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​Prologue – Fire Beneath the Heather

The Highlands did not whisper—they roared.

The wind tore through the crags like a war drum, battering the heathered hills and rattling through the bones of the ancient stones. Moonlight spilled across the landscape in fractured shards, and beneath its silver glow, two riders crossed the border of forbidden land.

Only one knew the danger.

Marci Overtruth gritted her teeth as her horse crested the ridge. Every fiber of her told her this was reckless. Her father would have her hide. The Moonshines would have her head. But her brother’s brooch—snatched in a petty raid by their rival clan—glinted on the chest of a man who had no right to wear it.

And she was going to take it back.

She slid from the saddle, boots soft against the moss. The ancient pine woods groaned overhead as she crept toward the torchlit path winding up to Moonshine Keep. No sound but her breath. No one in sight. Her fingers itched for the dagger hidden in her skirts.

Then she felt it.

A presence. Heavy as thunder.

Before she could whirl, a strong arm caught her from behind, steel pressing against her waist. The breath fled her lungs as her back hit a broad chest, hot and solid behind her.

“Well, well,” a low voice murmured against her ear. “An Overtruth sneaks into my father’s land like a thief in the night.”

Her heart hammered. She didn’t need to turn to know who it was.

Kyle Moonshine.

The Devil of the North. The Laird’s eldest son. Tall, wild, and maddeningly unreadable. She’d seen him once at a gathering when she was a girl—chocolate hair, emerald green eyes, a scowl that could curdle milk. She hated him instantly.

And now... he had his arms around her.

“You don’t scare me,” she spat, struggling in vain. He only tightened his hold, low and lazy.

“Good,” he said softly. “I’d hate to think I’d made this too easy.”

Then he leaned in, his voice a heat at her jaw.

“But you’re on my land, lass. And that makes you mine... for now.”
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​Chapter 1 – The Devil’s Grasp 
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Marci Overtruth had never been caught before.

Not by border guards. Not by rival clansmen. And certainly not by Kyle bloody Moonshine.

Yet here she was—tossed like a sack of grain over the back of his cursed horse, her skirts bunched awkwardly around her thighs, her cheek pressed against the cold saddle, pride bruised more than her bones.

“Let me down, you arrogant ox!” she snarled, squirming furiously and landing a sharp elbow into his side. He didn’t even grunt.

“No,” came his calm, maddeningly deep reply. “Not until you stop writhing like a salmon and admit why you crossed into Moonshine land.”

“To steal back what your clan stole from mine!” she snapped, jerking her head up just enough to see a hint of emerald green in the corner of her eye. “The brooch you wear—it belonged to my brother before your men raided our camp like cowards in the night.”

She didn’t expect him to respond. Most Highland men would scoff or lie. But Kyle Moonshine was more infuriating than most.

“I took it,” he said simply.

Her stomach twisted. “Then give it back, thief.”

The horse halted without warning. The beast snorted and stamped at the earth as Kyle slid down in one smooth movement. Then he grabbed her like she weighed no more than a feather and set her down—firmly, but without hurting her.

Before she could draw breath to curse him, he backed her up against the trunk of a pine tree, one hand beside her head, the other lightly grazing her hip as if to pin her—not just with strength, but presence.

“Let’s get one thing straight,” he growled, emerald eyes glowing under the moonlight. “If you were anyone else, I’d have sent you back in pieces.”

Marci’s piercing blue gaze didn’t flinch. “But I’m not anyone else.”

“No,” he said, voice dipping lower, as if it carried the weight of some deep truth. “You’re Marci Overtruth. The wild one. The stubborn one. The one who can’t seem to keep her nose out of danger.”

His gaze dropped—first to her lips, then lower still to where her cloak had slipped just enough to reveal the pale curve of her collarbone. Her platinum blond hair glowed like moonlight, tangled from the ride and the struggle. Kyle’s hand twitched against the tree bark.

“You think this intimidates me?” she asked, voice rough. “You think because you’ve got me cornered, I’ll wilt like some fragile flower?”

“No,” he murmured. “I think you’ll bloom under pressure.”

Then he kissed her.

Hard. Sudden. Scorching.

Marci gasped against him, fists trapped between them, her body stiff with surprise—and something else. Heat. Want. The taste of him was wild and earthy, like pine and smoke and untamed nights. His hand curled around her waist, firm and steady, pulling her closer until her body betrayed her completely—leaning in, craving more.

But just as quickly as it had started, it ended.

He pulled back, breath warm against her mouth, his hand dropping away as if nothing had happened.

“You kissed me,” she said, breathless.

His smirk returned—dark and dangerous. “You looked like you needed something to shut you up.”

Marci’s hand moved before she could stop it. The slap cracked through the woods like lightning. His jaw twitched but he didn’t flinch.

“Feel better?” he asked, voice like velvet and challenge.

She hated him. Hated how her lips still tingled. Hated how her chest rose and fell faster. Hated that the thrum in her belly wasn’t from fear... but from the dangerous possibility of wanting more.

“I’ll take you back to Moonshine Keep,” he said, adjusting the sword at his hip. “You’ll stay the night. I won’t risk you dying in my woods—even if it would solve some problems.”

“I’d rather sleep in a wolf den.”

He glanced at her over his shoulder, lips twitching into a grin. “You might find me just as dangerous.”
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​Chapter 2 – Hostage or Guest 
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The morning came too quickly.

Marci sat upright the moment the pale sunlight crept across her borrowed room. She had barely slept. Every time she closed her eyes, she felt his lips again—rough, demanding, unforgettable.

She rose, brushing wild tangles from her platinum blond hair with her fingers, staring into the cracked metal of a small mirror. Her blue eyes were clear and hard, determined despite the undercurrent of heat still humming in her veins.

A knock came.

“Marci?” Kyle’s voice, low and rumbling through the thick door.

She said nothing.

Another knock—firmer.

“Open the door. You’ll want food before we speak with your father’s men.”

She cracked the door open. Kyle stood there, boots dusty from an early patrol, his chocolate brown hair tousled by the wind, his emerald green eyes too calm for her liking. He held a tray himself—bread still warm, a bowl of thick Highland stew, and a mug of tea steeped with mountain herbs.

“You brought this?” she asked, suspicious.

“I don’t trust anyone else to feed you. Might be poison.”

He smirked, but she sensed something in his tone. Care. Wariness. Something he didn’t want to admit.

She snatched the tray and backed into the room. “I’m not some helpless maiden you need to nurse, Moonshine.”

“No,” he said, stepping back, “you’re the lass who wanders into enemy land alone in the dark. That’s worse.”

The door closed before she could fire back a reply.

She didn’t want the food, but she ate it. She needed her strength—both for the long day ahead and for whatever strange game Kyle Moonshine was playing.

Later, she found her way to the courtyard. The wind tugged at her cloak as she stood on the battlement edge, staring out across the rocky land. Moonshine Keep was as cold and imposing as the man who ruled it—but it was clean, orderly. Well guarded.

She felt eyes on her.

Turning, she found Kyle standing behind her, arms folded across his chest, his green gaze unreadable.

“You should be resting,” he said again.

“I told you—I don’t sleep in cages.”

“No cage could hold you,” he said quietly, stepping closer. “You’re a storm in a land of calm.”

His words twisted something inside her.

She studied him in the dim light—his tall frame, the sharp line of his jaw, the muscle just barely flexing beneath his shirt. His cloak billowed with the wind, and there was something about him in that moment—more wolf than man. Dangerous. Raw.

“Why do you speak to me like that?” she whispered. “As if you admire me one moment and plan to strangle me the next.”

His gaze dropped to her lips again. Then back to her eyes.

“Because you’re not like the others. You don’t bend. And I hate how much that fascinates me.”

He stepped closer still, fingers brushing a strand of platinum blond hair from her cheek.

“You’re dangerous, Marci Overtruth. And I should send you back to your clan.”

Her heart thudded.

“But I don’t want to.”

The air between them vibrated with tension. Marci couldn’t move. Wouldn’t move.

“You think you can tame me?” she whispered, chin lifted.

Kyle’s smirk returned—slow and sinfully confident. “Not tame. But maybe... learn to dance with the fire.”

Before she could speak—before she could even decide if she wanted to slap him again or grab him by the collar—a shout rang out from the far end of the keep.
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