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      There are no coincidences. The Universe does not make mistakes. Fate Will Not Be Denied.

      

      Abigail Donovan is a woman ahead of her time. She wants to be more than a housewife who embroiders all day, she wants to be out in the world! Finally, the day comes but the world beyond the manor has dangers she never imagined and the biggest one of all is to her heart.

      

      Manus O’Brien is a Knight of the Round Table. He has faithfully put his life on the line for King and Country more times than he can remember. There is only one thing he loves more in all the world, and that is Abigail Donovan.

      

      An ancient race doomed to extinction. The Elders searching for a way to preserve their way of life. Manus and Abbie hold the key. Can they see past the myths and fantasy to a reality they never imagined? Will they give all that they are to save another?
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      This story was written as a celebration of the first birthday of the Dragon Guard. On November 19, 2013, I hit the publish button for the first time and it was the best decision I ever made. I want to THANK EVERYONE from the bottom of my heart!!! It has been an AMAZING RIDE and I look forward to so much more with each and every one of you.

       

      I want to say this book is set in Arthurian times but is NOT historically accurate. I have taken many literary liberties and put my own special twist on nearly all of it. That being said, I hope you enjoy this look back in time to where the saga began…
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      Manus had been in the service of the King for as long as she’d known him. In fact, had he not been a knight, she might never have met him. Not a day went by that Abbie didn’t think of the first glimpse she had gotten of the man that would hold her heart. She had spied him through the crowd, sitting high atop his mount, proudly displaying King Arthur’s colors. He had stolen her breath, right along with her heart, in that one fleeting glimpse.

      Their love grew more every day. She remembered being that naïve young girl sitting in an old wooden wagon…mesmerized. She had never seen anything as regal as Manus O’Brien leading his garrison through the main thoroughfare. When he passed by, just mere paces from her father’s wagon, she had held her breath. Everyone and everything faded from view. Her world narrowed to him and only him. She had even twisted in her seat to catch a last glimpse of his retreating back.

      All these years later, she still giggled at the thought of how slowly her wits had returned. The lingering vision of the warrior on horseback, firmly ingrained in her memory.

      She had quickly righted her position, checking to make sure her father hadn’t seen her inattention to the task he had given her. Not that she thought anyone would dare attempt to steal with all the soldiers and law keepers in attendance, but her father had issued his command and she was meant to follow. Thankfully, he was busy jockeying for position in line with the weaver and had missed her brief dalliance.

      The next few hours were fascinating while she watched all manner of people come and go. She had originally thought there would only be merchants, people selling everything from bread to cookware. Abbie was shocked to find so much more. Minstrels were playing and singing, hoping for donations from the crowd. Miscellaneous beggars, some acting as fortune tellers, praying for just a few coins.

      Halfway through their wait, the sounds of trumpets called the crowd’s attention to the center of the market. A troop of six costumed performers on a makeshift stage entertained the crowd with their portrayal of the King’s victory over the Saxons. Her father joined her in the wagon and together they laughed until it was their turn to sell their fleece.

      The transaction between her father and the weaver captured her attention. Abbie hoped to learn everything about trading, even though, as a woman, she would never be allowed to run in the family business.

      Lost in her fantasy of one day owning the family business, Abbie missed what they later told her was a small explosion at the blacksmith shop. The thundering of hooves also went unnoticed until the baker’s wife screamed in fear from across the market.

      Unfortunately, it was too late.

      Abigail’s memory remained spotty even after the passage of time. The unmistakable sound of splintering wood, would be something she never forgot. The terrified neighing of two stampeding stallions that had broken free still haunted her. The feeling of the world moving in slow motion was something a daily memory. Heights still frightened her after her brief airborne experience, but it had all been worth it. But one thing she was glad to have was of her knight.

      Her descent brought her careening towards the steps leading to the palace courtyard, with no way to halt her downward motion. Right before her body made contact with the brutal concrete, Abbie was snatched from the air and haphazardly thrown across a pair of heavily muscled thighs that pushed into the cushion of her stomach.

      Watching the horses’ hooves kick up dirt and gravel from her precarious position, Abbie relaxed, but then thought of her father, and immediately panicked

      Squirming to sit up, she screamed, “Stop this bloody horse and put me down! I have to find my father!”

      A large, warm hand settled on her back, holding her still as the yet unknown rider commanded, “Hold still, lass. Your jerkin’ round is gonna land both our asses in the mud.”

      She immediately stilled, the low rumbling voice of the rider sending shivers down her spine. He had the accent of her mother’s people, and if her ma was any indication Abbie knew she’d better listen.

      The horse’s steps slowed to a trot as the man spoke again
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