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Chapter One

Samuel Rothchild waited patiently as his captain spoke with the king’s guards.  His arrival requested nearly a month ago, but King James knows a mercenary works for many people rather than just him.  The thought of the king being angry or someone else completing the task did not bring him security though.  He knew this well.  However, the issue could not be resolved as he is one man, not many.  Samuel simply hoped the job is incomplete for he would hate the bounty earned by some other mercenary.  He hated loss of money or women to another.  He felt less of a man when such things occur.  

“Please inform King James that Samuel Rothchild and company have been working another purpose.  We apologize for our delay.  As requested, we are here to review possible assistance.” stated Captain Henry Chathem to the king’s guards.

Samuel about erupted with laughter as the guard looked around his tall friend to get a view of Samuel.  The man looked plagued with uncertainty.  As to which of them was causing such turmoil, he was positive it was his tall friend.  His friend did send people running due to his height and menacing glares, but Samuel’s average height and stout frame are nothing to laugh at either.  Especially, when battling an opponent of his skill.

As one of the guards walked away to notify the king, Samuel leaned against the cold stone wall in hope it would cool him down.  He always hated meeting face to face with any that desired his hire.  The event wasted valuable time and inspired unwarranted conversation.  The work requests could simply be answered by correspondence and his payment requested on completion.  When it came to work, nothing came too big or too dangerous.  His men knew their job and their lifestyle required a lack of limit.

“Do you believe this will be like the last with him?” inquired Captain Henry.

“I believe that whatever it may be, we will find it mediocre to our usual adventures.  The pay will be the good question.  Especially, since his highness has cut back on his expenditures of late according to gossip.”

“Maybe the purchase of a queen broke his golden treasures.”

As Samuel lets out a laugh, the guard returns to direct Samuel to enter the room down the hall to the left.  As Samuel and the captain set in motion, the guards halt the captain and state, “The request was only sent for one of you.”

“We are equal in command. He goes as I go.” replies Samuel.

Not waiting for a reply, Samuel and the captain progress to the desired destination with one of the guards in route behind them.  Samuel opens the door to see the king sitting at a long, aged table in front of the fireplace.  He is not shocked to see him the king in his ornate clothing with a vast amount of untouched food around him.  All his appearances with Samuel were filled with gallantry and excess.  The time since their last crusade for the king instilled much grey and wrinkles upon the king’s face, but was not a concern to Samuel.

“I beg your pardon, majesty.  Captain Henry Chathem attends any requested meeting with me.”

The king in slight shock replies, “He was not with you at the meeting of our last venture.”

“No, I was not, your majesty.  Family issues kept me afar at that time period.” replies Captain Henry cordially with a slight bow.

The king looks to Captain Henry and begins to analyze his appearance.  His dark black hair, intense blue eyes, olive skin and height of a giant brought back the memory of that lusty lord.  Eyeing the captain with wonder, the king asks, “What number are you?”

The captain grins knowing the question very often asked.  

“I am the tenth son of Lord William Chathem, excluding the bastards.”

The king simply nods with understanding.  He then instructs the guard to exit and asks the gentleman to sit. The men acquire the closest chairs to the king so that the conversation is not a struggle of hearing.

“So, your majesty, what are your desires?” inquires Samuel in a humble undertone.

Hesitant, the king replies, “I ask for absolutely secrecy on this mission as it could be viewed as improper by some.  Lord Blackstone has passed.  He was a very good friend of my father.  However, his sons lacked a loyalty and had been disinherited a while back due to arguments with him and others.  I am simply asking to situate you at Blackstone Manor.”

“Is it to simply secure the location?  What size of a battle do you believe will take place? And, what is the compensation?” asks Samuel as he and the captain eye one another as the request was most unusual.

“My apologies. I felt you would easily understand the statement.  I desire you to establish you and your men on Blackstone Manor.  I must not have been clear enough.  You will operate as the Lord and marry, Lady Elizabeth Blackstone, the only daughter of Lord Blackstone.  You will secure your stance by getting her with child.  Her brothers are not to return as it questions my strength and inspires the disloyal.”

Shocked by the offer, the captain asks, “Should Samuel accept the proposition, what exactly does he obtain?  And, what is he required to give to your majesty?”

“The land is rather large and produces a vast amount of produce.  Several serfs farm the land. So, collection and commerce is the only thing to monitor as well as security.  My demands of your commerce are very simple as you should know being a lord’s son.  I require twenty percent of commerce earned. With no other taxation, I find it a meager demand.”

As the men sit, mentally questioning each other’s motives, Samuel begins to stir in his seat.  He knows he must appear strong.  Especially, if the king is possibly using him as a pawn as most kings do.  Give away vast land that produces money, just for marrying a woman.  The thought totally baffled Samuel, but he was not one to turn away from a fortune.

“How is it you feel the need to bestow upon me such a vast enterprise?  Are there no other individuals more loyal than I? I have only worked for you as a mercenary.”

With a large sigh, the king replies, “Yes, I do have those loyal to me.  I also have the superficial loyalists and the disloyal.  You, however, are simple.  You’re a mercenary.  Your loyalty is bought with money.  By bestowing on you a title and property with income, I would believe to be safe with your loyalty.  Are you saying that is not so?”

Samuel, still in disbelief of what he is hearing, wonders if a hidden ploy is going to be his downfall.  Why would he not offer it to another nobleman that would in turn hire Samuel and his men to do the battle for him?  Does he trust that money is Samuel’s only concern?  True, Samuel did not feel absolute loyalty to many and money is always the ultimate goal as a mercenary.  However, there are some that Samuel would never take payment to rise against.

“No, that is very true.  I would have no reason to rise against you or assist others that do.  I will agree to take the property,” replies Samuel attempting to hide anxiousness, “The captain and the men will still work some jobs as mercenaries as it is their desired life.  I refuse to pay tax on their makings.”

Knowing it is securing a vast fortune for the men, the king agrees with a nod.

“As there still is many hours in the day, you gentlemen should be able to get to Kensington today and the manor tomorrow.  Please send message on your findings.  God speed you.” announces the king.

Both Samuel and the captain thank him as they rise to exit the room.  In somewhat a state of shock, the men exit the room quietly and move forward down the hall.

“What do you know of Lord Blackstone?” inquires Samuel.

Still slightly shocked at what transpired, the captain replies, “He was very tight with the king’s father.  They grew up together.  He was also very demanding in what was allowed with all he owned as he believed it could change his ownership of anything.  To my knowledge, he believed that only education needed was for those that held title of lord or king.  The masses lived better in ignorance. Especially, any women.  They do not believe a woman should have any education other than writing her name on the marriage contract at nuptials.”

“Security through ignorance?”

The captain shrugs and states, “I am afraid so.  They are from a very old world.  My father somewhat also has the same belief.”

Samuel shakes his head in disbelief as they exit the castle.  He believed the thought itself was ignorant as well as the men that chose to believe it.  While Samuel did not have a vast education, he was tutored a little through life.

The sun brightly shines as they make their way across the courtyard to the stable to access their horses.  Attempting to avoid gathering of ladies in waiting in the center of the courtyard as they were always demanding attention, the men walk briskly looking in another direction.  However, they still feel the stares of admiration and lust from the women.  

“Will your father be angered as the position was offered to me rather than you as you are a lord’s son?  Many ahead of you, but still a noble son.” asks Samuel with a grin.

As they enter the stable, the captain replies with widened eyes, “I will be the one he is angered at.  I, the son of a noble, allowed a commoner surpass me.  A commoner with vast sword talent, but still a commoner. Absolute atrocity.”

Both men laugh as the stable boy brings forth their mounts.  The men greet their stallions and give coins to the stable boy for his work.  As they mount, they agree to ride to Kensington, find housing for the night and send message to the other men concerning their location and intentions.

“You know that some of the men will decide to go out on their own, don’t you?”

“I know.  Some may choose to stay on my new lands.  Others may not desire to settle in one location.  To each his own, as it has always been.  A better question is what does the lady look like and how ignorant is she?” answers Samuel.

Knowing Samuel is tempting him to defend her as she is a lady, captain replies, “I am not familiar with her.  Her father was not that of stellar appearance or mind.  She very well may be a snarled tooth, obese wench that is so ignorant, food is her only desire as it does not talk.”

“Well, that would be an interesting picture, but not one of bragging.  If activity and education does not work on her, I may have to get her with child and then turn to other enjoyment.  You should tell your father of that atrocity should he belittle you for not surpassing me.”

Knowing the humor of each other, both men begin to laugh loudly, which catches much attention from those nearby.  In turn, the men set their mounts into motion for Kensington as adventure and money was desired.  Not the lust of women that desired the same.
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Chapter II
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After a loud shout of anger, Lady Elizabeth Sabrina Blackstone stares at a message in total disbelief.    Not sure to be in sadness or happiness, she simply reads the message repeatedly in attempt to understand something new that she may have overlooked.

Nope, she was sure that she read it correctly, but still shakes her head in shock as her hands begin to shake.  Her life is about to amount to nothing more than a purchase of a title.  She wondered how much he paid the king.

Annabelle, Lady Elizabeth’s chambermaid, enters the room to find out what had caused her to shout as it generally did not occur with the lady.  She simply finds her sitting before the mirror staring at a parchment.  Being that lady has always been someone of beauty and intelligence, Annabelle was unsure as to why the lord had never sent her off to socialize at court as most would.  Lady Elizabeth’s average height and curvaceous body was enough to attract most men with a lustful eye.  Annabelle, herself, wished she had as nice as a figure.  And, Annabelle also believed her long brown hair, little nose, bright blue eyes, and intelligence would be desired by many a nobleman for marriage.  She knew that she, herself, was not that hard on the eye, but she definitely lacked the education the lady had.

“Did you receive news from your brothers, my lady?”

The lady loved her family immensely and was very distraught when her father disowned his sons. Annabelle was not sure what even caused it to happen as both gentlemen were generally very well-behaved as their mother, Lady Elaine, had educated and disciplined well even though the lord was against women acting in any decision making manner.  As Lady Elaine always stated, he ultimately married her for positive outcome of family life and what he did not know did not go against his desires.  Lady Elaine was an absolute valor lady.  She truly deserved the title and raised her family to also share the same trait.  All on the manor were saddened with her death on birth of the fourth child, which was stillborn.  None expected to lose the lady in such a way as she was always strong and the other births were not complicated.

“I am in total disbelief.  I do not know what truly transpired, but I do not believe it to be accurate.” replies Lady Elizabeth with confused appearance.

Not knowing what the lady is speaking of, Annabelle simply nods and attempts to go about her duties within the room so she may learn more as the lady appeared to want to speak.

Lady Elizabeth simply shakes her head with her mouth agape.

“It does not come from my brothers, but the king.” shouts Lady Elizabeth in attempt to keep Annabelle in conversation.

“I apologize, Lady Elizabeth, I am unsure what you speak of.”

Annoyed by lack of familiarity, Lady Elizabeth slams her palm on the vanity table as she rises.

“I have told you as well as all others to simply call me Sabrina, my middle name, as you did when I was a child! I am talking about this letter.  The one you inquired about.  The king states that as my father has passed, he has taken it upon himself to secure me a spouse.  He states I am to marry someone by the name of Samuel Rothchild whom will become the new lord of Blackstone Manor.”

Shocked by the announcement, Anabelle inquires, “Does it state when he shall arrive?  Or, when marriage will take place?”

“No, just a demand to marry someone I have never met. I cannot believe this is happening. Who is this man?  Why have I never heard of him before?  What are his intentions of operating the manor?  There are many questions to ask.  Yet, no one here to answer them as I ask them.”

Knowing the lady simply desires security, Anabelle replies, “I have not heard of him.  However, I am not privileged to such information.  Maybe the men at arms would know more.”

Sabrina begins to feel bad because she knows she is asking too much of Annabelle.  Yet, she too is ignorant on the matter.  She knows the king is probably looking out for the best for her and does not want her supposed disloyal brothers to take control of the manor.  However, she would willingly give it all up to be with her brothers once again.  Was she also disloyal? Of course not, she simply loved family more than the king.  She also, unlike most, saw both sides of the issue.  Her brother, Edward, had fallen in love with the woman the king demanded to marry and have children.  The king did not love the lady, nor did the lady love the king.  As Edward was so angered, he ignorantly challenged the king whom did not accept, but instead labeled him disloyal and told others to shun Edward.  Sabrina’s father attempted to cool the matter with Edward, but that only brought Nicholas to Edward’s side of the argument.  Both men felt that he was more loyal and loving to his friend’s son rather than his own sons.  Her father stated that he as well as others would give everything they owned at the request of the king as it displayed loyalty and brought entitlement to all.  Negative shouts and demands came from both her father and brothers.  In the end, her father disowned them and banished them from all that he owned.  It was a very sad day at the manor.

Attempting to change the sorrow developing within, Sabrina asks, “Do you think I could get word to my brothers?”

“You mean written message? Do you know their location?”

“Nicholas told me, before they departed, that he and Edward would be in direction of Lord Bryce Fenwurth’s empty manor, which is west of Kensington.  I think they shall be easy to locate should a messenger travel to the area.  However, I do not believe I would want the message to be a written one as I could then also be labeled disloyal.”

Understanding the risk involved Annabelle worries that the lady is becoming too drastic in her attempts to contact her brothers.

“So, do you believe the messenger should be a free man as the risk is great and you can talk freely as he would be responsible for his own actions?  Or, a serf fearing anger from you or your brothers with failure or betrayal?”

Not expecting a question, Sabrina was plagued about what she should do.  As she paces in a circle, she wonders if a free man would take such a risk.  Or, if a serf would fear their anger, as they have never been mean to the serfs.

“You are brilliant in presenting the issue.  I had not even considered in detail such as that.  I wonder if a free man of free will would risk more than a serf.  I know whom I can ask.  Go to the stable and bring back Rubio.  If anyone can assist, it would be him.  He dares not violate loyalty and has a good head to calculate issues.”

Taken aback by the daring demand, Annabelle stares at the floor.  She knew she was required to follow the lady’s direction, but get cast as disloyal was a very serious matter.  She was unsure if she wanted to be included in planning such as this.  Her task would be minimal, but assisting with the arrangement is wrong to many.  Moreover, to bring a man to the lady’s chambers was another wrongful task.

“You desire I bring a free man to your bedroom?  I know you feel him to be just a boy, but he is still viewed as a man to many as he earns through his own abilities.”

“No,” insists Sabrina quickly understanding the possible insinuation of romantic ventures, “bring him to the sewing room.  As I will be sending him on an errand and you being present, no one would question his being brought there.”

Curious, Annabelle inquires, “How do you plan to pay him?  As a free man, I do not believe he would complete a task for free.  Especially, such a task to talk with the disloyal...or, presumed disloyal.”

Annoyed with such talk, Sabrina simply shouts for Annabelle to retrieve Rubio and bring him to sewing room.  She does not understand why anyone would believe anyone in her family disloyal.  She also does not believe the king demands she marry someone that she knows nothing about.  Would not an introduction have eased the whole matter?  The world was getting very confusing for her.

Knowing that Rubio would desire payment for his work, Sabrina quickly scours the room looking for coins.  All she is able to recover is the sixpence she kept that Edward had given her for her fourth birthday.  She knew she would have to use it.  Therefore, she simply exits the room with coin in hand to search for more.  

Traveling down the hall in a slow stroll, she thinks of items that could fetch money as a good amount is a need to travel so far and complete such daring work.  She knew it could be various items as she did truly own them all.  However, the risk would be someone commenting about the items missing and the task being discovered by the new lord should he arrive soon.  Could she get something to disappear and not be questioned about it, Sabrina wondered as she entered the sewing room.  Truly wishing to disappear, Sabrina simply takes a seat to await Annabelle and Rubio’s arrival.

Glancing around the room in boredom, Sabrina notices the vast amount of fabric stored in the sewing room.  Some was not of her usually clothing texture.  Would someone miss that?  Of course, they would, Sabrina thought.  What if she made some new clothes and sold them? No, that would take too much time.  Well, something had to disappear.

Just then, Anabelle and Rubio enter quietly.  Rubio was always very polite and handsome.  Although he was only fourteen, Sabrina felt that he always portrayed himself as a man rather than a boy.  She believed that he would one day make a great spouse for a good standing woman.

“Good day, Lady Sabrina,” states Rubio with a bow. “I am being told you need my services.”

Knowing that arguing with Rubio to drop “Lady” off of address was impossible to win, Sabrina simply answers with a smile, “Yes, I need you to travel past Kensington towards Lord Bryce Fenwurth’s empty manor to deliver a message to my brothers.  They are located somewhere near there and you will simply have to look for them.  As you are familiar with the area and the inhabitants, I believe the task will be easy for you.  However, the message will have to be remembered by you rather than written.”

“I do not have transport, my lady, as my horse had to be put down upon an injury.  If you can provide transport and funds, it is easily done by me as you know that is the area of my original origin.”

Shocked by his statement as it opens the door of what could disappear, Sabrina shouts with joyous appearance, “Thank you so much, Rubio. You are a saint. I could not think of it by myself.”

Taken aback by Sabrina’s loud exclamation, Annabelle inquires, “Are you able to explain, my lady?  I do not believe either Rubio or I understand your meaning.”

Sabrina simply looks at them both with a wide smile and sparkling eyes.

“Oh, I do apologize with not supplying straight meaning.” replies Sabrina.  “Rubio, on the task, you shall take my father’s old horse and connect it to that old wagon he used to transport items.  In the back, you will transport my sidesaddle and tether my beautiful Petals.  When arriving in Kensington, you will sell my saddle, my father’s old stead and the wagon.  This will be your pay.  You will then use my father’s saddle on Petals to travel to my brothers whom you will inform that I am being ordered to marry a man named Samuel Rothchild by the king.  Tell them, I am unsure of what to do as I do not know this man.  Be sure to give them this letter I received from the king as it clearly states his demand.”

Rubio accepts the broken seal letter and pockets it.  Not seeming an overly harsh task, Rubio simply states, “I will be able to complete the task.  I will then bring your mare back to you.”

“No, no, no.  My Petals is not to come back.  Leave her with my brothers.  They should be able to supply you with another horse to return on.  One that is not identifiable to those familiar with my family.”

“My lady, I am not sure why that would be necessary.  I can do so if it is your desire.  I just simply ask why it is your desire to rid yourself of your mare and saddle, if I may.  The selling of your father’s horse and cart is understandable as he will not be in use of them.”

Realizing he was not truly aware of her brilliant plan, Sabrina draws Anabelle and Rubio in close to whisper, “I plan to make it look as if I have disappeared.  With my beloved mare and saddle gone, I will be able to dress down and act as a serf to await advice from my brothers.  As a serf, I will also be able to see if Samuel is a good lord for the manor as I will not leave my serfs to the tortuous.”

Annabelle and Rubio simply stare back at her with blank expressions.

“Are you going to be up to working,” questions Annabelle.  “Not to state you are lazy, but some lords demand much and I would not want to see you stressed.  However, pretending to be a serf, you may also fall in love with the new lord and decide to stay.”

Sabrina grimaces at the thought.  How foolish to think serving an unknown man while owning everything would create love.

Feeling unsure about what he was taking on, Rubio announces, “I will do so, my lady.  As I do not want to be part of planning this ruse, I will leave now and do as you ask.”

“Thank you very much, Rubio.  I know that I can count on you.  God speed you.”

As Sabrina and Anabelle watch Rubio leave, Annabelle questions, “Have you gone mad?  How are you able to act as a serf?  All on the land knows you and yours.  You have noble blood.  Not that of a commoner or of a low serf.”

Realizing Anabelle did not have the ability to think as she did, Sabrina haughtily replies, “Simple, you are to speak to all the serfs and let them know that they are to play along with my ruse.  As all the others do refer to me as Sabrina, my name will not be a clue as to my whereabouts as I am sure the king only addresses me as Lady Elizabeth Blackstone.  I will also ask that you and Katarina assist me in quickly making some tunics with these cheaper clothes here.  I will also make a pallet so once Samuel arrives, I will begin to sleep as some of our household serfs do.”

“My lady, the manner in which you will sleep and the work performed can be very taxing on the body.  Are you sure?”

Pausing with thought, Sabrina shakes her head no.

“There is not another choice, if I intend to keep the remaining family that I have.”
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Chapter III
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Samuel awoke wondering if yesterday was a dream.  As he looked around the room he secured at the tavern last night, he knew there had to be some truth to it.  Anxious as to what the day could bring, he quickly dresses and heads downstairs.

He views the captain eating breakfast and avoiding flaunts from the tavern wench.  She was sexy with a curvy figure and ample breasts.  Samuel wanted to laugh.  The captain may not have the ego of a nobleman, but his actions portrayed differently.  Most men would gladly entice the wench more to get her to bed even if it did cost a few coins.  However, the captain generally refrains from enticing women.  He was very selective on whom he bedded.

“Good meal?” inquires Samuel as he takes seat across from the captain.

Glad to be interrupted, the captain looks to the tavern wench and states, “Please bring my good friend a hearty breakfast as this one.  We have a large undertaking today.”

Feeling dismissed, but desiring more attention, she smiles to the captain and states, “As you wish.  I will return with many a great thing.”

Her fingers drag up his arm and onto his shoulder to tempt him some more.  As she walks away, Samuel tauntingly inquires, “Do you feel that she will supply what you wish?”

“As I am only looking to get you fed and be on our way, I highly doubt she will get what she desires.  However, she may be an alternative for you if your lady turns out to be ignorant and ugly.” replies the captain.

Realizing the captain is not in a humorous mood; Samuel simply sits back and remains quiet as the captain eats.  He looks around the tavern to see if anything deserves attention. Better to let the captain think than too taunt his voice.  These ugly moods weren’t often, but they did happen. Samuel always thought it best to get over his mood than directly in his anger.

Having nearly finished, the captain states, “We will have a few traveling with us today.  I have taken the liberty of hiring a few men to assist us in case it comes to battle upon our arrival.”

Understanding that the need may arise, Samuel asks, “Do they have good training?”, as the tavern wench lays down his plate filled with eggs atop sausages and service ware all the while staring at the captain for attention, which is not given.  Samuel grins as she walks away with a sour look upon her face.

“A couple, yes.  There is one gentleman that I did not take too much liking to, but can do the job. He goes by the name Hinkley.  He was a foot soldier at one time for a friend of my father.  So, I know he has sword and arrow training.”

Knowing the captain is refraining from stating something about the man, Samuel questions, “What is it that you feel could be detrimental about him?”

Having finished his meal, the captain wipes his mouth with napkin and places it folded on his plate.

Looking sternly at Samuel’s eyes, the captain states, “You know as I know that my father and his friends share a little too much entertainment with all of the fairer sex.  They are lords of much lust, which I at times find vulgar.  My only qualm with it being brought to us is that this friend of my father feels that he, as well as any of his men, have the privilege of any woman on their property that is not of noble birth.  If still in school or married to another, they tend to look away, but all others are game.  I have spoken with Hinkley about this matter being unacceptable in our operations.  He assures me that he will follow my direction, but I am unsure if he truly meant it.”

The aggravation on the captain’s face clearly represented the probability that the soldier may disregard their direction if tempted. From just hearing such vulgar violation, Samuel refrains from eating and pushes away his plate.  He hated abuse of power.  He may not have lived the life of a serf, but there were those that did want to trap him in it.  

“Should this man attempt any sort of violation as such, I will have trouble with severe punishment.  I know that not you, nor I, will stop anyone from defending their daughter or any other family member, but I worry that the other men you hired may take on the defender.  As would the other mercenaries that travel with us, if they come upon the scenario not knowing the man’s actions and believing a fellow soldier is being attacked.  This may play against us.”  

“I am well aware of that.  If I knew more about what was located at Blackstone Manor, I would worry less and not hire him.  I simply question what we will find and if we will be able to handle it with so few.  You also need to remember that the crown generally does not see it as a violation to deal with unless done to a noble woman.  Sickens many, but very much the truth of society.  I do not believe I would even be as concerned if the man did not know my father’s friend and just thought it was proper action.  Having a nobleman argue on your behalf, changes the view and truth of many.  I have seen it done in the past to hide many things.”

As the tavern wench takes away his plate and the captain hands her payment, Samuel suggests, “Let us take on this matter should we come to it.  Prior to arriving, we shall make it an order that no one is to act improper with anyone as I will be establishing myself as lord and fighting for the trust of these people.  Tell them any violations will be punished by me.  If they
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