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      For generations, the Glen of Many Legends has been beset by strife and bloodshed as three Highland clans claim ownership to
         the land. The warrior chieftains are powerful, noble, and refuse to relinquish their birthright. But three cunning, beautiful
         lasses are about to band together to bring order and goodwill to their beloved homeland. Yet when the campaign moves from
         the battlefield to the bed chamber neither laird nor lass will be able to resist the passions unleashed…
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      In fond memory of Big Boy, a friendly red deer stag who enjoyed greeting visitors at Rannoch Moor’s popular Black Mount viewpoint
         on the A-82 in Glencoe. Tame and trusting, Big Boy delighted travelers from all over the world. He was a highlight of my own
         drives through this spectacularly beautiful part of the Highlands. And he was the special friend of kindly Earle MacDonald,
         who was so good to him.
      

      
      Big Boy’s gentle nature brought his sad demise. But he lives on in the hearts of everyone who loved him. He inspired Rannoch,
         the enchanted stag in this book. Big Boy was even more extraordinary than my fictional Rannoch. I wish he’d also been as immortal.
      

      
      A thousand blessings on Earle MacDonald of Black Mount, and other dedicated animal lovers everywhere.

      
   
      
      
      
The Legacy of the Glen
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      Deep in the Scottish Highlands, three clans share the Glen of Many Legends. None of them do so gladly. Each clan believes they
         have sole claim to the fair and fertile vale. Their possessiveness is understandable, because the glen truly is a place like
         no other. Bards throughout the land will confirm that the Glen of Many Legends is just that: an enchanted place older than
         time and steeped with more tales and myth than most men can recall.
      

      
      Kissed by sea and wind, the vale is long and narrow, its shores wild and serrated. Deeply wooded hills edge the glen’s heart,
         while softly blowing mists cloak the lofty peaks that crowd together at its end. Oddly shaped stones dot the lush grass, but
         the strangeness of the ancient rocks is countered by the heather and whin that bloom so profusely from every patch of black,
         peaty earth.
      

      
      No one would deny the glen’s beauty.

      
      Yet to some, the Glen of Many Legends is a place of ill fame to be avoided at all costs, especially by the dark of the moon. Strange things have been known to happen there, and wise men tread cautiously when they must pass that way.

      
      But the MacDonalds, Camerons, and Mackintoshes who dwell there appreciate the glen’s virtues above frightening tales that
         may or may not have credence. Good Highlanders all, the clans know that any storyteller of skill is adept at embroidering
         his yarns.
      

      
      Highlanders are also a proud and stubborn people. And they’re known for their fierce attachment to the land. These traits
         blaze hotly in the veins of the three clans of the Glen of Many Legends. Over time, their endless struggles to vanquish each
         other have drenched the glen with blood and sorrow.
      

      
      Peace in the glen is fragile and rare.

      
      Most times it doesn’t exist at all. Yet somehow the clans tolerate each other, however grudgingly.

      
      Now the precarious balance of order is about to be thrown into dispute by the death of a single woman.

      
      A MacDonald by birth, and hereditary heiress to the MacDonalds of the Glen of Many Legends, she was a twice-widowed woman
         who chose to live out her days in the serenity and solitude of a nunnery.
      

      
      Sadly, she neglected to set down her last wishes in a will. This oversight would not be so dire if not for the disturbing
         truths that her first husband had been a Cameron and her second, a Mackintosh.
      

      
      On her passing, each clan lays claim to the dead woman.

      
      Or, it can be more aptly said, they insist on being her rightful heirs.

      
      Soon land-greed and coveting will once again turn the glen’s sweet grass into a sea of running red and many good men will lose their lives. But even when the last clansman sinks
         to his knees, his sword sullied and the end near, the real battle is only just beginning.
      

      
      When it is done, the Glen of Many Legends will be forever changed.

      
      As will the hearts of those who dwell there.

      
   
      
      
      
Chapter One
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      BLACKSHORE CASTLE

      
      THE GLEN OF MANY LEGENDS

      
      AUTUMN 1396

      
      A battle to the death?”
      

      
      Alasdair MacDonald’s deep voice rose to the smoke-blackened rafters of his great hall. Across that crowded space, his sister,
         Lady Catriona, stood frozen on the threshold. Alasdair’s harsh tone held her there, but she did lift a hand to the amber necklace
         at her throat. A clan heirloom believed to protect and aid MacDonalds, the precious stones warmed beneath her fingers. She
         fancied they also hummed, though it was difficult to tell with her brother’s roar shaking the walls. Other kinsmen were also
         shouting, but it was Alastair’s fury that echoed in her ears.
      

      
      His ranting hit her like a physical blow.

      
      Her brother was a man whose clear blue eyes always held a spark of humor. And his laughter, so rich and catching, could brighten
         the darkest winter night, warming the hearts and spirits of everyone around him.
      

      
      Just now he paced in the middle of his hall, his handsome face twisted in rage. His shoulder-length auburn hair—always his
         pride—was untidy, looking wildly mussed, as if he’d repeatedly thrust angry fingers through the finely burnished mane.
      

      
      “Sakes! This is no gesture of goodwill.” His voice hardened, thrumming with barely restrained aggression. “Whole clans cut
         down. Good men murdered—and for naught, as I and my folk see it!”
      

      
      Everywhere, MacDonalds grumbled and scowled.

      
      Some shook fists in the air, others rattled swords. At least two spat on the rush-strewn floor, and a few had such fire in
         their eyes it was almost a wonder that the air didn’t catch flame.
      

      
      Only one man stood unaffected.

      
      A stranger. Catriona saw him now because one of her cousins moved and torchlight caught and shone on the man’s heavily bejeweled
         sword belt.
      

      
      She stared at the newcomer, not caring if her jaw slipped. She did step deeper into the hall’s arched entry, though her knees
         shook badly. She also forgot to shut the heavy oaken door she’d just opened wide. Cold, damp wind blew past her, whipping
         her hair and gutting candles on a nearby table. A few wall torches hissed and spat, spewing ashes at her, but she hardly noticed.
      

      
      What was a bit of soot on her skirts when the quiet peace of Blackshore had turned to chaos?

      
      When Alasdair spoke of war?

      
      As chief to their clan, he wasn’t a man to use such words lightly. And even if he were, the flush on his face and the fierce
         set of his jaw revealed that something dire had happened. The stranger—a Lowland noble by his finery—didn’t bode well either.
      

      
      Men of his ilk never came to Blackshore.

      
      The man’s haughty stance showed that he wasn’t pleased to be here now. And unlike her brother, he’d turned and was looking
         right at her. His gaze flicked over her, and then he lifted one brow, almost imperceptibly.
      

      
      His opinion of her was palpable.

      
      The insolence in that slightly arched brow, a galling affront.

      
      Annoyance stopped the knocking of her knees, and she could feel her blood heating, the hot color sweeping up her neck to scald
         her cheeks.
      

      
      The man looked amused.

      
      Catriona was sure she’d seen his lips twitch.

      
      Bristling, she pulled off her mud-splattered cloak and tossed it on a trestle bench. She took some satisfaction in seeing
         the visitor’s eyes widen and then narrow critically when he saw that the lower half of her gown was as wet and soiled as her
         mantle. She had, after all, just run across the narrow stone causeway that connected her clan’s isle-girt castle with the
         loch shore.
      

      
      She’d raced to beat the tide. But even hurrying as she had, the swift-moving current was faster. She’d been forced to hitch
         up her skirts and splash through the swirling water, reaching the castle gates just before the causeway slipped beneath the
         rising sea loch.
      

      
      It was a mad dash that always exhilarated her. As she did every day, she’d burst into the hall, laughing and with her hair
         in a wild tangle from the wind. Now she might look a fright, but her elation was gone.
      

      
      “What’s happened?” She hurried forward to clutch Alasdair’s arm, dread churning in her belly. “What’s this about clans being cut down? A battle—”

      
      “Not a true battle.” Alasdair shot a glance at the Lowlander. “A trial by combat—”

      
      “I see no difference.” She raised her chin, not wanting the stranger to see her worry. It was clear he’d brought this madness.
         That showed in the curl of his lip, a half-sneer that revealed his disdain for Highlanders.
      

      
      Alasdair noticed, too. She hadn’t missed the muscle jerking in his jaw.

      
      She tightened her grip on him. “If men are to die, what matters the name you cast on their blood?”

      
      Behind her, someone closed the hall door. And somewhere in the smoke-hazed shadows, one of her kinsmen snarled a particularly
         vile curse. Catriona released her brother’s arm and reached again for her amber necklace. She twirled its length around her
         fingers, clutching the polished gems as if they might answer her. Her own special talisman, the ambers often comforted her.
      

      
      Now they didn’t.

      
      Worse, everyone was staring at her. The Lowlander eyed her as if she were the devil’s own spawn. He surely saw her fiery-red
         hair as the brand of a witch. Almost wishing she was—just so she could fire-blast him—she straightened her back and let her
         eyes blaze. MacDonald pride beat through her, giving her strength and courage.
      

      
      She turned to Alasdair. “You needn’t tell me this has to do with the Camerons or the Mackintoshes. I can smell their taint
         in the air.”
      

      
      “My sister, Lady Catriona.” He addressed the Lowlander, not her. “She sometimes forgets herself.”

      
      “I but speak the truth. As for my appearance, I was enjoying the day’s brisk wind—a walk in our hills.” She flicked her skirts, righting them. “Had I known we had guests”—she
         met the man’s hooded gaze—“I would have returned before the tide ran.”
      

      
      It was the only explanation he’d get from her.

      
      “Lady.” The stranger inclined his head, his dark eyes unblinking. “I greet you.”

      
      She refrained from asking who greeted her. His rich garments and jewels had already marked him as a fat-pursed, well-positioned noble. Not that such loftiness
         counted here, deep in the Highlands, where a man’s deeds and honor mattered so much more than glitter and gold.
      

      
      As if he read her mind and knew she was about to say so, her brother cleared his throat. “This, Catriona”—he indicated the
         Lowlander—“is Sir Walter Lindsay, the King’s man. He’s brought tidings from court. A writ from the King, expressing his royal
         will.”
      

      
      Catriona bent a chilly look upon the man. The churning in her stomach became a tight, hard knot.

      
      Somehow she managed to dip in a semblance of a curtsy. “Good sir, welcome to Blackshore Castle.” She couldn’t bring herself
         to say my lord. “We’ve never before greeted such a noble guest to our glen.”
      

      
      Sir Walter’s brow lifted. He said nothing, but a slight flaring of his nostrils showed he knew she wished she weren’t forced
         to greet him now.
      

      
      “It is because of the glen that he’s here.” Alasdair’s words made her heart go still. “The King wishes that—”

      
      “What does our glen have to do with the King?” She didn’t want to know.

      
      “The crown is greatly interested in this glen, my lady.” Sir Walter rested his hand lightly on the sword at his hip. “Your King would see peace in these hills. He is weary of the endless provocations between your clan and the other two who
         share this land. I am here to inform you that”—his gaze went to Alasdair—“he orders a trial of combat to ensure his will is
         met.”
      

      
      “Highland men keep their own peace,” someone called from near the hearth.

      
      Other voices rose in agreement, and Catriona’s heart leapt. Surely the men of the clan would send Sir Walter on his way, King’s
         courier or not. But Alasdair only strode to the high table and snatched up a rolled parchment, its red wax seals dangling
         and broken. When he turned back to the hall, his face was darker than ever, the writ clenched in a tight, white-knuckled grip.
      

      
      “There are many here, Sir Walter, who would say this”—he raised his hand, shaking the scroll—“has too much blood on it to
         be worth any peace. We of this glen have our own ways of handling trouble. Even so, you’ll no’ see a single MacDonald refuse
         the King’s challenge.” Slapping the scroll back onto the table, he dusted his hands, demonstrably. “No’ under the terms set
         before us.”
      

      
      The kinsman standing closest to Catriona, a young lad built like a steer and with hair as flame-bright as her own, spat onto
         the floor rushes. “Threatening to banish us from the glen be no terms!”
      

      
      “They are the King’s terms.” Sir Walter’s voice was impervious. “Be assured the Camerons and the Mackintoshes will receive
         the same warning.”
      

      
      Catriona heard the terrible words through a buzzing in her ears. Her head was beginning to pound, but she wouldn’t show weakness
         by pressing her hands to her temples. She did flash a glance at her brother. Like every other MacDonald in the hall, he looked ready to whip out his sword and run the King’s man through.
      

      
      If she weren’t a woman, she’d pull her own steel.

      
      As it was, she suppressed a shudder and chose her words with care. “I missed the reading of your tidings, Sir Walter.” His
         name tasted like ash on her tongue. “Perhaps you will repeat them for me?
      

      
      “And”—she tilted her chin—“his reasons for placing us under his vaunted regard?”

      
      “With pleasure, my lady.” Sir Walter took her hand, lowering his head over her knuckles in an air kiss that jellied her knees
         in an icy, unpleasant way. “The King’s will is that a trial of combat—a fight to the death—should be held in the glen. King
         Robert proposes within a fortnight.”
      

      
      He looked into her eyes. “Thirty champions from each of the three clans of the glen must face each other. They shall fight
         stripped of all but their plaids and armed with swords, dirks, axes. A bow with three arrows per man shall be allowed, and
         a shield. But no quarter may be given.
      

      
      “Spectators will attend, and specially dispatched royal guards will assure that no man leaves the field.” His gaze narrowed
         on her, his mien hardening. “At the trial’s end, the clan with the most champions standing will be the one who wins your glen.”
      

      
      Catriona went hot and cold. “The Glen of Many Legends already is ours, the MacDonalds’. Robert Bruce granted it to my great-great-grandfather
         in tribute to our support at Bannockburn. Our men should not have to spill blood for what they fought and won with such honor.”
      

      
      “She speaks the truth, by God!” Alasdair banged his fist on a table. “Would your King see the good King Robert’s charter undone?”

      
      “King Robert Stewart would see an end to the strife in his realm.” Sir Walter’s voice was clipped. “The unrest and lawlessness
         in these parts—”
      

      
      “Lawlessness?” Alasdair’s face darkened. “What do you, a Lowlander, know of—”

      
      “Do you deny the murders of three Mackintoshes this past summer?” Sir Walter examined his fingernails, flicked a speck of
         lint from his sleeve. “Innocent men killed in cold blood not far from these very walls?”
      

      
      “They were stealing our cattle!” The redheaded youth next to Catriona stepped forward. “They chose to stand and face us when
         we caught them. It was a fair fight, no’ murder.”
      

      
      Sir Walter’s face remained cold. “Clan Mackintosh made a formal complaint to the court. Their chief informed us they were
         taking cattle to replace revenue tolls they lost because you menaced and threatened wayfarers trying to use the mountain pass
         above their stronghold.”
      

      
      “Aye, and what if we did?” Catriona began to shake with fury. “Every time our drovers attempt to use that pass to drive our
         beasts to the cattle trysts, the Mackintoshes block the way, barring passage to us. Even”—she drew a hot breath—“when we offered
         them double their toll.”
      

      
      “They cost us revenue!” The shout came from the back of the hall. A clansman riled by such absurdity. “They’ve been blocking that pass
         to us for years. We tired of it.”
      

      
      “The Mackintoshes are troublemakers.” Catriona could scarce speak for anger. “Clan Cameron is worse.”

      
      A shiver ripped through her on the name, her heart pumping furiously as the insolent face of the dread clan’s chief flashed
         across her mind. Worse than the devil, James Cameron ridiculed her every time their paths crossed. There were few men she reviled more. Though just now she’d almost prefer his bold gaze and taunts to Sir Walter’s superior
         stare.
      

      
      Eyes narrowed, she fixed him with her own frostiest air. “Camerons cannot breathe without spewing insults.” She tossed back
         her hair, knew her face was coloring. “They are an ancient line of Satan-spawned—”
      

      
      “Ahhh…” Sir Walter spread his hands. “With so many transgressors afoot, you surely see why the King’s intervention is necessary?”

      
      “Necessary a pig’s eye!” someone yelled near the hearth fire.

      
      Catriona agreed.

      
      Though, with Sir Walter harping on the past summer’s squabble with the Mackintoshes, she could imagine that an overblown account
         of the incident might have reached the King’s royal ear.
      

      
      “Are the Mackintoshes behind this?” She could believe it. The cloven-footed trumpet-blasters wasted no opportunity to shout
         their claim to the glen. “Did they send another complaint to court? Asking for the crown’s interference?”
      

      
      Sir Walter’s mouth jerked, proving they had. “They did send a petition in recent days, yes.”

      
      Catriona flushed. “I knew it!”

      
      “They weren’t alone. Clan Cameron also sent an appeal, if you’d hear the whole of it.” Sir Walter’s tone was smooth. The glint
         in his eye showed that he enjoyed her distress. “Indeed”—he actually smiled—“it surprised us that we did not hear from your
         brother, considering.”
      

      
      “Considering what?” Catriona’s belly clenched again.

      
      Sir Walter’s smile vanished. “Perhaps you should ask your brother.”

      
      Catriona turned to Alasdair, but when he fisted his hands and his mouth flattened into a hard, tight line, her heart dropped.

      
      Whatever it was that she didn’t yet know was grim.

      
      “Lady Edina has passed.” Alasdair spoke at last. “She did not leave a testament. Nor, according to the abbess at St. Bride’s”—he
         drew a deep breath—“did she ever make her wishes known to anyone.”
      

      
      Catriona swallowed. Guilt swept her.

      
      She hadn’t thought of the old woman in years. She’d been little more than a babe in swaddling when Lady Edina went, by choice,
         into a Hebridean nunnery. At the time—or so clan elders claimed—she’d desired a life of serenity and solitude behind cloistered
         walls.
      

      
      But Edina MacDonald was hereditary heiress to the Glen of Many Legends.
      

      
      She was also twice widowed. Her first husband—Catriona’s heart seized with the horror of it—had been a Cameron and her second,
         a Mackintosh.
      

      
      And now Lady Edina was dead.

      
      Catriona wheeled to face Sir Walter. “This is the true meaning of your visit. Now that Lady Edina is gone, and without a will,
         the King means to take our lands.”
      

      
      Again, shouts and curses rose in the hall as MacDonalds everywhere agreed. Men stamped feet and pounded the trestles with
         their fists. The castle dogs joined in, their barks and howls deafening.
      

      
      Even Geordie, a half-lamed beast so ancient he rarely barked at all, lent his protest from his tattered plaid bed beside the
         hearth fire.
      

      
      Sir Walter stood unmoved. “These lands are the King’s, by any right, as even you must know. Be glad he wishes only to bring you peace,” he said, his weasel-smooth voice somehow cutting through the din. “When he received petitions from
         both the Camerons and the Mackintoshes claiming their due as Lady Edina’s heirs, he knew strong measures would be needed to
         settle this glen. He wishes to see these hills held by the clan most worthy.”
      

      
      Alasdair made a sound that could only be called a growl. His face turned purple.

      
      Catriona’s ambers blazed against her neck, the stones’ pulsing heat warning her of danger. She took a deep breath, drawing
         herself up until the disturbing prickles receded and her necklace cooled.
      

      
      “How did the Camerons and Mackintoshes know of Lady Edina’s death?” She looked at the Lowlander. “Why weren’t we informed,
         as well?”
      

      
      “You know better than me how swiftly—or erroneously—word travels in these parts.” Sir Walter shrugged. “Perhaps a missive
         meant for you went astray? Either way—”
      

      
      “You mean to see good men slaughtered.” Catriona felt bile rise in her throat. “Men who—”

      
      “Men who fight, yes, until only one remains standing.” Sir Walter set his hand on his sword again, his fingers curling around
         the hilt. “If they do not”—his voice chilled—“you must face the consequences. Banishment from this glen to parts even wilder.
         Resettlement, if you will, in places where the crown can make use of men with ready sword arms and women adept at breeding.”
      

      
      The words spoken, he folded his arms. “The choice is yours.”

      
      Across the hall, Geordie barked hoarsely.

      
      Out of the corner of her eye, Catriona thought she saw the dog struggling to rise. She wasn’t sure, because the hall was spinning, going black and white before her eyes. Around
         her, her kinsmen shouted and cursed, the noise hurting her ears. Even more alarming, something whirled and burned inside her.
         It was a horrible, swelling heat that filled her chest until she couldn’t breathe.
      

      
      Slowly, she felt down and along the folds of her skirts, seeking the lady dirk hidden there. But she caught herself in time,
         clasping her hands tightly before her just before her fingers closed on the blade.
      

      
      Ramming a dagger into the King’s man would bring even more grief to her clan.

      
      But she was tempted.
      

      
      Fighting the urge, she looked from the Lowlander to Alasdair and back again. “I believe, Sir Walter, that my brother has given
         you our choice. MacDonalds won’t be driven from their land. These hills were our own before ever a Stewart called himself
         a king. If our men must take up arms to avoid the Stewart wrongfully banishing us from a glen we’ve held for centuries, so
         be it.”
      

      
      A curt nod was Sir Walter’s reply.

      
      Returning it, Catriona dipped another curtsy and then showed him her back. She needed all her dignity, but she kept her spine
         straight as she strode to one of the hall’s tall, arch-topped windows. Once there, she stared out at the sea loch, not surprised
         to see its smooth gray surface pitted with a light, drizzly rain. Dark clouds crouched low on the hills, and thin tendrils
         of mist slid down the braes, sure portents that even more rain was coming.
      

      
      The Glen of Many Legends was crying.

      
      But she would not.

      
      She wouldn’t break even if the Lowland King and his minions ripped the heart right out of her. Highlanders were the proudest, most stoic of men. And MacDonalds were the best
         of Highlanders.
      

      
      So she stepped closer to the window, welcoming the cold, damp air on her cheeks. Countless MacDonald women before her had
         stood at this same window embrasure. In a fortnight’s passing, her brother and cousins would ensure that they would continue
         to do so in years to come. It was just unthinkable that they were being forced to do so with their lives.
      

      
      Incomprehensible and—she knew deep inside—quite possibly more than she could bear.

      
      When Geordie bumped her hand, leaning into her and whimpering, she knew she had to try. But even as she dug her fingers into
         the old dog’s shaggy coat, the sea loch and the hills blurred before her. She blinked hard, unable to bring her world back
         into focus. The stinging heat pricking her eyes only worsened, though she did keep her tears from falling.
      

      
      On the day of the battle she’d do the same. She’d stand tall and look on with pride, doing her name honor.

      
      Somehow she’d endure.

      
      Whatever it cost her.

      
      Nearly a fortnight later, James Cameron stood atop the battlements of Castle Haven and glared down at the worst folly to ever
         darken the Glen of Many Legends. Wherever he looked, Lowlanders bustled about the fine vale beneath the castle’s proud walls.
         A different sort than the lofty souls gorging themselves on good Cameron beef in his great hall, these scrambling intruders
         were workmen. Minions brought along to do the nobles’ bidding, whose busy hands erected viewing platforms while their hurrying feet flattened the sweetest grass in the glen.
      

      
      Already, they’d caused scars.

      
      Deep pits had been gouged into the fertile earth. Ugly black gashes surely meant to hold cook fires. Or—James’s throat filled
         with bile—the bodies of the slain.
      

      
      On the hills, naked swaths showed where tall Scots pines had been carelessly felled to provide wood. Jagged bits of the living,
         weeping trees littered the ground.
      

      
      “Christ God!” James blew out a hot breath, the destruction searing him with an anger so heated he wondered his fury didn’t
         blister the air.
      

      
      He went taut, his every muscle stiff with rage.

      
      Beside him, his cousin Colin wrapped his hands around his sword belt. “They haven’t wasted a breath of time,” he vowed, eyeing
         the stout barricades already marking the battling ground where so many men would die.
      

      
      A circular enclosure better suited to contain cattle than proud and fearless men.

      
      James narrowed his gaze on the pen, unable to think of it as aught else. “Only witless peacocks wouldn’t know that such barricading
         isn’t necessary.”
      

      
      Colin flashed a look at him, one brow raised in scorn. “Perhaps they do not know that Highland men never run from a fight?”

      
      “They shall learn our measure soon enough.” James rolled his shoulders, keen to fight now. “Though”—he threw a glance at the
         men working on the nearest viewing platform—“I might be tempted to flee their hammering!”
      

      
      Half serious, he resisted the urge to clamp his hands to his ears. But he couldn’t keep an outraged snarl from rumbling in
         his throat. The din was infernal. Any moment his head would burst from the noise. Each echoing bang was an ungodly smear on the quiet of the glen, most especially here, in this most beauteous stretch of the Glen of Many Legends.
      

      
      Equally damning, the MacDonald wench once again stood at the edge of the chaos. On seeing her, he felt an even hotter flare
         of irritation. He stepped closer to the walling, hoping he erred. Unfortunately, he hadn’t. She was truly there, hands on
         her hips and looking haughty as she glared at the Lowland workmen.
      

      
      Joining him at the wall, Colin gave a low whistle. “She’s Catriona MacDonald, the chief’s sister. Word is she’s the wildest
         of that heathenish lot.”
      

      
      “I know who she is.” James glared at his cousin, not liking the speculative gleam in his eye. “And she is wild—so prickly some say she sleeps in a bed of nettles.”
      

      
      Colin laughed. “She’s bonnie all the same.”

      
      “So is the deep blue sea until you sink in its depths and drown.” James scowled at the lass.

      
      Pure trouble, she’d clearly come to show her wrath. As she’d done every day since the Lowlanders began setting up their gaudy
         tents and seating. If Colin hadn’t noticed her before now, James had. He always noticed her, rot his soul. And just now, she was especially hard to miss with the sun picking out the bright copper strands
         in her hair and her back so straight she might have swallowed a steel rod. And if he didn’t want to lose his temper in front
         of workmen who—he knew—were only following orders, he would’ve marched down to the field days ago and chased her away.
      

      
      He’d done so once, running her off Cameron land years ago, when he’d been too young and hotheaded to know better than thrusting
         his hand into a wasp nest.
      

      
      She’d stung him badly that day. And the memory still haunted him. At times, sneaking into his dreams and twisting his recollections
         so that, instead of sprinting away from him, she’d be on her back beneath him, opening her arms in welcome, tempting him to
         fall upon her and indulge in the basest, most lascivious sins.
      

      
      Furious that she stirred him even now, he tore his gaze from her and frowned at the long rows of colorful awnings, the triumphal
         pennons snapping in the wind. The festive display shot seething anger through his veins. Truth be told, if one of the King’s
         worthies appeared on the battlements, he wouldn’t be able to restrain himself.
      

      
      Apparently feeling the same, Colin stepped back a few paces and whipped out his sword, thrusting it high. “Forget the MacDonald
         wench and her jackal blood. We could”—he made a flourish with the blade—“have done with yon mummery in the old way! Cut down
         the Lowland bastards and toss them into a loch. We then block every entry into the glen, keep silent, and no one need know
         they even reached us.”
      

      
      He grinned wickedly, sliced a ringing arc in the cold afternoon air.

      
      James strode forward and grabbed Colin’s wrist, stopping his foolery. “The old way ne’er included murdering innocents. The
         workmen”—he jerked a glance at them—“are naught but lackeys. Their blood on our hands would forever stain our honor. Sir Walter’s
         blood, much as I’d love to spill it, would bring a King’s army into the glen. No matter what we did, they’d come. Even if
         every clan in the Highlands rose with us against them, their number alone would defeat us.
      

      
      “And”—he released Colin’s arm, nodding grimly when his cousin sheathed the blade—“King Robert would then do more than scatter us. He’d put us to the horn, outlawing us so that
         we’d lose no’ just our land but our very name. A fire-and-sword edict passed quicker than you can blink. That, he would do!”
      

      
      Colin scowled, flushing red. “Damnation!”

      
      “Aye,” James agreed, his own face flaming. “We are damned whate’er. So we do what is left to us. We keep our pride and honor
         and prove what hard fighters we are. With God’s good grace, we shall be victorious.”
      

      
      Colin’s chin came up, his eyes glinting. “Perhaps He will bless us now.” He flashed a wicked grin and strode for the door
         arch. “I’m off to the hall to see if God in His greatness might cause Sir Walter to choke on a fish bone. I shall pray on
         the way.”
      

      
      James’s lips twitched. On another day, he would have thrown back his head and laughed. As it was, he watched Colin hasten
         into the stair tower without another word. Only when his young cousin’s footsteps faded did he glance at the heavens and mutter
         a prayer of his own.
      

      
      Then he whipped around to toss another glower at Lady Catriona, even though she couldn’t see him.

      
      He snorted when he saw her.

      
      She’d edged even closer to one of the viewing platforms, her glare pinned on the workmen. James shuddered just looking at
         her. He almost felt sorry for the men flamed by her scorching stare. Deepest blue yet piercing as the sun, her eyes could
         burn holes in a man if he didn’t take care.
      

      
      James knew it well, much to his annoyance.

      
      Fortunately, their paths didn’t cross often, but each time they’d had the displeasure, he’d regretted it for days.

      
      Just now, with the wind blowing her skirts and her hair whipping about her face, he almost felt an odd kinship with her. There was something about the challenging tilt of her chin
         and the blaze in her eyes that—for one crazy, mad moment—made her not a MacDonald but every Highland woman who’d ever walked
         the hills.
      

      
      Almost, he was proud of her.

      
      But almost was just that—something that hovered just short of being.
      

      
      He let his gaze sweep over her one last time, glad that it was so. Catriona MacDonald was the last woman he wished to admire.

      
      Blotting her from his mind, he strode to another part of the battlements, choosing a corner where the sight of her wouldn’t
         spoil his view. Then he braced himself and stared past the fighting ground to the hills beyond, deep blue and silent against
         the sky. Directly across from him, a sparkling rock-strewn cataract plunged down a narrow gorge cut deep into one of the hills.
         It was the same vista he enjoyed from his bedchamber window. The sight—as always—took his breath and made his heart squeeze.
         This day, the falls’ beauty also quenched any last shred of sympathy he might have felt for the MacDonald she-wolf.
      

      
      In Cameron hands since distant times, the glen was his birthright and his joy. Cloud shadows drifted across its length, the
         gentle play of light and dark bleeding his soul. His eyes misted at the well-loved scene, his throat thickening. He’d always
         believed his children would one day love the glen with equal fierceness. That they’d carry on tradition, bound to the land
         and appreciating their heritage, teaching their own offspring to do the same.
      

      
      Now…

      
      He wrenched his gaze from the glen, fury whipping through him like a flame to tinder. He should’ve known better than to come up here. But Colin had wanted to see the workmen’s
         progress. And, truth be told, brisk winds always blew across the ramparts and he’d relished a few moments in the cold, clean
         air before courtesy demanded he join Sir Walter and his ravenous friends in the hall.
      

      
      The man’s lofty airs and barely veiled insults were more than any man should have to tolerate within his own walls. And watching
         Lindsay and his henchmen eat their way through Castle Haven’s larders—with neither the MacDonalds nor the Mackintoshes helping
         with the costs—was as galling as it was enlightening.
      

      
      No matter how the trial of combat ended, the other two clans of the glen would never change their colors.

      
      Most especially the MacDonalds.

      
      The she-wolf’s presence on the field vouched for their obstinacy. Just as her flay-a-man stares proved they had a touch of
         the devil in them.
      

      
      It was a taint that might serve them well when they soon found themselves in hell.

      
      James’s pulse quickened imagining them there.

      
      It was a fine thought.

      
      A well-met fate that sent a surge of satisfaction shooting through him. He could see them landing on Hades’ hottest hob or
         in a deep, icy pit where they could languish for eons, pondering their treacheries.
      

      
      They deserved no better.

      
      Pity was so many Camerons would be joining them.

      
   
      
Chapter Two

      [image: image]

      James tossed in his sleep, lost in one of the most heated dreams he’d enjoyed in years. Tantalizing images seared him, scalding
         his blood with a stirring swirl of lascivious delights. Tempting glimpses of a certain flame-haired siren’s lush nakedness
         as she rode boldly astride him. She held his gaze, her sapphire eyes alight with desire. His own lust sharpened, his pulse
         quickening to see her need. He reached for her, smoothing his hands along her sleek, fulsome curves, when he became aware
         of a heavy, cumbersome weight shifting across his lower legs. It was a hot, unyielding burden that had nothing to do with
         the lithe-limbed beauty whose sinuous movements were so rousing that his heart raced even now.
      

      
      He came awake at once, glaring into the darkness.

      
      His dog, Hector, shifted again, this time resting his head on James’s knee. Ignoring the aged beast, James continued to frown.

      
      Anger suited him.

      
      Had anyone but Hector shattered his pleasure, he’d do more than glower.

      
      Not that his scowls brought back the stormy-eyed MacDonald vixen whose voluptuous enticements so enchanted him. She’d vanished
         like mist before the sun, and the room’s emptiness hit him like a physical blow. Quiet lay in the air, and the smell of cold
         ash pervaded, reminding him that the temptress of his dreams had been no more substantial than the silvery moonlight slipping
         through the shutter slats.
      

      
      He blinked, grateful to feel his desire subsiding.

      
      Even so, he felt a strong urge to drive his fist into the pillows. He did allow himself a shudder. Lusting after Catriona
         MacDonald not only left a sour taste in his mouth, but brought him perilously close to a dark pit of desire that could easily
         consume him.
      

      
      Already, he could smell the brimstone. Even taste the sulfurous mist wafting around him. Each curl of drifting foulness reminded
         him of the folly—and dangers—that awaited chieftains who succumbed to the wiles of temptresses from feuding clans.
      

      
      The Highlands abounded with tales of the horrors unleashed by ill-fated passions.

      
      Wanting no part of such miseries, he drew a tight, annoyed breath. Then he set his jaw, pushing all thought of his prickly,
         large-bosomed nemesis from his mind.
      

      
      Hector gave a grunt of pleasure, blissfully unaware of the turmoil he’d stirred. Clearly content, he settled back to his canine
         slumber. But the dog’s weight increased, causing a welter of fiery, tingly heat to dance up and down James’s legs until he
         felt as if a thousand tiny, sharp-headed needles were pricking his skin. The discomfort chased away any last vestiges of sleep and worsened his mood.
      

      
      As did the image of Catriona MacDonald when she rose up to vex him anew, whirling—naked and glorious—across his mind’s eye
         as if he hadn’t just banished her.
      

      
      Vibrant as in his dream, she twirled and swayed, her shining red-gold hair tumbling past her shoulders, swinging about her
         hips.
      

      
      Her breasts…

      
      “Damnation!” He pushed up on his elbows, his furious gaze snapping to Hector.

      
      The dog opened one eye and met his stare, his canine expression annoyingly innocent.

      
      James peered back, unmoved. He started to scold the dog for climbing into the bed—after all, Hector had his own comfortable
         blanket before the hearth—but he closed his mouth and simply narrowed his eyes.
      

      
      Hector was old.

      
      And the chill in the room revealed that the fire had died hours ago.

      
      Hector appreciated the warmth of the bed as much as James did. When the dog rolled onto his side with a long, fluting sigh,
         giving every indication of returning to the blissful realm of sleep, James almost envied him. He wouldn’t mind nestling beneath
         the covers and finding his way back into his shattered dream.
      

      
      He’d just paint a different face on a certain flame-haired seductress.

      
      Instead, his night’s rest was ruined.

      
      So he extracted his legs from beneath Hector’s bulk and climbed from the bed. As it was, he’d planned to rise early. Although
         he’d intended to do so closer to sunrise and not at this ungodly hour when the moon hadn’t even set and the castle was so still.
      

      
      He’d hoped to slip away in the midst of the morning bustle when no one would bat an eye as he strode through the waking hall.

      
      His kinsmen didn’t need to know he meant to visit the Makers of Dreams. Most of his people knew the ancients as Grizel and
         Gorm, simple herders of sheep and deer. They were famed for making delicious cheese and always offered weary travelers a dipperful
         of thick, creamy milk. They also lived by the old ways and tended a mysterious cave hidden in a tumbled outcrop of stone.
      

      
      As Makers of Dreams, the half-mythic couple shared their true purpose only with Cameron clan chiefs, trusting them above all
         other men. Proud of this privilege, James respected the old pair greatly and was hesitant to prod knowledge from them. For
         in addition to crafting dreams each night and sending them to those deserving, Grizel and Gorm were also adept givers of prophecies.
      

      
      But he did feel a need to question them about the trial of combat.

      
      He hoped they’d confirm a Cameron victory.

      
      Now…

      
      He scowled at the silence, sure that every man sleeping below would snap to nosy wakefulness the instant he unlatched his
         bedchamber door. His footfalls would echo through the dark passage beyond. The sound would swell, filling the stair tower
         even if he crept along as lightly as a mouse.
      

      
      It was that quiet.

      
      The shutters were closed against the cold autumn night, but even from across the room he could hear the wind in the pines and the distant rush of the waterfall that spilled down a deep gorge across from his windows.

      
      He also heard Hector shifting on the bed. The ancient beast was a restless sleeper and enjoyed shoving his muzzle in James’s
         goings-on almost as much as some of James’s two-legged friends and kinsmen. If a single floorboard creaked, Hector would be
         scrambling off the bed. He’d then limp across the room to sit before the door, head cocked and eyes hopeful, as he craftily
         blocked James’s exit.
      

      
      It was a trick that usually worked.

      
      But the way to the high moors where Grizel and Gorm dwelled was too steep and treacherous for an aged dog with hinky hips
         and unsteady back legs.
      

      
      So James stepped with caution to the jug and basin on a table near his bed. He poured handfuls of icy water and splashed his
         face. Then he shoved a quick hand through his hair and dressed even faster, pulling on his plaid as he crossed the room. He
         slipped away before Hector could protest, and he crept down the stairs, refusing to consider the wisdom of seeking an answer
         he might prefer not to know.
      

      
      The Makers of Dreams never lied.

      
      And James didn’t get far before his nape began to prickle. He froze where he was, just paces inside the night-darkened hall.
         The cold, smoke-hazed air felt thick with the sense of an unseen presence. Sure of it, he glanced about as he picked his way
         forward through the rows of trestle tables. He went slowly, taking care not to disturb the slumbering men sprawled on their
         pallets.
      

      
      Nothing moved.

      
      Yet he was certain someone else was awake.

      
      His warrior instinct felt the throb of a heartbeat, stirring the air. There was movement in the hall’s shadows, an uncanny
         sort of shifting. James rubbed his neck, hoping he wasn’t sensing the Makers of Dreams. They were said to be everywhere when
         darkness fell.
      

      
      They saw everything.

      
      Or so many men believed.

      
      Some even claimed they could see the wind. Or that they knew when the tiniest fish swam across the bottom of the sea. James
         felt his stomach knot. If the ancients were responsible for the chills nipping at him just now, he only prayed they hadn’t
         also been around during his sensual dream of Catriona MacDonald.
      

      
      There were some things a man kept to himself.

      
      So he put back his shoulders and crossed the hall, not stopping until he’d opened the door and stepped out into the silver-washed
         bailey.
      

      
      The moonlight was brighter than he’d expected, and the courtyard proved as empty as the hall had been packed with sleeping
         men. Frost glittered on the cobbles and crackled beneath his feet, the noise making him wince. But nothing stirred in the
         cold, brittle air except the clouds of his own breath.
      

      
      Even so, he scanned the deeper shadows as he hastened to the postern gate, preferring that little-used door in the curtain
         wall to the well-guarded main gateway. The half-moon already rode low above the hills. Despite the blue-white light shining
         down into the bailey, it would soon be morning.
      

      
      He wasn’t going to be the one to break whatever remained of the night’s peace.

      
      Or so he thought until he passed through the postern’s narrow opening and spotted a dark shape slip around the far corner of the castle. Clearly a man, the hooded figure crept across
         the sward, keeping close to the long black line of scaffolding where the Lowlanders were building their viewing platforms.
      

      
      James stared, his eyes narrowing.

      
      Whoever the man was, he wasn’t up to any good.

      
      It was a daily annoyance at Castle Bane that Sir Walter kept his henchmen patrolling the stronghold’s perimeters and the edges
         of the soon-to-be fighting ground. But if this flat-footed craven was one of Sir Walter’s guards, he’d be too arrogant to
         keep to the shadows.
      

      
      “You—hold there!” James sprinted after the man, one hand gripping his sword hilt as he ran. “Halt, you! You’ve been seen!”

      
      If the man heard him, he gave no sign.

      
      Castle Haven’s guards appeared equally oblivious.

      
      James tossed a glance behind him, but no one burst through the postern door. At this hour, the men on duty would be hunkered
         around a coal brazier in the gatehouse, keeping warm and awaiting sunrise. Even if they were on the walls, they’d be watching
         the approach to the main gate on the other side of the castle.
      

      
      No one could hear his pounding footsteps, or even his shouts.

      
      Furious, he kept running. But the man disappeared into the trees just as James reached the half-built viewing stands.

      
      “Wait!” He ran faster, racing now. But the woods’ darkness soon closed around him, making pursuit a folly. Scowling, he took
         a deep breath of the frosty, pine-scented air. He glanced around but couldn’t see anything. Thick mist clung to the trees, shifting around the trunks and curtaining the low-hanging branches. Wishing he could see better,
         he pressed deeper into the gloom, but the farther he went, the more mist swirled around him.
      

      
      The dark-cloaked stranger was gone.

      
      “Odin’s balls.” James loosened his grip on his sword. His pride scalded him. If he’d been two paces quicker or perhaps not
         yelled a warning—
      

      
      His heart jumped when a branch snapped somewhere to his right, the sound quickly followed by a light skitter of rolling pebbles.

      
      He swung round, whipping out his sword, and then feeling foolish when nothing but the dark trees and drifting fog stared back
         at him. Even so, the sensation that he wasn’t alone returned. Worse, he now felt as if the woods were creeping in on him.
      

      
      It was as if the trees had sprung legs and were sneaking closer behind his back, then quickly freezing in place when he glanced
         at them. Even the mist seemed hell-born, much colder and almost glowing.
      

      
      He set his jaw, ignoring the strangeness.

      
      He hadn’t slept well, after all.

      
      And he’d lived too long in the Glen of Many Legends not to know that, even well rested, a man could chance upon many odd things
         in these hills he loved so dearly. Trees that stalked men and icy, cloying mist were nothing to some of the tales told late
         on a cold winter’s night at Castle Haven’s hearth fire.
      

      
      He would concern himself with the man who’d slipped away from him.
      

      
      But first he had other business to attend.

      
      So he made for the hill path to the Makers of Dreams. But before he’d gone three paces, he caught a flash of red in the trees to his right. He turned, his eyes rounding when he
         found himself staring at the hurrying form of a beautiful flame-haired woman.
      

      
      And she wasn’t just any woman.

      
      Irritation tightened James’s chest. He let his gaze sweep her entire fetching length, from her gleaming red-gold hair to the
         sweet, well-turned ankles that were displayed because she held her skirts hitched high. Ripped straight from his dream, she
         made the blood roar in his ears.
      

      
      He blinked, but she didn’t go away.

      
      He wasn’t dreaming now.

      
      The brazen minx was real, and he’d know her anywhere, even through the mist. No other female would stride so boldly through
         the chill darkness of the wood. True to her nature, she had a fierce glint in her eye and held her chin tilted with a dash
         of defiance. Her hair might have been neatly braided when she’d left her own castle walls, but somewhere along the way, the
         shining tresses had spilled free and now tumbled in wild abandon about her face.
      

      
      She was magnificent.

      
      And she was definitely Catriona MacDonald.

      
      No doubt making her way to the viewing platforms to blast the Lowlanders with her wicked-eyed stare. She did so every morning,
         though James was sure he’d never spotted her about quite this early.
      

      
      That she was here now—at a time when an unknown, dark-cloaked man had been in the wood—proved a damnable complication.

      
      MacDonald or no, she was a woman.
      

      
      James frowned, his fury rising when he couldn’t help but admire the pert sway of her hips as she marched through the trees.

      
      “Damnation.” He shoved a hand through his hair, glaring at her retreating back.

      
      She was moving fast.

      
      And he had no choice but to step in and keep her from possible harm.

      
      He started forward before annoyance could override his damnable honor. He had better things to do with his morning than chase
         after the one female who rode his nerves like a bee beneath his collar. But if she fell to peril and he hadn’t stepped in,
         he’d feel worse. So he quickened his step, not caring if he startled her.
      

      
      The closer he came to her, the more the air felt oddly charged. He could almost hear the mist crackling around him. For two
         pins, he’d swear he wasn’t cutting through the cold morning, but that he’d plunged into a sea of invisible fire. Each swirl
         of mist sizzled against his skin, almost searing him. His blood heated, roaring through his veins and pounding in his ears.
      

      
      And still the vixen hurried on, her raised skirts nearly drawn to her knees. Now he not only had a splendid view of her trim
         ankles, but also her finely formed calves. When she hopped over a log, lifting those skirts even higher, he saw a great deal
         more. Enough to darken his mood and send him sprinting forward before she could come across another impediment and taunt him
         again.
      

      
      He’d already seen more than was wise of those long, sleek legs.

      
      So he closed the last few paces between them and reached to grab her shoulder. “Catriona Mac—”

      
      “Don’t think to touch me!” She whirled around with a wild toss of hair and skirt, snarling like a she-wolf. He’d never seen a woman move so quickly. The bright flash of steel
         sheathed at her inner thigh stunned him, as did her quickness to retrieve it. Before he could jump back, she lunged at him,
         her eyes burning hotly.
      

      
      Precise as any man, she sliced his outstretched hand. Scalding heat and pain and oozing blood filled his palm. Her blade held
         high, she danced nimbly just beyond his reach, her furious gaze pinned on him. “Come a step closer and I’ll cut you where
         it hurts most.”
      

      
      She shot a glance at the place she meant. “Doubt me at your own peril.”

      
      “Dinnae flatter yourself.” Angered beyond measure, James outmaneuvered her. Catching her wrist, he squeezed hard so the dirk
         slipped from her fingers. “I’d sooner roll naked in stinging nettles than lay a hand on you.”
      

      
      “You already are.” She jerked her arm, trying to break free.

      
      “So I am.” He let her struggle. “But you needn’t fear for your virtue. Prickly lasses such as you are no’ to my liking.”

      
      “That’s as well.” She couldn’t have sounded more contemptuous. “Swell-headed, vaunting scoundrels aren’t to mine.”

      
      She continued to fight him, and he countered the jab of her elbows, the kick of her feet. He lost all patience when her knee
         slammed his thigh. Hauling her roughly against his chest, he scowled at her, taking some small satisfaction in seeing his
         blood trickling down her arm, staining her skin with her fool deed.
      

      
      She followed his gaze, her brows snapping together when she saw the blood. “I shall scour myself every night for a fortnight
         to remove your taint.”
      

      
      James felt a muscle twitch in his jaw. “To think I thought to save you from folly. Now”—he released her, stepping back to
         wipe his bloodied palm on his plaid—“I wish I’d let you to your own sorry fate.”
      

      
      “What happens to me is none of your concern.” She brushed at her skirts, righting them with quick, jerky motions. “You—a Cameron.”

      
      “Aye.” James inclined his head, proudly. “I am the Cameron. And you, lass, needn’t straighten your clothes. The time for modesty has passed. Why conceal what I’ve already seen?”
      

      
      “Oh!” She glared at him, furious color flashing across her face. “How dare you—”

      
      “I dare much.” James placed a deliberate foot on her fallen dagger. “Truth be told, there are many who would say we are now
         bound, whatever. You’ve drawn first blood, my lady. Or”—he lifted his hand, casually examining the deep red cut across his
         palm—“were you no’ aware of the consequences of such a brazen act?
      

      
      “Have you ne’er heard that oaths are sworn on blood?” He met her eyes again, challenging. “Sacred vows so irreversible that
         doom awaits those who break them?”
      

      
      “Pah!” She flushed brighter, almost trembling in her anger. “You must think I’m witless. Thon cut has naught to do with such
         pacts. Nothing binds us except years of feuding and the scorn every MacDonald has for Camerons. Though”—she raised her chin,
         defiant—“I’ll own that if I’d known it was you, I would not have drawn my lady’s dirk.”
      

      
      “Indeed?” James lifted a brow. “I’m honored.”

      
      “You shouldn’t be.” She put back her shoulders, ever proud. “I wouldn’t have sullied good MacDonald steel with the taint of
         Cameron blood.”
      

      
      “And if it’d been your blood spilled?” James could hardly speak for fury. He bent to snatch up her dagger, thrusting it beneath
         his belt. “What then, eh? Did you not think that someone else might have shown less mercy to a knife-wielding she-cat?”
      

      
      “Mercy?” She fisted her hands on her hips, a hot-eyed Valkyrie in the swirling gray mist. “I neither ask for nor need your
         mercy. As you saw”—her gaze flicked to his hand—“I can look after myself.”
      

      
      “And pigs roost in trees.” James stepped closer, towering over her. He pinned her with his fiercest stare, taking full advantage
         of his formidable height and size. “You have me, and me alone, to thank that naught worse than hurt pride has befallen you.”
      

      
      She gave him a haughty look. “You are the one bearing a wound.”

      
      James set his mouth in a thin, hard line. She was beyond exasperating. Did he not want to risk having to notice—again—how
         sweet her lush curves felt against him, he’d pull her into his arms and kiss her until she couldn’t deny the precarious situation
         she’d put herself in by marching alone through a dark and danger-filled wood.
      

      
      He did curl his hands around his sword belt and glower at her.

      
      That, he could do.

      
      “The cut on my hand is a wee scratch.” He leaned toward her, so close he caught the gillyflower scent of her wildly tumbling
         hair. “What could have happened to you would have been a much more grievous injury.”
      

      
      She gave a little shrug, defiant still. “I walk these hills each morn.”

      
      “The new day has no’ yet broken.” James felt an annoying surge of responsibility for her. She was, after all, on Cameron land. Vulnerable and defenseless, despite her ridiculous
         and headstrong airs.
      

      
      He glanced at the sky, so dark and with the moon only now beginning to dip beneath the tops of the inky-black pines. The air
         was brittle and cold, and the chill mist swirled everywhere, drifting through the trees and curling along the frost-hardened
         ground.
      

      
      Catriona didn’t seem to notice.

      
      James frowned.

      
      Most females would be shivering beneath the folds of their cloaks. They’d be drawing those mantles closer about themselves.
         They’d shift their feet, rubbing their arms and blowing on their hands, seeking warmth. In this wood, in the heart of the
         Glen of Many Legends, they’d also cast cautious glances about them, watching the darkness.
      

      
      She watched only him.

      
      And she did so in a way that was damned unsettling.

      
      James gave her a hard stare. It was so easy to imagine her as he’d seen her just a short while ago, in the heated depths of
         his dream. Standing so near to her brought a stirring to his loins, a pestiferous throbbing so annoying it was all he could
         do not to seize her and give full rein to the maddening heat crawling through him.
      

      
      Instead, he let his gaze drop to where her cloak outlined the swell of her breasts. Lush, ripe curves he burned to plump and
         caress. His fingers itched so badly that he balled his hands to tight fists. Other parts of him ached in ways he refused to
         acknowledge.
      

      
      She eyed him boldly, the rise and fall of her bosom showing her agitation, fueling his desire. “I know fine how early it is.” She lifted her chin, her color rising. “You needn’t mind me.”

      
      Any other time he would’ve laughed. Minding her was the last thing he’d like to do to her just now.
      

      
      If she pushed him, he’d heed those urges.

      
      “This is an ungodly hour.” He struggled to catch himself. “Goodly womenfolk should yet be abed, no’ marching about like she-devils.”
         He spoke more harshly than he would have liked. But her scent, so light yet tantalizing, was irritating the hell out of him.
      

      
      He looked her up and down, noting the pleasing curve of her hips, his wicked mind imagining the intimate place between her
         thighs. She didn’t flinch, and—something inside him twisted with annoyance—the longer she accepted his brazen perusal, the
         more he noticed her damnable scent. It wrapped around him, teasing and provoking.
      

      
      Her eyes glinted in the moonlight, triumphant. Almost as if she knew.

      
      “You call me a she-devil.” She spoke the word with relish. “If I were such a creature, I’d fire-blast you, making this a morn
         you’d never forget.”
      

      
      James almost choked.

      
      She’d already made it a day he’d long remember.

      
      It wasn’t often that a woman’s mere presence made him feel like a ravening beast. She didn’t need fire-blasts. Her scent alone
         was more than memorable and roused him in ways that weren’t good for him.
      

      
      Allowing himself to wonder if the curls topping her thighs flamed as brightly as the hair on her head disturbed him enough
         to make him want to break something.
      

      
      He tightened his grip on his sword belt, furious.

      
      It’d been forever since he’d lain with a woman. Even so, he’d sooner gorge himself on a trencher piled high with thick black slabs of peat than allow the seductive fragrance wafting
         from Catriona MacDonald’s flaming-red hair make him hot, hard, and aroused.
      

      
      So he kept his scowl in place and did his best not to inhale. “By rights, lady, it is still night.”

      
      “So?” She didn’t blink.

      
      She did touch the amber necklace at her throat, letting her fingers glide along the stones in a way surely meant to provoke
         him.
      

      
      He frowned at her, refusing to look lower than her chin. “I’ve ne’er seen you out this early. As a maid of this glen, you—”

      
      “You track my whereabouts?” Her eyes narrowed suspiciously.

      
      “You should know it isn’t wise to creep about before the sun rises.” He ignored her objection. “There are reasons this vale
         is called the Glen of Many Legends. And there are truths behind every hair-raising tale.
      

      
      “Nor”—he caught another whiff of gillyflower—“is it seemly for—”

      
      “MacDonalds don’t creep anywhere. And you’ve no right to speak of what is seemly. You forfeited that privilege when you charged up behind me, trying
         to catch me unawares.” She looked him in the eye, daunting. “Until you accosted me, I’ve never once felt threatened here.”
      

      
      “Perhaps you should be more wary the next time you venture into this wood.” James threw a glance at the silent trees. Blackness
         lurked there, deep and impenetrable. “There are many men about just now. Strangers unused to our Highland ways.”
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