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        Promises Made At Midnight:

        The Knights of Berwyck, A Quest Through Time (Book Six)

        By Sherry Ewing

      

        

      
        Sometimes all it takes to find your heart’s desire is to make a wish

         

        After a series of failed relationships, Bridgette Harris would like a fresh start. If only she could escape her ex-boyfriend since they participate in the same renaissance fairs. While gazing at a granite statue of a handsome knight—her dream man—at one such fair, a mysterious elderly Scottish woman offers her a coin to toss into the fountain and make a wish. Bridgette can’t resist, but nothing prepares her to suddenly slip through time.

         

        Sir Ulrick de Mohan does not have time for love. He is charged with training possible recruits to become worthy guardsmen for the Devil’s Dragon. The woman who magically appears out of thin air and falls into his arms must be one of those future ladies who continue to show up at Berwyck’s gate. But she can't be for him.

         

        Fate has brought two people together despite the centuries that should be keeping them apart. Will the growing love between them be enough to keep Bridgette in the past or will Time return her to where she should belong?
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        Berwyck Castle ~ Early Spring

        The Year of Our Lord’s Grace 1183

      

      

      Sir Ulrick de Mohan, lately of Berwyck, swung his blade in a downward plunge whilst his adversary lifted his shield to protect himself. The sound of blades shearing against blades rang out in the lists. Grunts of pain resounded in the air from those who attempted to be worthy of becoming a guardsman of the Devil’s Dragon. Many had already failed in their attempts for fame and glory—numerous knights were packing up their gear with curses of disappointment.

      A raucous laugh escaped Ulrick. Here was another lad unable to hold his own against a noble adversary. Brown eyes glared furiously through the slits of his foe’s helmet, and his shield swung in Ulrick’s direction. Ulrick jumped back to miss being hit. Their blades made contact again and another laugh escaped him. Mayhap the lad held some promise after all!

      Let us see what he is made of, Ulrick thought. His sword once more swung with a speed most would not be able to counter. Surprisingly, the lad did a passable job, until his blade was wrenched from his gauntlet. It sailed through the air end over end, narrowly missing the head of another nearby who fought just as aggressively.

      Ulrick expected the young knight to yield the day, but apparently the boy had other plans. He tore off his helmet, flinging it into the dirt beneath his boots before swinging his fist in Ulrick’s direction. Foolish lad.

      “Come on, then, if you think you are man enough to knock me off my feet,” Ulrick taunted with a smirk, causing a growl of outrage to erupt from the knight, who lunged forward. Ulrick easily side-stepped and watched in satisfaction when his opponent face planted onto the ground. “Your anger gets the best of you, boy,” he warned with a chuckle. “’Twill be your downfall on the field of battle lest you make some attempt to control it.”

      The knight spat out a mouthful of soil, wiped his lips with the back of his sleeve, and slowly picked himself up off the field. “I am no boy,” the youth sneered, showing a fair amount of bravado considering he had just been bested.

      Ulrick adjusted his leather jerkin and then folded his arms over his chest. “You will have to do a better job of proving such to me, then. You will not proceed to the next test unless you do so. ’Twas a pitiful display you just gave and will not keep you here at Berwyck, if that is your aim,” he mocked, widening his stance.

      A squire came bearing the knight’s sword, which he sheathed into the scabbard with a fair amount of force. “I am an ample match for you and all of Berwyck’s garrison.”

      A chortle erupted from Ulrick’s lips. “You have cheek, I will give you that, but you have much to learn and a long way to go before you will measure up to the Devil’s Dragon and his high standards.”

      “I am more than ready now to take you all on, one by one,” the knight said placing his hand on the hilt of his sword.”

      Ulrick held up his hand to halt any further protests from the youth. “I think not. What is your name and from whence do you hail?”

      The knight gave a short bow before standing tall to proclaim his right to remain at Berwyck. “I am Godfrey Hawkins of Stonebrook. My sire─”

      “I care not who your sire is, only that his son is worthy to continue training here,” Ulrick said. He assessed the youth before him, who appeared as if he might hold promise. Although young in appearance, Godfrey showed evidence of a fair amount of time spent training. Dark brown hair cut close to his nape, solidly built, and just a touch of arrogance that would most likely get his foot past the barbican gate for a least another day. ’Twas that face, though, that made Ulrick wonder at the boy’s age for ’twas far too young looking. “You appear as if you are no more than ten and five. Surely, you must be older.”

      Godfrey puffed himself up much like a rooster fluffing his feathers for the hens to take notice of him. “I will have you know, I am a score of years,” he fumed.

      Ulrick’s brow lifted in amusement. “That old… I would not have thought it. Surely, you jest.”

      Godfrey pulled his sword forward once more. “Defend yourself and I will prove to you I do not make light of being insulted by you or any other!”

      “Ulrick!” His name echoed above the noise on the lists.

      He knew its owner and there was no need to turn to know who spoke. “Aye, my Lord Dristan,” Ulrick called over his shoulder, still pondering whether the knight before him would one day be capable enough to join the guardsmen in defending the castle and its inhabitants.

      A heavy hand clamped down on his shoulder and Ulrick looked over to see the steel grey eyes of Dristan of Berwyck evaluating Godfrey with a critical shrewdness. A silence descended upon the lists at his commanding presence, and all turned to watch the scene unfolding before them.

      “Has he earned his place to sup with us?” Dristan asked, as he also widened his stance to peer at Godfrey.

      Ulrick had to give the boy credit, for he did not flinch even the slightest under the close scrutiny of Ulrick’s liege lord. There were not many of his acquaintance who would not do so, given his lord’s reputation. Godfrey’s chin rose a notch as if in a silent challenge to continue the conversation that had been interrupted but moments before. At least he held his tongue and did not snap some insult that would see him flung from Berwyck posthaste.

      “Aye, my Lord Dristan. He has earned the privilege,” Ulrick at last answered, watching Godfrey let out his breath as if he had been holding it. It took everything in Ulrick’s power not to laugh at the look of relief on Godfrey’s face when he found he would stay yet another day.

      “’Tis good news that we at least found one more person amongst this rabble who appears as if he may be up to the challenge we put before them,” Dristan proclaimed, and peered down at Godfrey. “You will continue your training on the morrow with Sir Ulrick.”

      “My thanks, Lord Dristan,” Godfrey answered with a bow of respect.

      Dristan laughed. “Do not thank me as yet, as you do not know what is in store for you. Most do not make it past a se’nnight before they give up.”

      “I will not fail you,” Godfrey said as though already pledging his fealty to the man before him.

      Dristan smirked. “We shall see. In the meantime, get you to the Great Hall and eat your fill. The morn will be here before you know it.”

      Ulrick and Dristan stood side by side as they watched the young knight scamper off to fill his belly. Only two others joined him.

      “Only three out of more than two dozen,” Dristan declared. “’Tis not much of a showing but ’twill have to do. Godfrey did well?”

      Ulrick nodded. “Fair enough and he does hold promise, although I would not declare such in front of him and add to the conceit already filling his head. He is full of himself and arrogant.”

      “A trait I myself and all of my personal guard have, so he may fit right in,” Dristan concluded with a laugh. “Keep challenging him on the morrow just to the breaking point. We shall see how he does with the next test.”

      “Aye, my lord,” Ulrick answered as they made their way to the keep. Entering the Great Hall, Ulrick called for mead to quench his thirst, already looking forward to a new challenge and what rewards he may face with the new day.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 2

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Detroit, Michigan

        Present Day

      

      

      Bridgette Harris tossed her ball cap into the back seat, opened her car door, and thought about the lit restaurant they passed before heading into the parking garage. It was like a beacon calling to her. It was late but she didn’t care. Her best friend, Megan, closed the passenger door and strode to her side.

      “Lafayette or American?” Megan asked, hiding her yawn as they made their way from the structure.

      Bridgette grabbed her arm, all but dragging her across the street. “I don’t know why you ask me that every time. You know if you’re going to have a Coney dog, it’s got to be Lafayette. They’re the best. Besides, we had American the last trip here because they’re your favorite. It’s my turn now.”

      “We just had a hot dog and beer at the ballpark. Why do you want another, especially at this ungodly hour?” her friend asked.

      With her hand on the door to the restaurant, Bridgette looked over her shoulder at her obviously tired friend but smiled brightly. “It’s tradition.”

      Megan’s sigh of resignation signaled their usual argument was over. Bridgette led the way into the already over-flowing restaurant filled with baseball fans who had the same idea as them. They passed several tables, where people raised their arms, cheering the new arrivals and clearly still ready to party and celebrate their team’s win. Bridgette saw a couple who were leaving and quickly squeezed her way through the crowd to grab the table before it was taken by others who were cramming in the door behind her.

      With a grin, and still feeling elated to have been able to enjoy the ballgame, she sat and raised her hand to grab the waiter’s attention. He wasted no time taking their order, as if he wasn’t busy waiting on other tables full to capacity. This place ran like a well-oiled machine even though some might consider it a dive. Sometimes those were the best places to eat.

      She watched her friend, who slumped in her chair with exhaustion. Megan had been her best friend since they were very young and had attended Catholic school together. Considering how close they had been for most of their lives, Megan was Bridgette’s opposite. Where her friend was blonde, Bridgette’s hair was jet black. Megan’s eyes were a soft brown, Bridgette’s a vivid green. Her friend was an introvert at heart, whereas Bridgette was outgoing and thrived being in a crowd. She couldn’t count the number of times Megan had complained that she always felt like she was on the outside looking in at all the cool kids, where she never fit in.

      Bridgette’s drink arrived and she took a sip of her pop as the liquid fizzled, tickling her nose. She looked over the rim of her glass at Megan who looked… well… wilted. “What’s the matter?” she asked, although she knew where this was going, given how late it was.

      Megan rolled her eyes, nodded her thanks as her hotdog was put before her, and grabbed a napkin placing it on her lap. She picked up the dog and pointed it in Bridgette’s direction. “You realize, of course, that we’re going to have to get up at the butt crack of dawn just to make it in time before the fair starts, don’t you?”

      Swallowing the food in her mouth, she swore they must put crack in the chili since it tasted so incredible and was surely addicting. No wonder she kept coming back after every single ballgame she attended at the nearby park. “Might as well start tonight and sleep in the car. Costumes are already in the trunk, along with the rest of our gear,” she murmured. Taking another bite, she continued trying to talk and chew at the same time. “Told… you… I’d… drive. You can sleep.”

      “I don’t know where you get the energy. I know the tickets were freebies from work, but couldn’t you have passed them up this one time so we could get a decent night’s rest? You know how long we’ve planned for the fair,” Megan complained bitterly.

      “Are you kidding me? I wasn’t going to give up seats behind home plate. Besides… we’ll be fine once we get there. You know how it is. You complain about the drive and the fact you’re out in nature. I cheer you up and remind you how much you end up enjoying stepping back in time,” Bridgette replied with a grin.

      A short laugh, followed by a snort, escaped Megan. “There is something exciting about being in a re-enactment guild and being treated like a lady at court,” she said. “Do you think Brad will be there?”

      Bridgette shrugged and tried not to cringe. “Who cares? It’s a big enough event that it’s hardly likely we’ll run into each other.”

      “Right…” Megan replied snidely. “There isn’t a doubt in my mind that he’ll be drawn to you like a moth to a flame. Trust me… you’ll see him. He’s not going to waste any time hunting you down.”

      “You make it sound like it’s some kind of a conquest.”

      It was Megan’s turn to shrug. “To him it is. I knew he’d be trouble the minute he introduced himself to us last year. You’re always too polite. Allowing him to hang out with us all weekend was a mistake. There was just something about him that had me guessing he thought himself a gift to women. A man with looks like that is used to getting his way with the ladies.”

      “Are you never going to let me live that one down?” Bridgette huffed. “I got rid of him… eventually.”

      “It wasn’t soon enough if you ask me… not that you did. He’s apparently one of those men who doesn’t take rejection well and clearly he’s still in love with you.”

      “He doesn’t know the meaning of being in love,” Bridgette frowned. “All he wanted in the end was sex, and surely nothing romantic crossed his mind other than getting laid. If you recall, I was easily replaced with another before I could even blink.”

      Megan laughed. “Well, he wouldn’t be the first man we became acquainted with who only had one thing on his mind.”

      Bridgette momentarily got lost in the memory of a gorgeous man who had dressed as a knight. His mannerisms while at the fair last year had been exemplary. It would make any woman sigh, which would explain why several women had been following him the entire weekend. But he had given her his undivided attention, when he had not been competing in the sword play. Brad had been tall and muscular, with light brown hair you just wanted to run your fingers through, green twinkling eyes that drew you in, and a personality she had thought at the time matched her own. “You have to admit he made one handsome knight. What a shame he wasn’t the same person once the costume came off.”

      “You mean too bad he didn’t have a chivalrous bone in his body,” Megan commented, as she drew out a few bills from her wallet to pay for their late meal.

      “That, too.”

      “Really, Bridgette, he turned out to be such a creep. Stay away from him and his kind, will you? You can do so much better than the likes of him.”

      They began making their way back to the car, careful of their surroundings, especially since this wasn’t the best part of town. She clicked the key and the horn sounded while the car unlocked and the headlamps went on to light their way. “Well, he’s got to be out there somewhere, doesn’t he?” Bridgette asked with a hint of longing in her voice.

      Megan got in the car and a frown marred her brow before the interior lights went off, casting them into shadows. “Who? Not Brad, I hope?” she mumbled.

      “No, not Brad, but my soul mate. That one guy who will turn my world upside down. I’m pretty damn sure wherever he is, that we’re hiding in the same place,” Bridgette answered, starting the car and putting it into drive.

      “You’re looking too hard, sis. He’ll show up when you least expect him, and hopefully he’ll have a friend for me.”

      “I suppose you’re right,” Bridgette said, with a short laugh.

      “I still don’t know why Zoe didn’t want to wait and drive up north with us,” Megan replied, before quickly fastening her seat belt.

      Bridgette thought of the other friend she had known for years. Zoe was, in many ways, an odd sort, not that Bridgette ever held that against her. She still remembered last Christmas when she and Megan went to Zoe’s apartment and they were introduced to another woman named Jade.

      “You know Zoe… she wanted to be sure her booth was all set up. She’s never one to miss an opportunity to tell someone their future,” Bridgette answered as she pulled out of the garage.

      Megan pulled a pillow from the back seat and got comfortable. “I suppose… whatever happened to that gal Jade? Considering how much Zoe wanted the two of you to meet, I would have thought the two of you would be BFFs until the end of time.”

      “No clue. I’m sure we’ll meet again someday.”

      Megan made herself comfortable. “And by the way… first dibs on the purple court gown. I call it fair play for you dragging me to the game instead of sleeping in a comfy bed tonight. You can be the serving wench for the first day.”

      Bridgette huffed. “Fine… whatever.”

      “It’s Karma getting back at you, dear,” Megan replied with a smirk, and leaned her head back onto the seat. “Be sure to wake me if you want me to take over driving, otherwise let me know when we get there.”

      “Night, Megan,” Bridgette replied as she lowered the music on the radio.

      Pulling onto the highway, she headed north, knowing the weekend ahead would be so much fun. Who knows what the days ahead would bring? she thought. Maybe, just maybe, Karma would do her a favor for a change and send her the knight she had always wanted to call her very own. There was still a small amount of hope deep within her heart that somewhere he existed. She just needed to find him.
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      Lightning lit the interior of the Great Hall from the windows set high above in the stone walls of the keep. ’Twas not unusual for the rain to fall in huge sheets of water that pelted the earth, leaving puddles that quickly turned to something resembling a fast-running stream.

      The only thing out of place was the bit of grumbling from the three new knights, who had been told that they would train come rain or shine. Mayhap the rain would wash away their sour disposition. If not, Ulrick would take great pleasure in booting them from Berwyck with a swift kick to their sorry arses. Their unmanly behavior would not be tolerated by Dristan, nor the guards who had been by his side for more years that most could remember.

      Ulrick’s vigilant gaze swept the chamber whilst he shook his head, wondering where the past eight years had gone. Had it really been that long since he took part in the siege of Berwyck Castle here in northern England? Looking about the room, ’twas not hard to notice the absence of some of the original people who had resided within the keep’s walls.

      One, in particular, hovered near to the lady of the keep in a ghostly display that only a few would be able to see. The image of Sir Rolf glistened in the light of the torches whilst his hand hovered near the lady’s shoulder. She must have felt his presence since she smiled over her shoulder. Rolf looked up, feeling Ulrick’s stare, nodded his head and disappeared.

      Several had wed, including his liege who married the eldest daughter of Berwyck, Amiria. They had sired two children with another on the way. Amiria’s youngest sister Lynet and her husband Ian now made their home in the northern realms of Scotland. Amiria’s twin Aiden had left the estate to make a name for himself whilst traveling abroad for King Henry II. Even now, his sister fretted over his whereabouts. One of Amiria’s guardsmen, Thomas, had but recently wed and left with Lady Jade, a woman who had mysteriously showed up at Berwyck’s gates one day over the winter.

      Even his comrades in arms, Riorden and Fletcher, were now enjoying wedded bliss, their brides also finding their way to Berwyck by mysterious methods. But the loss of Dristan’s closest guardsmen had pushed his desire to replenish his dwindling knights to guard his back. There was another brother and sister of the MacLaren clan. Patrick, who was now ten and seven, continued his service as Riorden’s squire. Sabina, aged a score and six, had moved to Habersham Abbey after the siege of Berwyck, but had yet to take her vows as a nun.

      At times, he envied those who had found someone to love and share their lives.  He knew that, if he were to one day lay claim to his birthright, he would be wise to wed a lady with lands of her own along with monies to fill his coffers. The women who attended the Lady Amiria held no appeal to him in any romantic fashion and left his options in that direction to nothing. They flirted with any of Dristan’s guardsmen, hoping to catch a husband, and Ulrick wanted more from a potential wife than one whose gaze often drifted.

      More! Aye, he wanted more than just some mild infatuation with a pretty face that might fade with time. He wanted to find deep and abiding love with a good woman whom he could love for the rest of his lifetime. Dristan, Riorden, and Fletcher had found such a miracle, although there were rumors about the odd way in which Riorden and Fletcher had come upon their fair ladies. But that was of no matter and ’twas only of import that they had found what he himself wanted. He would not besmirch the name of Lady Katherine, her lady friends, nor Lady Jenna by spreading possible falsehoods of time travel. Aye, he had seen such wonders presented before his very eyes, but he refused to imagine that they were true. Who would believe such a thing anyway? ’Twas unimaginable.

      He was nudged and turned his attention to Bertram, who now claimed the title of Captain of the Guard. There was no living near the man now he boasted such a high position of importance.

      “What?” Ulrick muttered, pondering what part of a possible conversation he had missed.

      Bertram pushed a bowl of porridge in his direction. “You were far away. You should eat, lest it grows cold and your belly goes empty until the noon meal.”

      “I am not hungry.”

      “Why not? We have a full day of training and it looks like ’twill be a wet one.”

      “Why does it matter if I wish to eat or not?” Ulrick grumbled. ’Twas clear his recent musing left a sour taste in his mouth along with a bitter disposition.

      Bertram shrugged. “It makes no difference to me, only that you are prepared for the day. That includes eating a hearty meal. Dristan wishes to take us both on first thing to show the new men what will one day be expected of them.”

      “I will perform my duty as I always do, Bertram. Leave me be lest I take out my foul mood into the lists. Though ’twill surely end once I best you,” Ulrick snidely retorted.

      “I would expect no less, nor would our liege lord.”

      Any further conversations were interrupted as the door of the keep blew open and Taegan, one of the guardsmen who had been visiting Fletcher’s estate, swept through the portal, shaking off the rain from his cloak. His brother Turquine called out to him and moved over on the bench to make room for him at the table. He came and sat across from Ulrick with a look of longing at the untouched bowl.

      “Are you not going to eat that?” Taegan asked eagerly.

      Ulrick pushed the full bowl across the table. “Help yourself.”

      Taegan accepted it with a nod. “My thanks. I am most famished. I could eat my horse, I am so hungry.”

      Turquine pounded his brother’s back. A lesser man may have felt the force of the blow but not Taegan. The two brothers were used to a bit of rough play between them. “I am sure your horse is appreciative of the fact that he still is in the land of the living,” Turquine guffawed.

      “What brings you back to Berwyck so soon? We did not expect you for at least another fortnight,” Ulrick asked.

      Taegan finished the porridge and wiped his mouth with his sleeve. Was it Ulrick’s imagination or did the man before him look… disturbed? There was not much in life that could faze one of Dristan’s guards enough to cause them to actually show emotion so visibly on their faces.

      “I had a spat. Felt I should remove myself from Lancashire for a while,” Taegan replied, before reaching toward the middle of the table and stuffing his mouth with a piece of cheese.

      “With Fletcher?” Bertram inquired.

      “Nay… with his… guest,” Taegan said looking very uncomfortable. The men at the table all looked to him to continue and Taegan’s gaze swept those nearby before leaning in to mute the conversation to those whom he could trust. “Her name is Amy and she is a friend of the Lady Jenna, Fletcher’s wife. You may not believe it, but she is from that place that Riorden’s wife, Lady Katherine, has also come from… Sanfran… Cisco… and the future.”

      “Not another one?” groaned Bertram.

      “Aye, I am afraid so,” Taegan declared, looking ill at ease.

      Drake, another personal guard pondered his response. “She was here briefly when Fletcher married, was she not? I believe that is the lady that Dristan kept in Lady Amiria’s solar for most of her visit.”

      “Aye, she was. She is a feisty one, that Amy is, and a more headstrong woman I have never met.”

      Ulrick was unsure how to respond to yet another woman traveling by some unnatural means to arrive back in time. “We seem to be besieged with women who do not belong here amongst us. Will she… go back… to her own place in time, do you suppose?”

      Taegan shrugged. “Who knows?”

      “What did you fight about that caused you to return then? She is just a woman and there are plenty to choose from on good English soil,” Bertram asked, looking just as uncomfortable at the nature of the conversation.

      Taegan’s brows drew together in a frown. “One minute she is kissing me, and the next she is telling me that she wants to wed. Since I am not the marrying kind, I left out of favor, naturally, with the lady.”

      Turquine began laughing and almost fell backwards off the bench. “Another lass you will soon forget as you move on to the next.”

      Taegan turned to look over at his brother and his face said everything that he would not dare say aloud. “I am not so sure, brother,” he answered seriously.

      The mood at their table was a somber one, whilst each knight pondered the mysteries of life and the women who evaded them.

      Any further thoughts on the conversation were left unsaid as Dristan rose from his place at the raised dais, calling to his knights. Everyone began to rush to join him in the lists. Perchance ’twas best Ulrick’s thoughts turned to the more pressing matter at hand, and that was to continue Godfrey’s training. Time travel, he mused, was just a bunch of nonsense. Or was it?
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      Bridgette strolled across the grass holding a pitcher of ice water. It was one of those hot, humid Michigan summer days that one never gets used to, especially wearing a lot of heavy costuming. Her long serviceable brown dress was nothing compared to what the men wore. She couldn’t imagine how she’d feel roasting from the heat in armor, chainmail, or heavy leather while performing for the crowd. There was no sense in complaining about the heat. She didn’t have to do this and could just be one of the tourists in shorts and tank tops instead, but what fun would that be?

      She really did love every aspect of this weekend with the exception of one. Brad… Megan had been right when she said he would seek her out. Everywhere she turned, he showed up. Didn’t he have better things to do than follow her every move? There were plenty of other women just vying for his attention. But time and time again, she would look up, from whichever cup she was filling, to find him staring at her. It was becoming a bit unnerving and annoying… the damn stalker!

      Eager hands reached for the pewter cups attached to their belts and thrust them in her direction. She filled them with a welcoming smile, knowing she was able to offer them a brief bit of relief from the heat.

      “My thanks,” one gentleman said with a nod of gratitude.

      “You are most welcome, milord,” Bridgette responded, staying in character and giving a brief curtsey.

      As she made her way back to the tent of the St. Christopher’s guild, she saw Megan picnicking on a blanket under the shade of a tall oak tree. It was one of those picture-perfect moments of several ladies taking their ease that would have been seen in days of old during the renaissance era. Megan gave her a small smile and one of those annoying smug looks. No worries, she thought, tomorrow it’s my turn and Megan can be the servant!

      Setting the pitcher on a nearby table and seeing that everyone was relaxing, Bridgette decided now was as good a time as any to take a much-needed bathroom break. Leaving the tent, she rounded the corner and found herself captured in a tight embrace. The man’s armor dug into her sides while she squirmed to free herself.

      “Get your hands off me, Brad,” Bridgette warned, giving his chest a push. She didn’t even have to look up into his face to know who held her. She was at a disadvantage, although there were enough people nearby who would come to her aid if she called out for help.

      He let her go, reluctantly, but still kept a hold of her elbow. “Hello, my lady,” Brad said in that seductive tone that, at one point in their brief relationship, would have sent her heart flipping end over end. Luckily, the spell he had momentarily wrapped around her heart had long since disappeared.

      “If you would care to look at my dress, you would know that I am a mere servant today,” she retorted hotly.

      “No matter. You are here with me now,” he leaned forward to whisper for her hearing alone, “and I don’t give a rat’s ass how you’re dressed for now, only that you get undressed.”

      “You disgust me,” she huffed, yanking her arm and stepping back from him.

      He smoothed a lock his hair away from his brow. He smiled, before performing a courtly bow when a woman passing by whistled at him and he followed her with his eyes. His gaze appeared hungry, as though he was stripping the woman’s clothing from her body but, when she left his view, he turned his attention to Bridgette. Rocking on his heels, he gave her a smug look that told her he was satisfied that at least someone appreciated his good looks. “You didn’t always think so,” he finally replied, to carry on their conversation as if he hadn’t just ogled another woman right in front of her.

      “Lucky for me, I realized fairly quickly that, beneath the armor, there’s nothing chivalrous about you, let alone anything else that would convince me to continue having a relationship with you,” she answered smugly.

      “Always the romantic, aren’t you, Bridgette,” he replied, looking her up and down once more. “Besides… we don’t have to be in a relationship for what I have in mind. There’s nothing wrong with the two of us being friends with benefits.”

      Bridgette threw up her hands. “And that’s exactly why I don’t want anything to do with you, Brad. You really don’t know me at all if you think I’d agree to something like that. I want a gentleman who will be faithful and love me for the rest of his life, not some meaningless fling. Go find someone else who will fall into your charms. I’m done with you. Now leave me alone.”

      She left him there sputtering and cursing her name. She could care less, considering she had a more pressing need to fulfill. She began heading in the direction of the bathrooms when an elderly lady fell into step with her. White hair, wrinkles around her sparkling blue eyes, and a kindly face reminded her of her own dear grandmother, who had passed away many years ago.

      “Good day tae ye, my dear,” the woman whispered.

      Her voice, when she spoke, had a far-off kind of melody to it. The strange sing-song quality was surprising to Bridgette, since the woman was standing right next to her. Even the tone was more Scottish than medieval English. “And the same to you, milady,” Bridgette answered politely.

      The woman came to stand next to Bridgette when she took her place in line. She was further startled when the woman placed her hand on Bridgette’s forearm.

      “Ye have been verra busy this morn,” she said and there was no mistaking her Scottish accent.

      Bridgette leaned over. “This is the renaissance fair, madam. The Highland games are in another two weeks,” she said, whispering in the woman’s ear to politely correct the woman’s dialect.

      The lady gave a cheerful laugh. “Oh, aye, I am well aware of the times in which we are, dearie. Dinnae fash yerself, Bridgette.

      Bridgette wracked her brain, trying to remember where she had met the woman next to her, but for the life of her she hadn’t a clue. “Have we met before? I’m afraid I don’t remember your name.”

      The woman’s brow rose. “Ye be breaking character, dear girl.”

      Damn, she thought, I broke the cardinal rule of the part I play. Never, ever, break character even if you’re standing in line for the john. She was about to apologize when the woman starting patting her arm as if she understood.

      “’Tis alright. Do ye not kin why ye are here?” she asked, with a bright smile.

      Bridgette looked at the line in front of her. Her reason for standing in her current location was the same as every other woman in front and behind her. Nature called and she refused to use the men’s room where there wasn’t a line with no one waiting to enter. She had gone twenty-five years without resorting to such drastic measures. She wasn’t about to lower her standards just so she could take care of her personal business.

      Realizing the woman was still waiting for her answer, she leaned forward again. “Of course, I know why I’m here. It’s the same reason we’re all standing here,” she replied kindly.

      “Oh, I do not think so, my dear. I am here fer a particular purpose but ’tis not for the motive ye may think. Needless tae say, ye, too, shall know that everything has its time and place. Yer wishes have been heard, dearest Bridgette,” she said, convincingly. The woman’s answer again sounded as if it was carried on the wind.

      “What wish?” Bridgette asked, moving forward in line. She turned to wait for the woman’s reply, but she had disappeared. Bridgette twirled around in a circle trying to find out where the lady had gone but she was nowhere to be seen. How odd was that? She looked behind her again, only to see another woman point to her that the line was moving forward.

      With no further thoughts on the grandmotherly woman, Bridgette entered the restroom, took care of her business and exited into the bright sunlight. She frowned. Good God…he even followed her to the friggin’ bathroom! She scowled, causing Brad’s smile to widen. It was going to be a long ass day!
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      Ulrick gazed out to the distant horizon whilst the sun rose, painting a stunning display of bright red and orange pigments across the sky. It was a peaceful time of the morn and he took solace in the time to himself here on the parapet of the battlement wall. His brief respite was short lived when he felt a presence behind him.

      He should have known she would eventually join him here, since ’twas her ritual to greet the sun each day and also to watch it set. She came to stand beside him and he noticed she was in a lovely gown instead of her normal garb of boots, tunic and hose.

      “No training this day, my lady?” he inquired.

      “Nay,” she whispered. “I am a mite weary this morn.” Her answer was somber as she came to rest her hands on the battlement wall to look over its edge down into the inner bailey. The fear of heights had never been an issue with the fair lady.

      “Surely not?” he replied, but could see for himself the dark circles underneath her violet eyes.

      She gave him a small smile. “I am afraid so. I fear ’tis the babe who is not agreeing with me.”

      Amiria began to pat her stomach as if ’twas a common habit to discuss such a delicate matter in front of a man who was not her husband. Ulrick became uncomfortable and began to squirm, for he knew of only one other woman who also acted so boldly.

      “You sound much like the Lady Katherine,” he said, trying to find his composure.

      “I miss her friendship,” Amiria confided and she must have noticed how he attempted to change the subject of her pregnancy. “I am sorry, Sir Ulrick. I know most men would prefer women in our condition to be hidden away until our children are born.”

      Ulrick shrugged. “I suppose I must needs get used to such talk with all these future women landing on your doorstep, although I still am not sure I believe such rot.”

      A twinkle lit in Lady Amiria’s eyes. “And yet you yourself have been to Riorden and Katherine’s home. Beyond that, we have Sir Rolf who occasionally lets his presence be known. Surely, if you can believe in a ghost, you can believe that all things of this nature are possible?”

      “I miss his friendship,” Ulrick repeated his lady’s words but moments ago.

      “Aye, I understand completely but he is still near and if you have need of him, I am most certain he will hear your call. All you have to do is speak his name with a sincere heart and he will appear before you.” She said this so convincingly that Ulrick had no doubt she spoke the truth.

      They stood in silence again before Ulrick notice her swaying stance. “My lady, are you ill?”

      “Mayhap just a little. May I ask you to escort me down to my bedchamber?”

      “But of
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