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  WHAT THEY ARE SAYING ABOUT


  SOUTHERN LEGACIES BOOK 4: REDEMPTION IN BLOOD





  “REDEMPTION IN BLOOD is the fourth book in M.C. Scout’s SOUTHERN LEGACIES series. With all the history on the Civil War rarely do we hear about the heroes who fought for the Confederacy. Ms. Scout delves into their bravery and devotion to the cause while intermingling an unforgettable romance throughout the storyline. I loved how quickly Russ and Jordan knew they belonged together and the passion they share despite all the troubles that could effectively tear them apart forever. There are many fascinating characters brought to life during this story and I’ve got several favorites that I hope to read more about in the future. Of course you’re also treated to a villain that you’ll love to hate! Peter is simply evil and I couldn’t wait for him to get what was coming to him. Characters we met in the earlier books in this series are mentioned—which of course I enjoyed since it makes the men and women who served the Confederacy feel like a close-knit group.”
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  SOUTHERN LEGACIES BOOK 1: THE GHOST AND THE WOLF




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid March 2007




  A vision in white lures Yankee soldiers south to prison.




  Known as the Wolf, a Confederate officer scouts for Jefferson Davis.




  Can love keep the ghost and the wolf together?




  SOUTHERN LEGACIES BOOK 2: HIS LADY AVERY




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid May 2007




  Admiral James Logan is a Confederate blockade runner.




  Avery Barrett steals his heart.




  Will Yankees, past history and pirates keep him from his Lady Avery?




  SOUTHERN LEGACIES BOOK 3: WOUNDED HEARTS




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid June 2007




  Ann Rutledge lives on the border of the war between the North and South, her world torn apart.




  Justin Capwell comes to her rescue until a Yankee unit tries to break him.




  Can Ann save him as he saved her or will wounded hearts never mend?




  THE HALLS OF BUCHANNAN




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid August 2008




  Nick Buchannan finds Delaney Johnson, his life perfect.




  An invitation to England threatens to bring Nick down.




  Can he hold together long enough to save his wife and the halls of Buchannan?




  My thanks to several special people—you all know




  who you are.




  The Legend




  Legend has it in Tennessee that the one in possession of a necklace with blood-red stones and the matching earrings will own the world. Men and women died to get it and keep it. One tale tells of it financing the upheaval of a small government. To have it is to command power and wealth unless it falls into the wrong hands.




  Prologue




  September 1863




  On a moonless night, several flatboats drifted along a river in western Virginia. Armed Federal soldiers guarded one man, hooded and bound. Colonel Russell Steele had been captured by a small Union detachment freelancing for a brigadier general who intended to use the capture of the notorious Reb officer to rise in rank, hopefully to Grant’s staff.




  Every once in a while, one or another would poke the prisoner to make sure he remained conscious. Of course, the beating they’d given him hadn’t been the cause but they had to subdue him one way or another or they’d all drown in the darkness. The man’s reputation alone led them to use extreme caution.




  Their lantern light barely helped them navigate the tiny inlet but somehow they found a set of gates in the water. Quietly gliding over the last few feet to the hidden entrance, they slowed. One of the men in the forward boat used a prearranged signal. The gates opened and they entered the darkness of a private cove.




  Pulling to the pier, they tied off their boats then escorted their prisoner up steps to a subterranean door leading inside an old mansion.




  “Ah, it’s about time I caught the Gray Hawk,” a voice said.




  No answer.




  “Take him inside and make sure he can’t escape. I want to make sure I get what I’m due and he’s my ticket.”




  The men shoved their captive further inside a huge estate, vine covered and secreted by overgrown bushes. Unless someone knew of its existence, no one would be able to find it from either the water or the nearby highway.




  The man began to fight them, but the Federals outnumbered him and overpowered his weak body. They pushed him into a damp room then shackled him, making sure he couldn’t escape. The men left, laughing at the ease of taking the notorious Reb—one of those Washington wanted desperately. In a few days, he’d be languishing in a Northern prison and they’d be on their way to a better posting than they’d been assigned to originally.




  “General, he’s secure.”




  “Good, make sure he stays that way.”




  * * * *




  Russell Steele—the Gray Hawk—had been a man of legend. The South needed him for what he could get them—information, needed supplies and funding—while the North wanted to stop him. He’d taken from them since the beginning of the war and Lincoln needed to have his activities stopped—at any cost.




  Now he sat shackled to a wall in a damp prison. From what he could smell through the musty hood covering his head, he figured they’d imprisoned him in either a root cellar or a smoke room—the latter more probable. The faint smell of hickory teased his nose, reminding him of better times before this god-awful war broke out. He shoved thoughts of his impending future to the back of his mind, needing to concentrate on the immediate present. How the hell do I get out of this one?




  Testing the shackles holding him to the damp wall, he found them very secure and unforgiving. Cursing his situation while hating his stupidity, he knew from the start he needed to get further into Confederately held territory but his aching body had gotten the better of him. He’d made camp and been caught—plain and simple.




  He wondered where his men might be and if they remained free. Bad enough he’d been captured, he could not handle their misfortune if the Yanks took them as well. He closed his eyes in the darkness and tried to think—needing to keep his mind straight.




  Colonel Russell Steele answered only to Generals Robert E. Lee and James Longstreet—and of course, Jefferson Davis, the Confederate President. The moment his talents became known to them, they pulled him into their small circle, sending him on missions of the utmost sensitivity. His unique skills made him valuable and they made sure they kept him near.




  He’d gotten the name—the Gray Hawk—from the butternut gray uniform of the Confederacy and his unique talent of literally swooping in and getting what he wanted. After one of his covert missions stories flew of the enemy seeing the flight of a gray apparition—one flying in then out of a small Union camp one night. He’d been there to steal information of vital importance to Lee’s strategy, successfully disappearing into the night like an elegant bird. No one had seen him enter or leave the camp but the commanding officer’s wrath echoed through the immediate area.




  Steele liked being compared to a beautiful bird of prey and let the wild stories grow into a legend. It worked for Davis’ Wolf and his ghostly bride, why not me? If covert meant helping the South win the war, then it definitely worked in his favor until now. Now, he felt like a caged bird and hated it.




  Where are they? He prayed his men had not gotten lost.




  He tried to figure out where he had been taken but not many ideas came to mind. His hands clenched into fists, Steele tried to pull the shackles free of the wall without success. Damn it!




  * * * *




  Several Confederate soldiers had been following the river and the boat the enemy held their commanding officer in. When the waterway split into branches, they lost the small Yankee party in the darkness.




  “Shit!” one muttered.




  “Captain, what do we do?” Lieutenant John Randolph asked.




  “Good question.”




  “But he can’t have just disappeared.”




  “Obviously, they all did,” Captain Ben Mitchell said. “Smith, do some scouting. Somebody’s got to have loose lips.”




  “Yes, sir,” he said, grabbing his rifle. Private Will Smith had been one of a handpicked group Colonel Russell Steele trusted enough to serve in his elite detachment, his specialty—sneaking up on the enemy for information.




  “Dru, you and Jimmie go ahead along the riverbank and see if you can spot anything and remember—time is of the essence.”




  “Yes, sir.”




  Left alone, Ben looked at John, knowing he had the same thoughts. Wherever the Yanks had chosen to hold Steele, he had little time left as a free man. If the Yankees didn’t kill Steele, they’d send him to a prison up North—a fate worse than death.




  A short while later, Smith returned to where they waited.




  “What do you have, Will?”




  “I heard a Yank corporal telling another officer that a small group of Federal troops had found an abandoned mansion along the river here. General Anniston and his men have been residing there for several days. The Yank suggested they held a prisoner there or would be soon.”




  “How far?”




  “Half-mile, maybe a little further.”




  “Okay,” Mitchell said, “we wait until the others return then we go in.”




  * * * *




  Near dawn, everyone had returned to meet with Mitchell. Winslet and Johnson had located the mansion, reporting several armed Yankees patrolling the grounds.




  “What about from the water?”




  “It’s strange,” Winslet said. “Iron gates go into the water. The fence surrounding the property goes completely around the perimeter on land and in the water.”




  “Damn, them Yanks found ’emselves a good place,” Smith said, voicing everyone’s thoughts.




  “How do you want to do this, Captain?” Randolph asked, his stomach tight. He went back a long way with Russell Steele, rank meaning absolutely nothing unless the occasion called for it. It made Randolph sick that the enemy held the colonel, knowing the longer they waited before going in, the less chance Steele had to survive. The North wanted him and these Yanks had captured the prize. Once they took Steele over the lines, Randolph feared never seeing him again.




  Mitchell thought.




  “How many men did you see?”




  “Four on the outside but I saw three boats inside the gate. Say four to six in a boat, that’s twelve to eighteen involved plus anyone who…”




  “Meaning a good dozen or more inside and we have no clue where they are holding him.”




  “My guess would be near the boats. I saw a stairway leading from the dock to a door. This place is the damnedest thing I’ve ever seen.”




  “Meaning it’s a near fortress,” Mitchell observed.




  Randolph cursed. If Anniston and his men had succeeded in nabbing his cousin, Russ would never make it out alive. Rumors flew on both sides about Anniston’s belief that Steele would be his ticket to Grant’s staff. How the hell do I tell the family?




  “Does anyone know anything about this place?”




  “No, sir.”




  “Damn it! I hate going in blind,” Mitchell stated, looking at his men—some from Tennessee, others from North Carolina. He thought for a few minutes before laying out his plans. The strategy good, it would have been better if they’d had more help but they’d deal with the problem.




  “Remember, use knives and garrotes—I want no shots fired unless we have to. The longer we have the element of surprise, the better.”




  Silence fell over the group, the men saying prayers for divine guidance and for their colonel.




  “Let’s go.”




  * * * *




  Steele had lost track of time. With the hood still over his head, he had no idea if dawn had broken yet. It had been close to eleven when he’d been captured, Russ still ruing his stupidity.




  He’d been listening to this same group discussing—of all things—him. He’d snickered when Brigadier General Peter Anniston stated he’d be on Grant’s staff in no time if he brought in the Confederacy’s Gray Hawk.




  “But, General Anniston, he’s only one of their covert agents.”




  “He’s my ticket to the good life.”




  Peter Anniston had another reason to want Steele besides a quick promotion to Grant’s staff. It had been Steele’s spying that caused his younger brother to be sent to Andersonville. Now family loyalty drove him to return the favor. His men had not been told about the personal stakes and he preferred to keep it that way.




  Russ remembered getting away, thinking he’d been quiet enough but he ran into two troopers near where he’d camped who immediately took him down and to their commanding officer.




  “What do we have here?” Anniston had asked, a hint of a British accent in his voice. “Well, I’ll be bloody damned if it’s not the son of a bitch Reb I’ve been after.”




  Anniston went to Steele, hatred in both men’s eyes as they glared at each other.




  “What should we do, General?”




  “Tie him up and we’ll take him upriver at midnight.”




  Russ recalled everything from then on. Anniston had stopped by to see him several times, each time inflicting more pain on the Yankee’s prize capture.




  “You will pay for your crimes and take me to the top while satisfying my family’s call for revenge.”




  “Go to hell,” Steele muttered. “I don’t know what you’re talking about and I don’t really care.”




  “You should. Thanks to you, my brother’s rotting in that hellhole of yours.”




  Steele said nothing, grunting when Anniston kicked him. He did his best to take the pain knowing it would more than likely get worse as time went on.




  “Somebody put a sack over his head so I don’t have to look at him.”




  Steele’s breath caught. He didn’t mind the dark because he operated well under those extreme conditions. Disorientation scared him along with losing any kind of night vision he had—another reason he’d been compared to a predator or bird of prey.




  One of the privates roughly shoved a black hood over his head. In his newly darkened world, he said a silent prayer.




  Help me.




  A short while later, several men yanked him up, punched him some more then dragged him to a boat. They forced him to stand, using him as both a target and a shield. He felt the boat move, trying to figure out where they might be taking him.




  “Did Jones get the gates?”




  “He will.”




  Steele’s mind raced trying to determine which property they referred to then it finally came to him.




  Morris Place Gardens—the only plantation in this part of Virginia to have gated access from the water. It sat off in a small inlet from the Powell River in the area of Blackwater or some name close to that. He’d left his men about a mile away from where he’d been taken and prayed they’d come after him while hoping they’d found his mount, Thunder. Dark gray, the horse would be able to blend into the moonlit night but if more Yanks roamed the area, he wouldn’t last.




  The boats slowed then went a little faster before coming to a stop. Russ heard iron gates open then close a few minutes later, his heart slamming against his chest. No one will ever find me until it’s too late.




  The hard stone wall didn’t give when the men threw him against it, knocking the wind out of him. His head hit a jagged edge, pain shooting through him. That added to the additional beatings made him feel sick. Please, God, take me now.




  * * * *




  Gunshots echoed in the distance, Steele barely hearing them. The last beating plus the massive headache from the welt on the back of his head overshadowed what went on around him. The place could bury him for all he cared right now. He’d been lucky way too long and he had a strong feeling his luck had run out.




  He made peace with himself and his life then let himself drift off.




  “Colonel? Colonel Steele, are you all right?”




  “Who?”




  “It’s Mitchell, sir. We came to get you out of here,” he said, removing the hood from Steele’s head. The fresher air chilled him but he took no notice.




  Steele lapsed off again, his mind unsure of the difference between truth and imagination nor did he care. He thanked God he hadn’t given anything up to his captors. He could die knowing he hadn’t betrayed the South to the Yanks or given them anything they wanted.




  “Colonel, don’t give up on me,” Mitchell begged.




  “It’s okay,” he whispered, fading again. He never felt his small detachment rescue him from the Yankees’ hands—he only knew he felt peace.




  Chapter 1




  “What the hell do you mean he’s gone? Iron shackles and numerous beatings and the man got up and left?”




  “Actually, whoever freed him now occupies the house. Our men are all dead, sir.”




  “Damn it and we’re behind enemy lines. Pull everyone back—we’ve got to get out of here.”




  “What about…”




  “We’re leaving. I can’t afford to be caught.”




  “Yes, sir.”




  Within the hour, Anniston and his men headed out of western Virginia toward the closest Federal line they could locate. The last thing he needed would be to get caught and held by secessionists. No way would he ever see the inside of one of their prisons.




  While he and his men traveled, he tried to figure out how to recapture Steele and get his hands on another article that could get him on Grant’s staff, if not the White House.




  While venturing through the mansion, he’d seen something which piqued his curiosity. It seemed the owner—a man named Morris—had kept track of a necklace and earrings set said to be worth millions. In the right hands or on the right side of the conflict, the war could be over in literally a heartbeat.




  In his zeal at having the Gray Hawk as his guest, he became careless. When he left the property to send a message to his superior, he failed to take the man’s scrapbook with him. Now, it remained in the house and he had to make his plans without it.




  “Of course, I could always go back and get it.”




  “General?”




  Anniston’s thoughts set aside, he went back to the task at hand—getting safely out of Confederate territory.




  * * * *




  When Russell Steele regained consciousness, he found himself resting comfortably in a huge featherbed. He felt his head, groaning.




  “I wouldn’t move around too much if I were you. It took a while to get you fixed up.”




  “Where am I?” he asked.




  “Upstairs at Morris Place Gardens. We freed you from the Yankees and brought you up here. We thought it’d be better for you—at least for now. Smith heard talk of a small bunch of blue bellies hightailing it north.”




  “Who the hell…” he began to ask, still groggy on top of a massive headache.




  “Brigadier General Peter Anniston. He and his men have been raiding throughout this neck of the woods. Will heard he wanted you to further his military ranking and because you are the reason his brother’s in Andersonville.”




  “And how many of our boys has he had a hand in sending to Old Capital and Elmira?”




  “Quite a few.”




  “What else?”




  “We’ve got the entire property under our control—no Yanks anywhere to be found except the ones lying dead.”




  “Bury them.”




  “Yes, sir.”




  “John?”




  “Don’t, cousin,” Randolph said, stopping. “Facing our mothers is not something I want to do—ever!”




  Steele smiled, snickering because he had to agree with his cousin.




  “Why don’t you rest?” John suggested. “We’re safe on our side of the war. I’ll wake you if necessary.”




  “Thanks,” Steele said. “I hurt like…”




  “You don’t have to tell me. I saw what he did to you. We’ve been worried about that head wound.”




  “I’ve had a damned headache ever since they shoved me into the stone foundation.”




  “Johnson’s trying to find some food. As soon as he does, I’ll get you something to eat.”




  “Good,” Steele said, then yawned.




  A few moments later, John Randolph left Russ sleeping soundly.




  “Thank you, Lord, for not taking him this day,” he said, whispering his eternal thanks.




  He left the room seeking out the others to let them know about their commanding officer. He told them, watching relief overtake each man.




  “It’s good news, sir—on all accounts,” Smith said. “With the Yanks gone from the area, the colonel can heal in peace.”




  “True,” Randolph agreed, worried about the possibility of Anniston returning to finish what he’d started. He closed his eyes, taking a deep cleansing breath while silently praying for their safety.




  * * * *




  Jordan Winthrop made sure everything at Bloodstone Manor ran smoothly. Her brother had entrusted it to her care when he left to join up in Lee’s Army and the Southern cause in the War of Aggression as some had taken to calling it. Riding with the 8th Cavalry serving under Colonel Baxter Smith, he’d been promoted soon after Baxter’s capture in May 1863. Lieutenant Colonel Paul Smith had him scouting at night while acting as one of his aides during the day.




  The regiment saw action all over the state before becoming a part of General Joseph Wheeler’s Cavalry Corps taking him to Chickamauga in September. He’d written her letters but she couldn’t stave off the fact that the house seemed empty without him.




  She thought back to the day he left, tears welling in her eyes.




  “I’ll make sure it’s here when this horrible mess is over,” she assured Robert Winthrop.




  “I know you will. Be careful though, if the Yanks get here—leave.”




  “But…”




  “Nothing is more important than your life.”




  “Robert…”




  “Just remember to take the family jewels. They’ll buy you anything.”




  “The Bloodstones?”




  “Yes,” he said.




  Jordan and he had grown up with the infamous set of garnets never truly understanding their real worth.




  “Are they really valuable?”




  “Men and women have killed to get them. Before they came back to the family a century ago, they’d been through several families in Europe after being stolen from our ancestors. It’s been documented that an uncle of ours bought them from an emir who wanted money to pay for the retaking of his throne. That occurred in the 15th Century.”




  “My God, I never knew.”




  “Be very careful with them.”




  “I will.”




  “Don’t forget the uncut gems in the safe. Use them first if you need to. Save the Bloodstones for an extreme emergency.”




  “You’re frightening me.”




  “We live in dire times, my dear sister.”




  “I know but…”




  “It will work out. You’ll see. This damned war will be over before you know it.”




  “Don’t patronize me, Robert. I’m not stupid.”




  “I know you’re not. I just want the best for you and I don’t want you to worry.”




  “It’s hard not to,” she said, dreading his leaving her alone in the huge family plantation. They’d always been close and she feared he’d become yet another casualty of the war. She tried being strong but she knew Robert could see right through her.




  “Jordan, it will be all right, I promise.”




  “I truly hope so,” she said, sighing.




  Robert had been gone since 1862 and, looking at the calendar, she saw over a year had passed. She knew approximately where his regiment might be from reports she’d read or heard about and his frequent letters. So far, he seemed safe though Jordan knew her brother would always protect her from the truth.




  Jordan went over some of the ledgers, pleased they could still turn a profit—if only a slight one—in the present hard times. They’d taken a hit on the cotton because of the blockades and inability to ship it though the tobacco remained in demand. It also helped having a foreman she could trust.




  “Miss Winthrop, someone to see you about an order.”




  “Thank you,” she said, leaving her office at the cotton mill to see to their customer. A brief respite from worry, she knew her concerns would come rushing back as soon as her mind had nothing to concentrate on.




  “Yes, sir, how may I help you?”




  * * * *




  Russell Steele lay against a small stack of pillows in the master suite of Morris Place Gardens. He’d heard stories about the owner of the property abandoning it when a band of Yankees rode through in the early part of 1861. He decided to get out while the getting had been good, or so the story went. Has it been nearly two years since he fled?




  Steele had his doubts and intended to investigate the true story. Then he thought back on his own history. He’d met Confederate President Jefferson Davis at a family gathering at the Davis home Beauvoir several years before the idea of secession became a part of their everyday lives. They’d kept in touch over the years, Russell Steele learning a great deal from his mentor.




  As soon as Russ learned about the Davis presidency, he went to speak with him.




  “I want to go in as your eyes and ears in the Federal hierarchy.”




  “Why, Russ?”




  “I want to work for the Southern cause.”




  “There’s a hidden reason. What aren’t you telling me?”




  “I have my reasons and, my friend, what you don’t know, you can’t be blamed for.”




  “Son, I’ll always be blamed.”




  “I can do whatever you need but…”




  Davis put his hand up, quieting the man standing before him. He sat back, thinking.




  “How do you propose to accomplish this?”




  “I have several avenues I can take.”




  “This is suicide.”




  “I realize that and I’ll take my chances. I’m offering my total loyalty to the Confederacy and my talents and services are yours.”




  “And if I say no?”




  “I’ll do it anyway. I’d rather do this with your blessing because I can truly help you and the cause.”




  “Somehow, I believe you but then again, I’ve known you a long time.”




  Their conversation remained fresh in his mind. Instead of allowing Russ to carry out his original request, Davis came up with an alternate idea—safer but just as effective.




  “I have several others close to me and my family—as you are—scouting for me.”




  “I’ve heard rumors.”




  “Fact, Russ,” Davis stated. “One’s been in northern Virginia of late funneling extremely important information to Longstreet and Lee. He’s served under Old Pete but he’s one of my closest confidants.”




  “You’re talking about the Wolf.”




  “Yes.”




  “I thought of him as a legend.”




  “No, dear friend.”




  “I see.”




  “I don’t think you do.”




  “What do you mean?”




  “I have around me a small intimate group I can trust above all others. The Wolf is one, along with a naval officer in Charleston, a general from North Carolina and one or two others.”




  “And you’d like me to…”




  “Exactly.”




  “I’d be honored.”




  “Good,” Davis said. “I’d like you to operate in western Virginia and eastern Tennessee, maybe further west. We will, at one point in the near future, have to make a push north. They’ll need your help there.”




  “Outstanding.”




  “You can basically operate on your own or if you want help…”




  Russ thought for a moment, took a piece of paper and borrowing a pen, he wrote out a list of who he wanted in his command. Davis looked it over and nodded.




  “I’ll see to their assignments. I’ll have them report here and you can go from there.”




  “Thank you, Jeff.”




  “Promise me one thing.”




  “Anything.”




  “Be careful. This assignment could put a hefty price on your head. You could be captured, in which case, this office can’t give preferential treatment while I personally will do what I can to help you. What I’m saying is this—I cannot openly help you. My help or involvement could very well act against you in trying to secure your freedom.”




  “I understand,” Russ assured him. “Honestly, I do.”




  “All right then. We’ll get your men here and then you’re on your own. Before you leave, I’ll have your orders waiting.”




  Russ nodded, thanking Davis.




  “I’ll do my best.”




  “That’s all I ask.”




  His memory of this conversation remained fresh in his mind—a reminder of how dire the present times had become. He and his men had worked hard to get the Confederate government and the military commanders the vital information they needed to operate in the Shenandoah Valley. He felt good knowing he had been following his calling—protect the Confederacy at all costs.




  Moving to shift his position, he felt every aching part of his body and all the bruises Anniston and his men had thought appropriate to give him. He had no clue what his body looked like though he had an extremely good idea.




  “Russ, how do you feel?”




  “Like hell,” he answered, grateful John had been the one to take care of him. He knew he could trust his cousin to take command when he couldn’t and, as always, John Randolph had not let him down. His captain’s talents as a medic had worked out as an advantage for all concerned.




  Russ closed his eyes, drifting off. Thank you, Lord…
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