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Their deeds were legendary, their bravery inspiring. These men were fiercely loyal to king and country and upheld a unique and stringent code of honor unlike any other. They represented a time in history that came to symbolize the kind of nobility men still seek, but seldom find.

Sir Dominic Longmont was a knight of the realm and vassal to the Duke of Kerwick. As a warrior of uncommon bravery during the last battles of the Wars of die Roses in I485, he supported Henry Tudor’s claim to the throne of England. Longmont was the leader of a valiant, but ill-fated ban of men separated from the main battle at Bosworth Field. He survived and was later instrumental in saving the life of Henry the VII.
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The Past: England, I485

Amid the fading sounds of clanking swords and the muted cries of dying men Dominic William Long­mont ripped his helmet from his sweat-drenched head, closed his eyes, and lifted his face heav­enward to savor the first drops of a welcome rain and a momentary lull in the fighting. Completely at odds with the heat and hostility of battle, the rain was lav­ishly cool on his skin. For a moment, he could almost imagine he was somewhere else. 

Dominic opened his eyes and the illusion of seren­ity vanished. The dead knight at his feet wearing a tunic emblazoned with the white rose of the House of York and stained bright red with fresh blood was not imagination. Or the others like him, their bodies scattered like broken chess pieces, littering the field just outside the walls of castle Kerwick. Nor were the faint but still-audible sounds of his men driving back a de­termined contingent of Richard the Third's forces imaginary. They were all too real.

"Is it ended, my lord?"

Dominic turned to find his squire, Erik, only a few feet away. The lad was new to battle and though stouthearted and loyal, he was clearly terrified. Dominic handed him the helmet.

"Nay." He looked back at the woods where Richard's men had disappeared only moments ago. If he looked hard enough, he could catch glimpses of the banners of St. George through the trees. "They will redeploy their forces and send forth an­other wave of bowmen and billmen.” 

"Soon, my lord?"

Standing there in the rain, the squire looked so young, much more so than his fifteen years, and he was so obviously struggling to be brave that Dominic was tempted to lie if only to give the boy a brief res­pite from fear. But what good were lies? Dominic knew not how the larger group of men fared against King Richard's forces at Bosworth Field or Redmore Plain, but here in this small pocket of resistance the tide of battle had turned against the supporters of the contender, Henry Tudor.

"Aye," Dominic told the steadfast lad. "Soon."

The squire pulled his rain-soaked cloak tighter around his shoulders. "I fear the weather has turned against us, as well, my lord."

Dominic only nodded. As abruptly as it had come, the summer shower had changed, transforming into a vicious thunderstorm, clouds roiling, swirling black, green and gray into an angry mass of dark­ness. In minutes the rain went from soft to savage, stinging his skin, pelting his armor.

The young aide surveyed the heavens. "Black as a witch's heart, sire."

Dominic glanced heavenward. A witch’s heart in­deed. The sky was now tinged in a strange, ghastly shade of green with only flashes of jagged white lightning to rip and challenge the darkness. The night had been a boon to his small force so familiar with the area but not enough of a boon he feared. His losses were heavy, his men discouraged. Sounds of renewed battle warred with the rising volume of the storm and emerged victorious. The lull was over.

"Bring Navarr to me," Dominic ordered, and the squire hurried to obey. He glanced toward the sky. This night was meant for death and dying. "A night conjured straight from the depths of hell," he whispered.

The Present: Dallas, Texas

“One hell of a night,” Maria Remington Balfour whispered, gazing out the window of the office of the head trainer at Swords and Shields. A wicked-looking streak of lightning flashed across the heavens accompanied by a booming blast of thun­der. Remi, as everyone but her parents called her, drew back and then twisted the wand to close the mini blinds covering the window. She shivered.

What had been a gentle summer shower only mo­ments earlier had suddenly turned into a savage thunderstorm. The sky was an ugly black and green color, the darkness lanced by sharp cracks of thunder and vicious gashes of lightning. And some of those gashes seemed to be perilously close to the Swords and Shields parking lot. The weather had already pre­vented two employees from showing up at the medieval-style dinner theater and it would cut into the attendance numbers for tonight's perform­ance. As the assistant general manager standing in for her boss who was on vacation, it was Remi's job to worry about those numbers.

Clint Hogan, Swords and Shields’ head trainer, had sent word that he needed to speak to her before the performance, but he was running late. Absently, she pleated the hem of the hip-length silk veil attached to her headpiece. 

“What a night,” she said, stepping away from the window. She smoothed the folds of her elaborate sorceress's cos­tume and checked her watch. "Oh, would you look at that. A fifteenth-century sorceress doesn’t wear a twentieth watch, Remi. Not cool."

As she unfastened the slim gold band and slipped it into the voluminous right pocket of her skirt, young Andy Collins, a weekend employee, poked his head through the partially open office door.

"Oh, hi. Sorry. Somebody told me Clint was in here." His head disappeared, and then reappeared so fast it was a blur. "Oh, yeah," he said, easing the rest of his lanky frame through the door. "This came for you." His long legs took him across the floor in two strides and he plopped a shoe-box-size package down on Remi's desk. "That's the second package for you in two days. Must be your birthday or something, huh?"

"Or something." She smiled, leaning forward to read the return address on the package.

Although Tina, the actress she was replacing, wasn't exactly flat-chested, the bodice of the costume hadn't been cut with Remi's voluptuous fig­ure in mind. She straightened her shoulders, uncon­sciously causing the fabric of the already snug bodice to stretch even tighter across her breasts.

"Uh...uh, that costume sure looks better on you than it does on Tina."

"Thanks." Remi glanced up in time to see Andy swallow hard, his gaze fixed on her chest.

"It’s almost show time so will you find Clint and tell him I'll meet him at the entrance to the arena?"

"Huh?" Andy jerked his gaze up to meet hers.

"Tell Clint I'll—"

"Oh, yeah. Sure. I'll tell him," the red-faced teen­ager moved backward toward the door. "Thanks, I mean, excuse me, I mean, see you later, Miz Balfour." He quickly closed the door behind him.

Remi sighed and shook her head. When it came to a choice between boobs and brains, men were as pre­dictable as the sunrise. Not that she’d had a vast amount of experience with men given the fact that her parent's home schooled her from their various digs. That is unless she counted the Egyptology student of her fathers who had reluctantly volunteered to take her to a local dance. What a disaster that had been. Afterward, she hadn't given much serious consideration to men until she was out of college and on her own. By then most of the men she found truly interesting were either already married or too old to be contenders. She kept her dates friendly, usually ending up with more of a platonic rather than a romantic relationship. She knew it was an old-fashioned concept, but she had decided to keep her heart and her body as a gift for the man she would one day love. Hopefully, that day would arrive before she was too old to appreciate it. She glanced again at the package, an obvious re­minder that another year had gone by with her still holding on to her "gift."

The barely legible scrawl and return address assured her the package was from her brother, Mark, currently living in England doing research for his next archaeological dig.

"I don't really have time to open this." Her fingers lightly drummed the top of the package. "Oh, what the hell," she mut­tered, ripping at the paper until the box was opened to reveal two books, both about the size of a paper­back novel, one thinner than the other.

Although they were undoubtedly antique vol­umes, she had to smile at the very modem yellow Post-it notes stuck to the front of each book. The first one was entitled Rogues Across Time, and the square yellow note read: Knew you had to have this. You always did have a thing for rogues. Check out the medieval sec­tion.

Unable to resist a hurried glance, Remi picked up the book. Strange, she thought, fanning through the whisper-thin pages, the book felt warm to the touch. She continued glancing through it until an illustra­tion of a knight in full armor caught her eye. "Whoa," she whispered.

The man in the black-and-white sketch was tall, broad-shouldered and strikingly handsome. A thick mane of hair fell past his shoulders, swept back from his face on one side as though the knight stood against a stout wind. The look in the man's eyes was so intense. If the artist had intended to convey the image of a man of strength and power, he had succeeded.

Remi stared at the drawing, mesmerized by the fig­ure of the dashing knight. He looked powerful, even dangerous. Too dangerous, maybe. To dragons and damsels alike. A woman could get lost in those eyes and learn to depend on those strong arms. He cer­tainly looked as if he could fill the bill for a knight in shining armor. The kind of man every girl dreams about. The kind she’d dreamed about on more than one occasion.

Absently, almost like a caress, she ran her finger­tips over the drawing and unexpectedly experienced a strange vibration. Must be the knights on horse­back, she thought, coming through the tunnel on their way to the arena. Their hooves on the concrete ramp not far from her office often reverberated through the stone walls. She traced her finger over the knight's face and got a little shock, like static electricity.

She jerked her hand back. "Serves you right for daydreaming." She slapped the book shut. 

As an offspring of eccentric parents who lived a gypsy lifestyle and dabbled in everything from ar­chaeology to zoo keeping, Remi knew all about day­dreams and fantasies. Her childhood had been a series of adventures in one exotic location after another, dealing with one set of out-of-the-ordinary circum­stances after another. The other children she encoun­tered thought her life glamorous and enticing. Little did they know. Now, all that remained of that vagabond existence were memories. And daydreams. But she was no longer a child, and an imbalanced, unpre­dictable life was the last thing she wanted now. And that went double for daydreams.

She picked up the second book and stacked it on top of the book of rogues. The yellow note stuck to the cover read: Found this in a little cubbyhole of a bookstore that I would have had to drag you out of. Some sort of Druid/Celtic stuff. How about conjuring me up a truckload of grant money for my next project? 

Another double whammy of lightning and thun­der pounded the night and she glanced at the clock. She didn't have enough time to take the books back to her own office before show time. As she proceeded to tuck the volumes into a pocket within the folds of her flowing skirt, she glanced down at the book of chants on top and an intriguing idea popped into her head.

"If I have to play a sorceress, why not make it sound authentic." Satisfied with her stroke of brilliance, she crossed to the door and switched off the light. 
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The Past 

The sky was alive with lightning. Long fingers of white heat raked the night like demons clawing to be free from hell. And hell was exactly where Dominic intended to send the enemies of the soon-to-be Tudor king. 

The squire returned, a cloak draped over his arm and leading his lord's great war-horse, Navarr. Black as a moonless night, the powerful stallion was more than a magnificently trained animal; he was as much a warrior as Dominic. They were kindred spirits. A gift from the Duke of Ker­wick, Navarr was worth a king's ransom. But the duke had always been generous with his money, even with his time. Generous with everything except the one thing that mattered most to Dominic. Now, as he faced what might be his last hour, it was the one thing he knew he would never have.

The Duke of Kerwick's name.

Navarr snorted, tossing his head, almost as if he could sense his master's tension and the anticipation of death. Dominic took the cape from his squire, flung it in a wide swirl around his shoulders, and then fastened it with the huge falcon's-head pin the boy handed him. The silver ring he wore on the little finger of his right hand was a miniature of the expertly crafted falcon's head. The carving was the emblem of the Kerwick name and even though it was not his to claim by birth, he had claimed it by honor.

Considered an outlaw knight by some, he knew the value of honor. Because he had made a place for himself among hon­orable men where there had been none. Since the day his mother had given him the ring upon their arrival at Kerwick Castle from France, he had fought to make her and his father proud. His entire life was founded on honor. Without it, life was pointless.

He wore no man's colors save his own, though he had sworn loyalty to Kerwick. The only thing of signifi­cance on his teardrop shield was the bar sinister that stated his position to the world. 

"A moment, sire." Erik handed the helmet to his knight.

Helmet in hand, Dominic mounted Navarr, wheel­ing the massive animal to face their adversaries. Then, whether in prayer or frustration, he drew his sword and raised it to the heavens.

The Present  

In the darkened arena the third part of the pro­gram, a mock battle, was ready to begin. Music filled the darkness with a crescendo that climbed to a breath-catching pause. There was a blare of trumpets, and then suddenly a single spot­light illuminated a golden ring at one end of the arena. Remi stood alone in the ring, smoke clinging to the hem of her costume, now topped with a stunningly beautiful cape studded with faux diamonds, emer­alds, rubies and sapphires that glittered and winked in the light. A murmured oooh swept through the crowd. 

Arms outstretched, Remi turned full circle, her magnificent cape swirling around her, causing tentacles of smoke to coil in the air like thin white serpents. More ooohs from the audience. She folded her arms across her chest, tucking her hands inside her voluminous sleeves. The music swelled again. Trumpets blared. Cymbals crashed. In one spectacular gesture, Remi lifted her hands in the air, producing a glistening crystal ball in one hand glowing from within; in the other hand she held a lighted wand. As if by magic, she rose several feet from the arena floor.

The crowd cheered and whistled their enjoyment.

With a wave of Remi's wand, spotlights fell on four mounted knights positioned several yards behind her. The knights were in full battle dress bearing the em­blem of a white rose signifying the House of York and Richard the Third's forces. Then she pointed to the other end of the arena, and the spotlight followed, il­luminating four more mounted knights in full battle dress bearing a red rose, the emblem of Henry Tudor and the House of Lancaster.

With the audience's attention focused elsewhere, Remi switched off the battery-powered wand and tucked it back into its hiding place within her sleeve. Then she reached into her pocket for the book of chants. Since she couldn't tell which book was which by their size, she pulled out both. Then finding the book of chants, she placed it on top of the other and opened it. As she did, Remi felt a strange sensation. The books seemed to tingle be­neath her fingers. As she floated on her invisible-to-the-audience platform over to one side of the arena, the knights began to move.

"War." Her voice resonated from well-placed high-tech sound equipment as she swept the air with the hand holding the crystal ball "It covers the land like blight as foretold by the ancient ones. Now brave knights battle to the death. A kingdom is the prize."

With hooves thundering, the mighty war-horses carried forth the two sets of knights, and then were reined in, poised and waiting for the mock battle to begin.

"I must have a great and valiant knight to cham­pion the cause," Remi told her audience. "One cou­rageous knight must come forth. A bold hero. Oh, ancient ones send him to me."

Remi lifted the glowing crystal ball above her head; special-effects lightning dancing around her like fair­ies in a ring. "Come forth, Gallant One. Come. Come..."

The Past

Poised for battle, Dominic had just urged Navarr forward, when he heard the woman's voice. It seemed to come from far away. The words were distant, soft as wind through the trees, yet he could hear them as clearly as if she stood next to him.

...a knight to champion the cause.

Dominic yanked Navarr to a halt. The war-horse half reared, his powerful forelegs thrashing, hooves slicing through the air. The helmet fell from Domi­nic's grasp, hit the ground and rolled into the dark­ness. He drew his sword and glanced around. "Who speaks?"

A bold hero. Send him to me.

Had some maid wandered onto the battlefield? 

un­aware of danger? "Identify yourself," Dominic de­manded. And though he saw no woman, the voice grew stronger, not in volume, but in power. Even the crack of thunder could not obliterate the compelling words that were becoming clearer and clearer.

My lord of honor. Brave and fearless knight, come to me. Come to me. Hear me, valiant knight as I speak the ancient words. I call to you.

Then abruptly the words changed and vibrated in his soul like a newly struck tuning fork. With each second, the mysterious voice called more strongly to him. If he were bewitched, so be it because he could not deny the siren's com­mand any more than he could deny the beating of his heart. He must go to her, must ride forth into battle. With a mighty war cry, Dominic raised his sword and spurred his steed.

Suddenly, an eerie blaze of blue-white lightning ripped the night sky, its fingers reaching down for his sword. The bolt struck the metal in a shower of sparks, sending the charge whipping through his body, sending him whirling, spinning, to­ward the ever-insistent voice...

The Present

As Remi spoke the last words of the ancient chant, lightning slashed across the arena, and mini­-explosions of pyrotechnic colors lit up the ceiling. Bursts of brilliant red and dazzling white sparkled for seconds, and then disappeared in puffs of smoke. Star­ lights of twinkling silver and blue hung suspended over the arena for a heartbeat, and then cascaded to earth like tiny falling stars.

With another sweeping gesture, Remi turned and pointed. Instantly, the spotlight left her, skimming over the knights, now fully launched in mock com­bat, to focus on a thick cloud of smoke that appeared to rise mysteriously from the floor of the arena.

Then, an eerie, and unscheduled, blaze of blue-white lightning ripped through the air, striking the ground and charging the smoke with electricity. The air crackled with it. Unexpectedly, Remi's entire body began to tingle as if the vibrations from the lightning were zinging through her blood.

The audience held its collective breath.

Remi, too, waited, watching the special-effects smoke screen, expecting the emergence of the star of the show, Paul Tinsdale, the Black Knight.

Cloak streaming behind him, his weapon at the ready, Dominic bolted through the cloud of smoke like an avenging angel. His head still ringing with the woman's voice, the din of sword against sword, knight against knight, surrounded him. Instinctively moving into the heart of the fight, he swung hard. The shield covering his left forearm struck another knight in the chest. With a surprised grunt of pain, the knight flew off his horse and landed in the dirt.

From out of nowhere a boisterous cheer rang in Dominic's ears. Startled, he reined in Navarr, and glanced around. His eyes widened in shock.

He was no longer outside the castle walls; he was in the courtyard? He looked up. There was no sky. Only a ceiling with some manner of strange raft­ers. And no rain. There were lights. And people. Hundreds of them.

Where were the castle walls? Where were his men? His enemies? Was this a dream? Every­thing seemed...unnatural. Where was he? Then a knight, brandishing a sword and carrying a shield embla­zoned with a white rose, thundered toward him on his mount. In a heartbeat, he forgot the mysteri­ous crowd of people and the lights. His fears and questions vanished, and his warrior's instinct took over. He braced himself for a fight to the death.

The knight bore down, wildly swinging his sword. So wildly, in fact, that for a fleeting second Dominic wondered if the man was demented. As his enemy drew even on his right side, Dominic raised his sword, slashed and missed. The Yorkist knight wheeled his horse around as if to make another pass. Then a knight wearing a red rose badge signifying the con­tender's forces appeared on Dominic's left. The fellow knight rode directly toward the Yorkist and engaged in battle.

Encircled by bat­tling knights, but without an opponent of his own, Dominic spurred Navarr forward into the fray. He approached one of Richard's men on horseback and a comrade knight on the ground, intending to aid the unhorsed fighter, but before he could wield his sword, a second enemy knight rode up behind him. He turned to face the new threat and found himself caught between the two. With a mighty war cry, he lunged for the newcomer.

The Yorkist knight jerked hard on the reins to get out of the way, just as Dominic's sword clanged against his shield. "Hey, man!" the knight called out. "Take it easy!"

"Coward!" Dominic shouted, turning, recklessly plunging forward for a renewed attack.

"What the hell. Look out!" The Yorkist knight yelled. 

From out of nowhere, another knight galloped into the fray, and before any of the three could prevent it, riders and horses collided. One of the horses screamed, and reared, its powerful hooves pawing the air. Dominic pulled hard on Navarr's reins. Nostrils flared, sides heaving with the effort, the big stallion tried to work free, but could not. In the middle of the entanglement the other horse reared again, thrash­ing its hooves.

One moment Dominic thought he was free of the melee, the next minute a blinding pain exploded in his head. Then he felt like he was slipping down a long tunnel into blackness.
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“You’re going to be fine.”

That voice. The same one he had heard before the lightning struck. Now it called to him from a tiny speck of white light in an ocean of blackness. Dom­inic struggled to reach the light, but it was so far away, and his body felt so heavy. Yet, he knew he must keep trying or the cloying darkness would smother him.

Something cool touched his forehead.

Determined, he fought for consciousness, propel­ling himself up, and into the light. And like a man fi­nally breaking the surface after being trapped underwater, he filled his lungs with a sweet, life-affirming breath, and opened his eyes.

A woman was leaning over him. Smiling, she re­moved a damp cloth from his forehead. "Welcome back."

Even though the woman was unfamiliar, his sur­roundings at least were not. Dominic realized he was lying on a narrow cot in one of the castle's ante­rooms. Or was he? There was something strange about the room. The stone walls were the same, yet he could never remember them appearing so clean. And there were no rushes on the floor; instead, the area was covered in some manner of smooth, flat stone he had never seen before. The wall opposite the end of the cot held one long, wide shelf with bottles and jars. And the candles in the wall sconces burned, but the flames did not flicker. It was all real, yet unreal. 

He touched his chest
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