
Chapter 1 

Serena 

On a spring night during my thirty-second year on this earth, I have a very vivid dream. 

My subconscious mind is showing me I am in the countryside of England. My mother has just 

died, and I am grieving uncontrollably. I miss her so much—I am about sixteen years old, and I 

will never see my mother again. I feel the one thing that is going to help me through this time in 

my life is my love for horses. My brother Michael and I help my father with the chores around 

the house, but in our spare time we love to gallop the brilliant colts in our barn. 

I am a beautiful, dark-haired, slim girl and my brother Michael is a tall, brown-eyed, 

slender man. I love my brother’s friend, Lyle. He is a handsome man with beautiful eyes and a 

sculpted body. Lyle, Michael, and I are riding in foxhunt meets. All three of us love to ride for 

hours on end. Our special bond is our love for horses, and we gallop our horses like we are in 

heaven. I’m riding sidesaddle on my prized colt, and feel magnificent, as if I’m riding Pegasus in 

a mythical land. It’s wonderful to have the two people I adore riding with me. 

On one particular summer day, Lyle and I go out for a gallop on our own. Lyle is riding 

his strong, black thoroughbred stallion with the markings of a star on his forehead. This horse 

knows he is a star; he is a descendant from the Byerly Turk stallion. I am riding an elegant, 

graceful, dark-brown English filly with very few markings on her. 

Lyle and I are immersed in the rolling hills of the countryside. The grass is a hunter 

green, and the trees have filled out with their lush leaves. We are on top of the mound of earth. It 

is sunny, and I cherish the warmth against my skin. We are fully in this moment, enjoying each 

other’s company. He says, “Let’s stop and let our horses rest.” 

Then he says, “Let’s take a stroll,” and we walk hand in hand; we stop and look deeply 

into each other’s eyes. He says, “I can see the heavenly light in your eyes—I love you.”  

My heart is fluttering with excitement. I say, “I love you too, with all my heart and soul.” 

We are kissing with such intense bliss, and holding each other so tightly, we don’t want to let go. 

Our horses love the break, and are grazing on the grass. We decide to lie down so we put 

a blanket underneath us. We lovingly gaze into each other’s eyes. He kisses me again on the lips, 

and I love it. He has something to tell me, and I don’t like the sound of his voice. He says he is 

going away, and is getting married. 

My heart plummets into the pit of my stomach. I am utterly devastated. He says, “I know 

we are deeply connected, and we will meet again. I know that for sure, but I need to marry this 

woman. The arrangement is an obligation to my family. I hate to tell you this, but I am moving to 

Scotland.” 

“Scotland…why Scotland?” I yell in disbelief. 

He replies, “Scotland is where her family lives. We have a blessed bond, and I will 

always have you in my heart. We are like Scotch tape; I will always be stuck on you. When I am 

with her, it’s you I will be thinking about; my heart will always be with you. When I’m riding 



my gorgeous stallion, I will always know that you will be close to your horse too. Our love for 

horses will be our connecting link.” 

I blurt out, “I know you have an obligation to your family, but what about us? I don’t 

know what I am going to do without you. I know we have a divinely-inspired relationship. I can 

see the celestial glimmer in your eyes too. I know we share a bond in horses. When I am riding, I 

know you will be riding somewhere too.” 

Lyle promises that we are going to meet again, and that we will remember each other. 

I wake up; it is three in the morning. 
 


