Blavet:  Large tidal river, location of Lorient, capital of Brocéliande, Lesser Britain. 

 

Bors the Elder:  King of Guanne.  See Guanne.

 

Bors the Younger:  King of Guanne.  See Guanne.

 

Brandegoris:  Brandegoris of Estangore.  See Kernow.

 

Brandérion:  Village in Lesser Britain, the birth place of Ilsa.

 

Brennus:  Idris’ horse.

 

Brigid: Caradoc & Ula’s daughter. See Brynaich

 

Budic:  King of Morbihan.  See Morbihan.

 

Cadfael:  Hero of Born of No Man.  See Dunoding.

 

Cador:  Duke of Cornwall.  See Cornwall.

 

Cai:  Son of Ector.  Companion to Emrys. See Galleva. 

 

Cailleach: Cara’s horse

 

Calleva:  Kingdom in the south of Britain, neighbouring Cornwall. .  See Calleva.

 

Campbon:  By the great Briére swamps of Lesser Britain.  Capital of Guanne.

 

Cara: Caradoc & Ula’s daughter. See Brynaich.  Heroine of Battle of Mount Badon.

 

Caradoc: King of Brynaich.  See Brynaich

 

Carnac:  King Budic’s summer residence in Lesser Britain, where Ambrosius and Uther prepared to take back Britain from Vortigern.  See Morbihan.

 

Claire of Brandegoris:  Mother of Elyan the White by Bors the Younger.  See Kernow

 

Claudas:  Frankish King and conquerer.  See Berry. 

 

Coria:  Corbridge, in modern parlance.

 

Cynbel:  Athur’s horse  

 

Devian: Daughter of Mair & Arawn Uther (See Corneus)

 

Dinadan:  Son of Brunor.  Siblings:  Breunor, Daniel.  See Kernow.

 

Dindrane:  Daughter Pellinore and Alis. See Listenoise

 

Dornar:  Bastard son of Pellinore.  See Listenoise

 

Doward:  Hill fort where Vortigern perished.

 

Ector:  Count of Galleva. See Galleva.

 

Elaine of Listenoise:  Daughter of Pellinore and Alis.  See Listenoise.

 

Elaine:  Ban of Benoic’s wife.  See Benoic.

 

Elen:  Daughter of Arawn and Ilsa.  See Brocéliande.  Wife of Cador of Cornwall.  

 

Ellar:  Lot’s seneschal

 

Elyan the White:  Son of Bors the Younger and Claire of Brandegoris.  See Guanne.

 

Emrys Myrddin: Son of Idris & Rhiannon.  See Strathclyde

 

Evaine:  Bors the Elder’s Queen. See Guanne.

 

Forest Sauvage:  Where Galleva is located, close by Hadrian’s Wall. See Galleva.

 

Gaheris:  Oldest son and heir of Lot. See Lothian.

 

Gareth:  Son of Lot.  See Lothian.

 

Gawain:  Son of Lot.  See Lothian.

 

Gorlois:  Duke of Cornwall.  See Cornwall.

 

Guanne:  Kingdom in Lesser Britain.  See Guanne.

 

Guenivere:  Welsh:  Gwenhwyfar.  See Camelard.

 

Hector de Maris:  Half brother to Lancelot du Lac.  See Benoic.

 

Héric:  Ban of Benoic’s lands, within Guanne, Lesser Britain.

 

Hoel:  Hoel the Great, Hoel of Brittany.  King of Morbihan.    

 

Horsa:  A Saxon leader

 

Idris the Slayer:  Northern warrior.  See Lothian

 

Igraine:  Daughter of Emlawdd Wledig.  Wife to Gorlois of Cornwall.  See Cornwall and Pendragon.  

 

Ilsa:  Heroine of Dragon Kin.  See Brocéliande.

 

Iseult of Ireland:  Daughter of Anguish of Ireland and Iseult the Elder.

 

Kahedin:  Son of Hoel.  See Morbihan.

 

Kay the Stalwart: Son of Idris & Rhiannon.  See Strathclyde

 

Keincaled: Gawain’s horse.

 

King of the Magyars:  Husband to Julia.  Father of Sagramore.  See Kernow

 

Lady of the Lake:  A title bestowed upon powerful women who control the Perilous Forrest and the Lake at the heart of Brocéliande.    The title is not hereditary.  See The Perilous Forest.

 

Lamorak:  Son of Pellinore and Alis.  See Listenoise.

 

Lancelot of the Lake:  aka Lancelot du Lac.  See Benoic.

 

Leodegrance:  King of Camelarde.

 

Leolin:  Mair’s horse

 

Lot:  King of Lothian.  

 

Lowri:  Daughter of Cadfael and Lynette.  See Dunoding.

 

Luca: Daughter of Mair & Arawn Uther (See Corneus)

 

Lucan:  Son of Bedrawd, Duke of Corneus.

 

Lynette the Elder:  Heroine of Born of No Man. See Dunoding. 

 

Mabon:  King of Calleva.

 

Maela:  Daughter of Vortigern.  Wife to Mabon.  See Calleva.

 

Mair:  Daughter of Bedrawd, Duke of Corneus.  Heroine of High King of Britain.

 

Mared:  Daughter of Bors the Elder.  See Morbihan.  

 

Mark:  Brother to Tristan the Elder.  See Kernow

 

Merlin:  Myrddin Emrys.  See Pendragon.  

 

Morbihan:  Kingdom in Lesser Britain.  See Morbihan.

 

Morgan le Fey:  Daughter of Gorlois and Igraine.  See Rheged.

 

Morguase:  Daughter of Gorlois and Igraine.  Wife of Lot.  

 

Morlaix: Kingdom north of Brocéliande, in Lesser Britain.

 

Nareen & Isolde: Caradoc & Ula’s twin daughters. See Brynaich

 

Newlyn: Caradoc & Ula’s son. See Brynaich

 

Nimue:  Lady of the Lake. See The Perilous Forest.  

 

Pellinore:  King of Listenoise.

 

Percival:  Son of Pellinore and Alis.  See Listenoise.

 

Perilous Forest:  The heart of the Brocéliande forest, where The Lady of the Lake lives.

 

Rhiannon:  Daughter of Anwen and Steffan.  Companion to Cai and Emrys.  See Galleva

 

Sagramore:  Son of the King of the Magyars and Julia, Princess of Rome.  See Kernow.

 

Scorff:  Smaller river that runs into the Blavet by Lorient.  Fresh water river.

 

Steffan of Durnovaria:  Hero, Pendragon Rises.  See Galleva

 

Tewdwr:  Son of Hoel.  See Morbihan.


Tielo:  Rhiannon's horse

 

Tintagel:  Fortified rocky island connected to mainland Cornwall by narrow natural bridge of rock.  

 

Tor:  Bastard son of Pellinore.  See Listenoise.

 

Tristan the Elder:  King of Kernow.

 

Tristan the Younger:  Bastard son of Tristan the Elder. See Kernow.

 

Ula: Caradoc’s queen. See Brynaich

 

Urien:  King of Rheged.

 

Uther:  Uther Pendragon.  High King of Britain.

 

Uther Rawn:  Son of Mair & Arawn Uther (See Corneus)

 

Vannes:  Principal town of the kingdom of Morbihan.

 

Vedra River:  The Tyne, in modern parlance.

 

Veris:  Son of Mair & Arawn Uther (See Corneus)

 

Via Statra: Roman road between Vannes and Corseul, Lesser Britain

 

Vivian of Maridunum:  Mother of Merlin.

 

Vivian:  Accolyte of the Perilous Forrest.  Lover of Nimue.

 

Vortigern:  High King of Britain.  Died at Doward.  Succeeded by Ambrosius.  Wife:  Olwen.  Sons: Vortimer, Catigern.    Daughters:  Maela.

 

Ynnis Witrin:  Avalon.

 

Yr Wyddfa:  Snowden

 

HOUSES, CLANS AND TRIBES

BENOIC

Ban & Elaine
Ban:  King of Benoic
Elaine: (see Brocéliande)
Hector:  Ban’s son (by Suzanne de Maris)
Lancelot du Lac: Their son

BERRY

Claudas:  King
Claudin: His son
Dorin: His son

BROCÉLIANDE

Arawn & Ilsa
Arawn: King of Brocéliande
Ilsa of Brocéliande: Arawn’s queen.  (See Morbihan)
Elaine: Arawn’s sister (see Benoic)
Evaine:  Arawn’s sister (see Guanne)
Alun: eldest son of Arawn & Ilsa, King of Brocéliande
Arawn Uther: second son of Aran & Ilsa
Elen: Daughter of Arawn & Ilsa (see Cornwall)

BRYNAICH

Caradoc & Ula
Caradoc: King of Brynaich
Ula: Caradoc’s queen.
Brigid: Caradoc & Ula’s daughter
Cara: Caradoc & Ula’s daughter
Nareen & Isolde: Caradoc & Ula’s twin daughters
Newlyn: Caradoc & Ula’s son

CALLEVA

Mabon & Maela
Mabon: King of Calleva
Maela: Mabon’s queen.  Daughter of High King Vortigern & Olwen.
Bevan: Mabon & Maela’s son.  King of Calleva (see below)
Bryn: Mabon & Maela’s son. Partner of Druston (see Dunoding)
Lynette The Younger:  Mabon & Maela’s daughter.  (See Dunoding)

 

Bevan & Lowri
Bevan: Mabon & Maela’s son.  King of Calleva
Lowri:  Bevan’s queen. (see Dunoding)
Branwen: Bevan & Lowri’s daughter
Eira: Bevan & Lowri’s daughter
Martyn & Trevor: Bevan & Lowri’s twins ons
Betrys: Bevan & Lowri’s daughter
Deryn: Bevan & Lowri’s daughter

CAMELARD

Leodegrance & Gwenhwyfach
Leodegrance: King of Camelard
Guenivere:  Leodegrance’s daughter

CORBENIC

Pedr: King of Corbenic.  aka The Fisher King
Elaine: Pedr’s daughter

CORNEUS

Bedrawd: Duke of Corneus (serves Kernow)
Bedivere: Bedrawd’s son, companion to Arthur
Lucan: Bedrawd’s son, companion to Arthur
Mair: Bedrawd’s daughter. The Lady of Corneus, after Bedrawd.  Wife of Prince Arawn Uther (see Brocéliande)

Mair & Arawn Uther
Veris:  Son of Mair & Arawn Uther
Devian: Daughter of Mair & Arawn Uther
Amaria: Daughter of Mair & Arawn Uther
Uther Rawn:  Son of Mair & Arawn Uther
Luca: Daughter of Mair & Arawn Uther

CORNWALL

 

Gorlois & Mari
Gorlois:  Duke of Cornwall
Mari:  Gorlois’ Duchess.
Cador: Gorlois & Mari’s son (see below)

 

Gorlois & Igraine
Gorlois:  Duke of Cornwall
Igraine:  Duchess of Cornwall (see Pendragon)
Morguase:  Daughter of Gorlois & Igraine (see Lothian)
Morgan:  Daughter of Gorlois & Igraine.  aka Morgan le Fey (See Rheged)

 

Cador & Elen
Cador: Gorlois & Mari’s son.  Duke of Cornwall.
Elen:  Cador’s Duchess.  (See Brocéliande)
Constantine:  Cador & Elen’s son

DUNODING

 

Cadfael & Lynette
Cadfael:  Hero of Born of No Man.  Vortigern’s War Duke.
Lynette:  Cadfael’s wife
Bricius: Cadfael & Lynette’s son (see below)
Alis:  Cadfael & Lynette’s daughter (see Listenoise)
Lowri:  Cadfael & Lynette’s daughter (see Calleva)
Drusan:  Cadfael & Lynette’s son, partner of Bryn (see Calleva)
Eogan:  Cadfael & Lynette’s son (see below)

 

Bricius & Maeve
Bricius: Cadfael & Lynette’s son
Maeve of Ireland:  Bricius’ wife
Cadoc: Bricius & Maeve’s son
Tegan:  Bricius & Maeve’s daughter

GALLEVA

 

Ector & Druscilla
Ector:  Count of Galleva
Druscilla:  Ector’s wife
Cai:  Ector & Druscilla’s son. Companion to Arthur.

 

Steffan & Anwen of Galleva
Steffan: Hero of Pendragon Rises
Anwen:  Heroine of Pendragon Rises
Rhiannon:  Their Daughter (see Lothian)

GUANNE

 

Bors & Evaine
Bors The Elder: King of Guanne
Evaine:  Bors’ queen (see Brocéliande)
Bors The Younger:  Bors & Evaine’s son (see below)
Lionel:  Bors & Evaine’s son
Mared:  Bors & Evaine’s daughter (see Morbihan)

Bors The Younger
Bors The Younger:  Bors & Evaine’s son.  King of Guanne

KERNOW

 

Tristan the Elder
Tristan The Elder: King of Kernow
Brandegoris:  Cousin to Tristan (see below)
Mark: brother to Tristan (see below)
Tristan:  Son of Tristan the Elder
Dinadan:  Friend of Tristan’s.

 

Brandegoris of Estangore & Julia
Brandegoris:  Cousin to Tristan
Julia:  Princess of Rome, wife to Brandegoris
Sagramore:  Son of Julia and the King of the Magyars
Claire:  Daughter of Brandegoris & Julia

 

Mark of Kernow
Mark: brother to Tristan. King of Kernow

LISTENOISE

 

Pellinore
Pellinore:  King of Listenoise, descendant of Joseph of Arimathea (see below)
Tor: Pellinore’s bastard son and heir
Dornar:  Pellinore’s bastard son

 

Pellinore & Alis
Pellinore:  King of Listenoise, descendant of Joseph of Arimathea
Alis:  Pellinore’s queen (see Dunoding)
Percival:  Pellinore & Alis’ son
Aglovale:  Pellinore & Alis’ son
Dindrane:  Pellinore & Alis’ daughter
Lamorak:  Pellinore & Alis’ son
Elaine:  Pellinore & Alis’ daughter

LOTHIAN

 

Lot & Morguase
Lot:  King of Lothian & Duke of Orkney
Morguase:  Lot’s queen.  (See Cornwall, and also Pendragon)
Gaheris:  Lot & Morguase’s son & heir
Gawain:  Lot & Morguase’s son
Agravain:  Lot & Morguase’s son
Gareth:  Lot & Morguase’s son

 

Idris & Rhiannon
Idris of Lothian:  Hero, War Duke of Britain
Rhiannon (see Galleva):  Heroine, War Duke of Britain
Anwen Idria:  Their daughter
Emrys Myrddin:  Their son
Kay The Stalwart:  Their son  

MORBIHAN

 

Budic of Britanny
Budic:  King of Morbihan
Isla:  Budic’s bastard daughter
Hoel:  Budic’s son & heir (see below)

 

Hoel & Mared
Hoel:  Budic’s son & heir.  King of Morbihan.
Mared:  Hoel’s queen.  (see Guanne)
Tewdwr: Hoel & Mared’s son
Kahedin: Hoel & Mared’s son
Isuelt of the White Hands: Hoel & Mared’s daughter

 

PENDRAGON

Ambrosius:  High King of Britain (see below).
Uther:  Ambrosius’ brother & heir (see below)

 

Ambrosius & Vivian
Ambrosius: High King of Britain (see below).
Vivian:  Princess of Dyfed
Merlin:  Ambrosius’ bastard son by Vivian

 

Uther & Igraine
Uther:  High King of Britain
Igraine:  Uther’s queen. (see Cornwall)
Arthur:  Uther & Igraine’s son.  War Duke of Britain.  (see below)

 

Arthur & Morguase
Arthur:  War Duke of Britain
Morguase:  Wife of King Lot (see Lothian)
Mordred:  Arthur’s bastard son by Morguase

 

PERILOUS FORREST, The

Nimue: Lady of the Lake
Vivian:  Nimue’s second in command and partner

 

RHEGED

 

Urien & Morgan
Urien:  King of Rheged.  Cousin to Lot of Lothian.
Morgan:  Urien’s queen.  (See Cornwall)
Owain & Morfydd:  Urien & Morgan’s twin son & daughter.

 

STRATHCLYDE

 

Idris & Rhiannon
Idris:  King of Strathclyde.  
Rhiannon:  Idris’ Queen.  Foster sister to Arthur.  
Anwen Idria: Idris & Rhiannon’s daughter
Emrys Myrddin: Idris & Rhiannon’s son
Kay the Stalwart:  Idris & Rhiannon’s son

 


 

MAPS

Some reading devices do not display these map images well, or at all.  If that is the case, use this link to jump to a webpage where the maps are reproduced. (Tip:  Bookmark the page, which allows you to refer to it while reading, and not lose your place.) http://tracycooperposey.com/once-and-future-hearts-series-maps/ 
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Vale of No Return, Avalon. 500 C.E.

AS SHE CAREFULLY SET UP the elements she needed, Morgan, Queen of Rheged, whom most people these days called Morgan Le Fey, blamed every seer and oracle who dared peer into the future for the predicament she faced.

She was a princess from a line of kings and emperors winding back into forgotten history and the queen of a land so powerful it had shattered Arthur’s kingdom when it stirred itself. She had powers which outranked all but the most potent wielders, Merlin himself included. In her deepest and most private thoughts, she suspected that if she and Merlin were ever to confront each other directly, she would win. The old Druid let qualms and human foibles limit him, while she had cast aside those considerations many years ago.

Despite her powers and her strength, Morgan was reduced to this ignoble method to See what lay ahead in the days to come, for the waters of time were muddy and unclear.

She pushed at the coals beneath the cauldron with the poker, to encourage them to blaze, for the use of her powers to heat the oil in the cauldron would not part the veil for her.

While the black oil heated, she sprinkled herbs over the surface and whispered the incantations. They were weak words, old spells which those of little power believed were the secrets to life itself. Morgan felt embarrassed speaking the silly words aloud, even though there was no one in the valley to hear her. Before she had begun this final attempt, she had sent out a mental cloud to scatter even the smallest animals who dared linger here.

The vale was completely under her control. The natural power of a place, which all places in the world held, channeled to her as she spoke the words. Morgan could feel the banked life of the sleeping land. It was not yet spring, but deep beneath the surface, life was stirring. Preparing. That potential flowed into her veins, too.

Perhaps this would work, after all.

In the last few years, it had become fashionable in Camelot to consult oracles for every little matter. From the sex of an unborn child, to the naming of a newborn, to which suitor one chose…every little decision the mindless and spineless might make required divination.

And what was fashionable in Camelot naturally became a necessity everywhere else in Britain.

The more people who gazed into the future with their vestigial talent and inadequate tools, the more the future grew uncertain and unfocused to those of real ability. Morgan had been reduced to this old crones’ method to part the veil and this was her third attempt.

This time, she replicated every little step and spoke every stupid word no matter how foolish she felt doing it. The land around her had responded, encouraging her to continue. Her voice grew firmer as she felt the power rise. The oil swirled, colors moving over its surface.

Morgan leaned over the air above the cauldron and breathed in the scent of herbs and the hot oil itself. The colors shifted again and then…

…there! She could See!

Morgan drew in a breath of delight and opened herself up to See what glimpses she was given. As she focused both inward and outward, she reached into the pouch on her hip and withdrew the token and held it in the palm of her hand.

She humbled herself before time itself and begged silently for the boon of Sight. Even the smallest glimpse…

The colors swirled and turned, shifted and became coherent.

The dark figure stood at the door of a great building surrounded by water. A lake. A great and powerful lake, which had imbibed the power of the women who had lived on it for generations. The man, one of the very few men ever given access to that place, peered west. He gazed with great longing in his heart, but he took no steps in that direction. He was…afraid.

Morgan absorbed this knowledge, a mere vessel accepting whatever vision came to her. Yet she knew the man. Oh yes, she did. She held his fibula in her hand. He thought he had lost it during battle and had not looked for it later. The fibula directed the vision, not her. Morgan could only receive whatever was presented to her and be grateful for it.

Yet there was a pleasure in seeing him again.

“Lancelot…” she whispered. A kernel of pure satisfaction formed in her chest. She had Seen exactly what she wanted to see. She was still powerful.

The thread of human vanity cracked the pure vessel she had made of herself to receive the visions. The images scattered in her mind. She stared into oil which smoked and threatened to burst into flames.

Morgan cursed and moved away from the over-heated cauldron, her eyes streaming from the smoking oil. She would not be able to pierce the veil again tonight. She had extended herself and the power in the valley to the fullest extent.

It did not matter. She had Seen what she needed to see. She had felt his longing for those places he would not go to, for the people from whom he kept himself removed.

That one tiny glimpse told her everything she needed to know. Now she had the key which would let her reach out and take what she wanted.

“Lancelot,” she breathed once more. This time, her satisfaction was purely that of a woman anticipating a long-awaited victory over a man who was merely mortal.

Morgan smiled as the stench of burning oil rose around her.
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Camelot. Ostara (early Spring). 500 C.E.

LATER, TEGAN WOULD TELL HERSELF she should have been seated at her family’s table, that perhaps the tragedy might have been averted if she had.

Instead, Tegan had murmured to Elaine, her stepmother, that she would sit at the high table for the feast, for she was concerned about Guenivere. Elaine patted Tegan’s hand where she had rested against Elaine’s shoulder. “You are a good friend to the Queen. Go and care for the poor girl.”

Tegan hurried through the guests assembling in the big hall. The guests stood in clumps between the tables set for the feast. Tegan was careful not to step upon hems or jostle shoulders which might dislodge headpieces. She kept her own hems firmly in hand, so that no one snagged her gown. The gown had only just been completed by the seamstresses in time for the feast. It was one of the new style gowns, which clung to breast and hip, with sleeves that dipped and threatened to sweep the floor alongside her hems. There was an excess of fabric in the gown from hip to hem. Tegan was not certain how the gown could be so restricted about the hips yet manage to fold and drape around her ankles the way it did, but she liked the effect and didn’t want her gown ruined the moment she first appeared in it.

She reached the high table just as the King and Queen were announced with a three-note call upon a horn, and took her place beside Guenivere’s high chair. Directly in front of the King’s table were the family tables of his companions. It was an unfortunate fact that the Lothian table was directly in front of Tegan.

As everyone moved to their tables and stood waiting for the King and Queen to seat themselves, Tegan’s gaze shifted to the Lothian table. As it was the Feast of Ostara, many of the petty kings had travelled to Camelot to celebrate with Arthur and the court. This year, they included King Gaheris of Lothian. He sat at the head of the table, facing toward Arthur’s chair. It meant that Gawain, the second oldest of the fiery red-headed family, sat at the other end of the table, for Gaheris had no queen yet.

It meant that Gawain’s gaze, if he peered directly ahead, would be upon her. Right now, he watched Arthur help Guenivere to the table. As usual, Gawain wore a richly embroidered tunic. The fibula in his mantle shone golden and glinted with gems but did nothing to hide the warrior’s shoulders beneath.

Vexed that she was staring at the man, Tegan looked away even as his gaze flickered in her direction. Had he sensed she was watching him? She would not look back to check.

Instead, Tegan got to her feet and took Guenivere’s other elbow. Cara pulled out the Queen’s chair, even though Cara was heavy with child. Then Cara settled carefully upon her own well-cushioned seat.

Tegan and Arthur helped Guenivere onto the big chair while the hall politely waited.

Then Arthur returned to his chair and took the mug Merlin offered him and held it up to the people watching him. “I call good fortune upon the land. May the planting of this year’s crops go smoothly and bear fruit.” He did not look at his queen as he spoke the traditional words and no one shifted their gaze from the king, but Tegan suspected that everyone had focused upon Guenivere at that moment.

Guenivere kept her gaze upon her lap, but Tegan saw her cheeks redden.

“The gods bless the land,” Merlin added, in a firm voice.

“Amen,” some of the Christians in the room added.

Everyone drank.

Then the servants hurried in with their trays and kettles and platters. The feast began.

Conversation immediately began at all the tables. The pleasant noise of companionship rose up toward the high ceiling, where doves roosted.

While the head man served Arthur, Tegan leaned toward Guenivere. “Are you well enough, Jenny? It is far too soon to rise from your bed—”

Guenivere shot Tegan a glance, one filled with both frustration and amusement. “And miss this feast?” she breathed. “The court already disapproves of me. That would merely add to their complaints.”

“That is not true,” Cara said just as quietly, from the other side of Tegan. “You overestimate their ire, my lady.”

Only Tegan dared called Guenivere “Jenny”. The practice had started as a joke. The silly form of teasing had made Guenivere laugh at the common, unadorned simplicity of the name and desist with whatever pretentious and overly grand scheme she was building at that moment.

The name had remained, just as Guenivere’s ambitious plans for Camelot had remained…and grown.

Guenivere gave Cara a fond look. “You underestimate the will of the people, Cara. You always have. I have lost a third child…” She hesitated, her slender throat working, then she continued. “People already speak too much of portents and signs and look for bad luck where there is none. I will not give them further reason to point at me.” She lifted her chin and smiled beautifully at the kitchen hand as he laid slices of venison upon her platter and thanked him, her voice even and musical.

Once the servants had finished serving everyone at the King’s table and had placed dishes in the middle from which they could take additional portions, Guenivere bent her head and spoke so Tegan alone could hear it. “In truth, I am not sure I should have attempted to rise tonight.”

“I suspected so,” Tegan replied just as quietly. “Is Arthur…is he very upset?”

Guenivere did not look at her husband. “I do not know. He is so very hard to understand, at times.”

All the time, more likely, Tegan amended in her mind. Arthur was a distant man even to those counted close to him, including Guenivere. He shared more of his true nature with his companions, those who had been his senior officers when war had gripped the land.

One of those companions was Gawain. Tegan resisted the need to look at him. It had become a habit to let her gaze drift to any areas of a room Gawain did not occupy. “Eat a little,” she told the Queen. “If you cut the meat up and push it around, it will appear you have eaten much more than you have.”

Guenivere gave a small nod. “Thank you.” The appearance of a healthy appetite would not go unobserved by the court.

Tegan turned to her own meal. She had little appetite for the rich meat, the herbed vegetables and sauces which accompanied every meal. The near-burnt slice off a haunch hanging over an open flame would suit her better. Although a lady did not profess such preferences aloud.

So she ate daintily, drank rather more of the strong wine and let her gaze move around the hall.

Her family’s table was farther down the room, yet she was still able to see everyone there clearly enough, for it was in the middle of the room and in direct view of the King’s chair, and not off to one side or up against the wall, as some of the lesser families and houses were.

Tegan saw that Bricius, her father, watched her. As she looked at him, Bricius lifted his goblet toward her. He winked, his dark eyes merry. While his beard and hair had developed alarming streaks of grey lately, his eyes never seemed to change.

Tegan smiled and lifted her own cup and sipped from it. Her father was immensely proud of her high position at court, even though Tegan had protested more than once that it had not been skill and diplomacy which had placed her there. “I like Guenivere, father. She likes me. All I did was be a good friend to her.”

“The gods know she has few enough of those,” her father replied. “It is an honorable thing to be a friend a man can count upon.”

As Tegan watched, her father leaned and murmured something to Elaine, his wife. Elaine was older than her father, although Tegan was not certain exactly how old the great lady was, for she would not speak of such things. Despite her age, Elaine’s hair was still mostly pitch black, her brows still firmly arched and her chin firm. Only about her eyes did her flesh show any sign of the years she owned, for Elaine laughed often.

Tegan liked Elaine immensely. It was from studying Elaine—and Guenivere, too—that Tegan had learned the ways of a lady. Elaine had never attempted to become the mother Tegan had lost when she was quite small. Instead, Elaine had been supportive and kind, encouraging Tegan and Cadoc to depend upon her.

Elaine was laughing now, although Tegan could not hear her musical laugh over the buzz of conversations and the clatter of plates and cups and knives. Cadoc, Tegan’s brother, also began to laugh, while Bricius smiled. A family joke—one they would share with her later, Tegan was certain.

The meal went on. As bellies filled and cups emptied, people moved from table to table to pour wine and knock cups together and drink to each other’s health. Women, too, moved about the tables to drink with friends, steal morsels from each other’s’ plates and laugh together…and perhaps glance coquettishly at the men.

Tegan said to Guenivere, “Have you noticed how many ladies are wearing the same style of gown as you, now?”

“Yes, I saw that, too,” Cara added. “Surely, that is a mark of their respect, my lady?”

Guenivere gave a small smile. “It is a simple enough style. The younger men, though…my goodness!” She rolled her eyes.

Both Cara and Tegan laughed softly. Lately, it seemed, the garments and outfits the younger men of the court wore had become more elaborate and embellished, as they tried to out-do each other in brilliant plumage. Cara had dubbed them “bullfinches” for the dazzling arrays of color.

Tegan privately thought such displays were ridiculous but as the practice was essentially harmless, she said nothing. Instead, she rolled her eyes when she spotted the more excessive outfits.

Gawain and the older officers, including Cara’s husband, Bedivere, did not bother with the excessive fripperies, which Tegan approved of. Even Arthur, who had the greatest right to excessive display, did nothing more than wear rich fabrics and well-made garments, and for high feasts such as tonight, a golden torc to indicate his rank.

Excalibur strapped to his hip was embellishment enough, Tegan thought.

“Is that…Constantine?” Tegan asked, when she spotted a tall young man with a square chin and thick neck, standing by the Cornwall table. “Cador’s heir?”

“I believe so, yes,” Guenivere said, assessing the youth. “He is sixteen now…old enough to attend court.”

“He will break hearts,” Cara judged. “A fine pair of shoulders.”

“He is a strong fighter, Arthur says,” Guenivere replied. “So are Martyn and Trevor.” She glanced at the curly-haired Calleva twins who, as usual, were on opposite sides of the hall from each other. She looked at Cara, amusement showing in her eyes. “We should encourage your two younger sisters to take an interest in them, yes?”

Cara laughed. “Nareen and Isolde are too interested in themselves yet, my lady, but it would be an interesting match, would it not?”

The practice of devising suitable matches among those at court was a very private game the three of them enjoyed and that Guenivere encouraged. “We are fostering the longevity of the court,” she had pointed out. “A subtle word here and there does no harm and might bring joy to a pair who overlooked each other previously.”

As Guenivere had just lost her second unborn child when she had first suggested this, Tegan thought she understood why the Queen was so interested in the pair bonding of others.

Cara nudged Tegan’s side. “There goes the Maiden’s Champion, again.” She nodded.

Tegan scowled as she followed the direction of Cara’s gaze. Gawain was just settling at King Bevan’s table. He had not taken the bench directly beside Branwen, which would be too obvious, but was sitting beside Bevan, as the King filled Gawain’s cup.

Branwen was a beautiful, ethereal woman, with pale, wavy hair that swung about her hips and framed her delicate, pointed face.

“Branwen is hardly in need of rescue,” Tegan said and reached for her own wine.

“Or ruin,” Cara added.

Guenivere smothered her laugh, for when men invoked Gawain’s title as a defender of women, they most often added the qualification that he rescued them in order to ruin them. As Gawain rarely left the hall alone in an evening, the ribald statement was true enough.

Tegan drank deeply.

Cara nudged her once more and Tegan looked up. King Melwaes approached the King’s table. His direction said he did not intend to speak to the King as most men did. His gaze was upon Guenivere, as he minced and hedged toward the ladies’ end of the table.

Cara rolled her eyes.

Tegan hid her smile and tapped Guenivere’s arm in warning.

Guenivere looked up with a polite smile
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