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Chapter One
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Hamish sat in the dark in the studio. Lori lay asleep in their room in the keep. Not sure where his oldest child, Birk, slept, Hamish felt he was safe. Like as not, the lad crept down to Lurch and Cate's cottage and found his way into bed with Aili Lara. It seemed impossible to keep the two of them apart. God knew everyone tried... and they all gave up. Birk insisted Aili Lara belonged to him. No one could change his mind or Aili Lara's. 

A beautiful child, the lass would most often be found with her hand in Birk's. The tiny redhead with eyes the color of a Highland summer sky exhibited no sign of entering the terrible two phase. She was gentle, sweet, and always quiet. She could talk, but most often, Birk spoke for her. 

At times when Aili looked at him, Hamish wondered if she gazed into his soul. Those wide blue eyes seemed to hold the wisdom of age. He shook his head to clear thoughts of his four-year-old lad and Lurch and Cate's two-year-old lass from his mind. 

Davina Ailene, his middle child, although born in the same year seemed so much younger than Aili. Cate’s lass came into the world a month early, in January of 1994 and exhibited more maturity than Davina. 

Davina arrived in September of 1994. She had the same black hair and dark eyes as Birk. Lori, his wife often accused him of making clones. Hamish secretly hoped for a little lass who looked like Lori, but it was not to be. The MacGrough genes proved dominant. 

Now another lad joined the clan. Gideon Alasdair. Birk and Aili Lara insisted the infant be named 'Gideon.' Birk was normally a reasonable bairn. Other than the usual things all weans did, strewing cereal all over the kitchen, chasing the dog and cat around while screeching at the top of his lungs; there were a few things Birk did which twisted Hamish's soul into knots. 

Gideon is what the newest MacGrough got christened because Birk would hear of no other name for his brother. Birk insisted, stating Aili Lara knew what the lad wanted to be called. Since the bairn still resided in his mother's womb when the campaign started, he and Lori had no notion what to think. 

As difficult as the pregnancy had been for Lori, they deemed it best to acquiesce. Gideon's middle name, Alasdair, was their sole contribution to the naming of the youngest MacGrough. The entire four months Lori found herself required to stay in bed, Birk and Aili Lara kept her company. But in a way, the weans filled a gap for Lori. Hamish’s business commitments could not be avoided. And Hamish did worry about her when he traveled. 

Seeing Birk and Aili Lara curled up on either side of Lori's big belly, affected all the adults in the household. In the end, everyone gave up any attempts to tell the two little ones where to play or sleep during the day. They stayed with Lori, only leaving when Hamish came to bed in the evening. 

Lori had a sketchbook filled with images of the wee ones. And the bairn's company kept Lori from feeling isolated. The presence of the weans kept both the unborn babe and Lori calm. 

Finally, the doctor informed them the bairn was ready to enter the world. The doctor pushed to take the infant by caesarean section, but Lori refused. She and Hamish understood Gideon would be their last child. Lori told everyone as he would be last, she intended to do it up right. 

Wonders of wonders, the actual birth went smoothly, against all the predictions of the physicians. Gideon came into the world with a great stretch, a yawn, and eyes wide open. Their last son was long and lean, good-natured, and slept through the night, unlike his da. 

The entire time of the pregnancy, Hamish didn’t feel one twinge of anxiety. He somehow understood all would come out right. Now he sat in his studio, trying to keep his hands from the keyboard. 

Hamish hoped the move to the ancient home of the MacGrough's, above the head of Loch Lomond, would be good for Lori and himself. But... living here appeared to have intensified the tendency toward other things, things of a spiritual nature. Hamish wished he understood more of the mystical side of the land he loved.

Were the currents that his children sensed good or evil? Perhaps they just existed, energy to be tapped into by those with the ability to do so. Whether an individual used what they learned to do harm or to help was the choice of the person so endowed. It seemed to be the old question of free will once again.

As sure as the sun would come up tomorrow, something of a spiritual nature existed between Birk and Aili Lara. Both the bairns possessed the sight. Cate, Aili Lara's mother, and his adopted little sister knew it. He understood such talents existed, and both weans had more than he possessed. His mum told him he had the 'sight.' 

God knew he wanted no part of it. Although, in his case, it usually came as sound, not sight. There had been times when as a bairn, he sensed things, had twinges which kept him out of trouble. After a while, they just became second nature. He never really considered them part of the sight.

Because of his ability he sat in the dark in the studio. In the last month, the incidents of insomnia increased. Three to perhaps four hours of sleep per night became the norm. Sleep aides did nothing but make the recurring dreams, nightmares. Hamish opted to work on music instead of lying in bed, wishing for sleep. 

Even now, skirling about in his head, the lament had invaded his soul. Something momentous advanced on his glen, his family. Hamish would not be able to stop it. Over the years, he began to sense subtle differences in the phrasing of the notes in his head. 

There was blackness; one could call it evil, hovering off toward the edges somewhere. But this one had a different feel to it. Hamish realized he’d been running his hands through his hair non-stop. With his back to the keyboard, his elbows on his knees, Hamish MacGrough, musician, and promoter, tried desperately to keep his hands off the keyboard. 

When he found himself close to singing the first note of the lament, he gave up the fight. Hamish, Heavy Metal, to his old band mates, turned to the keyboard. He dialed in the bagpipe patch, lowered the sound, and put his hands on the keyboard. Denying matters would not keep whatever bore down on him like a storm from his glen, from those he loved. He must acknowledge it and prepare. Trouble appeared to be on its way.

Lori walked through the house; the old MacGrough stone keep checking her children as she went. Birk’s bed lay empty. She would not worry about where he might be. Wherever it was, her oldest would be found with Aili Lara. The boy probably let himself into Lurch and Cate's cottage. In the morning, he would return, perhaps with Aili Lara. 

Davina lay cuddled up in her little bed with her favorite blanket. In the crib next to her daughter, the newest addition to the MacGrough clan, Gideon, should be tucked in. 

On his back, the boy appeared to be sleeping peacefully. Lori brushed the soft black hair from the child's face. For a moment, the infant's dark eyes opened. He stared at his mother. After closing his eyes, the child made a small sound. 

For the perhaps, millionth time in her life, Lori prayed that Hamish might sleep like the rest of the world with her in their bed. Since he was not with the children, there were only two other places he might be. She did not bother to check their home gym. He must be working in the studio. 

Every night this week, Hamish left the house for the studio sometime after midnight. The latest album had been finalized and would soon be in stores, thank goodness. Lurch and Hamish tidied it up near the end of the previous month in Singleton’s studio in Glasgow. Since no deadline must be met, if he could sleep late in the morning, she would see to it that no one disturbed Hamish’s rest. 

She loved him more than she had words to express. Lori didn’t come to this marriage, their joining as quickly as her husband had. H.M. coaxed and prodded her into marrying him. The early years were made harder by the murder of the lead singer of the band, Bushmaster. Their friend Francie, Slaughter's former lover, killed Vince. 

Hamish had proven his love and devotion to Lori, by going to great lengths to make sure the police did not suspect her. 

Then there had been the kidnapping. Lori remained convinced there was more to the story of her rescue than any of the old friends, the remaining members of Bushmaster, would tell her. She let it go. If her oh-so-upright Scots Presbyterian husband managed to come to terms with what he did, she planned to ask no questions. 

His character had been an amazement to her when they first met. How he ever came to be playing in a heavy metal band, she failed to understand in the beginning. Then she realized he did genuinely care for all those in the band. Hamish had very nearly come to think he was at fault for the murder of Vince Slaughter because he did not see how frightened Francie had been for her unborn child. 

He had been there for Francie and her husband, Glen through everything. She and Hamish were godparents to Cadell, Vince and Francie's son. Hamish managed Glen's career. He always made sure Glenn had plenty of down time at home. Francie was still wanted for Vince's murder. The only place Francie was safe was in Rio. Glen needed to be in Brazil for Francie and Cadell as much as could be arranged while still doing the gigs which supported them.

Lori walked out into the yard. A light shone through the big windows of the studio. The light illuminated his keyboard. When she quietly opened the door, the lament swirled around her. After pulling the door closed behind her, the woman leaned back against the wood panel with her eyes shut. She understood what kept Hamish from resting now. 

The first time she heard that piece of music, Vince Slaughter died. There was no need to ask her husband what bothered him. As she had all those years ago, Lori went silently over to Hamish. He did not start when she laid her hands on his shoulders and began to knead the bunched muscles. 

"Sorry, luv. I didnae mean to wake ye."

His soft baritone voice caressed her. Hamish always called her his 'luv.' She leaned forward and rubbed her cheek against the side of his head for a moment.

"You didn't wake me, dearest. How long has this been going on, gradh?"

He continued playing the lament with no break in the music. It flowed from his fingers. For an instant, it seemed as if Lori heard its echo bouncing back to her from the hills surrounding them. Lori's hands tightened on his shoulders.

"Nearly ah month. I've fought it as long as I could. Nae playin it won't keep it from us. I dinnae understand it all, mind. But I ken that much."

When the last note died, he leaned back against her. Lori moved forward, her cheek against his, her arms crossed over her husband's chest. She had no idea if the dratted music might be a warning. Harbinger or not, it was always costly in one manner or another. Usually, her beloved man paid the price. Lori wished she could keep it from him, from them. A sudden thought pierced through her.

"Hamish! Does Birk have this 'sight'?"

"Aye luv. Unfortunately, he an Aili Lara both, ye ken? As does Cate."

Fear for her oldest child flooded her. She wondered how Cate bore it. Then she asked herself if Lurch knew. As an American who married into this world, she often missed subtle things. Hamish and Cate did not try to keep secrets from either her or Lurch; they just didn’t talk of that side of their natures often. They just knew. 

"Is this for Birk? Do you know if whatever this is will hurt him?"

He lifted his hands from the keyboard to close his arms over hers. 

"I think not. 'Tis different somehow. 'Tis a great shift, I ken it. But I'm nae sure of tha import of tha change. The potential for harm exists, but 'tis nae tha main thing. I cannae explain it, luv. I've nae words. But it's nearly here. I've been praying."

He dropped his arms and Lori stood back. Hamish rotated the piano stool he favored for playing, so he faced her. Without a word, he reached out. Lori went into his arms. Her gradh, her lover, took her into his embrace and she sat on his knee. 

"Is there nothing we can do?"

Hamish sighed, as he untied the belt of her robe. 

"I've nae notion, luv. I've thought; I've prayed. I just ken whatever it is, I'm tae play it through tae tha end."

Lori did not like the word 'end.' It had a ring to it which made her anxious.

"Have you spoken to Cate? Have you two discussed this?"

"Nae luv. But I think after tonight, per'aps I should."

He pushed up the hem of the oversized T-shirt she wore. His hands felt good on her skin. They had waited far longer than usual after the birth of Gideon to resume making love. The wait had been Hamish's choice, not hers. As always, he meant be careful of her. Lori felt her body respond and rejoiced that Hamish had finally decided to cease being so cautious. 

Her arms went around his neck, Lori found his mouth with hers. She wanted him with a deep-rooted desire which caused her to shiver. Her breasts were full, but since adjusting to Gideon's schedule, not so full as to be leaking. What she wanted just this moment, was Hamish's mouth on her. 

"Hamish, I've waited long enough." She rose from his knee. "Bed darling. Take me to bed and love me. I have missed you terribly."

Hamish understood. The six months of enforced abstinence had nearly driven him crazy. But he did not want to hurt her in any way. His wife, his family, this small piece of heaven, was all he ever needed or wanted. Everything he did was designed to keep his family well and happy. 

There was a whirlwind coming. Whatever it might be, it must go through him first to get to those MacGrough loved. He would not make it easy. 
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Chapter Two
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Cate lay in bed beside her Lorne, her Lurch. Pregnant for a second time, her man was beside himself with worry. Several times there had been spotting after they made love. Her big braw man tended to be such a babe when it came to her. But something other than sex or her pregnancy kept her sleepless in their bed. Cate understood the lament to be causing her brother’s mental turmoil. She and Hamish had been skating around their mutual revelation for the last several weeks. 

Birk and Aili Lara sensed things gathering around the Glen. It was as if a vast storm brewed in the mountains at the head of the valley. The faint notes of the pipes brought her to consciousness. With a sigh, Cate closed her eyes, as the ears of her soul took in the sound. Hamish sat in the studio playing. His attempt to avoid the coming tempest did him no good. 

She didn’t shy from the sight as Hamish did. Cate supposed it might be harder for him, being a man, to allow himself to explore the spiritual side of his nature.

Her older brother by mutual adoption did tend to be a straight-laced individual. When much younger, Hamish had often found it difficult to acknowledge shades of gray in the people he loved.

As Hamish matured, he became more tolerant. The lesson, forgiveness and grace go hand in hand, had been brought home to him some years before. But Cate suspected another lesson lay in the offing for her brother, Laird of the Glen. 

Not sure why she felt as she did, Cate sensed a shift in her brother's world. What she intuitively understood to be on the way held less threat and more the feel of something momentous. Some capacity for harm existed in what must surely strike soon. As always, when dealing with humans and human emotions, free will would prove to be the wild card. 

Her man, Lorne stirred beside her. One strong arm fell across her body. If she did wake him, he would attempt to put her off. With another four months to go before the babe’s due date, Cate had no intention of doing without. Hamish held Lori off for far too long. Cate refused to wait. She knew every button of Lorne's to push, and by God, this morning a few would be pushed to the hilt. 

Cate turned on her side. With one hand, she toyed with a nipple, until it became hard beneath her fingers. Then she moved her sphere of operations to the other, caressing his bare buttocks as she did so. As he came awake beneath her fingers, Cate slipped one hand between his legs. With her lips on his throat, the woman coaxed her husband awake. She never got enough of the big Yank. Never.
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Lori lay in the bed arched upward against his fingers, his mouth. Hamish played her as he played his keyboard. A bit older now, he played with more subtlety. His strong hands and fingers took her to places she would never reach without him. Hamish had always been loving and giving, and his capacity for love increased with use. 

She tried to give back to him as he gave to her. Lori often wondered if she pleasured him as he did her. Hamish sighed into her mouth; his breath filled her. The sounds he drew from her got captured into himself. 

"Don't leave me, Hamish. Don't ever leave me."

She did not realize she had spoken aloud until his voice whispered into her ear before he ran his tongue into the curve of the shell. 

"Never luv. Lori, ye're my heart. How could I leave ye?"

Soft lips gently caressed her nipples. A small amount of milk seeped out. Hamish's tongue lapped her flesh. Lori's hands reached for him. The hard fullness of him in her hand felt wonderful. The shudder that shook his body when she stroked from tip to root caused her heart to flutter.

Very shortly, he would be inside her. She tried to coax him to hurry, but he would not budge. Hamish's hands and mouth touched every part of her body. When he finally carefully entered her, and they joined completely, he kissed her. Lori pushed against him, holding on tight inside and out.

Under her need for him lurked fear. All her defenses had vanished a long time ago. Not entirely sure when they had fallen from her heart, Lori understood she loved Hamish Cadell MacGrough, as she loved no other human being on earth. 

She hoped her love matched what he poured out on her. For an awfully long time, Lori held something of herself back from the relationship. A tiny portion of her feared the loss of her identity if she let this man in fully. She suspected her defenses dropped away after the birth of their first child when Hamish took their son in his arms for the first time. 

The love and joy she saw on his face forever removed the reserve. But one small fear remained, she worried she did not love him as much as he deserved. Because of her anxieties, Lori dreaded what loomed in the future. If she lost Hamish, it would destroy her. Still, she couldn’t let him know of her concern. 

All the years these stones housed those of his lineage, this same anxiety lay under the day-to-day existence of the women who lived and died here. At times, she thought about the others, the long line of MacGrough wives. But tonight, it had become more real to her than she ever imagined. 

Not sure what had changed, Lori gave herself up to the need for Hamish. Her hands fastened around his neck; the strong muscles lay taut beneath her fingers. Lori flowed into something with Hamish, a point they had never reached before.  

Vaguely, she heard his voice as he called her name. Together they entered, together. For one brief instant in time, they merged into a whole. Tears began to stream down her face. This man, her husband, her lover was all she ever hoped for. Love for Hamish lifted her away and out of herself. When he brushed her face clear of tears, Lori's arms fastened around him. God, how she loved the man. 
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Birk pulled the covers over himself and Aili Lara before cuddling next to his Aili. He fled the house when his da quietly went down the steps and left the keep. Birk wanted to be with his Aili, needed to be with her. Things were going on he didn’t understand. But Birk realized his da would stand between himself and what he felt gathering, just as he intended to stand between hurtful things and Aili Lara. 

Birk held her hands in his. They huddled together in her small bed. They had shared this bed many times since her birth. Perhaps more times than his Aunt Cate and Uncle Lorne knew. Birk had developed a knack for sneaking away before anyone woke in the morning. 

On this night, something he never experienced hovered in the air over the glen. Birk heard the pipes as he suspected Gideon did. Gid might only be a bairn, but Aili Lara said Gideon knew the same things he and Aili Lara did. It was why she insisted Birk tell everyone the lad's name must be Gideon. Birk felt Aili Lara's spirit moving about the Glen before he left his bed to go to her. 

Something hid in the shadows of the glen, a thing which could cause harm. But all of them, the whole family, would stand against it. There was good, and there was bad. Birk knew wrong sought to hurt right. The best way to stand against it was to cling to things which were good. To be kind to your brother and sister and not hurt others. Birk determined to try to be good. 

The boy thought about Davina. He wasn’t sure if she had his awareness of the currents tugging at him as the flow of the burn took his twig ships away to the sea. He was unsure of his sister's knowledge. Aili Lara told him to leave her be as she was much like his da. 'Vina didn’t want to know. 

It amazed Birk anyone would choose to avoid it. How could you deny those things? Aili assured him each person had to make his or her own way. Aili did not often speak with others of the things she felt or saw. 

Birk made his choice because of Aili Lara. She became stronger by this joining of their spirits. It worked the same for him. Together, they were complete. It was the reason he now lay in her bed, their hands clasped together. He would not leave her alone. 
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They lay on the bed. Hamish on his side, with Lori's head on his arm. She fought sleep; Hamish could tell. She did not know how incredibly loved he felt when she tried desperately to stay awake with him. Brushing the hair from her face, he stroked her cheek.

"Wheesht luv. If ye can sleep now, so will I. Lass, I do luv the feel of yur skin. I luv everything about ye, Lori MacGrough, but we need to rest. The bairns will be up an about before ye know it."

"I do wish you could sleep as easily as the little ones do. I worry so when you don't get enough rest."

"Ah, my luv. Ye're such ah sweet woman. I've come this far luv; I've ah lot left in me. Dinna fash yerself."

He tugged the duvet up over them both. Lori lost the battle to stay awake with Hamish. After she drifted off to sleep, he did as well. 

Birk and Aili Lara fell asleep in her little bed. Cate curled up against her husband with a contented sigh. 

Davina sighed in her sleep as she pulled her very favorite blanket tight around her. All were asleep in the glen, with one exception. In the crib, Gideon lay awake. The infant did not cry out. He lay there in the darkness, silent. There was nothing to complain about. The piper at the head of the Glen still played. Gideon was content to lay in his crib listening. 

The sounds were something he enjoyed hearing almost as much as the melodies his father sang. The old tunes and the new ones Da made up caused his arms and legs to move to the beat. The words were another thing he liked the sound of. Da pleased him about as much as his mother’s touch did. Eyes closed, he let the music of the pipes carry him away to other times.
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Lori heard a slight noise. It must be Birk creeping up the stairs. He was later than usual in returning from Cate's cottage. Ever so carefully, Lori left her bed. Hamish lay sleeping in the semi-dark room. She gathered her clothing quietly before going down to the bathroom in the gym to change. 

She didn’t bother to say anything to Birk. He would only tell her Aili Lara needed him. Birk and Aili were forces unto themselves. They were too young for her to worry about any physical things taking place between them. Or so she hoped. Lori trusted to Cate to keep her informed if or when they got to that point. But she really did not think anything physical existed between the two children. 

The clock in the gym showed it would shortly be 8:00 am. Lori hurriedly dressed. It was close to Gideon's feeding time. She had begun worrying about the infant’s behavior, was something wrong with the boy? He was almost too good. When she went to take him from the crib, the child waited. He chewed on a fist while making various cooing noises to Davina. Davina stood laughing at Gideon through the bars of the crib. 

Downstairs, Lori found Birk dressed in clean clothing. His shirt might be inside out, but he did have one on, as well as pants and socks. The child's shoes sat beneath the chair he stood on to gain access to the cupboard where his favorite cereal was kept. She gave up telling Birk to wait, it did no good. When the boy got hungry, he did something about it. Cereal was the least messy thing for him to tackle. Lori got the milk from the refrigerator, poured it into the cereal for her son and got a spoon from the drawer. 

"Mum? I'll hold Gid so ye may feed 'Vina." Birk offered. 

Lori wondered at his willingness to forgo diving into his breakfast. With a shrug, she handed Gideon over to his older brother. 

"Gid, how be ye this mornin?"

Lori kept an eye on Birk as he chattered away to Gideon. Pouring the dry cereal into a bowl, she added milk then put it on the edge of the table. After lifting Davina into the highchair, Lori placed the bowl on the tray. With that accomplished, she took Gideon back from Birk and sat down in another chair to breast feed the infant. 

Birk moved his chair over near Davina. While shoveling in his cereal, Birk chatted away to his sister. The little girl appeared to be paying more attention to her food than to Birk. A fact which didn't appear to matter to her brother.

The boy had never shown the least bit of jealousy over Davina. Which did take Lori a bit by surprise. She thought it possible his special relationship with Aili Lara gave him the additional attention he needed. Whatever the cause, the result pleased her. 

Gideon, a voracious feeder nursed healthily. Lori shifted him to her other breast. The atmosphere in the kitchen was one of unruffled calm. When she compared it to the charged feeling of the night before in the studio, Lori wondered if she had imagined everything. 

What she had not imagined was Hamish's love making or her response to it. Thinking of the experience caused heat to curl up her spine, then into her womb. Gideon's nursing combined with the stab of pure lust for her husband, had the woman ducking her head so the children could not see her face. Gideon's eyes were closed as the child nursed. Lori took a deep breath. Whatever was going on in their little glen, right at this moment, all was well with her world. 
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Chapter Three
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Hamish stretched beneath the covers. The two halves of the previous evening warred in his mind. The lament which tortured him for weeks had finally refused to be denied any longer. So, he had bowed to it. 

But the aftermath, the lovemaking which followed... Hamish sucked in a breath. The pictures in his mind had him hard as rock when he recalled what happened. Lori responded in a manner which left him breathless for quite a while afterward. For the first time in days, he felt rested. Hamish also felt warm and thoroughly and completely loved. 

He wanted to find Lori, drag her off and make love to her again. He doubted it would be possible. Taking his watch from the nightstand, a quick glance at it had him raising one eyebrow in surprise. Close to 10:00 am, he’d slept a long time. 

The children were surely awake. Gideon was a creature of habit. The infant wanted his breakfast at 8:00 am, his lunch at 1:00 pm, dinner at 5:00 pm, and a snack at 8:00. So long as things progressed on his timetable, the child stayed content.

By now the children should be at Cate’s. Lurch had left for Singleton’s studio in Glasgow. Right after they finished the album, Walker got a call. They desperately needed a rhythm guitar player for a studio gig. According to what Lurch told him the previous day, he would be busy for the balance of the week, and perhaps longer.

He would have taken a car. Traveling the A82 with his two prized working guitars would never happen. Hamish stretched. He could let go of his favorite rhythm guitarist for a little while. Although usually, Glen snatched Lurch up. With Cate having difficulty carrying this child, he couldn’t see Lurch going far afield.

At this time of the morning, Lori might well be in the studio, painting. Although lately, it seemed more of an attempt to paint. He understood she had a problem but said nothing. Lori did not like to be prodded or cosseted too much. 

Hamish supposed he should be up and about. After snapping the watch on his wrist, the big man kicked the covers off as he prepared to get out of bed. 

The door opened, and his wife stood there for a moment. Hamish looked up at Lori, but before he could say anything, she closed the door. The smile on her lovely face caused him to slip the watch off. Without looking, Hamish reached back and put it on the nightstand.

Her hazel eyes slid down his nude body then came back up to his face. The smile widened a little. "Gradh, you’re awake. I did hope to catch you before you got up." Lori dropped on the bed beside Hamish. "Well... out of bed that is. Love, I want to do it again. Last night was fantastic."

She reached out to grasp his hard flesh. Hamish groaned when she touched him and instinctively thrust into the
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