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        Some promises are forever...

      

        

      
        Hugh McInnis, trying to escape the past and the present finds himself at an auction, his attention fixed on a Norwegian beauty intended for the highest bidder. He wished he could say what possessed him to bid on Dalla.

      

        

      
        Dalla was intended for a convent—punishment for disobeying her father—until her uncle intercepted her journey and put her up for auction.

      

        

      
        A stubborn quiet Norwegian woman and a grumpy Highlands man have no business traversing the landscape. Not together, anyway. Yet, that’s exactly what they are forced to do.
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        A Captain’s Heart

        Book Five of the Highland Heartbeats Series!

      

      

      
        
        Some hearts are forever…

      

        

      
        Derek McInnis left the Highlands for a life on the sea. The sea has captured a heart that no woman could.

        Until now.

      

        

      
        Margery’s disguise as a boy doesn’t hide a comely face nor shapely hips. She has no need for a man’s assistance.

        Until she does.

      

        

      
        And naturally, the man who offers his assistance is the man she can’t get out of her mind. Or heart.
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        A Highland Sailor

        Book Six of the Highland Heartbeats Series!

      

      

      
        
        Some actions are forever...

      

        

      
        Gruff and straight-forward, Broc McFadden has always had one passion. To be on the sea. And then he meets the sister-in-law of his former captain Derek.

      

        

      
        He wouldn’t have met her if he hadn’t agreed to help Derek by traveling to a land where he was wanted, which puts him in the clutches of a mortal enemy.

      

        

      
        Fierce and loyal, Beatrice cannot sit idly by and watch the Highlander man who’s captured her heart punished unjustly. And yet, she’s betrothed to the Lord Randall a man whose handsomeness rivals his cruelty.
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      Hugh McInnis sat atop his horse amidst the foliage of the forest, watching. The scent of earth and pine wafted over him, a gentle breeze stirring pine boughs and rustling leaves of black alder, mountain ash, rowen, and birch.

      Down in the meadow, he spied an ancient wych-elm tree, its massive trunk and root system surrounded by a thick overgrowth of broom and gorse. Twigs danced and leaves trembled.

      He closed his eyes for a moment and lifted his face to the late afternoon sky, inhaling deeply, relishing the scent of earth and forest. With the passing of each gentle gust, all grew still, the forest falling silent around him until the breeze brought it to life again.

      He lowered his face and opened his eyes, a slight smile playing around the corners of his lips as he continued to watch.

      He remained on the rise for several minutes, studying the terrain.

      A creek ran down the slope nearby, edged by closely grown trees as it meandered to the north, then curved lazily around a small rise, before disappearing off to the east. To the north and west, forested hills rose, blocking his view of the gently undulating land that would eventually fall toward the sea.

      The air felt warm and humid.

      And he remembered.

      As dusk fell over the land, he would see brief flashes of lightning off to the east. The setting sun would bathe the area in a soft orange-red glow.

      This far north, four long days of travel from Duncan Manor, the landscape was rougher, more jagged, filled with hardscrabble granite, from small granite pebbles and stones just beneath the surface of the dirt to giant, monolithic spires that rose like fingers, their jagged edges softened by the growth of moss and lichen over their hard surface.

      Just below, in a shallow dip of land, he spotted the remnants of the thatched roof, partly caved in. He lifted an eyebrow, surprised that it was still standing after all this time. He hadn’t been back in fifteen years.

      He grunted softly.

      In their youth, he and his twin brother, Derek, had run away from their home on the outskirts of the Duncan lands, away from a brutish father, thinking they might eventually join the army of Scottish soldiers fighting against the Norsemen.

      First, though, they would have an adventure.

      He and Derek had loved their mother, but their father was a different story. Hugh and Derek had run away from home when they were fourteen. They’d headed northeast, toward the seacoast of northern Scotland. They’d found this small meadow more than a day’s ride from their ultimate destination and decided to stay for a while.

      It’d taken more than a week to construct the hut, where they wintered before deciding to head back south, back home, finding the harsh climate unfavorable, unable to even plant a tiny crop.

      Upon their return, they’d learned of their father’s passing. Their mother had moved closer to the Duncan manor, in the village not far from the manor house, for a greater sense of protection from marauding enemy clans.

      Hugh remembered the day he and his brother had ventured to the manor after reuniting with their mother. They had come to give their fealty to the laird.

      It hadn’t taken long before Phillip Duncan, the laird’s son, and his younger brother, Jake, challenged them. He and Derek, hardened by months of living a hardscrabble life in the wilderness, were more than a match for Phillip and his brother. The brief bout of fisticuffs had ended in a draw.

      Afterward, two of them sporting bloody noses, Jake sporting a black eye, and Derek a split and swollen lid, the four had become fast friends.

      Until now, Hugh had remained with the Duncans. Derek had not.

      Nearly two years after their father’s death and their return to the Duncan lands, Hugh and his twin had a falling out.

      Hugh had never told anyone what had prompted his brother to leave. Nor had either of the Duncan brothers asked. He knew that if and when he told the story, they would listen, but they would not pry into his private business any more than he did theirs.

      After his brother had left, Hugh had little time to miss him. He’d undergone rigorous training by Duncan clansmen and fought by their side against warring clans over the years.

      The summer he had turned twenty-five, he and his good friend, Maccay Douglas, had been put in charge of the defense of the Duncan lands and stronghold.

      Phillip took over as clan leader upon his father’s death, and Jake had gone off to war, fighting against the bloody Norsemen.

      Nearly two years ago, Jake had returned home, near death from a terrible axe wound in his thigh. It was then that Phillip had ventured south with Hugh and Maccay, seeking a healer from the lowlands who had the reputation of being supremely gifted with her poultices and herbal remedies.

      They had kidnapped Sarah MacDonald and brought her, kicking and scratching, the entire way back to the Highlands. Despite her anger, her compassion for the wounded and suffering won out. She had healed Jake, no thanks to Ceana, their local healer, who had actually attempted to poison Jake for refusing to marry her.

      After that fiasco had been settled, and with little prompting, Phillip had returned south to retrieve Sarah’s younger sister, Heather, from the clutches of their often drunk and abusive stepfather.

      Jake, two years younger than Phillip, had fallen in love with that little hellion. Then, just recently, and quite unbelievably, Maccay—his best friend, happy-go-lucky Maccay—had saved a girl with no memory from certain death in the forest and ended up marrying her!

      With each match, Hugh had felt increasingly alone. Not that they ignored him, which they didn’t. But as he’d watch the newlyweds whispering and smiling and kissing, sharing their lives with one another, he wished…

      He didn’t want to recall what he’d lost. It was too painful. He didn’t begrudge his friends their new lives, but he did envy them. Would he ever feel that kind of love again? The whisper of a kiss, the joy of companionship that needed no words to flourish? It felt odd to be away from Duncan Manor and from the friends who he considered as close as any family could be. Still, he had to get away, if just for a little while. He had some thinking to do.

      His horse shifted beneath him. He frowned in contemplation. Had this been a good idea, or would it only lead to greater dissatisfaction? It wasn’t that he wasn’t happy on Duncan lands or in his position. It was home. It would continue to be. Still, after everything that had transpired over the past year, he’d grown increasingly unsettled, but left with a sense of wanderlust. He hadn’t felt that way since he and his brother had ventured to these parts so many years ago.

      When he needed to clear his head, it was usually enough for him to wander off into the foothills north of the manor, to spend a night or two away up in the mountains.

      This time, however, he knew that he needed to return to his roots. What compelled him, he wasn’t sure, but he was a man who understood instinct. His instincts had told him that he needed to get away, if just for a little while.

      Hugh was certainly happy for his friends, and he treasured Sarah, Heather, and Maccay’s new wife, Alis. But their happiness, their loves, their marriages, and their love-besotted eyes only reminded him of his misfortune.

      Thoughts of Elyse had crept ever increasingly into his thoughts, reminding him of happier times. His Elyse, with her silvery-white blond hair, fair skin, and bright blue eyes… He had been the first of them to fall in love.

      Unfortunately, just when he was working up the courage to ask for her hand in marriage, she had been taken from him. By a wild boar. A savage and painful death. And he hadn’t been there to save her. The guilt tore at him, years later. He would never get the image of her ravaged body out of his mind.

      So, while he didn’t begrudge his friends for finding love and beginning new lives, it only left him feeling more alone, triggering the rise of memories best left buried. Not only memories of his beloved Elyse, but memories of his brother.

      Wasn’t it time to let bygones be bygones? To forgive and move on? Or was it too late—for both? Was Derek even alive? Hugh had come north to find out, and if possible, to bridge the gap that had left the two of them estranged for so many years.

      As he thought about it, those feelings had become more powerful by the day. When he saw the bonds between his friends, their wives, and their relationships growing stronger day by day, their love deeper, their loyalty steadfast, he had reflected on what he himself lacked in life. He felt alone.

      So, he had told Phillip that he needed to go off by himself, just for a little while. Phillip had not asked why. The four of them were so close he probably didn’t need to. He had simply nodded and told him to transfer his duties to Maccay.

      It was late summer now, and Hugh had told Phillip that he would return by the time the leaves fell to the ground. Why he had ventured so far north, nearly to the northeastern coastline, he wasn’t certain, but it was the only place he knew where he would find the solitude he was looking for.

      Perhaps he wanted to touch his past, relive the memories he had of better times, when he and his brother had been inseparable.

      Of course, he could’ve gone somewhere closer to Duncan lands, but he had felt the tug of the coast.

      To the west of Duncan lands lay the lands and domains of several enemy clams, and he had no desire to venture toward the lowlands. So, to the north it had been.

      Heaving a sigh, Hugh nudged his horse forward, his body swaying lightly with the movement of the horse as his mount carefully navigated the downward slope, hooves digging into soft loam, or striking rock buried just beneath the surface of the soil.

      He continually swept his gaze through the forest of trees, cautious for any indications of danger. This area was isolated, but the passage of more than a decade could have changed things considerably. Just over that rise beyond the grove of trees could be a house or even a village for all he knew. Then again, he saw no sign of rising smoke from evening campfires, cooking fires from a village, nor sounds of life.

      As he neared the hut, he studied it with dismay. Though weatherworn, and with one section of a wall sagging slightly, the structure was in relatively good condition. It had weathered the northern Scottish climes well. He smiled, thinking of happier times with his brother as they’d built the place, constructed of rocks stacked one atop the other to about waist high, the spaces in between chinked with mud.

      The hut was constructed in the shape of a broch, or roundhouse typically constructed of stone, although on a smaller scale. The broch dated back centuries in the Highlands, and were typically huge round fortifications much like a keep or tower of a castle. Of course, theirs had not been nearly so large nor magnificent, perhaps twelve paces wide in diameter.

      He dismounted, tied the reins to a close-growing alder, and cautiously walked toward the structure. It wouldn’t surprise him if some wild animals had made the place their own over the years and the last thing he needed was to surprise a bear or a boar, let alone a skunk or two. He listened, but heard nothing from inside that indicated the presence of any animals.

      Placing his hand almost reverently against one of the stones, he felt a surge of emotion. It’d been thirteen years since he seen his brother. The last he’d heard, from Jake actually, was that his brother had indeed gone off to fight with the Scots against the Norwegians.

      Hugh had run into Jake before he’d been wounded and returned to Duncan lands. Jake had word from another clansman a few years ago that Derek was now in the shipping business and owned a couple of ships that carted goods between England, Scotland, and France.

      He was glad that his brother had survived his battles and moved on to make a good, solid life for himself. Hugh had done much the same with the Duncan clan. Still, there was that a bit of envy he felt for his brother, for his intelligence in starting a shipping business. Not that he was interested in shipping, or starting a business. He liked being in charge of Duncan security forces, protecting the villagers, the manor, and his loved ones. He didn’t want to do anything else.

      Ducking his head, he stepped inside the hut, glanced around, memories flooding his brain. Images returned, of roasting a rabbit over a fire with his brother, of wrestling and laughing, of talking about what they would do when they were grown men…

      It looked as though some wild animals had perhaps wintered within its walls, and it smelled of damp earth, but in a matter of days, he knew he could repair the thatched roof and brace up that sagging section of wall.

      He sighed, muttering under his breath, making a list of things to do, and then realized what he was doing. He shook his head in disgust. Only a few days spent alone, and he was already talking to himself.

      He grunted.

      He decided he wouldn’t start on any repairs until morning. It was already growing close to dusk. He needed to bring in the few supplies left in the pouch tied behind his saddle.

      His horse could forage nearby, and then he would bring the gelding inside the hut for the evening. While his skill with hunting meant there was no concern with finding food, he would have to venture to the village that he knew lay a couple of days away to the east, located near the coast, for other supplies. Flour, salt, some grain for his horse, and perhaps a blanket or two.

      Though the leaves were not yet falling, he remembered the nights up here always grew cool. He kicked at a few scraps of animal dung. He would need to chop some firewood, repair the wall, the roof, and create some type of shelter and holding pen for his horse—unless he kept him inside at night.

      He looked forward to the physical labor, and, stepping outside, glanced up at the sky. Twilight had come to the small valley, the dying rays of the sun casting the craggy, rock-strewn hills surrounding him into varying darkness of shadows. The hoot of an owl in the distance and echoing through the trees brought a smile. His horse stomped restlessly, blew heavily, and shook his mane.

      “All right, don’t get impatient,” he said, giving the horse a friendly slap on its rump.

      By the time he had found enough forage for his horse and brought him inside, darkness had fallen.

      Hugh sat cross-legged, back resting against one of the walls, a small fire in front of him casting undulating shadows on the wall. His weapons close to hand, he acclimated himself to the sounds of the woods surrounding the hut. He knew that in a matter of days he would be familiar with the way the wind blew, the sounds it made as a sifted through the trees, the sound of wolves, owls, and night creatures echoing off the rocks.

      Tonight, though, he would sleep restlessly, alert for every snap of a branch, every gust of wind.

      He would watch his horse, the flick of his ears, as good as any sentry at detecting scents that he couldn’t.

      His sword close to hand, he closed his eyes, leaned his head back against the wall, and drifted into a semi-wakeful state, allowing the memories of years past to meander through his brain.
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      In less than three days, Hugh had completed his initial repairs to the hut. He’d patched the roof, not waterproof against a deluge, but good enough for a moderate rain. He’d chopped down two small trees deeper in the woods and used the smaller branches for a stack of firewood, its sturdier portions to brace the wall from inside. He had constructed a lean-to that would shelter his horse between two close-growing trees to the side of the hut. It was visible from the doorway, and would be adequate to protect the horse from the north winds.

      He had even fashioned a small corral to contain the gelding, using the natural thickness of the undergrowth, clearing some brush away, and constructing a framework of other small saplings.

      The gelding wouldn’t run off; he wasn’t concerned about that, but was more interested in providing a bit of protection for his horse against not only the elements, which could change at a moment’s notice, but wild animals.

      The morning following his arrival he’d walked carefully around the area, looking for any trace of fresh animal or human tracks close to the hut. He’d found none. The few animal signs he spied had been left earlier in the spring. Still, he knew enough not to take the lack of animal tracks for granted. His and his horse’s scent would carry for miles on the wind, and sooner or later, wild things would come to investigate; perhaps a wolf or two, maybe even a boar.

      By the third day, he was satisfied that the hut was sturdy enough to provide him adequate shelter for a while.

      He had run out of supplies. The previous evening, he had snared a rabbit for supper, but he knew that he needed to venture to the village on the coast for the additional supplies he would need for his short stay.

      The following morning, he would ride east toward the coast, toward the small village that he remembered from his and his brother’s stay. The village was named something like Argyll or Agryl. He would load up on supplies and perhaps even stay long enough to enjoy an ale or two.

      Perhaps he would even ask around, see if anybody had heard of his brother. Unlikely, as he remembered that the village was very small. But it was situated on the coast and enjoyed a small harbor, and news and gossip traveled fast in sea towns.

      It was one of the reasons why he’d come. Maybe he would be able to find his brother—but if he couldn’t, well, he would have to be satisfied that he’d tried.
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      No! This couldn’t be happening!

      It must have been the hundredth, maybe even the thousandth time Dalla had told herself that from the moment it had happened, but every day brought something new—some new anxiety, a new fear, a new heart-pounding dread.

      A rope tied four or five of them together, she wasn’t sure how many exactly, the short distance between each keeping them clustered together. Blindfolded, her hands were tied behind her back with another, shorter piece of rope, much like the others. Her wrists were chaffed, blistered, and throbbed with pain. Since they’d disembarked a ship earlier in the morning, she and her unfortunate companions had been kept in a storeroom of some type of small business. It sounded like a tavern.

      The room smelled like ale, mold, and rotten straw, which she felt on the floor through her thin, soft-soled leather shoes.

      Several of the women in the room wept softly, their voices ravaged from their screams and wails of protest until there was nothing left.

      Dalla was afraid as well, but tried not to allow herself to give in to her growing anxiety. If she started crying or screaming, she feared she would never stop.

      The smell of dead and rotting fish, accompanied by the shouts and ear-blistering curses of sailors and the odor of the brackish sea invaded her nostrils. They had come by sea, kept locked in a small, nearly airless room in the keel of a ship as it rode the rugged seas of her beloved homeland of Norway and made its way toward the Scottish coastline. The room had soon grown vile with the stench of human waste, urine, and vomit.

      Despite her fear of the coming hours and days, she had heaved a sigh of relief when they’d been released from the ship’s hold and allowed topside. Even the ill odors wafting upward from the harbor waters were a blessed relief from the stench of their holding cell.

      From the deck of the ship, they had been led up a cobble-stoned path to a wooden structure. She’d smelled the damp wood, felt the rough-hewn boards scrape against her arm as they’d been roughly shoved through a door from what she thought was an alley. At least it smelled like an alley, not much better than the hold of the ship where they’d spent the last several days.

      A little while ago, a man who smelled even worse than the storeroom in which they were held had come to get them. They emerged from the structure and into the warm sunshine.

      Oh, how good it felt on her face! Never again would she take the sunshine for granted.

      All about them, she heard the sounds of activity; carts pulled across cobblestones, the scruff of boots on boardwalks, the hoots, hollers, and more than a few vulgar suggestions shouted in their direction.

      Bloody Scots!

      Her heart pounded, and she stumbled, flinching as her toe caught the edge of a stone beneath her foot, but she held back a wince and concentrated on maintaining her balance. If she or one of the other women fell, they would take the others with them.

      How long had it been? It seemed like forever, but she knew it was just days ago that she had been kidnapped. She constantly worried about her companion, Megan, and prayed that she was safe. It still seemed impossible that this had happened, but she had to accept it.

      Hands tied behind her back, that dirty, smelly rag tied around her eyes, she stumbled along with a number of other young women, probably looking much the same as they; faces likely pale from strain and days spent out of the sun, dresses dirty and perhaps even torn, hair matted and tangled. She bit her lip to prevent it from trembling with fear.

      Every second since that awful moment when she had been grabbed, slugged across the jaw, and tossed over the shoulder of some big brute of a man, pounding ineffectually on his back, she had gone through the incident in her mind over and over again.

      Since that moment, her eyes had been covered, but she still had her ears. She listened, desperate to learn why this had happened… Why had she been kidnapped?

      She strained to recognize a sound, a voice that would provide her with some clue. She sought to distinguish the smells of the men around her, their captors.

      She and her companion had been attacked just before twilight, walking along one of the many paths that wound their way through the massive gardens of her family’s estate in southwestern Norway.

      She had never, not once, worried about her safety on their estate, not as a member of the royal family. Her mother’s side was linked to the royal lineage—not terribly close to the throne, but enough so that she could be considered part of the inner circle, though she preferred to stay on the outside of that circle.

      She only attended court when her presence was demanded, perhaps twice, maybe thrice a year. She thrived in the rural environment, not particularly comfortable nor content with how those close to the throne spent their days: dealing with politics, making bargains, and on more than one occasion, committing betrayal.

      No, for her court life was the epitome of boredom, at least for women. How utterly wasteful were the days spent fussing over wardrobes and hairstyles, the needlework, the soirees and gatherings that lasted until the wee hours of the morning. No wonder some of her compatriots laid abed until the early afternoon!

      Not the life for Dalla. No, she loved to be up with the sun, roaming through the forests surrounding her father’s estate. Riding the horses during the occasional fox hunt, or simply riding through the countryside enjoying the beautiful vistas and brisk air.

      She had spent most of her life living at the estate in the countryside, at her father’s rural residence in a low and secluded valley not far from the western shores of the southwestern peninsula in the lowlands between Stavanger and Kristiansand. It was a land of towering, steep mountains interspersed with fjords, all of them wild and beautiful. Throughout her ordeal, she had kept the images of them in her mind, terrified that she might never see them again.

      If she had been closer to the throne, she might’ve worried about her safety, but surely, her position in the royal family wasn’t enough to put her in danger. She’d been mistaken. Why else would she have been kidnapped and thrown into the hold of a ship with other unfortunate female captives? What would happen to them, she didn’t even want to contemplate. Still, if she’d been kidnapped for political reasons—perhaps for ransom—she surely would have been kept isolated in a castle somewhere, not bound and tossed, blindfolded, into the hold of a ship that she discovered was bound for northern Scotland. But if not political, then what? It was no secret that her father, Alfred Jorstad, had made many enemies in his lifetime. Revenge? His brother, Amund Jorstad, had also been involved in numerous, somewhat questionable dealings with not only his fellow Norwegians, but also the English, and the French, and scandalously enough, with the Scots themselves.

      Unfortunately, Dalla had no way of knowing if anybody even realized she was gone, especially if Megan had not survived the attack. Poor Megan. She spent much of the time at the countryside estate with her companion and the house staff, her father and uncle often gone to Oslo to deal with business, royal obligations, and so forth. She rarely paid attention to their comings and goings.

      With no love lost between herself, her father, or her uncle, and not for lack of trying on her part, she doubted that they would even display much concern over her sudden disappearance. Her father had never shown any affection toward her. As she grew older, she realized that he blamed her for his wife’s death during childbirth. When Dalla was a young child, he’d often left her to her own devices, which perhaps was the reason she’d grown up with the reputation of being a wild child, often disappearing for hours on end in the meadows and forests surrounding the estate.

      It was only when she had her tenth birthday that he’d hired a companion for her, to teach her how to be a lady, to read and write, learn English and French, and of course, to groom her for her eventual marriage. It was when she’d turned fourteen years old that she learned that her father had betrothed her to Manfried Gundersen, a man thrice her age, of German ancestry. Some type of business deal, she was sure. She had met the man once, had been immediately wary of him; the way he’d looked at her, his dark green eyes roaming speculatively over her blossoming body. She had mentioned her unease to Megan, who confided in her that Gundersen had already lost two wives to illness, and that he was a notorious rake.

      By the time she was sixteen, her father had insisted that she marry the man, but thank the heavens, he had died falling from a horse a month before the deed was to have been done. After that, her father had tried to push her toward one man or another, but she’d purposely behaved so badly that none of them wanted her. Why, what decent man would want to marry such a willful woman; one who thought nothing of riding bareback, one who eschewed the gentler arts of cooking and needlework for digging in a garden or tending the falcons with the falconer, down to cleaning their cages.

      Scandalous. That’s what her father called her behavior.

      By the time she’d turned nineteen years old, well past marriageable age, he’d put his foot down. He’d arranged yet another marriage, this time to a distant member of the royal family from the paternal line; one who lived far away from the court on one of the hundreds of small islands dotting the northern coastline of Norway.

      She and her father had gotten into a terrible argument about that, and she’d refused. As a result, he threatened her with sending her to a convent. Dalla had considered running away, but run away to where? With what? She had no access to her inheritance, if there was any left of it, and she certainly couldn’t go running to the court.

      Dalla had ultimately decided that living in a convent was preferable to being forced into a loveless marriage with any of her father’s choices for a husband.

      She was to have been sent away to a convent in northern France at the end of the month, but she’d been kidnapped just days before her departure. And what about Megan? Had she survived the attack? Dalla’s heart grew heavy, thinking about her companion and friend, a woman barely ten years older than herself. Though Megan had been hired to fulfill her position as part governess and part teacher, the two of them had soon grown into fast friends, so close that Dalla looked at her as a beloved older sister.

      What if she—

      They were roughly guided down several wooden steps into a room. A room filled with men who now hooted, whistled, and made rude, vulgar comments. Was that all these Scots could do?

      At the women’s appearance, the room full of boisterous, rough voices rose, along with the clanking of tankards, both wood and pewter, by her ears, against wooden tabletops, more crude suggestions, and rumbles of laughter.

      “Get over there, against the wall!”

      Dalla understood English well, though it was obvious her fellow captives did not. She tried to obey, but the women stood clustered in confusion, bound and sightless.

      A rough shove against her shoulder propelled her forward. She gasped and stumbled with the others until she walked into a wall. Reaching behind her with her fingers, she felt its surface. Rough-hewn wood planking. Beside her, she heard one of the other captives weeping.

      “Hush,” she soothed, speaking in a low, soft tones. “Don’t let them see you afraid. It will only amuse them.”

      She stood as tall as possible, ignoring the empty, churning feeling roiling her stomach, making her want to vomit. She disregarded the buzzing in her head, the myriad of questions racing through it. She could not think about the future and what would happen to her. She had to concentrate on here and now.

      Her heart pounded so hard in her chest she was amazed it didn’t burst. Blood pulsed in the vein in her neck as she stubbornly lifted her chin and turned her face toward the crowd. If she hadn’t been blindfolded, she swore she would have stared at them, feigning a calm bravery that she didn’t feel deep inside.

      Vile Scotsmen!

      There was no love lost between the Norwegians and the Scots. They had been at war for years, longer than she could remember. At that moment, fear engulfed her. She wanted to cry, to scream, and to rail against her circumstances. More than anything, she wanted to feel Megan’s comforting arms wrapped around her.

      She had no one else to yearn for. Not her father, who barely tolerated her existence. She—

      “All right, here’s the first one!”

      Another roar ensued.

      She heard a woman’s stifled scream from nearby. Her heart sank, even though she had suspected they were to be sold to the highest bidder. The abject reality of the situation caused a new ripple of fear to race up her spine. They were Norwegian captives. For sale to the uncouth, vulgar, and wild Scots. Behind her blindfold, she briefly closed her eyes, uttered a prayer for strength.

      Amidst the woman’s terrified attempt to cry out, she heard the slap of a hand against a cheek, which stifled the woman’s scream but failed to smother her weeping.

      “She’s got all her teeth! Fine figure of a woman, ain’t she?”

      Another yelp from the woman and Dalla could just imagine the animal pinching her. If he laid a hand on Dalla like that, she would thrust upward with her knee and hope that she caught him in the groin with it. She might be beaten for her insolence, but no one was going to—

      She heard the clinking of coins and money was exchanged.

      Ale-addled voices, one bidder trying to top another, elicited a cacophony of sound that soon grew into a steady thrum. She tried to remember. Was she the third or fourth woman in the line?

      It took every ounce of strength she had to keep her expression calm, to not start screaming in panic as each woman ahead of her was eventually bought, cut loose from the ropes, and, from what she could hear, literally pushed into the crowd amidst the raucous laughter of men, accompanied by the shrieks and cries of the women.

      A rough hand grabbed Dalla’s upper arm and shook her.

      Her heart dropped, and her stomach balled into a tight knot of dread.

      Her turn.

      She fought back the urge to shriek and bit her lips to prevent it. Her heart thundered now, her pulse racing so fast she was surprised she didn’t faint.

      “And here’s a lovely lass. She’s got all her teeth, too, and look at that hair! Cuts a fine figure of a woman, she’s got to be—”

      The room again erupted with the sound of bidding.

      Tankards slammed loudly onto wooden table tops.

      She heard the shuffling of feet.

      The place stank of body odor, vomit, ale, and leather. In the midst of the voices assaulting her ears, she, as well as others in the room, took note of the deep, booming, voice.

      “She’s mine.”

      The words had been spoken loud enough to be heard among the rabble, but with a tone that immediately silenced the room.

      She swallowed.

      She heard the sound of feet moving forward, not boots, but leather against wood. And then she felt a man’s presence only a short distance from her. His scent wafted toward her. He smelled of horse, pine, and, oddly enough, the earth. She wanted to back away but stood her ground.

      Nevertheless, her ears rang so loud now, her head swimming with wordless terror, her heart pumping so hard, she barely managed to hear the quiet words the man spoke to the one holding so tightly on to her arm.

      She felt another hand reach out for her other arm, not terribly harsh, but oh, that hand was so large, easily wrapping around her forearm.

      She shuddered.

      Again, money was quickly exchanged, evident from the clinking of coins.

      “Cut her loose.”

      She felt a brief tug on the rope at her waist, and then the jarring sensation of a knife slicing through the rope binding her wrists.

      And then, without further ado, the big hand slid down her forearm and grasped her hand, firmly, and tugged.

      Dalla hesitantly followed, knowing that he led the way through the crowd. She tripped over something and nearly fell before she regained her footing.

      As it was, she slammed into her… her buyer’s back.

      He felt hard, huge and muscular.

      The crowd erupted in laughter.

      Instinctively it seemed, he wrapped his arm around her, catching her, keeping her on her feet while he growled at the man who had obviously attempted to trip her.

      “You want to lose that foot?”

      Again, the words were spoken quietly, but with such an underlying threat that once again, the boisterous group quieted.

      One hand wrapped around her shoulder now, he guided her out of the tavern. She cringed at his touch, but blindfolded, allowed him to guide her outside.

      Once they stepped outside and the smells of the men inside was replaced by the smells of the docks, the harbor, and the sea, she felt the blindfold being removed from her eyes.

      She squinted against the brightness and ducked her face, but almost unbidden, then turned to look up at the man who had just bought her.

      Their eyes locked as her head tilted upward, her head barely reaching his chest.

      And then, as if suddenly realizing that she was no longer bound, she bolted.
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      For several moments, Hugh watched, bemused, as the lass lifted her tattered skirt and fled down the cobbled street, passersby staring with wide eyes as she flashed a bit of ankle and small, dainty slippers.

      They looked from the fleeing woman to Hugh, the structure behind him, then either snorted, shook their heads, turned and spat, or otherwise went about their business.

      Where did she think she was going to go? Who did she think was going to help her? The port town was a dangerous place for a woman, let alone an unaccompanied one. With a sigh, he turned to trail her, following the flash of her simple pale blue cote, parts of her cream-colored chemise showing through several tears in the cote’s skirt as she disappeared through a narrow cut between two buildings a short distance away.

      She had nerve.

      He started to laugh, but then realized to the fullest what he had just done. He had bought a human being.

      What had compelled him to take pity on any of those women? The Norwegians and the Scots were at war. He’d just happened to be in the tavern when they were brought in. He’d been startled at first, but then he’d seen her, a petite woman a head shorter than the rest, but standing taller than any of them.

      Was it because of the way she’d lifted her chin in wordless defiance? Was it her long, blond hair, that thick braid draping over her shoulder that reminded him so much of… Or was it her beauty, which was not difficult to see beneath her dirt-smudged face, her dirty gown, nevertheless a bit finer than the plain homespun of a peasant.

      He paused at the entry of the alley through which she had disappeared, picking up his pace to a slow trot. She was headed toward the pier, but she would find no help there.

      Seconds later a cacophony of shouts and a broken-off scream prompted him to pick up his pace.

      He took a turn at the back of the alley and behind the wooden storehouses, weaving his way between stacks of crates and wooden barrels until the alley opened up into the docks by the shore. It stank of dead fish and aromas of foreign and exotic spices and dried meats from who knew where.

      Two ships were docked nearby, their ropes creaking, furled sales flapping gently in the breeze coming off of the ocean. The water in the harbor was fairly calm, lapping gently at the shoreline and pier.

      A short distance ahead, he saw her, a sailor’s arms around her waist, two of his cronies gathering around, all reaching out to touch her hair, her face, her—

      “Let me go, you filthy dogs!”

      She struggled mightily, swinging her arms, her tiny hands balled into fists. One of those small fists managed to strike the nose of the man who held her, resulting in a startled shout and a burst of laughter. Her feet lashed out, too, and the heel of one foot stomped down hard on top of the foot of the sailor touching her hair.

      “Don’t touch me, you dirty Scot!”

      Hugh paused only a moment before he approached the trio of sailors. “Release her. She belongs to me.”

      He spoke quietly, but firmly.

      The men, and of course, his new… whatever she was, turned to stare at him.

      Everyone froze for several seconds, before she started to struggle again and the sailor, arms still wrapped tightly around her waist, lifted her off her feet to avoid her kicking legs.

      “Let me go!” She grunted with exertion, twisting and bucking in his grasp.

      One of the other sailors laughed, stepping between his friend and Hugh. “If she belongs to you, why is she running away from you?”

      “That is no matter of yours,” Hugh said. “Give her to me.”

      He reached out a hand, though he knew that they wouldn’t relinquish their prize quite so easily. He turned his attention to the young woman, for the first time getting a good look at her.

      Her eyes were ice blue, almost gray, her dark pupils dilated with furious emotion. A small nose, nostrils flared, also from emotion. Her lips slightly open, displaying white, healthy teeth. Even held tightly against her new captor, she struggled, twisting this way and that, her braid swinging with her movements. Her hands, still balled into fists, continued to strike out.

      He couldn’t tell how old she was, but she was a fierce little thing, and she wasn’t afraid of fighting, wasn’t afraid of the ramifications for doing so. He determined then and there that no matter what happened, she was going to be a handful. He took a step forward, his head slightly lowered, glaring at the man who stood between them.

      “Move.”

      The sailor didn’t, and in the next moment found himself lying flat on his back, gasping for breath as Hugh stood over him, one foot now placed in the center of his chest.

      He glared at the other sailor, who quickly shrugged and headed in the opposite direction. Hugh then focused his attention on the man who held the woman, both eyeing him warily.

      “You really want to do this?”

      The man opened his mouth to speak, but just then, the wildcat of the girl lifted her arm, elbow bent, and smacked the back of her fist into his face.

      His lip split open. With an angry growl, the sailor flung her to the ground and swung back his foot to kick her.

      Like his companion, he soon found himself on the ground as well, although this time Hugh crouched, pressing a knee into the center of his back, his other hand grabbing a handful of dirty, grimy hair. He was prepared to smash his face into the rough planks of the dock, but paused when he saw the flash of color darting past his vision.

      With a sigh, he quickly released the sailor and once again found himself in pursuit of the lass, who didn’t seem to know when to give up.

      Admirable, but he was growing impatient.

      She darted around the side of a building. He rounded the corner seconds later and halted.

      She stood a mere twenty feet away as she turned to face him. She was in a dead-end alley.

      He was calm as he watched her, his legs slightly wider than hip-width apart, arms crossed over his chest. He said nothing, but merely lifted an eyebrow.

      She’d spoken English, but with an accent, so he knew that she would understand him. He didn’t necessarily want to frighten her more than she already was, but the day was advancing, and he had things to do. He had already purchased supplies, loaded them onto his horse, and then had decided to enter the tavern for a mug of ale before he left the village.

      “Come,” he said simply. “Or I will leave you to the sailors.” Of course, he wouldn’t, especially since he had spent nearly all of his money, but she didn’t know that. Still, he wasn’t about to keep chasing her. “You have nowhere to go. No one will help you here.”

      She stared at him, chest heaving with exertion, a mixture of emotions crossing her features—anger, wariness, and for certain, fear. Her face pale, her hands still clenched into fists, she appeared indecisive.

      He could only imagine what she felt. He had questions of his own. Who was she? Where did she come from? How had she ended up on a ship as a captive to be sold to the Scots? Despite the animosity between the Scots and the Norwegians, he nevertheless felt a small surge of pity for her. What must it be like to be kidnapped from your homeland and carted off to—

      It struck him that was exactly what Phillip, the laird of the Duncan clan, had done with Sarah, now his wife. If they hadn’t fallen in love and ultimately married, what would have become of her?

      “I’m not going to hurt you, lass, but I’m not going to stand here all day, either. Make up your mind.”

      Finally, after several more minutes of staring at one another, the woman heaved a sigh and took a few steps forward.

      Hugh extended his hand, palm up, indicating that he wasn’t going to hurt her.

      She approached the ignored the hand, glaring up at him, her hands held at her sides, though still fisted. She looked like she would bolt at any sudden move.

      “You run away again, and you’ll regret it.” He spoke softly, and hoped that she wouldn’t force his hand. He had never laid a hand on a woman, and he wasn’t about to start now, but then again, she didn’t know that.

      Abruptly, she offered one stiff nod and crossed her arms over her chest, refusing to break eye contact.

      He was amused.

      She was not.

      “What is your name?”

      She remained silent.

      Having had enough, he reached for her arm.

      She tried to turn away, but he warned her once again. “Come with me.”

      He tugged on her wrist, and she unfolded her arms, reluctantly following as he led them out of the alley. The sailors were gone. While he didn’t exactly have to drag her, she was resisting. He gave her that. She was a tiny thing, her head barely reaching his chest, but he knew she was going to be a challenge. Why had he bought her? No use worrying about that now.

      “What’s your name?” he repeated.

      Again, she refused to answer. No matter. He wanted to get out of the village and back to the mountains, although what he was going to do with her then, he had no idea. Still, he couldn’t just sit by and watch her be sold off into slavery, prostitution, and who knew what else. There was something about her that had sparked his interest, his sympathy, and his compassion.

      He led the way past numerous buildings, past gawking eyes, more than a few snickers, and one man who took one look at her and spat.

      It wasn’t until they neared the edge of the village that she seemed to notice the small structure with a cross on top of it.

      She dug in her heels and tugged.

      “Where are we going?”

      Her voice was soft now, tinged with hesitance.

      He gestured with his free hand. “Up to the church.”

      “Why?” she asked, frowning up at him.

      “To get married,” he said simply.

      He’d made the decision as they emerged from the alley. All he’d wanted was to come north, to spend some time by himself, to maybe find his brother. To get away, if just for a little while, from newlyweds and the flurry of activity regarding the impending birth of the laird’s firstborn child. How had he ended up saddled with this small yet fire-spirited Norwegian lass, let alone decide to marry her?

      “I’m not marrying you!” she snapped, trying to jerk her arm from his grasp. “I’m not marrying any filthy Scotsman—”

      “You’re mine now,” he reminded her. “Your shelter, your food, and your safety are up to me. And when we go back to the Highlands, you can either come as my wife or my slave. Which is it?”
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      Dalla stared up at the rough-looking man, for the first time noticing his hazel eyes, flecked with specks of gold, the laugh lines at their edges, the way the sun glinted off his long brown hair.

      He was muscular and burly with chiseled features, a wide nose, and strong jaw. He wasn’t handsome, but he wasn’t ugly, either. At the moment, he was frowning.

      She wanted to bolt again, but he had threatened to leave her in the village, and she was smart enough to know that she had nowhere to go, no one to turn to, no one who would protect her. He had followed her after she’d run from him at the tavern, and he had confronted those disgusting, stinking sailors who had temporarily captured her. But who was going to protect her against him?

      He hadn’t hurt her, yet. But… but marry him? She shook her head. “Why? Why would you want to marry me?”

      “I don’t, not really, but the decision is yours. You come with me as my wife or as my slave.” He offered a slight shrug. “It makes no difference to me.”

      “But… but you don’t even know me! I don’t know you! I’m Norwegian. You are Scottish. We’re at war! It’s not proper—”

      He chuckled then, a deep, rumbling sound that started deep in his chest.

      “Proper? Take a look around you, lass. You’re a captive, sold into slavery by your captors. I bought you. You are mine to do with as I see fit. I’m giving you the opportunity to come with me as a decently married woman, one with the rights that marriage—”

      “Pshaw!” she snapped. “Women have no rights, whether through marriage or not!” She pulled her arm from his grasp but remained rooted to the spot, arms akimbo, fists balanced on her hips now. “I may be a captive, but I am no fool!”

      He stared at her. She stared back. What was he thinking? His features offered no hint as to his thoughts. As yet, he had not harmed her, but based on her experience, men only had so much patience. She could tell this one was running out of it. Still, her stubborn streak showed itself.

      “I would not marry you if you were the last—”

      “Fine, then,” he interrupted, once again snatching at her wrist. His big hand enveloped her wrist and then some. “You belong to me, anyway.”

      She tried to resist his tug, tried to dig in her heels, to prevent him from turning and striding back toward the village. Panic engulfed her. She cast a quick gaze down at the village, the sea beyond, the uncertainty, the fear swelling inside her. What to do? What to do?

      “No! Wait!” she stalled, trying to think.

      He had to give her a minute to think! Since the moment that she’d been struck on the jaw, a burlap bag yanked over her head, then tossed over her kidnapper’s shoulder, she had not been given a choice. About anything. Now she was. Not a good choice, but nevertheless a choice.

      He stared at her, his gaze unwavering, waiting.

      “A moment.” She sighed. “Please.”

      Should she choose marriage to this complete stranger, this Scotsman, or slavery? Weren’t they the same thing? She had never had a serious beau, had never experienced feelings of love, had never experienced true affection other than toward Megan.

      She had known women who’d gotten married. They were treated as less than men, to do what men wanted them to do without any say so. To her, marriage meant nothing more than a miserable life spent in close proximity to someone who you could not agree with, could not even respect. And yet what was her recourse? Slavery.

      “What’s the difference?” she grumbled.

      His frown deepened. “What do you mean?”

      “Both of the choices you just gave me result in the same, at least as far as I am concerned,” she said, perhaps foolishly, but she was fast gaining the impression that he would not hurt her as long as she didn’t push back too hard. At least not yet. Perhaps, if she made his life miserable, he would choose to let her go. Choosing to go wherever it was he was going as a slave could be a better option than being legally tied to him in marriage forever.

      “Make your decision, woman,” he said, calmly.

      He was growing impatient. Then again, she was a good Christian girl. The thought of going anywhere with a man, much less as a slave, to do whatever he chose with her—but he would have rights to do as he pleased if she became his wife, as well. She grew frustrated and shook her head. “You are not giving me any choice!” she said, stomping her foot against the ground.

      He lifted an eyebrow, amusement dancing in his eyes. “And what other option would you suggest, considering that I purchased you legally, and I have a bill of sale stating such?”

      She didn’t know whether it was his amusement or if he was genuine, but what would it hurt to throw in a third option? “Perhaps we can make a deal?”

      He grinned. “And what would you propose?”

      Her mind went blank. She hadn’t really considered… that he would actually even consider another option. What could she broach as a bargain? She was without rights, without a homeland, without any means of survival. What if—

      “You’re coming with me, whether you come as a slave or a wife,” he finally said. “It makes no difference to me. Either way, you belong to me, and you have nothing with which to bargain.”

      “Oh, but I do!” she said, an idea forming in her head. “I come from…” She paused.

      Maybe it wasn’t a good idea to tell him about her history, her link to the royal Norwegian family. Maybe such knowledge would not bode her well after all. In fact, he might use it against her—

      “Well?”

      She sighed. She had no options. Nothing with which to bargain. As a slave or as a wife, she would be subject to his whims, no matter what they were. He could abuse her, take her to his bed, treat her in any manner he saw fit, and it wouldn’t make a difference. Not only that, but she had no way of contacting her family in Norway. As far as they were concerned, she had probably been kidnapped and killed. It didn’t matter that she had been on her way to—

      “Come along, then,” he said.

      Once again, his hand wrapped around her wrist. Not too tightly, but enough to prevent her from attempting to once again bolt. With heavy steps, her heart thumping dully in her chest, she followed him up to the small church on the rise. Maybe she should tell him the truth. But that probably wouldn’t sway him, either. He had paid for her, probably with what little coin he had.

      She cast a quick glance up at him. His gaze was focused on the church, his expression resolute, not looking own at her, not likely caring that she had been on her way to a convent, sent there because she had refused to marry a man chosen by her father.

      Dalla had been prepared to take vows of chastity, had resolved to never finding love, having a family of her own, growing old with someone who knew her soul. He probably wouldn’t care that she was terrified, that she didn’t want to marry him, that all she wanted, more than anything in the world, was to go back home.

      None of those things were going to happen. She had been kidnapped. Who was behind it, she didn’t know, but it didn’t much matter, did it? She was here, having crossed the sea to arrive in Scotland. She didn’t even know where in Scotland. All she knew about Scotland was that it was a land of rugged landscape and uncouth, lawless, and warring clans.

      She had seen one Scotsman in her life before arriving on the shores of this dirty little village, and the sight that had held her eyes had terrified her. The man had sported wild, tangled long hair, a bushy beard, and heavy, thick brows. His teeth rotten, he had spoken a harsh, unintelligible language, but his hatred had shown in his dark brown eyes as he showered his Norwegian captors with curses.

      As they neared the door of the church, a priest wearing a long, dark brown robe tied with a piece of rope stepped from its entrance. He watched the two approaching, expressionless. He, a man of God, would certainly save her and offer her sanctuary. Wouldn’t he?

      His hand still firmly gripping her wrist, her captor stopped before the priest and offered a nod.

      “You need to marry us.”

      The priest glanced from the Highlander to her, then back again, offering a brief nod.

      Dalla’s eyes widened in surprise. No questions? Nothing? Then again, if such occurrences happened frequently in this godforsaken village, what was she to expect?

      Her captor tugged her inside the small confines of the church, its bare plank walls broken by two narrow windows. Overhead, the thatched roof looked dry and dusty. Four long benches occupied each side of the interior. With increasing dread, she walked down the aisle between them toward a small table bearing a small wooden cross. A far cry from the beautiful chapel on her family’s estate—

      “Name,” the priest asked her captor, reaching for a large book situated in a small cubbyhole in the wall. He then withdrew a small bottle of ink and a quill.

      “Hugh McInnis,” he said, watching as the priest dipped the quill into the bottle and wrote the name in the book.

      The priest looked at her. “Name?”

      She didn’t answer.

      The priest looked at Hugh with a lifted eyebrow and sighed. “Does she speak English?”

      He nodded. “She does.” He turned to her, frowning. “Give the man your name.”

      She thought it best not to test him much further. “Dalla. Dalla Jorstad.”

      The priest scribbled her name beside that of her captor, Hugh.

      She tried to turn her mind away from what was happening; to picture her home, the lush green of the fjords, the image of her mother’s portrait, smiling. She’d always pretended that her mother could see her through that portrait, and that she smiled down at her with encouragement.

      Dalla tuned out the droning voice of the priest as he said the words of holy matrimony, her mouth growing dry, her heart pounding, her head spinning.

      And then, in a matter of moments, it was over. The priest extended the quill pen toward Hugh and he wrote his name, large and bold, at the bottom of the marriage decree. He then handed the quill to her. She didn’t reach for it. Signing her name to that document would seal her fate.

      “If you can’t write your name, simply make a mark,” the priest said.

      Dalla gave him an angry glare, then quickly prayed for forgiveness. He was a priest. Still, what kind of a priest would marry two people without even asking if she was willing? Even in a harbor town and port cities such as this, with prisoners and slaves arriving, shouldn’t he question demands for quick marriages? Shouldn’t he have even asked her whether she desired this?

      Her mind raced. Who had done this to her? And more importantly, how was she to ever find her way back home?

      She watched Hugh bend forward, prepared to make a mark on the paper for her. She snatched it from his hand, scowling.

      “I can write my own name,” she grumbled.

      Angrily, she wrote her name on the paper, every stroke of the tip scratching against the parchment paper sending a toll of dread through her. She finished with a flourish, gave her new husband a glare, and tossed the quill onto the parchment. A blob of ink splattered the paper, marring a portion of her name.

      It didn’t matter. She had just lost her identity, her namesake, and her homeland. She was, in the eyes of God, regardless of the lack of tradition, irrevocably bound to the Scotsman named Hugh McInnis.

      But if he thought she would acquiesce to this farce of a marriage without putting up a fight, he was sadly mistaken.
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      Hugh had lost track of how many times he asked himself what he was doing. Not only had he spent a good portion of his remaining coin to purchase Dalla—he shook his head at the thought; he had purchased a human being!—he had also spent a goodly part of what remained on an old mare that she could ride as they left the village and ventured back toward his temporary home. What he was going to do with her after that, he wasn’t quite sure.

      They’d been traveling since dawn, and the horses moved slowly up the base of the hill, the wind gusting gently through the long grasses and myriad of tall, rocky spires dotting the low valley they’d just left behind.

      He missed the silhouette of the Grampian mountain peaks of his home, especially Ben Nevis, under whose shadow stood Duncan Manor. He didn’t particularly care for this land of erratic dales and gullies, fields and bogs, the near constant rising of misty tendrils of fog, often bringing with it a smell of decomposing vegetation and heather and other brackish plants, half-rotted in this damp, humid landscape.

      In the distance, he heard a dull sound.

      He paused his gelding as Dalla’s halted beside his.

      “It’s only a red stag,” he explained. “It’s coming to the end of their rutting season.”

      He could understand her trepidation. The aggressive, moaning-like roar of the red stag was intimidating, especially on a damp and miserable overcast day such as this.

      The morning had started out fairly well, the gray and pink shreds of dawn oozing deeper red as the sun came up in the east. Before heading higher into the foothills, they had to cross the “valley of mire,” as he had named it on his way to the coast; a desolate area of marshy water, quagmires, or bogs, many of them hidden by grassy meadows that look deceptively firm from the distance, but could disappear from beneath one’s footing in the blink of an eye.

      Occasionally, tors—in Scottish Gaelic known as tòrrs, or crags in the Welsh tongue—created of free-standing rock extended upward, some tall, others square and short. Some looked like man-made cairns while others jutted up from the landscape, creating lone peaks—tables of rock—that appeared out of nowhere in the middle of a plain.

      “Keep your horse behind mine and don’t veer away from my path,” he warned. “The ground is treacherous.”

      He should have stayed at home, back with the Duncans. Dealing with what was going on there was certainly not more difficult than the bit of trouble he’d just gotten himself into. What had he been thinking?

      If only he had stayed at the hut. If only he hadn’t ridden into the village that particular day. If only he hadn’t seen the expression on Dalla’s face when she’d been paraded out in front of the boisterous

      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/images/aileenadams_highlandheartbeat_books4-6_3dbundle_hr.jpg
A HIGHLAND SAILOR =

A TCANFITANINTS) 1A\ .

AN AUC L IONED BRIDE = =






