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Lancelot entombs his King after the final battle at Camlann. He returns Excalibur to the Lady of
the Lake, Vivian, his mentor and lover. Given a mission to live on until Arthur returns in the future,
Lancelot battles his way through the centuries in many guises. Finally drawn together with a
familiar cast, Lancelot faces the dawning of a new Camelot he vows will have a different
outcome.Vivian curses all when Merlin restores her memories a thousand years in the future.
Born again and having made what she now considers an idiotic bargain in rejoining Lancelot at
the cost of heaven , Vivian reluctantly bows to her fate. Lancelot gives her ardent solace while
fighting to rewrite legend in order to regain a friend in Arthur. In rejecting the Arthurian script,
Lancelot renews old friendships and faces an ancient demon, hell bent on capturing Excalibur
while plunging the earth into chaos. Lancelot wins Vivian’s trust and love again, changing her
from an inconsolable burden into a fearsome ally for his final quest.For his part, the now reborn
Arthur in an eight-year-old boy’s body has this to say about his role in a thousand year old
legend: “You three need to lighten up. I have a genius IQ, and now I’m teamed up with an
Alzheimer patient, a troll, and a beat-up hooker, all of whom screwed me a thousand years ago.
Cut me some slack!”

Lots of fun. Vampires, werewolves, witches,demons, action, sex, et all. I really enjoy DeLeo's
books. They are asblack and white, good and evil as you can get. - Jonas O. Rodriguez
"acrijos"From the AuthorFromthe time I could read with any comprehension I devoured all
stories I couldfind involving The Knights of the Round Table. Lancelot was always my favorite.I
hated the way the legend ended. That resulted in the creation of a paranormaladventure with a
new legend of my own making. Thecursed legend died in the words of Mallor in my modern
times rendition when hefinally realized the truth in his admission - 'I do not hate Lancelot. I
hatethat I am not Lancelot'.From the Inside FlapI am a professional writer with numerous best-
sellers, andread quite a lot, but Bernard Lee DeLeo is one of the purest writing talents Ihave ever
had the pleasure of reading - a brilliant writing talent that I canonly envy. - James Byron
HugginsAbout the AuthorBorn in Warren, Ohio, I entered the Navy in August of 1968after
graduation from high school. I served aboard the USS Ranger from October1969 until my
discharge in November of 1972. After traveling for a time, Isettled in Northern California and
earned an AA degree in Auto Repair in 1977from Chabot College in Hayward, California. I
received my BA degree in Englishfrom California State University in Hayward, CA in 1980. I own
an AutomotiveRepair Shop in Oakland, California where I have worked since 1976 and
ownedsince 1983.Read more
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federal imprisonment.Chapter One: CamlannLancelot felt his right foot slip on the blood-soaked
ground. Rolling into the slip, and using his mangled shield to regain balance, the huge knight
thrust low, disemboweling the figure before him. Screaming in agony, Lancelot’s opponent
dropped shield and sword, clutching his spilling entrails. With no time to pause, Lancelot swung
upward to his left, parrying the killing stroke from yet another foe struggling over the growing
mound of his fallen comrades, all killed or maimed by the deadliest knight of the age. Sweating
profusely, the man cursed the information which had claimed Lancelot would not be with King
Arthur here at Camlann. His broadsword clanged off to the side harmlessly, turned by Lancelot’s
skillful parry.Falling back quickly, wary of Lancelot’s merciless counterstrokes, the weary warrior
gasped for air as he brought his shield and broadsword into a defensive posture. It would be the
man’s last act on earth, as Lancelot leaped upwards, slicing murderously over his adversary’s
shield. Blood spouted from the ghastly neck-wound in an arching font. Lancelot bowled over the
collapsing knight, ripping his sword free of the man’s body while spinning to face any new foe
appearing from the mist-shrouded battlefield.Modred’s army gave ground from what once
looked to be a sure slaughter. They outnumbered King Arthur’s legion nearly two to one, but
word of Lancelot’s presence had chilled even the most skilled of Modred’s followers. Seeing the
grim mailed giant near the King, Modred had heard the fearful whispers of dread hissing through
his battle line. All the kingdom knew that even after being surprised in the Queen’s bed, Lancelot
had killed and wounded half-a-dozen fully armored knights. Thinking to barter for time, Modred
had ridden forth with three of his knights under a flag of truce, hoping to postpone the battle until
a day when his father would be at odds once again with the mercurial Lancelot. King Arthur had
met his dark son with only Lancelot mounted next to him.“I see you ride with the knight who
cuckolded you, Father,” Modred called out, knowing that the front ranks of both armies would
hear his voice in the early morning hush. “Have you no shame or hope of honor?”Before Arthur
could speak, Lancelot surged forward, his mount bucking into the man at Modred’s left as if the
snorting beast were joined to the knight. In but a moment’s time, Lancelot gripped the startled
Modred, wielding a dagger at the usurper’s throat. Modred gasped as the razor-sharp blade
drew blood.“Have a care, sprout,” Lancelot’s bass voice warned, the menace in his words
belying the rage barely held in check. It was no secret that Lancelot despised Modred. “Only
honor holds your neck in one piece. Speak of me again, and I will end this war before it ever
begins. Nod your understanding, sprout, or I will slice the apple from your neck, and still the
poison vomiting from your mouth forever.”Modred nodded his understanding, while he gripped



the reins of his horse with shaking hands. He looked to his Father beseechingly, seeing Arthur’s
ever-present compassion for his ill-born son. Lancelot looked back at Arthur, poised to undo all
Modred had so skillfully brought to fruition.“Allow me to end this blight on your land, my King,”
Lancelot pleaded, the guilt over his betrayal a palpable entity. “It will be my dishonor, not
yours.”“Retreat to my side, old friend,” King Arthur spoke finally in measured tone. “Let us hear
what my son has to say. Perhaps we can still avoid this dark hour ahead.”“One slice, and we will
be past any reckoning in one bloody second,” Lancelot reasoned, his hand gripping the dagger-
handle with deadly intent.“To me, Lancelot,” Arthur ordered. “Honor must hold this day.”Lancelot
paused, staring into Modred’s cringing face coldly. “Choose your words wisely, sprout, or not
even the King will prevent your bloody death.”Lancelot spun his mount expertly. Easing around to
the King’s side once again, he clenched his dagger longingly, looking at Modred with regret.
Impatiently, the knight waited for the parley to end. Arthur’s continued blindness for the evil within
his offspring perplexed Lancelot to no end. Only his own responsibility in causing so much of the
King’s pain and anguish somewhat quelled the resentment Lancelot harbored for Modred.
Peering through the rising wispy tendrils of the ground fog that heralded yet another overcast
daybreak, Lancelot plotted his actions with a warrior’s anticipation of what he considered the
inevitable.Modred eyed Lancelot with fear, as even Arthur noticed. His son was not without skill,
but in comparison to the blooded warrior at his side, Modred was a child. Lancelot had nearly
beheaded Arthur himself at their first meeting, brushing past the fabled Excalibur with the speed
of thought. Only the sudden appearance of Lancelot’s mystical stepmother Vivian, Lady of the
Lake, had stopped Lancelot’s killing blow. Upon hearing from Vivian who it was he fought,
Lancelot immediately pledged his sword to Arthur. Only Lancelot’s irresistible enchantment with
Queen Guinevere had threatened their friendship. The night prior, Arthur had embraced the
contrite Lancelot as a long-lost brother, and all the camp rejoiced at the fabled knight’s
return.“Why do you come here, my son?” King Arthur asked quietly in the silence brought about
by Lancelot’s outburst. “Can you not be satisfied ruling the lands already given to you? My time
will pass, and all I have garnered in this world will be yours. Will you be patient and quit the
battlefield today?”“You will make such a pledge in writing?” Modred seized on Arthur’s promise
with relish, thinking inheritance a better prospect than what Modred could see in Lancelot’s
eyes: his eternal night.“It has always been yours. I will add a written document to my word if you
so desire,” Arthur said with a father’s regret at his son’s distrust.Modred had ordered his archers
into a position where they could have a clear field of fire before he rode forth to speak with his
father. All they awaited was a gesture. Modred erred in glancing back in the direction of his army,
hoping to see through the thickening mist, and wondering if his archers would see the gesture.
Lancelot immediately deduced Modred’s planned option. He rode in front of Arthur, his shield
swinging up in defense of the King.“The sprout plots your assassination, my liege,” Lancelot
whispered urgently, weaving his mount back and forth in front of Arthur. “Let me kill the
traitor.”Modred, seeing his plan uncovered, began holding his hands up innocently.“Hold, father,
I but retreat to my lines,” Modred pleaded. “Allow me to consider your offer for a time. No man



shall draw weapon in the meantime.”“Go then,” Arthur gestured wearily, knowing instinctively that
Lancelot was right. “Let us retreat to our lines, my friend. We may yet avoid bloodshed.”“To what
purpose, my King?” Lancelot reasoned, continuing his shielding maneuver as he backed toward
their knights, staying between Arthur and Modred’s battle line. “The black seed will surely turn on
you again when you least expect it.”“I fear not, with you again by my side,” Arthur replied. “Can
you remain at my table without succumbing to my sorceress-Queen?”“It was as much my doing
as hers, Sire,” Lancelot stated with sullen regret. “It is as you say, though. I am under her
spell.”“Always the enabler,” Arthur chuckled. “You have left my side for years at a time, on quests
no other human could endure, all in hopes of avoiding Guinevere’s wiles. She does not betray
me with malice. Can we forge a new bond, in spite of all the sorrow and death endured, which
this affair has caused?”“It is my wish to soldier at your side until we are no more, Sire,” Lancelot
stated solemnly as the pair reached King Arthur’s army. “I have killed brothers in arms over my
passion for your Queen. Their blood scalds my soul every waking moment. Perhaps their
sacrifice will quell my villainous lust. What of you, Sire? Can you forgive the-”Modred erred a
final time. With shaking hand, he called for his archers to launch their missiles before Arthur
could be enveloped safely within his army. Lurching desperately with his shield, Lancelot
intercepted the barrage of arrows while using his mount to jolt King Arthur’s steed into the
surging line of men. Thus began the final accounting which would end Camelot for all
time.Having blocked Modred’s attempt on Arthur’s life, Lancelot turned and rode full tilt into
Modred’s surging army. Arthur charged after his friend, with his own followers clamoring for
blood at his back. Zigzagging skillfully, knowing that the mists blurred him as a target, Lancelot
shot into the contingent of Modred’s archers. The First Knight hacked through the stunned men
with a fury birthed by his inherent distaste for the long-range killers. A grim reaper, harvesting
death and mayhem with every sweeping blow of his broadsword, Lancelot drove the surviving
archers into full flight, initiating chaos amongst the ranks. The knight’s devastating attack on the
flank of Modred’s army caused a deadly hesitation at the usurper’s attacking front line.A moment
before King Arthur led his army into a smashing rampage amongst Modred’s ranks, a hail of
arrows from Arthur’s archers rained down through the mist with devastating effect. Without
pause, Lancelot cut into Modred’s flank until only the sheer numbers of milling soldiers halted
his progress. Leaping down from his mount, Lancelot pushed the steed away, hacking a
distance between him and his cherished war mount. A veteran of countless battles, the armored
and hooded stallion reared up, before galloping over and through the mass of slow-moving
infantry.Now, an indefinable time later, Lancelot quickly surveyed the horrific battlefield,
searching for his King. Modred’s knights and infantry avoided Death’s herald as if he were a
living plague, hoping the battle would end before any more of them must face him. With defeat
now dogging his every movement, Modred sought out Arthur with an urgency surpassing even
Lancelot’s. Finally, Modred glimpsed Arthur’s banner to his right, and battled toward him with his
own contingent of knights.Spotting his rogue son cutting a swath through the press so as to face
him, King Arthur galloped out from within the circle of knights pledged to die in his defense. The



knights frantically battled free of the adversaries seeking to kill the King, and followed in Arthur’s
wake. The King swung mightily as he met Modred’s knights. Excalibur smashed through shield
and chain mail of the first knight within his reach. Modred’s infantry, recognizing the King,
managed to unhorse Arthur as his knights arrived in time to rally at his side. His warrior guard
surrounding him, the King fought afoot with shield and sword, with Modred trying desperately to
reach him.Lancelot’s first sight of Arthur since the battle’s first moments was of Modred breaking
through the line of knights and nearly trampling the King. Throwing caution aside, Modred dived
upon the scrambling Arthur. Lancelot, nearly fifty yards away, threw his shield aside. In a
berserker rage, Lancelot raced across the battlefield, killing and maiming any who stood in his
way. Twenty feet from the King, Lancelot cried out as Modred thrust past Arthur’s shield,
impaling the King. Falling to his knees in agony, Arthur looked up in pain-filled sadness at his
son. Modred ripped free the sword embedded in his Father, and swung to decapitate the
King.Lancelot dived across the fallen Arthur, parrying Modred’s stroke at the last second. Rolling
with his momentum, Lancelot regained his feet in time to engage Modred’s backswing. Seeing
Lancelot in front of him, Modred sought to retreat back to his knights, but to no avail. They were
engaged in a pitched battle for life and death with Arthur’s knights, and had no notion of
Modred’s plight.“I hope you said goodbye to your cursed whore of a mother, sprout,” Lancelot
growled, swinging his sword back and forth in weaving fashion, the heavy blade appearing
weightless in the warrior’s hands. “This be your last accounting on earth.”Seeing Lancelot
without shield, Modred bowled into him with his own shield. Fear tearing through him with each
passing second, he slashed at the avenger’s unprotected neck. Modred saw Lancelot smile
grimly and step within the arc of his foe’s sword-blow, slipping under the horrified youth’s
sweeping right arm and coming up in perfect counterstroke position.“Goodbye, sprout,” Lancelot
hissed between clenched teeth as his sword, powered with every bit of energy in Lancelot’s
twisting body, clove Modred’s head from his torso with deadly accuracy.Knights and infantry
paused on both sides of the conflict upon seeing this hideous spectacle. Modred’s head landed
to the side of his crumpling body. The usurper’s eyes glimpsed their last vision: Lancelot’s
booted foot. The knight kicked Modred’s head in utter disdain, and hurried to his King’s side.
Kneeling, Lancelot cradled the fallen Arthur in his arms, knowing from the bloody froth around
the King’s mouth that Modred had dealt him a fatal blow.“My King, I have done for your killer,”
Lancelot whispered, as a hush spread over the battlefield and word of King and son spread
rapidly amongst the armies. “I wish-”“No…my friend…” Arthur spat blood, and clutched
Lancelot’s right hand with both his. “Not good…for a man…to die in bed. Two last deeds…I must
ask of you-”“Anything…” Lancelot agreed in a reverent tone, uncaring of the armored figures
forming around the King and his First Knight.“You must take Excalibur to your…” Arthur
whispered, coughing up blood raggedly, “Vivian…the Lady of the Lake. Tell my Queen…tell her
I-”Lancelot leaned forward with intensity to hear what Arthur wanted said to Guinevere, but the
knight saw the distant look of eternity in the King’s staring eyes. Once mighty Camelot was at an
end. Gently, Lancelot closed the King’s eyes with ungloved hand, and lowered him to the ground.



The knights and soldiers waited tensely for Lancelot to stand.“The battle?” Lancelot looked from
one knight to the other of those standing near him.“Modred’s forces have retreated from the
battlefield, Sire,” one of the soldiers answered. “The day is won.”“And lost,” Lancelot finished
tiredly, drained of emotion. “We will bury our dead, and make comfortable the soon to be dead,
from both sides. I will prepare a shroud for our liege and journey with him to Avalon one final
time. Is there any here who challenges what I must do?”“We heard, Sire. You are First Knight. But
for you, we would have been swept from the field today. We owe you our lives. I would not handle
Excalibur, even if you felt compelled to ask it of me,” Sir Bedivere stated, while the others around
him nodded in agreement. “The sword is cursed with the mantle of kingship. May God grant you
the strength to return it to hell, or to whatever mystical hole from which it came.”A loud murmur of
agreement flowed amongst the gathered brethren-in-arms.“I will fulfill his wishes, but only after
this battlefield is cleared of our dead,” Lancelot acquiesced reluctantly, having hoped for another
to take the cursed sword. “I will fetch a proper shroud. I want a dozen vigilant men to guard my
King’s body. May God in heaven have mercy on you if anything befalls my liege before I return,
because I will have none.”Carefully, Lancelot undid Excalibur’s sheath from Arthur, and sheathed
the King’s sword. Shouldering the belt and sheath, he paced a few steps away from the group
and whistled: a forlorn sound in the still-misty silence. His mount galloped to him out of the
clinging fog, halting just a few feet away from his master. Lancelot hugged the snout of his
fearsome steed, and then launched up into the saddle with practiced care. A soldier approached
him hesitantly, holding up Lancelot’s battered shield.“I…I knew this to be yours, Sire,” the soldier
said, handing the shield up to Lancelot. “Be safe in your journey, my lord.”“Thank you.” Lancelot
reached down to grip the soldier’s shoulder for a moment, and then rode away without another
word.“Volunteers,” Bedivere called out, standing near Arthur’s body. “I am one.”More than a
dozen knights and infantry ringed the body, all battle-weariness gone for the moment, in a final
act of fealty to their King, and in respect for the King’s First Knight.A day later, Lancelot toiled in
death’s garden, stripped to the waist amongst a host of soldiers completing the dread task of
burying their friends and foes alike. The First Knight had garnered both shroud and monk from
the monastery at Glastonbury, where Arthur would be laid to rest. He had then toiled through the
night, digging graves for the men who had died at his side and beneath his sword. It was a
kindness unknown for the ill-fortuned casualties of war, who normally awaited the vultures – both
human and animal – to pick their bones clean. Lancelot had known many on both sides. The
monk worked diligently at his side, in dread and awe of his legendary companion, who had
yanked him from his bed.Lancelot worked through the day without respite, knowing it would be
his last deed as a knight under Arthur’s once splendid realm. He prayed silently for strength to
carry out his King’s last requests. Knowing that Excalibur lay sheathed near him made Lancelot’s
hands ache to hold and wield it in battle. Before accomplishing the nearly superhuman feat of
returning the sword, Lancelot must journey to Guinevere, with words the knight could only
imagine Arthur had meant to say before dying.“You dig as if plagued by demons, my lord,” the
monk observed, handing the knight a water-skin, which Lancelot took gratefully.“I am plagued by



demons of my own making,” Lancelot admitted, returning the water-skin. “We must soon
accompany my King to his final rest. I must then face his Queen. I would sooner fight Modred,
back from the dead, and all his knights.”“The sword still haunts your thoughts?”“Only here,
digging graves for the fallen, have I been able to resist the urge to take Excalibur and leave this
realm forever,” Lancelot replied. He picked up the digging implements, and walked toward the
encampment on the outskirts of Camlann. “I go now to fulfill the King’s last wishes, God willing.
You will accompany me to Glastonbury?”“I am your servant until you no longer need me, my
lord.”Lancelot nodded his acknowledgement. He passed the guards ringing the small camp with
the shroud of Arthur under the King’s banner at the center. Sir Bedivere met Lancelot near King
Arthur’s temporary resting place. Lancelot gripped Bedivere’s extended hand strongly in his
own.“You have been long with the dead, my friend,” Bedivere stated solemnly, “but your eyes
seem clearer.”“I am ready,” Lancelot replied simply. “I will leave at dawn with Friar John to go to
Glastonbury with our King.”“In your tent, I have made ready what you will need to clean up with.
I’ve had your clothing and accoutrements cleaned and repaired. I know you wish to complete
this final chapter alone, but is there anything more I can do?”“Pray I have the will to match my
strength. Your help and presence has been invaluable to me here.” Lancelot embraced Bedivere
as a brother.“You will return soon?” Bedivere asked hesitantly, alarmed at the finality of
Lancelot’s manner.“I cannot,” Lancelot whispered, turning away, with Friar John in his wake. “My
part ended with Arthur. God grant you peace now, my brother. Farewell.”“…and to you, brother,”
Bedivere replied in great sadness, watching the warrior retreat into his tent.Chapter Two:
GlastonburyNudging Friar John awake, Lancelot gestured the yawning clergyman to his
feet.“Come, Friar John, I have readied the cart and banner. Cursed Excalibur is strapped to the
side of our King,” Lancelot told him as he left the tent.Friar John hurriedly gathered his
belongings, and followed Lancelot out into the misty darkness. Only vague strands of light
heralded daybreak at the far-off horizon. Seeing Lancelot dressed in full battle gear, with helmet
and shield, the Friar’s heart raced as he wondered what danger the dread knight prepared to
face.“What stirs you into full armored preparedness, my lord?” Friar John asked, watching
Lancelot swing up onto his mount with ease. “You mount for war, but journey with the dead in
war’s aftermath.”“Be at ease, Friar. I am respecting all decorum on the King’s final journey,”
Lancelot stated, waiting for his companion to get in the cart.“Will the King’s mount endure pulling
this burden?” Friar John asked, passing a hand over the horse’s flank before pulling himself up
into the cart.“Let us be on our way.” Impatiently, Lancelot waved the question off with his hand.
“We all endure what we must, this morning.”“I…I must confess to you something which eats
away at me like the plague, my Lord,” Friar John said, glancing furtively up at Lancelot.“Out with
it, Friar,” Lancelot prompted curtly. “I have little use for riddles this morning, and it’s a hard ride to
where I can free myself of bloody Excalibur.”“The…the Queen is in seclusion at Glastonbury,”
Friar John blurted out, cringing at Lancelot’s glare. “She…she swore me to secrecy, my
Lord.”“Did you tell her of the King’s death?” Lancelot asked wearily, his fury fading.“I sent word to
her before we left, hoping she would wish to meet with you,” Friar John explained. “When she



heard the King had died in battle, the Queen was inconsolable.”“I must go to her after I return the
cursed sword to the lake,” Lancelot stated. “The Queen will hear the last words of the King. He
was specific: I was to tell her of his forgiveness and give her his love. You should have told me
she was at the Abbey.”“I could not disobey her, my Lord,” Friar John reiterated fearfully.“Very well,
let us be on our way,” Lancelot retorted, beginning to turn his mount.“Will you call the Lady Vivian
forth to retrieve the sword?” Friar John asked.“You know of the legend, Friar?” Curious, Lancelot
turned back.“Everyone has heard of the legend. It…it is said that Lady Vivian raised you after the
death of your Father and Mother.”“I have no memory of those times. I remember only her farewell
on the day I set forth as a full grown man,” Lancelot admitted. “Vivian told me I would be the most
powerful knight ever to walk the earth, but I would be cursed as a betrayer for all time. Next time I
saw her, Vivian stopped me from killing Arthur in battle. I had been seeking him to join his
knights, but I knew him not on sight. I crossed paths with a knight, who ordered me
aside.”“Arthur?” Friar John asked, enthralled with the story.“Aye.” Lancelot smiled at the memory.
“My liege thought himself invincible because of his hell-sword. Not so, and only Vivian’s sudden
appearance allowed him to retain his head. His wizard, Merlin, had told Arthur to seek me out.
Arthur and I were inseparable for a long time after.”“Until Lady Guinevere,” Friar John added,
nodded his understanding.“We burned so hot when together that no sense of reason or loyalty
could cool our impossible passion,” Lancelot said ruefully. “Now, my lady chooses a nunnery
rather than-”“Not so, my Lord,” Friar John broke in. “She is ill, both mentally and physically. Lady
Guinevere arrived at Glastonbury near death months ago, before this latest conflagration. When
shielded from all contact with the outside world, my Lady showed some improvement, but she is
gravely ill.”“I will then return cursed Excalibur after we take Arthur to Glastonbury, and I see Lady
Guinevere,” Lancelot stated fiercely, his fist clenched at the pommel of his saddle. “Thank God
we made all the arrangements when I came to get you, Friar. I shall resist Excalibur’s bloody
guile until my Liege is entombed, and I have given Guinevere, Arthur’s last words. Only then will I
carry Excalibur to the place where I was birthed as a man. Come, Friar, let us be gone from this
battlefield.”***Lancelot arrived to complete his grim duty two days later, his journey prolonged by
rigid ceremonial travel. Glad to be back finally at Glastonbury, Friar John tied up the reins and
hurried inside the huge monastery. He returned in short order with six of the clergy dressed in
their full trappings of church position. Friar John approached the still-mounted Lancelot with the
Abbot, to whom Lancelot had spoken when acquiring Friar John’s assistance. The Abbot
paused near Arthur’s body for a moment, placing a hand over the swathed figure before looking
up at Lancelot.“Do you wish the sword entombed with the King, Sir Knight?” The Abbot
asked.“No. I must deal with Excalibur,” Lancelot replied. “How long before the ceremony can
begin?”“Within the hour,” the Abbot answered. “All is in readiness.”“I wish to see the Lady
Guinevere.”“I do not-”“Now, Father…” Lancelot told him, slipping lithely down from his mount.The
Abbot looked up fearfully at the huge Lancelot. “She…she lies near death, Sir Knight, and her
wish is to-”“Do you know where Lady Guinevere is, Friar?” Lancelot silenced the Abbot with an
impatient wave of his hand.Friar John nodded, directing but a brief glance at the Abbot.“Good.”



Lancelot turned to the Abbot. “Take my King, and prepare the ceremony. Friar John will
accompany me to the place where Arthur will be entombed when I have carried out Arthur’s final
wishes.”Lancelot lifted Excalibur from the cart. He strapped it tightly to his saddle mount, the
familiar yearning to wield it surging through him. Lancelot followed Friar John’s lead, leaving his
mount tied up near the entrance. Friar John stopped in front of a room guarded by an armored
man-at-arms, who blocked their way.“I have orders that no one is permitted to enter,” the man
said, looking at Lancelot uneasily, as he shifted the pike in his hand.“I am Lancelot du Lac. I
carry King Arthur’s dying message for his Queen. The Abbot knows we are here.”“Lancelot…”
Guinevere’s voice called out faintly.“If ever you wish to see the outside of this hall alive, brother,
step aside,” Lancelot ordered in a voice so full of malice that the guard leapt out of his way.
Lancelot turned to Friar John. “Let no one enter this room, Friar. If anyone forces his way past
you, give them last rites, for they will never leave the room alive.”“Yes, my lord,” Friar John
acknowledged, closing the door behind Lancelot, and taking the guard’s place in front of
it.Inside the room, his blood pounding, Lancelot rushed to Guinevere’s bedside, where she lay
with her hand outstretched from under the bedclothes. Lancelot grasped her hand in both of his,
kissing it tenderly.Guinevere’s hand was cold as ice. She gasped happily at Lancelot’s touch,
saying, “You…you are so warm, my love. Am I so cold?”“You are as an open flame to me, my
Lady,” Lancelot whispered, fearfully peering at Guinevere, whose features were dim in the lamp-
lit room. “Why did you not send for me when I came from the battle?”“I was afraid for you to see
me like this,” Guinevere sighed. “We are all undone. Arthur is gone, and I follow very soon. Have
you brought my King with you?”“Yes. They prepare him even now,” Lancelot answered, kissing
Guinevere’s hand and arm, his hands seeking to generate some warmth in her. “Arthur forgave
us, love, and he wished us only to be together after the battle.”“Did you finally kill that traitorous
weasel Modred?” Guinevere whispered through clenched teeth. “I dreamed of his death. It was a
lovely dream. Am I…evil, for indulging in such musings?”“Modred was evil, not your dreams.”
Lancelot smiled at the fierceness evident on Guinevere’s haggard features, seeing a fiery vitality
in her eyes that he thought strange. “If Arthur had allowed me a small cut before it all began, he
would be kneeling beside you himself.”“Did you kill Modred, Lancelot?” Guinevere urged, leaning
towards the kneeling Lancelot almost in pleading fashion.“I cut his head off,” Lancelot answered.
“The spawn is dead.”Guinevere lay back, panting at the effort. She smiled. “Will you take me to
the King, my love, so I may see him one last time?”“Whatever be your wish, it will be done,”
Lancelot vowed.Lancelot stood up. He stripped away his helmet and armor, leaving on only his
britches and outer belted robe. Bundling Guinevere in her heavy bedclothes, he took her up
carefully into his arms, shocked at how little she weighed. He called out at the door for Friar John
to come in. He paused next to the man-at-arms after Friar John opened the door.“Bring my
belongings, brother, and follow us to where the ceremony to entomb Arthur is taking place,”
Lancelot directed. “You can drop off my accoutrements near my steed.”“It will be done, my lord,”
the man-at-arms replied in awe, having heard from Friar John who the knight was.“Can you carry
me so far, love?” Guinevere asked, resting her head against Lancelot’s shoulder wearily.“You



weigh no more than a child,” Lancelot said as he kissed Guinevere’s head.“I took your measure,
when no other knight in all the realm could.” Guinevere laughed weakly at her small deceit.“Aye,
lass, you did,” Lancelot whispered, walking carefully behind Friar John, flushing at the memory of
his doomed liaisons with Guinevere. “You were a sorceress.”“You made me scream and plead in
agony, you brute,” Guinevere pouted in jest.“If only you had been mine,” Lancelot murmured
longingly.“It was wrong, but oh, God in heaven, how I desired you,” Guinevere said in hushed
tones, clasping her arms tightly around Lancelot’s neck. “Each time you went away, I knew it was
the right thing to do, but I yearned for you even more. I plotted the whole time you were gone on
those silly quests how I would seduce you yet again.”“I did not need much seduction, as I
remember,” Lancelot replied, as they exited the monastery and entered into the courtyard where
Lancelot had left his horse.The Abbot waited with his retinue as Lancelot approached behind
Friar John.“All is in readiness,” the Abbot announced, looking doubtfully at Guinevere, who had
closed her eyes, being unused to the daylight.“My Queen would like to see her King once more,”
Lancelot told him.Nodding, the Abbot turned to lead the way. Inside the sepulcher, Lancelot
carried Guinevere over to Arthur’s unsealed stone tomb, where his shrouded body was visible.
Lancelot lowered Guinevere gently. She reached out with trembling hand, covering Arthur’s
hidden face for a moment.“Goodbye…my King,” Guinevere intoned reverently. “I am…sorry I was
not the queen…you needed so desperately to hold the realm together.”Guinevere turned then to
Lancelot. She reached up with her other hand, cupping Lancelot’s chin. “Goodbye, my
love.”Lancelot watched as the light drained from Guinevere’s eyes. Her hand dropped lifelessly
from his chin, and the Queen was dead. Lancelot sat upon the edge of Arthur’s stone tomb and
held Guinevere tightly for a long while. Friar John approached the grieving knight cautiously. He
laid his hand over Lancelot’s comfortingly.“Come, my Lord. We will prepare the Queen to join her
King.”Lancelot looked up unseeing for a moment, tears streaming down his scarred face. The
First Knight nodded, finally, and again stood. All he had belonged to was now gone. Lancelot
followed Friar John a final time.***“Shall I go with you, my lord?” Friar John asked, having rushed
out at dawn, somehow knowing that Lancelot planned to leave.“You have become a wizard now,
Friar?” Lancelot asked, looking down at the breathless priest. “You know my thoughts and plans
without speech?”“I know Excalibur to be your final quest,” Friar John nodded. “I thought perhaps
you would abide for a time here before returning the Sword of Kings.”“Sword of Demons, more
like,” Lancelot replied, grinning. “I go now, for the Sword of the Damned sings to me like a lover. I
would be shed of it. Stay here, Friar. What I do this time, I must do alone. Farewell,
John.”“Farewell, my friend,” Friar John replied, grasping Lancelot’s outstretched hand. “I hope to
see you again.”Nearly two days later, Lancelot approached the lake where he had awakened as
a man, with all the accoutrements of a warrior. He had not been visited by Vivian, who many
believed to be a water-faerie, or lake-maiden, since his near-decapitation of Arthur. Will she
come when I reach the lake he wondered with some uneasiness about his task? Lancelot did
not feel much like going on a quest for some water-faerie who had supposedly raised him. The
questions of old, which Vivian would not answer, no longer mattered to him.Lancelot heard the



clink of armor, knowing instinctively that an ambush lay ahead. He smiled. Do these dogs think
I’m some farmer wandering around the countryside he mused, looking around the wooded area
for archers’ nests. Lancelot stopped fifty yards before he believed any trap would be
sprung.“Come out, cowards!” Lancelot shouted, filling his hands with sword and shield. “If you
wish to play, I am your man.”Four mounted knights and six men-at-arms with pikes detached
themselves from the trees far ahead. Lancelot peered at the leader’s cant, as he took the lead.
Anger and recognition flooded the First Knight’s countenance. Twice in his life Lancelot had held
his killing stroke from an enemy: once at Arthur’s command at Camlann, sparing Modred, and
once before that, sparing Guinevere’s accuser, Meleagaunce. Each time, disaster followed.
Modred killed Arthur, and Meleagaunce kidnapped the Queen. Lancelot nodded his head with
some satisfaction, thinking that not many get a chance to right wrongs in their life.“Sir Lancelot,”
Meleagaunce called out as if he were greeting an old friend.“That be far enough, Sir Toad.”
Lancelot gestured with his sword, halting Meleagaunce’s retinue. “To what do I owe the honor of
being ambushed by so unworthy a foe?”“Fine!” Meleagaunce shouted angrily. “Have your small
jest. We know you carry Excalibur. Drop it to the ground, and we will let you ride away.”Lancelot
laughed. He pranced his steed back and forth in front of Meleagaunce and his men, chortling in
genuine amusement, but always with his eye to the adversaries aligned before him. Lancelot
finally pulled up on his horse’s reins, leaning forward slightly.“Oh, Sir Toad, I needed that,”
Lancelot said, gesturing at Meleagaunce with his sword. “I did not know if I could laugh again. I’m
relieved to know I can.”“Let us be done with this braggart!” One of the knights on Meleagaunce’s
right yelled out. “What have we to fear from-”In the space of a heartbeat, Lancelot rode through
them, striking the stunned knight with the flat of his sword in the back of the man’s head as he
rode by. The young knight pitched forward unconscious from his saddle, to lie in a heap at the
feet of Meleagaunce’s horse. Lancelot turned his steed as if he were a centaur, before any
others could react. One man-at-arms raised his pike, only to receive a wave-off from
Lancelot.“Raise that pike, and I will adorn it with your head,” Lancelot warned. The man looked at
his comrades and lowered the pike. “Any of you other armored fops have anything to say? Your
man down there be the only living warning you get.”It may well have been Lancelot’s demeanor,
or the reputation he had earned, or the ease in which he struck down their comrade, but
whatever the cause, the mounted men wanted no part of him. They stayed silent. Meleagaunce
looked around in fury at his cowered men, who would not meet his eyes.“Come, Sir Toad,”
Lancelot said finally. “I have a proposition for you. Order your retinue back. I will give Excalibur to
you, and we will fight. No need for me to kill your men, and no need for you to die without holding
the cursed Sword of Kings first. In your case though, Sir Toad, it will be the Sword of Death. Look
here.”Lancelot unsheathed Excalibur. It gleamed from the preparation Lancelot had given it.
Excalibur, with its burnished sheen and simple warrior elegance, presented an aura unmatched
by any jewel-encrusted decoration to be worn on parade. Shimmering within Lancelot’s grasp,
Excalibur cast its spell on any man who beheld its splendor. Even though he knew the sword’s
deadly attraction after so many years seeing it in Arthur’s hand, or at his side, it took all



Lancelot’s force of will to deny it the blood-letting the sword’s enchantment craved. Only Arthur
could wield the blade without succumbing to its unholy thirst. That was why Lancelot had
respected the past leader of Camelot more than any man alive. Lancelot watched his foes with
amusement, as they stared gape-mouthed at the sword, smiling at Meleagaunce’s entranced
look of avarice. Only after many moments of stunned silence did Meleagaunce tear his eyes
away from the sword. Lancelot watched him visibly shudder.“All or nothing,” Lancelot shook
Excalibur provocatively. “What say you, Sir Toad?”“I will enjoy carving your heart out,”
Meleagaunce retorted, pointing at the fallen knight. “Take him up and retreat down the path. I will
join you there.”Meleagaunce’s men moved away without comment, glad to be away from
Lancelot. Lancelot rode over slowly to Meleagaunce, reversing his hold on Excalibur, while
gripping his shield tightly. Without looking away from his sworn enemy, Lancelot dismounted
easily. Laying the fabled sword down on the ground, Lancelot backed away twenty paces with
his own shield and sword at the ready. There, he released his horse’s reins, and waved his sword
at Meleagaunce with marked disdain.“Come, come…don’t be shy. I am not a coward like you,
who would rush forward to strike a man out of position,” Lancelot told Meleagaunce with some
impatience.Meleagaunce dismounted with sword and shield in spite of Lancelot’s promise. He
only released his own sword when Excalibur was within his grasp. Lancelot grinned
appreciatively at how easy the cursed sword claimed Meleagaunce. The Black Knight, as
Meleagaunce was known to many, caressed the sword with a reverence Lancelot knew he had
never given to anything human. Finally, Meleagaunce looked away from the sword, shifting it and
his shield into position, all fear of defeat gone in an instant.“You will not die slowly,” Meleagaunce
muttered, beckoning to Lancelot.“Probably not,” Lancelot replied, gripping his battle worn sword
with practiced ease, “but then again, I will not be the one dying today.”“Enough!” Meleagaunce
shouted, thrusting Excalibur at a perceived opening Lancelot had given him.Lancelot parried the
thrust at the last possible moment, allowing Excalibur’s blade to slide along his own sword as he
then spun, gaining momentum. The counterstroke landed like a thunderclap on Meleagaunce’s
shield and buckled it, driving the black knight to his knees. Meleagaunce cried out in agony as
the shield gave way around his arm. Lancelot stepped back as Meleagaunce shed the ruined
shield painfully from his arm, desperately working his fingers, trying to get feeling into his
numbed appendage. The black knight looked at Excalibur with dawning apprehension, realizing
suddenly that the sword could not make him a better warrior.“I see your shield has died, Sir
Toad,” Lancelot observed, throwing his own shield to the ground. “There. We are both without
shield now.”Meleagaunce staggered to his feet, looking back where his men watched the fight
from a distance. Lancelot laughed.“Call out to your men, Sir Toad, and the only thing they will
see is your head bouncing down the path to meet them.”Terrified but furious, Meleagaunce
gripped Excalibur in both hands, and attacked Lancelot in a flurry of blows meant to overwhelm
him. Lancelot shifted, parried, slid aside, and with a sweep of his blade, made a shallow cut
alongside Meleagaunce’s left calf. Meleagaunce grunted in pain, jumping back away from
Lancelot, with Excalibur held defensively. The Black Knight felt blood trickle into his boot.“Did I



mention that Arthur himself tried battling me with Excalibur?” Lancelot asked, as he spun his
sword lightly in hand, weaving it expertly. “It was before we knew each other, and I was on the
verge of taking his head when the owner of the blade stopped us. The Lady of the Lake – the
woman who raised me: my stepmother, Vivian – halted our fight in time to save Arthur’s life. She
will not be coming to save you, Sir Toad.”Screaming in impotent fury, Meleagaunce launched an
attack which would have maimed nearly anyone else. Lancelot met his blows until he felt
Meleagaunce’s attack begin to weaken. He struck Excalibur with his own sword powerfully
enough to throw Meleagaunce off stride. Lancelot spun around once again, slicing downwards
viciously. The blade cut the Black Knight nearly in two. Meleagaunce collapsed screaming.
Excalibur fell to the ground, as the mortally stricken man clutched the grievous wound
hopelessly with his hands.Lancelot picked up Excalibur and whistled. His mount galloped over
from where he had been grazing. As Meleagaunce’s screams turned to sobbing moans,
Lancelot cleaned the blade and sheathed it once again. Gripping his own bloody sword,
Lancelot returned to Meleagaunce after retrieving his shield.“Was it good for you too, Sir Toad?”
Lancelot asked grimly. “Your truce with Arthur, after abducting the Queen, prevented this day of
reckoning for far too long.”Lancelot watched Meleagaunce’s last moments on earth stoically.
When Meleagaunce gasped and lay still, Lancelot looked up toward the watching men in the
distance. He waved them forward, gesturing at their dead leader. The group marched and rode
toward him slowly, as if expecting Lancelot to fly forward amongst them. Instead, Lancelot
gathered up his shield, and mounted his horse. Lancelot did not speak until Meleagaunce’s men
were abreast of Meleagaunce’s body.“Take Sir Toad and go in peace,” Lancelot directed. “Make
no move to follow, or engage me in any way from here on. Is that clear?”The knight in the lead
nodded his understanding. Three of the men-at-arms lifted Meleagaunce’s blood-soaked body
up over his saddle, and secured him in place with his shield and sword. Lancelot moved around
them at a slow pace, keeping his eyes on the group until he was well down the path. For their
part, Meleagaunce’s men said nothing while in Lancelot’s earshot.Lancelot arrived at his
destination three hours later. The first azure colors, heralding day’s end, escorted the sun below
the horizon, leaving perhaps another hour of light to make camp. Lancelot knew the legend of
how Arthur acquired Excalibur, supposedly when a hand gave it into his care from the surface of
this very lake. Arthur himself explained the happening to Lancelot after Vivian prevented
Lancelot from killing the King. As the two comrades returned to Camelot, Arthur explained how
he had fallen into a deep sleep near the lake, and the Lady Vivian had appeared to him in a
dream. Upon awakening, Arthur found Excalibur next to him. Merlin had told Arthur it was the
Sword of Kings.Lancelot prepared and ate a meal in darkness, after unsaddling his horse, and
laying out some rough bedding. Long ago, the Knight had learned the truth of the axiom that it is
better to be cold than to awaken with someone slitting your throat. He slept fitfully, as the wolf
sleeps, with his back to the bole of a Wych Elm tree, and shield and sword in hand. Excalibur
hung from the corner of his shield.Chapter Three: VivianSomething changed in the night.
Lancelot leaped to his feet, his sword and shield at the ready. Mist combined with moonlight, and



a clear sky, to cast hazy shadows in the darkness around Lancelot. The shadows seemed to
move of their own accord, rather than quiver with the slight lake breeze. One shadow directly in
front of Lancelot gained more visible form: the outline of a woman with hooded cape.“You do not
sleep soundly, my son,” a woman’s voice, with sultry lilt, noted.“As you told me long ago, my
lady,” Lancelot replied, blinking the remnants of sleep from his eyes, “Queen Elaine and King
Ban of Benwick were my parents.”“They abandoned you almost in this spot.”“Yes, but only in
death, not by choice,” Lancelot retorted, having since learned the fate of his parents. “I honor
your part in my awakening as a warrior in this spot, but I know nothing of how those skills were
imparted to me. You explained little, either then, or when you prevented the killing blow meant for
Arthur.”“It was here that I left Excalibur in Arthur’s keeping. He used it with honor, if not
intelligence,” Vivian added, ignoring Lancelot’s pointed meaning. “Even near death, Arthur
remembered his duty, and sent you to return it to me.”“And I am here, my Lady.”“May I build a fire
for us, my son?” Vivian asked, but did not wait for an answer. With a gesture, she caused fire to
spring up from the ground between them, dispelling the mist. “Please, sit with me for a time,
Lancelot. I mean you no harm.”Lancelot shrugged. “It means little to me if you do.” He set down
his shield before sitting cross-legged with sword across his lap. “I am here to return Excalibur at
Arthur’s request. But for a few comrades, everything I have loved is gone. I contributed much to
the evil which transpired. That fact leaves me with little curiosity now as to my own
origins.”“Lancelot,” Vivian said soothingly, pushing her hood back to reveal the same beauteous
face Lancelot remembered: one notable for raven black hair, eerily shining blue eyes, and no
hint of aging. “We all had our parts to play. You did everything expected of you and more. With
you at his side, Arthur beat back the truly black forces of evil. In resisting Guinevere’s constant
attempts at seduction, you completed quests no other Knight could have accomplished.“Even
while mesmerized against your will, you fathered Galahad, the only Knight ever to complete the
quest for the Holy Grail. Without you at his side through myriad dangers, he would never have
succeeded. Galahad would have been killed along the way without you at his side. This you
know; because you went along, knowing that the Grail would never be within your grasp. You
torture yourself with thoughts that it was you who brought about Arthur’s fall and his death. In
reality, Arthur’s naïve handling of those around him was both his strength and deadly
weakness.”“Dust in the wind, my lady,” Lancelot muttered, his fists clenching at Vivian’s grim
recital of past events. “I take solace in my faith, and little else. I made peace with what I am,
which is why I was at Arthur’s side at Camlann. I attributed my skills on the battlefield to God’s
grace, and stopped questioning the ease in which I could take men’s lives. It will always be a
contradiction to have faith in the Lord and yet be so comfortable at war.”“And what of your
prowess in the bedroom?” Vivian smiled at Lancelot’s piercing look as he stared across the fire
at her. “Did you not also wonder at the ease in which you could make women scream in ecstasy,
because you possessed almost a sixth sense as to what they craved? Were you not curious as
to why Guinevere, Elaine, and so many others, spent their waking moments plotting to be with
you again?”“Having no one with which to compare myself, I gave it no thought, my lady,” Lancelot



answered carefully. “A man of honor holds his silence on such matters. I believe Guinevere was
in love with me, and I most certainly was in love with her. She was the only woman for whom I
professed my love. If you have a revelation meant to cheapen another aspect of my life, it has
been done already. There is no need to belittle it further.”“I meant only to explain I loved you
greatly as stepson, and eventually as my lover.”“What mean you, witch?” Lancelot exclaimed
angrily, leaping to his feet, sword in hand. “Many say you belong to the Faerie Folk, or you be a
Wood Nymph. I care not. Keep silent in regard to that of which I have no knowledge.
Never-”“Hush, Lancelot,” Vivian urged, standing to gesture in placating form with her hands. “I
did not mean to upset you. I am neither of those things. I am Nephilim: offspring of a fallen angel
and a human. Heaven itself requested that I raise and teach all of life to you before the age of
eighteen. My only reward would come about if you exhibited the courage and honor needed after
Arthur’s death to return here with Excalibur. You could have taken the sword for yourself, but you
brought it here instead, at great personal risk.”“You know about Meleagaunce, then?” Lancelot
asked wearily, sitting down again.“Of course.”“It was not a great risk,” Lancelot added with a grin.
“So what of your reward?”“The curse is ended, and I may return to heaven,” Vivian answered,
smiling back.“I long to see my son again,” Lancelot said suddenly. “Will I ever-”“Galahad is with
the Lord, Lancelot,” Vivian interrupted. “Your path here on earth will be long and hard. I have
been instructed to outline what lies ahead for you.”“I am weary of this land. Do I have a
choice?”“It is Heaven’s wish that you stay. There will be a day far in the future, when another
Arthur will need your help and guidance.” Vivian leaned forward earnestly.“Let me recant this tale
of woe you unfold for me,” Lancelot retorted bitterly. “I am to stay here, killing and maiming for an
indeterminate time, until another Arthur is given into my care, so that I may endure yet another
cycle of death. I would sooner fall on this cursed Excalibur, and watch my blood run freely.”“You
do not have to maim and kill, Lancelot.”“What shall I do? I am not a monk, or a farmer.” Lancelot
pleaded his case with open hands. “I am a warrior. It is in my nature. In my brief glimpse of the
Grail, I saw everything I could never be in my son Galahad.”“You have been chosen, Lancelot,”
Vivian repeated. “All you are is known and enlisted in this cause, as in your life so far. Actions you
see as haphazard or indecipherable will become clear eventually, just as all you have done in
this part of your life will become legend. If you will agree willingly to take on this continuing quest,
your diligence will be rewarded. May I show you the years of your youth?”Lancelot nodded, and
Vivian walked around the fire, her hand extended.“Take my hand, and I will show you a time
when all was not pain and death.”Hesitantly, Lancelot took her hand. His forgotten memories
exploded through him, and he collapsed to the ground in a shuddering fit. Vivian closed her eyes
in concentration, gripping Lancelot’s hand with both hers as she knelt at his side. Vivian blushed,
remembering the teenaged Lancelot. Lancelot would now know that she had been the first
woman to cry out in pleasure with him. It had been a wondrous time for her – a time during which
Vivian had imparted the skills of a warrior, combined with a consummate lover’s tender passion,
in Lancelot’s training.Vivian held Lancelot for nearly an hour. Finally, the knight’s breathing
returned to normal, and he stopped shaking. Vivian helped Lancelot sit up against the tree,



stroking her hand over his brow gently. A breeze dispelled the ground mist completely, revealing
a sparkling panorama of stars in the clear sky. Opening his eyes, Lancelot met Vivian’s
concerned look with new recognition.“You have been…much more to me than I ever dreamed,”
Lancelot whispered, taking her hand and kissing her palm. “Why did you not show me all this
before, my lady?”“The tragic triangle with Arthur and Guinevere may not have happened,” Vivian
gasped as Lancelot kissed her neck. “Please…I-”“I have loved more than one woman.” Lancelot
covered Vivian’s mouth with his own in an increasingly passionate kiss, his tongue gently
meeting hers, tentatively at first.Vivian’s arms wound possessively around Lancelot’s neck. She
groaned with need she had not felt for many years. Her body responded urgently. His caressing
hands worked her robe aside, pushing it back and down from her bare shoulders. She was
naked underneath. Vivian protested as Lancelot pushed her away easily, but she hurriedly
helped, when she saw that he wanted only to remove his armor and clothing. Lancelot continued
his attentive kisses over Vivian’s face, lips, and throat as he stripped slowly and deliberately.Free
of their clothing, the two lovers remained kneeling, their hands stroking each other’s body with
knowing familiarity. Lancelot grasped Vivian’s long black tresses. The shimmer of dark hair
highlighted by the fire lay in stark contrast to her white skin. Breathing more heavily, Lancelot lay
Vivian down upon her robe, where with tongue, lips, and teeth, he worked his way slowly down
her body. Vivian cried out with each teasing touch and nibble, her body twisting in desire. Their
trysts went on into the night, ending only as dawn’s grayish sky cast natural light to herald a new
day. Vivian lay atop Lancelot, her otherworldly fire keeping the chill from their bodies.“I…I was
supposed to tell you of your mission here, after restoring the memories lost for so long,” Vivian
whispered at Lancelot’s ear. “You were always able to make me forget my duty, dear sir. Come,
we will bathe in the lake and speak of what lies ahead.”“Will you heat our bathing spot as you did
long ago, my lady?” Lancelot asked, stroking Vivian’s hair.“Of course,” Vivian agreed with a
laugh. “I do not wish you to catch a cold, or your splendid tool to shrink in protest to the frigid
water.”Lancelot stood up effortlessly, with Vivian squealing against him, he walked to the lake
bank. Lifting her up away from him, Lancelot threw his now protesting lover into the water. She
turned her flight into a perfect dive, surfacing like a true water nymph, and looking up at the
smiling Lancelot.“You have grown, my love,” Vivian said, admiring the nearly six-and-a-half-foot-
tall, heavily built knight with frank appreciation. “You are indeed a monster. This small section is
all warmed up for you. Come in with me.”Lancelot stepped into the water, seeing the steam
coming off the surface of a small area around Vivian. It was hot, and Lancelot sat down in the
shallows, reclining with a grunt of satisfaction as Vivian floated over him. She rubbed her hands
over his shoulders and chest, remembering with desire their past hours by the fire. He held her
with passion he thought lost to him forever. Much later, Vivian slid off to Lancelot’s side, her head
on his chest, panting noticeably.“You will remain on earth until you are given instructions,
Lancelot,” Vivian told him, stroking his chest with her hand. “Travel and learn everything you can.
I know not how long your wait will be. I have already reversed your years to the age of twenty-
one. The scars you have will remain. It is not within my power to take them away. No force on



earth, but for the supernatural, will be able to slay you. Even the most grievous wounds taken in
battle will heal. A time will come when you will have to change identities constantly. Not aging will
get you branded a demon in suspicious peoples’ minds, so living for very long in any one area
may be unwise.”For the first time since waking, Lancelot realized that the many pains he had
endured for years were gone. He put his hand over Vivian’s, unsure of how to react.“My pain is
gone,” Lancelot said simply. “Did you come to me last night for-”Vivian leaned over Lancelot,
covering his mouth. “I love you. Because of your iron resolve, everything is in place. Your legend
will live on, as will King Arthur, the Knights of the Round Table, Camelot, and even Guinevere.
The lasting influence will have an effect on everything from literature to the foundation of
Western Civilization. When you returned Excalibur to me, my time on earth was done. Last night
was the completion of my mission, and my reward. I will miss you most of all, my love.”“It would
appear that I will never be able to know lasting love in this long life I have been given,” Lancelot
replied, kissing Vivian’s forehead. “Thank you for last night.”“What will you do for now?” Vivian
asked.“I will leave this place, and journey to Jerusalem. There is a knightly order there,
the-”“Knights Templar,” Vivian finished for him, nodding in agreement with his choice. “You would
be able to learn much in that area of the world, which will help later. A new world will spring up
across the sea, my love. When first it becomes possible to journey there, do so. Your future
mission will take place across the ocean. Lancelot, I can let you out of this endeavor, if you so
wish.”“If it be God’s will, then I am blessed to carry it out,” Lancelot answered. “I only fear
disappointing the Lord in the way I live. I confess to being far less than a saint in my dealings with
women. Given the time I must wait here, anyone I love will age and die. In many ways, it will be a
bleak existence, my lady.”“Yes, for a long time, it may even be a torture for you,” Vivian agreed
quietly.“Will I be able to have a family, if I wish?”“Your youth and invulnerability comes at a price.
You will not be able to father offspring,” Vivian told him, looking away.“It is just as well. I do not
wish to outlive any more children,” Lancelot affirmed, thinking back to his loss of Galahad. Are
you going to tell me before you go?”“What am I to tell you?”“You were Guinevere.”Vivian
pretended confusion for a moment, but Lancelot’s smile made her blush.“It is difficult for me to
believe an angel can blush,” Lancelot observed.“How-”“If you wished to keep it a secret, you
should not have slept with me, or given me my memories back,” Lancelot stated.“I was brutal in
raising you to be a warrior,” Vivian replied defensively.“Until you began sleeping with me,”
Lancelot pointed out.“You were sixteen, and I…I didn’t mean for it to happen.”“Rather
incestuous, I think,” Lancelot kidded her.“I am not your mother!” Vivian gasped indignantly,
elbowing the now laughing Lancelot. “It was…oh, Lancelot…it was wonderful. Those two years
before you had to leave me wiped away all thought of my curse. Until then, all I could think of was
how to groom you into the being needed to release me from the earth. It took all my power to
wipe away your memory of me. My coldness on the day I explained how you came to be by this
lake fully grown, was needed to get me through it.”“Was it an accident, my meeting Arthur and
nearly killing him?”“It was that idiot, Merlin,” Vivian answered angrily. “All was in readiness for the
meeting to take place. Instead, Merlin sent Arthur out as if he were on a quest. I barely arrived in



time to save the young fool. To his credit, Arthur never forgot the lesson you taught him that day.
Excalibur craves blood, but it cannot increase the prowess of the one wielding it.”“Did you have
trouble seeing me?” Lancelot asked curiously, running his fingertips over Vivian’s cheek.“It was
all I could do not to strip right in front of you like a common harlot,” Vivian groaned.
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LK Reinmiller, “Not usually a King Arthur fan but this was a fun modern take on it. I just reread
this for the third time because it is a fun twist to what I always thought was a boring story. The
modernization of the characters and the plot, throwing in paranormal aspects like vampires and
shifters, along with DeLeo's usual rapid fire action makes this a fun read. Is it for everyone? Don’t
know, but DeLeo himself admits he just writes the kind of stories he likes to read. So if you don’t
want pulp fiction mixed with the Arthurian legend ...”

Chuck, “I Hate Writing. I thought I had all Mr DeLeo’s books but I was checking again after
seeing I hadn’t endorsed a book so I started looking and look what I found LoL”

Ebook Tops Reader, “I wanted to stop reading but couldn't. Bernard Lee DeLeo use of 'old'
English periodically throughout the book was amusing and shows his gift of coloring the story.
I've never been one to read stories with and really didn't expect the myriad supernatural
characters but they seemed to fit right in and were quickly dealt their just rewards. Near the end I
was ready for the plot to end which has never happened in any of his books before. I put it down
to the 'supernatural' aspects of the story or possibly the extraction of my last wisdom tooth at 6
plus decades of age.”

L Spray, “Hooked. Ok, I enjoyed this book. I read my first of deleo's books last week. Cold
mountain. Then the first Nick the assassin book. Then dhampir. Now this. I also ordered a bunch.
I have a new author to follow. I like simple action books. Not a bunch of plot twists. I read to relax.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Loved it. Great story telling by one of the great authors of our time. The
story holds your interest so you never want to stop reading!!”

Alee, “Fun Read. I had just finished reading several other of this author's works and tried this on
a whim. It's a silly, but fun read,with a lot of good action and a creative retelling of the Arthur
legend. The author really has a good storytelling gene going. Try his "Hardcase" series for more
action based fiction in which the good guys always win. One caveat, the politics preached in
spots is decidedly right of center.”

Adventure Lady, “Knights of the round table returns. If only for a day! Now this was a journey
worth taking. So many different versions of the days of King Arthur and his knights I enjoyed this
one among the top entertaining”

Golfnut, “Interesting and fun. Mr DeLeo puts a strange but interesting twitch on an old great
story. And he does it in his normal fun blood letting way. Fun reading, I enjoyed reading this a
lot.  Thank you Bernard”



O.L.D., “Good stuff. This is an interesting Take Two of the Arthurian legend. It's decently told in
an enjoyable fashion and has been properly polished. It's a good way to spend some time.”

Mark Boyle, “Fantasy violence. I am a longtime fan of the author. This genre is not my usual fare
however he makes a fair fist of it. With his story telling.”

The book by Bernard Lee DeLeo has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 56 people have provided feedback.
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