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“I am just a man, I am not the Black Wolf of Albion or the White Hart of Camelot, I am just a man.
I have but one task – to keep Galahad du Lac alive and away from the Lady of the Lake long
enough for him to take the throne of Albion. I will do this for the sake of Camelot and my heritage,
but also because Galahad du Lac is possibly the only man I will ever truly love.”Loholt
Pendragon and Galahad du Lac are the two men set to rule Albion now the old guard are
gone.Unfortunately, Loholt is burdened by a crown he doesn’t want and a heritage of which he
feels unworthy. Galahad is burdened by his parent’s sacrifice to The Lady.Her hate for the royal
family has left Galahad profoundly damaged and a difficult man with whom to reason.These two
young men must find a way to work together to save their families, their heritage and ultimately
each other.The first book in a new series based on hugely successful Knights of Camelot that
began with Lancelot and the Wolf.Finalist for Third Annual Bisexual Book Awards
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Bandit and PirateCHAPTER 1“I’m impressed with your manhood but do you really need to
spend quite so long cleaning yourself?” I asked over the noise of the waterfall.The figure I
watched flinched and slipped, catching the wall of rock to maintain his balance. He blinked water
from his eyes and swept long black hair back out of his face. “Who are you?” he asked, locating
me with surprising ease.“Someone that clearly doesn’t want you dead, Galahad du Lac,” I said. I
rose from under the trees and brushed my hands on my thighs to walk into the sun. “I need to
talk to you.”He stood in the water, completely naked and obviously thinking more about possible
attack than his modesty. “Who are you?” he asked again.“Loholt Pendragon,” I said and watched
Galahad’s eyes widen in shock. “Morgana sent me to find you and she doesn’t have a lot of
patience. So, please, Highness, get your rather lovely backside down here and we can leave.”I
turned my back but that perfect physical representation of manhood burned in my mind.
“Thanks,” I muttered to myself as I backtracked to the horses. “I really appreciate being raised in
such an open minded household.”I did this often, more so since riding alone. I spoke to my
father’s spirit and that of his Black Wolf. Sometimes I wondered which of them I missed more; my
Uncle Lancelot had influenced a huge part of my training and upbringing once my mother
stopped being dictatorial about my education. Their loss hurt every day.I brushed my sadness
aside and busied myself with Galahad’s fire. I’d been tracking him for days and knew he wouldn’t
respond well to my company if I didn’t make a grand entrance and catch him unawares.The tall
figure strode out of the bushes and glared down at me where I once more sat on the ground. I
smiled. “We have bird for breakfast,” I said, pointing at the roasting bird I’d caught the previous
day.Galahad’s eyes narrowed.I tried again. “You have your father’s eyes, and clearly his
physique.”“My body is none of your business. I know how corrupt the men of Camelot and The
City are,” he snapped and pointed at me. “You will be no exception.”“Hmm.” I poked the fire and
didn’t rise to the bait. “Your father told me you’d think like that, having been raised by The
Lady.”“Do not mention my corrupted father and my foster mother in the same sentence,” he said,
but he did approach while pulling his shirt over his flawless pale skin. He sat on a log and
stretched out his long legs. “Really, what are you doing here, Loholt Pendragon?”“Holt,” I said.
“Exactly what I told you. Morgana sent me because she is dying. Once she’s gone there will be a
year of mourning and politics, then a new king or queen will be chosen. We want it to be you, so
does your mother and so did your father. I’m charged with making it happen because they trust
me.”Galahad studied me with his dark brown eyes, so like his father’s. My own were like my



mother’s apparently, but slid to grey whenever I was provoked. He really did look like his father,
except for the long hair. Jet black and very straight, his Sidhe heritage obvious, tied at the nape
of his neck with a leather thong and very well groomed. Unlike my dirty blonde mess. He spoke
with no accent and his words were careful. Nothing about Galahad seemed relaxed.I’d been
warned he’d be difficult, contrary and proud. I feared these might be his most appealing
attributes other than his long legs and rather lovely backside.“My mother is dying?”I could have
slapped myself in the head. “Damn it, I’m sorry, Galahad. I should have been more careful.” I
paused and watched a flicker of pain pass through Galahad’s eyes. I spoke more carefully, “She
is very sick and growing weaker. She was closely tied to both our fathers and now they are
gone...” I’d cry if I tried to finish that sentence. I had watched first Lancelot and then my own dear
father die within days of each other. Arthur Pendragon didn’t release his lover’s hand for one
moment during that final vigil. It broke all our hearts.“It’s fine, Loholt. She and my father gave me
away at birth, they are responsible only for bringing me into the world,” Galahad said firmly. “The
Lady raised me as her own after they discarded me as worthless.”I snapped my mouth shut
before the summer bugs took up residence. “Erm, what?”He turned those lovely dark eyes
toward me and blinked. The long black lashes kissed his high cheekbones and soft skin. “They
gave me away.”“No,” I said gently. “They didn’t. You were taken as the price for peace. Morgana
and Lancelot had to give you to The Lady to ensure she didn’t side with their enemies in the final
war with Balar. It broke their hearts. Don’t you remember? You screamed and fought with terrible
ferocity.”Galahad stared at me for a very long time. “You lie. I was given to The Lady as a babe in
arms.”“No, you were four years old. You are now twenty four. I was ten at the time and remember
it vividly. Your loss shattered your parents but they were desperate when they made the deal.” I
watched the news filter through the carefully constructed exterior of Galahad du Lac.“I am
twenty four?” he asked.“Yes.”“What evidence do you have for your words?” he asked. I heard the
brittle confusion behind his question.“None, I didn’t think I’d need any,” I said. I moved slowly to
the roasting bird, watching him. He was tense and a tense warrior you don’t know is not
something you want to turn your back on.“My foster mother would have no reason to lie to me,”
he said.“Um,” I said wondering how to deal with this tactfully. “What would telling the truth gain
her?” Wow, sometimes I amazed myself with my tact. Maybe I was my father’s son after all and
not the constant failure I feared I represented.The muscles in his jaw bunched and his hand
flexed. “How long will it take to reach The City from here?” he asked.“I’m not sure because I’m
not sure I know where we are exactly.” I tore a leg off the bird and handed it to him. He took a bite
but didn’t look at me.“How did you find me?” he asked.I shrugged. “I suspect a fair amount of
divine intervention and luck.” I didn’t bother to mention my amble skills as a tracker.“We will leave
after breakfast and ride to the nearest town. They will tell us in which direction we should be
heading,” he said with authority.“Yes, Highness, of course, Highness,” I said.He looked at me and
I tried really hard to keep a straight face. His indignation at my tone made me want to laugh at
him.He ignored me but I watched the skin on his neck flush red. Poor boy.I took pity and
changed the subject. “Your mother will be pleased to see you.”“After Lancelot died, my foster



mother deemed it safe for me to leave our home,” Galahad said. “That is the only reason I am
now here.” He picked at the meat without looking at it and tried to keep the grease off his fingers
and his beardless chin.“Safe? Why would your father’s death make it safe?” I asked. I studied
him and attempted to peel back the layers to the honest core of the man. No easy feat. He was
not happy. It was not the kind of unhappiness my arrival produced, there was something deeper,
something broken inside Galahad du Lac.Those dark eyes turned to me again. “Just because
our fathers were close doesn’t mean I need to share my world with you, Lord Pendragon. If I am
to challenge for the throne of Albion, we need to leave.” He rose and wiped his fingers on a soft
cloth he pulled from his purse.I wanted to poke that statement. I feared we’d made a real mistake
in choosing Galahad as our next champion and king. “Our fathers were lovers, Galahad. The
most beautiful –”“Shut up. Their love was a corruption and stain on the honour of both our
peoples. My mother was a sow for breeding their children.” The words snapped out of his mouth
but his back remained facing me and slightly hunched, demonstrating his defensive
attitude.Despite his words making me feel sick I managed to stay calm. “Their love was the
perfection Albion needed for years of peace. Their union flowed through the land and gave hope
and happiness to countless people. And your mother is the bravest the most beautiful and
intelligent woman I’ve ever met. Her dedication to the throne of Albion has been faultless. So has
her sacrifice.”Galahad didn’t look at me, merely held the saddle belonging to his large white
stallion. “They were corrupt,” he said very quietly but I watched his hands grasping the saddle
like a drowning man.I didn’t push him or challenge him. I needed to think about this person and
the child I remembered. I kicked the fire into submission and finished striking the camp. I
unknotted the reins of my dun gelding, Sparrow, and mounted up in silence. We left the camp
and I watched the long straight back of Galahad du Lac, Prince of Albion, take the
lead.CHAPTER 2When Lancelot first realised he was reaching the end of his long life, he and
my own father began to talk to me about their experiences in detail. They needed me to
understand how and why certain things happened and what I needed to take into consideration
when I made my own decisions. Lancelot talked to me about his training with The Lady and her
treatment of his friend Shuffle. He feared for his son, despite the regular reports he received
from various sources telling him that his son was safe. Once he’d explained how The Lady would
train Galahad’s mind and his body, we all realised I’d need to be very careful.Her intolerance
would shape Galahad and I had to avoid turning him against me or his own family. Albion must
have a new king, I knew that, but what she didn’t need was a puppet controlled by The Lady. I
had to make him understand a different world, one in which people were complicated.We rode in
silence for most of the morning and I tried to find a way through the brittle armour surrounding
my companion. It finally resolved itself when Galahad asked, “How are my sisters?”“Morgan and
Nim are well but they are deeply wounded because of losing their father, uncle and now their
mother,” I said. “They are lovely young women.”“Arthur Pendragon is not their uncle and my
father is not yours,” Galahad said.I heard eggshells smashing as I tried to walk around his
attitude. “Perhaps not through blood but we are one large family in our hearts and have waited



for you to return so we could welcome you back.”He turned in the saddle to look at me. “I have
my family in The Lady. My responsibilities are to find good husbands for my sisters and to ensure
they are happy. I presume they are...” He paused and I watched that flush creep up his face once
more. “They are... Pure?”I almost fell off Sparrow I laughed so hard. “Seriously? Oh, Galahad,
you really need to take that broom out of your arse before you return home.”So much for
subtle.His deep brown eyes narrowed and darkened. “I fail to see the humour in the situation.
You have made yourself responsible for them. Their marriageable state is under your protection.
I shall hold you responsible for their condition.”I continued to laugh. “You can try it. Morgan might
cut your throat but you can try it.”“Moral integrity is vital to strong leadership and the leaders of
Albion need to show the people how to govern correctly. If you disagree you are no friend to the
ruling family, which I believe is the only thing protecting Camelot,” he stated.I tried to sober up.
“Seriously? We’ve known each other half a day and spoken perhaps one hundred words
together and you’re threatening my city? Bloody hell, Galahad, you might look like your father but
you really aren’t anything like him.”“Good,” Galahad snapped. “His corruption and disgusting
behaviour –”“Down,” I shouted and leaned out of Sparrow’s saddle to push him to one side. An
arrow hissed past my ear. Chaos erupted. I drew my sword and men rushed toward us. They
were badly armed and clearly desperate to attack two trained knights. We might not be in full
plate armour but we were obviously capable.I sliced down toward the nearest opponent. He
carried a large war axe, rusty and the blade ragged. I met the swinging attack easily, my own
weapon cutting up toward his hands, under the axe head. You really need to know what you’re
doing with an axe. He lost his right hand and his battle cry turned into a scream. I twisted easily,
Sparrow lining up to kick back at those who dared to approach his rear end. Galahad took out
two men effortlessly. A part of me just wanted to stop to watch him. Three more men charged
and my sword danced to the eternal song of death.“Holt,” Galahad screamed.“Fuck!” A wave of
agony roared up my side. Galahad turned his fine white stallion and threw his own sword toward
me. It glinted in the sun as it turned end over end. The blade struck the man with the axe who’d
recovered enough to slice me across my waist. Galahad’s fine sword descended to the ground
stuck in the man’s face. I tried to breathe.Galahad grabbed me as I swayed, suddenly beside me.
“Holt, Holt, talk to me, please. Tell me you’re alright.”“It hurts,” I managed. I held his upper arm
and the horses were nose to tail. My head bowed and hit his shoulder. He smelt of rosemary and
thyme.“You damn fool. I thought he was going to kill you. Why didn’t you finish him off?” Galahad
asked.“I thought I’d give you something interesting to do to help. Besides, at least you’re
speaking to me in a civil tone,” I gasped.“Come on, there might be more of them,” Galahad said
gently, his voice much softer than his father’s. He pulled at something in his saddlebag and
pushed a clean cloth against my side. “Can you ride?”I took over holding the cloth. “I can ride. I
think I need a better mail shirt.”“He came up under the shirt. I don’t know where he found the
strength. He must have been a fine warrior once.”“So glad you appreciate our enemies,” I
said.We rode and I tried hard to stay upright. Sparrow’s golden flank gradually darkened with my
blood and I found myself holding his black mane. I realised Galahad rode next to me and was



talking. I tried to focus. Now, I was lying down and staring up at the blue sky. Nice blue sky.“Holt, I
need to undress you to see the wound clearly.”“Oh, that sounds nice,” I said. “I like the thought of
being naked with you.” I giggled.I focused long enough to see his eyes widen in shock. Oh,
shit.“It seems you have far more in common with our fathers than I do,” he said coldly.“Galahad,
I’m sorry, I didn’t mean it.” I grabbed his wrist. “Please. I need your help. I was raised in a
household where we were surrounded by love and didn’t matter how or who, so long as we were
happy. I’m sorry, really.”He studied me for a long time. “Happy?” he asked.“Very, once things had
settled down. But we never forgot you, Galahad. Not for one moment. Every family celebration
we remembered you.” My fingers tightened on his wrist to hold him close. I felt the damp spread
of my blood trickling down my side and pooling under my back.He studied me for a long time in
silence and seemed to come to a decision. “Let me help you,” he said, pulling his wrist from my
hand very gently.He lifted me up. “Ah, that’s not nice,” I hissed.“Try and support your own weight
and let me lift the mail shirt off you,” Galahad said.I nodded, trying very hard not to pass out.
Shock was setting in and blood loss definitely took control of my awareness. He unbuckled my
sword belt and the heavy metal shirt rose in his large hands like puddles of dull metallic velvet.
My hands were over my head and suddenly I was free of the weight.“Oh, that feels good,” I
murmured. Galahad actually chuckled. He unbuckled my gambeson at the front and slid it over
my shoulders. He then caught me gently in his arms and lowered me to the ground. His fingers
deftly undid the laces on my doublet and I heard my shirt ripping.Strong fingers poked my side.
“Ouch,” I declared.“It’s deep, Holt. I’m going to have to stitch it but you need a healer,” Galahad
said. I heard the worry in his voice and it felt strangely reassuring. He had a soul.“You can’t heal
it?” I asked.“I am not a healer. I am a warrior and I’ve been told I cannot heal. Besides, my
father’s human blood corrupts my fey gifts,” he said sadly.“It’s no corruption, Galahad. And I’ll
heal, I have before.”“Maybe you need to learn to be a better fighter and then you wouldn’t be hurt
so easily,” he said, rising and reaching for his saddle bags.I grunted. “You might be
right.”Galahad knelt beside me. “I am not right, Holt. You saved my life. That arrow would have
gone through my head if you hadn’t pushed me out of the way and you dealt with far more of
them than I did. You are a brave man.”“I’m a fucking idiot,” I muttered, the pain beginning to take
control and weaving too heavily through my body for me to maintain my sense of peace. “Oh,
bloody hell. It hurts, Galahad.”“Alright, Holt. I need to stitch you up, can you handle it?” he asked
and I realised I looked into the eyes of a scared young man who’d never been on a battlefield.
His hands trembled slightly and he’d grown very pale.I raised a smile for him. “I can handle it,
Galahad. I’ll be fine and you’ll do well. Once it’s done get me back on Sparrow and we’ll ride to
the next village together.” I patted his hands and he nodded.CHAPTER 3Stitching is not a
pleasant sensation but Galahad took a great deal of care and I managed not to scream. We
were approaching late afternoon by the time I shuffled toward Sparrow. Mounting the damn
horse hurt more than the initial wound. We walked the horses until dusk started to settle and
Galahad finally realised we weren’t going to reach a village. We were still riding through the
forest I’d found him in that morning without stumbling across people who didn’t want to kill us for



our horses and purses.He dismounted from Sherriff, the big white stallion, and I felt his arms
around my back and over my chest. “Come, I’ll help you down and set up camp. We need to
keep you still.”I grunted, his arms were strong but they felt such a distance from me even though
I knew they touched my body. I collapsed against Galahad’s chest and a cry ripped from
someone’s throat because of the pain.“Shh, Holt, it’ll be alright,” Galahad murmured. He had
such a nice voice. Soft, warm and deep. Not the same rough growl his father used. A hand
touched my head. “How do you feel?” he asked.“It’s very hot here,” I managed with my mouth far
too dry.“No, Holt, it isn’t hot. You are sick. We need to take a look at the wound.” He laid me flat,
which hurt, and gently raised my shirt. “Damn it.” It was the first time I’d heard him curse. “The
wound is red and swollen. You’ve a bad fever brewing.”“Hmm,” I agreed. To be honest, after the
last few months with losing so much of my family and the insane racing around Albion I’d been
doing trying to find Galahad, I was tired. I’d been fighting to hold The City and Camelot together
after their two greatest icons left the world within days of each other. I needed a rest and this
seemed a good place for some peace.If only I could stop hurting I’d be able to sleep. Every bone
and strand of muscle wanted to rise up and break free from my skin.“Holt, I need you to stay still.
Please, stop thrashing around. You’ll hurt yourself.” That lovely voice sounded so concerned, so
worried. I tried to obey.Something wonderfully cool touched my head. It reminded me of my
mother’s long fine fingers. She was so beautiful and had taught me so much. Almost as much as
the Black Wolf. A huge creature who lay at my side, with his chin resting on my flank. A vision of
the sun made real walked toward me. ‘Father, oh, Father, I’ve missed you so much,’ I cried out. A
wave of peace washed over me as his scarred hand rested over my heart and the Black Wolf’s
broad head.“Holt?”I raised eyelids made of stone and murmured some noise.“Here, you need a
drink of water.”My head lifted off the ground. Whoever held it must have been very strong
because I couldn’t manage it. Darkness reached over the leafy ceiling. Cool water trickled into
my mouth and I swallowed.“Holt? Please, talk to me.”I focused on one of the most beautiful faces
I’d ever seen. How could a man be both beautiful and utterly masculine at the same time? I
smiled into those dark eyes and drifted on a wide calm sea.“Really, your Highness, you need to
come with us. We are...” A strong voice, dark and mysterious.“He’s fading, we have to move
faster. I don’t know how much more I can give him without tying him to me...” A lighter voice, a
woman.“Don’t do that, our Prince will not thank you for it...” The dark one again.Pain.No
pain.Screaming, someone screaming really loudly.Soft, like snowflakes. I remembered
snowflakes from my childhood. A golden man carrying me through the snow while I laughed as
they tickled my face. My father, my beautiful father. My mother wrapping me in warm blankets
and scolding us gently for being out too long. Her eyes shining with the light of the fire and her
golden hair alive with her love for me. Her love for me.“Holt, come home to us. Please. I beg you.
I don’t want to be alone, not anymore.” A stranger’s voice but one which made both my parents
turn toward the door to see a dark man walk through. My Uncle Woof. My wonderful Uncle Woof.
He knew about snowflakes. He knew about everything and he’d stop my mother from scolding
me. He’d hug my father and they would sit, hand in hand, while my mother dressed me for



bed.“Holt,” a strong voice. “I know you want to stay with them, son. I understand more than most
but you need to wake up. Galahad needs you now. Albion needs you. Morgana needs you.” So
much compassion in those soft demanding words.The ties on my eyelids holding them closed
fell away.“Here he is, our Loholt Pendragon.” That beautiful smile.“Uncle Tancred?”“Hello, son.
You come all this way to our small forest and you don’t come to visit? I’m hurt. Don’t you love
your wolf family anymore?” he asked with gentleness and great love. Grey weaved through his
dark hair more these days, but he remained strong.“How?” I asked.He raised me gently from the
soft bed holding me and placed a cup to my lips. Clean water trickled into my mouth and I found
a thirst burned in me.“Our young Prince panicked and sent a summoning spell for his Mistress.
Fortunately I also heard the call and blocked it before it reached the porthole he intended. I sent
my wolves to look for you and brought you home. We were lucky, he’s strong and he’s kept you
alive,” Tancred said and looked over his shoulder at a sleeping figure in another small bed.I
managed to focus my eyes. “Galahad,” I whispered. “He’s safe.” I smiled.“Oh dear,” Tancred said,
placing my head back on the pillow. “Does he know you love him?” A frown marred his face. His
cream woollen robes looked soft.I smiled weakly. “I’m a Pendragon. Isn’t it our fate to be made
miserable by love?”Tancred’s eyes filled with tears for a moment and his breathing shuddered. “I
miss them too, son. I miss them too.”A tear slid down my cheek and I closed my eyes. The pain
slowly left me and I slept.***“I wish you’d woken me.” A snapped command brought me roughly
from my stupor but I struggled to make my consciousness known to those around me.“Galahad,
he was barely conscious and you needed to sleep. You were exhausted. It’s bad enough Tancred
let you sleep here, never mind him waking you. It’s taken days for Tancred to heal Holt.”“The
point is, Fox, Loholt is my responsibility.”“Then maybe you should be paying attention to me
rather than arguing with our hosts,” I finally managed to point out weakly. He stood in puddle of
sunshine and looked like a dark god.His head snapped to attention and he was at my side,
holding my hand. Our fingers intertwined and I lost myself in his dark eyes. “How are you?” he
asked. “I’ve been so scared. You almost died. Then the wolves came. I thought they were going
to kill you. I almost –” His young face broke my heart with its earnest appeal.“Calm down. I’m
alright. I’m healing.” I smiled for him and he visibly relaxed.“I’ve been so worried. Tancred and the
others have been wonderful, but I’ve been so worried.” He stroked my hand constantly.“Water
would be nice,” I murmured and watched Fox slip from the room.Galahad lifted me and helped
me sit up. I ached everywhere but all traces of the fever had gone, except for a sense of
weakness I found hard. I drank a little watered wine this time and tasted herbs in the brew.
Tancred might once have been a general in Morgana’s army but now the Prince of the Wild
Wood trained healers and medics. He never left his wood and he never left his lover, Fox, a man
from another world and time. We all suspected Tancred used his own connection to Albion to
keep Fox alive and well, which is why they never left this place, but no one asked because no
one wanted to judge. Tancred had given enough over the years and deserved his peace.“How
do you feel?” Galahad asked again once I’d settled.“Good.” I nodded. “Weak, but good. How are
you? You look tired.”“I’m fine. I’ve just been so worried about you,” he said and smiled. I’d gone



drinking with his father when I came of age and seen the damage his smile could do to a
woman’s heart. Galahad’s smile was even more devastating because it held an innocence
Lancelot would never have understood or known.“It’ll take more than a rusty axe to kill me,” I
said.“It wasn’t just rusted, it was poisoned,” he said. “We were set up. They weren’t just trying to
rob us, they were trying to kill us.” His eyes darkened in anger.“Well, they didn’t so it’s alright.
Thank you for saving my life, Galahad. You certainly didn’t have to, it’s cost you time.”He glanced
down and spoke quietly, “I know you, I don’t remember the rest of my family. I needed to make
certain you were alright. I cannot return to The City without you. If I am meant to see my mother
again in this life I shall but it’ll not be at the cost of your life.”I patted his knee. “That’s the most
words you’ve ever spoken to me without being angry.”He glanced up at me ready for a fight
before smiling and finally a short chuckle when he caught my expression. “I’ve been
difficult.”“You’ve been hurt,” I said.“I’ve been alone,” he whispered. “I’ve been alone a long
time.”The door opened and for the first time I took in my surroundings. I lay in a long low room
made of rough stone covered in white wash. Small windows issued in watery light and I could
just see the trees of the Wild Wood outside. The truckle bed I occupied sat low to the ground and
the wood was finely carved with wolves chasing each other over hilltops. Wool blankets covered
me but I wore no clothes and a bowl of water with rags floating in it sat nearby. I’d been washed
and cared for constantly in my sickness.Tancred and Fox walked in. “Hello, Holt,” Tancred said.
He sat on a low stool and placed a cool rough hand on my forehead.“I owe you a great deal,” I
said. “Thank you for helping us. Galahad says we were not victims of a random attack?”Fox
picked up the bowl and stared down at me. “Are you hungry yet?” he asked.“Starving,” I said. I
smiled sheepishly. Among the wolves there were no real servants and no slaves. Tancred
maintained a pack where people looked after each other and themselves equally. If anyone
stepped out from the core of the pack he dealt with them so ruthlessly Lancelot had been forced
to interfere during the early days. But now the wolves were close allies to the throne of Albion
and the du Lac family. They were productive and strong. Fair and organised. You just didn’t want
to argue with the man in charge.Fox left to see to my food. I watched him, his hair still dark and
his shoulders still strong despite his age. I didn’t make any comment.“It seems our young Prince
has a fondness for you,” Tancred said, smiling at Galahad. “He’s been vociferous in your care
and protection. He is so like his father in some ways.” A note of longing tinged his words but he
shook himself and brightened. “Tell me about him? He’s hardly spoken to me, I don’t think he
approves.” His tone teased and Galahad blushed.I smiled. “He is difficult because The Lady has
filled his head with her own version of the truth.” A tactful version of my truth. Galahad glanced at
me, clearly nervous about my next words. “I think the man underneath will always do the right
thing and always know in his heart what is good and honest. He has honour, is brave and a fine
warrior. A man his father would have been proud of and loved.”Galahad’s almost black eyes
shone with unshed tears suddenly and he rose from the end of my bed to study the view outside
the windows.“Maybe we should talk about who tried to kill you,” Tancred said, watching
Galahad’s back.“I doubt they were trying to kill me. Galahad is the likely object of their hate. I



should image it was a rival Sidhe or Salamander family trying to wipe him out before he reached
The City. I’m more concerned about how they found us. It took me weeks to track him down, if
they’ve been tracking me, I’m a liability,” I said.Tancred frowned. “Holt, you are one of the best
trackers, outside my pack, that I’ve ever met. They would not have followed you, this isn’t your
fault. Though I do think you are right in your assertions, the rival fey families might be moving to
hurt him and his sisters.”“But how did they find us?” I asked.“Maybe it wasn’t a rival family but
someone who wants Holt dead because they are afraid of who and what he represents,” said
Galahad quietly.“I’m no threat to anyone,” I said. “Camelot only survives on the good will of The
City.”“The Lady knows that,” he said, his tone sombre. He turned slowly from the window and
returned to my bed. He sat next to me and took my hand, stroking it gently. “Camelot is a
carbuncle on the face of Albion. Its people are diluting the pure blood of the fey through
breeding. And our families are too close. I was not meant to be your friend, Loholt
Pendragon.”His voice was so quiet and his eyes were downcast, his broad shoulders were
bowed. “Galahad, what aren’t you telling me?” I asked gently. Tancred sat very still and watched
my fingers tangling with my young friend’s.Galahad raised his tragic dark eyes. “I was meant to
kill you the moment we met.”I swallowed. Admitting my presence to him in that waterfall had
been the wisest decision I’d ever made. “Why?” I asked.“I’m meant to wipe out Camelot. I am the
greatest enemy you will face.” He dropped his head once more, hiding his
expression.“Galahad...” his name whispered through my lips.He clutched my fingers. “I have not
done it because the murdering of innocents, the children, the women... I cannot do that. Camelot
is innocent of the crimes of our fathers. The Lady wants her vengeance but that is not the path a
man of honour would take, I want to be a man people can be proud of and I have no reason to
hate Camelot.” His words were slow, his eyes remaining focused on the ground.“You want to be
the man you dream of becoming?” I asked gently.He glanced up at me briefly and nodded. He
seemed so young. “I have always wanted to make The Lady proud of me but her anger is wrong.
I know it in my heart and I am ashamed of her hate.”Tancred coughed. “All of her hate?” he
asked.Galahad withdrew his hands from mine and straightened his shoulders. “There are some
things, your Highness, which should not be condoned even if they must be tolerated.”My heart
closed down. For a brief moment I’d felt hope that my ridiculous romantic fantasies would come
to fruition but he wanted a friend, not a lover.“Don’t make sweeping judgements, Galahad. Love
is complex,” I said.Tancred rose from my side. “I think you’ll be strong enough to leave us
tomorrow, Holt. You should return to The City but I will have to insist you take a guard. I’ll have
some of my best people travel with you.”“Thank you, Tancred.” I felt bad for him. To be so openly
condemned by Lancelot’s son must be a slap in the face. I needed to talk to Galahad in depth at
some point but I wasn’t convinced he’d listen.CHAPTER 4I struggled out of bed and stood with
Galahad’s help. When the world stopped rotating he helped me dress. My side hurt and he
assured me there would be a stunning scar but it seemed I was lucky to be alive. Insisting I
wanted some fresh air, he helped me walk out of Tancred’s infirmary and into the late afternoon
sunshine gracing the wolves’ forest home.The soft light filtered through the trees, warming the



loamy soil and releasing the rich scents of life being renewed through death. I breathed in the
gentle peace of Tancred’s forest and felt something relax in me which had formed the moment
we knew we’d be losing Lancelot and therefore my father, making me a king.I watched people,
women and children, some wolves, wandering around the village in obvious contentment and
made Galahad help me sit on a bench.“If The Lady wants Camelot gone and me dead – what
are you going to do to stop her?” I asked into the quiet surrounding us.“I don’t know. Argue your
cause after I have the throne?” he suggested. He faced the sun with his eyes closed. He’d never
have his father’s constant battle with stubble, his skin was softer and more like his mother’s. My
heart ached for him but I laid the feeling aside with a firm thought.“That’ll take a year, Galahad,
and there is no guarantee you’ll win,” I pointed out helpfully.“Then once my mother has... gone...
we’ll go to my foster mother and beg her to understand.” His hand patted my thigh. “I’ll explain
you aren’t like your father and it’ll all work out. She’s not a monster, Holt.”That’s not what I’d
heard about her. His words also saddened me. “I am not like my father, I’m worse,” I said quietly.
“Your father did not really see the difference between men and women when he fell in love. My
father preferred to be with Lancelot over all others. I simply prefer men. I have never been with a
woman and never shall. They hold no interest for me sexually.”Galahad gradually withdrew from
me as I spoke. Not physically, but I could feel his detachment and it hurt; however, I wasn’t about
to start hiding who I was just to protect his sentiments. He’d thrown his disgust at Uncle Tancred
and I felt like retaliating despite the fact he’d saved my life.“What you feel is one thing, what you
practice is something else,” he managed to say with a civil tongue.My mouth twitched in a grim
smile. “So, we remain friends on the proviso I remain celibate?”He stared at me in shock. “You
aren’t a virgin?” he asked.I lost it at that point and the wheezing painful laugh drew stares from
the passersby. Galahad rose stiffly and left me, retreating to the confines of the infirmary. I was
still smiling, with my face to the sun, when Tancred returned.“All alone?” he asked.“Seem to be,” I
said.“Antagonising him won’t help, you know.”I grinned. “No, but it does amuse me. And you
shouldn’t be reading either of us that closely.”“You two are two of the most important men in
Albion. If you fall out, there will be war and I, for one, don’t want to be stuck in the middle,”
Tancred said seriously. “Listen, I know it hurts when you are attracted to someone you can’t have
–”“Stop,” I said. He stepped back from whatever he saw in my expression. I felt a cold anger
brewing. I didn’t need a lecture from him about my life. “I am well aware of the consequences of
having your heart broken. I think I’m wise enough not be that foolish.” I still remembered my
father’s tears over Lancelot’s love for my Uncle Tancred.Tancred nodded. “Fair enough, Holt. I
have chosen those you are to travel with, you can leave in the morning. Your horses are well
rested and your supplies replenished.” The worry in his expression didn’t leave though; if there
was one thing he understood but I didn’t want to acknowledge right now, was how love could
tear you apart despite the best of intentions.“Thank you, Uncle. Once more you have shown your
love and commitment to the thrones of Albion and Camelot. I am grateful, it will not be forgotten.”
My words were a formula, cold and dismissive. I didn’t want to talk. I didn’t want Tancred to peel
back the layers of sadness and loneliness which made me vulnerable.He sighed and left me,



going to Galahad. I heard them talking but I couldn’t bring myself to listen. I closed my eyes once
more and dozed in the soft afternoon warmth. Tomorrow would be soon enough to grow anxious
with the responsibilities of my life.That night I slept well and dreamlessly. When Fox woke me in
the morning I dressed in gambeson and hauberk. The weight almost floored me it pressed down
on the healing wound so much, but once we’d adjusted everything it wasn’t so bad, if you liked
feeling as if your insides wanted to escape. I strapped on my sword and tried to move
smoothly.“Take it easy, Holt,” Fox remonstrated. “It took a lot of work to bring you back from the
edge of death, you’ve done some serious damage.”“I know, I just don’t like the thought of being
helpless around Galahad, he’s so fucking perfect,” I said. I moved to the door and Fox came with
me. “I mean look at him.” We both gazed at the tall, strong young man with the long dark hair and
shining armour. “If that’s what my father saw when Lancelot was a young man no wonder he
struggled to remain faithful to my mother, and her to him.”

The Pendragon The Batman
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Cheri Roan, “Camelot Continues To The Next Generation With A Unique Twist!!. Loholt
Pendragon has been on a quest for quite sometime to bring Galahad du Lac home. He is
returning home to a dying mother whom he has not seen since he was four. Galahad’s memories
are confused he thought he was a baby when he left Camelot and that his parents no longer
wanted him. But to save The City his parents had no choice but to give him up to The Lady.
Galahad’s head has been filled with so many lies he believes his family is evil and his quest was
to destroy Holt. But it was Holt who found Galahad first which he fell hopelessly in love with
much to the anger and disgust of Galahad for he believes that kind of love is wrong despite the
love that was shared between the boys’ fathers. King Arthur was Holt’s father. Lancelot was
Galahad’s father and now that Morgana is dying he is to be the new king of Camelot.The legend
of Camelot continues onto the next generation but this time with a unique twist. It’s not about the
legends of the round table and battles and wars even though the boys are strong warriors. This
time the tale revolves around secret loves which makes this tale unique. Sarah writes a
compelling story that comes with the action you expect with robbers in the woods and protecting
the kingdom. I loved the differences between the main characters Holt and Galahad. Holt the
gentle giant in love with the mighty warrior of Galahad until Holt meets the young traveling
musician Torvec and love blossoms even though Holt still longs for Galahad. Despite the disgust
Galahad feels the two become fast friends. But the heart of it all seems to be the sadness and
confusion each one deals with. Such an amazing tale of love, heartaches, betrayal and more-I
can’t wait to see what book two holds.”

Drako, “a new roller coaster ride. I love this author. I have since the first book of Knights of
Camelot. That series was an emotional roller coaster. I can already tell this one will be the same.
I love Loholt, Arthur's son, a lot more than I did his father. He's very comfortable with who he is,
but he doesn't like the responsibility that comes with being the oldest living child of King Arthur
and heir to the throne of Camelot. He doesn't want to marry a woman he can't truly love just to
have children. He doesn't want the complicated love life his father and Lancelot had. Too bad
he's already got it. Galahad is a victim in all this. Raised by the very strict, rigid, and misguided
Lady of the lake, he's supposed to rule her way when he gets to challenge for the throne. He's
raised to believe that his mother, Morgana, and father, Lancelot, were tainted and poisoning
Avalon. I still hate the Lady, as I should, and reading this story I ache for Loholt, who goes
through the ultimate embarassment at one point in the line of duty to protect the future king and
the man he's in love with. Both face betrayal and heartache, and I cannot wait for the second
book in this series”

Robin Surface, “Interesting twist on the Camelot story. It was interesting to see this "alternative
lifestyle" version of the Camelot story. It made me think of the characters in a whole new way.The



book was fast-paced and a quick read, mainly because there was a lot going on - both with the
action and emotionally for the characters.In this version of the story, the villain is The Lady of the
Lake and Morgana is the benevolent and dying queen who had an unconventional three-way
type of marriage.Loholt Pendragon and Galahad du Lac are the main characters of this story,
and their relationship is rocky, emotion-filled and dangerous since everyone seems to want
Loholt dead.Galahad, who was taken away from his parents by The Lady when he was only four
years old, has a hard time dealing with the free thinking (and loving) people who surround him
when he finally makes the trek to meet his family.The story was compelling and I was definitely
disappointed when I couldn’t just moved on to read the next book.If you enjoy new takes on old
stories, knights, castles, dragons, magic, and interesting characters, then you’ll like this book.”

Caitlin M Smith, “The legacy. This book was great. I couldn't put the book down. It was the story
of Camelot’s time. This story was about two men. These two men were Loholt Pendragon and
Galahad du Lac. Loholt was the oldest son of King Arthur. He doesn't want the crown. He
doesn’t want to marry a woman just to have children. Galahad du Lac was raised by the Lady of
the Lake. He was trained to that think his mother and father were poisoning Camelot. The two
men came together and faced many challenges and became real brothers. They even possibly
became more. I can’t wait for the next book to come out. I loved the characters. I love the time
period. I loved this book.”

Roy Evans, “If you liked her 'Kings of Camelot' series. This is the beginning of a new (continued)
series for this author. Currently there are only two books available. If you liked her 'Kings of
Camelot' series, you will love this new one.She still has the same proof reading/editing problems
the other books have, but don't let stop you from enjoying the story. In some ways this is even a
better story than the first as there is not a lot of pre-legend surrounding these characters. They
stand alone and make their own way through adventure after adventure.If you enjoy this type of
story, you will love this series. Enjoy!”

Avid Reader, “Another Camelot/Albion masterpiece.. Sarah Luddington has done it again! A
new must read. Absolutely wonderful and anxiously awaiting the next book in this new series.
These days there are series for everything, which is in and of itself quite annoying. Where are
the days of D.H. Lawrence and Hemmingway when there was one long, well written book that
kept a reader on edge knowing all will be revealed in the current book being read? Instead
everything is now dragged out for months and years in several books, very annoying and sad to
say the least.  So Ms. Luddington please do not keep your readers waiting too long.”

M. Hancock, “Bloody Brilliant!!. Bloody brilliant! There are no other words for it! This book is a
brilliant start to a new era in the Pendragon/Du Lac legacy. If you enjoyed The Knights of
Camelot series, you will love this. If you haven't read The Knights of Camelot series, read this



book anyway!”

Reading Queen, “Absolutely brilliant and now waiting for book 2. I finished the Launcelot series
and started on this new novel which follows on and tells the story of Arthur's son Loholt and
Launcelot's son Galahad.  Absolutely brilliant and now waiting for book 2.”

littelgems, “Four Stars. good start to this new chapter in the life of the Pendragons. Looking
forward to reading more xxx”

The book by Sarah Luddington has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 19 people have provided feedback.
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