Rever'sPasson

Angus thought quietly about the answer to her question. That some women were as cold as the snowy
peaks of Ben Novis and others were as hot as a sunny desert. That some women were built deek for

speed, while others were made supple for comfort.

L etitia--the cold English blood flowing through her veins; her cool aristocracy brought down from her
family's origins. He thought of her in bed, where he had found release and nothing €l se, where she had

awayswithheld any show of passion benegth that dender little girl's exterior.

Then... therewss...

Canddinn--the hot-blooded Scottish lass, even now shooting fire through those beautiful green eyes at
him across the distance of the room. With abody that left no doubt in aman's mind that indeed there was

awoman next to him in the darkness.
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One
Scottish Highlands 1305

The steep heather-covered brae was dowly losing its purple hue and velvety texture for that of the pale,
dry color of ripe whegt. A grove of mountain ash in the nearby wood dropped their fiery colored leaves
in continuous procession as the crisp breeze ruffled through their branches, layering the ground with those
weskened with degth, setting the forest aflamein thistime of autumn.

A lonebird had tarried too long; his cry cleaved the morning tillnessin hisfutile effort to find a
companion for thelong trip to the warmer climes.

The sun’srays held little warmth as they peeked through the clouds moving swiftly over theland. Likea
greet eye, itslid dowly closing in acapricious wink when the giant puffs of cotton moved beforeit,
shutting out the semi-brightness of waning days.

The sharply rising dope of dried hesther scood motionless until, bresking its summit, two kinsmen came
into view, their helmets reflecting the sun. Bent close together, they appeared in degp conversation. The
hammered metal of the harness clanked againgt the full armor of the horse of the larger rider, asthey
stepped casually adong the path. The smaler rider’ s horse wore only the leather saddie and bridle,
undressed for battle. Theleather saddles sighed a steady rhythm in harmony with their peaceful
surroundings.

Thetwo riderstraversed the hillsde to agrassHilled glen, their mounts moving dowly, asthey picked
their own way around the boulders strung hither and yon in their path. The steeds moved, uncaring of the
clear trail they |eft in thefinelayer of shimmering frost, which till blanketed the land in the morning hour.
All trace of their passing would soon flee when warmed from the rays of the day’ s sun.

Both kinsmen were dressed in leather jerkins and leggings. Their woolen plaids bearing the bright red
and green of the Comyn clan were draped from their shoulders. Black leather boots covered their legsto
the thigh. Their shields were carried dung across the saddle pomme in an attitude of peace, and the stiff
gauntlets were tucked in their belts. They were not traveling in haste to battle but were moving at amore
leisurely pace enjoying the morning briskness.

Thelarger of the two, green eyes shadowed benesth hishelm looked on sullenly at the gaiety of his
kinsman. A sword dangling at hissdewasreveaed in the glint of the scabbard a hiswaist. The smaller
rider wore only the short scabbard holding asgian-dubh ; ajewel encrusted dagger at the side of hisleg.

The men of Scotland were never without awegpon unlessin bed, and then it was dwayswithinarm’s
reach. If they had laid asde their dirk or heavier claymore they had only to bend to have the deadly
sgian-dubh intheir hand. It was commonly worn by the men in a scabbard on the calves of their legs.
Though the sight of such awegpon on afemae wasindeed rare.

Two pair of green eyes shadowed beneath their helms looked to have been brothers. The older and
much larger of the two riders, who had not yet seen hisfirst score of years, scowled heavily, riding in
dlence, listening to hisyounger companion.



"Damn the black Laird of Badenock! | am sick of looking at four wallswhen my life sblood hungersfor
the open countryside of the Highlands! Thejoy of feding the crisp air in my face. If | thought | would
have to spend the rest of my life cloistered behind impenetrable walls as| have been these last few
weeks, | would choose instead the gibbet.”

Ableto contain himsdf no longer, the silent partner interrupted vehemently.

"Why | let you tak meinto this!’ll never know. Sir John will surely have my head if he getsword of this
escapade. He gave strict orders that you were to remain insde the castle gates, ye ken, and once again
you've ddliberately defied him." Slowly his gaze wondered the near horizon, his hands resting on the
pommé, holding hisreinsloosdly. The scowl transformed into asmile. "Still and dll, it isabonny morn.”
His easygoing nature once more rising to dough off the worry and doubt he had borne on this day.

"Come," spoke the smaller Comyn, seeing his good humor return. "L et’ s seeif that great stallion of yours
isdl you clamhimto be. I'll wager asilver bawbee that my horse can outrun yours to the MacBaron
borders. Well? Mugt | throw down my gauntlet?’

With adight nod Fergus kicked his mount up the hillock in pursuit of the silver coin. Thetwo had played
this same game often enough and it caused Fergus no smal amount of frustration that a no time could he
best the other rider. Openly he blamed hislosses on the lesser weight of his competitor, but grudgingly
conceded that the better horseman of the two was consistently the winner.

After cresting therise, Fergus skillfully guided his steed down through the boul der-strewn brae. He bent
low over the velvet brown ears, shouting words of encouragement. He rode well, astride the large-boned
bay in full battle regdia, making an impressve sght. Hisquick start had given him adight edge over the
challenger and he pressed forward, trying to take advantage of it.

"If | reech yon glenfirgt, I’'ve got ye!" he shouted triumphantly over his shoulder.

"Y ou know the danger of making idle threets, brother,” came the rgoinder from far nearer than aminute
earlier. And thisrace proved to be no exception. Stretched low over the stallion’ s neck, hefélt his
companion draw close, the other steed’ s hooves matching the pounding besat of hisdestrier. Then his
opponent whipped past him with aloud guffaw. For whileit wastrue that Fergusrode the larger animd,
it was aso afact that the smaller horse possessed a keener agility that made quick, smooth work of the
meadow maze. With matching strides they burst into the clearing, their mounts stretching for the finish.
The smaller horse and rider seemed as one, flying unbridled acrossthefield, outdistancing the bay. The
heavy armor began to takeitstoll on the stalion’ s endurance, leaving afinelayer of glistening swesat upon
his body. His breathing was more |abored and white flecks of foam beaded the corners of his mouth.
Mindful of the heavy load his mount carried, Fergusfinaly eased back on hisreins, conceding the
contest.

When he reached the stretch of the Reelig Glen Forest that marked the boundaries of MacBaron land,
he reined his horseto a hdt. His companion, who awaited hisarriva, sat astride the saddle at arakish
dant, grinning victorioudy up a him. Reluctantly Fergus reached under hisleather jerkin for asmall
pouch, withdrawing the promised silver coin and held it out in his open pam.

"Drat it, Canddinn,” he cursed hissister lightly. "How do you do it? | have more experience a being a
horseman than you and yet you dways sail by measif | wereadripling lad.”

With aflippant wave of her dender, well-shaped hand, she dismissed the look of consternation on her



brother’ sface and laughed away her victory.

"Mayhap, you're correct, Fergus, in saying it’ sthe difference in our weight. Why you men havetoridein
full regdial shdl never understand. Even without your arms and shield you would still burden you steed
in chain mail beneath your jerkin. ‘ Tisno wonder your poor stalion can’t keep up with my sprightly
mare"

Fergus looked fondly upon hissister, her green eyes flashing mischievoudy. Her blazoned hair was
dipping defiantly from beneath her helm and showing around the edge of her coif in wild abandon.Less
like a lad she could never look , he thought, shaking hishead in amusement.

"That unruly hair of yoursisgoing to be our undoing, Candelinn. No one could possibly look at those
tresses and think they belonged on the head of alad. Mayhap we' d best turn back aforeit’ stoo late.
WE re going to have trouble aplenty getting through MacBaron lands without the stalkers of that wild
band noticing astrange lass within their reach. * Tis a dangerous thing we do. Rumor leaveslittle doubt of
their gentleness with the fairer sex. And with the surname of Comyn, we would probably not be alowed
tolive." Even as he spoke, Ferguslooked about suspicioudy, his manly bravado giving way to youthful
insecurity. He sucked in hislower lip nervoudy, emphasizing thefinely chisded jaw line fill discernible
through a sparsaly thatched growth of beard. Quickly he looked at his sister, unconscioudy
acknowledging her asthe stronger of the two, awaiting her decison. Her stronger persondity had led
them both the last few years, not only in childish mischief but aso to outright disobedience of their cousin,
the Comyn Laird.

Canddinn’sskin prickled at the mention of the clan MacBaron. They had been enemies of the Comyn's
for years, since Archibald Comyn, acousin of her great-great-grandfather, had kidnapped one of the
MacBaron maidens and kept her his captive, before findly marrying her after she gave him ason. Since
that time, taleswere told far and wide of the wicked things the clan MacBaron had doneto any femae
wearing the familiar red and green colors of the Comyn clan. Stories that burned the ears of the
MacBaron clan and added to the cold war that Smmered between the two.

Often Candelinn had sat listening to the men gathered round the roaring firein the hall on cold winter
evenings asthey told and retold of how seven years before, one of her clan had fought one of the Earl of
Carrick’s clan, agood friend of the MacBaron, at Peebles. Deep in the forest of Selkirk acouncil of the
realm had been cdled, presding over jointly by Sir John Comyn and Sir Robert Bruce. An argument had
erupted between Macolm Bruce, one of the Earl of Carrick’ sfollowing and one of the Comyn clan. In
the ensuing brawl, John Comyn legped upon the earl, seizing him by the throat. The fight was broken up
by the MacBaron Laird, but tempers continued to rage. Before the day was over Sir Robert Bruce had
resigned in disgust and he and the MacBaron had stormed from the council. To make matters worse,
Canddinn’s cousin, Sir John Comyn, was fighting Robert the Bruce for the crown of Scotland. For
Scotland was now being ruled by King Edward of England. No true Scotsman could yield under the yolk
of foreign rule. It was widdly known that the MacBaron was a close friend of Robert the Bruce and
wanted him on the throne, which only served to intensify the hatred between the two clans.

Canddinn tucked her hair back into the coif under her helm and squared her shoulders, pushing the
distressing thoughts from her mind as she did so.

"They’ll never guess|’m alass, brother, never fear."
Fergus chuckled. "I’ m sure there will be no doubt, especiadly with the way you sit so straight in the

saddle. | think it timeyou found alarger jerkin for yoursdf," heteased, glancing at the leather jerkin
stretched tightly over her breast, unable to suppress her obvious womanhood. " Perhaps you should lean



alittleforward againgt the pommé like abent old man, if you are so intent on thisjourney.” His brows
twitched lecheroudy as he sat grinning broadly.

"Fergus! Heed your brashness!”

"QOch, fair damsdl," he mocked. " Tis no doubt your tender ears have heard more lewd words than these
while hiding behind the gairs listening to the warriors and huntsmen tell their tal tales. Ahal™ he pursued
theissue. "l see by your blush that you didn’t think you were seen. But never fear, | am probably the only
one that recognized that fiery head of yours." His countenance changed to that of solemn protector. "In al
truth, Candelinn, | don’t think we should cross MacBaron land.”

"Still your doubts," she said. "We ve gone through al this before and | must see Helena. Y ou know she
isto be married in amonth’ stime and we won't be able to see each other. I’ ve begged Sir John and he
forbids me to have anything to do with her, smply because sheis betrothed to the younger brother of
The MacBaron! Furthermore, it was an honest wager you lost with the bow and yard-arrow. St
Columbal How was | to know that my aim would be so true? Say me aye or nae. Would you be less
than aman and go back on your word to take me to see Helena asfair payment for your bet?"

"Aye, Canddinn, aye," he shrugged in surrender. Y ou win," he answered her shortly, unwilling to argue
further. "Let’saway afore darkness comes and we are but halfway there.”

Fergus was the older by two years, and as they rode abreast he looked at his Sster appraisingly. Though
to the eye she appeared such atender young lass, yet she was surer of arm and sharper of eye than many
other lad near their age.

Sincethear parent’ s degth of the fever, five years earlier, and their lands being confiscated by King
Edward of England, they were forced to live with their cousin, Sir John Comyn. Since that time Fergus's
fedlings of protection had grown naturally stronger. Their parents had dlowed their daughter full reinin
her wild and boyish ways and now Sir John struggled in vain to dominate and control her irrepressible
actions. But his heavy-handed ways were too restricting on her restless, growing spirit. Instead of
becoming the more timid and dutiful maid, Candelinn was even more determined to hold onto her
rebellious ways, thwarting her cousin’ sidess of propriety at every turn.

Fergus chuckled to himself as he thought back to the day before, when bored of listening to the men,
whiledrinking their e, retdling of their courageous adventures, he had let Canddinn challengehisaim
with the bow. There were times when he thought her more lad than lass. He laughed outright &t the
thought, perhapsif need be she could protect him instead of the other way around.

Fergusled the way, cautioudy skirting the boundaries of the vast MacBaron lands but never quite
trespassing upon them. Kenneth de Keith owned the [ands bordering on the other side of thewild
MacBaron clan and that was to be their destination. Since brother and sister had to move as stedlthily as
possible, both knew it would be dmost nightfall before they reached their destination.

Silently they journeyed throughout the day, stopping only once by asmall burn, shadowed by a copse of
birch, to water the horses. They refreshed themsalves and shared the dried venison and flat bannock
cakesthey had carried in aleather pouch.

Canddinn broke the silence. "Fergus, do you ever wonder what is going to happen to us?'

His eyes quickly glanced the perimeter, trying desperately to see through the trees for any unseen enemy.
His hand nervoudy fondled the handle of his sword.



His quick movements were not lost to Candelinn so she hurriedly continued. "'l don’t mean right now,
you dolt! I mean in yearsto come. Our chief wantsto be the next King of Scotland and | suppose we
owe him our loyaty. HE Il probably want me to marry someone who has the men to help him attain his
god. And you? You'll haveto bear hisarmsin the battle against the other clans. | tell you, | just don't
like the man. Oh, I know we owe him adebt of gratitude for taking usin when our parents died but
Fergus, there’ sno warmth in the chief of the Comyn’s. He' shard and crud to dl his people. | sometimes
think of our fate living under the rule of the Red Comyn. | vow to you before dl the saints, that | will
never marry aman unless heis of my own choosing, not someone picked out by our cousin to further his
ambitions" She dghed wistfully, her eyes pinched in thought, her face solemn.

"W, | guess we cross that moor when the time comes, Candelinn. It may be bottomless bogsin spots
but we have each other, so we'll survive anything our chieftain hands us. We could ways escapeto live
inthe heether," Fergus answered bravely determined to show his manly strength. Hissister smiled at his
heroic outburst but didn’t comment.

After their light repast they resumed their journey, but with much more caution, the farther they traveled
from Comyn lands.

Occasiondly they had seen other ridersin the far distance, but were unable to discern clearly the color
of their plaid. Alwaysthey appeared in groups of ahalf dozen or more, for traveling with less than that
often proved a serious mistake. Not only rival clans, but also roving bandsloya to no tartan plaid
scoured the countryside, eager to set upon easy prey, such as Fergus and Canddinn provided, traveling,
asthey were done and with only his heavy claymore and her smal sgian-dubh . They were afoolhardy
twosome, something Fergus pointed out at every opportunity. More than once they were forced to take
cover when aband of men passed their way. But fortunately none of the groups appeared to be serioudy
hunting for fresh tracks this day and they made their way stedlthily to safer ground.

Canddlinn’ stired body had long since started to ache from so many hoursin the saddle when they at last
passed the village of Keithtown and afamiliar sght loomed up ahead. The Keith Laird' s castle, itsrugged
outline bardy visible from the flickering torchlights reflecting about itstall, round turrets.

Fatigue was instantaneoudly replaced with renewed energy, as only the young are capable of doing. With
an excited cal to her brother, Canddinn pushed her mount forward and reached the gate first. Shereined
in and sat waiting, an impudent smile upon her face as Fergus dowly joined her at the portcullis.

"Who goesthere?' shouted the watchman at the gate.

"*Tis Fergus Comyn and hissster Candelinn to vist Helenade Keith," he answered. " Open up, man!
The hour grows late and we would like to pass some friendly words with her aforeitistimeto retire”

Cautioudy the guard reached out, holding historch aoft, verifying the presence of only two riders.

"From the clan Comyn, ye say." It was more a question than a statement. "Doff ye re helmet lad, 0|
may seeyeinthelight.”

Obediently Fergus removed his hemet, placing it on the saddle pommel before him. He pushed his coif
back onto his shoulders, showing the guard histelltale hair. Impatient as he was to rest hisweary body
beside awarming fire, he understood the necessity of the guard’ s caution. Few people traveled after
dark, and it was not unheard of for alonerider to appear a the gates of a castle under the guise of
friendship while hismen waited in ambush outside the circle of torchlight. But the Comyn red hair was



well known in the highlands so it was the immediate password for entry.
Satisfied at last, the guard retrested inside to open the gates.

"Good God, lad, what bringsye out at thistime 0’ night?' The watchman hollered through the heavy
planking of the gate.

"Who ese, but my sgter,”" Fergus answered disparagingly, his patience wearing thin ashe grew chilledin
thenight air.

"Poor sport,” his companion teased, her spirits clearly restored with their arriva.
"Hmmphh!" came the answering voice in the dark.

Theiron portcullisdowly raised like the opening jaws of afabled monster to the accompanying sounds
of heavy chains screeching their protest. The two horses stepped forward, passing benegth its jagged
teeth, their hooves echoing on the cobblestones. Now that they had reached their destination, they
moved unhurriedly across the courtyard and the pair dismounted before the sairs of the castle.

The door of the keep opened wide alowing the light from within to spill down the steps as the dogs legpt
forward, their voices barking awarning asthey hurtled out into the night air to meet the newcomers. Their
tone changed to one of welcome asthey recognized afamiliar scent.

Thetwo riders dressed in the easily discernible Comyn plaid waited silently, revealed in the splash of
light on the cobbles.

Helenahersdf stood at the top of the stairs, her shadow reaching to the hooves of the horses standing in
the courtyard below her. With acry of surprised joy, she hurried to greet her guests. Shelifted her skirt
out of her way as she ran down the timeworn stone steps.

"Oh, Fergud!" shecried, "Y ou' reawecome sight.” Barely glancing at the other young visitor, she
continued, scanning the darknessfor athird rider. "But where is Canddinn? Did she not come with you?
Or did Sir John forbid it?* Her voice was full of disappointment and not alittle sarcasm.

Canddinn, understanding that her friend did not recognize her, could not resist the temptation to tease,
and spoke up with avoice, several octaveslower than her own.

"What need ye with Candelinn when two braw lads have come so far, braving unimaginable perilsto rest
their weary eyes upon amaiden so fair?' With agreat show of boldness, Candelinn sauntered up to
Helena. Shethrew her arm familiarly across her shoulders and spoke boldly.

"What?' No friendly kissfor two lonesome highlanders who have traversed so far. Why, we were even
brave enough to cross the wild MacBaron lands to see you on thisfair eve.”

Helena sreaction was one of indignant shock. "Why you... you!" Sheraised her hand to dap the face of
the presumptuous lad who dared to be so forward. When she stepped back to take her swing, the light
from within shone directly on the familiar green eyes, crinkling with barely restrained laughter. Helena
hesitated as she recognized the face of her closest friend.

"Canddinn, you ribald piece of baggage!" She hugged her friend close. "What will you think of next? So
you' re back to wearing your men’ s breeks. | thought your cousin forbid it?* Though she knew her friend



enjoyed her escapades when dressed like alad, Helena had never redlly understood it.

"To speak the truth, Helena, Fergus would not bring me unless| dressed as such. Hefeared | would be
ravaged by awild MacBaron if | came as mysdlf. But | so wanted to see you before your wedding, there
was naught else | could do."

Helenalooked hesitantly from Candelinn to Fergus and back again. " Canddinn, beforewe goinsde, |
must forewarn you," she sammered, wringing her hands together. "Richard, my husband to be and... and
the MacBaron chief are both here at the castle. They are discussing the final arrangements of the wedding
with my father." When she saw the shocked looks on her friends faces sherushed on. "But | promise
you that no harm will cometo either of you. Y ou are my dearest friend, Canddlinn, and I'm surethat is
enough for Richard. Besides, my father will protect you.” She said as an afterthought.

"But what of the MacBaron chief?" Fergus spoke up rather harshly, hiswords echoing hollowly about
the courtyard as his hand did unconscioudy over the handle of the claymore he carried. Canddlinn’s hand
also moved to her dirk. Both prepared to defend themselves.

"Helenashrugged helplesdy. "I cannot say for certain. He does not speak overmuch and when he does
everyonein theroom hearshisvoice. | must admit he frightens me more than alittle.

"I think we had best depart, Candelinn. No good can come from meeting a sworn enemy of the Comyn
clan,” spoke Fergus hastily, his hand never leaving his heavy sword. His head swiveled, trying to
penetrate the darkness surrounding them. He was apprehensive just knowing any of the MacBaron clan
wasinthevicinity. A laird never traveled alone. His guard of eight or ten men always accompanied him.
But the thought of the chief aone being this close made the hair sand up on the back of his neck.

"You areright, Fergus. Their treachery iswell known among the Comyns so we will not tempt fatein
their favor,” agreed Candelinn, turning asif to leave.

"Please, don't go," begged Helena. "Y ou've come dl thisway and you shouldn’t travel further tonight.
Y our father and mine were dear friends, so rest assured my father would see you cometo no harm.
Pease comein, Canddinn. It istime for our evening meal and | know you both must be starved.”

Fergus stood watching Canddinn, awaiting her decison. At her nod, he relaxed his guard, the thought of
andl night ride not inviting.

Canddlinn, whose vibrant, alive beauty so contrasted with the delicate grace of the other, put her arm
through Helena' s and together they walked up the stone steps, talking over the forthcoming marriage.

They were oblivious of Fergus, handing their reinsto the clansman, waiting nearby. He brought up the
rear, scowling at the thought of sharing amea with aMacBaron, and especidly the chief of the clan.

When the two women reached the top of the stairs, Candelinn threw back her head to laugh at
something Helenawas saying, and nearly walked into atal dark form frowning down at her. The sound
of her laughter never left her mouth and she dmost lost her baance. She stepped back at the large man
blocking their path. He was of medium build and extremely handsome, his dark browswere pulled
together dangeroudy, his degp brown eyes staring daggers through her. Helenamoved quickly away
from Canddinn, going to hisside. His scowl waslike adark thundercloud ashisarm circled her waist

possessively.

Shelooked up at him beseechingly. "Richard, | want you to meet my very best friend, Candelinn de



Comyn and her brother, Fergus. Candelinn, thisis Richard MacBaron, my betrothed.”

Richard’ s scowl turned to puzzlement as helooked from Helenato the lad in the Comyn plaid. The
darkness of the courtyard acted asashield againgt close scrutiny, preventing him from noticing the
obvioudy feminine form beneath the mae clothing.

Asshewatched his skeptica gppraisa of her, Canddinn suddenly redlized that she was till wearing the
helmet bearing the Comyn arms.

"Och... my hdm, | forgot," she grimaced and quickly removed it. She loosened the coif and pushed it
back letting her hair fal free. Thelong thick masses of fiery hair dropped to her waist. She put forth her
hand, determined to be pleasant.

Richard findly smiled, trying to thwart the jealousy he had fdlt &t first. He nodded down at her from his
extreme height.

"I’ ve heard much about you, Candelinn,” he greeted her warmly, bowing from thewaist.

Canddinn could not answer. She stood frozen, her feet rooted to the stone step. Her skin shivered asif
acold wintry breeze has just blown down from the snow-capped Grampians. Behind Richard wasa
giant. Hewas standing in the lighted doorway almost blocking the light from within the room. He wasthe
most imposing man she had ever seen and hisaura of strength reached out and engulfed her. Hewas as
dark as Richard and attired as was his brother in the plaid of the clan MacBaron, but there the
resemblance ceased.

Hiskilt was mostly black, with red stripes running though it crisscrossing into a chequered pattern,
showing bronzed, extremely muscular legs beneeth it. He had a heavy woolen plaid of the same materia
draped from his|eft shoulder, held in place by alarge gold brooch bearing the clan crest. Hisleather belt,
holding hislambskin sporran, encircled his narrow hips, emphasizing his broad chest and shoulders. He
hed evidently laid aside his sword, but the jeweled hilt of his dagger was prominent on his calf.

How she managed to notice his clothing, Candelinn wondered afterward, for it seemed as though her
eyes had never left his. They werelarge and dark brown surrounded by thick black lashes. While his
rugged good looks resembled his younger brother, his manner reflected the self-assured strength of the
leader of thelarge clan MacBaron. She’ d heard his age was amost one score and ten, though it was
hard to tell, and hisfeatures were hard, masculine, with atouch of savage crudty, gentled only by adight
curving of hislips as he returned her gaze. His shoulders were twice aswide as his brother’ sand
iron-thewn muscles rippled benesth his velvet tunic as he gpproached them.

Angus s eyes never |eft the vision of the lass, as he made hisway closer. He fdlt like he had been kicked
in the scomach. She was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. Her thick masses of hair, in disarray
around her face and shoulders, looked asif she had just crawled out of bed. His mind dwelled on that
thought and he was disturbed at the fact that his body began to warm as hisimagination started to get
carried away.

Canddinn felt her body turning hot from the toes up, leaving her dightly flushed. She redlized that while
bowing low he had dowly looked her over, devouring her as he silently appraised, before his gaze came
to rest on her jade green eyes. Hisexpression still held herswith ahint of arrogance asheraised one
eyebrow in slent mockery of her dust-stained male attire.

While Helena made introductions, Candelinn raised her chin, nobly determined to regain her composure.



So thiswas Angus MacBaron! Though her hands were shaking, outwardly, shetried to put on afront of
controlled haughtiness againgt the chief of the MacBaron clan.

How she wished she hadn’t listened to Fergus and worn these men’ s clothes, she thought, pulling at her
jerkinin an unconscious effort to straighten it. The main reason for his caution was standing here before
her now. She could have worn her new gunna, after al, evenif it meant riding sdesaddle, which she
hated. But why did it bother her? Why should she care what this man, her clan’ s enemy thought? Her
mind made up, shetried to ignore the powerful fedingsthat were trying to control her body. Sheraised
her chin higher, flinging her hair behind her shoulders. Her eyes only reached his chest and she had to
look along way up to stare defiantly into hiseyes, slently chalenging him. The man wasway too
handsome by far.

The MacBaron chief’ slook changed to one of humor as he watched the wee sprite before him, her
expression mirroring her convictions. Asif reading her mind, one side of his mouth danted upward in
cynica answer to theinvisible gauntlet thrown at hisfeet. Good God, she waslovely! Before her arrival,
he had felt bored with the proceedings leading to his brother’ swedding. Now, of a sudden, he was
looking forward to the rest of the evening.

Everyonewastaking around her, while Fergus was calmly shaking hands with the two men, seeming
actualy pleased to meet them.What by all that’s holy , she silently questioned,could he be thinking of?
These men were their family’ s sworn enemies and yet here stood Fergus traitoroudy smiling at the two
men likelong lost friends. Asdways, Fergus got over hisanger quickly. It was smply too much! She
shook her head disgustedly, which did not go unnoticed by The MacBaron.

Before Candelinn could reach Fergus s side to give him awell placed kick on the ankle, Helena
interrupted. Sheinvited them al back into the hall where her father and mother and the rest of the Keith
clan waited. Candelinn noticed Fergus capture Richard MacBaron in conversation as the two followed
Helena through the wide arched doorway, leaving her behind to find her own way. Fergus would have
much to answer for on the ride home.

Before Candelinn could make amove to follow them, the mountain blocked her path. Her body tensed
and for the briefest instant, uncertainty showed in her face as she looked up once again into the eyes of
The MacBaron.

Laughter flickered in the brown orbs as he offered her hisarm.

"Migtress Comyn," he spoke for the first time, softly, continuing to hold out hisarm for her to take. He
sensad the anger and frudtration she fdt for being left donein the cold passageway with him. For a
second he thought she may faint, but quickly changed hismind. Nag, thislasswould never faint for such a
paltry reason. He could tell from these brief moments, she had courage and fire. And he found he was
glad thiswas s0. He stood waiting.

The gentlerolling broguein his deep rich voice threw her off guard. Those two words spoken asa
caress possessed her completely. The fedling of his power surrounded her and she stepped back
involuntarily, losing her baance.

Strong arms caught her, and brought her up againgt his chest. He waited as she regained her footing. For
the briefest moment longer, his hands lingered on her, his strong fingers spanning her wais.

Canddinn’s blood raced through her veins as her heartbeats sped faster and faster. His touch bound her
asif in chainsand she held her breeth lest her shallow breathing gave her away.



"You are safelass." hiswarm breath ruffled the top of her head.

She wanted to ydl no, shewasn't safe at dl! Her traitorous body was acting ridiculoudy out of
character. But instead she nodded at his chest, the top of her head touching benegth his chin.

Angus stepped back, giving the lass some room. However, he kept his hands around her waist, until he
was sure she could makeit up the last of the steps. He had fought the urge to kiss her, when her breasts
touched hischest. "Theway isdark,” he gave her an excusefor her near fal. He offered her hisarm once
again. "Even awee Comyn lass may have need of the MacBaron, in this darkened corridor.” He teased
her, trying to disguise the smoldering hunger fanned into flame by asingle touch.

"I do not need the helping hand of aMacBaron," she said sarcastically, regaining her composure and a
spark of anger at histeasing remark. "If you would just remove your body from in front of me, | could get

through.”

He chuckled and stepped back, giving her more room. Aye, she had courage. ™Y ou never know when
thetides of fate will be againgt you, Mistress Comyn. Mayhap, someday you will be grateful for the hand
of aMacBaron."

Canddinn stumbled once again on the step in front of her. Quickly she regained her balance before he
could grab her a second time. She flounced passed him as best she could, dressed in breechesand
jerkin. As she moved in front of his giant frame she whispered. "I’ m quite able to manage on my own,
thank you." She heard asoft chuckle behind her and her back stiffened indignantly.

"l think not, lass," hiswords penetrated the darkness.

By the time Candelinn had entered the castle, she wasin such arage aswould do the reputation of the
redheads proud. Flaying the night air with sllent curses, she somped acrossthe hdl and fairly flung the
door wide as she stormed into the room. The sound of heavier footsteps echoed unhurriedly behind her.

Two

Boisterous conversation and awarm, welcoming room did much to qudll her ill temper. Canddinn
crossed the floor with light sure steps and stopped by the huge stone fireplace to pat the two old hunting
dogsthat had returned to their haven and lay stretched before the hearth. The dogs, who had known her
for years, thumped their tales on the floor in rhythmic welcome. They took turns licking the offered hand
affectionately as she scratched behind their soft gray ears.

Totally unconscious of the mode of her dress, Candelinn tossed her helmet onto the pile of armor,
shields, and weapons dready accumulated in the corner of the large chamber and went to join the others.
She wasimmediately aware of the many MacBaron plaids scattered across the room. They al towered
over the Keith clan and looked fierce and dangerous.Was the whole clan huge? she wondered.

The room became noisy with exclamation at her arrival, as most of the Keith family had known her for



years. They bid her ahearty welcome. The warmth, from the huge logs burning in the fireplace,
enveloped her and the odor of fresh cooked mesat and roasted pheasant met her nogtrils. It reminded her
she had eaten little since leaving Lochindorb early that morning. She noticed the freshly cut rusheson the
stone floor and knew it was aspecia occasion to go to so much trouble just for visiting friends. The
MacBaron’ s were indeed honored guests.

Canddlinn went to the front table and kissed Helena s mother, an older version of her daughter. Thekiss
was received with the usua austerity that Lady de Keith dways displayed toward Candelinn. Shewas
very aware of the MacBaron as he sat down to the left of Helend sfather.

The coolness from Lady de Keith, and the nearness of the Laird MacBaron was more than obliterated
by agreat welcoming bear hug from Helena sfather.

"Canddinn? Why must you ingst on wearing such disgusting clothes?' The Lady de Keith said
sarcadticaly.

"I’m sorry for my appearance, Lady de Keith," Canddinn justified her attire, "I just thought it was safer
totravel disguised asalad.”

"Och, hush woman," Kenneth de Keith quieted hiswife as he released his hold on Canddinn with asmile
and sat back down at the table.

Free from his crushing embrace, she was standing within inches of the broad shoulders sitting on his|eft.
She nodded again to her host and moved away. Helenawas motioning her to sit beside her but
Candelinn shook her head. She was determined to Sit asfar away from Sir Angus MacBaron as possible.
Canddinn dipped into asmall space on the bench next to her brother, at the far end of a different table
nearby. She casudly threw her leg over the bench, then with manly form brought her other around in front
of her. She settled into her place, carefully ignoring the dark brown eyes of her antagonist watching her
every move.

Angus watched her stiff retreating back as she moved to the far end of the next table and recalled the
first time he had seen her. It had been two years ago when crossing Comyn lands when he had spied this
same lass out riding, racing over the greens with total abandon, her wild red hair waving as abanner
behind her.

Ever since, he had carried that picturein hismind, dwelling on it, savoring itsimage asif it were flesh and
blood; giving her full rein over hisentire body, even his heart. So without actualy meeting her, he had
come to admire her and wanted her as no other ever. He found himself drawn to that same spot time and
again in hopes of seeing her. His effort was rewarded but never had he made his presence known. Each
time only served to sharpen his hunger for the spirited lass. Now he had met her and knew his thoughts
asto her persondlity had been correct. He knew had Candelinn ever knew of hiswatching her, she
would not only have ripped into him with her sharp tongue, she probably would have chalenged him on
the spot. He couldn’t restrain the smile that dipped across his face at the thought of her wee erect body
facing his enormous height with sword in hand. He was pleased. But for to her be so close, only feet
away from him, made it dmost unbearable not to touch her as he had often longed to do.

Hefrowned at the men around her and noticed his own clansmen started gathering near aswell. She was
too beautiful and they had never seen one such as she. Their eyes moved over her with way too much
familiarity and hefelt agrowl began low in histhroat.

The long table Candelinn had joined wasfilled with men, ranging from about her age to the eders of the



clan. A man with sandy colored hair spoke loudly from acrossthe table.

"Canddinn, lass, I"d be honored to have yeridewi’ me clan on any night’ sraid. Onelook at ye wi’
ye re hdm off and the English could do naught but fal out of their saddlesin shock.”

A loud roar of laughter followed from the other men at the long table with many ideas offered for
consideration. Candelinn noticed two of the MacBarons shoving at each other to gain an empty spot at
the end of the table. Both had her fixed in their Sghts and were staring rudely.Had they no manners?

Candelinn faced the other way. Her eyes met the burning glance of Angus MacBaron and quickly turned
once again to face forward. Shefdt her face growing warm. She turned her mind to her friends and after
taking al their ribbing with good-natured humor, she offered afew opinions of her own concerning their
skills asraiders and huntsmen. Shefinaly motioned them to Sllence.

Serving maids were busy rushing to refill the pitchers of de andusquebaugh and strong lads carried the
huge platters of roast mest to the awaiting appetites at the long tables set up in the overflowing hal. After
al the goblets werefilled, Laird de Keith stood to quiet the boisterous gathering, banging his cup loudly
on thetable, unmindful of theusguebaugh that doshed out onto the surface. When silencefindly
descended heraised hisvoicefor dl to hear.

"Hail to al for sharing this night with us. | think thisold castle hasn’t been so blessed with guests since
my own betrotha some twenty years ago,” he smiled at his beaming wife before continuing. "'In the olden
daysin the highlandsit was custom to toast the King of Scotland at any gathering of the clans... But
tonight | wish to drink to the hedlth of the Laird MacBaron." He held his cup high asthose old granite
wallsfairly shook with cheers before everyone had adrink from their goblets.

Angus stood up, waiting for the attention of hisaudience. "And | would ask you all to drink to the hedlth
and long lifeof Laird de Keith. May his daughter and my brother have a strong and lifelong union.”

A welcoming roar went up from the cheerful crowd, with afew ribald remarks, beforethey again
sampled their Scottish brew and banged their cups on the table enjoying the blush on the face of the
future bride.

Sir Francislaughed. "Eat friends. Enjoy thisrepast from the lands of the clan de Keith." Ashe sat down,
the platters of food were dready rapidly emptying; the noise of conversation and banging cups becoming
asteady humming sound.

Together they raised the gobletsfull of winein salute with al present to Helena sfather at the head of the
table. Solemnly he stood once more to give his blessing to his only daughter and her betrothed. The entire
room quieted to dead silence.

Sir Kenneth stood looking over the room, then affectionately stared into his daughter’ seyes. "Lass, this
isindeed agreat day for the clan de Keith. And | asyour father am proud to announce your betrothal to
aman so deserving as Richard MacBaron. May your days always be happy ones, and may you furnish
me with many strong grandsons." At this point the crowd laughed good-naturedly, before Sir Kenneth
once again quieted the mass. "And most important, may the clans of Keith and MacBaron dwaysremain
strongly tied by this union and together keep the Highlands of Scotland forever at peace.”

The cheers and yells were the most boisterous of the evening. Richard and Helenawere both well liked
among ther respective clansmen.



Amidst the loud cheering following the toast, Canddinn’ s attention centered on the two subjects of the
celebration. Helenawas looking shyly and adoringly at her husband-to-be. Her soft hazel eyesreflected
her emotions, as slently she watched Richard’ s every move while he raised hiswine to toast hisfuture
bride. Their heads bent close together, whispering the words of lovers, oblivious of the rest of the room.
The blush of innocence upon Helena' s cheeks seemed enchanting to Richard, hisadoration plain for al to
see. Her gentle beauty was enhanced by the pale green of her gunnaand her girdle of gold filigree, which
hung about her dender hips and blended with the green velvet of her gown. Her fine blonde hair was
pulled away from her face and held off her neck with velvet ribbons of the same hue and material.

Canddinn watched as Helena s cheeks flushed crimson, her hazdl eyeslowered modestly at the
affectionate ribbing of one of the clansmen. Richard’ s dark countenance contrasted grestly with her
fairness as he wrapped astrong arm protectively about her in reassurance, giving her hisfull attention.

Candelinn swallowed the toast in degp concentration. She suddenly felt melancholy for what lacked in
her life. A love and security that Helenawas going to have. A smal quiver of yearning passed through
her. To betreated asif she were the most important human being in the world and never know fear, to
be protected and cherished for al time.

Appetites were satiated and everyone lingered over their goblets while the serving maids cleared the
tables.

Widgtfully she spped once more from her goblet, the wine making her think of the coming celebration that
shewould have to miss. She longed to come to the wedding, to hear the skirl of the bagpipes, the gaiety,
the dancing... how sheloved to dance. But das, Sir John's anger would know no bounds, of that she
was sure. To attend the wedding of Helenaand Richard had become for Candelinn an impossible goal.

She aso knew the entire MacBaron clan would probably be there and she shivered at the thought. The
MacBaron! His demeanor was asfierce as his reputation declared and no doubt the stories of him were
true. Canddlinn cast a covert glancein his direction and noted once again the rugged handsomeness and
the strong sense of persond awareness which emanated from him, drawing her like amagnet.

Never had the mere touch of aman left her mind and body in such astate of contradiction. To be swept
up with such effortlessforce, leaving her sensesredling despite thelogic of her mind.

Canddinn wastreading on virgin paths, well she knew; for never before had asingle touch or look
caused the dightest ripple in her emotions. But for her body to react so inflamed from the one person she
should fear and hate, if she were true to the name of Comyn, was unthinkable!

Her thoughts were interrupted. Shefelt eyes staring at her. Shelifted her head, meeting the dark brown
eyes gazing deeply into hersfrom the face of the man in her thoughts, peering at her over therim of his
goblet.

From his pogition at the table, in the soft smoky torchlight of the room, he watched her at hisleisure. Her
way of talking and her actions were a subtle mixture of changes, from comrade to the Keith men to that
of abeautiful lass, with definite womanly movements. Her habit when she was agitated of flicking that
unruly mane away from her face was amovement so provocatively feminine. Y et shewastotally
unconscious of the picture she presented dressed in the leether jerkin and leggings snuggly outlining her
soft curves.

Canddinn was surprised at his expression. It was one of peaceful enjoyment. His sun-bronzed skin
contrasted deeply with the whites of his eyes and their dark-brown centers sparkled with mischief. His



mouth curved around the cup in asmile, showing asmall dimplein each cheek. Asshe studied himin
return, she was shocked to see adow ddiberate wink in her direction. Asif they shared a secret
unknown to the rest of the people gathered there.

She looked away. The damn man was a little too full of himself! He had an abundance of
arrogance and was way too familiar! Candelinn looked quickly about the table at the other guests
hoping no one had noticed, especialy her brother. But she had nothing to worry about, for Fergus, she
saw, was laughing at the fellow next to him and happily draining his goblet.

Totdly undone by Angus sbold display of implied intimacy, her appetite was suddenly gone and the
tempting and aromtic platters of venison and game fowl could have been cold porridgefor al the
attention she paid them.

Her face fdt flushed and athough she never once looked to the head of the table again, shefelt the
MacBaron’s eyesrest on her many times throughout the med. Her nerves were stretched to bresking as
she heard her voice raised higher and her laugh louder than was her normal nature. She found hersalf
flirting outrageoudy with Simon de Keith, Helend s cousin, Sitting next to her on her left. Ordinarily she
would have ignored him as one person whom sheredly didiked.

"So does you uncle know you have come here this night?' Simon spoke softly leaning close next to her.

His breath was hot on her neck and she shivered with revolt. She leaned away and faced him. "I’ m sure
he knows by now. Y ou know how the highlands are. News travelsfast." She was ashamed for flirting
with him earlier and now had to find away to end their conversation.

He appeared overjoyed at his newfound luck and was lavishing her with complimentsthat flowed alittle
too easlly from histongue. He had tried numerous times before to gain her attention and never had
Canddinn given him amoment of her time. Thrilled by what he thought was her sudden change of fedling,
he was determined not to let her get away so easily thistime.

"Y ou are more beautiful every timel seeyou, Canddinn. It setsmy heart to pounding just to rest my
eyes on you. Perhaps we could take awalk on the battlements after we dine. | would like to talk to you
done”

Candelinn could have kicked hersalf. Now how was she going to get away from him? She was suddenly
nudged by someone on the other side of her. Sheturned in that direction. It was aMacBaron warrior.
She had not even redlized Fergus had moved. But then she saw him on the other side of the clansman.

"Migtress Candelinn, | am Duncan, the MacBaron' sfirst in command. He was wondering if you needed
ad." hemotioned with hishead in the direction of Smon de Keith.

Her eyesflashed toward the front table. Angus was |ooking right through her, adark scowl plainly visible
on hisface. Could the man read her mind?

"Just say theword and | will remove him from your presence.”

Gads, these MacBaron were brash! " Thank you, Duncan for your offer. But pleasetell the Laird that |
told him | could take care of mysdlf." She glared back a the man in question. "Since | will be here only a
short while, | must spend as much time as possible with Helena. | want to wish her wdll, and..." she
looked in the direction of where Helenawas Sitting. "And | see her beckoning to me now. If you both will
excuse me," she nodded to Simon and the MacBaron clansman. Duncan looked to the direction of



Helenaand noticed her head bent close to her betrothed, not at al interested in what was going on at the
other table. He swiveled his head to see Smon scowling a him. He smiled in return. But the smile never
reached hiseyes.

Candelinn swung her boots to the outside of the bench, briskly stood up and walked hurriedly in the
direction of her friend, leaving the two men watching the sway of her hips as she moved away.

Helenahad just stood up and turned as she agpproached, and Candelinn once again felt disheveled
standing so near the young woman in the fresh new gown. Unconscioudy she pulled at her jerkin and
pushed at her hair, trying to smooth the flowing mass of copper wavesinto some sort of order.

"Oh, Canddinn. I’'m glad you' re here. | wasjust coming to get you. Let’ saway to my chambers so we
can vist and leave the men to their battle stories.” She curtsied shyly to her betrothed, who took her hand
and kissed it warmly, then to the MacBaron, before kissing her mother and father on the cheeks.

"Good eventide, lass," her father said affectionately, "and Canddinn, I’ [l expect to see you in the morning
when we break the fast, to hear about what mischief you' ve been up to sinceyour lagt vist.”

"Yes, dgre" sheanswered respectfully. "I shdl be here, though of late thereis not much to tell." Candelinn
nodded to Lady de Keith by her husband’ s side and turned to Richard, refusing to acknowledge The
MacBaron.

"It has been apleasure to findly meet with you, Richard. I’ ve heard so much about you from Helena, |
fed | know you aready. And after watching the two of you thisevening, | can see your match is blessed
indeed. | love her likeasister | never had, and | would wish her well. My deepest regret isthat | will not
be able to attend the wedding."

"But surely you will be able to attend our nuptids. | assure you | would be as happy with your presence
there asHelenawould be."

Canddinn fdt herself grow hot al over, as she stood speechless before him, trying to think of an
acceptable reply. She had forgotten that Richard was a MacBaron too and had nearly blurted out that
besides Sir John’ simposed restrictions on her activities, it was a so fear of his own clan that had kept her
away from Castle de Keith for so long. She tarted to slammer an excuse when her brother threw his
arm across her shoulders nearly knocking her to the floor benegth hisinebriated weight.

"Ho, ho! Tell them the truth my rough and tumble sster. What doest keep usfrom Helena ssde?’ The
smell of acohol wasthick on hisbresth and he staggered, leaning harder againgt hissster’ sside, forcing
her to support most of hisweight.

"Fergud" Her voice remained firmly in control trying to head off theinevitable. Y ou’ ve toasted the
betrothed couple once too often, it seems. And probably with more ScottishUsquebaugh thanwing!”
Sheglared at him trying to overcome her embarrassment.

"Och... Away with yelass. What harm isanip or two of usquebaugh . These MacBarons are braw
men and | likethemwdll. I’'m sure they would wish you no harm.”

Canddinn gasped, her eyeswidening, wishing she could put her hand over his mouth before her brother
added more fud to thefire.

"Now | know you'refearful of their wayswith women, but..." Fergus continued as he swung abot,



facing thewhole room. "* Tis Sir John who will have our hides, not the MacBarons." He grinned
lopsidedly tooneand dl.

"Fergud” she whispered franticaly.

"Doye know," he addressed the gathering, "what we went though to get here? Not that it hasn’t been
worth it," he hiccupped into his haf-full goblet.

"Fergus, shut your rambling tongue!™ she threatened her voice alow growl of anger as shetugged at his
am,

"She aways gets nervous at aparty... poor shy lass." He motioned toward her with hishead, smiling at
the loud guffaws of the crowd. With one hand to steady himsdlf, he stared into murderous green eyes, the
likes of which had never known ashy day in her life.

"Y ou will stop this nonsense now, brother, if you value your worthlesslife," she threstened in earnest,
bringing the room to a standdtill as everyone awaited the outcome.

"Och, now lass." He cgoled, as laughter once morefilled the room. ™Y e know we are among friends
here," he reached out to put hisarm about her, only to find he'd migudged the distance and lost his
balance, wincing in pain as he barked his shins againgt the bench. Undaunted, he turned his attention once
more to the gathering crowd.

"Asyeknow," he began again, determined to finish hisstory. "My sister, Canddlinn, isavery determined
lass once she setsher mind to it. Now... Sir John, tyrant that heis, forbid my dear, sweet Sster to leave
the castle for any reason whatsoever." He turned on his hedl and spun about, facing the other sde of the
room and stood, swaying precarioudy waiting for hisdrink boggled vision to catch up with him. "Now,
everyone who knows wee Canddinn, knows the set ways of her mind, and right then she decided to
comefor avigt."

"Oh!" Candelinn blushed furioudy in embarrassment. "1 shdl never forgive you for this, Fergud™ She
stomped her booted foot and turned her back on him, crossing her arms across her chest.

"Of courseyewill, lass" He drawled through drunken lips too numb to respond correctly. "After dl, |
am your loving brother, who, | might add, in spite of my better judgement, helped ye to make good your
escape. It was | who convinced them to look the other way." He leaned dangeroudy forward, trying
unsuccessfully to whisper in her ear. "l had to promise them you would let them win the next archery
contest."

The entire room burst into loud laughter asfists pounded the tablesin enjoyment. Fergus was not the
only one to have fredy imbibed on the usquebaugh.

Candelinn spun about, facing her brother once again, her anger leaving her speechless. She wasready to
do physical damageto him just to make him close his mouth.

Suddenly there was aloud sound of wood scraping on the floor as a chair at the table was shoved back.
Sir Angus stood and walked to their side. With abarely perceptible nod of his head he motioned to one
of hismen and Fergus wasimmediately being helped back to the table, leaving Canddinn standing done
before the MacBaron chief.

She was too flabbergasted and angry to do anything but stand mesmerized that the MacBaron Laird



should be the one that came to her aid with her drunken brother. Her heart was pounding. Not knowing
what harm he could do to her, here off hisown lands, she ill fdt fear like aliving thing surround her.

Quickly, she turned toward Helena hoping to make afast exit, thereby avoiding a confrontation with the
MacBaron, but her way was barred. His large frame blocked her friend from view. Indeed, the whole
room was out of sight behind the flowing black and red plaid tartan draped over his broad shoulders as
he placed himself purposefully before her, forcing her to stay or make more of a scenefor the others.

Canddinn’smind raced as she redized her predicament. Still staring straight ahead at the solid wall of
muscled chest, she Sde-stepped quickly trying to out-maneuver him but hisreflexes were lightning fast
and he held her gently in her place. She refused to look up, staring instead at her hands clasped tightly
together, trying desperately to think of something frivolousto say to bresk the silence.

A large strong hand reached out and covered hers, withdrawing one from the other. While he held her
left hand in astrong clasp, she stood staring at the tanned skin, fedling the power within and immediately
knew the strength these hands would have in combat. A voice above her heed, trying to cover its mirth,
spoke softly to her aone, though to her small ears and taut nerves it was an echo through the now silent
hal.

"Candéelinn, perhaps the MacBarons could be of some assistance. | fedl | know your problem... do |
not?'

She noticed the familiar use of her first name and raised her head proudly at his mocking tone, forgetting
her fright. She was surrounded by MacBaron plaid. Angus stood in front of her and making acomplete
circle around the two were the tall fierce warriors wearing the black and red tartan. Though she felt
somehow safe and thankful that they would be unobserved by the entire room thisway, she was ill
angry. Thelook in her eyes as she stared back at him would have sent alesser man scurrying for cover.

"Och, that’ s better. | hate to see awoman cowering and afraid. A little spirit ismoreto my liking and
more to your nature, | think," he teased.

"| care not what isto your liking, Sir Knight. Asyou would aready know were you half as
nimble-minded as the lowest form of pond frog." She ground out forcefully through clenched teeth, her
fear making her anger sound al theworse.

Mumblesfrom the MacBarons reached her ears. "Did she call our Laird apond frog?"

"Aye, shedid."

"Lass"" Angus continued undaunted. "Y ou do me great wrong if you think me so incapable of
understanding.” His smiling brown eyes belied his serious tone and saddened demeanor.

"Not only do | think you incapable of civilized behavior," she retorted, "but | consider you ablackguard,
aprofaner of innocent women and acommon crimind, a... areiver inthe night.” Candelinn could have
bitten out her tongue, she was so shocked at herself. What had she done?

"Does she know who she' stalking to like that?' growled aMacBaron.

"Aye, | think she does," the voice sounded like Duncan and he seemed to find it funny.

Angus s smiling expression never changed, but the vein on the side of his neck throbbed and Candelinn



winced in pain as his grip tightened upon her hand. With the swiftness of the falcon her smdl dirk wasin
her free right hand with the sharp tip pressing againg hiswris.

"Thereispaininyour grip, MacBaron." She ground the words out, her eyesflashing fire. No man, not
even the Laird of the MacBaron clan, was going to cause her physica pain aslong as she was capable of
defending hersdif.

Angus heard his men exclaim and looked a each of them, gtilling their movements. He felt the sharp
edge barely pressing into hiswrist. His eyes widened in amazement, then sparkled in appreciation. She
was cocooned by giant warriors and she stood undaunted at the frowning faces staring down at her. He
knew not a man who could look so brave surrounded by his dlite guard, the mightiest of the MacBaron
warriors. He knew without a doubt that she wouldn't hesitate to plunge the dagger through hisflesh and
be damned to the consequences.

Angus looked down at the anger and hatred shining out of fiery green eyes. He didn’'t know which he
would rather do at that moment; throw her over hislap and give her the spanking she so deserved and
needed, or pull her into hisarms and kiss her sensdless. He did not relinquish hishold on her hand,
though his grip softened.

When his grip ceased to cause her pain shelowered her dirk but did not return it to its sheath.
"l do not fear you, Laird."

"Aye, you do." Hedid not know why it made him happy to see her jut out her chin and raise her
gparkling green eyes at him in fase bravado, but it did. He could smell the feminine fragrance of her
standing so closeto him and it took no smal restraint not to pull her againgt his chest and bury hisfacein
the vibrant waterfall of her hair.

"The MacBaronswill cometo your assstance," he stated flatly.
"It isnone of your concern.”

"Candelinn, there you are wrong. If the problem that keeps you from my brother’ swedding iswhat |
surmise, then I’'m afraid it ismy concern.”

She could fed histhumb moving dowly over the back of her hand in avery distracting fashion. It felt
seductive, like he had just pulled her close and wrapped her in hisarms. His manner was most disarming
asthetingling sensation in her hand brought sparks of feding rushing through her body &t histouch. He
was making her so nervous, she could barely remember what they were talking about. Her mind
searched for something to say to bresk the silence and bring her body back under control.

"What isit you' ve heard that would make us such scoundrels, before you' ve even met us? Surely you do
not believe the tales your kinsmen tell of the MacBaron clan? No man could bethat black! Isit clan
MacBaron you fear, lass, or just the chief of the MacBaron's?!

Shelooked into eyes that never wavered from her face. Why should she let him know the fear she had
been raised to fed since shewas awee bairn? That his clan was her own’s enemies, that much he knew,
and that they made agame of dishonoring any femae Comyn that came into their lands. She would not
tell him. How hewould loveto hear her fear of him.Damn the man! He was making her speechlessasa
sampleton.



"| fear no man," she lied looking him straight in the eye. 1t took al her courage to do so.

"Good!" The lass had spirit, though he read the fear in her eyes. But he would have her no other way.
"But because of the many brigandsriding the heather, | will still make you apromise. | will vow to you
safe passage through my land, so you can come to the wedding. | would even escort you and keep your
safe. | will seetoit that no MacBaron or anyone else will harm you. Even if you don’t need our ad,” he
added to let her know he remembered what she had dready stated twice this night.

Histone was gentle and mellow, her emotions responded and her body held rigid for so long before him
was atremble. Shelooked into hisdark brown eyesto seeif he were mocking her, but found only
sncerity there.

She replaced her dirk into its sheath, never losing contact with his eyes. The man had no ideawhat he
was doing to her. Histhumb, sill rubbing against her hand, brought an innocent confusion, unable to
understand her own fedlings of womanhood threatening to burgt forth in some sort of response. Her eyes
went to hislips. She wondered what they would fed like against her own.

Angus saw the direction of her eyes, and had to hold his breath. Was she thinking of kissng him? Or
wanting him to kiss her? He felt heet flow through him and lust for thisfiery lass completely filled his
thoughts. Luckily for her, she stepped back, pulling her hand from his.

"That will not be necessary, Laird." She said firmly, but without the cold biting tone of her previous
remarks. "If you can grant me safe passage, | can certainly come aone with my brother.”

Angus arched one brow and skeptically looked away from her to Fergus, dumped over the table,
snoring loudly, hischin resting on hisfolded arms. Sowly he turned his eyes once more on Canddlinn’s
face.

""Such aworthy knight you choose as your escort, lass," he said.

"You areunfar! Fergusisn't dways as you see him now. Have you never been tipsy yoursdlf, Laird?'
Angus smiled good-naturedly. "Aye, Candelinn, many times. But never did | leave abeautiful maiden to
her own defense.” He stepped aside then, dlowing Canddinn a path of escape. The warriors stepped
back out of her way. As she walked out of their circle they bowed their headsto her. Not one soul in the

great hall knew the substance of their conversation

Helena, seeing that the discussion between her friend and the clan chief was apparently over, came
quickly to Candelinn’s side and looked with frank curiosity from oneto the other.

"Everything is settled? Y ou will cometo the wedding? Canddinn?’

Canddlinn looked at her dear friend, anxiety showing clearly on her pale face. She could not disappoint

her by mentioning her cousin and the trouble she would now be in for sneaking away without permission.
She would find away to escape again, for Helena s sake. Still fully aware of the MacBarons behind her,
and listening to every word, she wanted to make sure their Laird knew she was no coward.

"Aye, Helena. | shdl be hereto see you married to your braw Richard.” With that the atmosphere
relaxed and Helena exclaimed joyoudly as she put her arm through the other girl’sand led her away.

Duncan moved up closeto hischieftain. "Sheismost beautiful, my liege," he murmured.



"Aye, sheis" Angus answered. He discreetly rubbed hiswrigt a the smal prick in the flesh. Hefelt
admiration once again for the petite, flame-haired beauty with sufficient fire to match hisown.

Many eyeswere on the two girls asthey left the hdl. Dark confident ones rested on long shimmering
copper-colored hair that hung down the back of the one dressed in men'’ s breeks. The hips and swing of
the walk were far from masculine. Angus chuckled. Any man that mistook that bonnielassfor alad
would haveto be blind. And the MacBaron’ swere noted for their ability to spot adelectable maiden as
well asfor their keen sight in spotting an enemy’ s plaid from afar. He finally noticed the number of other
men in the room watching the same sway of hipsand an angry growl came from deep in histhroat. He
turned back to his goblet of wine. He had never been possessve of awoman in hislifeand did not like
thefed of it.

"Canddinn," Helena asked, breathless with excitement. "1sn't my Richard handsome? 1’ m so glorioudy
happy! He sthe most wonderful man on dl theide of Britain." She prattled endlesdy, sitting on the edge
of her bed with her feet dangling over the Sde, waving her hands before her face, fanning her flushed
cheeks.

Canddinn flopped ungracioudy into alarge chair in the corner of Helena s bedchamber; her legs
sorawled straight before her. "I find mysdlf growing more and more envious. Perhaps | should go back
downstairs and become better acquainted.” She taunted with awicked gleamin her eyes.

"QOch, Canddinn, you could have married long ago if you so wished," Helenareturned flippantly,
enjoying the carefree banter with her best friend. ™Y ou have only to make your choice. Many’sthelad
that would trip over themsdlvesto receive favors from you. Why just the other day..."

That isjust the problem, Candelinn thought, her delicate brows creased in afrown of perplexity at the
revelation of her mind. They are only lads! Never before had Candelinn considered the young men of her
clan as anything more than the friends she’ d dways known, who provided an easy mark for afriendly
wager during weaponry practice. To suddenly find herself torn between the new found fedlings of a
woman with new gtirrings of passion within her and the innocent youth of yesterday was unsettling to
Canddinn.

Shedidn’'t want alad. Wasit aman she desired perchance? Aye, she answered hersdlf with unwavering
certainty. A man to send my sensesreding. A man who... who... A man like Angus MacBaron her mind
fairly screamed. Nae. Heis an enemy with a powerful ego, used to getting hisown way. Shefdt likea
timid mouse in alion’s den when she was around him. And he could surely eet her up with one bite. The
tone of Helend s voice brought her back to redlity just in time to hear the man’s name of her thoughts said
doud.

"... and, Letitiasays Sr Angusisthe most handsome manin dl of Scotland.”

"WhoisthisLetitia?' She suddenly found hersdf angry of any other woman who would have asay about
the MacBaron.

"Sheisfrom England and comesinto the Highlands dl the time. She seemsto think she can have any
man her heart desires. And the men do seem to hang around her in droves when she' s here." She noticed
the frown on her friend sface.

"Do you think Sir Angus handsome too, Candelinn? Frankly, he scares me to death. Heistoo
foreboding. What do you think?'



"Aye, heisahandsome devil," she admitted.

"You redly think so? Wouldn't it be wonderful if you could catch hisroving eye? Although, | fear
‘twould be no easy task. From what | hear, he has many amaiden after him and never gives hisfavorsto
any certain onefor very long."

"Helena, for shame! Y ou' ve been listening to gossp.” She didn’t want to hear about hisloves, so thought
to change the subject. " Tl me about your wedding dress." She was so confused by the fedings shedid
not yet understand and wasiirritated with hersdlf for the way her pulse raced at the sound of theman’'s
name. She stood and walked to the window, seeing nothing in the darkness but the face of Angus
MacBaron staring back at her.

"Aye, it' sfinished. Come and see." Helenawas so wrapped up in her own thoughts, she failed to notice
Canddinn’s agitation. Sheran to her wardrobe, pulling out an armful of satin and lovingly held it before
her, twirling gaily about the room. "Isn't it the most beautiful gown you ever saw?’

"Aye, ‘tistruly beautiful." Canddinn replied absent-mindedly, barely turning to look at the magnificent
cregtion of lace and pale ydlow satin.

"... and you will be my bridesmaid, and Sir Anguswill stand with Richard and... oh Canddinn, | think
Ill diefrom the waiting beforeamonthisup.”

Unableto contain hersaf any longer she squedled excitedly and flung herself onto the bed, causing its
furs and blankets to bounce in protest. Helena' s mood was catching and before long Candelinn had shed
off her melancholy and she too was sprawled on the bed beside her friend.

"I have only one problem, Canddlinn and don’t you laugh a me."

"What?'

"Thewedding night. | don’t know what I’ m supposed to do."

"Did your mother not talk to you about it?"

"Aye, alittle. But it was till confusing. Do you know?"*

"How would | know? Tell me what your mother told you. | have no oneto inform me of thesethings.”

Helenainformed her on what happensin the marriage bed, and before long they were both giggling over
the thought of it.

They taked and laughed into the wee hours, both knowing it would be the last time for such childhood
confidences. The next time they met would be to see one of them wed. After that, Helena sthoughts
would be to running a household and making her husband happy.

~%* <

Downgtairs the conversation was not nearly as lighthearted. Lady de Keith, as was her custom when
Candelinn was vidting, was deeply involved in criticiam of the girl’ sbehavior. Her husband, asdways,
maintained astrong argument in Canddinn’ s favor and would not be persuaded to discourage her visits



to thaer home.

The MacBaron returned from seeing his men settled for the night, just in time to overhear Lady de
Keth' s bitter denunciation of Canddinn’s manly ways. Casudly he sood shaking the night’ s moisture
from hisgreat doak, listening with an air of sudied indifference.

"'Someone should take her in hand aforeit’ stoo late. Why, it’ s disgusting the way she flaunts about the
countryside dressed like aman. It' sunnaturd, | tell you."

"On the contrary, madam,” Angus joined the discussion. "l find it a pleasant change from the mincing
ways of most women her age.”

"Oh, Sr Angus," Lady de Keith hesitated, flustered at hisintrusion. "l wasjust trying to talk some sense
intomy Laird de Keith." she waved a disparaging hand toward her spouse. "To think that our only
daughter is upgtairs this very minute being influenced by that red-haired hellion. God knows what will
ever become of her. No man in hisright mind would ever want that undisciplined hdllcat for awife. | can
only thank God that our Helenawill soon be married and the MacBaron lands will be off limitsto
Migtress Comyn."

Angus gave no reply and made himself comfortable near the fire watching with some amusement.She
flounced the length of the room, her skirts awash in her wake, shaking her head in despair when neither
he nor Kenneth de Keith failed to show the proper distress at her words.

"Now, now, my dear," her husband chided gently. "Y ou know Canddlinn isagood and innocent lassjust
asour Helenaiis. Since her parent’ s death, her upbringing has been in the hands of Sir John, and aswe al
know, not much loveislost on Candelinn or Fergus where heis concerned.”

Angus remained outwardly disinterested, while taking careful note of what was being said.

"But she' smorelad than lass" Lady de Keith protested, her voice taking on the whining pitch of one
who knows the argument is dready logt. "And her brother! What revolting behavior he presented this
eve" trying once more to make her fedings known of the pair of young Comyns.

"Ferguswasjust alittlein his cups and the lassis an independent waif only because no one has ever
gppedled to her feminine Sde before,” Sir Robert continued in her defense. "There sawoman insde that
little hellion, asyou cdl her, and the man with the strength to see it through will be forever thankful of his
choice

"You'redaft, my Laird!" Hiswife stared at him increduloudy. "No queen, princess or peeress, evenin
robes of state, has gppeared asless than alady and no Highland woman should! She' |l never amount
to..." She hdted thetirade as her husband rose from his chair, marking the end of the discussion with an
unyielding look in hiseyes. Even she dared not press an issue with her husband of many years.

"Enough of this prattle, woman! Show alittle charity in your heart." He stretched deepily, his head
thrown back in agreat yawn. "Be assured of this," hisfurry brows joined into one as he frowned toward
her. "Canddinn will dways be welcome here and you will dwaystreat her asaguest. Do | make mysdif
clear?' One stocky finger rested pointedly on her chest. "Good," he nodded acknowledging the look of
surrender in her eyes. "We |l say good eventide then," heraised an arm in farewell to Angus. "If you need
anything cdl one of the servants. What ishereisyours." He placed his hand in the small of hiswife's
back and urged her through the door.



"Aye, Sir Kenneth," The MacBaron raised hisgoblet in salute. "I believe | will stay up awee bit longer,”
he added under his breath. He had listened while the other two had argued about Candelinn’ s propriety
and innocence. She may have dressed like a lad for convenience and safety sake , he thought,but her
innocent eyes wer e proof she knew naught of the ways of men. Aye, Angus had been thinking of her
too, but hismind ran more to passion and lust.

After refilling his drinking cup with usquebaugh, he dowly wandered about the room studying the
different tapestries adorning the walls. In spite of his ddliberate attention to the exacting detail in each one,
Canddinn again invaded histhoughts. His dreams of her had not left him disillusioned when at last they
had met. In fact, he had found her more desirable than ever. Their brief encounter after dinner had left
him with agrowing sense of unrest, adding fud to the smoldering hunger in hisloins. He smiled in
remembrance of the dirk in her small hand. Just to be the man that channeled al that temper into fires of
passion caused him much unrest.

Why, he asked himsdlf, could he not be pleased with the other lasses throwing themselves at his head.
What did thisimpudent Comyn |ass have that drew his every thought her way? Maybe the fact that she
did not bow to his every wish kept her ever present in his mind. But, whatever the cause, the
copper-haired beauty was the only one that turned hisblood to fire... over and over again with each
glance.

A rugged sigh escaped hislips, and with heavy steps he left the room. He placed his empty cup on the
table and proceeded up the stairsto his chambers, giving the deepy guard’ s salute a brusque reply ashe
passed him on the landing.

The bedchamber door had no sooner closed behind him when he dropped his clothes onto a chair and
stretched out naked on the bed, unmindful of the chill inthe air. Methodically, aswas hisway, he
organized histhoughts of her and one by one put them away until at last histortured soul found some
ease, and he closed hiseyes at last. He was nearly adeep when the musical notes of her laughter filtered
through the coverings of hiswindow, releasing dl his pent up yearnings once more. With an agonizing
groan he snuffed the candle between his moistened fingertips. In frustration, he grabbed afur robe and
pulled it over himsdif.

"Damnthelasd" he growled, damming aclenched fist into his pillow. "Damn her innocent, unknowing
wayd"

Three

Canddinn dipped cautioudy down the stairs, wishing to avoid arepesat of her previous night’s
experience with Sir Angus. She peered around the corner into the open room, wary of encountering any
of the MacBaron ilk. Seeing no sign of ablack tartan, she relaxed considerably and strode into the hall to
break her fast. There was no sign of Sir Kenneth and she was glad that she would not have to passthe
time with him as shewasin no mind for lighthearted conversation. At her leisure now, she glanced about
at the men gathered in small groups, talking of the day’ s activity. Assuring hersdf that no MacBaron
clansmen lingered in the outer hdl, shetook it for granted that they had |eft in the middle of the night.
Though night it still seemed, with darkness covering the casile like a.cloak.



Soon Fergusjoined her, but at the look of the porridge and greasy pork he grunted at her from under his
breath. "I'll wait for you in the courtyard. I'll have the horsesready.” Then, without letting his eyes lower
to the food at the table, he took himself out of the hall.

Wrapped in their heavy tartansfor protection against the cold, Candelinn and Fergus mounted their
horses and headed south before the dawn had warmed the land, driving the mist from the heather. She
had enjoyed her visit with Helena, but now she must face what lay ahead of her a Lochindorb. They
rodein silence, thinking of the dour-faced reception they would receive upon their arrival. She wondered
what punishment her cousin, Sir John Comyn, would demand of her thistime. Whatever he chose, she
mused, setting her finely shaped jaw at adetermined angle, it had been well worth it. She could take any
kind of punishment he would mete out, asit was only one month’ stime to the wedding. A small
mischievous smile played at the corners of her mouth, growing to afull-fledged grin asadecison was
reached. Next time she would sneak a new gown out with her. Perhaps the soft blue velvet she' d been
saving for something specid. Y es, that would be the one. She would have a dressto wear to the
wedding. Suddenly, she felt exhilarated and spurred her mount forward.

"Come away, Fergus! Let’s make speed and get the journey over with," she caled over her shoulder.

With agroan, Fergus speeded up his mount, holding his head with one of hishands asif it were about to
fdl off. Smplejustice no doubt for adight over indulgence the night before.

Her meeting with The MacBaron had |eft Canddinn with the ingtinctive knowledge that they would come
to no harm, and sheignored hiswell-marked boundaries. In cutting straight across his lands, she would
save hours of time. No doubt, word had aready reached his castle that she and Fergus were close upon
the MacBaron lands. The stalkers and gamekeepers would have notified the gillieswho in turn would
have carried the word to the chief himsdlf, that two horsemen wearing the Comyn plaid were crossing his
previoudy forbidden lines. Just knowing Angus might be about in the dark forest made her fed somewhat
protected and safe. It was astrange impression that she could not explain.

When she noticed Fergus Sitting dert in the saddle looking around him, she informed him of the events of
the night before when he had been so inebriated that he knew not what had passed between her and Sir
Angus.

"So have no fear, Fergus. The great MacBaron granted us safe passage through hislands,” she said very
sarcadticaly. "Now, we can return for the wedding. Well, what say you, Fergus?*

"l say my head iskilling me so much | would no’ careif he were to take me as of now and put me out of
my misery. Och, Candelinn, do ye need speak so loudly? I’ m no deaf, ye ken!" He dipped into a degper
broguein his misery; his eyes were bloodshot and pleading as he looked at her.

"My poor lad," Candelinn taunted without the least bit of compassion. "I seem to remember atime last
night when spesking loudly did not bother you in the least. Of course, it was you doing the talking as|
recdl.”

"Me?" he answered innocently. "Taking loudly?*

"Only to thewhole room, knave," she scolded, waving a clenched fist dangerously near his head.

"Even 0, | fail to seethe reason for your temper. It's not unheard of, ye ken, for aman to enjoy an
extracup or two and joinin alittlefriendly revery."



"Och, you dunderhead," she shook her head in disgust. "As| recdl, you were the jester of the
celebration.” Sheturned in her saddle and faced him lopsidedly, imitating his drunken stance. "L€ metell
you ‘bout my dear shister,” she durred her words for effect. "And why she' safraid to cometo the
wedding." Sheleaned closer, her green eyes glinting menacingly.

Sowly the light of recognition dawned in Fergus s befuddied brain. Beneath her withering glare his head
retreated into the top of his cloak, much like acowardly turtle withdrawing from harm’ sway.

"Sol" The word pounced on him. "Y ou do remember. Hal | hope you fedl as embarrassed as| was. |
tell you Fergus, scrubbing cooking pots for amonth would be too good for you." A look of unmistakable
agony enveloped him, leaving asickly pallor about hisface.

"Oh, very wdll," she relented, punching him good-naturedly on hisarm. "1 will ride the rest of theway in
slence. But do you think you can whip some speed into that nag? Let’ s away home.”

Meekly he nodded, rdlief flooding hisfeatures.

The sun was dowly receding over the heather-blanketed braes when Canddinn reined in at the stables at
the edge of asmall clear loch. A large castle could be seen on alush green ide some few hundred feet
from shore.

An old man, bent with years of serfdom, came out of the room at the back of the stables, hisaged legs
moving with rheumatic downess. His smiled affectionately at the young woman, displaying the ggpsin his
mouth where teeth had once been. His gnarled hands reached out to take thereins.

"Migtress Canddinn. ‘ Tisgood to see you safe. The Laird isfair besde himsd’ wi' worry and when he
found | gaveyeahorse, | tho' my dayswere o’ er for sure. Y€ d think the Black MacBaron himsdl’ had
taken yefor aride, he was so angry. Best hurry to the boat and row to the castle afore he bursts a

"Aye, wewill, MacDougdll, and thank you for not giving me away." She bent and kissed the crippled
man on his weathered cheek, which immediately turned as red as his hair once had been.

"Och, away wi’ ye, lass. | donna havetimefor thelikesa ye. Gi’usthat horse so | can rub him down
‘fore he catches achill. Yetoo, Master Fergus. Better makeit quick. Y€ Il be over her tendin’ the horses
wi’ mewhen theLaird getsthrough wi’ ye."

Fergus relinquished hisreinsto the older man and jumped in the small boat to row Canddlinn and himself
to their awaiting doom.

Thefirst person they saw on the idand shore was the scowling Sir John Comyn, ready to mete out his
wrathful punishment to the two disobedient kinsmen. Like the blade of a claymore, his harsh clipped
tonesrent the night air, caling their sentence down upon them.

*

Candelinn needn’t have worried about meseting the black MacBaron on leaving the Castle of the Laird
de Keth. The dark dreary night surrounded the men asthey raced, clamoring, well into the countryside.
Thelr chief at their head rode in haste. His mighty destrier stretching out its hoovesin afast galop,
sending damp clods of mud flying through the air.



Theclan cal of "MacBaron!" echoed across the stillness.

"To Annandae!" The chief shouted, leading his clan straight southward, hisblack cloak flowing behind
him. On and on they rode through the night and into the day, crossing moors, braes and burns. They
bypassed Badenock territory but refused to veer from the direction intended.

The party’ s pace never dacked as the hooves of their horses shook the very ground. Animals scurried
from their path and any poachers that happened to be out stalking made certain to be out of view when
the clan MacBaron pounded across their path. So the day passed, the hours of hard riding never showing
onthe clan chief, hisenergy asfresh asit had been at early dawn.

Though some of his men grew weary in hiswake, they never dacked their pace. There were times when
their chief would dow them to awalk and alow the horses amuch-needed rest, but the men remained
seated on their mounts. The love and devotion they held for The MacBaron gave them the courage to
follow him unfateringly, even were heto lead them to the dark side of the world.

Hismen didn’t redlize he rode to escape the unbearable ache in his groin for the wee lass he had | eft
behind him. He thought to distance himsdlf from her and the hard ride through the beatiful Highlandswas
meant to clear hismind of her. When the sun began to lower and the moon came into view, the small
army dowed at thefoot of the Grampian Mountains to make their way more carefully aong the
dangerousridges and craigs of Ben Novis. They had been riding hard throughout the day, stopping only
onceto rest the horses. When night enclosed them, their chief findly reined in and ordered camp to be
made on the western shores of Loch Laggen.

The men were only too happy to eat their bannock cakes from their pouches and drink from theicy cold
waters of the lake before wrapping themselvesin their heavy woolen plaidsto fal into an exhausted
deep. Their night of quaffing, taking itstoll.

Thefollowing day, theride was of amore leisurely pace. Thefires burning in The MacBaron had cooled
to embersto lay dormant awaiting another time and place. The archers had practiced throughout the day,
killing haresto beroasted at nightfall.

They had passed with stedth by the Sterling Castle in the fog and mist and camped ten miles south of the
Kilsyth hills. The inhabitants of the castle were known enemiesto theriding clansmen.

In amatter of minutes, campfires spotted the glen. The thick woods served as a protection against any
patrols that might be riding by them. The men stting around the campfire wrapped in their woolen plaids
were at ease. They filled their somachs on fresh cooked hare spitted over the campfires and bannock
cakesfried on the open fire and were soon relaxing beside their comrades. Only a highland clansman
could survive on so little sustenance. They could travel for days eating only the oatmed cakes and
washing it down with de. Only when they had time to spare did they kill agrouse or hareto top off their
med.

Angus, cupping his hand around a horn of usquebaugh , leaned back againgt a sturdy pine. His eyes
gared into the fire blazing forth its warmth afew feet in front of him.

Richard could see that he was deep in thought, so he left his brother alone and made his pallet afew feet
away to get what little bit of deep he could.

Angus could hear his men, some settling down and going right to deep after their night of debauchery



having taken itstoll, othersjoking and jostling a each other and felt akind of contentment seep into his
thoughts. He loved the cool Scottish nights, out in the wilderness with his men. He was proud of his
clansmen. There' d been timesin the past when he' d had to settle a dispute between a couple of warriors
raising fists and battering at each other. But on the whole they were good, honorable highlanders and this
wasthe way of men in these troubled times.

For Scotland was adrift with no king of its own and dowly choking under the yoke of King Edward. An
English king who ruled with an iron hand, and the Scots could tell only too well of hiscruety and
unrelenting punishments.

Angus scowled as he thought of Sir William Wallace. A greater patriot Scotland had never known and
he had given hislifeto keep his country from faling under Englishrule.

Robert Bruce himsdlf, as Earl of Carrick, had knighted Angus and William Wallace on the same night for
their bravery in battle, when they had defeated the English at Sterling Bridge.

Angus chuckled as he remembered the strategy of hisleader in that particular fight. Sir Andrew of

Moray had dlowed haf the English troopsto cross the bridge before he and his men cut it off behind
them and, though he was mortally wounded, the rest of the Scotsmen went on to win the day and scorea
victory for Scotland in hisname.

Angus had fought by the right hand of Wallace through the entire battle and because of thishefetin him
akinship and hated to think of what befell him not two months past.

After having been lured into a pitched battle, Sir William Wallace was captured and taken to London,
where King Edward showed his sadistic nature and hatred to Scottish eyes. There, among a crowd of
onlookers, he had Sir William hung stark naked in public, then cut down choking but still dive. With crud
savagery, the king ordered his private parts cut off and had him disembowel ed so Wallace could watch
his own entrails burn before his very eyes. To further his butchery, Edward then ordered hisarms and
legs hacked off, and finally he put Wallace to death by beheading. His head, still dripping blood, was
hung high above London Bridge and his quartered body, divided for exposure, was placed to rot a
Newcastle upon Tyne, Berwick, Sterling and Perth to discourage any man in Scotland from thinking he
could rulein Edward’ s stead.

Angus threw back his head and downed the remainingusguebaugh in hishorn. A hatred he had never
known for any other man filled him, forming atight knot in his ssomach as he remembered the fate of the
man who had kept Scotland free of England’ s rule. Now the country waited for anew man to come and
clamitsthrone.

Such aman was Sir Robert the Bruce. A man who would rule Scotland fairly, with an unfaltering spirit.
He was a supreme soldier and had akingliness that was inborn. Anguswould gladly place hislife and that
of hismeninthe hands of Sir Robert of Bruce, the Earl of Carrick. And if he did nothing eseinthis
lifetime, even it meant that he would suffer the same fate as Sir William Wallace, he would driveto place
Robert Bruce on the throne of Scotland.

Angus stood up and walked among his men, most of which were now laying on their palletsto catch a
well-earned rest before their chief roused the camp for the hard ride before them on the morrow.

Thissolitary walk cleared hismind and after leaving afew men to stand guard, he lay down himself,
pulling aheavy fur robe around his shouldersto shut out the night air. Shortly before dumber overtook
him, he thought of acomely lasswith long fiery hair and aquick temper. He knew her passion, once



awakened, would burn just as much as he did for her now.

*

Anguswoke early and set about rousing the men. He walked to the burn nearby and washed the deep
from hisface with the icy water that flowed down from the snow-capped Grampians.

By the time he got back to camp the men were up, getting the horses ready to ride, and were cooking
small griddlecakesto eat on the way.

When al wasin readiness, Angustook hisreinsfrom Duncan. He mounted his stalion, which stood
snorting and stomping, anxious to be away. With anod to his men he turned his steed and in the noise of
the pounding hooves led them farther south into the Lowlands of Scotland, on to Galloway and
Lochmaben cagile.

Night had fallen on them once again as the clan of MacBaron clattered over cobblestones at the sest of
Sir Robert de Bruce, Earl of Carrick.

Dogs barked and men emerged from every crevice of the castle, shouting their greeting. One of them
was asturdy, muscular man clad in hunting attire. He stood before Angus, his hand raised in greeting.
Angus swung from hishorse and knelt in homage at the other’ sfeet.

"My liege. I'm happy to seeyou well."

Robert de Bruce brought hisfriend to his feet and pounded him on the back. "Aye, Angus. And how are
things with you? It seems eons since we last shared adram of mead. Y ou too, young Richard,” he
motioned his head at the younger MacBaron. "Comeinside, we will remedy that without delay.”

Robert’ s pretty young wife, Elizabeth, and the four Bruce brothers, dl happy to see him and hear the
news of the Highlands, greeted Angus and Richard insde. They had just filled him agoblet to brimming
and sat down in the private family chambersto catch up on the sought after news. Suddenly awild
scream came from the door and asmall blonde whirlwind came running at full speed into the room to
jump into Angus s out-stretched arms.

"Uncle Angus! I'm so happy you' ve come! What did you bring me? I’ ve waited so long to see you!”
Anguslooked to Robert’ s brothers, smiling widely. He gently stood his bundle at hisfeet and winked
over her shoulder at her father. "Marjorie, my little minx, you mean to tell me that with four rea uncles
following your every command that you missed me?”*

The young girl, her blonde curls bobbing in excitement was haf a score in years and had known Angus
since her birth. Her mother having passed away afew years back, she had adopted Angusfor her foster
uncle before her father had married the lovely Elizabeth. She reached out and touched hisfingers, no
longer encased in leather gauntlets.

"But they won't let meridetheir stalion and you will. Papasays |’ m not big enough to ride anything
larger than my pony you sent from the Highlands. But | am, Uncle Angus! Tell them | am!”

Angus threw back his head with asnort of laughter.

"Oh, no, lassie. You'll not get meto go againgt your father’ swishes. Y ou can ride my mount only if



Duncan, my gillie, leads you. Never done. Do you hear me? Now..." He reached into the leather pouch
suspended from hisbelt and pulled out adainty gold chain. A piece of yelow cairngorm enclosedina
gold ledf, its petalsfolding securdly around the stone, dangled from the chain’ slength. He held it out of
thelittle girl’ sreach, teasing her.

"I wonder what payment | could extract from such alovely lassefor so great agift?" Angus squatted
down on his haunches so she could reach him. Little Marjorie Bruce squedled and threw her tiny arms
around his broad neck and kissed his cheek with aloud smack.

"That is payment indeed," he smiled. He swatted her on the bottom as he stood up. "Now away with
you, so | can speak with your father and uncles. We don’t need wee ears around when we speak of
battles gone by. If you hurry you might be able to catch Duncan afore he puts the stallion away in the
Sables”

Lady Elizabeth glided acrossthe floor to her stepdaughter. Taking her hand, she curtsed to the
gentlemen in the room before disappearing with the child. Her dark, perfectly coiffured hair contrasted
remarkably with the blonde curls skipping aong beside her.

Angus turned to the Earl, who leaned casudly againgt the mantle of the fireplace. " She looks more like
you every day, my liege. She hasgrown afoot taler sincel last saw her.”

"Aye, shedoes. And grows as obstinate, | fear.” This brought aroar of laughter around the room, while
Alexander, Robert’ s younger brother, passed around the gobletsfull of the clear dark liquid.

Soon they were al settled down, relaxed in chairs and cozy from the warm fire and hearty brew. Tak
ranged from hunting stag and bear, to Scotland and the problemsiit was having with England and its
demonic king.

Nige Bruce, one of the brothers, spoke up heatedly. "For what he did to Willie Wallace, he should pay,
and pay dearly! When Robert isking this cruelty will cease.”

A scowl covered theface of the Earl. "It' s doubtful that will ever happen, Nigel. Edward of England
clamsthe right to choose who rules Scotland and | am not exactly in hisfavor after my association with
Srr William. He has dready seized some of my estates and given them to Sir Ingram of Umfraville. No
telling what will be next."

"Wadll, the Keith chieftain has assured me, heis behind you, my liege. So that is one more clan on our
sde. The numbers behind you are steadily growing, sire. Y ou ill think that Edward would choose the
Red Comyn?' Angus questioned, dreading the answer.

Robert de Bruce sat in degp concentration, staring into the huge fireplace, before replying.

"| fear itisso, my friend. Even though our numbers may be larger that those following The Comyn, it
remainsthat heisill in favor with the king. It would be folly indeed for Scotland, if the Red Comyn were
to rule. He holds no grace to the less advantaged. Our poor crofters would suffer as much from him as
they do with Edward holding the scepter.”

Alexander, jumped to hisfeet, with his usual brashness, hisfists clenched. "He must be stopped, Robert!
Y ou can't just gt there drinking your ale and do nothing!”

"Sit down, Alex!" Robert’svoice cut the air like ascythe. "Cool your temper at once! It isearly days



yet. We shall just wait and see what occurs.”

Helooked over at Angus syounger brother. He changed the subject, breaking the tension in the room.
"Let’stalk of other things, easier on themind. | hope you, Richard, are well prepared for your coming
vowsof fiddlity."

"Aye, dre." Helooked a The Bruce over hiscup. "Thefina plans were made these three eves past.
May we expect your presence there? ‘ Twould make Helenavery happy.”

"Nae, lad. I'm sorry | won't be able to attend. The date coincides with an important meeting | have with
the regents of Scotland. It was enough that | could spare your brother to be there. But tell the bride, |
wish her well." He glanced mischievoudy a Angus. "If | could just be around when the downfall of your
brother occurs, | will be most pleased. " Tistime some lovely maiden cooled his hedls”

"Who knows, sire," he returned the smile and shrugged his shoulders nonchadantly. "My day may come
before you know it."

"Oh? Doesthat mean there is a certain maiden that has caught your eye? Perhaps the English miss| saw
hanging on your arm at the last Edinburgh celebration? She was a comely lass. What was she called? Ah,
| remember, shewas Sir Alexander Seton’sniece. Letitia... Wasn't that her name?”

Angus stared openly at the earl in surprise. "I’ m shocked that you can recall every lassyou have ever
seena my sSde, sre.”

"Especidly asthere have been no small number,” Robert interjected good-naturedly.

"And with Lady Elizabeth on your arm," heignored thejibe. "I would think that you saw no other in the
room"

"On the contrary, Angus.” He chuckled & hisfriend’ sdiscomfort. "It was my lovely Elizabeth who
brought it to my attention. From the look the lass was giving you &t the time, she thought your bachelor
days might soon be over."

"Y ou know how | can’t abide the English, dre. | think | will hold out for aHighland lass. But don’t hold
your bregth, my liege. I'm not shackled yet. By the way, how isyoung Jamie Douglas? | have not heard
how he fairs on these borders of |ate?’

Robert laughed at the quick change of subject. "Heis having trouble with the English on hislands aso,
but so far he has kept them at bay."

Thetak settled to times gone by and Angus enjoyed himself, spending the time with hisliege. It wasin
the wee hours of the morning when the conversation waned and everyone sought out their assigned
chambers and fell into awelcome bed to have agood night’ srest.

For dmost two weeks, the clan MacBaron enjoyed the hospitality of the Bruce' s with hunting along the
moors, and fishing in the nearby streams before they had to return to their own landsto ready for
Richard’ swedding. But before they |eft, al the MacBaron’ skndlt to vow their dlegiance, once again, to
Sr Robert the Bruce.



Fergus wasn't banished to the stables, but he did walk the battlements every night for afortnight, while
Canddlinn was confined to her room. Sir John Comyn could not have picked a better punishment for the
two of them. For Fergusloved to sit in the keegp and talk to his cousins following for hours on end, and
Canddinn would rather have taken aflogging than be restrained to her room. Even if shewould not be
free to go ashore, she could have waked the windswept battlements and felt the sun on her face and the
wind in her hair. So to the two truants, this was punishment indeed.

Canddlinn, Sitting in her chambers with her two serving maids, was busy embroidering abolt of materia
for anew gown. As she passed the needle through the cloth, it dipped and pricked her finger. She
jumped up, disgustedly threw the materia on the chair and sucked at the injured tip. She pulled it out of
her mouth and glared at the small pinprick of blood.

"Damn!"
"Migtress, Candelinn!™ One of the maids|ooked up, a shocked expression on her face.

"I carenot, Wilhelminal | despise thiswoman’swork! | was just not meant to sit in this room for hours
on end. It sdriving me mad!" She looked disdainfully at the stitch work.

Candelinn stalked over to the window and yanked the anima fur aside. She tossed her hair over her
shoulder and looked longingly toward the highland hills, letting the cold air from the loch below blow
gently againgt her flushed face. Theimage of the dark, rugged MacBaron chief floated softly on her
thoughts. More and more often she thought of him these days and each time hisvison cameto her easier
than before, filling her with an emotion Canddinn could not understand. Always before he had appeared
in her dreamsaat night, but now, in broad daylight and in the presence of others, it was too much for
anyoneto tolerate. She angrily shook her head and turned to Wilhelmina.

"For two weeks I’ ve been stuck in thisroom and it’ s about to make me lose my mind!"
At that moment there was atap on the door and upon recognition her cousin’s steward entered.

"TheLaird of Badenock wishes ye re presence a dinner, Mistress Candelinn. He saysthat ye will dine
a theusud time."

At her nod, the steward bowed and stepped from the room, closing the door after him.

"Willy! Did you hear that? 1 finaly get to leave thisbloody chamber! Even Sir John' s disapproving face
is better than these four walls! I'm free at last!"

Therest of the day went speedily, as Candelinn’s mood became once more one of merriment and good
cheer.

Dressed in aflowing gown of green wool, the tight sash showing adender waist and the full round curve
of breast revedled at the lace trimmed bodice, Candelinn regained the courage to face her cousin and the
evening ahead. She had not spoken to him this past fortnight, not since she had been ordered to remainin
her chambers until further notice. He had stormed and railed at her disobedience, findly dismissing her
from hissight. Her lack of humility had enraged him.

Her eyes sparkled back a her from the reflection in the smal hand mirror as Wilhelmina brushed her hair
until it shone and pulled it high off the nape of her neck, as wasthe style of the Queen of England.



The great Lord of Badenock had a stubborn opponent in thistiny figure of awoman. She would not
admit to being wrong in dipping away from the castle to see Hdenade Keith. If hewasgoingtoinsgst on
treating her like a prisoner shewould be doing it again in another fortnight’ stime. After al, Comyn blood
ranin her veinsaswel and the clan had never been known for giving aninch if they thought they were
right.

Her satin dippers were silent as she descended the stone steps. As she passed her cousin’s private
council chambers, she was stopped by raised voices coming from within the room. The heavy oak door
was dightly gar, letting the sound carry eadily into the empty passageway. Normally Candelinn would not
have hesitated so, but with the sound of Sir John’ s voice raised in anger with Sir Angus MacBaron's
nameon hislips, Canddlinn found her feet frozen to thefloor.

"What' s more, that damn MacBaron and the rest of hisclan are dowly drawing many of the highlanders
to the sde of Robert the Bruce. I’ d rather see him dead than King of Scotland in my place.

"Y ou know The MacBaron is marrying his brother off to Helenade Keith." A voice vaguely familiar to
Canddinn’sears answered her cousin. "l fear if we are not careful we will have lost whet little loyaty her
father gave us-If we haven't dready with the dliance. There must be away to stop him!" If we could rid
the land of The MacBaron, the numbers against uswouldn’t be as great.”

"Don’t beridiculous! That would accomplish nothing except open warfare between the clans. But you
areright in one thing--either The Bruce or The MacBaron; one of them must be disposed of. But it must
never look likel wasinvolved. Damn their insolence!”

Then Canddinn heard aloud noise asif her cousin had pounded hisfist on the table in front of him.
When she heard his chair scrape the stone floor she hurried on into the banquet hall for fear of what her
cousin might do were he to find her eavesdropping outside the door. She entered the room on trembling
legs, wondering whom the person was that had been talking to Sir John. She was darmed at the fear she
felt for Sir Angus--the same man she had so bitterly denounced as ablackguard and areiver.

"Well, lass, | seeyou faired well enough in your chambersthis past fortnight.” Her brother quickly
approached her from across the room. He smiled, revedling adimple smilar to her own. "1 wonder what
our dear cousin hasin storefor usthisnight? How I’ d love for thisto be the end of it. Those battlements
get damnably cold and I’ d like an evening spent close to the firewith amug of dein my hand. You don't
know how lucky you have been.”

"Lucky! St. Columba, Fergus! Sometimes| think you are addled! I’ ve loathed every second of it. How
would you liketo st for hours on end, listening to the prattle of senselesswomen and stick your finger
repeatedly with a needle while attempting to do needlework, something you have no interest in?"

Fergus threw his head back and laughed, but his humor was cut off short by the cold voice at his
shoulder.

"I you find punishment so humorous, perhaps | could keep you on guard permanently, young Fergus.”

Fergus sobered immediately and bowed respectfully to hiscousin. "Sire," then, held Canddinn’s shaking
hand as she curtsied.

Sir John nodded at the young woman, then looked at them both severely, hisbrow wrinkling in distaste.

Canddinn noticed Simon de Keith standing afew feet behind her cousin and redlized that the other voice



she had heard in her cousin’s private chambers had been his.Helena' s cousin! Was he then a traitor to
his clan? Sir John brought her thoughts back to the moment at hand and her own troubled
circumstances.

"Frst wewill dine, then | will meet you both in my private chambers. | would talk to you then." He
turned abruptly and strode away, followed by Simon, who gave her alecherous glance. Sir John was
greeted and hailed just as he thought his due and moved to hiswaiting guests at the long tablein the
center of the room.

Canddinn noticed the hard lines upon her cousin’ s face that she had never before observed. Hislips
werethin and his chin was narrow and weak. Why was she finding these faultsin him now? Although
dightly in fear of what he was cagpable of, she had been nevertheless comfortable under his domain these
past years. Though Sir John Comyn had never shown love to Fergus and herself, he had seen to their
physica wants. They were clothed well and had never known hunger.

Hewas her father’ s cousin and he was a distant enough relative to have turned her and her brother away
without consideration, but he had not. She recalled the way both her parents had openly demonstrated
their lovein so many ways and thought it strange that the chief of the Comyn clan showed no affection
toward even hiswife. Though the Lady Comyn was seldom seen out of her private chambers, when she
was about, their conversation to each other was stilted and cool.

How Candelinn wished she could turn back the clock and return to the times when she was so happy
with both her parents dive. But al that was over now. Her life was here with the Black Laird of
Badenock as he was often called behind his back.| must cease these traitorous thoughts running
wildly through her mind. She admonished hersdlf, blinking back the tears starting to form behind her

eyes.
When the dining had finished she waited until her cousin’s departure before leaving herself. Smon

watched her retredt, his gaze taking her in from her feet to her flaming hair. The movement of her hips
made hisloins ache and he fantisized to the day she would belong to him.

Canddinn immediately sought out Fergus to accompany her to the chief’ shdl. Shedidn’t fed asbrave
as she had earlier in the evening. Not up to facing her cousin on her own, she was braced by her
brother’ s presence at her side.

They stopped in front of the huge oak door. Fergus squeezed her fingers.

"Areyeready, lass? He can’'t do much more than he' s done aready, so the worst should be over. Now
we Il just haveto listen to the lecture of not breaking the chief’ s command and paying closer attention to
hiswords henceforth.”

Canddlinn raised her head, a mischievous smile curving her lips.

"Do you think it will do any good, Fergus?| don’t know what makes me so willful, but I'm afraid | can't
promiseto change." Her dimple deegpened.

"Nay, lass, don't change. | likeyou just asyou are. If | had to put up with asister like most of the shy,
sniveling femaeswithin thesewalls, | would volunteer for al the battlesjust to be away from you."

"Wadll, ‘tistime," he said soberly, reaching to tap upon the door before them.



On Sir John’ sword, both crossed the threshold to stand in front of him. Fergus bowed. Candelinn
curtsed. There was ahuge log burning in the fireplace but ill Candelinn shivered. It wasn't the
temperature of the room that made her fed so cold, but the atmosphere within that was doing it. She
raised her head to stare into the cold gray eyesfacing her acrossthe table. Hisred hair and beard |ooked
dight with thefirereflecting on it, asif he werethe devil himsdf gtting in judgement. The room was Slent
except for the crackling of the pinelogsand Sir John’ s repeated tapping of hisquill on the tablein front of
him. When Candelinn thought she could stand the silence no longer he finally cleared histhroat and broke
theslence.

"Have you two come to your senses |ong enough to apologize for breaking my order?' Not giving them
time to answer, he continued. "l want you to know that | will stand for no disobedience in the clan and
especidly from the two of you. I knew you would bring me nothing but trouble when | took youin. | did
s0 only on your father’smemory. | tried to dissuade him from marrying that wild MacDonad serf, but he
ingsted, and I’'m afraid you both have inherited some of her wicked traits. Especidly you, Mistress
Canddinn, with your rebdliousways. | think it istime for meto find you a husband. Perhapswith
another’ slesstolerant nature you will learn to curb your riotous tendencies.”

At thisthegirl in question tiffened. She didn’t care how he berated her, but she hated to stand here and
listen to him insulting her beloved mother. She had heard these same words repested over and over inthe
years spent under hisrule but they gtill wounded her as deeply asthefirgt time she had heard them.

"But Sr John..." Fergus spoke up, retaiating againg the cruel insnuating words, while Candelinn bit her
tonguein slence, waiting.

"Silence!" Snapped Sir John. "Y ou will both have the freedom of the castle, but you will remain on the
idand until the next full moon. Then, and only then, if you have proven to be humble enough to gpologize
and swear to methisincident won't be repested, will wetak again." He looked down at the parchment
infront of him and dipped his quill, to begin scratching acrossits surface, ignoring their presence.

The couple knew they were being summarily dismissed and walked dowly across the stone floor and
through the door. The second it was closed, Canddlinn broke forth.

"Damn! The next full moon isamost thirty daysaway. | will missthe wedding.”

"I doubt hewould let you go anyway, lass. Y ou may aswell put it from your mind.”

"Don'’t be such agomeril, Fergus! Of course, | am going. Could we let the MacBaron throw out such a
challenge to us and we not take it up? He' s offered safe passage across hislands and if we don’'t come
to the wedding he will indeed think us cowardd"

Fergus watched with gpprehension as he saw the beginning of an ideareflected in hissster’ seyes.

"Cometo my chambersand | will tell you how we can do it, Fergus.”

"Och, lass. Think twice about thisl What will happen if we go againgt hiswishesagain, | hate to think.
He could banish us from the castle, then what would we do?’

"I don’'t think hewould do that at the present time, Fergus. He wants as many with him against Robert
the Bruce as possible. And you have proven yoursdlf worthy in battle many times over. He would not
loseyou, never fear. And if he decided that he could stand my face around here no longer | could always
livewith our old maid, Luisadh. She only livesin the next shireand I'm sure shewould teke mein. So



don't fret, al will bewd|."

"What of the mention of marrying you off?1 don’t think it was an idle threat, lass" hiswordswere
serious.

"I would never marry without love, Fergus. He cannot force me." Even knowing that by the right of
guardianship he could do just that, she pushed it from her mind.

After securing the door to her room once Fergus had entered, Candelinn told him of her plan to escape
to the wedding. After severa hours of intense discussion, Fergus agreed to trust her ideas and reluctantly
conceded his argument against another forbidden adventure. As usud his sister had once more convinced
him that anything was possible and they would once more succeed.

After leaving her bedchamber, Fergustiptoed down the hall, careful not to alert the guards. They would
undoubtedly question hiswhereabouts at this late hour. An audible sigh of relief escaped hislipsashe
closed the door of his own chambers behind him.

"What have| let you talk meinto now, dear Sster?' he whispered into the darkness.

Candelinn’ s thoughts raced ahead to the day of the wedding as she dressed quickly for bed. Barely had
her eyes closed when the familiar dark face drifted back to her as once again, their first meeting was
relived in her dreams.

Four

Angus sped esgerly over thelast few leaguesto Glencairn. He had enjoyed hisvisit with Robert the
Bruce at Annandale, but was now anxious to be home. The sun glistened on the castlewallsas he
crested the last heather covered brae, his men dust-stained and weary behind him. He never ceased to
admirethe sght of Glencairn asit looked at this moment, with the evening sun reflecting from the open
seaagaing itswind swept battlements. The MacBaron home. If only he could surviveto passit onto his
heirs. There would be many skirmishes ahead with the challenge for the Scottish crown and who knew
what hisfuture would be.

Ashedrew near the portcullis, he saw asmall number of Englishmen on horseback waiting outside the
heavily barred gates. Among them was awoman in flowing skirts, riding sidesaddle. Drawing rein at her
side he recognized L etitia Seton. He shook his head,would the lass never give up?

"Angus! Thank God you have come. Y our stupid guardsman refused to et me enter without your
permission. What in God' s name has got into him? | have been here often enough for him to know who |
am. Does he not know of the Seton’ s?' she asked, boastful of the rank her uncle now held for the King
of England. "Pray tell him to stop this nonsense and bid me enter!" She demanded through tightly pursed

lips

"Hewasfollowing orders, Letitia. But mayhap ‘tis your bodyguard of English soldiersthat worried him
s0. Do you dways have to comefit for battle?' He teased her, trying to get her to stop her tirade. He



aso knew her uncle would not alow her to go unattended in the Highlands. He raised hishand, signaling
to his gatekeeper who immediately raised the creaking iron bars. Angustook stock of her guards,
knowing most of them to be harmless and didn’t bother to tell his men to keep a close eye on them, as
normaly he would have done with the English. They were her uncl€ s persond troops, garishly displayed
inthefamily’s colors of orange and green. Dandies all, they were good for nothing but attending the
wants of the likes of Letitia. Certainly not enough for aMacBaron to worry over.

Hedid effortless to the ground and walked around to the left Sde of her horse to help the visiting maiden
from her saddle. She clung to him, her body leaning into his seductively, fluttering her eyelashes
flirtatioudy in hisface. He dropped his hands and stepped away to help her maid from her mount.

Letitia s brazon display irritated him. He preferred being the hunter.

"What brings you to Glencairn, Mistress Seton? | s there anything wrong a your uncle' s?' He mocked,
dapping hishorse on the rump asit wasled away.

"Angus, you don’'t have to sound so formd. It's so boring just sitting around that old castle," she
complained. "There has been so much trouble between the Scots and us that the balls and celebrations
have dropped off to nothing. When are they going to stop thisinferna bickering? They know they could
never find a better man than King Edward for the crown in thiswhole country.” She never noticed the
fierce scowls on the MacBaron guardsin the courtyard. She prattled on, not once considering that the
man she was talking to was Scottish through and through. " So why aren’t they happy with what they
have?'

"M aybe because they are Scots and Edward is English?' He raised an eyebrow at her. Heled her into
the main hal of Glencairn and seated her on one of the chairs, close to the warmth of the fireplace.

"Rest hereaminute, Letitiaand I'll seeto refreshments.” He walked through the door into the cooking
areawithout a backward glance.

L etitia dismissed her maid who had followed shyly, with a curt command. "Go prepare my quarters and
make sure | have hot water for abath and awarm fire." The maid nodded and swiftly left her Lady’s
presence.

L etitialooked around the room and grimaced. How disgusting and stark it was. So cold and barren with
those ancient shields and claymores adorning thewals.What | couldn’t do to this castle , she thought.
With Angus’'s money and my excellent taste, it could be made to challenge any in England. If only
| had the opportunity. Angus needs a wife to give himan heir. Now that his brother’ swedding is
planned, perhaps he will have the time and the inclination to look to himself. If that happens, |
want to be sure of my position when he chooses a wife. With a little careful planning... shesmiled
to hersalf.But he is so stubborn! Not once have | gotten any kind of commitment out of him.
Perhaps he can be persuaded to choose a mate in the near future and who better , she reasoned,
than someone who holds his best interests so close to her heart, after all.

Voicesintruded on her thoughts, ceasing her scheming and planning. Angus entered with a serving maid
intow, carrying aheavily laden tray. He nodded toward a narrow doorway, showing Letitiainto asmall
private chamber, avoiding the rest of the clan now clamoring into the main hall of the keep, after seeing to
their horses. Starved and thirsty after the hard ride, they collapsed on the benches, damming their fistson
thetable, ydling for food and drink.

L etitialooked about the room at the cozy surroundings. She ran her fingertips across the back of achair,
ingpecting it for dudt.1t’ s not to my taste, she smirked,but it is an improvement over the large hall



full of the clan. And, it is more private. How thoughtful of Angus. Usually he keeps mein the
crowded hall with all the warriors and servants in attendance. And he knows how their manners
disgust me; | have told him often enough. Could it be he no longer intends holding me at arms
length? Letitiasmiled coyly at the thought of acloser relationship. Per haps he was beginning to
weaken under the onslaught of my considerable charms , she mused, extremely pleased with herself.
Her tactics appeared to be paying off sooner than expected. Her beauty was such that it had never been
necessary for her to be the aggressor, striving for aman’ s attentions. But Anguswas not just any man. A
small frown creased her forehead. No, thiswas the only way she could have Angus MacBaron. There
was no fedling of shame at the thought of chasing after him, for the find outcome wasworthy of her
pursuit.

That shewas no virgin, he well knew, but what better recommendation could she offer than her aready
proven ability to pleasure him in bed. They had made love often sncetheir first meeting severd years
ago, but dwaysin the dead of night after she had made all the advances.

Curioudy, Angus s attention seemed to have waned of late and the last few times she had visited
Glencairn she had even dipped into his chambers, because he had not tried to approach her himself. He
was not the type to chase amere femae, not Angus MacBaron. Any woman who would catch and hold
him would have to be the pursuer... or so she thought.

"Why the frown?' Angus broke into her pondering, holding a heavy pewter goblet of winein front of her
facefor her to take.

L etitiareached out, her dender fingers purposely brushing his hand as she accepted the drink. Her
expression cleared ingtantly to be replaced by her most tantalizing smile.

"l wasjugt thinking of how lonely you will be with your brother gone," she hinted.

"Lonely?' He asked incredulous. "How can | belonely when | have acastle full of people, alarge clan
moving in and out my doors and such beautiful guestsvisiting Glencairn?' He countered skillfully.

"But Angus, | do not see you often enough. Uncle Alexander won't alow more frequent visits, not with
the wild bands scouring the countryside.” She looked over her goblet at him. ™Y ou are not among the
clansthat are unhappy with Edward, are you Angus?' He had never voiced his opinionsto her before
and at this moment she needed to know they were on the same side.

Instead of answering her question, he turned to the fireplace, resting his booted foot upon the stone
hearth. He took alarge draught of wine before his eyes met hers. Once more they contained his usua
good humor.

"You cameadl thisway to talk politics?'

His aoofness made her realize she had stepped over the boundaries of decorum and that the chief of the
MacBaron clan would not relish her questioning his alegiance. Letitia stood and came to stand directly in
front of him. She ran her hands up his chest, her long tapering fingernails spread out against the
smoothness of hisleather jack. She looked into his eyes, their darkness showing no emation.

"No, Angus. | care not whereyour loyaltieslie. | cameto seeyou, aswell you know." She hated
groveling a the man’sfeet but with Angus there was no other way that she felt she could hold him.

"I’'m surprised your thoughts have time to turn my way with the amount of men | hear are vying for your



favors." He stepped away from her nearness to go once more to the desk and refill his cup with wine.

"They mean nothing to me, Angus.” Shetook his coolnessfor jedlousy and, happy at the thought, tried to
put hismind at ease. "They are mere smpletons! | only keep them around me because | have been so
bored of late. What would you have me do while you' re out riding over the country? Surely you would
not want me pining avay adonein my chambers?’

"Nae, Letitia | have never asked anything of you. Y ou know that."

Letitiawatched hisexpresson to seeif hisjedousy would show. But she read nothing on hisface, asshe
watched him while spping from her goblet. If shewere not so sure of hersdlf, she would have thought it
was of no redl interest to him whatsoever.

"Areyou ready to retire? If so, | will have the maid prepare your usua chambers.” He walked to the
door opening it for her exit.

"Itisn’t necessary, Angus. I’ ve dready sent my own woman.” Letitiatook this asan open invitation for a
more private interlude and her eyes sparkled. She sat her goblet on the desk and moved to his side once
more, her heartbeats quickening with passion.

"Yes, Angus. | rode most of the day and the thought of acomfortable bed isenticing." Her lashes
lowered coquetishly, thinking of the coming night in hisarms.

Asthe door closed behind her, Angustook alast long draught from his cup and after ashort interval left
the room, cdling for Duncan.

Oncein her chambers, Letitiademanded hot water for her bath. Stripped of her clothing she stuck one
foot gingerly into the brasstub only to jerk it back with ascream of pain.

"Y ou incompetent imbecile!" She screeched at the elderly maid. "Areyou trying to burn me dive? Get
out of my sight! My father will hear of your carelessness, have no doubt. When | am Lady of Cadtle
Glencairn | will leave you in England! Now leave me old woman! And send someone more cgpable of
being aLady’ s maid with some cold weter!”

Louisefled from the room, cursing her mistress. She would never become accustomed to the verbal
abuse. She hoped the mistresswould leave her in England and request someone el se to be her persond
maid. She would rather be working in the kitchen scrubbing the huge black pots than catering to Miss
Letitia Seton.

Later, bathed and perfumed, Letitiaput on afilmy night rail of sheer red silk, leaving nothing to the
imagination. She admired her perfectly formed body in the mirror, before donning her matching robe. She
wanted this night to be perfect. With her feminine prowess she would try one last time to get Angusto
propose. Surely no man could refuse her looking as she did.

If she could just persuade him. Of dl the men she had known, Angus was the most handsome of them
al. He was one that would not submit to her feminine ways, she knew, but one that would be virileand a
chalengefor yearsto come. He would never bend to any woman's demands, but with him it would al be
worth it!

Full of saf-confidence shetiptoed down the now silent hall to the chief’ s chambers. Quietly sheinched
open hisdoor to step inside. A candle burned on the table by his bed and aroaring firein thefireplace



took the chill from the room. But of Angus, she saw not asign. The bed had not been touched and he
was not in his chambers. She walked the floor waiting for his entrance. On her other visits he had been
abed long before this. What could be kegping him? After what seemed like hours, Letitiatired of her long
vigil, stepped into the hall. Her temper frayed, she approached a guard at the top of the stairsin a huff.
Not thinking of her appearance, as she stood haf-naked before him, she asked, her voice demanding.

"Whereisyour chief?'

Asshe stood in the hdl in a state of undress, the guardsman, with crimson face at her boldness,
sammered, "Sr Angusisgone, m'lady. Heleft with hisgillie this hour past. Could | be of help, m’lady?*

Unbridled fury at her rebuff from this clan’s chief inflamed her.

"Cal my escort! Tl them to ready themsaves. Weride a once!™ With aflourish she turned on her hedl.
Noseintheair she flounced down the hall to her chambers, leaving the guard staring with mouth agapein
wonderment at her unexpected tirade.

Angus reined his horseto awalk, nearing the edge of the loch. The moon burst upon the black waters
likeamyriad of silver splinters, outlining the stark presence of theidand castle not far from it banks.
Angus, smiling expectantly into the darkness, stepped from his saddle and handed Duncan, hisonly
companion, hisreins. His guards would be disappointed that he sneaked out without them, but thiswas
one night he felt he wanted to be done.

Duncan had been hisfirgt in command, since Angus became Laird, and knew everything about him. The
two had been close friends since a score of years ago when Duncan had saved the life of young Angus
from awounded stag that had charged him. That same year Angus had returned the favor when he had
rescued Duncan from roving thieves with his excellent marksmanship with bow and yard-arrow. From
that day to present they had been together. Duncan willingly becamethe Laird’ s closest guard and rode
unhesitatingly into battle beside him, knowing it was his duty to protect his Laird' s back. He donewould
be his company thiseve.

"I will return within the hour. If | have not gppeared on shore by that time, carry word to Glencairn.”

"But Angus. Please reconsder thisfoolishness. ‘ Tis suicide to walk into Lochindorb at this hour, and
wearing your black and red tartan is like announcing your coming,” he pleaded hopelesdly.

"Fear not, Duncan. ‘ Twill take more than abloody Comyn to hinder me. Just the thought of another
fortnight without aglimpse of the lass makesthisal worthwhile" Angus paited his guard’ s shoulder, and
without another word, approached the shore of the loch. Hidden beneath some overhanging fernswas a
coble, laid safely concedled afew days ago by one of his clansmen. He climbed into the short,
flat-bottomed boat and began silently rowing himself in the direction of theide, careful to keep alow
profile lest one of the lookouts be derted to his dark form moving toward the castlewalls. The closer he
rowed the greater his spirits soared, anticipating how he would find her. Suppressing a chuckle, he shook
hisheed.If The Bruce could see this, he would never let me hear the end of it. He shifted hisoars,
and let the small boat glide the last few feet on its own momentum till it nudged the shore, its bow resting
eadly againg the soft sand.



Duncan cursed under his breath at the stubbornly retreating back of hisLaird. He wasfive years older
than his chief, and though not as strong in battle as Angus, he was sinew tough and ready to perform any
command of hisLaird. But to attempt thisfolly for amerelass, no matter how beautiful. His chief must be
mad! And aComyn! Why couldn’t his Laird be happy with the number of other lasses plying their
talents, trying to win his attention? Why even the English lass, Mistress Seton, was better than this. At
least she cameto Glencairn to seethe Laird and they weren't out traipsing over the cold moorsin the
dead of night for the mere sight of the lass. Bah! He kicked a pebble into the loch and strode over
beneath the shelter of the giant firs, wrapping histartan around his shoulders for warmth, to await his
return. A dow smile curved hislipsin the darkness. But, the lassin yonder castle was like no other. She
was by far the most beautiful woman he had ever seen and the way Angus was so obsessed with her
truly pleased him. It wastime the Laird thought of hisfuture and stopped hisrakish ways.

~%* <

With sure, quick steps Angus covered the narrow strip of ground separating the water’ s edge and the
cadtle. Hefdt hisway in the dark and crept dong the outer wall till his hands found anotch in the
wegthered stone near alittle used castle gate. Carefully he counted four widths of his hand across, then
did it straight up afew inches above his head. Hisfingers disgppeared into asmadl crevice, invisble from
the ground, and fdlt for the cold touch of meta. With the key safely within his grasp he unlocked the gate,
pocketing the key for hisreturn. Patting it reassuringly he grinned, Duncan had done his groundwork well.

Angus entered the postern door of the castle with great stealth and waited for any sound from within the
hall. Hearing nothing but the sound of his own steady breething, he sillently opened the door leading to the
back way to the upper chambers. He stole down the hallway with the easy grace of apracticed thief. The
narrow stone steps, worn smooth by many years of service, afforded him soundlessfootfals and he
ganed the second leve without mishap.

It was not difficult to find the room he wanted. From what he had learned in ligening to the de Keith's,
Candelinn and her brother were not held in greeat favor with their cousin and he had only to search a
couple of the smaler chambers at the back of the castle before stepping into Candelinn’s room.
Noisdlesdy the well-oiled lesther hinges sivung closed and he stood, his hand till resting on the door
latch. He looked about the room, taking in its Smple furnishings, committing to memory her accumulation
of things, bringing to light another facet of her being.

A smdl candle burned low on the table beside the bed, itsflickering flame casting a golden glow on the
clear complexion of her face. Angus walked toward her with the silence of acat, having left his spurs at
Glencairn. When he reached her side he stared at her for endless moments.

Her long lashes cast feathery shadows on her cheeks and her hair fanned seductively over her pillow.
His glance moved down her entire length, her womanly form revea ed benegth the heavy woolen
blankets. He looked back to her beautiful face, and saw one dender hand curled beneath her cheek in
dumber. Thissmall gesture made her gppear such ayoung lass. A tender bairn in theworld of lewd men.

Without jarring the bed, he sat down, lightly resting his massive frame onitsedge. A sigh escaped
Canddlinn’slips as she changed positions, turning to face him. The covers did from her shoulders,
exposing the cleavage between her well-formed breasts. She stretched out with seepy grace reaching for
something unknown, her fingers brushing againg hisleg before settling contentedly on the bed.

Angus released aragged breath as he unclenched hisfig, rigid in hislap, fighting the urge to pull her into
hisarms. He reached beneath hisleather jack and took something from withinit. The light caught and
reflected off its shiny surface as he placed it next to her face on the pillow. He bent down and with his



hand against her cheek, gently placed awarm tender kiss upon her lips. Still she dept, nestling againgt his
palm as he caressed her silky skin, causing a smileto crease the corners of her mouth.

Angus stood, making sure once more not to rouse her from her deep deep. Hisloinswere on firefor
her. He knew if she were to suddenly awake she would scream the walls down at finding aman in her
chambers, but God how he wanted to wake her. He knew if he kissed her again and she responded with
any show of ardor, he would ravish her completely, taking her for his own. He wanted to kiss her again.
A redl kissthat would arouse her passion to meet his own. He took aragged breath as he drank the
vision of her in before noiselesdy crossing the floor to the chamber door. He looked back over his
shoulder a her feminine degping form for afind glance.

" Tisonly afortnight, my bonny lass," he whispered, before opening the door and disappearing into the
darkened passageway.

Canddinn sighed contentedly. Her eydids fluttered and opened, the remnants of the most pleasant
dream drifting beyond her mind’ s reach. Gray shadows danced upon the wall evading the dark corners
of her room. She looked about seeing the candle still burning beside her bed, its flame sputtering at
wick’ s end, threatening to go out. Shewas done. It wasjust adream. Y et the fragrance of fresh
moorland air was till in her nostrils and she could swear that she had just been kissed, her lipstingled so.

Sheleaned over, blowing out the remaining stub of candle. Lying back on the bed she closed her eyes
trying to recapture the fedings that had run through her body moments earlier. But the phantom of her
dreams eluded her and before long she dozed off, deeping the rest of the night away in peaceful bliss.

A singleray of sunlight found its way between the layers of skins covering the window, spreading its
golden warmth across her face, awakening Candelinn to anew day. Drowsily she stretched and opened
her eyes only inches away from asmall object resting upon her pillow. Hagtily she sat up and grasped it in
her fingers. A smal golden brooch of ddlicatefiligree framed aporcelain oval, bearing the MacBaron
crest.

She threw the blankets aside and crept barefoot across the cold stone floor to the window. There she
held the brooch in the light of morn for acloser examination and discovered aruby of the truest color
embedded in the top and bottom of the gold filigree. The design, engraved deeply acrossits surface, was
thethistle of Scotland. She held it precioudly in one hand while her free hand unconscioudy touched her
lips as sherecalled her dream the night before.

Her lipstingled. Then she smiled. The scoundrel had entered her bedchamberslike areiver in the night
and stolen akiss! Her brow wrinkled with afrown as her indignation started to rise.

"How dare he!" She declared out loud, grabbing her robe on her way to give the darm that intruders
might be insde the castle walls. Her hand reached for the handle but she was unable to open the door as
her fingersfroze againgt the latch in response to her femae vanity.Was it so harmful, this thing he had
done? After all, how many maidens could claim to have been so favored with such a gift delivered
in such a daring manner?

She released her hold on the handle, turning back into the room to pace dreamily about, her footsteps
marking a path at the side of her bed as she walked back and forth across the smdl space. "What
arrogance! The audacity of the man! Who does he think heisto kissmewhile| degp? Doesthe
MacBaron have no sense?' Her anger was brushed aside, replaced by anew concern.What of the
danger he had placed himself in to attempt such a feat? The castle is well guarded, what if he had
been caught? The crazy gomeril! Had he no fear?



She flung the brooch upon the bed and flounced to the window in disdain to stare at the hills. Sowly her
Scot’ stemper cooled and she smirked knowingly &t the picture in her mind’ s eye of the great MacBaron
skulking about the castle looking for her room, before making a clean escape.

Sheretrieved her brooch from the coverlet and held it gently to her breast.He was either crazy or
ungodly brave! What a courageous man! Her face alight with happiness, she dressed quickly. She
pinned the brooch securdly to her shift, lest someonein the castle seeit. With alast ook at the highland
hills where even now the black rogue MacBaron could beriding, she went downgtairs. Her skirts
swished with anewfound lightnessin her step, to join the rest of the household aready busy preparing for
the day.

Early afternoon, Canddinn was sewing in front of the fireplacein the main hall when her cousin’svoice
interrupted her.

"Canddinn, look who has cometo seeus."

Canddinn raised her head from her deep scrutiny of her embroidery to see Sir John with Smon de Keith
intow. Surprised, she set her gtitchery aside and stood up.

"He was on hisway to the Lowlands and thought he would stop and say hello,” her cousnsaidina
condescending tone of voice. "Aren’t you happy to see him?*

She was speechless.What was Smon up to? Surely he had not come to see her. Did he think because
she had been friendly to him at Helena sthat she was interested in him? She had not spoken to him the
last time he had been here scheming with her cousin.

Simon crossed the room and bowed low over her hand, hismoist lips crushing againgt its surface.
Canddinn’ swillpower was stretched to the limit as she fought to keep a somewhat frozen smile upon her
facein front of her cousin, instead of grimacing in distaste.

"I will leave you two aone. Simon, | expect you to spend the night and tell me al about Sir Robert de
Keth and your family, later thiseve.”

Simon dowly took his eyes away from Candelinn, facing her cousin. " Twill be an honor, sre”

Sir John nodded, leaving the room, closing the door behind him. Candelinn had noticed awell-satisfied
smile covering hisface.

Canddlinn could see why hewas so well pleased with himsdlf. A de Keith paying homage made him fed
more securein his battle for the crown. But why did he ddliberately leave her donewith Smon de Keith?
Maidens were never |eft unattended with men and certainly not with the door closed!

"Ah, Canddinn, my lass. It has been eons since | last feasted my eyes upon you. | could not go to
Gdloway without stopping to pay my respects.” Hiswordswerefilled with an air of falseness.

Candelinn returned to her seat and picked up her stitchery once more. "1t has not been that long ago,
Simon. Not solong ago at dl," she said coolly.Not long enough!

Simon cameto her sde and knelt by the edge of her chair, undaunted. "A few days can seem a hundred
yearswhen it keegps me from your side.”



"Nonsense, Simon! Y ou didn’t come all thisway to see me and you know it. Why are you at
Lochindorb?' She asked suddenly curiousfor hisanswer.

"Ah, lass, you do mewrong." But thelook on hisface told her helied. He had come to see her cousin
and meant to leisure away hishourswith her a the sametime.

"Would | passwithin afew leagues of your door without paying avist to the most beautiful lassin
Scotland? Y ou know I’ ve greetly admired you for years."

Canddinn could st till no longer. Shelay her materid carefully aside, paying particular attention to its
correct folding, her needles and thread neatly tucked within it. She stood up and walked acrossthe
room, away from him. His nearness repulsed her thoroughly.

"Bosh, Simon. Don’'t be an edritch! Y ou and | both know that my fedingsfor you have never been
more than disgust. If you think because | was niceto you at the de Keith's, I'm sorry. | was angry with
someone and you just happened to be gtting next to me. Whatever your reasons for coming here,
courting me was not one of them." Candelinn looked pointedly at him, riveting him to the spot where he
good, shirking her unyieding gaze. "Tell me Simon, why are you here?'

Simon stood up, his spindly legs showing weak and skinny beneath hiskilt. "1 must say your cousin was
more pleased to see me than you appear to be," he hedged unsuccessfully, hislipsforming apout.

"And what news did you bring him that so thrilled him to see you, Smon?' She knew she would get the
truth from him. He had brought information that her cousin would be anxiousto hear.

Simon fluffed hisruffled cuffs and wiped an imaginary fleck of dust from the deeve of hisimpeccable
coat.

"You'll be happy to know," he started, a hint of arrogance once morein hisvoice. "That | have decided
to help your cousin become the next king of Scotland. I brought him news that Robert the Bruce and
James Douglas are planning to drive out the English at the border. If John were to stop them, Edward
would look in favor upon the man that ended this rebellion in his northern territories.”

"And what doesthe de Keith Laird say to al this?'

"Bah! My uncleisblind! He sees no farther than The MacBaron letshim. All he can talk of is Robert the
Bruce. Sir Angus has him believing that The Bruce isthe most natural choicefor king. But they are both
crazy! If The Bruce were king he would give away the taxes to the peasants and where would the rest of
us get our funds? With your cousin on the throne they would be kept in their place, and..." he strolled
closer till he stood directly in front of her, hiseyesnarrowing in satisfaction. ... | might add, that | fed |
would be agreat addition to the new king' sfollowing. And what’' s more important, Sir John agrees.
Especidly if | wereto wed his beautiful cousin.” He waited, watching her face, looking for the pogtive
reaction he was sure would come after hearing he had bestowed such acompliment on her. But the
reaction he recelved wastotally unexpected.

"So you and Sir John agree! St. Columba, you are mad! Why, | wouldn’t marry you if you were the last
manindl of Britain. I'd join the Kirk first and never marry!" She flounced to the door and opened it
before she glanced back to see how her tirade had been met by Simon de Keith. He stood in the middle
of the floor, mouth agape, not believing what he had just heard. That she would actudly refuse him. His
face turned to one consumed in fury at her rude rejection, but quickly erased. He knew Sir John would



have the find word on who she would marry. He would have her in the end no matter what the wench
desired.

"Someday | hope Sir Kenneth de Keith finds out what a sneaking traitor he hasliving in hisown castle.”
With that she walked through the door and dammed it in hisstill angry face.

Once out of the confines of the room, Canddlinn wasin dire need of some fresh air. She went through
the kitchen and out the postern door. She leaned her back against the rough wood, taking deep bregths
of air. Her eyesrested on asmall rowboat pulled up against the bank. Before she could change her mind
she approached it and quickly shoved it off the bank. She picked up her skirtsto keegp them from getting
wet and hopped into the moving boat. She sat down and picked up the oars and looked at the castle to
seeif anyone wasfollowing her. She breasthed asigh of relief when she noticed no one watching her exit.
Sheput dl her strength into her rowing, causing the wee boat to move swiftly acrossthe lake' s smooth
surface.

When she arrived at the opposite shore, it was to find McDouga spreading dry rushesin the horse's
ddls. Hefet Candelinn’s presence and looked up, grinning toothlesdly.

"Ah, Mistress Canddlinn. ‘ Tisniceto seeye refinaly dlowed t' leavetheide. Did ye want the mare,
lass?!

"I hadn't planned on it, MacDougdll, but perhapsthat is exactly what | need.” She looked down at the
gown she wore, sorry for her hasty departure from the castle.

The elderly man noticed her frown. "Did ye want the sidesaddle this day, Mistress Candelinn?”
"Nae. My ride will be short and no one will see me. | should have thought to put on my breeks.”
"Och, lass. Yeshould no’ wear the breeches of alad. ‘ Tisno’ fittin’ on amaiden.”

Canddlinn smiled to herself as she watched the stoop-shouldered man saddle her mare, shaking hishead
indisapprovd.

Onceinthe saddle she did not hesitate any longer. She kicked her steed, causing the mare to jump into
action benegth her. Candelinn didn’t dow down until there were many leagues between her and her
cousin and Simon de Keith.

Her ride never varied, having afavorite run that she always used to clear any depression from her mind.
She was degp in thought, unmindful of dark brown eyes that watched her speedy approach, hidden from
view in acopse of trees,

Anguswaited until shewas closeto his cover and kicked hisstdlion in the flanksin quick pursuit. The
long legs of the large destrier stretched out for an easy overtaking of the lass racing across the moors.

Canddlinn heard an echo of hooves behind her and glanced quickly over her shoulder. The huge black
carrying the chief of the MacBaron’ swas gaining on her rapidly. She bent low over her horse's neck, but
to no avail. The gtalion drew dongside her with practiced ease.

Angus rode beside her, admiring once more the way she sat her mare. Her gown showed an abundant
amount of leg riding astride, making him dmost lose his concentration. The determination as Canddinn
tried so hard to pull her horse ahead brought asmile to hisface. He easily leaned over and took hold of



her reins, dowing their horses until both animas stood till, snorting and covered with foam.

Canddinn looked up into hisface, her anger at his overtaking her so easily mirrored in her eyes. "Let go
my reind”

"I’ve missed you too, lass' he completdly ignored her sarcasm. "It’ s been awhile since I’ ve seen you
exercise your mare. Maybethat iswhy | caught up with you so easily,” he teased.

He was enjoying her discomfort, she decided. His nearness was making her rattled and he sat there as if
he had not a care in the world. How did he know she had not been out of the castle? "What are you
doing on Comyn lands? Do you want to die so young then? Or isthe mighty MacBaron immuneto
danger?' She watched his dark brown eyes glide over her face asif he were touching every place his
eyesroamed. She thought of him bravely coming into her chambersin the dead of night. "Only a
dim-witted fool would enter the holding of an enemy for aflight of fancy!"

"Ah, so you found the brooch." His eyes dropped to the front of her gown, knowing full well that she
could never wear it around her kinsmen.

"I would not be caught dead wearing the MacBaron crest!" Misunderstanding his gaze, her hand moved
to the materid under her gown where the brooch lay resting near her heart. She would not give him the
satisfaction of letting him know how beautiful she thought the gift.

"One day, my bonny lass, you will try my patience too far and you will suffer the consequences.” He
bent closer, hisface only inches from her own. "Would you like meto tell you the kind of punishment |
shdl enforce?'

"What kind?' She wanted to take back the words the minute they were spoken. His sweet breath had
fanned her face and the heat ingde her grew in intensity. He was making her so nervous she knew not
what shewas saying.

He looked down at the snapping green eyes. She was S0 lovely, he could bardly breathe. He wanted to
yank her off her horse and carry her to the nearest wood. Instead he grasped her head behind her neck
and covered her mouth with his. He gave her the kiss he had so wanted to the previous night. He forced
her lips open and his tongue entered her mouth to take total possession. Once he started he couldn’'t
stop. Her mouth was so soft and sweet. The kiss lasted along time as he moved his head back and forth
fanning the hot fire he sent into her.

Candelinn yearned to get closer to him, bending far over her mount to wrap her arms around his neck to
keep him as near as possible. She dmost fell from her horse when hefindly released her. She had to
grasp the pommel of her saddle to stay seated. Good Lord, if thiswas hisideaof punishment she did not
want to imagine how he would make love. Her breathing was rapid and therise and fall of her chest was
very telling a how much he had shaken her.

His hand rested on her exposed thigh, his thumb moving back and forth on her heated flesh. St.
Columba! Whatever was the matter with her. She dapped his hand away and leaned back in her saddle
to escape his nearness. She knew he could have taken her and she would have done nothing to fight him.
She had returned his kisswith total abandon and was shocked that even now she wished he were kissing
her again. She had to distance hersdlf away from him asfast as possible. She wrenched her reins out of
his hand and kicked the mare hard. She pulled away from him, not dowing her pace and turned in the
direction of Lochindorb.



Angus watched her, holding his stalion in check, not trying to follow her. He smiled at her retreat and
did not turn hishorse around till the red-haired beauty had completely disappeared from view. He
thought he had wanted her before, but now he burned for her. Hisbody was on fireto fed her beneath
him, her passions fully aroused. God, how would he survive, until he could see her again? Hewasin dire
need of adrink and a cold swim in the seanear hishome. He turned his mount and headed north.

~%* <

Later that day, Candelinn descended the stairsfor the evening med. She had kept out of Simon’ sway
and hated the thought of seeing him again. She pushed dl thoughts of Angus out of her thoughts until
tonight when she could relive hiskissin the privacy of her chambers. She had to keep aclear heaed
around her cousin and Simon. They were plotting something and the thought worried her.

Luckily Fergus was beside her throughout the evening meal and she pointedly ignored Smon’ s presence
directly across the table from her. He was atraitor to the Keith’ s and she despised him. He could find
another way to get afoothold with the future king, than through her. She would have no part of him. She
felt hiseyesrest on her many times during the meal and sheignored him totaly. She knew thisdid not go
unnoticed by her cousin and she would probably have to answer to him for her deliberate rudenessto his
guest, but she cared not.

She was happy to hear Sir John remind Simon about the promised discussion so she could dip away
from their company. But when she passed the last corner on her way to her room adark form stepped
out infront of her, pulling her roughly againgt him.

"I would talk with you, Candelinn. We mugt sttlethis.”

"We have nothing to say to each other, Simon.” Outwardly she appeared cam, but al thewhile
undernegth she quaked with revulsion. "Remove your hands from methisingtant!" She spat heeatedly.

Instead of heeding her wish, he crushed her mouth with his. Hiswet lips diding over hersto kiss her
eyes, her cheeks and to rest passionately on her neck. She shoved at himwith al her might. "Stop this at
once, Simon, before | call the guards!™

"You will not cdl the guards," he leered. "Sir John will not do athing to me. He wants this match as
much as| do, and you will havelittle to say in the matter.”

She jerked free from his hold and dapped him with dl the strength she could muster forth. The sound
echoed through the empty corridor and Simon jumped back in surprise, areddened handprint appearing
on hischeek.

At that moment Fergus appeared around the corner of the dair. "Oh there you are. I’ ve been searching
for you." He wondered what Simon was doing in the darkened corridor with hissster. And when he
glanced at her face he could see he must have been up to no good. Fire spit from her eyes and hatred
lingered there, too. Then he glanced to Simon and the red handprint was till quite visblefor dl to see.
"What' sgoing on here?' Hefdt the urgetokill.

Canddinn findly turned hisway. "Nothing, Fergus. Will you wak meto my room?'

"Sure, lass," he offered her hisarm. He wanted to get to the bottom of this.

"We are not done with this, Canddinn.” Simon said to their retreating backs.



"Aye, we are," was her reply. After she heard his boots hitting the stairs as he went back down to the
hall, shelet her breath out with asigh of relief. Her legs were shaking and her fingers trembled as she
reached up and felt the brooch under the cover of her gown. She wished it could give her some of the
bravery and strength of the man that gaveit to her.

At her bedroom door her brother asked. "What was going on down there? Y ou till look whiteasa
shedt. If hedid anythingtoyou, | will kill him."

"Nothing happened, Fergus. And | don’'t want you to kill anyone. Smon de Keith is not worth your
time All iswel. Redly.”

Five

Canddinn spent al her spare time embroidering on along bolt of materia with feigned patience. She had
long since finished the gown she would take with her to the wedding and spent her time peacefully sewing
so as not to aert her cousin to her plan. When the day of escape arrived, she made ready to steal away.

She thought nightfall would never come so her chambermaids would leave her.

"Areyou sure you don't want me to put your material away, Mistress Candelinn?' Wilhelmina asked her
from her doorway. " Twould be ashameto soil it after all your painstaking work."

"No, Willy. I plan on working on it some more this eve. But away with you and get agood night’srest. |
will see you on the morrow."

Wilheminadidn't like the way her mistress had been acting the last few days, but it was none of her
concern. Findly she nodded and went through the door.

"At lagt!" Candedlinn leaped to her feet and went to lock the door. She ran to her wardrobe. She pulled
out the gown for the wedding and lay it on the bed. She picked up her satin shoes and lay them atop it,
then busied hersdlf by gathering appropriate jewdry, her new filigree girdle and long matching cape. She
rolled them together as neatly as possible to lessen the wrinkles and dipped them into her leather case
where she normally kept her embroidery thread. Candelinn then pulled the man' sjerkin and breeks out
of the chest at thefoot of the bed and hastily donned them. In these clothes she could ride astride instead
of sdesaddle. After grabbing her tartan and dipping on the leather boots she was ready. She removed
thefiligree brooch from her discarded shift and started to tuck it into the leasther case for safekeeping, but
hesitated before letting it go. She had worn it pinned next to her skin for the last fortnight and she hated to
relinquish it from her person. She stared down at the shiny gold lying warmin her pam, her fingers
opening and closing over its smooth surface. She shrugged.

"The devil takeit! For luck!" She amiled, pinning the brooch boldly to the front of her tartan.

Candelinn went to the window and pulled back its covering, hooking it securely out of the way. Her
heart beat with excitement as her eyestried to penetrate the darknessto see if Ferguswas at the foot of



the wall waiting for her as planned. But she could see nothing. There was acold wind blowing over the
loch and clouds hid dl sign of the moon and gtars. It was going to be cold traveling this night and she
hoped the mists would not settle along the ground so they could seeto find their way.

She grabbed up the materia she had been working on these endless day past and tied it to the bedstead.
Every few feet shelooped the fabric, tying it into aknot. Hours of grueling work were ruined, though not
once causing her an ingtant’ sregret. Thiswasworthit.

Canddinn hurried to the window, throwing the long piece of cloth out over the rough-hewn sill, trailing it
aong thewal. Sheleaned out asfar as she dared and till could not tell if it reached the ground, itsend
gretching beyond the meager light of the room. Sheraised her eyesin prayer and mumbled into the night.

"St. Columba, if ever you wereinclined to help awayward Scottish lass, | pray itisnow."

She picked up her leather case and tied it to her back. She quickly climbed through the narrow opening
inthewall, before faintheartedness could overtake her.

The cold wind gusted againgt her as she siwung fredly from her improvised rope. Her teeth chattered
from theicy currents penetrating her clothing, the chill driving into her bones. She worked her way from
knot to knot dowly down the castlewall. Her arms ached from holding her weight plus her back pack
and more than once she thought her hands would give way to let her crash to the rocks below her. Her
tartan whipped at her legs entangling itself about her, making her descent nearly impossible. But her
stubborn determination gave her the needed strength to hang on until finaly shefdt thelast knot in her
hands. Canddlinn stretched her full length, reaching for the solid feel of ground below her. Still her feet did
not touch ground and she dangled precarioudy in the darkness. Steadying herself against the wall, she
squinted downward but could see nothing except blackness beneath her.

"Oh, dear God! | can’t hang on much longer. Fergus, where are you?' She whispered against the stone
surface inches away from her face.

Her mind was exhausted trying to find a solution. Candelinn was about to give up and let go when strong
hands encircled her waist and gently lowered her to the ground.

"Fergus, thank God, you're here. But what took you so long?' His hands were still on her waist and she
turned in the darkness to thank him with a hug, when sheredlized her hands still resting on his shoulders
were much higher than they would have been for Fergus s height. Shetried to step back in fear but the
wall stopped her retreat. She covered her mouth with the back of her hand to tifle ascream, when a
faintly familiar mocking voice came out of the darkness.

"Eagy, lass" It was The MacBaron himself.

"Angus! But what...?" In her fright she didn’t redlize that she had called him by his given name, aright
reserved for family and very closefriends.

" told you | would escort you to the wedding. But | never knew to what extent you would go to see me
again. | am deeply honored," he teased.

Asshe got over her surprise, she gathered her wits and shoved at his chest in anger. Of course, it was
like moving astonewall and it didn’t budge him. "1 told you | didn’t need your escort! What have you
done with my brother?' she demanded.



"Quiet, lass. Do you want to bring the whole Comyn clan down upon our heads? Y our brother is quite
safe and holding the boat in readiness. He at least, seems more pleased at my gppearance than his
ungrateful sister. Let’ saway." He grabbed her hand and began taking long strides toward the edge of the
ide, where Fergus waited. Candelinn could barely keep up with hislong legs and sscumbled, and dmost
fell. Before she hit the ground, shefelt hersdf lifted like awee bairn and strong arms were carrying her.
Sheinginctively placed her arms around his neck to hold tight as he traipsed into the night.

"Thewhole Comyn clan, you say." She whigpered to him. "What care you for the whole Comyn clan?
Y ou didn’t seem to fear them when you stormed the castle and went sneaking about in the dead of

night”

Her breath, hot againgt his cheek, was dmost more than he could stand. Findly holding her in hisarms
made him want to never let her go. She was where he wanted her.

"QOch, but Candelinn, it was worth it for that one sweet kiss. No danger would have been too great.” She
was like a breath of fresh Highland air. No one had ever talked back to him the way she did. Shetruly
was aspunky lass. "But the kiss you gave me the next day was much more to my liking. Aye, when
you' re awake you do know how to set meon fire, lass.”

Y ou will not mention that to me."

"But it isforemost in my thoughts. And | like making you blush, though it istoo dark for metoo see at
the moment.”

"Hmmph!" was her only response. The man wastoo full of himself. Did he have no fear? Didn’'t he know
what could have happened if he had been found not only in her chambers, but riding on Comyn land as
wdl?

"Did you fear for me, lass?"

It waslike he could read her mind. She should lie and tell him no, she didn’t care what happened to him.
But his strong arms holding her tight against his chest was doing strange things to her body and her mind
was not working right. "Aye," she whispered.

He bardly heard her answer, but it filled him with happinessall of the sudden.

"I'm glad you madeit at last." Fergus voice brought her out of her trance. "'l was nervous that the guards
might detect us. Hurry, let’s be off."

Canddinn found hersdlf deposited soundly into the bow of the small rowboat.

"God struth!" she spat quietly into the darknessa Angus. "If you don't quit battering and bruisng me 'l
be too crippled to attend the wedding. Do you have to be so unco’ rough?’

A deep chuckle was the only reply asthe small boat was pushed away from the shore and the two men
quietly took their places and began to row.

"It snot funny,” Candelinn couldn’t resst saying.

"Yes itis, lass



With each powerful stroke of the MacBaron’s oarsthe little boat made smooth lunging motionsin
rhythmic time asit moved swiftly away from the castle.

Candelinn noticed that they weren't headed toward the side of the loch where the horses were stabled
but rather to the opposite end. The landing closer to the MacBaron borders. Were they going to walk to
the de Keith's?

Therain sarted faling and amist rolled out over the water, saturating everything inits path, with the
heavy drops of moisture. Candelinn huddlied down lower into the bottom of the boat, wrapping her tartan
around hersdlf, covering her head to keep as dry and warm as possible.

Soundlesdly the two rowed the boat. The silence was unnerving. Especialy now when they were so far
away from the castle. The muted sound of the wrapped oars grinding on oarlocks and water swirling past
thetiny prow was all she heard. With deliberate movements the oars were lifted from the water and
returned noiselesdy to cut another swath. Occasionally the even rhythm was broken by the soft splashing
of afish bresking the surface nearby in a continuing search for food.

Candelinn broke from her reverie, peaking her firgt thought.

"Fergus, how the devil did you find, Sir Angus? Or was this something the two of you thought up
together?' She was curious and unmindful of the other earslistening to her every word.

"Nae, Candelinn. | went out as we had planned to secure a skiff for the crossing. As| neared the
water’ s edge, Sir Angus stepped out of the darkness. | swear, he must be able to see in the dark the way
he casualy walked up and scared the life out of me." Fergus chuckled, glancing at the back of Sir Angus.
"And dl he had to say for himsdlf was, ‘ Tistime you showed up, lad. Where sthe lass?*

It must be a family trait, Angusthought. This way of speaking whatever was on their mind.

"Do you think just because you're the great MacBaron chief, that gives you the right to go wherever and
whenever you please?' She asked The MacBaron.

"QOch, temper, love," Angus answered. "Earlier you seemed concerned for my welfare.” Though
Candelinn could not see his amile she knew it was there from the tone of hisvoice. " Surely you were
thankful when | fetched you down from that castle wall. Mayhap | should have shown you the back way
out of the cagtle from your chambers. Y our mood would not now be so foul if you hadn’t risked your
neck in your escape. Why you inssted on taking the hard way, when amuch easier exit was so close at
hand, I’ll never understand. But then, what man ever understood the ways of women? Was | mistaken or
were you about to throw your arms around me for coming to your rescue?’

"That was when | thought you were my brother!" She spokein alow voice.

"Ah, perhaps| should have let you dangle alittle longer,” he grinned &t her in the darkness.

At last they reached the shore. Candelinn stood up, eager to be away from his taunting jibes and uncouth
manner. She was caught off guard when the two men moved over the Sdeto bring it dong the rocky
shore. The narrow vessd tipped, throwing her sraight into armsthat held her vise-like againgt aniron
chest.

"I knew you' d fal into my arms sooner or later, lass. ‘ Tishappy | am | didn’'t havelong to wait." His
warm breath caressed her cold cheek sending shivers down her spine. For oncein her life shewas



speechless. Her heartbeats quickened beneath her jerkin. She opened her mouth to protest.

Angus bent his head and covered her open mouth with his. It was a soul-shattering kiss that warmed her
from her toesto the top of her head. His kiss was demanding and pressed hard against her lips. Her open
mouth alowed histongue to twine with hers and she heard alow groan come from deep in her own
throat. Her hands on his nape clasped him tighter as she returned his passion with fervor. She started
moving her tongue with his, following his advances. When she thought she was going to faint from the
extreme sensation it brought her, he lifted his mouth from hers. He had stopped walking, and his
breathing was ragged. Canddlinn nestled againgt his neck. She prayed he would not say anything. A
humorous jest from his mouth at thistime would have been her undoing. He let her feet dideto the
ground, sill holding her in hisembrace.

The sound of horses' harnesses and bridle bits rattling nearby brought her back to redlity. In the fog
shrouded darkness, there appeared to be at least ahundred riders, al huge men wearing surcoats of
chain mail, draped with the MacBaron tartan. They looked ready for war. There was no doubt in her
mind, that if their chief had become a prisoner of the Comyn’ s there would have been just that.

Duncan came forward, leading two large sdlions. Fergus quickly claimed the bay while Angus clasped
Canddinn’shand, leading her to the huge black. As Duncan released the reinsinto his chief’ s hand,
Duncan spoketo her.

" Tishappy it isto seeyou sife, lass.”

Shewouldn’t exactly call being with The MacBaron safe, but she replied with kindness. "Thank you,
Duncan.”

Before she could protest, Angus swung her into the saddle and lithely jumped on behind her. His steel
arm encircled her waigt, pulling her tight againgt his chest. He kicked hisdedtrier into agalop and hismen
fel in behind him. Thewind blew Candelinn’s hair into hisface and she hadtily gathered the wayward
tressesin her hands and pulled it in front of her to cover the endswith her tartan.

Her thoughts rushed in upon her, demanding answers she couldn’t give. Was he sincerely taking her to
the wedding or was he carrying her off to his castle like a common reiver? She glanced questioningly at
Fergus, who seemed to be having thetime of hislife, grinning at one of the MacBaron warriors and
kicking hismount to stay up with him.

When they had crossed the boundary into their own lands, the MacBarons stopped long enough to light
severd torches. The clan gradualy dispersed going their own way, the torches announcing their
homecoming, until only ascore or so of the huge dansmen was gill following their chief.

Taking notice that they were indeed headed in the direction of Helena s home, Candelinn alowed hersdlf
to relax againgt the man seated behind her. She found hiswarmth comforting and his strong arms around
her making her fed safe and protected.

Sir Angus dowed the pace and turned aside at asmall burn. He reined in his horse and dismounted. He
turned and reached up to grasp Candelinn’ swaist and lifted her easily from the saddle. He held her ina
semi-embrace while her legs regained the strength to stand on their own. He released his hold and
stepped away. Therain having stopped, she removed her soaked tartan and removed her backpack
holding the clothes she would wear to the wedding and set it aside.

Fergus approached his sister and handed her a skin bag filled withusquebaugh to warm her wet, tired



body. Not asking what it contained, and thinking it water, she took alarge gulp and gasped asthefire
from theusquebaugh burned its way down her throat.

Fergus realized his error and overcompensated for hisfailure to warn her of the flask’ s contents, started
pounding her on the back as she coughed, gasping for air. Unable to speak, she felt shewasbeing

flogged.

"Enough!" the voice commanded, causing Fergusto freeze, his hand poised menacingly above ready to
drike again.

While Canddinn was composing hersdlf, drawing ar into her lungs she heard the highlanders around her
laugh.

"l dunno’ think the mistressis astough as ye thought, m’'Laird," onejibbed Sir Angus. "A wee swalow
of Scotsdefairly chokesthelass."

Angus looked at her and their eyes met across the backs of the horses. ™ Tis not her talent of drinking
usquebaugh that | am interested in. She suits me very well theway sheis"

Embarrassed, she turned to pick up her leather bag, only to find it aready loaded onto one of the
clansmen’ shorse. Sheignored the taunting remarks of the clan and picked up her wet tartan and draped
it over her shoulders, taking greet painsto seethat thefolds of the plaid werejust right.

Upon hearing the men once again mounting their steeds, Candelinn turned abruptly, her finely shaped
jaw set in determination and walked straight into asolid wall of chain mail and muscle. She stood firm,
rasing her chinto glare at Angus, ready to do battle with his mocking words, only to stop dead. She
redlized his gaze was not on her face but was fixed upon the brooch, reflecting in the torchlight, still
pinned between her breasts. Self-conscioudy she covered it with her hand and tried to step away, but the
way was barred.

He brushed her hand away from the brooch and unpinned it, his hands touching her neck sent her pulses
racing. He removed her rain-soaked tartan, letting it fal to the ground. She watched hisface ashe
concentrated on wrapping aMacBaron plaid around her shoulders, securing the brooch once again at the
center of her breasts.

It felt warm and dry compared to her own, the heavy woolen folds enclosing her comfortably. But it il
rankled that he treated her with such familiarity.

"I’ [l wear my own, thank you." Shetried to take it off, but to no avail as his hands were till holding it
tight around her, refastening the brooch.

"I think not, lass. Y ou will wear my plaid on MacBaron lands." His voice evoked no argument.

She glanced at her tartan thrown in the wet mud and decided she would have to givein to him, this once,
or show achildishness shewas not feding.

Hefollowed her to the waiting horse and lifted her onto the saddle, his strong hands branding her hips
with his possessive hold, through the breeks and tartan. She stared down at the pomme of the saddle
whilethe chief dlimbed up nimbly behind her.

No words were exchanged between Candelinn and Angus as they continued on in anortherly direction.



Shetried to keep her back straight in front of him but he pulled her back against him as she had been
earlier. Shefindly relaxed in the shelter of hisarms. He felt warm and comfortable against the cold. She
dared a hisgauntleted fistsheld in front of her asthey lightly touched the reins, leading the mighty stalion
through the boulder strewn moors and braes. Every once in awhile his warm breath would caressthe top
of her head or her cheek and cause her heart to quicken. Between her mind running rampant and her
body’ straitorous fedingsfor the man behind her, she thought they would never reach their destination.
But as the time passed and she leaned her head back againgt his shoulder, her eyes closed and she
drifted off to deep.

Angus looked down at her and moved her legsto one side of the saddle so she could rest easier. Her
head rested against his chest and her face was open to his gaze. It was hard to control himsglf from
kissing her. She looked so seductive lying therein hisarms. She had no ideawhat she did to him. His
loins tightened with want of her. He knew he would have her. Shewould belong to himin dl ways. He
smiled at the thought of it and squeezed her alittle closer.

The sun was dowly rising over the bracken and the clouds had all but disappeared asthey camein sght
of the Keith castle. Candelinn sighed and opened her eyesto look around her. She saw the familiar
outline againgt the morning sky, and knew they had findly madeit. Shelooked up a Angus smiling down
at her and redlized she was reclining across his thighs. Embarrassed, she sat up straight and moved one
leg back across the saddle.

Now that the time had come to dismount she was dmost reluctant to leave the warmth and comfort of
hisarms. Angus dismounted and reached for her. His hands spanned her waist and lifted her to stand
beside him on the cobblestone courtyard.

"I made good on my promise. Y ou arrived safely to thewedding." His voice was kind and swept over
her like agentle caress.

"Aye, Angus, thank you." She stepped away and, ignoring the cramped musclesin her legs, went to
retrieve her bundle from the other clansman. She clutched her leather bag and ran up the sairsto where
her dearest friend, Helena, the bride to be, embraced her. She didn’t notice the dancing gleam in
Helena seyes at the sight of the MacBaron plaid draped over her shoulder.

Angus and his clan however, watched her climb the stairs with agentle swing of her hips. They noticed
and dl agreed slently, the lasslooked good in their colors.

The time for the wedding had almost come. Helenastood in front of the mirror examining theimage
before her in her long, flowing wedding gown. The antique lace that had belonged to her mother
surrounded her dender neck and wrists, contrasting beautifully with the pae yellow of the satin, which
extended to just above dainty dippers. Around her arm she wore asmall band of the MacBaron plaid in
honor of her husband-to-be.

Her face glowed above the lace with radiance. Her wedding day had come. She was so happy thiswas
alove match and not an arranged marriage as was usud for ayoung woman of her station. She would
belong to her husband Richard forever after thisday.

Caught up in her thoughts she stood in front of the mirror, not seeing her reflection as she remembered
their first meeting. She had been out riding one sunny afternoon, and her horse had suddenly gonelame.
Richard had found her leading the limping mount dowly back to the castle. She had never been away
from the castle without an escort, but this day found her father’ sgillie busy and she wasin too much of a
hurry to wait for someone else. Thistime, impatience had paid off. He was so handsome and gallant that



amost at once, she came under his spell. He had brought her back to her home across his knees, leading
her mare behind them. It had been love at first Sght and he was never out of her thoughts after that fateful

day.

They met often after that and her father, who had been thankful for his daughter’ s safe return, had made
him more than welcome at the castle. Now at last she would be his bride.

"Helena," Canddinn interrupted her thoughts as she came into the room. Y ou are the most beauttiful
bridein theworld. I’ll bet the women in the courts of London could never compare to you."

Helena seized her friend’ shandsin atight clasp and exclaimed in feigned formdity. " Thank you, Mistress
Comyn." She bowed low, giggling excitedly. "I fed truly beautiful thisday. | am so lucky, Canddinn. |
pray someday | will bewith you at your wedding and you shall be ashappy as| am at thismoment. The
only sadnessthat enters my thoughtsisthat | will beliving farther away from you. Promise you will ill
come to see me as often as possible. And if Sir John continues to be such a beast, why, you could come
and livewith me. Think of it, Canddinn! | know Richard would not mind. The Castle Strathness will be
our homeand it issaid to be very large. Since Sir Angus gave it to Richard for awedding present, he
would have no say in the matter."

"Helena, don't talk such nonsense. | can't live with you, but | do promiseto cometo vist a every
opportunity. Although, if I am banished from Lochindorb, | may have to think again on your offer," she
teased.

She knew full well that after she returned to Lochindorb, she would not be ableto leave again. There
was no telling what the punishment would be thistime. He may turn her away from his door completely
and wash hishands of her. It was nothing less than she deserved. Aslong as he did not force her into
marriage with Smon. She would rather die! Candelinn removed these sobering thoughts from her mind
and forced asmile.

"It istime we gppeared downgtairs. | think | heard the bishop arriving as| came down the hal to your
room."

The two girls dowly descended the stone steps arm in arm. Candelinn did not redize the vison she
presented to the onlookers gathered below in the great hall. One man in particular whose physique and
appearance stood out from the others, felt his breath catch in histhroat at the sight of the copper-haired

beauty.

Inal hisadult years, many alass had thrown themsdaves at hisfeet; but this one who held herself away,
ressting him, was the most desirable, and the only woman he' d wanted this badly.

Her red-gold hair was pulled away from her face, showing adender neck of satin textured skin,
emerging from the heart shaped neckline of her gown. It was a heavily embroidered, pae blue velvet the
color of aclear Scottish sky. Herealized thiswas thefirst time he had seen her dressed so formally. The
effect was startling. She was magnificent! A little too much of her breast showed over the top of the
gown for his comfort and he would have liked it to have had a higher collar, but she wasindeed the most
beautiful woman he had ever seen.

Thisisthe lass that men will fight battles for, hethought to himsalf.And | shall be at their head as
hypnotized as the lot of them. Thisis the woman that will be mine. No other man will ever touch
her.



When the two girls reached the bottom step, Helena' sfather stepped forward offering Helenahisarm. It
would be the last time that he would have the right over her husband. He would be the one to escort her
to the kirk where the bishop was waiting with Richard to perform the ceremony.

Sir Angus, dtill leaning nonchaantly againgt one of the rough-hewn wals, saw Smon de Keith
gpproaching Candelinn. Swiftly he moved away from thewall and took long strides to reach her before
her would-be-suitor. One of the MacBaron clansmen stared openly at her with mouth agape and lust in
hiseyes. Hefelt an elbow jab forcefully into his sde and let awhoosh of bregth escape hislips, ashis
chief passed by him. Suddenly the crowd separated and Angus was there, bowing low and offering her
hisarm. A gdlant smile covered his countenance.

Canddinn felt happinessflow through her that it was he who came to get her. She thought it would surely
be her brother who would escort her to the chapel, but she did not see him in the throng of people.
Simon however she did see, backing stiffly away before the MacBaron’ swarning frown. She saw the
look of intense hatred on Simon' sface, before helost himsdlf in the crowd.

She placed her nervous fingers upon his muscular arm and took a deep bregth for courage, descending
thelast step. Shefdt small and lost S0 close to his massive build towering over her. Her heart pounded
with his nearnesswhile he stood directly in front of her, forcing her to brush againgt his chest asshe
stepped down. Shewondered if he could fed her fingers shaking againgt hisarm. His touch was
possessive as he escorted her toward the chapel. But when she managed to ook up a him, he was
amiling gently down &t her.

"Sir Angus, could | have a private minute with you after the wedding?' She had to warn him about
Simon. The hatred she had seen earlier had frightened her.

"Aye, Candelinn. Y ou could have a private word with me any time you want. Isit important, you look
worried?'

"Yes, it'svery important. Y our life could depend onit." Shewhispered against hisarm.

He looked into her eyes wondering what could have caused her such great concern. And she was
concerned for hislife. Shetruly cared for him. He would find out as soon as the wedding was over and
put her mind at ease, no matter what it was.

They crossed the courtyard to the chapel. Men from both clans were lined up on each side of the
walkway forming along colorful path for the wedding party to pass on their way to the kirk’ sdoor. The
MacBaron' swere on theright, the Keith’ son the left. Richard was the first to reach the walkway,
carrying his clan’s banner proudly. He stepped aside as Sir Kenneth and Helena approached. Sir Keith
carried hisclan’ s banner in one hand and his other arm held the hand of his daughter. Angus and
Canddinn were next in line and when they approached, Richard handed Angus the MacBaron pennant.
Angus grasped the pole and stood aside. Sir Kenneth bowed smartly to Richard before relinquishing his
daughter to her future husband. Bagpipes were heard coming from the kirk, playing adow march for the
wedding party’ s entrance.

It was a bregthtaking sight to al when Sir Kenneth, Chief of dl de Keith’s started down the walkway,
carrying his colorsthat reflected his dress. Five paces behind came the handsome young couple, the
bride breathtakingly beautiful. A band around her arm was that of the MacBaron clan in honor of her
husband. These two were followed by Angus, the chief of the MacBaron’ s carrying his colorsin one
hand with Canddlinn on hisarm, rivaling the beauty of the bride, with her copper hair pulled back from
her face |etting curls hang down the back of her neck. Her eyes sparkled in happiness for her best friend.



Many of the gathering had eyes only for the last two walking down the path. A mgestic warrior, Laird to
many, astrikingly handsome man, leading one of the most beautiful women in the Highlands on hisarm.
What a striking couple, their audience thought.

When Candelinn and Angus entered through the doors of the family chapel sheforgot momentarily her
anxiety as she grabbed his arm with both her hands.

"Ohlook! She exclamed excitedly. "How beautiful and festive.”

The usudly somber pews were decorated with fresh pine boughs held in place with large Silver ribbons,
which wasthe de Keith clan emblem. A large silver banner covered the stone wall with three gold stripes
crossing it vertically below one red stripe across the banner’ stop. The de Keith shield.

Sconces adong the walswerelit and the tall white tapers at the atar finished off the joyous atmosphere
of thisholy chamber. The bishop in hisflowing robe faced the room. Smiling he nodded to the couple
approaching him to give them reassurance.

Angus squeezed her hand before he left Candelinn by the Sde of Helenaand bowed handsomely before
stepping around to stand beside his brother, placing his standard into the floor sconce. The bridal party
stood and waited until their respective clansmen filled the chapdl.

The words of the prayer spoken by the bishop joining the two in wedlock were beautiful and moving.
When Helenaand Richard knelt for the final blessing, that of forming their bond of man and wife,
Canddinn’ seyesfound those of Angus and for those few moments were frozen to the MacBaron chief.

Something incredible passed between them at that moment. It was asif they were being joined together
for lifeingtead of the two knedling silently in front of the alter. Canddinn realized at that second that she
loved the gresat chief of the MacBaron’s. That she had somehow lost her heart to him. How it had
happened didn’t matter. But the fact remained, she was madly in love with him! Candelinn did not know
how long she had been mesmerized in this newfound revel ation until he suddenly flashed abright
contented smile, breaking the spell. Could he read her mind? She looked away just in time to see Richard
and Helena stand and turn to face their friends and fellow clansmen as the new bride and groom. When
Richard bent to give his new wife akiss, the Highlanders that had gathered to witness the ceremony
brought aroar of approva and well being forth. They proceeded dowly down the aide, leading the way
to the banqueting hdll, the well-wishers reaching out and pounding Richard on the back in
congratulaions.

Canddinn found herself being jostled among the happy throng until suddenly she was free and standing a
little behind the crowd, astrong arm encircling her tiny waist. Inginctively she moved alittle nearer to him
in the protective presence shefelt a his sde. She dowly glanced up and was not surprised to seethe
ever-present smile on The MacBaron' s lips above afine strong chin. His eyes followed the newlyweds as
they disappeared through the door. He reached down and grasped her hand in his.

"Come." He moved from the chapd into a small room near its entrance. There was atable and chairs
and he sat her down in one before going to the other side of the table and sat down himsdlf. "Now. What
did you want to talk to me about? | would know whét is upsetting you.”

She placed both arms on the tabletop and clasped her hands together. "1t's Smon de Keith, my Laird.
He satraitor." She spit the words out before she could change her mind, knowing that now shewas a
traitor to the Comyn clan for doing so.



"Those are strong words, lass. Do you know what you say?" Hisvoice had turned very serious. "Please
explan.”

He reached across the table and placed his hands on hers. She tried to pull them away but he kept them
firmly in hisgrasp. Histhumb started rubbing on the back of one and the caress camed her down.

"He has promised my cousin to help put him on the throne of Scotland.” She went on to inform him of
Simon’ svistswith her Sir John and her eavesdropping outside the door. " They want you dead, Angus.
Bevery careful, they are evil men."

"| likeit when you cal me by name. | want you to aways do so."

Sheraised her eyesto meet his. She saw no worry thereat dl. "Angus, thisis serious. Thisisno timeto
beflippant.”

"Thefact that Sir John wants me dead is no great surprise. I’ ve known that for sometime. But for Simon
to be so traitorous to the de Keith’ sand till appear here today is unforgivable. He will be taken care of.
What has he to do with you? I’ ve noticed his attention toward you?"

"Sir John wants me to marry him." She spoke the words with disgust.
He knew the answer but needed to hear her say it. "Are you agreesble to this match?"
"Surely you jest! He makesmy skin crawl!"

Heliked the conviction of her voice and squeezed her hands. "Do not fear, Canddinn. He will never
have you. Don't concern yoursdlf on that score.” Hefelt her handsrelax under his.

"Tdl meyoulove me?'

Her head snapped up to stare into those dark brown eyes that made her melt. The man could read her
mind. Now shewas sure of it. "Aye, | loveyou." she spoke thewords. "But | haven't acluewhy! You're
arrogant, bossy, way too courageous for your own good and you' |l probably get yoursdlf killed one day
for being so cardless!”

Angus threw back his head and laughed joyfully. "Candelinn, you do my heart good. First you say you
love me, then you berate me for my faults. | knew you did, you know?"

"Knew what?' Though she knew what he was talking abot.

"I knew you loved me. | knew it for sure during the wedding ceremony. Y our facetells your every
thought, did you know that?' He picked up her hand and kissed the pam. Histongue did acrossthe skin
and she felt like hot coals had been dropped down inside of her. The room was suddenly too close and
terribly hot. She jerked her hand back from his.

"And you're brazen, besides." She had to get thelast word in for once.

Angus walked around the table, and helped her to stand. He took her hand and tucked it in hisarm and
walked out of the room, smiling at the world like a cat that had caught the mouse. He dowly led her from
the kirk across the cobblestoned yard to the banqueting chambers inside the keep, where there was food
and dancing and much celebration.



Asthey entered the room, Angus' s gaze went over each of the guests. The face of Simon de Keith was
not there among the crowd.

The pipers were warming up, the notes of the bagpipes skirling forth. Everything was merriment as
Canddinn rushed to hug Helenaand give Richard asmdl peck on ablushing cheek. It amused her that
thiswas Angus s brother. She bet the MacBaron Laird had never blushed in hislife.

"I’m s0 happy for you both. The wedding was beautiful! And | pray your life together will be asgrand.”
She hugged Helenaagain, oblivious of the presence behind her waiting patiently for her to finish talking
with the newlyweds before he offered his brother his own congratul ations.

Anguswatched her every movement as Candelinn turned first one way, then another, gesturing with
every part of her body in her excitement to accent her conversation, missing nothing. Uninhibitedly
feminine in her actions, Angus was reminded once again that awoman of many facets sood before him.
It would take years to uncover everything about her and he waslooking forward to the chore,

Helena s soft voice brought his attention back to the present.

"Thank you, Canddinn. Having you here has made everything perfect. Our life together will be bonny,
never fear. | shal makeit s0." She peeked shyly at her groom. "May yours be as happy, when thetime
comes."

A deep voice murmured softly for Candelinn’s ears aone, whispering over her shoulder.
"Aye, it will be"

She did not need to turn to know it was Angus. If only hiswords could come true. But things like that
only happened in fairy tales. She knew Sir John would kill her before he let her marry The MacBaron,
evenif he asked.

Suddenly there was a shout from one of the pipersfor Richard to take his bride and start the Highland
fling. He offered his new wife hisarm and led her onto the floor to begin the dance. After much cheering
and applause other dancers joined them and Canddinn found hersdlf swirling about the room inthearms
of the MacBaron chief.

Whilethey danced Anguslooked at the smdl ova face with itslarge, sparkling green eyes. When the
best increased, her fiery hair worked loose, dlowing slky tendrilsto fall in wisps around her face. Her
nose was lightly touched with freckles and sweetly curved lips smiled a him. When he twirled her round
and round to the wailing sound of the pipes, she threw her head back in happy abandon and laughed
aoud. How he wanted to kiss her!

When they approached the door that led to the battlements he moved their bodiesin that direction. The
way was open to let out the smoke from the room and alow fresh air to comein. His strong arms
maneuvered her through before she knew what he was doing. He held her until they werein adark
corner againgt the sconewall. He pulled her into hisarms and crushed her againgt his chest before she
knew what was happening.

A warm hard mouth covered hers and she met it with a passion that surprised her. She wrapped her
arms around him, holding him close. She opened her mouth, willing histongue to enter and aggressively
moved her own on his. The skirl of the pipes could still be heard and the sounds, dong with themanin



her arms, sent her passions roaring through her small frame. He lifted her up and with one hand on the
curve of her buttocks, pushed her againgt hisarousd. The juncture of their legs met and shefdt in him his
driving need. In wild abandon she moved against him, her entire body out of control. He kissed her again
and again, each time deeper and more probing. Candelinn wanted more and more and hoped he would
have the staminato stop before it was too late because she knew she could not. If he wanted to take her
here and now there was nothing she would do about it. Her body screamed for his possession. She
groaned as histongue played a dance with hers, moving in and out and wrapping itsalf around her own,
burning with each touch.

Angus moved one hand down to cup her breast, round and full and straining againgt his pam. Histhumb
rubbed the materid over itstip and felt it harden. She waswrithing against him and he voiced adeep
growl of satisfaction. He wanted to carry her away thisingtant, in the fashion of his ancestors before him,
to aheather covered glen and make love to her with unleashed passion. To make her belong to him for
al time. But... thiswas neither the time nor the place. She had no ideawhat she was doing to him. She
didn't redize the danger shewasin, giving hersdf so completely to his advances. She didn’t redize how
hard it was for aman to stop, once he had been worked up to this extreme. But he could wait. He
wanted their first time to be in abed and have her fully knowledgeable of what was taking place. It took
most of hiswillpower to remove his mouth from her sweet lips. His eyes gazed down at the passion filled
emerad garsshining up a him.

Hetook deep bresths of the cool air blowing in from the highland hillsinto hislungs, as he set her down
on her feet and rested his chin on the top of her head.

Candelinn was happy for hisarms around her, or her legs would have buckled. It took awhile for her
heart to stop beating so fiercely as she rested her cheek againgt hishard chest. Did admitting her love for
him make her into a brazon? She should be ashamed but the awareness of him made it impossible. She
had loved every second she had been in hisarms. She closed her eyes. She wanted him to kiss her again.

"| thought we needed to cool down after the fling, my love. But instead my body ison firefor you. There
isno cooling to be done with you in my arms.” he kissed the top of her head.

"Aye" she amiled into the darkness. "It was most hot.”

"Y ou were the hot one and | am most pleased. | would have been disappointed had you not shown your
fire matched mine. We are evenly met | think." He was enjoying their banter. He had expected her to be
screaming into the night by now. He enjoyed this submissve behavior, knowing it would never last. But
he loved it when shewas alittle spitfire, too. Heloved her to distraction, he admitted to himsdlf. It
worried him that he was open to hurt and he felt vulnerablefor thefirst timein hislife.

"Y ou make melose control, my Laird."

"Angus, my nameisAngus.”

"Angus, then. Wewill not do thisagain. | would not want you to think meimpure. And my body hasa
mind of its own when it comesto you, I'm afraid. Y ou make me lose control.”

Angusthrew his head back and laughed. "Ah, Canddinn. | know that you are pure. And wewill do this
agan. So setyoumindtoit.”

"Canddinn, lass." Fergusinterrupted them. "I’ ve been looking al over for you.



Canddinnimmediately stepped back away from Angus, fegling alittle embarrassed that her brother had
caught her in such acompromising position.

Fergus |ooked from one to the other wondering what he had interrupted. "1 wanted to show these
highlanders that a Comyn could swirl afling or two and you were nowhere to be found.”

Canddlinn was thankful for the reprieve. "I’ d love to, Fergus." Shewalked over to him and placed her
arm through his. Asthey turned to back into the banqueting hall, Fergus once more looked over his
shoulder at Angus still standing in the semi-darkness.

Fergus bent closely to hissister’ s ear. "What was going on out there? Do | need to defend your honor?

"Y ou would fight The MacBaron for me?' she smiled a how slly hewould look againgt the giant
Highlander.

"If | haveto. Do I?" He sounded worried but sincere.
"Nae, Fergus. My honor is4till intact. But it’ snice to know you care so much."”

After one quick dance, Candelinn told Fergus she wastired and was ready for bed. It was true--she felt
suddenly exhausted but it was more from her battle of wits on the battlement than the excitement of the

day.
"The bride and groom have not even retired yet, lass. Y ou can not retire before they do!"

"But, | haveto get up early. | want to leave an hour before dawn tomorrow morning. Will you be
ready?' She wished she had not come to the wedding. Her mind was all confused and the fact that her
cousin would be waiting for her didn’t St well al of the sudden.

"But Canddinn, we don’t have any horses. We came on The MacBaron’s, remember?' he said.

"Oh, | had forgotten. Well, we can use the same horse that you rode here on. If we leave early enough
wewon't rideit hard and can releaseit to return to MacBaron lands when we reach Lochindorb." She
turned to look at her brother’ s disgruntled expression. "Will you meet me at the stables?’

"Canddlinn, sometimes you try my patience,”" he mumbled. "But, aye, I’ Il meet you at the stables.”

Canddlinn, seeing Helena and Richard surrounded by guests and well-wishers, decided she would write
anote for her friend in her chambers and quietly left the room unnoticed by al but one.

Angus, afrown furrowing his brow stood at the opposite end of the hall watching her disappear. After
she had flounced from the room, hisfrown findly smoothed itsef out and the corners of his mouth turned
gradudly into awide grin. He shook his head, thinking of the impudent lass. She had taken contral of his
mind and thiswas not agood thing. His mind should be dert and on guard in these troubled times of
Scotland. If histhoughts were not clear it could mean death. This made him think of Smon de Keith and
again and searched the crowd for Sir Kenneth. He spotted him sitting at one of the tables. Angus made
hisway across the room to the de Keith’ s side. He had to inform him he had atraitor in his clan.

*

Canddlinn placed her letter to Helenawhere her friend would be sure to find it, and crawled into the



feather bed, snking into its comforting folds. She snuggled deep under the wool coverings, traced over
the day’ seventsin her mind and gradudly drifted dreamily off to deep. Her dreams brought back many
of the day’ sactivities, pausing repestedly on certain happenings. The way Helena had ooked both lovely
and innocent in her gown; Angus standing at the foot of the stairs, his blazing eyes daring her to refuse his
am; the wedding ceremony with dl itstraditions, and Angus holding her gaze with hisown; and finaly
her thoughts we filled with only onething, Angus. The few minutes on the battlements with him aone,
caught up in the excitement of the celebration, kissing him, her pulseracing a histouch, her mind crying
out for more. Silently she tossed and turned in her deep, disturbed by the constant thoughts of the man.
Why had her body reacted so passionately to his embrace? It had aways been so easy before, holding
men at arm’ slength. No other man had stirred her at dl until this one. Wasthiswhat loving aman did to
you? What was so different about Sir Angus MacBaron that made her love him above al others?

Once more awake she sighed gently into the darkness, bringing her arms up behind her head.
Everything! Everything was different about the man. He stood out in acrowd making everyoneelse
seem inferior. When he spoke, dl listened and when he moved across the floor like he owned the world,
heads turned hisway. Not just feminine heads, which she could understand because he was so virile and
handsome, but men too watched his progress. She could remember everything about him. His black
velvet jacket covering those broad shoulders, histartan thrown over hisleft shoulder and fastened with a
gold filigree brooch, an exact duplicate of the one he had given her, only larger. His dender waist and
hips and his powerful legs beneath hiskilt. Where so many of the men either had straight, spindly legs or
fat flabby ones, his rippled with muscles at every movement. She even recaled the skean-dubh fastened
to hisleg showing the jewe ed hilt of his dagger. Though other men were dressed the same and some
even more daborately, they still could not compare.

She turned and pounded her pillow and rolled on her side in disgust. He was the most arrogant,
swaggering, stubborn Scot she had ever met. And sheloved him.

Sx

Stedthily Canddinn crept down the cold steps, her boots and pack in her hands. She silently went
through the service entrance that led to the kitchen area, to return shortly carrying a parcel wrapped with
cloth. The candlesin the hall were burning low, throwing shadows againgt the rough-hewn walls.
Candelinn wrapped the MacBaron tartan around her shoulders and opened the huge oak door that led to
the outside.

She bent down, laying her bundles asde to dip on her anima skin boots before stepping through the
portal into the cold crispness of the pre-dawn morn. Her packet once more clutched to her, she made
her way quickly down the gairsto the stables, trying hard not to make too much noise on the
cobblestone courtyard.

She found Fergus with the horse bridled and saddled outside the stable door, clapping his arms together
againg hisbody to keep warm, and his breath causing white puffs of vapor in the frosty air. When he saw
hissster coming toward him, helet her fed hisfoul mood.

" Tisabout time. I’'m near frozen waiting on you. Y ou could have at least waited until the sun came up



and took the chill off."

"| wanted to leave before the MacBaron's. And it will be agorgeous day and you' [l warm up after
you' veridden afew miles. Here." she handed him thetiny bundle she carried so carefully. 1 brought you
something from the kitchen. It's naught but a piece of cheese and some breed, but | knew you would
growl at meif you didn’t get to breek your fast."

Fergus, feeling ashamed for sngpping a his sister, clamped his mouth shut and took the offered gift,
tucking it securely indgde hisjerkin. "There was no heed to hurry then, because the MacBaron’ s have

dready |eft.
He was helping Canddinn into the saddle and climbing on behind her.

"They’regone!” she exclamed.

"Aye, though they left thishorse for usto ride, which was mighty kind, | thought." He kicked the steed
into movement. "The MacBaron clan is one of the largest in the highlands and the chief was probably
anxiousto get back to take care of running it."

Therrattle of the harness and the hooves pounding on the cobblestone echoed loudly in the courtyard.
The guard at the gate waved in recognition and dowly raised the cresking portcullis for them to pass
under it. They were soon riding swiftly over the crest of thefirgt hill.

Fergusignored the MacBaron boundaries once again and guided the horse deep into the Redlig Forest.
Thethick trees protected them from the wind and he dowed the mount to aleisurely walk.

Candelinn’ s nerves were uneasy and she kept looking around for any trace of ablack tartan. She did not
want to face Angus after admitting her love for him the previous day. And the fact that she could never
have him made her heart heavy. Once back in Lochindorb she would probably never see him again. The
way wasfree of other riders and the morning stillness should have quitted Candelinn’ s fears but instead it
only seemed to increase them.

A movement caught her eye and she looked quickly to their left. Through the copse of larch she picked
out the vague form of arider keeping pace with them, pardlding their movements from adistance, his
MacBaron tartan barely visiblein the mist that was dowly settling around them. She squinted as she
watched one of Angus' s clansmen awhile longer. But seeing that he kept his distance she set her sightson
theway ahead, dismissing hisimportance. Perhaps hewas, after dl, just seeing them safdly acrosstheir
lands. He was probably there to make sure they did not poach or something. But these nagging thoughts
did not cam her nerves overmuch.

A short time later, as they continued deeper into the forest, she thought she saw aflash of black and red
move swiftly behind one of the great boulders. Candelinn shook her head, and decided it was her
over-active imagination as Fergus, stting calmly behind her, rode a ong seeming to notice nothing unusua
ashefinished theremainsof hismedl.

The mist grew thicker and heavy droplets of water fdll to the ground from the boughs of thetrees. The
path twined narrowly through the ever-thickening forest, bringing them nearer to the Comyn boundaries.

Suddenly, from the dense forest an out of place sound caught her attention. A sense of dread settled
upon her as she recognized the sounds of harnesses jingling in the quiet early dawn. Her skin began to
crawl with fear that it could be aband of brigands out to do mischief. Fergusturned at alarge boulder



and abruptly reined in the horse, bringing it to acomplete stop. Candelinn looked straight ahead, agasp
escaping her lips.

Their path was blocked by alarge number of the clan MacBaron. In the center their chief sat waiting
camly, hisarm resting lightly on the pommel. Angus sat straight up in the saddle and moved his destrier
forward afew stepsto intercede the visitors.

"What took you so long, lass? | began to think you were swallowed up in the moors or had lost your
way inthemigt," he chuckled at the shocked ook on the young woman’ sface.

The sight of him blocked her senses. "What are you doing here?" It was the only thing that came to mind
to say.

"Thisismy land, Candelinn. | belong here. | thought I’ d save you the trip of returning my horse” He
nodded at the stalion snorting and stomping beneeth her legs.

"But how will we get to our cousins ? It ismany leagues from here." She couldn’t believe he would be so
crud asto makethem walk the rest of the way.

Therewas agleam in his eyesthat should have been her warning. He moved hislarge black horse nearer
to her and her brother. His arms moved so swiftly that even Fergus was caught unaware. Candelinn felt
hersdlf raised from the saddle, two strong hands around her waist and placed roughly acrossthe
MacBaron' s knees.

Fergus reached for the hilt of his sword sheathed at his side. Then he saw the huge men movein closer,
chdlenging him with their eyes. He quickly changed hismind.

"Fergus, my young friend. | would hate to see you harmed. My men are overprotective of their Laird, so
make your movements dow and easy. Don't be foolhardy, lad."

Angus looked down a Canddlinn, his stedd arms clasped tightly around her. She returned hisgazein
wonderment.

"Angus, put me down!"

"Sorry, lass. | can’'t do that. It is much too far to the Castle Glencairn.” A smile dowly formed at the
corners of hismouth while hewaited for hiswordsto strike home.

"Glencairn! I'm not going to your Castle Glencairn!" She remembered his oath and dapped her thigh
with her fist in emphasis. "Y ou promised! You said | could have safe passage across your lands. Is not
Sir Angusaman of hisword? What of your knightly oath?" She questioned, fire striking forth from her

eyes.

He mocked her with his own as he softly answered. ™Y ou misunderstood, Canddinn. | vowed you safe
passage to come to the wedding. | didn’t say anything about your return.”

Her eyes went wide with surprise a his audacity. Y ou aretruly kidnapping, me? Then you arethereiver
| once accused you of being." She grabbed for her dirk but fingers of stedl caught her wrist before his
other hand deftly removed her small wegpon and casualy handed it to Duncan.

Angus kicked his horse into action and chuckled above her head. "Aye, lass, when it comesto you |



guess| am."

Theclanfdl in behind him, letting the Laird set the pace. Canddlinn looked at them, how afew moved
up to be at their sde and the rest looking like they were enjoying the venture--were dl smiling and
nodding at one another.

Canddinn realized how hel pless she was, balanced precarioudy in front of him, and forced hersdlf to
relax againgt hisbroad chest within the safety of his strong arms. His heart beat steedily and camly
through hislegather jerkiniirritating her al the more. How dare his beat so dowly when herswas pounding
againg her own jerkin so furioudy. She knew ingtinctively she would not have stabbed him with her dirk,
even had he not taken it away from her.

The warmth from his body encompassed her, removing the chill of the heavy mists. The heavy fog grew
50 thick, Canddlinn could barely see afew feet in front of them and wondered how Angus could tell
where he was going. But on and on he traveled, not even stopping when Candelinn knew that midday
had come and gone.

She could hear the clansmen talking low amongst themsalves, yet Angus did not say aword. She knew
no amount of arguing would help, so shetoo saved her strength. Angus had captured her like the border
reivers she had heard about, who crossed into England stealing cattle, horses, grains, and women--only
to escape in the night and lose themsalves on Scottish soil. The Scots thought this humorous when it
happened to an English lord, but &t the present time and similar circumstances, Canddlinn could see
nothing funny abouit it. Didn’t he know what would happen to him for this deed? Her cousin would
declare war upon the MacBarons. He could be killed! She must escape and return to her cousins before
he found out. If Lochindorb could not keep her imprisoned, then Angus MacBaron would not be ableto
either! She could not bear to think of the man holding her in hisarmsin danger. If hewouldn't seeto his
own safety, then shewould do so for him.

Canddinn’shair, now damp from the moisture in the air surrounding them, clung to her cheeks and neck.
She shivered as the cold dowly seeped through her wet clothesinto her weary bones.

Angus recognized how cold shewas and pulled histartan off his shoulders and draped it around her for
added warmth. Canddlinn snuggled benesth the heavy folds and felt the heat from Angus s body il
clinging to thewooal. It smelled of his scent and she stuck her nose beneeth the edge, breathing in his
fragrance.

Canddlinn then looked behind them at Fergus to see how he was faring. He returned her gaze, looking
ashamed for his helplessness. Candelinn’ sfestures cleared and she bestowed a smile of understanding his
way. It was not hisfault they werein this predicament. There was nothing he could have doneto stopit.
She knew she had to be careful lest Fergus was put in a position that for the sake of honor he would
have to chdlenge the Laird MacBaron. She couldn’t | et that happen. He was the only family she had | ft.
If she allowed the Laird to kill her brother in afoolhardy chalenge, his death would be on her own head.

Candelinn cursed hersdlf. If she had not been so determined to snesk away to Helena swedding it
would never have occurred. Thefault lay at her door alone and because of her impetuosity, Fergus had
to suffer dong with her.

She shifted her weight dightly and found hersdf staring at the iron studding on the chest of Angus's
leather jerkin. She moved her eyes upward and realized how he towered over her. Candelinn studied the
smooth fit of the jerkin over the broad chest and shoulders and the strong muscled neck of afighting man
emerging as an extension of the powerful body. Unconscioudy, her eyestraveled higher examining the



strong chin and the proud tilt of his head, the straight bold nose. Hislipswere full and she longed to taste
them. Finally her scrutiny moved up until she was caught and held by dark brown eyesand shefdt a
condtriction in her throat.

She could read nothing from his expression. Their eyes were locked together and he looked deeply into
hers as though he were reading her mind. Hislips parted dowly into asmile, hiswhite even teeth closeto
her cheek as he spoke, hiswarm breath flowing across her face.

"Don't fear for you brother, lass. He will come to no harm. He is young enough to be educated in the
true ways of Scotland and he will soon lose hisloydty to the Laird of Badenock."

Shefrowned at him.What did he mean?
"Y ou care so much for the Red Comyn, then?"

Candelinn hesitated. Did she care for her cousin? Though she had lived under hisroof for over five
years, therewas ill no love between them. His hatred for her mother had killed any fedling she could
ever have had for him in years past. Her mind was searching for a suitable answer when she heard
Angus slaughter rumbling from his chest.

" Tiswhat | thought. Y our hesitancy givesmedl theanswer | need." Hereined in hishorsebeside a
swift running burn sill protected by the huge pine and larch trees.

"We'll camp here, lads." He did from the saddle and reached up grasping Canddlinn by the waist to
stand her beside him. He kept her captive between his body and the huge stallion. *Duncan, seeif you
can find some pedt to start afire. Fergus,” he added, "you might give him a hand once you' ve secured the
horses. As soon as they both moved away he turned once again to look down at the tantalizingly beautiful
woman gill held in his embrace. He had wanted to kiss her al day and would not be denied any longer.
He bent his head and covered her mouth with his. It started out as a gentle caress moving over her mouth
with practiced ease. Then she opened her mouth and did her tongue between hislipsto meld with his.
That wasdl it took for hislipsto crush againg hersin driving need. He raised his head and again covered
her mouth, sucking her tongue and wrapping it with his. When hefindly pulled away she found her arms
around his neck clinging to him. She dowly let go and Iet them dide down his chest, to rest there, feding
his heart against her palms. He was as shook as she was a the short encounter and shewas glad. She
smiled up at him. She heard his breath escape before he took her arm and led her to theleeside of a
huge rock. There he spread the tartan for her to sit upon. She sat down exhausted, not only physically
but aso from the dight weaknessin her legs.

He stood like agiant before her, making her fed alittle insecure. Hislegs apart, boots placed firmly on
the ground and arms bent &t the elbow with his hands at hislean hips, he looked down into the puzzled
eyes saring questioningly in return. He felt apang of guilt knowing she didn’t fully understand what was
happening to her. Thefear of the unknown was dwaysthe worst.

"Do you fear me, Candelinn?' he asked.

"No," she said and meant it. Intuitively she knew he would never harm her. Infact, shefdt safer and
more protected when he was near than she ever felt anywhere e se. "Should | be?!

"Nae, lass. | would never harm you. But | won’t be dissuaded now | have made up my mind.”

"What have you made up your mind to do, Sir Knight?' Her voice had dropped to awhisper.



"Y ou will know your future soon enough. Have patience. Relax and enjoy theride. I’ ve seen you riding
across the greens many times when you thought you were unnoticed.” He opened his arms and looked up
into the thick damp mist. "The weather never deterred you before, don't let it now."

She stared up at him in shocked silence. How could he have seen her riding many times unless he had
congtantly been on Comyn lands? With so many questions running through her mind, she merely nodded
in answer and he turned and strode away .

Shelooked around, taking in her surroundings. She had never been in this part of the Struy Forest
before now. The thick trees dripping with moisture and large boul ders scattered nearby that offered
shelter from the winds which were building to a high pitch. She could hear the River Glass nearby rushing
to the sea, but the mist had settled so low that she didn’t know from what direction the sound came.

Suddenly an ideastruck her. If she could find the river and follow it north, sooner or later it would lead
her to the Beauly Firth, not more than five miles from the Kaith clan. There she would be safe and Angus
could be spared awar.

She looked around and saw no sign of Angus and Fergus was laughing at something Duncan had said as
they bent over the peat now smoking and smoldering in front of them. She dare not try to get his attention
or it would draw other eyesto herself. She would have to go alone. She knew Anguswas fair and would
not hold her brother responsible for her escape. And with her gone, Angus would surely release Fergus
to be on hisway.

She dowly stood up against the rock and inched her way around it, fegling the cold damp surface againgt
the palms of her hands as she worked her way dong its dippery side. Candelinn watched closdly to seeif
any of the clansmen noticed her retreet but they were all engrossed in their own duties and ignored her
completely.

At the edge of the boulder she hesitated only a second to guessthe direction of theriver before letting go
and running into the darkness. Cardlesdy she dipped on the wet turf and fell to her knees only to stand
and hurry on.

Her heart was pounding benegth her breast, her breath coming in short painful gasps. She looked back
over her shouldersto seeif she was being followed.

"Oh," she gasped, bumping into ahard rock surface of mae chest. It was Angus and he glared down at
her. She sammered the first excuse she could think of.

"l wasin need of privacy."

He seemed to relax, though his eyebrow arched doubtfully. "If ‘tistrue," he motioned to one of the
boulders nearby. " Step behind there. Y ou will have your privacy, then | will escort you safely back to
camp.”

Canddlinn looked into hisface, knowing he had read the lie on her lips. She stepped behind the large
rock anyway, putting her hands over her face.

Shewas afoal to think she could have madeit very far, anyway. If he hadn’t caught her now, he would
have later. He was a very determined man. And she would have been on foot and he could travel much
faster on horseback. She was going to have to make him understand the danger he was placing himsaif



in. She stepped back around the rock to confront her captor.

Angus merdly took her arm and began leading her in the direction of the campfires, their light flickering
through the trees. As he pulled a branch aside for to step in front of him he whispered low against her
cheek.

"Scotland is not big enough, Candelinn. 1 would have found you and brought you back."

She snapped her head around expecting to see his usual mocking grin and was surprised at its absence.
For once his face was serious as he looked into her eyes, never wavering from their stare.

"Angus, you mugt listen to me. What you have done will bring the entire Comyn clan down upon you. |
would not have your death on my conscious. Don't you see--thisisfally," she pleaded.

"You fear for melass? That istwice you have acted like | could not take care of myself. Have you no
faith inmy abilities? Do you think | fear your cousn?"

"No Angus, but you should! My cousinis not known for hiskindness. Heisan evil man and | havetold
you hewantsto kill you anyway!" She pleaded for him to understand. "Y ou aren’t invincible, you know."
They had come to the place where he had | eft her earlier. She sat down roughly on the ground folding her
arms across her breasts and leaned back against the rock. The man was impossibl el

He stood over her, one arm resting on aledge of the boulder above her head. Canddlinn’s chin was
turned obstinately away from him, asif she wastaking in the movements of the clansmen gitting near the
small campfires, roagting freshly caught hare.

How could he make her understand, Angus pondered as he stared down at that stubborn chin? How
could he explain to her? That from the moment he had been near her on the night of their first meeting;
when her hair was curving around her shoulders as she waked in the leather breeks outlining her dender
hips, with awaist aman could easly span with his hands; with her emerald eyes flashing with spirit. How
could he explain to her how she had bewitched him? He had gone to Annandal e trying to force her out of
his thoughts but it hadn’t worked. Everything about her wasimprisoned in his heart. In spite of her brave
show of independence, Angus knew behind that stubborn wee shell was awoman. A woman who
craved someone to love her and protect her dways. If he could just persuade her that they were meant
to be together, like the moon and the stars, like the hesther and the glen. That shewas his other half and
he would never be whole again until she was his completely.

How could he explain to her theway aman fedls, deep in his gut, when his country is on the verge of
war? When the thought of tomorrow is so unsure that he wantsto grab at what happiness he can, when
he can. That she was a Comyn and he aMacBaron and they could never have the norma courting rites
that was so important to alass.

He had taken her into hiskeeping and it was just amatter of time before sheredlized it was where she
wanted to be. She had admitted she loved him and he would never give her up. Shewas hisfor dl time.
Evenif he had to fight the entire Comyn clan sngle-handedly.

Helooked at the rain-drenched maiden, trying to control her shivers huddling closer to the hard surface
of the stone behind her and fought an overwheming urge to take her into his arms and warm her as she
had never before been warmed. Her hair now completely loose from restrictions was hanging in wet
tangles around her shoulders. Her knees, mud-stained from falling on the wet turf, were pulled up under
her chin. He made amenta note to do something to make her more comfortable as soon as possible and



walked away to see to hismen, leaving her adl alone once more.

Canddlinn watched as Angus walked into her line of vison on hisway to the warm fire where Duncan
and Fergus were cooking their evening meal. He squatted on his haunches and talked to themin alow
voice for afew minutes before standing once again and going in the direction of the horses. Canddinn
had noticed the muscles rippling under the heavy breeks as he sat near thefire.

Beside Fergus s dender build, The MacBaron looked aman of iron. He moved gracefully acrossthe
ground and Candelinn felt hersef warm despite the rain that kept falling upon her from above them. She
had told hersaf once she wanted a man. Well, here he was. She had never encountered anyone that
could claim to be aman as much asthis one. If only she knew what he was going to do with her. Was he
going to hold her for ransom? That seemed unlikely al things considered. The wedlth of the MacBaron's
was well known, so money could not be the reason. Was she to be his mistress? Would he force himsalf
upon her?1f hedid, would he be cruel or would he be gentle? She recalled the night of the wedding when
she had let herself go to the extent of embarrassment, she redlized he could be alittle of both. The
mixture of the two would be not only exciting but also quite fulfilling, she knew in her heart. She drew her
attention back to the present as she saw Fergus approaching with awell-done piece of rabbit hanging
from acharred stick.

"Here, lass. Y ou must be starved. After you eat thisyou'll fed alittle better. The chief said you were
looking tired and hungry."

She reached out and took the offered medl, not mentioning the fact that Fergus had called Angus, ‘the
chief’. The smdll of the cooked meat made her redize how very hungry she was and shetook alarge bite
from the till smoking mesat and burned her lip. "Damn!" she cursed, licking her parched mouth.

"Careful, lass. | wanted to talk to you while | had the chance to say how sorry | am that we'reinthis
mess. Sir Angus seems not so bad to me. Do you think you will mind it so much being under his care?|
know it’s not quite the thing, but we don’t yet know if he meansyou harm or no’. It may just bearuseto
make Sir John come after us so he can take him on his own lands and under his own conditions. | dunna
ken. His men are close-mouthed and appear to think highly of their chief. Asfar as| can tell, anything he
doesstswedl with them. I'll do whatever you think, lass. Just givetheword.”

Canddinn looked kindly at her brother. What did he think, he could do done againgt a clan such asthis?
He looked calm about the entire episode, like it was some great adventure he was having. Maybe he was
right. They redly didn’t know if Angus meant them harm. Maybe he wasjust trying to cal Sir John out.
Would she mind terribly if her cousin came to harm? The thought of an encounter between the two made
her shiver. It was not fear for Sir John she redlized, but fear for Angus. She was overwhelmed with
concern for his safety. What if something happened to him? Would she be able to bear it? Though he
seemed unconcerned with her cousin and his clan. Now that she had finally met the man that had stolen
her heart, she did not want to let him go. She dso redlized with their families disputing against each other
that nothing could come of it. Angus probably had hispick of dl the most beautiful women on theide of
Britain. What could he possibly seein someonelike her? The jealousy of al the women that had been
with him before turned her ssomach into aknot. Shedidn’t like theideaof hisarmswrapped around
someone else. She loved him and she would work to make him love her back.

It would not be so bad staying at his castle. She knew Helenaand Richard would be therein afew
weeks after their honeymoon and she would get to see her friend again. Even when they made their home
in Castle Strathness, she would still be able to see Helenamore often than she could previoudy. These
thoughts put aroser glow on her predicament and she looked back at her brother putting hismind at
rest.



"Wewill bide our time, Fergus. Perhaps you are right. Maybe we will cometo harm. And if we don't,
we have seen something of Scotland, right? We are traveling over land that was never safe to us before.”
Shetried to makeit sound asif it would be fun to go galivanting across the wet countryside with aband
of strangers. She turned back to her meal and started eating it now that it had cooled sufficiently, hoping
her brother would not question her further.

He seemed satisfied and smiled and nodded at her before returning to the fire to capture his own portion
of theevening fare.

Replenished, Candelinn began to redlize how cold sheredlly was. The wet had seeped through her
clothing to her skin and she felt her teeth chattering as she looked around for something to wrap about
her. But there was nothing to be had that was not aready wet or in use by the men gathered around the
campfires. Thinking about moving nearer to the warmth of the fire, she had not noticed Angus striding up
to her with aheavy anima skin thrown casudly over hisarm.

"Comewith me, lass. | have something to show you." He reached down and pulled her to her feet. Her
new vow to make him love her made her redlize the way she must look to him gitting like asoggy, dirty
lump upon the ground.

He wrapped the anima skin across her shoulders and led her in the direction of the horses. There, ina
secluded corner of the camp, was the MacBaron tartan hung from a pine bough asif for acurtain. She
looked a him questioningly.

"| thought you would like to get out of those wet clothes. | borrowed some dry ones from one of the
smdler of my men. I'm afraid even they will be much too big for you, but they are clean and dry." He
motioned to abundle lying under arug near the tree.

She was s0 touched, she was speechless. She could only nod as she walked around behind the plaid
curtain and began to strip out of her wet clothes. Her fingers shook as she stripped the leather jack over
her head.

"I’ll stand guard for you." She heard hisvoice on the other sSide of the barrier. "My men are not used to
seeing anaked druidessin their midst.” She could tell he was smiling by the sound of hisvoice.

She felt exposed with only awoolen tartan separating them. She bent and retrieved the borrowed jerkin
and hadtily put it on. The breeks were more difficult because of her wet skin, but once on she had an
extra handful at the waist to keep them up. She searched benegath the rug and found aleather tong.
Wrapping it around hersdlf it made the perfect belt to keep the breeches from diding back over her hips.
She wrapped her wet clothesin the rug to take with her. She took a deep breath and emerged from
behind the curtain to face Angus.

He wasleaning with his back againg the tall pine and immediately pushed himsdlf away and cameto join
her when she appeared. Without aword his hands were on her, rubbing down her arms and legs. When
they started massaging her body, Candelinn struggled.

"Angus, what are you doing? Y ou don't have to maul me!" she groaned from the pain. He had no idea
how strong he was.

"Hush, lass," he commanded. "If | was after awoman, thisis not the method | would use to woo her."
He continued rubbing her briskly, working hisway down her body to her feet. "There. That ought to get



the blood going.”

He had completely misunderstood her complaints but looking at him as he knelt beside her on the soft
carpet of pine needles made her redlize she did fed much warmer. Whether it was his massaging or his
nearness, she was not sure.

Angus stood up and threw the animal skin back across her shoulders, pulling her close under hisarm to
give her added warmth. His weight almost made her legs buckle but she cuddled near to him, enjoying
the warmth of hisbody next to her.

"Now you can retire without catching achill,” he added. He turned and picked her up to carry her the
rest of the way. As he bore her across the camp, she noticed a palet of animal skins tucked under the
edge of alarge rock in a space that appeared dry and protected from the wind. She wondered where he
would deep, for surdy these skinswere his own and without them he would spend awet night.

Fergus had seen the direction the chief was taking his Sster and started to stand up and object. Duncan
put his hand on hisarm to stay him and shook his head. There was nothing he could do, so he squatted
down again next to the fire. But his eyes stayed in the direction the two had gone.

She didn’t have long to wonder because he threw back the top skin and lay down drawing her in beside
him. She opened her mouth to protest but he put afinger over her lips

"Don’'t gart screaming, Candelinn. We carry no extraskins and the added body heat will do us both no
harm." He rested on an elbow, looking down at her. "Unless you want to deep on the wet ground, for |
assureyou I’m not going to."

Like afrightened rabbit, Candelinn was on her feet, hugging the fur to her that Angus had thrown around
her shoulders. Between her fear and her anger she stood sputtering, her eyesglaring in The MacBaron's
direction before she turned to somp back by thefire. She stood hesitating, glancing around at the men
aready curled under their anima skins. Fergus didn’'t even seem to notice her with his back to thefire.
Shefindly chosethe tree nearest the fire to Sit propped up againg it, saring into the flames, hugging the
fur around her shoulders.

Anguswatched her from his pallet, his eyes hidden in the darkness. She had spunk, thislass. Hewould
see how long it took her to change her mind.

Damn! The man made her mad! Hadn't he given one thought of what Fergus would be honor bound to
do? He surdly didn’t think shewould trade her brother’ slife for the opportunity to spend acomfortably
warm night in hisarms. Onelook at her brother’ s back convinced her that her brother would not have
done any challenging thisnight. It didn’t matter, Angus gave no thought to her circumstances just thoughts
of hisown. Hewas an arrogant, stupid, thoughtless rogue!

Asthe cold damp ground seeped through her borrowed breeks her anger cooled rapidly. She had to
honestly admit that she would have liked to deep curled into hiswarmth, hisarms about her. At least she
would be warm and dry.

She watched the two guards when they circled the camp, not realizing that when they returned
occasionaly to throw more wood on thefireit wasfor her benefit. Ordinarily they would have let thefire
dieout.

It was the wee hours before Candelinn’ s head rolled towards her shoulder in exhausted deep. The late



hours of the night before coupled with the restless deep had taken itstoll. She never knew when the giant
shadow cameto tenderly pick her up to carry her to the rock overhang and carefully cover her with skins
before pulling her to hiswarmth. Candelinn cuddled closer to Angusin her dumber. Her buttocks
wriggled againgt his groin and he groaned into the dark. He took deep breaths and tried to cool hislusty
thoughts. It was going to be along torturous night.

When hiseyesfinaly closed hisarm was around her wais, holding her back tight againgt his chest, there
wasadefinitesmileon hislips.

Candeinn woke as moist lips covered hers. She had rolled over on her back and was resting her head
on Angus shoulder. She opened her eyesto seethat it was the time between night and dawn, yet she
could see hisface was only inches above her. Her arms wrapped around his neck and added her own
movementsto the kiss. Their tonguesimmediately joined and the power behind the kissincreased in

passion.

He pulled her to the sde and did his hand down the small of her back, leaving atrail of scorching
sensations aong her spine. He released her mouth to kiss the side of her neck before shoving the jerkin
asdeto kisstherise of her breast. With shaking fingers he undid the jerkin to fall open and expose the
two full globesto his assault. The minute his mouth closed over one, Candelinn moaned aoud asfire shot
through her. Shefdt hersalf moisten down below at the junction of her legs and did that part of her closer
to Angus, fedling his hardened manhood pressing against her. He cupped her bottom and pulled her
tighter toward him. She moaned again and started moving her hips acrass him, making him groan aoud.
Helifted his head from her breast and buried it in the crease of her neck. His breath was hot and ragged.
All his other movements he had Htilled.

"God, Candelinn, you do not know what you do to me." His voice sounded like acroak. "If we continue
| will not be ableto stop from making you mine completely.”

She didn’t quite understand. She had been so carried away she didn’t careif they stopped or not. In
fact, her body needed some unknown fulfillment and she snuggled up to him, her pelvis once more
touching his swollen member. His hand clasped her hips and stilled her motion. "Lass! | would rather not
take you here on the ground for your brother and the clan to see. But if you don't liedtill itisgoing to

happen.”

Those words stopped her completely. She had forgotten where they were. "It' sdl your fault.” She
shoved a hischest. "1 can't think clearly when you do thesethingsto me.”

He chuckled, finally getting alittle control over himsdlf. "I am happy thisis so, Canddinn. For you do the
sameto me. | want you as | have never wanted another woman. And you will be mine. | have much to
teach you about the ways of men, lass. And | admit | will enjoy every lesson. Tell me again you love me.”

"l doloveyou." It would be stupid to deny it.

She wanted to ask when he would teach her the ways of men, but could not bring herself to be so
forward. But each time they were together it was harder to stop. Was he insinuating she was no good at
lovemaking and needed to be taught the proper way of it? It hurt her fedings that he would think so.
How was she supposed to know what to do if she had never done it before? He had his nerve to say
those things. Well, if he was so disappointed in her she would just keep her distance from himin the
future

Hethrew off the covering and brought himsdlf lithely to hisfeet. He smiled down at her, her hair in



disarray from degping and lovemaking. He knew that was what she would look like in the morning and
he wanted to take her in hisarms and kiss her again. But sanity won out.

"And do you care for me, Angus?' She wanted so badly to hear him say the words.

He ignored the question. "Y ou may have five minutes of privacy before we ready to leave. Be quick
about it." He amiled and turned and walked away.

When Canddlinn had her privacy and went to stand beside Fergus, she was more herself. She smiled at
him. There were questionsin his eyes but she ignored them.

The rest of the clansmen had aready started to mount when Angus crossed to her side. The day was
clear and the sun wasjust pegping over the mountains beginning to shine. There was moisture clinging to
Angus s hair where he must have been to the river to wash.

Candelinn wished she could have done just that instead of fedling disheveled from the previous night.
Anguslooked fresh and aert while shefdt adisaster without washing her face and brushing the tangles
from her hair. Sdf-conscioudy she tried to smooth the tangled locks away from her face.

Angus motioned for Fergus to mount with the men before turning to Canddlinn.
"Make haste, lass. We have along way to travel thisday,” he demanded.

Histoneirritated her. She stood her ground, fedling brave with Fergus only afew feet away mounted on
his horse. If shewas so lacking at lovemaking, she was not going to ride against him al day.

"I want to ride with my brother." Shelooked him directly in the eye, trying to read his thoughts but
nothing showed. Hisface was blank. Instead, he put his hands upon his hips and challenged her.

"Nae, lass.” That wasall he said but alittle of her bravery flew at the tone of it. She squared her
shoulders and tried one more time, her fase bravado till heard by the MacBaron.

"Then | would rather walk!"

What had gotten into her? Angus wondered. She had been more than fine when heleft her not half an
hour ago. Before she couldn’t get close enough to him and now she didn’t want to be near him. Would
he ever understand this wee woman, glaring up a him asif he had done something wrong? Wasit
because he had not admitted he cared for her? For God' s sake, would he be going through dl thisif he
didn’t care? The woman was exasperating!

The men were now al mounted on their horses surrounding Angus and Candelinn. They looked from
their chief to the fiery-haired beauty on the ground defying him. All of them to the last number admired
her for being brave enough to stand up to their chief recalling that he had told them she was a brave lass,
and indeed shewas. They did not know of a man who could have stood defiant against The MacBaron
and livetotel thetde.

The silence was deafening. No one spoke and only the harnesses clanking againgt the armor and the
horses snorting in the cold morning air, broke the eerie quiet. The huge men on horseback waited to see
what their chief would do to thistiny, strong-willed lass.

Angus stared into her eyesfor afew seconds, opened his mouth to speak, then changing hismind



clamped it shut and turned to gracefully mount his destrier slanding by his side. He should just pick her up
and put her on his saddle and be damned. But he admired her spirit and wanted to never break her of it.
Ashe comforted himsdlf in his saddle he looked up at the curious glances of his clan. He smiled hisusua
amile a the question written on their faces.

"Well lads. Y ou heard thelass. She wishesto walk. Ride on to the castle and we will follow. Let them
know a Glencairn that I'll be therethiseve." He moved his eyesto look down at her, openly mocking
her. "Or, if the lady walkstoo dowly, it might be on the morrow." He turned to Duncan, close a hisside
as aways. Hewinked and whispered so Candelinn could not hear.

"Have my mother’ sroom made ready. | think the lasswill have need of it by thetimewe arrive.”

Duncan laughed doud, as did afew of the men near enough to overhear, including Fergus. He well knew
how obstinate Canddinn could be once she’ d made her mind up.

"Aye, Sre. It will betaken care of. Seeyou at Glencairn.”
Fergus hesitated until he saw Angus motion at him with his head to go.

The pounding of mighty hooves shook the ground Candelinn stood on, while she watched al the men
save one, leave the camp. Her heart beating against her chest sounded as loud to her ears as the echoing
hoofbegts of the disappearing clansmen.

Shewaited for him to get back off his horse and come after her. Was he going to make love to her now?
But instead he leaned casudly with hisarm resting againgt the pommel of his saddle and spoke
softly."Well, lass. What are you waliting for? The direction isthat way," he motioned after the riderswith
his head. "Of course, if we take our time we will have another night to spend in each other’sarms. This
timewithout an audience.”

She turned and stomped off in the direction of Castle Glencairn. They made good time for the first hour
or S0, because Candelinn’ s anger helped to lengthen her stride as she hurried to Say in front of Angus
and hisdestrier following directly behind her every step of the way.

Angus smiled at the straight back moving in front of him. Oncein awhile an unladylike word mumbledin
anger cameto hisears. He heard the words "damn, rude, arrogant, obstinate” and "pond frog".We were
back to pond frog again. He was surprised that ayoung mistress of her breeding would know some of
the unladylike curses coming out of her mouth. Though the words were brash, it tickled him immensdly.
God, she was something! He admitted to himself that he liked her that way. When that little spit fire of a
lass bent to hiswill, it would be of her own choosing, not his. The expectation of that day made agtirring
inhisloins. It wasjust aswell she had her back to him, he chuckled, or theill-concedled bulgein his
breeks might cause her to run the many milesto Castle Glencairn.

The adrenainein her system flowed strongly, fed by her fiery temper, giving her the extraenergy to
cover the Scottish countryside at a brisk pace. Every now and then awayward pine branch would catch
her clothing only to be snatched away and left crumpled on thetrail behind.

Canddinn, her legs beginning to weary, continued to trudge aong, cursing Angus with each breath. She
did not reason in her mind why it was Angus sfault. If she had only kept her big mouth shut. Each time
her footsteps Sarted to lag, the nose of the huge stallion would nudge her on her way. Once when she
raised her eyesto The MacBaron, the mocking chalenge made her more determined than ever.



Though the air was cool, the sun begating on the back of her neck seemed unbearable after awhile. Her
feet felt leaden in the heavy boots and it took al her strength to put one foot in front of the other. Kicking
disgustedly at arock in her path, she struggled on. She thought she heard a chuckle behind her but did
not turn to seeif it was so.

Once when she passed a smdll stream, Candelinn ignored the presence of Angus behind her and
dropped to her knees, splashing cool water on her flushed cheeks and around the back of her neck.

Angus did from hismount and led the stalion to the Stream to drink, fedling atwinge of sympathy for the
dender lass bending low over the water. But it was up to her when to decide she' d had enough. He
would not sway her mind.

Going to his pack tied onto the horse’ s saddle, Angus withdrew apiece of dried venison. Hetoreitin
two, and approached Candelinn offering her apiece.

Candelinn looked at the outstretched hand. Her stomach ached for ataste of the food. Stubbornly she
shook her head and started walking away.

Angus remounted his horse, and still chewing on the venison, followed the straight back of his hostage.
They traveled on thisway throughout most of the day, neither speaking to the other. Angus watched her
stumble and fal many times. He wanted to offer her assstance, but kept his silence. Finally she stopped,
collapsing in aheap, exhausted.

"Damn!" Angusdid off hishorse and knelt beside her, ralling her over into hisarms. Hisheart caught in
histhroat at the tears running down the dirt-stained cheeks. He spoke oneword, harshly.

"Enough?'
Canddinn closed her eyes and nodded before hiding her head in his chest and sobbing.

Angus et out asigh of rdief ashe hugged her close. "Thank God!" He felt drained of strength from
watching her torment herself. Every time she had stumbled he had felt as though he were sumbling, too.
Hefdt her sobs become less againgt his chest and spoke softly, reassuring her that she should have no
fear of him and al would be well.

"What made you so upset? Y ou were dl love and passion this morning, then you refused to even ride
with me. What changed?'

Shedidn’'t want to tell him. He would probably laugh. Bit by bit her walls were torn down. Maybe she
was just too damn tired. Whatever the reason, shetold him the truth. "1 don’t know how to kissyou
right. You said | needed lessons.” Big tears ran down her cheeks.

Herested his chin on the top of her head so she would not see his smile. "God, woman! If you kissed
me any better | would never let go of you."

"Redlly?" her voice sounded S0 soft.

"Infact | dmost didn’t thismorning. And the lessons | was talking about were the thingsaman and a
woman learn about each other while making love. Y ou have no knowledge or experience yet and | look
forward to teaching you those things. Y ou are far from lacking, love. Next timetell me what’ s bothering
you. And that' s an order. Y ou know | would never knowingly hurt you." He spokeinto her hair.



He stood and picked her up in hisarms, gently placing her into the saddle before climbing on behind her.
He changed her from riding astride to resting sideways across his knees. He pressed her cheek against
his chest. Candelinn, exhausted, was gratefully aware of the support and comfort shefelt in hisarms.
Angus held her close and kicked his steed into motion. They would arrive a his castle tonight after dl. He
could not resist the dow smile playing at the corners of his mouth.

Seven

Canddlinn, snuggling in her deep againgt awarm shoulder, was vagudly aware of being lifted gently from
the standing horse while dogs barked their welcome in the background. Faintly, she heard the sound of
breakers on the castle walls and smdled the sdlt in the air as shewas carried upstairs and lain gently ona
soft, warm bed. A heavy woolen blanket was pulled up and tucked under her chin and soft lips brushed
againgt hers, before sound deep once more overcame her.

Shewoke with the sun shining in bright golden splendor across the bed. The anima skinsthat covered
the windows were tied back alowing the bright daylight and fresh air to flow into the room. The
refreshing breeze was cold and moved her hair againgt her cheek in its briskness.

Candédlinn stretched luxurioudy and looked around the strange room before putting her bare arms
beneath the coverings for added warmth. She exclaimed in surprise. She was completely nude in the bed.
Had Angus undressed her?

The man of her thoughts faced her across the floor, standing at a side door to an adjoining room. Her
mind wastrying to recall the night before and without redlizing it she pulled the wool blankets up tight
agang her chin.

Anguslooked gtrikingly handsomein agreen hunter’ skilt and awhite linen shirt |eft casudly open at the
throat. Sowly he crossed the room watching as the too large eyes recorded his approach with great
uncertainty. He noticed her knuckles turning white, clinging to the blankets pulled tight around her.

He bent down and kissed her gently on the mouth. When he stood up he smiled. "No need to be so
modest, love. After last night you have nothing to hide from me."

"Youdidn't!" she exclamed, her eyes growing wilder.

"Aye, | did. And enjoyed it immensdly." He chuckled.

"That was beastly unfair," she croaked.

"Aye, but not 0 beastly that | let my animal ingtincts take control. More sthe pity." He turned back to

the door speaking to her over his shoulder, asmileon hislips. "I had water brought in earlier if you want
to bathe. I'll have the chambermaid bring fresh clothes for you to wear. Better hurry. We break the fast

in haf an hour’ stime and | expect you to be downstairs." When he reached the threshold he turned again
to face her, bowing low. "My Lady." He reached out closing the door behind him.



Canddlinn sat up oblivious of the blankets now faling around her waist and stared at the closed door, his
mocking tone of voice ill ringing in her ears. The smple everyday words had taken a possessveform
coming from hislips.

"My lady indeed,” She scoffed. She jumped out of bed. She was rested, it was a beautiful day and a
feding of lightheartednessfilled her that she had never before experienced. She was captured by her
reiver and brought to his castle! And she wasfilled with happiness about it! Shewas nuts! But nothing
would take away her fedling of joy and she swung her arms wide and danced around her room in gay
abandon. She did not hear the outer door open until a soft, timid voice interrupted her twirling.

"M’ Lady. | brought ye some clothes."

Candelinn spun around to find abent frail woman, her asamsfull of feminine clothing. Her anger quickly
disappeared as she noticed the frightened eyes staring up at her asif she were mad. She amiled in
apology at the gray-haired woman whaose lined and wrinkled face was indisputabl e evidence of her many
years of age.

"| gpologize for my actions, madam. | assure you I’ m not an edritch. | am just happy to be hereand I'm
not out traipsing over the greens again thismorning. | did look alittle slly, though, didn’t 17" Shesmiled in
kindness hoping to make the chambermaid more relaxed. Shelooked asif shewere going to flee a any
moment. "Let’s see what you have brought meto wear."

She approached the woman and gently removed the clothes from her arms. The lady started to bow and
remove hersdlf but Candelinn stopped her.

"Please don’t leave. | mean you no harm. My nameis Candelinn... Comyn. Y ou may cal me Canddinn.
What are you named, may | ask?"

"Rowena, my Lady. Did ye say ye€'r name was Comyn?' Her eyeswere wide with astonishment. "A
relative of Sr John Comyn, mayhap?'

"Aye, Rowena, we are distant cousins. But fear not, there is no love lost between my cousin and myself.
It does seem rather strange, having a Comyn in the household, doesit not?' Candelinn jested, trying to
make Rowenamore at ease. The chambermaid shuffled her feet against the thick carpet, her head bent
low in embarrassment.

"Aye, my Lady. But the chief knowswhat heis about. ‘ Tisnot for meto question hisLairdship’'s
doings”

"Nor I, it seems. | would appreciate it immensely if you were to help me with my bath, Rowena. | fed
strange being in the home of The MacBaron. Would you be my friend, please?' Canddinn asked.

"Aye" shegmiled. "l would want to be ye'r friend my lady. Y e should be in the bath now, if | may say
s0, my Lady. Elseyouwill catch ye'r degth of cold.”

At that Rowenalifted her chin to smile at the lovely maiden standing in front of her ill nude asthe day
she was born. Thiswas a pleasant change over the English mistress Seton. At least the Laird had never
let her deep in hismother’ s chambers. This aone meant the lass in thisroom meant more to him. Shewas
happy that the Laird had found anicer, more beautiful Scottish lassat last.



Canddinn laughed at the gtrict reprova coming from the mouth of someone who had just moments
before had been meek and mild. Without further ado, Canddinn climbed into the water, now lukewarm,
and began to wash hersdlf. She felt more at ease in this strange castle with someone she could at least call
friend.

Candelinn came down the wide stone staircase and wondered where Angus had found such beautiful
women'’ s clothing. Perhapsit was from arédative or one of the women of the clan. The gownwasalight
gray wool, heavily embroidered around the deeves and bodice. It was trimmed with lace and seemed to
fit very well except for the bodice of the gown was alittle snug around her full breasts. How convenient
that someonein this cold place was dmost the same build. Perhaps around her own age. She would soon
find out. Perhaps they would also be at the medl where shewasto join Angus.

Duncan was standing outside the large, oak door to the main hall. He bowed and opened the door for
her. "Thisway, m'Lady. Sr Angus awaitsyou."

"Thanks, Duncan,” she moved passed him to enter theimmense hall where, gathered around the tables,
the Laird’ s guard aong with many more of the clansmen and her brother sat partaking of thefood asif it
wereto betheir last. Fergus hailed her from his place a along table.

"I began to wonder if you were ever going to come out of hiding, lass. That walk must have used up dl
your energy. | do not remember the last time you dept so late.”

"Good morning to you too, brother. If | am so late why are il eating? Does not the Laird have
something to keep you busy? No battlementsto walk? | must inform him how you love that duty.” She
was fedling too good to let Fergus spoil her day. She looked away from her brother’ s scowl to see
Angus beside her.

"Y ou look very refreshed after your long deep, lass. Do not let your brother get you down. He thinks
it sagreat adventure to be with awild band like this. Come, your mea awaitsyou. And may | say you
look very lovely thismorning?'

Hetook her arm and led her to the front table, sitting her on hisright. He sat down next to her and filled
her plate from histrencher.

"What' sthe matter with you, Sir Knight?" She questioned.
"Why do you think something is the matter with me?' he asked.

"Becalise you were never apopinjay asyou are today. It makes me nervous. ‘May | say you look very
lovely thismorning’ just isn't you. Areyou ill?

Anguslaughed. He had thought he sounded stupid too, but he so wanted her to fed a home. "Tch, tch.
Y ou need to feed yoursalf. Y our temper is showing, lass.”

"Hmmph!" was her only reply. She was very hungry this morning, having eaten dmost nothing the day
before, and made short shift of the food before her. It was al excellent and she redlized Angus must have
afine cook in hiskitchen.

"| thought you may want to ride over the nearby countryside and see what your new surroundings |ook
like" heinvited. "I’'m sorry | cannot alow you to go done, but if you want | have timeto escort you and
show you the scenery until shortly after noon. Or would you rather stay indoors with the other women



and learn the household routing?"

She knew he mocked her for it was as though he could see in her mind once more and knew that she
would like nothing less than to be once more a prisoner behind four walls. She dmost jumped at the
chanceto seethelandsin the daylight. All thoughts of escaping had flown. She was happy here and she
would see the man sheloved every day. Come what may she was committed to him.

"Y ou know | would rather see your lands, Laird, if | may?' Shetried to answer meekly.
"Angus. Cdl me Angus.”
"Okay, Angus."

"You'reright. It worries me a so when you are too sweet. We both know you will do what you damn
well please. ‘If | may’, indeed. He smiled and their eyes met.

She stared into his dark brown orbs and suddenly felt renewed. She returned his smile.

Angus knew the agony it would cause to ever keep thislively lassa prisoner ingde castlewalls. It would
be the cruel est thing anyone could do to her. And seeing the joy in her green eyes, he knew he could
never hurt her. Not this bonnie lass who had stolen his heart so readily. A lump formed in histhroat,
leaving him speechless. He simply nodded in her direction before he stood and stepped away from the
table. "I’ll be in the courtyard in aquarter of an hour. Bethere, | will not wait." He turned and started
walking to the door.

Canddinn stared at the back of Angus's head as he marched through the door. She knew he meant
what he said. She would be there or he would leave her. She knew she had no riding habit proper for a
lady to wear, so she decided she would search out the men’ s breeks she had worn the day before and
put them back on. They were more comfortable then the long gowns that always seemed to get in the
way. And if sherode astride, which was her preference, she knew that an unseemly amount of leg would
show. So the breeksit would be.

Canddinn joined Angusin the courtyard in the alotted amount of time and stood looking around the
outsde of the castlefor thefirgt time. It was gigantic. He could house severd score of men easlly insde
these gates. The clan MacBaron must indeed be huge.

Anguswaked over to her while Duncan finished saddling asmdl bay mare standing quietly next to
Angus slarge black stallion. A frown crossed his forehead as he gppraised her attire.

"What happened to your gown, Canddinn?' he asked sharply.

"I thought these would be more appropriate for along ride," she answered looking down at her dender
legs enclosed in the leather breeks of yesterday.

"Well, you thought wrong. Go and change. | will wait afew more minutes."

"But what difference doesit make?' She asked. "Besides, the gown isnot ariding habit, it will be
ruined,” she protested.

"If itisruined, there are others." He stated, dismissing her argument with awave of hishand. "I don’t like
you dressing likeaman." He raised his arm and pointed back to the entrance of the castle. "Now go and



change. Immediately!"
"What difference can it possibly make? | wore them yesterday and no one seemed to mind.”

"Canddinn, do not argue with me. From now on you areinmy careand | don’t likeyouinmen’s
breeks. It showsto much of your... your... You will not ride on my landsin that fashion. Go and change
or stay here. Y ou have your choice." So saying, Angusturned and strode over to his stallion and busied
himsdlf tightening the girth on his saddle, completely ignoring her standing there with her hands clenched
at her sides. Angus knew he sounded like an ogre but as much as he admired the dim hips of his captive
he did not like the way other men looked at her when she was dressed thus. He had never felt possessive
of another woman before and he did not like it one bit.

Canddinn hit her lip to keep from screaming at the broad shoulders turned away from her. "Damn!” she
muttered and headed back into the castle to change back into her gown. She knew it would it be useless
to throw afit of temper, because she gtill would not get her own way in this matter. And she wanted so
much to see the lands belonging to this powerful chief but more importantly, she wanted to check out the
land in case she found the Situation intolerable here and wished to flee.

Once outside the drawbridge, Canddlinn could see how the castle sat on aknoll overlooking the sea.
The castle was completely surrounded by water, making it an idand when the drawbridge was up. The
amdl of fresh sdt air filled her nogtrils and the sound of the surf gently dpping the rocks on the other sde
made her fedl exhilarated. The sea. How shewould love being so near the water after living inland for so

long.

Later in the morning, riding aong the shores of the seawith the wind blowing her hair back from her
face, she' d completely forgotten how angry she had been earlier. She still wasn't assurein her sedt,
riding Sdesaddle, but the sun and the air blowing through her loose tresses made her fed dive.

Angus kept his stdlion back gpace s0 asto see Canddinn in full view in front of him. Shewaslovely.
Nae, he corrected himself, not just lovely... shewas bresthtakingly beautiful. Her head was thrown back
taking the full force of the wind againgt her pink cheeks. Her hair fdling around her waist blew in the
breeze and tangled itself at her back. The purple of the mountainsin front of her made the scene worthy
of apainter’s canvas. She rode with the fluid grace of an expert. Her back was straight and she kept her
seat well. Not like those English women with their hair tied up severdly beneath their bonnets and their
restrained style of riding. They were afraid to let themselves go, to enjoy riding with the uninhibited
pleasure of this highland lass. He had to admit to himsdlf that she seemed more sdlf-assured riding astride
than sideways on the saddle and decided he would have to do something about that.

Canddinn climbed arugged path and looked over her shoulder to seeif he was il close behind her.
Shelaughed with abandon at the enjoyment of her ride, knowing that Angus was alone with her showing
her his properties.

Angus spurred his horse and soon closed the space between them to be by her side.

"Y ou gpprove of these lands which belong to aMacBaron, love?"

"Aye, they are very beautiful. But what is ahead over those hills? Shall | see them today?!

Hisrelaxed expression became one of stern hardness. Candelinn reined in her horse beside him and
looked questioningly at hisprofile.



"Nae" Angussaidin alow voice, hisattitude tolerating no argument. His tiff back forbade any further
discussion. He looked overhead at the sky, checking the distance the sun had traveled from the eastern
horizon since they had |eft the cadtle.

"It stime for the midday med. The otherswill bewaiting." He turned his mount abruptly in the direction
of Glencairn, leaving her to follow on her own.

Sowly he picked hisway aong arock-strewn path, winding from the top of the knoll, down to the
windswept beach. An auraof sullenness enshrouded him deep in his own thoughts.

The quick uneven steps of Canddinn’s horse broke the rhythmic timing of awalking gait asit sumbled
over an obscure root hidden benegath afine layer of dirt. Riding sdesaddle, Candelinn found she did not
have the control without both legs on the Side of the mare. Before she knew it, the horse lost its footing

and floundered over the edge.

Angus heard the commotion of faling dirt and whedled his horse about and found only an empty trall
before him. "Nagl" He roared in anguish spurring his great war-horse forward. Angus leaned high up
over thethick black mane asthe powerful legs grappled for afooting, the brute strength of his muscles
rippling beneath the swest-glossed coat as he surged up the hill, carrying the MacBaron chief at abresk

neck speed.

A battered heather bush, torn free and trampled, was the only sign of any mishap to confront Angus as
he scoured the way of the path with the eyes of a hunter. He approached the tattered clue and looked
ominoudy down the doping side of the knoall. At the bottom stood Candelinn’s mare, but there was no
sgn of her. Without hesitation he directed his horse over the edge, charging down the dope. His horse
skidded to ahalt and Angus legped from his saddle, his expression that of awild man as he searched for
some sign of theflaming red hair. Thelittle mare stepped forward, exposing the form of Canddlinn Sitting
on the ground, her back propped against alarge granite boulder.

"Canddinn!" Angus reached her sde even as he spoke her name, hisvoice reflecting hisgrim
expectancy.

"Angus?' Bright green eyes|ooked up, surprised at the tone of hisvoice. Helooked frightened.

Hisrdief knew no bounds. She was not hurt. Hiswhole being had been filled with fear for those short
moments. Now that shewasin his care, he could not bear the thought of losing her. His hands shook as
he lifted her to her feet and buried hisface in her neck. He trembled as he stroked her tumbled hair.
"Don’'t ever scare melikethat again." His body wasfilled with agony astheicein hisveins dowly melted
withthefed of her ssfeinhisarms.

Canddinn responded to hisintense fedings with womanly ingtincts. She wrapped her arms about his
neck, and clung to him, her head nestled againgt his head. As the minutes passed, Canddinn could fed
the pounding of his heart dowing to asteadier begt, but still he held her in atight embrace.

"Angus?' Shetilted her head to look up a him. "l fear there is no bregth left in me, you hold me so
tightly.” Slowly the great armsrelaxed, alowing her to dip gently to the ground, but not Ietting her go.

"l am unhurt. My horse stumbled and threw hersdf off balance. I'm afraid | am not asgood at
controlling ahorseriding sdesaddle. So it was partly my fault. We reached the bottom before she could
stop and | caught my gown on athorn as we crashed through the bushes." She removed his hands from
her waist and stepped back. "I was just looking to see what damage had been done. See?' she offered



the hem for hisingpection.

"Damn the gown!" He brushed it aside without the dightest notice. "It was you | was concerned abot,
not this miserable piece of fabric!"

"Well, asyou can see, I'm perfectly fine." She spread her arms and twirled gaily about before his
gppraising eyes, giggling lightheartedly. He did care for her. He would not say the words but it showed
on his face when he thought she had been injured. What awonderful favor the little mare had done her
thisday.

Suddenly she was caught and brought roughly againgt his chest. Hislips covered hers completely before
she knew what was happening. The kisswas brutal and demanding al at once. Passion flared ingtantly.
He kissed her again and again asif he could not get enough of her. Histongue was like scorching flames
asit grappled with her own. She was about to |ose hersalf when he raised his head to hold her in histight
embrace and stared over her head acrossthe sea. "Aye, you arefine, al right. Never must you scare me
that way again!" He had let go of her and stepped away, frowning down at her. Hefdlt like he had lost
ten years off hislife.

"But, | likethe end result, Sir Knight. That madeit worth therisk." She laughed up at him.

He cast her aroguish grin. "Perhaps we could stay alittlelonger. | know aquiet little glen not far from
here." Hetook afew stepstoward her.

"Oh nae, MacBaron," she skipped easily out of hisreach. "I’'m starving. Where' sthat meal you said was
waiting?"

"Who needs food when thereislove to be made?" he teased wickedly.

"I do." Candelinn countered saucily, turning her mare around between her and Angus so that when she
swung lightly into the saddle not too much of her leg was revealed to Angus when she wrapped her knee
around the pomme. "Come, I'll race you to the stables.”

Without waiting to seeif he would follow close behind or not, Candelinn spurred her mount. She would
never refuse a chalenge and thought that perhaps Angus would be the same. Maybe at this one thing she
would be able to get the better of thislaird. She bent low over the pomme, kicking her sprightly mare,
running as fast as she dared on a strange horse. She raced dong, the little mare’ sfeet hardly touching the
ground asthey sped toward the castle, the salt soray covering horse and rider with afine mist asthey ran.
But as Canddinn was entering the castle grounds Angus flew past her to turn and wait at the portcullis. It
was her turn to feel beaten. And the feeling was not near as bad as she would have expected. Shewas
not at all surprised. For Angus was aman fully capable of doing just what he set out to do, even if it were
winning ashort race againgt ayoung maid. She was beginning to realize that deep inside she admired this
mighty Highland warrior way too much. She thought back to the many times she had bested the other
men she had known. Compared to Angus they had been children. He was the only real man of her
acquaintance.

"Y ou ran agood race, my Lady." He reached over and brushed adrop of sat spray from her cheek.
"But not good enough to win." She amiled, her green eyes gtill flashing with the thrill of the competition.

"Perhaps next time [l plan my drategy differently, so | can beat you," she said asthey waked their
mountsto the stable.



"Y ou are asaucy wench, do you know that?" he teased.

"Aye, dre. So I've been told.”

"Hmmph," was hisonly commen.

He jumped off his horse and cameto her side. He lifted her down from the mare, his hands lingering a

her waist ashe held her gently in front of him. Her disheveled beauty, so pure and innocent, left him
spellbound and he stood staring at her speechless.

She rested her hands on his chest, moving her fingers down the center opening of hisjerkin. Her eyes
raised to his, looking down at her. "Thank you, Angus. For alovely morning.”

Did she know what she was doing to him with her fingers moving up and down his chest that way? The
woman was messing with fire and she was going to get burned. He placed his hand over hers and tilled
itsmotion. "Y ou’ re welcome. But dways remember you will never ride alone. Agreed?’

"Agreed. Let’sgo eat, I'm garved." Shesmiled a him asif shewould liketo eat him first. A provocative
gmilefull of promise

"Y ou are walking on the edge, you little temptress. Y ou, the innocent virgin, dare to challenge me? If that
look wasagauntlet, | gladly pick it up. Y ou are messing with thelion in hisden, my love.”

For once she agreed with him. "I had better hurry and change,” she said bregthlesdy. "I’ll be late for the
med." Careful not to look at him she gathered her skirtsand hurried inside.

She heard hislaughter echo across the courtyard and she entered the castle. "Thelion in hisden,
indeed.” It wasthe lionessthat was the stronger of the two, as he would soon find out.

Angusfollowed afew steps behind, his eyes never wavering from the petite redhead in front of him.My
God she sets my soul to burning , hethought.Let nothing happen to keep her from becoming mine.

His mood was pensive as she disgppeared from hissight. Angus didn’t want to rush her but with
Edward in England killing as many of Sr William Wallace' sfollowers as he could find, how did he know
if hewould have many tomorrows to spend with her?

Angus spent the afternoon training with hiswarriors, a constant exercise to keep them ready for battle.

Fergus found Candelinn on the way to her room. "1 would talk with you, lass.”

She looked at the serious expression on her brother’ sface. "Come, we'll just go to my room.” She put
her aamin hisand led theway. "Why are you not training with the men?"

"Because | need to talk to you Candelinn. This situation between you and The MacBaron bothers me
morethan alittle

They had reached her room and Fergus had closed the door behind them. "Candelinn, | have no way of
protecting your virtue! | am but one man againgt aclan of barbarians. And | am angry at you because you
do not seem to see the danger.”

"| fear no danger here, Fergus. | am more protected here than at Lochindorb. Angus wishes me no



harm."

"Aye, he does. Heis going to make you hismigtress. | hear the clan discussing it." He waved his hand
around the room. "Why he even put you in hismother’ sroom, right next to his."

"Hismother’ sroom?1 didn’t redlize." Shelooked around the room with more interest. She remembered
Angus coming through the connecting door and decided Fergus must be right. His room was probably
beyond that portal.

"Seewhat | mean! Sincel cannot fight the whole clan for you then you must help to save yoursdf." He
was pacing back and forth acrossthe floor, waving his handsin agitation.

Canddinn went to her brother and put ahand on his shoulder. "I’ m sorry you are disturbed, Fergus.
You'reright, I will move my thingsto another room thisday. But who knowsif that will still the passion
between us. Fergus, | love him. When | am with him nothing €l se matters. | care not whether we are
bound by the vows of marriage.”

"Canddinn! Don't speak thus," he pleaded. "Y ou’ re sure, thisiswhat you want?
"Fergus, answer methis. Would you rather live at Lochindorb than here?”

"Thereisno evil here, likel felt around Sir John. And | like the clansmen; they are al honorable men and
keep their Laird in high regard. Nae, | would rather be here with you, than with the Comyn clan.”

"Good," shesmiled. "Then let’ stake it one day at atime. Maybe nothing will happen to me. But
remember, if it does, it will not be rape, for | truly love the man and will have no other.”

Fergus nodded. His only concern was Sir Angus. How did they know he wasn't playing Canddinn for a
fool, taking alittle revenge for the kidnap and ill use of his kinswoman by one of the Comyn ancestors?
Heleft hissster’ sroom feding not much better than when he had entered.

Canddinn waited until she was done and stared at the adjoining door through which Angus had stepped
thismorning. Candelinn felt hersdf pulled asif by some magicd forcetoits porta. Her finger shook
agpprehensively as she reached for the large handle and dowly pulled it open. It swung easily oniits
well-oiled hinges, opening silently.

Her bresth caught in her throat, her grip tightening on the door latch. Her heart pounded uncontrollably
as she gazed about the large room. Heavy chests and wardrobes lined the walls, but the dominating
presence was amassive four-poster bed, its heavy velvet curtains pulled back, reveding the ornately
carved headboard, bearing the crest of the clan MacBaron. Heavy tapestries covered thewalls and arug
covered most of the floor. The room gave off an air of total masculinity. Thelarge easy chairs by the
firesde were desgned for aman of no smal gature. It was Angus s private chambers!

Canddinn cautioudy entered the room listening for any sounds of approaching footsteps. She could il
hear the clanking of weapons against each other in the courtyard and knew Angus and his men were till
training. She worked her way around the wall, gingerly touching the soft skinsand furniture with her
fingertips, asif inahaze. Therichly grained furnishings were like smooth satin to her touch. But till her
eyeswereriveted to the massive bed. Unconscioudy she moved across the floor toward it. Her am
encircled one of the posts, weakly diding down it until she sat on the edge of the bed. Her hand caressed
the pdts near her Sde, her thoughts wandering to the image of Angus reclining againgt the thick furs.
What would it be like to lie here with him, wrapped in his strong embrace, she wondered? A shudder of



excitement coursed through her body as she imagined the fed of his hands upon her.

Her dazed state of mind dowly cleared, redlity taking its place. Canddinn suddenly legped from the bed,
backing away from her disturbing thoughts. She quickly retraced her steps, damming the door behind
her, escaping from her yearnings. Her body desired that which her mind refused to acknowledge.

Candelinn collapsed on her own bed, awave of shame washing over her. Ferguswas right, she could
not stay this near Angus. His advances were becoming bolder and her own defenses were weakening
rapidly. Sheknew if he cameto her room in the night, she would probably not havethe will to resist his
advances. Her body trembled at the thought of histouch. She must distant hersalf from the temptation.
With acastlethis size, surely there was another room she could call her own.

Resolutely she stood and walked to the outer door. Determined to find safer quarters while Angus was
dtill training, she dipped quietly through her own door into the dim hall. Shewould find an empty
bedchamber as far as possible from the MacBaron chief.

Satisfied that no one was paying her close attention, Candelinn proceeded to inspect the upper regions
of the castle, searching for aroom that would meet her needs. There were severd leves, al connected
by winding stone stairways. Pitch-soaked torches lighted the narrow corridors as she made her way from
door to door through the smoky haze of the wall-hung sconces.

None of the heavy wooded doors were locked, making her access to them a ssmple matter. Each room
contained the furnishings of a bedchamber, their beds and chests waiting invitingly for its occupant or an
honored guest. Canddinn dismissed these rooms astoo rich for her needs and continued searching. The
way grew narrower the further she traveled from Angus s chambers, and the centrd living core of the
cadtle. At the opposite end of the castle she findly found the perfect room. It was deserted and dirty from
lack of use. She crossed the grime-covered floor and pulled the dusty skin back from the window.

Below her was the broad expanse of the sea, stretching to meet the horizon. The air was fresh against her
face after the musty contentsin the room behind her. The view was breathtaking.

To the right she could see the huge mountains gently doping down to the flat lands aong the beach.
Small white crofter’ s cottages dotted the landscape and sheep, grazing on the countryside, were but tiny
specks of white and black to her eye. It was a peaceful picture.

To theleft her vision was blocked by nothing but the rising purple mountains desolate and stark in their
intensity. Canddlinn wondered once again what lay among those mountains.What was it about those
hard, craggy hills that Angus didn’t want her to see?

She recdled the cold, amost angry look that had crossed his face and the way his mood had instantly
changed, when she had asked to go riding over them. What could have possibly upset him at her
suggestion? Maybe there would be run-down crofter’ s cottages or some of his people starving. She
brushed this asde as an impossibility. On their ride earlier in the day, they had passed many acrofter’s
cottage and all seemed in good repair and happy to seetheir Laird. He waswdll loved by his people. So
it had to be something ese. She shrugged her shoulders questioningly, then turned back into the room she
meant to occupy.

It was smilar to the room where she had spent the night before but smaller and the furnishings were less
ostentatious. In this room the bed was small and the furniture more austere. It was closer to the type of
room one of the chambermaids would deep in, rather bare and harsh. But it would suit her purpose. If
shewas going to avoid him successfully, thiswould be the most logica choice.



The rest of the day Candelinn spent cleaning the tiny room and moving the few clothes Rowena had
brought her into her new chambers. Thelight of day wasrapidly diminishing insdethetiny room asshe
finished and stood back to examine her accomplishments. Although it was till asimple room, it shone
with her effortsat making it tidier.

Candelinn looked at her hands now containing small blisters on the pams of each from scrubbing the
crude floor. She would never have dreamed of cleaning likethis. It just wasn't done for alady of her
stature to do menia labor. But it felt good to see the room and know she had contributed to its
spotlessness. And Fergus would fedd much better.

"God in heaven, preserve usl Me Lady, what have ye done?!

Candelinn turned to look at the shocked face of Rowena. She had her arms bent, her hands resting on
her hips and staring around her.

"I moved my room. It is nothing for you to worry about.”
"Doesmy Laird know?"

"NO.

"H€e sgoing to have ascreaming fit.”

"Jugt don’t mention it to him. He will never know the difference.” She came over to the elderly woman
and put her arm around her.

Rowena shook her head. "Aye, he will know soon enough and he’ sgoing to have ascreaming fit | tell
ye"

"Do not worry, Rowena. He will not be angry with you.”

"Tisn't mel’mworried about. Y e haven't seen the Laird’ stemper. But you will... aye, it sacomin’.
Will yelook at ye' r hands” The maid exclaimed taking her mistresses handsin her own. PAdm up the
blisters were swelled to breaking and Rowena gasped at the pain the lass must be feding.

"It s nothing, Rowena. Bring me some salve and it will take the soreness away." Her ssomach reminded

her that she hadn’t eaten in severd hours. "Rowena, could you please bring me alight repast. I'm smply
darved."

"But me Lady," Rowenainterrupted. " Tisonly ashort time before yewill dine. The Laird isback and is
waiting for ye downgairsin the hal. One of the maids saw ye coming in thisdirection and | wasjust
coming to give ye the message. Would you rather | tel him yewant to eat herein ye' r chambers?’

"No Rowena, that is not necessary. If you could bring me some fresh water so | could wash the dust
from my hands and face, | will change into something more suitable and be right down."

Rowenanodded and swiftly left Candelinn to start preparing hersdlf to dine with Angus. She shuffled
down the corridor, shaking her head. The lass had no ideawho she was messing with. She was going to
fed the Laird' swrath for sure.



Angus had been waiting for Candelinn for avery long time. He was about to go to her room to get her
when he looked up in time to see her descend the last few steps. With open admiration he watched her
graceful figure move toward him. The soft gold velvet of her dress accented her natura coloring and the
curved neckline of the too tight bodice dipped low over her full, round breasts.

Instantly Angus stepped to her side ushering her toward the table, his hand resting lightly at the small of
her back. He sested her in the place of honor at hisright and took his place, leaning toward her, giving
her hisfull attention.

"l hope you' ve brought a hedlthy appetite. The MacBaron'sdo like to est well." He smiled at her. He
filled her plate with food as he would a child. The venison and rabhbit stew, with alarge dice of the
rounded loaves of bread and a piece of cheese, for her first course.

She was s0 hungry she aeit al. She was careful however to keep her hands pam down, so the Laird
would not notice her blisterswith his ever-attentive look. Candeinn struggled to keep up the pretense of
cheerful banter with her hands tender and sore to the touch. Angus was happy she didn’t play with her
food the way some women did and the fact that her appetite was hedthy made him know she was
comfortablein her new home.

Tak flourished with the meal and soon Canddlinn joined in, readily accepted by the clan. Conversation
was spirited and when the occasiona remark concerning the Comyn’ swas brought forth either Fergusor
she managed to parry the thrust with wit and good humor. She wasintroduced to al the men at the front
table and was happy to learn most of their names. Once or twice her remarks were alittle sharp and not
atogether ladylike. But dways Anguslet her speak her mind and when she would look a him, daring him
to argue the point, expecting his displeasure, he answered with a smile and aslent toast with hisdrinking
cup, motioning her to continue on.

Asthedinner progressed, talk settled into one mgjor topic. Robert the Bruce and the crown of

Scotland. Candelinn found hersdf sitting back in her chair, listening with enjoyment to the politica
bantering between Angus and his men. Her concentration gradually shifted to the few women seated
around the room. All of them seemed much older, indeed they were of avery matronly dress and attitude
and sldom joined the boisterous talk of the medl.

Candelinn straightened her shoulders, taking a deep breath as she arched her back, easing the stiffness
from gitting so long on the hard chair. The aready tight-fitting bodice strained to the limit, barely covering
the pink of her nipples.

Angus bent low to her ear, his gaze riveted to the front of her gown, threatening to spill its bountiful
treasure.

"My Lady, whilel would personaly find the idea of viewing your delectable breasts without restriction a
most pleasurable pastime, | fear | would be hard put to hold my men at bay. May | suggest instead that
you take pity on this poor soul and breathe with alittle less profoundness.”

Canddlinn whirled her head in the direction of the mocking voice, nearly bumping his nose with hers,
gazing point blank into laughing dark eyes. A crimson flush brushed her cheeks as she sat forward alittle
in her chair. She opened her mouth to retort when Colin, one of the clansmen farther down the table,
brokeinto his chief’ sthoughts.

"Sir Angus, do you think the English will try to roust Sir James from castle Douglas?!



Angusfaced the interrupter, one of the younger, more adventurous of hisclan. "Aye, Colin. They have
tried before and I’ m sure they will continue until an English Lord residesin the Douglas stronghold. If
Edward could take over the Douglas s and the Bruces he would control the border.” He looked back at
Canddlinn, leaning forward primly in her chair, her breathing noticeably more shdlow. Therewas dtill a
pink blush to her cheeks. Hetried to put her at ease by bringing her into the conversation.

"Your cousin has a castle near the border aso, does he not, Canddlinn?'

Her eyesmet his, bringing her back to the question and temporarily forgetting her discomfort.

"Aye, my Laird. Daswintonis near the border.”

"Did you ever say there, lass?"

"Nae. When Sir John traveled to the Lowlands, Fergus and | remained at Lochindorb.”

"Aye, and Canddinn fair loved it when the chief was not in resdence. Did ye not, lass?' Fergus
interrupted. " She kept dl that remained at the hunting seat of Comyn in amuddle, trying to outguess her

next move." He chuckled a hisnew chief.

"Aye, I'll bet shedid. ‘ Tissomething | will keep inmind." Angus replied softly, watching Canddinn glare
inanger a her brother.

Shetossed her hair behind her shoulders. Anguswas quick to grab it, caressing it lightly with histhumb
across the back. His eyes stared into her shiny green orbs. When he pulled her hand to hislips he noticed
the barely discernableflinch. A dark frown descended upon hisface as he turned her hand over palm up,
for closer ingpection. The swollen blisters were reveded to him. A sharp gasp escaped Canddinn’slips
asshewinced in pain trying to withdraw from hisfirm grasp.

"What isthe meaning of this?' He demanded, examining the reddened blisters. "What in Christ’sname
have you been doing?’

Candelinn raised sheepish eyesto look directly into hisreproachful face. " Tis nothing serious. | but did a
litledeaning..."

"Cleaning?' His eyebrowsraised in indignation. "We have maids for any cleaning you may fed
necessary.” Tenderly he touched the painful hands. " Just what were you cleaning, anyway?' Heraised a
skepticd glancein her direction.

"My room," she murmured.

"Y our room!" He barely controlled hisanger. "Y ou are not here to do the work of aservant. Thisisyour
home now." A dow smile eased the seriousness of hisface. "Lass... sweet |ass. If thereisanything you
want done or desire, just say theword. But never, ever do thisto yoursdlf again.” A light kiss brushed the
injured pams, seding the sincerity of hisrequest.

He released her hands and stood up. "Duncan, | will meet you at the stables and see that new filly
you'’ ve been babbling about snce morn.”

"Aye, my Laird." Duncan beamed, heading out the door.



Angusturned to Candelinn. "Have Rowena put something on those hands. And then go to your
chambers and get some rest. No more work!" His voice brooked no argument and she only nodded.

Candelinn rose from the table after he had left the room and made her way to her new chambers. Alone
there she undressed, changed into adeeping gown and flopped down on the skins of her bed. Angus had
said thiswas her home. If only that could be. When she wasin his presence erratic things happened to
her pulses and her usualy sensible mind abandoned her, leaving her completely irrationa and unableto
cope with the smplest things. She looked at her pams where he had given them such atender kiss. She
wanted o to fedl hisarms around her holding her close. It must be because she was so tired from the
unused to labor she had done this day. Shewas just tired, that’ s what was causing her to have such
heated thoughts. Her body warmed just thinking of him. She closed her eyes and afeding of drowsiness
overcame her. Soon she was fast adeep.

Eight
A loud crash woke her. With astart she sat straight up in her bed. Angus stood in the reflection of the
fireplace that had burned low in her bedchambers. Hislegs were braced apart, his hands on his hips and
he glared down at her in ablack temper.
"What the devil do you think you are doing in thisroom?"
"l wastrying to deep.”
"Get thehdl up!"

"Don't curse at melike that!"

Intwo angry strideshewas at her bedside. She clutched at the coverletsin vain as he jerked them away
from her, throwing them on the floor.

"Now!" He yanked her from the bed, dragging her out the door, literaly pulling her down the hall one
step at atime. When they got to the stairs he picked her up and carried her down the rest of the way.
They passed afrightened Rowena huddled in the shadows, cringing from the savage wrath of her Laird.

Canddlinn heard her voice asthey passed by her. "I told you he was going to have a screamin’ fit."

Canddlinn could not help the grin that crossed her face at the ederly clanswoman’ swords. She should
be trembling in fright but instead she had her arms around Angus s neck and rested her head againgt his
shoulder. He smdlled so good. His hair was still damp from his recent bath.

Angusignored her and continued on till he reached hisroom. He burst through the door and kicked it
shut behind him. Without pausing for breath he stormed across the room and threw her onto his bed.

When Canddinn redlized she was not in her old room but in Angus's she got to her knees and moved to



the far sde of the bed, looking back at the mad man before her. He stared down at her with outrage
burning in hiseyes, hisbresth coming in short gasps.

"Wheat do you think you' re doing?"

Angus saw no fear in the woman whose eyes|ooked so innocently back at him. God, she provoked him.
"Y ou don’'t seem to like the bed next door, so you can deep hereingtead,” was his feeble answer. He
had gonein to kiss her goodnight and when she wasn't there heimmediately thought she had run away.
He had never known such pain at the thought of losing her.

"l wastrying to distance mysdf from you."
"Why, for God' s sake?'

"Because when you kissme, | cannot think straight. And al | could think of isyou... and the fact that
... wanted you to makeloveto me." Thereshehad said it all.

How heloved hearing her answer. He put his knees on the bed and came againgt her. He grabbed her
and pulled her into hisarms. His mouth covered hers with such hunger she could hardly breathe.

With her confession dl restraint disappeared and she wrapped her arms around his neck pulling his
mouth harder against her own. Her lips parted and her tongue entered his mouth to wrap around his. She
sucked at hisuntil it was fully into her mouth and heard him groan. He released her lips, dill holding her in
hisiron embrace. His breath was hot against her neck and he kissed her there. She bent her head away
giving him accessto silky skin. Her body throbbed with expectancy for the unknown she was aching for.

"I will dow down and take it easy, my love. | want this night to be one we will remember the rest of our
lives. You aremineand | will have you. I will wake tomorrow with the taste of you on my lips." Helet
her go and got off the bed to shed his clothes, leaving them to fal in a pile on the floor, never taking his
eyes from the woman in the bed. He left only his braies on so as not to shock her too soon.

Candelinn regarded the dark hairs on his chest as his shirt was removed, the strong musclesrippling in
his arms as he removed the rest of his clothing except for his braes.He was magnificent! What wasit
sheread in hiseyes? Wasit afedling of love for her? There was a tenderness hidden deep that she had
never before seen. A tenderness that was for her done. He pulled her to stand beside him as he gently
untied her nightrail and pulled it over her head tossing it on thefloor.

Shewastheloveliest thing he had ever seen. And he wanted her for dl time. Heran hishands
caressingly down over her body. "Y ou're exquisite. He opened his mouth but further words were
choked off with hisemotion.

He pulled her to him, pressing their bodies together before hislips found her mouth again. Histongue
plunged deep, tasting her sweetness. When his tongue withdrew hersfollowed it, never losing the touch
of it.

Hefindly stepped back to stareintently into her eyes. Their gasping breaths were the only soundsin the
quiet room. "Now you finish undressng me," he said softly hisvoice barely a croak.

She had felt his swollen manhood pressing againgt her body but her virgin mind was hardly prepared for
the protruding bulge when she glanced a hisbraies. Her eyesflew to hisin one small gesture of fear but
the glow in his eyes was somehow reassuring. Candelinn took a deep bresth before she reached out with



trembling fingersto hiswast to untie the drawstring in hislast remaining garment of clothing. She fumbled,
untying the knot, but he stood devouring her naked body with his eyes, not offering to help.

When the materia fell about hisfeet revealing dl to Canddinn’ s eyes, he gently picked her up to lay her
back onto the bed, hisbody crushing her into itsfolds.

He draped his knee over her as his mouth closed over hersin fierce possessiveness. Her heartbeats
camerapidly againgt his chest. The natural instincts of women since thetime of Eve took over and
brought them fresh and new into her mind. Her hands moved over his back, the muscles rippling beneath
her pams. Hislips continued to move passonately over hers again and again, each time with more vigor
and strength.

Canddlinn could taste the dight lingering flavor of theusguebaugh and the results intoxicated her, her
own mouth responding in away she could never have imagined.

He ran strong fingers over her nude body as she lay next to him. His hand caressed her breasts before
hislips moved away from her mouth, leaving atrail of firefrom her neck down to the firm mound heldin
his hand. Histongue teased its peak into hardness and he gathered as much as he could into his mouth.
Canddinn groaned with the fever to which it brought her. His passionate heat consumed her and the
building within her gathered momentum making her want to explode.

Hisfingersleft her breast, though he still kept the pesk in his mouth, while histongue raced back and
forth acrossits crest. He dowly edged his body to her side so his hands could explore dl of her perfect
body that had tormented his mind for so long.

Every inch of Canddlinn’s body was tingling with anew unknown sensation. An unfulfilled craving deep
within her crying for more. Her handsran lightly through the dark curly hair of his chest, touching one of
his male hardened nipples, hestating to fed again, arousing Angus more than her inexperienced mind
could dream. He groaned deep in histhroat.

When his hand did down between her thighsto rub firmly across the tender nub nestled in her silky
folds, Candelinn gasped at the pleasure pouring into her body. When hisfingers entered the moist center
of her being her body arched upward, searching for more. She thought she was going to faint from
pleasure. Her head rolled back and forth on her shoulders as his thumb rubbed against her nub driving
her wild. His mouth claimed hers once again with arapid moving tongue, teasing with its sensuous
movements.

At the moment she thought she was going to explode with this new and wonderful feding, Angus parted
her thighs and brought his body between her legs. She could fed the pulsating manhood, resting at her
entrance. He dipped himsdlf alittleingde of her and stopped.

Her body ached for arelease from thistorment and the man stopped. Shelooked a him and saw his
hegtation. "l loveyou," she whispered pulling his hips closer to the junction of their legs. "I want al of
you. Now." Shekissed him long and hard as her body arched upward to meet him as he plunged deep.
Hefdt thevirgina redtriction give way and her body gtiffen in the pain of first love. He stopped his
movements until she started to move her hips againgt him seeking her fulfillment. His body took control of
his movements and he held her buttocks tight as he plunged into her body over and over.

Canddinn took up the rhythm, urging him on. Theinitia pain had been replaced by an indefinable
ecdtasy. Her back arched to meet him thrust for thrust. Her senses were exploding. Her hands could not
bring him close enough and he dso seemed to squeeze her tighter into hisembrace, forcing himsdf as



deep within her as possible. Findly the heavens exploded and she screamed his name and she heard him
moan hers as the peak of their climax was reached together. They remained locked together for some
moments of time, waiting for the world to stop its spinning.

Their bodies dowly fell back to earth. His breath hot against her neck whispered to her in the old tongue
of the Gael, which she had never learned to understand. Candelinn knew they were love words and she
remained cuddled next to him. His heartbeats finaly dowed down to norma and he did to her side,
keeping her in hisembrace. He kissed her temple and his eyes absorbed her passion-flushed face before
he tenderly brushed a stray curl from her forehead. Findly he closed his eyes, asmile upon hisface.

Canddinn relaxed againgt him, her lids heavy with sexud exhaustion, asigh of satisfaction escaping her
lips. Making love had to be the most wonderful experience of her life. She wished she were not so tired,
for shewould liketo doit al over again. A fedling of contentment settled upon her as helay next to her
comforting her with Gaelic words of endearment. The mighty warrior had taken not only her body and
her virginity, but also the very soul from within her. Shewas hisfor dl time. With her cheek against the
soft down of his chest she snuggled deep into hisembrace, her arm thrown over his somach. She drifted
off to deep, dreaming of her knight in shining armor, the MacBaron tartan hanging from his|eft shoulder.

He made loveto her most of the night and once again asthe light of gray dawn dowly crept into the
room. It was asif his passions were unquenchable and he couldn’t get enough of her. Like he wastrying
tofill hiscup to last him alifetime. At lagt, findly content, he kissed her lips softly and lay back and closed
hiseyes.

Canddlinn awoke the next morning in the soft feather bed. She stretched her arms luxurioudy, keeping
her eyes closed againg the bright morning sun. A smile creased her lips thinking of the night and the many
hours of lovemaking that had passed between them before dawn had filled the room. Her cheeks grew
pink in embarrassment as she remembered throwing al caution to the winds and responding passionately
to Angus s expert tutoring.

She sat up and saw her discarded nightrail on the floor beside the bed. She reached for it and dowly
dipped it over her bare shoulders. Meanwhile she noticed that Angus s clotheswere no longer in apile
on thefloor nor anywhere esein the room.

Canddlinn knew by the angle a which the sun filtered into the room that she had dept overlate. Sherose
with a bounce, alighthearted tune escaping her lips as she crossed the room to ook out the window at
the MacBaron lands stretching before her. Today they were even more beautiful, for today they were
much closer to her heart. She knew it was al Angus s doing, thisfeding of contentment, but nonetheless
shefdt exhilarated.

Canddlinn decided to dressin the nicest gown that she could find before going down to encounter
Angus. Today she wanted to look her best. She smiled to herself as she went through the door to her
adjoining chambers. She was not surprised to find a bath waiting for her and when she opened the door
of thewardrobe to find her few pieces of clothing had miraculoudy returned to their former spot.
Rowena had been busy.

Bathed and refreshed, Canddinn walked down the hall to the door to the stairway. Before opening the
door to descend the steps into the hall she stopped to catch her breath and felt her hair to seeif it were
gill in place. Self-conscioudy she pushed open the door expecting to find the chief and his clansmen
gathered below her. But an empty room greeted her. Empty of people, with onelondly place set at the
head of thetable.



She went down the steps and into the room. She was curious about everyone' s absence and had just
got to her place at the table when one of the serving maids entered through the opposite door leading to
the cooking area.

"Good day to ye, me Lady," the small maid held her hands together in front of her. "Would ye be ready
to eat now?'

"Yes, Jocdyn, please,” Candelinn answered. "I’'m sorry I'm o late, but | am indeed famished,” musing
to hersdlf that making love dl night had certainly improved her gppetite. Patiently she sat at the empty
place waiting for the return of the serving maid with her food.

When dl was st in front of her she ventured to question the young woman.
"Did your chief eat much earlier?’
"Aye, me Lady. The Laird and the clansmen have gonelong since.”

"l presume hewon't return until this evening then?' Candelinn inquired, trying to sound nonchdant, and
not reveal her disgppointment at not waking in time to kiss him before his departure.

"Och, nae, me Lady. They will be gonefor severd days. A messenger came at dawn from Sir Robert de
Bruce, himsdlf. Even me own Archie has gone with the Laird to give aid. They will rout the English from
our Scotland bordersyet."

Candelinn’s heart stopped. He had gone to war! Whatever would she do if something were to happen
tohim?

"Ismy brother till here?!

"Nae, migress. He aso rode with the chief.” The maid sood nervoudy by the side of the table, wringing
acorner of her apron.

So the two men most important in her life had gone into danger. She did not like to be the woman left
behind to worry about her men. Thiswas atotaly new experiencefor her and her heart felt heavy with
anxiety and dread.

After only afew mouthfuls of food she found her gppetite gone. She found hersdlf leaving the room and
wandering listlesdy through the hals. Without redlizing where her footsteps had taken her until the cold air
hit her face, she was standing in the courtyard. Looking around asif coming out of atrance she saw
Duncan coming her way. His middle-aged form moved like ayounger man and he stood straight and
proud in front of her. Hisusual scowl furrowed his brow.

"Would the mistresslike to ride today?" She thought his voice sounded sharp.

"Areyou upset because you were left to be my guard, Duncan?"

"Nae. ‘ Tisan honor to be worthy of the care of ye, my Lady. The Laird knowswhat heisabout. I'll
saddle the horsesright away." Duncan turned and moved across the courtyard in the direction of the

sables.

Candelinn stood in isolation watching the clansmen that were ether too old or too young for bettle, going



about their daily chores. Each onein their turn gazing with admiration at the chief’ slass.

Sowly she gtrolled in the direction Duncan had gone and wrinkled her nose as she passed asmadl shed
with afence around it. It was where the chickens and eggs were used for the table and feathers were
being dried for ticking. From the squawking coming from inside the wooden shed, Canddinn knew this
would also be where the falcons trained for hunting were kept. The stench from the wet featherswas
stifling and she quickened her pace to meet Duncan just as he was coming out of the stables, leading two
horses. One was amare, asmadler version of the huge black horse Angus rode, except for the
stockinged white fedt.

Canddinn approached it gently, putting her hand out |etting the velvet nose nuzzle her open palm while
her other hand rubbed down its deek neck.

"She' sbeautiful!" She spoke asto hersalf but Duncan had silently approached her side and answered.

"Aye, sheis. TheLaird thought ye might like her. She was brought in last night from one of the other
steadings so we' d best keep the ride short so asnot to tire her.”

"Y ou mean she was brought to Glencairn especialy for me?' Canddinn questioned, a surprised ook on
her face. She was very touched that Angus would be so thoughtful. He was akind man.

Duncan’ s face showed no response and only agrunt came from his mouth. He bent over to cup his
hands to give her aboogt into the saddle. "Did ye not bring a cloak? The winds off the seaget cold this
timeof year."

Duncan, she decided, was the epitome of a dour Scot. Since she' d had no time to make ariding habit,
she sat Sdesaddle and was just settling the materia of her gown over her legs. "Perhaps | should go back
ingde and find something,” Canddlinn started to get back off the horse.

Duncan waved hisarm to stop her. He stepped through asmall door into the gatehouse. He soon
returned, carrying the familiar tartan of his clan and handed it to her.

"Duncan, do you have an extra bow and arrow? If we happen to pass some game, | would lovethe
practice.

He stared at her asif she were crazy. She read thelook. A woman wanting to hunt? But he nodded and
went back into the stables, returning with his own bow and arrow and a spare for her, which he handed
her.

Sheimmediately dipped her armsin the straps of the quiver and rested the arrows against her back. The
bow she draped over the pommel of her saddle.

Candelinn draped the woolen plaid around her shoulders and decided humoroudy that the MacBaron
tartans must be numerous to be so easily at hand when needed. But as the two riders crossed the heavy
timber and iron drawbridge, Candelinn was thankful for the sturdy wool and the warmth it gave her.

Duncan led the way, taking atrail unknown to Canddlinn. As soon asthey crossed the clearing, the gillie
turned sharply into the trees away from the sea.and its sandy beaches. The small black mare hesitated at
the swishing branches of thefir returning to their origina position behind Duncan. Shethrew her head
high, her nogtrils flaring, and pranced to the Side nervoudy, refusing to obey her rider’ s command. Gently
Candelinn stroked the deek neck, crooning softly to settle her. Sheturned her back down thetrail, then



retraced their steps at awalk. Candelinn’ s soothing words never faltered as she eased the snorting mare
into the edge of the forest. After penetrating the dense foliage severa yards, the forest floor cleared,
leaving athick brown carpet of needlesto cushion their steps.

In ardaxed position, with one leg thrown easily over the pommd of his saddle, Duncan watched his
young mistress gpproach.

"Yehandled her well, my Lady. I’ ve been watching from here thewhole of it and | can tell yetheLaird
would be proud.” He gifted her with words of admiration that did not come easily to him.

"Thank you, Duncan," She nodded her head in abrief bow. She knew what it took for him to say those
kind words and felt honored. " She salittle skittish yet, but we'll get dong fine." Candelinn bent over the
flowing mane, patting the black neck reassuringly.

Duncan placed hisfoot once morein the stirrup and turned his horse degper into the wooded forest.
Canddinn followed hisleed, feding grateful for being away from the castleinto thefresh air.

The man that was aways foremost in her thoughts popped once more into her mind. Perhaps Duncan
could answer afew of the many questions plaguing her.

"Duncan, do Sir Angus and Richard have any ssters?’
"Nae." Hedidn't even turn his head to acknowledge her.

"Are both their parents dead?' She knew the father had to be dead for Angusto be Laird but had heard
nothing about the mother.

"Aye, long since." He continued to stay ahead of her, hisback stiffening at her persstent questions.

"How did they die?' She asked, hungry for any information she could get about the man she had so
willingly made love to the night before.

Finaly Duncan halted his horse and turned in the saddle, adour look upon hisface.

"Perhaps, ye should ask the Laird, m'Lady,” he said sternly.

Canddinn felt she had been put firmly in her place for being so inquisitive. She opened her mouth to
answer but he had dready turned around in the saddle and his horse was moving away from her. She
clamped her mouth closed, and kneed her horseto follow.

When they were in the thickness of the forest, Canddinn suddenly heard the crushing sound of an animal
moving through the bushesin their direction. She watched asawild boar broke into view, heading
graight in their direction. Without thought she grabbed her bow and fitted the arrow, aiming and releasing
it with rapid speed. It hit the head of the boar at the same time the arrow from Duncan’ sarrow hit. They
were within an inch of each other and the boar died instantly. Candelinn was overjoyed that she had not
lost her knack. She smiled at Duncan, only to find him gawking a her with his mouth open.

She fought to keep from laughing at the poor dour Scot. He looked absolutely aghast.

"You aren't going to faint, are you Duncan?"'



"Aye, | may--1 am that shocked."

She did giggle then. "I have been known to shock men before, so you are not alone.™
"Doesthe Laird know you shoot like that?"

"No. And I'd appreciateit if we kept it our little secret for now. | would not make him upset.”

Duncan nodded and turned once more to stare at the two arrows sticking out of the head of the dead
animal. He started his mount once more, moving in the direction they had been going.

Silently they wove their way through the trees and around the wild berry thickets, crossing an occasiona
stream. Duncan did not offer further conversation, preferring instead to direct his attention toward the
passing scenery. Candelinn too, in respect for Duncan, rode in silence, admiring the beautiful countryside
belonging to The MacBaron. Golden shafts of sunlight filtered down through the dense evergreen boughs
touching the floor of the forest like spotlights. And each sunny spot boasted tiny white wildflowers
growing in clusters eager for the light. Tal huckleberry bushes tugged gently at her tartan asif bidding her
dtay. Severd times small woodland deer were startled by their silent procession and sped gracefully from
Sght.

Candelinn could see the bresk of sky ahead a short distance and knew they were returning to open
gpaces once more. She followed Duncan obediently, though reluctant to leave the peaceful surroundings.

The brightness of day blinded her momentarily as she blinked away the tears from too much light. A
quick look about her showed the Castle Glencairn on the far sde of the meadow. They had come full
circleand Canddinn, much to her chagrin, had not even noticed the direction in which they had been
riding dl afternoon.

"Duncan, you rascal. Y ou’' ve been leading mein acircle al afternoon,” she chuckled glesfully, dapping
her leg with her gloved hand. " Some woodsman | am. If Fergus hears of this... Duncan, promise you will
not breathe aword. He would never let me live it down." Shetried to bring afriendly atmosphere back
that they’ d had at the beginning of theride.

Duncan shrugged his shoulders noncommitally and turned his horse toward the castle.

"Duncan! Wait Duncan! Y ou must promise me." She galloped after him, dowing as she drew abreast.
"Come on, Duncan." She pleaded laughingly. " Spesk to me. Say you'll not give me away.”

Duncan' srigid features held their doubtful frown as he continued on unmindful of the nagging beside him,
plaguing him like aworrisome mosquito on ahot summer’ s night. At the drawbridge, he turned and
looked into mischievous green eyes, sparkling up a him. That was hisdownfdl. Thiscomely lass, egging
him on to humor was more than even an experienced warrior could fight. His mouth twitched at the
corner, which was the closest thing to asmile in many aday and the wrinkles around his eyes, degpened.
If the truth would have it, he could not bear to have his bonnie wee mistress shamed any more than she.

"I’ll say naught, my Lady. Never fear,” he answered softly. Then clearing histhroat gruffly, once more
painting the appearance of the dour Scott he portrayed, he led the way into the courtyard.

Candédlinn, once more lighthearted, followed the warrior into Glencairn. Her mood turned somber as she
dared at the cold forbidding wallsrising before her. 1t was so empty looking. Empty at least of the one



man that made it fed lessimposing.

Canddinn faced the direction of the cold mountains and craigs outlining the skyline and ventured to ask
her escort one more question.

"Duncan, could weridein the direction of the hills on the morrow? | would love to investigate that part
of thelands your Laird controls."

"Nae, lass," hisanswer was curt. "My Laird would have my head if | let ye ride among those rocky

crags
"But why, Duncan?' She braved. "What is so mysterious about those mountains?'

Hekicked his steed and walked him the last short distance to the stable, once more ending the
conversation abruptly. There was nothing for Candedlinn to do except follow him.

Damn! Shethought.I’ m going to ride those mountains if it’s the last thing | do! Shetook onelast
look over her shoulder at the snow-covered peaks, and closed the gap to reach Duncan’ s sSide before
they dismounted. She handed the reinsto the stable boy and walked sadly toward the castle.

~%* <

Angus stood beside his friend, James Douglas, beneath the canopy of the treesin the forest surrounding
the Douglas ancestoral home. Their clansmen, till mounted behind them, remained silent and readly,
awaiting The Douglas's command.

Jamie Douglas, as hewas caled by his close friends, looked with reminiscence at the Douglas Cadtle, its
stone wals reaching into the misty fog. His gaze took in the surroundings where he had lived and played
asachild--theKirk of St. Bride, erected in honor of hisfamily’ s saint; near the kirk lay the smdl village
of Douglasdde, till dumbering in the early daylight, the mist hanging heavy over the rooftops. Silence
prevailed except for the Douglas water, anarrow burn, rippling through the quiet barony.

Angus knew what his friend was thinking and his heart ached for the loss. Jamie had caled and he and
his men had responded. That initself would let this Highland chief know hisfriend waswith himinthis
heartwrenching deed.

The Douglas seyesfell on asmal cottage near the castle grounds at the edge of the wood. It wasthe
home of Thomas Dickson, hisfather’s old and trusted servant. He looked over his shoulder and silently
motioned one of his clan to dismount and come to his side. When he approached, James pointed to the
Dickson cottage.

"'Someone should inform Tommy what we are about this day, so hewill not be harmed.”

"Aye, Sir James. | will seeto it mysdlf.”

"Tdl him that we will attack when the English leave the kirk of St. Bride after services. Thereisaquarter
of amile of clear ground between the kirk and the castle gates so we will have them in the open. The cry
of the Douglas dogan will be the warning. Heisto make certain that none of the loyal Douglas followers
goto kirk thisday. If they want to pray, tell them to do it afterwards when there will be aneed.”

"Aye, m’'Laird." The man a his side nodded before turning and disappearing into the wood, working his



way toward the side closest to the servant’ s whitewashed cottage.

The morning seemed overlong and the men of both clans, having dismounted, sat quietly under the
ever-dripping branches of the trees. Even the sky was foreboding with its heavy clouds hanging close
over Douglasdde.

James Douglas |ooked at the man standing by his side and placed a heavy-gauntleted hand upon his
shoulder. "Angus, my friend, | want you to know | am honored by your presence beside me. | will never
forget thisthat you do by my side.”

Angus put hishand on top of hisfriends. "l just wish therewasmore | could do.”

Both men turned and watched while the castle gates opened and a procession of some two score men
walked in thedirection of the kirk. The time passed with interminable d owness while James and Angus
and their kinsmen waited for the doors of the smdll kirk to close behind its members. Once the enemy
wasingde and hidden from view, James motioned the clans behind him to move out of hiding. Stedlthily,
they moved one at atime, across the uneven ground to the kirk. They would wait for the serviceto finish
and stay hidden until the entire English process on was once more in the open on the way back to the
cadle.

Angus leaned againgt the cold walls, waiting for the sound of the opening of the doors. He and hisclan
were on one Sde of the kirk and The Douglas and his clan on the other. Once the English were out of the
kirk they would be surrounded on two sides.

The swinging doors drew his attention once again to the moment at hand. He jerked his head back
sharply so as not to be seen around the corner of the kirk. The Englishmen, deep in conversation with
each other, did not notice the score of tartan clad men from the two clans at their backs.

The leader of the clan Douglas did not see the bent frail figure of Thomas Dickson until it wastoo lateto
warn him. He was coming across the open space of ground waving his sword in his hand, bellowing, "A
Douglasl A Douglas!" Before James could echo the call to dert hismen, an English soldier had pulled his
sword and dain the ederly servant.

Hatred raged through both chiefs asthey led their men into the fray. Their mighty armswere quick and
deadly asthe Scottish warriors charged into their midst swinging their heavy claymoresat dl sdes. The
clans combined made fast work of the few Englishmen not dready dain by the two leaders.

When the fracas ended, of those that remained dive, most were wounded. Eight frightened Englishmen
were led at sword point toward Castle Douglas.

The gates of the castle had been left stlanding open, making it easy for the two Lairdsto enter with their
prisoners. The only remaining occupants within the castle were the Scots porter and cook, forced into
sarvice by theinvading English. Busy with their duties, they knew not of what had happened inthe
kirkyard. The cook was busy preparing the midday meal when the Scottish warriors entered and The
Douglas was more than happy to take over theroll of host in his own home. The men had survived days
on bannock cakes, usguebaugh and fresh spring water and their gppetites fairly screamed with the odor
of freshly cooked mest.

James sat at the head of the table with Angus on hisright, filling their somachs once more from the
Douglas cdlar. The men around the tables were boisterous over their victory, eating and drinking aplenty
asthey hurled insults a the prisoners chained together in the corner of the room.



Once sated, James Douglas relaxed back into his chair thinking what must be done next. He faced
Angusat hissde. "It'san empty victory thisday. It will just be amatter of time before more of the
English will come with greater number and stronger reinforcements. ™

"Aye, ‘tisso. Evenif you could hold your own, they would wait until you were gone helping The Bruce
once again to take it back away from you. | would wish it were not so," Angus replied.

The decison lay heavy on Jami€ smind and stuck like bile in histhroat. He had promised Sir Robert the
Brucethat he would give him alegiance with hislifeif need be to see him on the throne of Scotland, and
he would keep hisword. He and Angus had both sworn fedltiesto The Bruce. He glanced once more at
hisfriend taking along swallow of hisde. At least Anguswas not bothered by these damnable English,
congtantly trying to take over hislands. Jamesrealized he could not help Sir Robert and protect his lands
at the sametime. He could not bein both places at once. So, since the Castle Douglas was not safe with
him gone, he would make it impossible for any Englishman to reside there. Never again would an
Englishman livein hisancestral home.

A crue amiletwisted his mouth as he sat drinking from his cup. Abruptly he sat foreword, pounding his
fist onthetable.

"We are going to razethis castle, my lads. But fird... we are going tofill the Douglaslarder, toitsbrim.”

"Here, here!l" echoed the men, not yet fully understanding the words of their chief. Angus understood
however and felt a heavy burden settle over his shoulders. May God never force him to make such a
decison.

James ordered everything that was easily transportable carried out of the castle and taken to a place of
safety. Gold, slver, clothing, some furnishings, ammunition, and armour, the things that would be of
greatest use and need. Next he ordered dl the bins containing grains, corn, med and malt opened and
their contents dumped into the cellar of the castle,

When the last storage bin was empty, the prisoners were brought forth. They stood huddled together at
the door leading down into the dark regions of the cellar fearful of what was about to take place. One by
one they were put to the sword and their corpses thrown down the steps, their blood mixing with the
grain below them. Their carcasses sank beneath the layer of corn, like bodiesin abog of quicksand.
Each man had been put to death by the Douglas chief himself, feding somewhat revenged for the death of
Thomas Dickson, afrall old man that could not have possibly defended himsalf. James then commanded
the heads of the barrels and puncheons to be knocked out, letting the liquid of ae and wine mix together
asit ran over the carnage. Last of dl he dumped dl the sdt into the pit, making it al together unusable for

the enemy English.

An eerie camness settled upon the men asthey gathered about the chief of the Douglas clan, The
MacBaron standing by hisside. For several minutes James Douglas stood motionless, his back to them,
his stance straight and proud as he stared into the open hole, his expression dark and unrelenting as he
viewed the gridy scene of destruction below him.

"Clear the cadtle," he said, atone of findlity in the quiet timbre of hisvoice. " Tistimetofireit." A bitter
hatred burned in his soul. Hatred for King Edward, for the invading English soldiers, and sorrow for the
home he was abouit to |ose because of them.

The servantsfled the castle as the clansmen splashed oil on every burnable surfaceingdeitswals. With



the remaining ail, they soaked the torches, setting them alight.

Angus watched while James done took severd torchesin hand and walked up the stepsfor the last time
and threw them inside the front doors of the castle. He waited asthey caught, sending the il fed flames
rgpidly throughout the castle.

James stood at the door, his features devoid of expression until the intense heat drove him back to the
courtyard. It was done. There was nothing else he could do. He turned his back on the blazing inferno
and ordered his men to mount. He shook Angus's hand and pounded him on the back, but uttered not a
word. Without looking back at the fires that were lighting the sky, James kicked his steed into agalop,
ydling over hisshoulder to hismen.

"To Annandale! To thead of Robert the Bruce!" He sdluted Angus as his men aso headed north.

"To Glencairn, lads! | would like to be home!" Angus kicked his steed into motion leading his men away
from the tragedy behind them.

Canddinn wandered the halls of Glencairn amlesdy. Her only companions were the great watchdogs
who had befriended her with unnatural easiness and padded quietly at her Sde. Her hands rested on their
craggy heads, asthey accompanied her through the echoing corridors of the deserted castle. With careful
deliberation she memorized the shidds of dl the dly clans hanging from the walls. Each shield boreits
own colors and crest. She spent hours studying the intricate embroidering on the tapestriestelling of the
history of the clan MacBaron and their many heroic battles.

It did not take long for the over-active Canddinn to become completely bored within the confining walls
of granite.

Thewomen of the clan, with the exception of Rowena, were dtill alittlein awe of the Comyn lasswho
wandered through the castle halls and chambers. Except for a nod when encountered, few words had
passed between them. If she could only convince them that she was not the enemy her last nameimplied.
Canddinn was a so aware that by now they knew she was not the lady of the manor, but their chief’s
mistress. The cleaning maid had undoubtedly spread the word of her night in the Laird’ s bed. Her own
unmade bed would have been evidence she could not deny. Through no fault of her own she would never
be honored astheir Lady. That honor was saved for the Laird’ swife only. She must earn their respect
and friendliness, she knew wdll, but Angus did not makeit any easier for her.

She wandered to the window and looked out over the waves of the searippling with the incoming tide.
Shetrailed her fingers dong the window’ sledge, and envisoned thetall proud warrior astride his
powerful destrier leading his men into battle. That he was amighty warrior she was convinced but
anything could happen on the fidd of war. She would not think of what life would be like without him.
Sheforced those thoughts from her mind immediately.

Perhaps aride would calm her restless spirit. It was acold grey day but she was undaunted. Even achill
was better than being cooped up in the confines of the castle. Her prison walls were stifling to one who
was accustomed to her own pursuits. She missed Angus. She even missed Fergus. At least hewas
family, someone that she could talk with fredly.

She crossed the room to a cupboard built into the walls, and opening it, removed the man’ s breeks she
had kept there since her arrival. She threw them on the bed, and quickly undressed and donned the



breeches, shirt and boots. She threw her hair behind her shouldersin a gesture of defiance and strode out
the door. She could imagine the shocked look on Duncan’ s face and chuckled mischievoudy. With his
chief gone he would be powerlessto stop her.

The last time she had gone riding, she' d spent the entire day following the dour Scot about the
countryside. Dressed in the attire of aproper young lady she had been forever rescuing her long skirts
from the clutching branches of the busheslining the path. She skipped lightly down the sairs, her green
eyes sparkling as sheimagined the ook of consternation she would cause onthe gillie sface.

"Hah!" she scoffed doud, letting the front door swing closed behind her. She could hardly wait to see
Duncan’ sface. Hiseyeswould fairly pop out of his head. The old curmudgeon! She hummed ajaunty
tune as she crossed the courtyard in anticipation of confronting her guard.

In the stable, the only shocked ook she received was from the wide eyes of the stable boy. While he
saddled her mare, he kept glancing a her over his shoulder only to quickly turn away, his cheeks pink
with embarrassment at her boldness.

Duncan had not yet appeared when Candelinn was mounted and ready to leave. Shelooked around at
the empty courtyard, anideaforming in her mind. If she could just get through the gate without being
stopped she would be able to ride straight south to the mysterious mountains. She pulled the tartan over
her head like ahood and steadily walked her horse toward the gate, holding her breath as the portcullis
opened with aggravating downess. Once across the drawbridge she would be free. Freeto ride where
she pleased. Free to gallop across the moors as she used to do without Angus or Duncan on her trail.

Once away from the castle she threw back the hood of the MacBaron tartan, setting her flowing,
copper-hair loose. The breeze blew frosty off the se, refreshing in its crigpness. She shook her head
with abandon, taking thefull force of the gusting wind in her face. She spurred the black mareinto a
ground covering canter, setting her direction for the mountains jutting againgt the grey-clouded sky.

Oblivious of the cold, Canddlinn rode her mare continuoudy southward and climbed the grassy brae at
the base of the ominous mountains before her. The rugged terrain grew more chalenging to the nimble
footed horse. Candelinn pushed forward, picking her way down the steep sides of agorge no longer
passable by the bridge, long since deteriorated to splinters of rotted wood, hanging precariously by a
single strand of raveling rope. Forced to dismount by the sheer stegpness of the far Sde, shefollowed the
little mare, letting her pick her way to the top using her tail for ahand hold on the nearly vertical climb.
Once more on acrest of the rise she remounted. It was like exploring awild deserted land. The few
sheep she sighted were stragglers from other herds and now in their wild state they kept their distance.
The only sounds accompanying her journey were the steady besats of the mare’ s footsteps on the rocky
path. To aless stawart soul, the quiet would have been unnerving.

Thetrail was uneven and strewn with sharp boulders. She passed through a copse of birch bordering a
swiftly flowing stream. The branches of the trees dripped freely with the heavy mist that had started to
settle around her. On shetraveled, asif pulled by alodestone. She must find out the secret of these
mountains. The purple heather on the smooth and breasted hills was the only color except for occasiond
clumps of bright anemonesthat clung to the crevices of the rocks. The blues and violets of the mountains
as she climbed seemed to blend with the darkening sky. The force of the wind increased, whipping her
hair into atangled frenzy. Therain began to fal in earnest, soaking through her clothing in amatter of
minutes. Stubbornly she trudged ahead.

Candelinn kept sight of the sea, dways bearing in the same direction so she would not becomelostin
her strange surroundings. The air turned icy, blowing against her cheeks, turning them red and chapped.



The rain-drenched tartan hung limply around her shoulders. Her hair clung to her cheeksin damp tendrils.
The smdl of crushed wet rushes, sweet-soaked heather and peaty mud filled her nogtrils. She shivered as
she looked back to see that a blanket of fog had descended behind her, completely blocking her way
home.

"Damn!" She swore out loud. Now she was stuck in this God-forsaken place until the mist blew away
with the sea breezes. Surely somewhere nearby on the side of this mountain there would be acrofter’s
cottage or shepherd' s hut to take refuge in. Not too far ahead she saw a high cliff looming high into the
fog, threatening to cut off her path forward. She urged her mare dowly around its base, being careful not
to dip on the rain-dickened rocks. Candelinn looked up searching for some break in the low-lying
clouds. If she went high enough, perhaps she would be out of the mist and more able to see her way, she
reasoned. Then she could find shelter of some sort and wait out the night’ s ssorm. Darkness rapidly
surrounded her and she dismounted, leading her horse dong the unfamiliar path. The mare had become
jumpy and nervous as they continued to climb the black hillsto snow level and Canddinn stopped severd
timesto rub her nose and pat her neck reassuringly, her gentle voice soothing the frightened anima.

Patches of snow dotted the ground and Candelinn redlized that all too soon the rain would change to
snow and her need to find shelter was becoming more and more urgent. Once more she climbed onto the
mare' s back, the cold wet saddle adding to her misery. Nearing the crest of aparticularly rugged ridge,
the solitary cry of the curlew cut the air and scared the horse, causing her to rear. Candelinn was caught
off guard and shefdl with a thud onto the wet turf. Unharmed, but shaken, she lay there hearing the
hooves of the horse gathering speed asit traversed back down the mountainsde. She sat up and looked
around, catching sight of a huge white cross standing deek againgt the black hills. It stood like a beacon
aone on thetop of the mountain. Nearby alarge lip of rock overhung from the mountain, forming a
ledge. If she could get there, it would provide her with shelter under its edge until the rain stopped. On
wobbly legs sheroseto her feet and doshed through the soggy, smelly peet to reach her destination. She
had to climb alittle higher to reach the shelter and she scratched her tender hands against the rocks as
she scrambled over them.

The cross was farther away than she had first thought, but always she kept sight of it as sheinched her
way forward. On hands and knees she crawled under the stone roof and collapsed in adry spot asthe
first flurries of snow whipped at the entrance to her cave in the ever-increasing force of the wind. Though
her place had been dry, the moisture from her clothing soon dripped into the dirt making it as
uncomfortable asit had been out in the open. Tears of despair ran down her cheeks. Would she ever
learn? Every time shetried to defy Angus something unpleasant happened to her. If hewere only here
now she would never go againgt hisword again. She sobbed into her hands, her body dumped againgt
the ground in anguish. She didn’t hear the call thefirst timeit echoed up the mountainsde. When she
raised her head it was asif she could not believe her ears.

"Canddinn!" Her name was called, muffled by the howling of thewind. " Canddinn!"

"Angus" She screamed with avoice shaking from chill. Candelinn crawled out from under the boulder to
gand in the gusting snow.

"Angus! I'm herel By the crossl" She stared into the blizzard-driven snow blinded by the frozen flakes
ginging her eyes. The black stalion, bearing the tartan-clad chieftain materialized in the blowing curtain of
snow, standing like giants againgt the white background.

When he stepped down from his horse she ran, stumbling across the uneven ground to where he stood,
her arms thrown wide to embrace the man she loved who had come to save her from certain degth. But,
instead of returning her embrace of love he clasped her forearmsin his strong hands, hisfingers bruising



her tender flesh and shook her soundly.

" told you not to come up here! What in the hell do you think you' re doing? Y ou crazy littlefool! |
ought to thrash your impudent hide!" He pulled her up againgt him, then he would start shaking her again.
He shook her so vehemently Candelinn was certain shewaslosing her head asit bobbed back and forth
on her shoulders. She had never seen him so angry. Tearsrolled off her cheeks, full of sorrow for herself
and her predicament. She was pulled once more againg him, crushed in hisarms, so tightly she could
barely breathe. But, oh, it felt good to fed him embrace her. Then she began to get mad at the way he
had treated her.

"It sreassuring to my mind, Laird, to know you missed me and are happy in your heart to see me again.”
She jerked out of hisarms and Sarted to walk away from him. She didn’t seethe painin his eyesthat
reached to the depths of his heart. She had taken only afew steps before ahand of sted grasped her arm
to whirl her around into hisarms. He held her close, saying nothing for several moments before rdleasing
her just enough to stare down into her face.

"Why, Candelinn? Why did you come into these mountains?' His voice was soft but she knew hisanger
hadn’t completdy vanished yet.

"l just wanted to see what these mountains held." She whispered into his chest. "I’ ve been riding dl day
and | didn’t see one single thing. What is so mysterious about them that you and Duncan were so
absolute about keeping me away?"

He clasped her shoulders and turned her around to face the cross standing like a foreboding omen
againg the dark sky.

"Takealong look, Canddinn. That iswhy | refused to alow you to climb these hills. They are dangerous
beyond belief. A man waskilled over that dliff. A man who had ridden these mountains many timesand
knew their dangers." The sudden change in hisvoice caused Candelinn to raise her head upward, looking
into hisdark brown eyesfilled with emotion.

Angus continued on, hisvoice low and tense. "He was hurrying late one night, to reach the bedside of his
wife who wasin labor delivering their second son. It was a night such as this when the wind blows cold
off the seaand the snow blocks the view so that vigibility isimpossible. But ill he braved it trying to
return to her sde. Heloved her beyond danger. Beyond thinking clearly. Otherwise he would never have
been so foolish. His horse reared when something scared it or dipped on the rocks. We will never know,
but both he and the horse went to the bottom of the ravine, not to be discovered for three days." His
voice was almost awhisper, barely heard over the sound of the storm. His face had turned aswhite as
the snow that dtill fell heavily and lay like acushion at their feet. "Hiswife grieved for him so deeply that in
spite of the two sons he had left her, she died within amonth of a broken heart.”

Canddinn turned in hisarms, holding hersdf nearer, her hands resting on his chest. She knew the answer
but had to know.

"Who was he?'
"My father."
Her back stiffened asif he had just dapped her.

He stared at her. "Now do you see why | have forbidden you this journey, lass?’



She gazed up a him, blinking away the snowflakes gathering on her lashes. "Why didn’'t you tdl me?"
She loved this proud MacBaron. Shetook a step closer to him bringing their bodies together. Slowly she
raised her arms entwining them about his neck. She rested her cheek againgt the wet tartan at his chest.

"I should not have to explain, Canddinn. You should do as| say. | anyour Laird." He pulled her tight
agang him.

Only Angus would think that was a suitable answer . She didn’t have the energy to argue and as she
listened to his heart beating in her ear. Enclosed in hisarms, she was sife.

Helowered hishead and kissed her softly on her lips, the tension draining with the growing passion of
their finding each other on thisnight.

"My love. Thisisnot the place | would choose to have you at this moment. | know it would be very
uncomfortable making love under that rock cleft of yours, but if we do not hasten to Glencain.....”

Stll holding her tightly, he led her to the horse, and lifted her into the saddle. He reached in his
saddlebags and pulled out alarge dry tartan. Angus climbed on behind her, turning the black, to begin
their long trek home. The powerful destrier picked hisway gingerly among the dippery rocks, unmindful
of the two people on his back snuggled deep within the folds of the single tartan. So engrossed in each
other they remained obliviousto therising mist and the passing of the sorm. The steed, hisreinsresting
loosdly across his neck, carried them easily down the steep incline. Using alittle known trail he brought
them out of the mountainous craigs to the safety of the beaches bordering the castle Glencairn.

Angus handed the reinsto the waiting lad from the stables before reaching to lift Canddinn from the
saddle. He crushed her to his chest before carrying her across the courtyard, through the now empty hall,
graight up the stairs to hisroom. They both hurriedly undressed, anxious for the fedling that the other
could give.

Canddinn was standing nude, more than ready for this sober faced Scotsman to enfold her in hisarms
and press hiswarm body to hiswhen she suddenly remembered his hasty departure of their previoustime
together. She grabbed her shift, holding it clasped to the front of her body, conceding it from
appreciative dark brown eyes.

"What are you doing?' Angus asked.

Green eyes shot new revived fury at him. "Y ou left without so much asafarewell kiss. Y ou used melike
acommon dut that didn’t rate being told you were leaving and would be gone for some length of
time." Angus s eyesroved over the dim bare legs and the barely concedled breasts. In her agitation
Canddinn didn’t redlize she did not have much of her covered from hislecherous eyes. He dowly waked
to stand in front of her, staring into her eyes shooting their green fury.

"But | did kissyou farewell. Y ou werejust adeep and didn’t know it," he answered camly, his manhood
growing & the Sght of thisenticing picture before him. If she only knew how he d ached for her during his
absence. The deegpless nightswhen he'd roll over in hisdeegp to clasp her to him only to awaken to
empty ams.

"Why didn’t you tell me you were leaving?' She asked harshly, as sherelived again the frusgtration of the
morning of his departure.



"I didn’t know until | had gone downstairs and the messenger was there." He was trying to be patient
with her but it was difficult when he wanted her in hisarms and bed as she was before, warm and willing
and eager for hislovemaking.

"And you couldn’t bother to walk back up the stairs and tell me! Oh no! That was too much trouble,
wasn't it?" Her anger was making her throat to condtrict, causing difficulty in speaking her mind, not
regjecting his soft calm voice that was trying desperately to appease her ire. ™Y our lust was satisfied, so
what did you care of my fedlings? To beleft here, dumped among a bunch of strangersthat knew you'd
brought me herefor only one reason, to satisfy you animal needs. Well, I’'m not awhore of the night to
be used and cast aside until you decide you' re body needs release again.” She spat the words out, her
teeth grinding. She flung her shift againgt his chest before somping over in the direction of the adjoining
door to the other bedroom.

Angus s own temper flashed when he read her intent. With two giant strides he was at the door, baring
her way.

"No onewill ever cal you whore, and | will not allow you to say those words again!™

Heyanked her into hisarmsto roughly lift her and carry her back to the bed, throwing her into the
middle of it, hishand not releasing its hold on her wrist to prevent her from scrambling out the other side.
Hefdl ontop of her, hislegs between her flaying limbs until hisown long legsimprisoned hers. His mouth
enclosed hers, smashing her lips againgt her teeth. Her taste once again on hislips softened hisanger. He
nibbled gently on her lips, histongue probing until she relaxed to open her mouth to meet hisinvasion with
her own. He released her wrist to cup afull round breast in his huge pam. She knew she waslost when
his lips moved to nuzzle into her neck leaving atrail of fireto her breast. The softness of its peak rapidly
transformed to protruding hardness before he moved his mouth to the other one, giving it equa time and
attention. He started moving his body in erotic stroking action, his hot pulsing shaft rubbing acrossthe
core of her being. It brought such an achein her lower regions, causing her to arch upwards, begging for
thefed of himto beinsde of her.

He resisted, wanting to keep her unfulfilled, making her passion grow. He stopped moving againgt her
and brought his roaming hands down her body to probe, tease, and wander away, only to come back to
tease again.

Canddinn was soon purring into his mouth and neck, soft mewing sounds that wasthe music to hisears
when hefindly did himsdlf inside her, enclosing his shaft in ahot tight embrace. He had wanted to
continue with her torture but she was writhing againgt him, his name coming over and over on her lips,
She scratched at his back, bringing him closer to her. His deep dow strokes rapidly increased in tempo
until they both reached their exploding orgasms together. Angus screamed something Gaelic and lay
spent, till in each other’ sarms, their gasping breaths and sweety bodies showing the fulfillment of their
completion.

Anguswasthefirst to move, diding off the smal body to lay by her sde, hisarms till holding her close
to his chest, her head on his shoulder, her breath teasing the hair on his chest. Minutes dragged by as they
lay enjoying the fed of each other.

"I’ve missed you, sweetheart. |I” ve ached for this. Dreamed to just hold you in my arms. God made you
just for me and you will know no other. Never again do | want you to say whore, or mistress or anything
el se that would make what we have together on alesser scalethan it is. Even without the blessings of the
Kirk, you are and will always be my Lady MacBaron."



Hewaited for her words of love that she had given so fredly the previous time they had been together,
but no words were forthcoming. He smiled tenderly at the deeping form in hisarms before Sighing deep
and closing his eyesto deep the deep-drugged deep of aman fully content.

Nine

In the warmth of the bedchambers, lying nude next to the warm body of Angus, his gentle snoring filling
the room, Candelinn felt content once more. He was exhausted since he had no more arrived at the castle
and found her gone than he had taken off for the hillsin search of her. But... she smiled at the deeping
man beside her. He was not so exhausted that he would go to deep without first making love to her. Her
danger in the mountains had seemed to drive his passion into afrenzy and it showed in their lovemaking.
He had taken her to the ecstasies of completion repeatedly until both were so satiated, hefinaly relaxed,
faling into adesp dumber.

Her bonesfelt weary and her body, now warm, craved deep. But before it enveloped her she had to
reach out once more and put her arm across that muscular chest by her side and rest her head on his
shoulder. She closed her eyesin peace. Her chief was home!

In the early morning hour, atender kiss on the outside of her eyelids woke her. She opened her eyes and
looked deep into dark brown orbs gazing down at her with love. Benegath the tender gaze, Canddinn saw
the strain of the past weeks on hisface.

"Wasit so bad, Sr Knight?' She cupped his cheek in her warm pam.

Angus leaned his head into the comforting presence of her hand. "Aye, lass," his eyes stared at some
distant object in the room, reliving the past. "The tragedy to my good Lord Jameswas direindeed.”

"Was he harmed?' She continued to stroke the Side of hisface with her fingers.

"Nae. But his Castle Douglas had been taken. Edward had sent Sir Robert de Clifford, the Earl of
Cumberland with alarge army of soldiersto takeit over in Sir James absence. ‘ Twas asad day for The
Douglasto see an Englishman residing in his ancesiral home. But we got it back and they will never be
ableto takeit again." He would be no more specific than that. Thetrip weighed heavy on his mind.

Her hand had stopped its movements againgt hisface, frozen in dread.

"Angus, could the English teke Glencarn?

"Nae, Candelinn," he assured her. "They could never makeit thisfar into the Highlands. Buit if they had
the courage to be so foolhardy, my MacBaron's would make quick end of them. * Tis nothing to worry a

bonnielasslike yoursdf. | would be sure you cameto no harm," He smiled.

"Angus, don't jest. Y ou are in more danger because of Sir John and Simon de Keith' srage. She
clutched him tightly, bringing his head to her breast. "I’m so afraid for you."



He chuckled. He thought it amusing that she worried about him. She had not been around him long
enough to redlize the fact that it would take more than a Comyn or Keith to take his blood. He wrapped
hisarms around her and squeezed her. "Do not fear for me, lass. Y our cousin will soon haveto seeto his
own safety. | will fight to get Robert de Bruce on the throne of Scotland, no matter what. That will sorely
upset the Black Laird of Badenock’ s plan for the kingdom. But | care not! He would ether kill our
country or giveit to England on asilver platter. And thisis something that not only | but aso many of the
nobles of Scotland want to prevent. Now, my lovely..." Hegrinned at her, the troubles of his countrymen
momentarily put asde, hislascivious expresson leaving nothing to the imagination. "Enough of such
serioustalk... there arefar moreimportant thingsfor usto do.”

He moved his head to kiss the naked breast peaking out from under the coverlets and his hands cupped
her buttocks, pulling her closeto his aready swollen manhood.

"Surely, you jest, Sir Rogue!™ She playfully shoved at his chest until he released her to stareinto laughing
brown eyes, agrin on hisface.

"Och no, my Lady, but | an most serious.”

"Y ou can't be wanting me so soon after last night. | thought you were never going to let me get to deep.”
Shejokingly pulled a the hairs on his chest, keeping her head down so he could not see her blush.

"It seems your memory of last night, does not quite agree with mine. | had thisbrazon in my bed,
demanding more and more of this poor knight." He reached out and gently lifted her chin, bringing her
facecloseto his. "I will never get my fill of you, love. For aslong as heather grows on yonder brae, | will
still want you. And | expect to livealong life. Course ye are awee lass, do you think ye will have the
saminato go the distance?’

"Oh Angus. Yed Yed" Shethrew hersdf ontop of him, bringing him closer and closer until al thefires
of passion were dight and the rest of the world was completely blocked from thought.

The firgt person she saw when they came downstairs was Duncan, who stood by the door, holding his
bonnet in gpprehension. " Are you unharmed, m'lady?" he asked softly.

Candelinn put her hand on the shoulder of the commander. "I’'mwell, Duncan. Truly! It wasn't your fault
that | decided to ride without you. And after being so cold and miserable after | lost my horse, | promise
you that next time 'l tell you." She said.

"Therewill no beanext time." Angus's spoke behind her. "And Duncan haslearned hislesson, | think.
Hewill not let you out of hissight henceforth.” He was fedling in too good of amood to reprimand
Duncan moretoday. He had said al he wanted to say to him the night before when he had found
Canddinn gone. The woman was changing him. He was not normaly this accommodating and he was not
surethat it was not aweakness.

" Tistrue, my Laird. The lasswill never be free of me again. | would not like to be banished to the far
reaches of your lands."

Angus laughed and dapped his hand on his commander’ s shoulder. The usud taciturn face held ahint of
asmile before he took himsdif off to thedining hall.

~%* <



Dark clouds scudded across the northern sky, pushed inland by the ever-present winds blowing off the
Sound of Seat. Satin dippered feet picked their way nimbly across the uneven surface of the cobbled
courtyard. Canddlinn, holding her skirts aoft lest they drag through the puddies formed by the recent rain
of the day before, made her way toward the stables.

One of the grooms looked up at the sound of her steps as she neared the door and hurried forward to
openit for her.

"Mornin’ m' Lady," the shaggy-haired youth bobbed hishead in greeting.

"Hello, Ethan. I’ ve come to see the mare. | wastold by one of the kinsmen that she had returned safely
and | cameto check for mysdf." Candelinn craned her neck, trying to catch aglimpse of her favored
mount. "Whereis she, Ethan?1 do not see her."

"Inthelagt gal, mistress. Shel sl alittle skittish from spending the night in the sorm.” Ethan led the
way to therear of the stables, motioning for her to follow.

When Canddinn reached the closed std| she stepped up, baancing on the lower dat of the haf wall
separating the mare’ s stal from the empty one next to her. Affectionately she ruffled the black forelock
and scratched the velvet ears, happy to see that she had returned home safely.

"Asye can see, m'lady, shefared wdll in her journey down the mountain. Her only injury ison her right
front leg. Thereisadeep cut just above her fetlock." The groom looked up at the sound of Canddlinn’s
gasp as she strained forward trying to see the injured leg in the shadows surrounding the little mare.

"*Tisnothing to worry ye rsaf about, mistress. I’ ve cleaned and packed it with afresh herbal salve and
moss. ‘ Twill be good asnew inno time. Y € vemy word onit."

Ethan excused himsdlf from her presence and busied himself in another part of the stable leaving
Canddlinn done with the black mare. She stroked the silky neck and continued speaking in a soft voice,
obliviousto the sounds and smells of the earthen-floored stable.

Strong arms encircled her, clasping either side of the rail on which she was perched. Warm breath sent a
shiver down her spine as Angus nuzzled her neck. Canddinn giggled with delight.

"Och, my Laird. Do you adways sneak about the stables seducing innocents like areiver in the night?”
She turned to face him fully, batting her thick full lashes outrageoudy and placed her hands upon his
chest, making atoken effort of resistance.

"Only the bonniest of |asses tempt me thus." He grinned wickedly before kissing her soundly on thelips.
Helifted her high and set her carefully on the top railing. With his arms wrapped securely about her for
balance, he buried hisface in the high round curves of her bosom exposed above the bodice of her dress.

"Canddinn, love, if you only knew what you do to me." He kissed her thoroughly, running the gamut
from breast to temple, leaving her breathlesswith rising desire as she clutched the back of his head, her
fingers entwined in histhick dark waves.

"Hmmm," she sghed brazonly, relaxing fully againg his protecting arms, her head tilting back exposing
the fine curve of her dender neck to hiswandering kisses. "I hope you' re prepared to finish what you
gart, Sr Knight." She looked into his eyesto find the dark pools mirroring the depth of his passion.



"Have you ever known me not to finish what | start, my saucy lass?' He swept her into hisarms, ready
to carry her back to the keep and his bedchambers.

"Hello Canddlinn, Angus." Fergusleaned casudly againgt the doorframe, aheavy frown of disgpprova
belying his casud address.

"Fergus." Angus nodded, gtill holding Canddinn, refusing to relinquish his hold on her despite the
presence of the Comyn lad.

Canddinn, however, responded with adeep flush upon her cheeks, embarrassed at the thought of the
little scene her brother had just been privy to.

"Angus, please put me down," she pleaded, feding as though the snow off the Grampians had just been
dumped on her.

Sowly helet her feet dide to the ground, making sure of her balance before releasing her.
"Wadl, Fergus," he cast adisparaging look at the young man. " Of what service can we beto you?"

"I’ ve cometo see Candelinn. | would talk with her done." He answered brusquely, refusing to give
ground before the imposing figure of the MacBaron chief.

"Oh?It'splain to see you' ve astorm brewing within you, lad. But I'll not have you bring grief upon your
gger. If it saquarrd you' veamind for, I'll gladly hear you out." He had been expecting thisfor some
time. In fact he wondered what had taken the lad so long to approach him. Fear perhaps.

Fergus nodded and stood aside leaving the doorway open for Candelinn to pass through.

"Angus," Canddinn placed her hands on Angus sarm calling his attention to her. Shelowered her voice
s0 only he heard her words. "Y ou will not harm my brother.”

Angus raised an eyebrow at her and smiled. With his hand between her shoulder blades, he pushed her
out the stable door and pulled it closed behind her.

Canddinn found hersdf standing outside in the courtyard. She could not hear the words spoken inside
the stable, but she clagped her handsin agitation for what was going on inside. She made her way toward
the entrance to the keep. There she waited. The two seemed like they were taking an unbearable long
timeto havetheir little*talk’. Suddenly the door was swung wide and Fergus came ouit first, holding his
nose, the blood dripping into his hand. He glared at her across the cobbles and turned and walked the
other way.

Angusfollowed him and made hisway to stand in front of her. He smiled. "Wdl, where were we when
we were interrupted?'

"Angus, you hurt him! | asked you not to."
"He said something | didn’t like! He' sdamn lucky! It was such alight tap | didn’t even break his nose."
"Wheat did he say to make you hit him?"

"It was atalk between men, Canddinn. | will not tattle on your brother. Forget it. Just know that al is



wdl, now."

The barking of the great hounds interrupted the two astheir attention was drawn to the clattering hooves
of horses crossing the drawbridge as MacBaron clansmen entered the castle grounds.

Candelinn suddenly recognized the only woman dismounting with the fierce looking Highlanders. Her
shrill scream echoed across the yard.

"Helenal" Before the fair-haired woman, still wrapped within the heavy folds of the cloak could respond,
Candelinn had thrown her arms about Helena s shoulders, hugging her affectionatdly, threatening to
squash the breath from her in her fervor.

"Canddinn," Helenagasped. "It’ sgood to see you too,” she teased, returning the hug. "Richard told me
you were here with Angus so | begged him to come see you. So much has happened since our wedding,
| would not let him rest till her brought meto Glencairn." Shelowered her voice so only Canddinn could
hear her words. "What was The MacBaron thinking of ? Kidnapping you like that?'

Candelinn laughed heartily. She was amused with her friend’ s obvious distress over amatter commonly
held among the clan as agreat adventure. Wherever the MacBaron clansmen gathered, Canddlinn knew
the story was told and retold. Undoubtedly that was how Richard and Helena had found out that she was
with Angus.

"Let’'sgoindgdeand | will tell you everything." With her arm till around Helena' s shoulders, sheled her
into the keep.

Anguswas gtill outsde, greeting his brother. "Richard, by dl that’ s holy, what brings you to Glencairn?’
He pounded his brother on the back.

"l had to come and seeif the rumors were true. My brother is causing quite ascandad, you know. The
Highlands are fairly singing with the gossip. No fiery cross moved asfast asthe news of The MacBaron.”

Angus threw back his head and laughed doud. "Ah, ‘tisgood to see your dour expression again, little
brother!"

"Youare going to marry thelass, aren't you Angus?'

Before he could answer he saw Fergus gpproach to shake Richard’ s hand. His nose was alittle swollen
but it looked like the blood had stopped flowing. Heignored Angus.

Richard noticed the nose and looked between the two antagonists. Angus appeared not bothered at al,
but Fergus seemed in abit of amood.

Candelinn stood by the roaring firein the hall, assuring her best friend that shewasfine.
"Now take agood look at me! Have | been harmed in any way?'

Helenastudied the rosy cheeks and healthy glowing complexion of the fiery-haired woman twirling about
for her ingpection.



"See?' Candelinn held her arms out and raised her skirts, exposing trim ankles. "No shackles or
anything. Care to examine my back for lash marks?' She teased mercilessly.

"Enough!" Helenathrew her hands up in surrender. "Living the life of akept woman seemsto agree with
you. Faith, Canddinn, who would have believed it? My mother told me often enough what awild hellion
you were. I'll bet she just about choked when she heard that Angus had taken you. And what of Sir
John? What did he have to say about this?"

"There' s been no word from him. And what’smore, | care naught for his opinion. Thisis my home now,
and Angusthe center of my world. | love him, Helena, as| could no other."

"Has he offered to marry you?' Helenaasked, worried over her best friend’ sfuture. Before Candelinn
could answer, the heavy front door creaked on its hingesintruding into their conversation.

"Herethey are. Thetwo loveliest women in dl of Scotland.” Angus strode acrossthe hdl, smiling
broadly with Richard and Fergusin close pursuit. He wrapped his arms about Candelinn from behind and
hugged her to him, rocking from sideto side. "1 see you two managed to snesk away for afew minutes. |
hope everything has been explained to your satisfaction, Helena" He looked at her over the top of
Canddinn’s head, his brown eyestwinkling with mischief.

"The Black MacBaron has captured the most valuable prize on Scottish soil and plansto keep her." He
watched Helena sface turn pink. He could not resist the urge to tease.

"At least until theransomispad.”

Canddinn swirled in hisarms. "Y ou blackguard! So now | am to be used to replenish your coffers.” She
punched him playfully in the somach.

Helena sighed with relief. Never before had she seen either of them so carefree. Her eyes met those of
her husband standing next to her. He shrugged his response. She did her arm through his. "1 hope you did
not inherit any of theinsanity inyour family, love."

"Nae. | am astawart husband and citizen. The *bad blood’ in the family was saved for my older brother
done"

Richard turned once more to his brother. " So thisis my brother who had the lasses from dl of Britain at
hisheds. Candelinn, | must tel you, he saw you once and couldn’t get you out of hismind.”

"It must beafamily trait.” Angus countered. "I seem to recal when acertain lass had alame horse and
the younger MacBaron was found at the Keith castle much more than Glencairn.”

The creaking of the greet front door interrupted the merrymaking. Duncan entered with aheavy frown
on hisforehead. "News, my Laird. Two groups of visitors have just crossed onto MacBaron lands.”

"Two?Who are they Duncan?'
"Oneis The Red Comyn with about twenty clansmen and the other isthe English misswith her guards.”
"They’re coming at the sametime? Damn! How long till they arrive?”

"Within the hour."



Canddinn’ sface sobered at once. Her cousin was coming after her! Angustook her hand and squeezed
it.

"Fear not, lass. I’ ve been expecting him before now. He took his sweet time about it, though.”

"And who isthis English missthat is coming aso?' Her mind was suddenly filled with jealousy. She had
never known such afedling before and didn’t like how it made her fed!.

"Midtress Letitia Seton. She wanders all over Scotland at her whim." He sounded amost too casudl.

Helena spoke up. "Letitial | know her well. In fact, hasn't she had her eyes on you for quite awhile,
Angus?'

Angus looked to his brother for support. Y ou will be staying, of course.”
"l wouldn't missthisfor anything in theworld.”

Candelinn listened to the exchange and wondered what was going on. For aman normally so
sdf-assured, Anguslooked immensely tense.

They dl stood in the courtyard waiting for the arriva of the visitors. Canddlinn and Fergus were nervous
of their first meeting with their cousin. Angus looked totally uncomfortable and the scowl on hisface
would have scared away twenty men. Richard had the brightest smile hiswife had ever seen on hisface.
He stood with his hands clasped behind his back, rocking back and forth on hishedls. It was agood
thing sheloved him, Helena thought, otherwise she would be wondering whatever made her marry into
such awild, barbarian clan. They found humor in the stupidest things.

Sir John Comyn was thefirst through the gate, led by the few members of his clan over the drawbridge.
Canddinn saw the beautiful woman riding by the sde of her cousin as he came through the portcullisto
stop hishorsein front of her. Instead of watching her cousin’ s approach, however, her eyes could not
leave Mistress Seton. The woman wore an elegant green velvet riding habit that fit her dender frame
snugly. Her skin was pae and tranducent under acrown of sartling black hair. Thelovely apparition did
unaided to the ground and ran toward them with arms outstretched.

"Angus, darling!" She exclamed, throwing her arms around his neck.

Candelinn stepped aside, rather than be trampled, and let go of his hand. She felt her blood began to
boil as she raised a skeptica eyebrow at the man who stood grinning meekly at her over the green velvet
shoulder. It did not matter that his hands were still at his sides and the London beauty was doing al the
hugging. Emerad eyes flashed dagger points of rage a The MacBaron.

Angus unclenched the woman's arms from around his neck and turned her around, nodding in the
direction of Canddinn.

"Canddinn, I'd like you to meet L etitia Seton. Letitiathisis Candelinn Comyn.”

Letitiamoved her head to barely acknowledge the introduction with adight nod before turning back to
the man at her sde.

"Angus, darling, you have much to apologize for. You rogue..." She snapped her head back at



Canddinnto dowly let her eyes dide down her length. "What is she doing wearing my gown?"
Angus groaned, running his hand through histhick hair.

"Her gown?' Candelinn screeched.

"Y ou gave Canddinn, Letitia' s clothes?' Richard mumbled to his brother.

" She had to have something to wear," Angus groaned. He turned to Candelinn. "Y ou had to have
something to wear," he repeated like anidiot.

Suddenly there was so much confusion, Angus s earswere ringing from al the screaming going on a
once.

"Get my clothes off! Thisingtant!" Letitiastomped her foot on the cobblesin atantrum.

"Believeme, | can’t take them off soon enough!™ Candelinn retorted with venom. Her eyes blazed saber
sharp, cutting the Laird of the MacBaron’ sto ribbonswith their glare. She spun on her hedlsand
flounced off, headed in the direction of the keep.

"l can't believe you would put Canddinn, in her clothes," Richard was till mumbling, shaking his head.
"| thought you were going to help!" Angus spoke out the side of hismouth at his brother.

"| think thistime you are going to have to survive on your own. Even | am anxiousto see you talk your
way out of this"

"Oh how horrid!" Helena exclaimed. Covering her mouth with her hand.

"Angus, what isshe doing here?" Letitiagrasped hisarm. "1 thought Sir John must be mistaken when he
told me the rumors.”

"What' s the meaning of kidnapping Canddinn and Ferguslike acommon reiver? What the hdll did you
think you were doing? | demand an explanation!" Sir John’ s voice roared.

"Hel!" Angus swore beneath his breath turning to see Candelinn running up the stepsto the door of the
keep. Hethrew up his handsin defeat. He turned back to the enraged Red Comyn and shook his head.
"Frankly, Sir John, a thismoment | don’t know what in the hell got into me. Comeinsde. Wewill tak
over acup of usquebaugh. | fed suddenly in need of astrong drink." Heignored L etitiaand left her side
in chase of Canddinn striding up the steps taking two at atime, leaving the rest to follow him.

Candelinn hurried through the front doors, ssorming down the hal, mumbling beneath her breath. "How
could hejust stand there and let her drape her skinny body dl over him? And how many more are
scattered about the Highlands? If hethinks |1’ Il be one of many, he has another think coming! I’ll not share
his roguish hide with the likes of Mistress Seton! Never!" She mumbled on calling The MacBaron afew
choice names no lady should have ever heard, let done spoken.

Angus strode through the door, following the cursing figure across the passageway and caught her arm
just as she was starting up the stairs that led to the chambers above.

"Oh, no you don’! Y ou will come down here and face your outraged cousin. And... you will hold your



head high in the face of Letitia, understand?' He spoke the last softly but with atouch of stedl.

"No, | will not!" She snapped, trying to jerk her arm out of hisiron grip. "I am going to change these
clothes! Shewas your mistress, wasn't she? And you put mein her clothes! | may never forgive you for
this, Angud If | had abow at thismoment, | would probably shoot you! Damn you! Y ou cur!”

Angusignored her sarcadtic barbs and continued to pull her into the small private chambers at the side of
the hall. Once inside he shoved Canddinn into the nearest chair. Letitiaand John Comyn were right
behind them followed by Richard, Helena and Fergus. Once everyone wasin the room, Fergus closed
the door behind him for privacy. Everyone was looking from oneto the other in consternation.

Angus went directly to the sideboard and poured each adrink. His hand shook visibly as hefilled each
goblet. He lifted his goblet and downed its contents, feeling the warmth seep through hisrattled nerves.
Herefilled his glass once more before moving away from the table. He had just handed the last drink to
Sir John when Fergus spoke up.

"Sir John. What brings you so far from Lochindorb?' He could have bitten his tongue off for sounding
likeafool. He wastrying to calm the e ectricity going through the room and that was just the first thing he
could think of to say.

Sir John grunted into his goblet.

Ferguslooked over a his sigter, sraightening her gown as Angus glared at her from across the room.
The Laird of Badenock and Letitiain turn were glaring at the MacBaron chief. Richard and Helenawere
sitting side by side across the room, the only two that looked like it was a celebration as Richard was
rasng hisglassto toast hiswife.

Fergus s eyeswent back to the most imposing figure in the room for guidance. Sir Angusfindly smiled
over therim of his cup, removing some of the anger that had crossed his brow and nodded in the
direction of the Laird of Badenock.

"Y our cousin iswondering why you and Canddlinn were here with me, Fergus. Aslong asyou're here,
I’d like to introduce you to Mistress Seton. Letitia, Fergus Comyn." He shot Candelinn alook of ice,
daring her to say aword.

"Humph!™ Came from her chair as she hid her facein her drink, pretending it held her tota attention.
Sir John crossed the room to stand in front of Angus, hisflorid face showing hisrage.

"I’mwaiting for an explanation. Thislittle episode could have caused out and out war, but | wanted to
get thefactsfromyou firg."

Angusglared at his opponent. If that wasdl it would mean it wouldn't matter. For with their different
politica interests sooner or later they were sure to meet on the battlefield. Angusturned to look at
Canddinn who had regained some of her composure and sat silently waiting for hisanswer. For thefirst
timein hislife hewas unsure. Unsure of how Canddinn would take hisnext words. If hisgambledidn’t
work it would definitely mean war between the MacBarons and the Comyns, for he was not letting her
go... but if it did work, she would be his and he would know once and for al that she wanted to Stay at
his sde. He had been waiting for this moment.

He walked to the fireplace and leaned casualy againgt it. He put one booted foot on the hearth, and



rested his elbow on the stone mantle. He looked into his drinking cup at the cool liquid it contained.
Cautioudy he cleared histhroat and faced the occupants in the sillent room, awaiting hiswords. The
cornersof hismouth dowly curved upward.

"Sir John, relax. Do your cousins look harmed?' Hiswords were calmly spoken not revealing his taut
nerves. "Fergusis here because of hissigter.” His eyes dared the young Comyn to refute the words.

But Fergus only smiled and nodded to hiscousin. " Tistrue, Sir John." He did not want to return to
Lochindorb and live under the Red Comyn’ srule. He was happier at Glencairn than he had been since
his parent’ s death. Sir Angus stood for no laziness among his men and expected them to work hard
upholding these lands. Fergus had |abored harder for Angus than his cousin, yet had found afondness for
the MacBaron chief that he had felt for no other. He watched as Angus s eyes cameto rest on Candelinn
and wondered what he would say about her presence at Glencairn. Fergus held his bresath in anticipation
and waited.

"Asfor Canddinn..." Angus sdeep voicerang in the hal with authority, leaving no room for questions.
"Sheismy wife. Istha not so, my love?

Canddinn’s green eyes widened dightly, giving the only appearance that thiswas atota surprise. Her
gaze locked on his, seeing the love that she so wanted reved ed within their depths. She knew if she
answered in the affirmative in front of these witnesses, she would indeed be Lady MacBaron by Scottish
law. A law also accepted by the crown of England asvalid... And if sherefused and said no, Angus
would never ask her again. Thisaso she knew.

The MacBaron curved hislipsinto hisusua smile as heread her answer mirrored there. Shetook a
deep breath and smiled a him in return. Finaly she broke the silence once more heavy within the
chamber.

"Aye, my Laird. And you are my husband." Though her voice sounded much unlike her own, it was dl
she could force from her lips.

The confusion in the room became uiter chaos.
Richard MacBaron burst out laughing, spewing hisdrink out of his mouth. Helenawas leaning closeto
him whispering. Letitiawas screeching at the top or her lungs. Fergus was smiling from ear to ear, and Sir

John looked like he could commit murder.

Letitiascreamed. "Y ou can't have married that hellion, Angus! Tell meit'sdl aliel Y ou don't know
what you' re saying. Sir John told me how rebellious sheis and you will rue the day you caled her wifel"

Sir John was growling something at Fergus, but the uproar fell on deaf ears. Candelinn heard nothing. All
she saw was Angus bearing a brilliant smile as he crossed the room to her side.

His eyes sparkled as did hersin return. He bowed low, taking her hand in histo gently turnit and place a
kissupon its pam. As he raised his head, she could read the mischief in hisface.

"I would that we were done right now, my Lady MacBaron."
Her heart screamed the ecstasy shewasfeding. "And | also, Sir Knight." She whispered.

He bent closer giving her akiss. His mouth covered herswith such promise. Though hislipsdidn’t linger



the message was clear. Heloved her! And she could now call him husband.

Fergusinterrupted their privacy, handing each afresh drink. Eyestwinkling, heraised hisglass. "To the
clan MacBaron.” Hisrelief for his sister knew no bounds. He suddenly felt free. There was not another
man in the country of Scotland he would rather have for a brother-in-law. Now he would be ableto
legitimately make Cagtle Glencairn hishome,

"I’ ll expect to see you in the MacBaron plaid by the evening med.” Angus brooked no argument, just
gave him asmple command.

Fergus nodded, happy to oblige.

Angus and Candelinn raised their cupsto the original toast to the clan, but Sir John set his goblet down
noisily on an empty table. Angus, seeing this, straightened and crossed the floor with easy dtrides.

"Come, Sir John. For thisone day let usforget our differences.” He reached out and handed Sir John his
unfinished drink from the table. "Drink to your cousin’s happiness. She deserves that much from you.”

Hisvoicewas il friendly to the ear but held enough strength behind it to let the Comyn chief know that
it was not arequest but an order.

Sir John, afrown creasing hisforehead, nonetheless dowly raised hisglassto hislipsto drink.

"I'll tell the Saff to prepare afeast for usdl." He continued. "Surdy, Sir John, you would not leave
without staying to eat and rest the night." He silenced any would be protests with awave of his hand.

Letitia, her chin raised to a haughty angle, crossed to hissde, staring with hatred at Candelinn before
speaking. "'l cameto spend afew dayswith you, Angus.” She pouted, tracing the weave of hislinen shirt
lightly with oneimmaculately manicured nail. " Surely you would not turn me out in the cold or hasthe
MacBaron hospitality changed so much now that you have abride?* Tisashame| took solongin
coming, it seems| wasted my time." She smiled dowly up at him, her inginuation an obviousinvitation
which did not go unnoticed by Candelinn as she sat talking with Fergus across the room.

Canddinn looked across a L etitia staring daggers through her and raised a triumphant eyebrow.

Angusignored the stab at his marital status and walked to the door, opening it to summon the
chambermaid who appeared immediatdly. " Show our guests to aroom so they may rest and refresh
themselves. Canddinn?' He held his hand for her to clasp. "May | escort you to our chambers?”

It was amazing how the ‘our’” made her heart skip abeat. Candelinn accepted his offered hand, happy to
be away from Sir John and Mistress Seton. It was asif she floated on air up the stepsto their rooms. A
dream she' d never dared hope for happened. She was married to the man of her choice, and he loved
her as much as she loved him. Asthey approached the room she smiled to hersdlf, picturing in her mind
how he would sweep her into hisarms and carry her into their room, closing the door behind him. But
instead, Angus opened the door to her chambers, bowed low over her hand at its portal and |eft her
aone. She stood, watching his retreating back whistling down the hall.



Ten

Canddinn stamped her foot.Damn him! 1f he thought he was going to get away without explaining,
he was crazy! Just when shefelt so happy and ecstatic he leaves without aword.Hell! She looked down
at Letitia sgown and amost ripped it in her hagte to take it off. She dipped into a dressing gown,
redizing it was probably Letitia' stoo and paced the floor renewing her anger and jedloudy at Letitia's
appearance on MacBaron land. She stared at the discarded garment lying on the floor and suppressed
the urgeto kick it across the room. Since she had nothing of her own to wear, shewould refuseto join
the feast. Under no circumstances was she going to wear another gown that belonged to Mistress L etitia
Seton!

She paced back and forth across the room wondering what her cousin would think if she were to wear
her men’ s breeksto dinner, or when she didn’t show up at al. Well, Angus could think of an explanation.
She wasn't going to worry about it. A tap on her door interrupted her slent ssorming. She yanked it
open, thinking it was Angus on the other side, but was surprised to face Rowena, smiling brightly, a
beautiful beige gown, draped over her ams.

"Och, me Lady! Look at what the Laird sent for yeto wear! ‘ Tis so romantic what he has done this day.
The clan is buzzing with excitement. And | am so happy for ye, me Lady."

"Thank you, Rowena. The Laird did cause quite atir didn’t he?' She chuckled. Canddlinn took the
gown and dowly unfolded the materid to hold it up in wonder. It was the most exquisite gown she had
ever seen. The beige satin shimmered in the light absorbing different shades of color from the room. Ecru
lace adorned the low scalloped neckline and the deeves at the wrist. Embroidered silver rosestrailed
down thelong flowing skirt.

"Oh, Rowena! It's beautiful! But where on earth did Angus get such agown?' Canddinn hesitated. " Tis
not one of Mistress Seton’sisit, Rowena?"

"Nae, mistress. Sir Angus said to be sure and tell ye that it was worn only once before, and that was by
his dear mother on her wedding day.”

Canddlinn looked with renewed interest at the lovely creation she held in her outstretched arms. It
looked as though it would fit perfectly. Even the bodice was larger than the ones she had been wearing
and shewould be more comfortablein it. While Candelinn was admiring the dress, two chambermaids
hurried in with buckets of hot water for her bath.

She dipped into the water, soaking, her mind going over the events of the day. Shefindly remembered
her small legther bag that she had brought from Helena s wedding.

"Rowena, did | have aleather bag delivered when | first arrived?’ She asked.
"Aye, m'lady. Y our blue dressis hanging in the wardrobe.”

"l didn’'t even search for it. Well at least | will have something to wear tomorrow. But tonight | will honor
Angus smother by wearing her gown.”

Suddenly shewas anxiousfor the feast, anxiousto wear the gown and fed attractive once again. She
wasn't completely over her anger a Angus, but it had diminished with the lovely gown.



After towding hersdf dry after her bath, she stood before the mirror examining the image she found
there. Sowly sheran her hands over her body. The high full breasts, the small waist, her rounded hips,
smooth thighs and long shapely legs. Funny how | never paid much attention to how | looked before
| met Angus,she mused. A smile crept to her lips. She had to admit it was hard not to be aware of it with
his remarks reminding her daily of her beauty and perfect body. Of course, he was not atogether

obj ective where she was concerned, but oh how nice it was too know he felt that way about her. And he
was her husband now.

Canddlinn giggled wickedly. "Aye," shesaid doud. "I'll show that cold-blooded English witch what it
takesto warm the blood of aHighlander.”

Rowena chuckled at her lady’ s outburst and called attention to the things laying on the bed. Sippersthe
same shade as her gown, asilk chemise, and even atartan scarf to show she was now atrue member of
the dlan MacBaron. Angus had also sent agold filigree girdle to hang round her tiny waist. He had
thought of everything!

When she was completely dressed, she attached her gold brooch to the clan-plaid scarf around her
throat. Rowena brushed her hair until it shone and pinned it up on the crown of her head, leaving afew
curlsto trail seductively at the nape of her neck and about her face.

Rowena stood back and admired her mistress. "Yewill do the Laird proud, me Lady. There has never
been amore bonnie Lady MacBaron. Not even the young chief’ s mother herself could have looked so
beautiful thisday."

Candelinn was deeply touched by the elderly woman’ s sincerity. On impulse she gave her abig hug.
"Thank you, Rowena. Y ou are very sweet and | don’t know what | would do without you."

A small noise caused her to release the blushing woman and turn to see Angus standing in the doorway.
Hewas dressed similarly to the way he had been dressed at Richard and Helena s wedding, but more
elaboratdy. Canddinn’ svoice caught in her throat. What a handsome man heis! His strength and
masculinity seemed to fill the room. Neither seemed to notice when Rowena, seeing the look in their
eyes, discreetly took herself out the door to closeit quietly behind her.

Anguswas afraid to speek for fear hisvoice would fail him. Thiswoman, his bride, made him want to
forget the guests waiting down in the banquet hall. To whisk her away to a place of secret privacy wasa
wish hard to deny. Instead of speaking histhoughts he crossed the room to stand only inchesfrom her.
He looked deep into her jade-green eyes sparkling back at him and dowly pulled her to him to kissher
lightly. He then reached for her hand and did his mother’ swedding ring on her finger. It wasagold band
with diamondsin the shape of aprig of heather in the center. He brought her hand to his lips and kissed
thering on her finger. He grinned hisusud winsome amile and offered her hisarm.

Dimpling dightly, she put her hand through it, allowing him to lead her out the door and down the stone
garway, neither of them saying aword.

At thefoot of the stairs, Angus stopped, causing her to look up into hisface. He placed hisfree hand
over thetop of hersand gave it areassuring squeeze. "Rowenaisright, sweet Candelinn. Y ou do me
proud.”

Her questions and accusation from before were completely vanished with hiswords. All she could think



of wasthisman beside her. Her husband. Hefilled her thoughts as he continued to lead her acrossthe
floor into the main hall.

Duncan stood at the entrance waiting for them. He doffed his blue bonnet and bowed low to Canddinn.
" Tisagrand Sght you arem’ Lady. I’m proud to have you for my mistress.”

Angusraised hiseyebrow at hisfirgt in command. He had never heard him sound so el oquent. But he
understood the affect Candelinn had on the clansmen. A few il acted tongue-tied in her presence.

Ferguswas next in line to greet them. He proudly stood wearing his MacBaron plaid and kissed his
sster on her cheek. Angus put his hand on Fergus s shoulder. "Do you fed better now, lad?!

Fergus smiled and nodded. "Aye, | have never been happier, my Laird. And | have never seen my sister
look so beautiful. ‘ Tisproud | am of you, my Lady," he bowed from the wai <.

"Thank you, Fergus," she curtsed in return. Angus continued on, hiswife' s hand still held on hisarm.

The clan’ sroar was deafening as they recognized their chief and his new bride. The news had spread
fadt, asit usudly did among the clan. No wonder that the fiery cross could travel across so many milesin
such ashort time. Nothing about their chief passed by them.

Candelinn could see her cousin standing near Mistress Seton on one side of the room. His cold, steel
grey eyeslooked asif he could kill the man she clung to.

Canddinn understood his fedlings. For now he would know that he had been foxed. That she and Angus
had not had ared wedding but were now husband and wife because of those few words spokenin his
presence. That hewas, in fact, one of the witnesses required by Scottish law to make them legally wed, a
clever ruse that he would no doubt try to avenge.

Anyone could tdll that thiswas no ordinary feast, but acelebration. A celebration of the chief’ smarriage.
If Sir John had didiked Angus before, his hatred would have increased tenfold for being made afool of.

Canddinn tightened her grip on Angus sarm asthe crowd moved closer to them in congratul ations.
When hefdt her tense he mistakenly took it to mean that she was shy at the sight of so many kinsmen
coming toward her. He pulled her closer to his sde while he introduced some of the men and women il
unknown to her asthey passed. There were too many for her to remember al their names, but was
surprised and somewhat proud of the way Angus knew them dl, stating the job each did for the clan. He
knew hisknights, their squires, the master of the hunt who cared for the falcons, the stlewards, the
musiciansthat played the pipes; he knew them all, down to the youngest farm laborer of the fields.

Angus spoke to each onein friendship and they showed their love for him by smply being there paying
him homage on hiswedding day.

They were so numerous they could not al be seated in the main dining hall and Candelinn noticed the
doors were thrown wide and makeshift tables were placed in the courtyard loaded with candles and food
and kegs of ae gplenty on al of them.

At thefront of the hall at the Laird' stable there were two new chairsfor her and Angus. Each was
decorated with white heather along the backs with asprig at their plates. Thiswas the emblem of the
Clan MacBaron. White heather for purity and honesty; to protect the clan from evil that may come their
way; and for bravery and luck in time of battle. The clansmen werein their way letting Candelinn know



that she now belonged.

She barely suppressed a gasp as she looked once again toward the two across the room as amost
smultaneoudy they changed the object of their vehemence from Angusto her. Theintensty of their
loathing was staggering. Never before had she fdlt such threatening power emanating from another
person as shefdt from Letitiaand her cousin.

Anguslooked at the fear showing on his new bride’ sface as she hesitated in her progress acrossthe
room. Protectively, he put hisarm around her waist to lead her to the front of the room where the huge
carved chairs awaited them. He was proud of the cheers of his clansmen for making Canddinn so
welcome. He knew from this day forth that she would be well loved and protected. For the bride of the
chief would be guarded from harmif it meant giving their own livesto do it.

Canddinn felt the steady arm dowly leading her through the gauntlet of the cheering clan.How can he
ignore them? shethought. Surely he feels their hatred as much as | do. But when shelooked at the
strong features of her husband she felt the fear lift from her shoulders. The self-confidence and absolute
fearlessness of the clan chief surrounded him like an aura, touching al who came near him. Fedling her
eyes on him, he looked down on her with asmile of love and devotion. He bent low and whispered in her
eqr.

"The clanisyours, my love, heart and sword."

The many congratul ations and wishes for hgppinessfilled the room reminding her that thiswas her
wedding day; the only one she would ever have and she would not let the discomfort of Sir John and
Letitia sbeing thereruinit for her.

Richard and Helenawere standing awaiting their arriva to the head of the table. Richard dapped his
brother on the back. "Well done, brother. Congratulations!"

Helena hugged Canddinn. "I have never seen anything moreromanticinal my life. Theway Angussaid
you were hiswife. It was wonderful!”

"Aye, it was" Canddinn replied.

She sat down gracefully on the seat of white heather and |ooked up at her husband standing by her side,
hisarm raised for sllence. Theroar finaly ceased and Angus brought up his goblet with one hand while
the other rested possessively on Canddlinn’s shoulder.

"Clansmen and friends. We are gathered here tonight for one of the most important days of aman’slife.”
He hesitated and looked happily down at Canddinn. She felt the warmth creep into her face and smiled
at the man she loved. His eyes caressed her before he once more turned to face the room. "The last time
| fet closeto thiswasthe night you made me your chief. Though that night was clouded with the degth of
my father, this one holds no sadness. For tonight | want you to welcome the newest addition to the clan
MacBaron, my bride, Lady Candelinn.” He ignored the narrowing of the Red Comyn'’s eyes, knowing
the hatred they would hold.

The wadlls shook with the roar of cheers and he brought his glance once again to hiswife and raised his
goblet to hislips. Downing the winein one gulp, he set his glass down and clgpped his hands together for
the servantsto sart bringing in the feast.

"Now | want you all to eat and enjoy yoursalves on this day of celebration.”



He sat back in hischair while food was piled high onto the tables. When each succulent tray passed his
way he offered it first to Candelinn before taking his own share.

Canddinn’s heart beat faster with the passion enveloping her at the solicitude and attention showered on
her by Angus. She could never love him more than she did at this moment. For he had praised her and
cdled her hisbridein front of al theclan.

Canddinn’ swave of happiness soon developed aripple as Letitia, Sitting on her right Side, began
dropping snide remarks of her past with Angus.

"You redlize, of course, that Angus only married you to keep from fighting the Comyn’'s™" Letitiasaid,
bending over her place so no other person in the room could hear her.

Canddinn tried to ignore the sarcagtic words but her back stiffened in spite of hersdlf. "I can't imagine
Sr Angus being afraid of any clan... can you, Mistress Seton?"

The other woman ignored the barb and continued, her jealousy of losing the one man she could not
conquer esting away & her insdes, causing her to forget that thiswas now Canddinn’s home and she
was a her mercy.

"Angus and | have been intimate for so long that | understand him much better than you ever will. Do
you understand what | mean by the word intimate, Mistress Comyn?* Disregarding the fact that
Candelinn was now aMacBaron.

Candelinn had reached her limit. Luckily the pipers were now playing and the meal was being removed
for the dancing to follow. She dowly turned her head to look at the cold eyes of Letitia, the skirling of the
pipesfilling the room. She raised one eyebrow and spoke softly with venom, pronouncing each word
distinctly so there would be no mistaking her meaning.

"I expect my husband had many dalliances before | cameinto hislife, Mistress Seton. Heisvery
handsome and too much aman to lead acdlibate life. But get this straight in your befuddled brain. ..
because | don’t want to have to mention it again. | am hiswife, and | intend to make sure Anguswill not
have the time or the inclination to seek elsewherefor his pleasures. So, were | his cast-off, Mistress
Seton, | would turn my eyesin another direction to salve my wounded pride."

Angus watched the exchange between the two women knowing from experience that hisfiery-haired
beauty could take very good care of herself. When he saw the stupefied expression on Letitia' sface, he
chuckled knowing Candelinn had won this battle of wits.

He bent his head to hiswife. "My Lady. Do you think you could honor an old married man with a
Highland fling?'

Canddinn faced Angus, reflecting her thanks for the interruption. She nodded. "If you promise not to
step onmy toes, my Laird.”

"I will try my best, my love." He stood and bowed before leading her graceful figure onto the dance
floor. The evening passed swiftly with Canddinn dancing with as many of the guests as her legswould
alow. Shewas having thetime of her life, except for the few times she met Letitia s eyes acrossthe
crowded dance floor. Then the hate and jedl ousy was brought to the surface once again. Her own anger
at Angusfor giving her dressesto wear that belonged to hisformer mistress seethed benesth the surface.



She was thankful when Angus approached her at the end of the evening. She could hardly wait to be
aonewith thisgreat chief, smiling like a Cheshire cat down at her. She was anxiousto hear him explain
away the accusations L etitia had made.

" Tislate, sweetheart." Angus s eyes gleamed, openly admiring his bride, as he traced the outline of the
dress across her breast with hisfingertips. "I think if we do not retire soon, the celebration will goon al
night and wewill never beaone."

Canddlinn nodded, speechless at his boldnessin the company of others and put her hand through his
proffered arm. She dmost blushed at the ribald statements that came to her while Angusled her from the
room.

Upon reaching the doorway, L etitia stepped through the crowd, blocking their way. "Remember,
darling, if you should find this country girl dull and lacking, I’m right down the hall. I'm sure you
remember the room." She flashed her most seductive smile at Angustotaly ignoring Candelinn at hisside.

"Angus, my husband,” Candelinn interrupted, spesking lightly with possessveness. "Do we il banish
unsuitables from the land?' She asked in cheerful innocence, raisng adoubtful eyebrow in Letitia's
direction.

"Y our wish ismy command, my love," he responded. He bent low, hiseyesfull of mischief as he smiled
at her. "Shdl | summon the guard?’

When Canddlinn turned back to Letitia, she found an empty doorway. She shrugged her shouldersin
mock concern. "Alas, it seems she made good her escape.” Laughing like two children, they |eft the
celebration arm in arm, waving their good-byes from the sairs.

Outside the oaken pand leading to his bedchambers, Angus pushed open the door. But as Canddlinn
would have walked through the opening, she felt strong arms under her knees and she wasllifted and
carried across the threshold into the room.

Angusfdt hispassons tirring for this, his own woman in hisarms, something he' d never before
experienced. He brought his mouth down in an emotiond kiss upon her lips as he stood her down in front
of him.

Canddlinn, her jealousy findly taking itstoll and bursting through the surface, shoved againgt his chest.
Free, she turned her back on him.

Angusimmediatdly felt the coolnessin hiswife sattitude. "What' sthe matter with you?' he spoke, his
voice harsh.

She swung to confront him. "1 want to know about you and Letitial She insnuated enough at dinner and
I’d like to know what she meansto you."

"Why you crazy little hot-head! Y ou are my wife, not shel” He started toward her only to have her put
her arms out to keep him at adistance. "' have touched no other woman since the day | met you.”

"Oh no--you' re not getting off that easily. Do you wish you had married that--that prissy English miss?
Wi, do you? Ingtead of a hothead like me? Did you marry me just because my cousin came and upset
your little love-nest?" She shouted, storming back and forth across the room only to face him with each



sentence.
"Y ou know damn well | would never be forced to do anything | didn’t want to do."

"I suppose she' s better at warming you bed than | am!™ She continued her jedlousrage. "But they say
practice makes abody perfect. Well, is she?--Is she better?’ she shrilled a him.

Angus thought quietly about the answer to her question. That some women were as cold as the snowy
peaks of Ben Novis and others were as hot as a sunny desert. That some women were built deek for
speed, while others were made supple for comfort.

L etitia--the cold English blood flowing through her veins; her cool aristocracy brought down from her
family’sorigins. He thought of her in bed, where he had found release and nothing € se, where she had
awayswithheld any show of passion beneeth that dender little girl’ sexterior.

Then... therewas... Canddinn--the hot-blooded Scottish lass, even now shooting fire through those
beautiful green eyes at him across the distance of the room. With abody that Ieft no doubt inaman’s
mind that indeed there was awoman next to him in the darkness. Whose breasts could fill aman’s hand
and make him forget England and Edward and wars and everything else, except her writhing body,
passion filled, meeting him every sensud step of theway.

Comparison between the two was impaossible. For himsalf he would ways want his own little Scottish
bride... the one who even now was making hisloins ache and his breeches bulge for want of her. No,
there was no comparison. Hisface dowly brokeinto asmile, his eyes twinkling mischievoudy.

"What do you think, wife?"

Canddinn looked deep into his eyestrying to read his very soul. She knew this man of herswould not
pander to her every whim by admitting what she wanted to hear. He would expect her to havefathin
hersdlf and their relationship. To know how he felt without his saying. Her anger disappeared with the
coming of thefamiliar grin on hisface.

Confidently she walked across the room, one dow step at atime, until her body touched the velvet cloth
of hiswedding finery. Then she moved her hands up his chest and placed them behind his head to
entwine her fingersin the soft hair at the nape of his neck.

"l think... my Laird... that thereisonly one of usthat could handle the chief of the wild MacBaron
clan... and | am Scots enough to be certain it is not the English miss that you would have beside you this
night.”"

Angusthrew back his head and laughed joyfully, before lowering it to cover her mouth with his. He
crushed her againgt him, hisarms holding her tight againgt his chest.

Canddinn opened her lipsto mate her tongue with hisin wild abandon. The power of hiskisswas
demanding and she gladly gave hersdlf toit. Thefires degp insde her wereignited rapidly as her hands
reached behind his head holding him as close as possible. He raised his mouth only to turn her head
sdeways and bring his fiery mouth down over hers again and again. Canddlinn groaned deep in her
throat. His clotheswerein her way and she fumbled with hisvelvet coat trying to get it off his shoulders.

He undressed her with the same heated frenzy, only releasing her mouth long enough to repositionitina
burning trail down her neck. Her breasts flattened againgt his chest scalded him. His hands caressed her



down her back until fitting themsalves on her buttocks, he lifted her up and pulled her tightly againgt his
hardened member, the junction of their bodies pushed hard againgt each other.

He gently lifted her off her feet and carried her in the direction of the bed. Canddinn felt desireflow like
molten lava through her veins. His hot, naked body squeezed closeto her fiery satin flesh. Her hands
moved dowly, purposefully down hisback feding the taut musclesrippling benegth her pams. She
continued on to the curve of thigh and buttock and hip, wanting to caress every inch of him. Angus
exulted in his dominance and demanded from her equa ddight in surrender. Candelinn gave herself
without reserve to the passions he aroused in her.

Angus lowered his head to afirm round breast, holding it in his hand, bringing his hot tongue to tease the
darkened tip to rigidity. When he enclosed as much of her breast in his mouth as he could he suckled at
it, dill moving histongue fiercely againgt its pesk.

"Oh, my Lord! Angus!" Her voice was passion filled, awhisper of agroan.

Angus released her breast to movetoitstwin giving it the same attention till Candelinn waswrithing
againg him, wanting completion. He did not want to find fulfillment yet, wanting to delay the ecstasy that
pounded his heart and body. He lowered his head to move over her midriff, kissing her nave, lower to
put his handsin the soft curls at the center of her thighs. Hisfingers found the entrance as histongue
found the hardened nub afew inches above it. When hefdt her reaching her peak he removed hisfingers
and mouth and teased at her inner thighs with histongue. Candelinn moved her hipstrying to recapture
his mouth as she craved release.

She reached between them finding his pulsating shaft and closed her hand around it. Her hand, hot and
moving againg him, made him forget hiswanting to wait. He could wait no more, and lifted hisbody to
cover her, penetration made easy by her moist readiness. His moan was loud as he felt her dender legs
wrgp around hisback, bringing him deeper insde her.

Canddlinn arched againgt him, matching his movements of meeting, withdrawing, and meeting again until
the explosion of both their bodies finding their release at the same time made everything esein theworld
disappear with its power. Angus yelled hiswords of love, barely penetrating her consciousness, ashe
spent himsdlf ingde of her. Thisnight their love for each other, seded by their marriage as husbhand and
wife, made their passion override any that had gone before between them. Angus shivered with his
tremendous release and collgpsed on top of her. His elbows held hisweight off her, but he was unable to
move. The only sound in the room was the gasping breaths of both astheir hearts gradualy dowed down
to anorma beat. Angus stayed insde her. It felt too good to move and he didn’t think he had the energy,
anyway. Heloved thefed of her lying againgt the entire length of hisbody. Her legs were wrapped
around his and she dowly started moving her feet up and down hislegs. Hefdt himself began to harden
once moreinside her and nuzzled her neck with kisses. Once more he led his passonate wife into the
exoticworld of love.

Canddlinn woke with afedling that someone was staring a her. She opened her eyes and saw Angus, his
thoughtful gaze looking lovingly over her features, coming to rest on her soft tempting mouth.

"Isthistender looking lady lying here so soft and deepy, the same vixen | went to deep with last night?
What other passionslay hidden beneath that cool exterior?!

Her face flushed a deep crimson in remembrance and she looked up at him, her face glowing with



happiness. "I think it isnot the vixen’ sfault, Sir Knight... but rather the fox who inspired her s0." She
giggled, kissing the corner of histurned up mouth. Strong hands moved over her supple nude body,
pulling her againg his swollen manhood.

"l think | shall keep you prisoner hereforever."

She quickly escaped his grasp, tumbling over him and out of the bed. "But, my Laird. There are more
important things to take care of today. We do have afew guests fill lounging about, remember.”

He reached out a hand to catch her, but was a shade too late. "Och, love, do you nag at me aready?
Nothing ismore important than what | had in mind. This cannot be the woman begging for fulfillment that
| heldin my arms afew hours past. What care we if there are guests or not? There are maids aplenty to
seeto their needs.”

Canddinn turned to him, his bare chest reveaed above the coverlets on the bed. The sight of him
reclining lazily againgt the pillows tempted her to crawl back into bed next to him and begin once more
the rapturous ardor of their wedding night. But first... She had thingsto do.

"Now, Angus, much as| would like to continue where we left off we must see our guests safely on their
way. | want to be a perfect hostess for you and one of your wife' sdutiesisto bid her guests good-bye."
She smiled teasingly at him, keeping a safe distance as she circled around the bed gathering her clothes.

Angus stared at her lovely body as she quickly donned her chemise and started to walk to the wardrobe
to dip on agown. Shefound her origina blue gown tucked back into a corner and pulled it out. Thisday
shewould wear her own clothesfor thefirst time in ages and Mistress Seton be damned!

Angus recognized the dress from his brother’ swedding. At least she had one dressto her name, poor
lass. He chuckled to himself. She would definitely need new gowns of her own. He made a menta note
to tell Rowenato instruct a couple of the women to start making Candelinn anew wardrobe. It was
important for alass to have her own things and as the Lady of the clan she had areputation to uphold
now. Why he hadn’t thought of it before baffled him. He had been busy just trying to get her to love him
and clothing had not entered hismind. But as he lay there feding such contentment that he had never
known before, his bride had full reign to have anything she desired on thisfine day. He would buy her
only the best materidsfor her gowns, for only the best would suffice the Lady of Castle Glencairn. He
felt very smug with himsdlf over this new commitment. He also redlized why hisnew bridewasin such a
hurry to have their guests depart. She wanted L etitia Seton in her new home not a moment longer than
need be. Wanting to tease her, he questioned.

"But, my love, what if they have decided to stay afew days and continue the celebration. | know Letitia
for one, has aways enjoyed my castle and all the attention that she receives from the clan and will not be
anxiousto trudge out into the cold so soon.”

Canddlinn jerked the dress over her shoulders, exposing her head and turned quickly in hisdirection. "l
care not what L etitia Seton wants, my Laird. Shewill be gonefrom this castle thisday if | have to escort
her off MacBaron land mysdf." She dared him to intercede in the English miss sbehalf, her green eyes
afirewith anger.

Angus brought both feet to the side of the bed and sat up on itsedge. He ignored his nudity as he
stretched nonchaantly. Then he stood and dowly walked to Canddinn, never taking his mischievoudy
twinkling brown eyesfrom her wrath filled body.



"Never fear, my sweet." He wrapped hisarms about her. "1 am sure that Letitiais quite ready to leave
us. Shedoesnot like to lose in any way and the bride of the MacBaron made it quite clear that in thisone
battle she had indeed logt. Isthat not 07" he teased.

"l think | have married avery arrogant, conceited man and it will take some time to take the swelling out
of hishead. But if anyone can do it, thisMacBaron should be ableto.”

"But you forget, sweetheart,” he swatted her bottom as he moved away from her toward a chest to get
hisclothes. "I an thelaird of thisclan, and it isnaturd that | should be alittle arrogant. ‘ Tisasit should
be. Although, there were timesin the middle of the night when | was not so sure who was the leader and
who was supposed to be the follower." He leered wickedly over his shoulders.

" Tisyour fault, Sr Knight. My body hasamind of its own when you are around. Y ou make me unable
to think straight.” She winked at him and ran through the door of their chambersto the cooler halway
beyond it. Angus was the only man aive who could embarrass her, and it was only because most of what
he said was true. She had acted like a brazon the night before, and loved it. He showed her things that
she had never known about, let aone imagined that the day would come when she would so aggressively
return hislovemaking. She remembered the taste of him on her lips and felt shiversrun down her spine.
As soon as Letitiaand Sir John were gone from the castle she may be the one to keep him prisoner in
their chambers. She chuckled heartily, and went down the stairs to face anew day and her first one as
the Lady of the clan MacBaron.

Letitiawasin ablack mood when Candelinn entered the hall to break the fast. She snapped at the
serving maid placing the food in front of her. She felt awoman scorned and she would never forgive
Angusfor denting her saf-esteem in such acruel manner.

Sir John sat next to her, frowning into his cup of de. The hatred L etitiawas feding was nothing
compared to that of the Black Laird of Badenock. To think that two of the Comyn clan had sworn
dlegianceto his sworn enemy made him fed murderous. He was|osing followers quickly enough without
his own flesh and blood deserting him. Candelinn had made a disaster of his plansto wed her to Smon
de Keith and gain hisfollowing and support in hisfight for the Scottish crown. With rancor filling him, he
made a decision. He would go to Dalswinton and take care of James Douglas and Robert the Bruce.
Then Edward wouldhave to crown him king. He had waited long enough for what he believed was his
rightful place. Determined to move quickly, he stood from the table as Candelinn approached. He
ignored her and snapped unduly at Letitia.

"Ready your guards. We ride within the hour. | would be away from this Glencairn.”

Canddinn stared at the two facesfilled with intense didike. Not even their foul tempers could mar her
happy mood thisday. Try as she would to be serious, she could not keep the corners of her mouth from
curving upward in tota abandon.

"But Sir John. Y ou must wait to take your leave from Angus." Her gaze went from her cousin’sto rest
on Letitia. "'l fear he dept later thanishisusud habit." Her eyestwinkled mischievoudy as she noticed the
English maid iffening.

"Aye, lass"" Angusinterrupted merrily from the door. " Tis something new for meto linger so long. But if
not for you, I would still be abed, my Lady." He chuckled at the flush on Canddinn’s cheeksas he
approached and placed ahand upon her waist, pulling her closeto hisside. Hissmile at her



embarrassment sobered as his eyes encountered those of Sir John glowering a him over Candelinn’s
head.

"So you teke your leave, Sir John? Help yourself to any stores you may need to aid you on your way."

It was politely said but the Laird of Badenock was not quite sure whether it was meant to speed his
absence or truly be of service. It mattered not for the sooner he was out of sight of Glencairn the happier
hewould be.

Eleven

Angus stood with hisarm around hiswife swaist while they watched dl the guests|eave the courtyard.
The Comyn part turned their mounts across the sun-spattered meadow in front of Castle Glencairn. A
few days of wane sunshine and above freezing temperatures had melted al but the degpest driftsand the
shaded areas. No words of affection had passed between Candelinn and her cousin at his departure.
One of the Comyn clan had helped Letitiamount and sullenly she had |eft without aword to anyone.

Candelinn had hated to see Helena and Richard leave so soon, but Richard insisted they needed to
reach their home before more snow could fal. She probably would not see them again until the spring
when Angus had promised to take her to see Helenafor afew days.

Canddinn leaned into her husband’ s warmth with contentment. She was heartily glad to see the backs of
her cousin and hisilk out of her home. Their glares of hatred had unsettled her nerves, causing adeep
inner fear for both herself and Angus. Their departure brought a sense of relief that washed over her like
summer sunshine. When she raised radiant eyesto look up at her husband she found he was watching the
fleeting expressons run across her face, from widened fear to heartfelt relief.

He amiled tenderly down at his captivating lassthat fit so comfortably under hisarm, curled to hisside
for protection from the deep fear of the animosity that emanated from the departing troop.

A giggle burgt forth before she threw her arms around hiswaist to hug him close. "Oh, Angus, I'm so
happy to see them depart MacBaron lands.” She threw her head back to gaze up at her tall,
broad-shouldered husband.

Angus bent his head and kissed her sweet lips, it was alight kiss barely touching hers. His eyestwinkled
a her happiness. "Would you liketo go for aride, my wife? Or isthat hug you just gave me an invitation
back to our chambersto finish what | so wanted this morning when you escaped me?"

After the days of snow-enforced confinement, Candelinn thought even a short ride would be wonderful.
"A ride across the braes would be much to my liking, my husband. And then perhaps we would be
needing a place to warm up after our cold ride."

"Y ou make me want to make the ride a very short one with your tempting words, love. Y ou had better
stop looking a melike that or we will never be away. Thisold married man hastrouble kegping his
hands off you asitis"



Canddlinn wrapped her arms around his neck and laughed up a him.

Angus laughed out loud wrapping his strong arms around her and picked her up to swing her around ina
circle. Their laughter filled the courtyard of the Castle Glencairn, bringing knowing smilesto dl the clan
within hearing distance. It was good to her their chief’ s happiness ring about the old granitewalls.

Angus stood Candedlinn on her feet and turned her towards the massive doors of the keep. "Go. Get
your cloak and gloves, Lady MacBaron. Y ou shall have your gallop." He smacked her backside to get
her moving. She smiled an impish smile over her shoulder before running into the castle. He watched the
swing of her skirts bouncing around her woman’s hips as she departed. How he had captured her heart
was amiracle. He did not deserve her, he knew, but she was his now and the problemsin Scotland be
damned. He turned and started walking toward the barn for their horses.

When Canddinn came hurrying, her MacBaron plaid cape around her, the smooth leather gauntlets on
her hands, Angus was dready leading his destrier and her small mare from the barn. They were both
saddled and ready for the mounting. She wasn't surprised to see Duncan mounted, but sheraised her
eyebrowsin question at Angus when she noticed Colin, another of the Laird’ s guard so mounted and
waiting for them.

Angus helped her into the Sdesaddle before smiling reassuredly, his hand resting on her thigh. "Just a
precaution, love. We have too soon had enemies|eave us." He patted her knee as he motioned to the
bow and quiver of arrows draped over her pommel. "I brought these in case you want to show me some
of this sharp shooting I’ ve been hearing so much about.” He turned and went to his own steed, vaulting
into the saddle.

Canddinn frowned at Duncan and he met her gaze, dthough sheepishly. "The Laird would be proud,
m'lady."

"| thought it was our secret," she whispered to him, riding next to her.
"I remember you telling me the fact that | had you lost was the secret.”

Angus evidently heard and looked back over his shoulder with his eyebrow raised. Candelinn smiled at
himinnocently.

After so much confinement of late, the horses were as eager astheridersfor the galop acrossthe
meadow. Candelinn laughed gaily, filling the glen with the sound of it and let her mare have her way
instead of keeping atight control on the reins. Her three compani ons enjoyed the ride more than usud,
just watching her happiness radiate over them dl. They dowed the pace to make their way into the
foredt.

Angus had just pulled along side Canddlinn, his eyes feasting on her cold-reddened cheeks when he
heard the grunt of pain behind him. The chills of war filled hisbeing a the sound of awounded warrior.
He turned to see Duncan sway in his saddle, an arrow in his neck. Angus grabbed his claymore, shouting
a Candelinn.

"Take Duncan and ride for the castlel™

"We can fight, Angus!" She reached for her bow and grabbed an arrow. Her own fighting nature coming
to thefore.



Angus swore, swinging hishorse to grab the reins from Duncan’ s unmoving fingers where he' d clasped
the pommé to keep from falling from the saddle. Angus handed the reinsto Candelinn who took them,
her fear choking off any words. "Rideto the castle! Now!" He dapped the rump of the mare with his
gauntlet-covered hand.

That done, he had no time to see to hiswife and favorite kinaman. He and Colin turned to face the foe;
four warriors racing toward them, dressed for battle in chain mail, while the MacBaron and hiskinsman
were dressed in leather breeks and jerkin, but swords drawn at the ready.

Angus faced the enemy asthey too drew their swords. Only four against two. Had they not been
cowards and came from their back to skewer Duncan, he may have let them live. For that deed,
however, he would give no quarter.

When two of the men rode toward Angus their features changed to fear. The huge warrior they were
going to try to kill was smiling--an arrogant smile. Though the humor did not reach thefrigid glance of his

eyes.

Canddinn barely had time to notice another enemy break from behind to follow her and Duncan before
the trees obscured the battle scene from her vision. After amile of flight in terror, Candelinn managed to
dow the panting horses. She dtill held her bow and arrow in atight clasp and achill of fear raced dong
her spine. She hurriedly glanced through the trees behind them. When she saw no trace of anyone
following, she wrapped the reins of Duncan’s horse around the pomme of her saddle and placed an
arrow against the bow, ready for firing. She had halted the horsesin athick copse of treesto stand
quietly watching the way she had come. A lone horse and rider charged into the open space. She had the
bow drawn to the deegpest part of the arrow shaft. She breathed a silent prayer to Saint Columba, took
am and released the arrow. The enemy warrior never knew that his death had come by aterror-stricken
lass. The arrow imbedded itsdlf into the center of hisforehead, knocking him off his horse. He was dead
by the time he hit the ground.

Canddinn glanced around the darkened forest. The sun had vanished and a cold rising wind made the
treetops Sing in wintry moans. She kept bringing her eyes back to Duncan, so grotesque, Sitting dumped
in his saddle with the arrow il protruding from his neck, his hands till frozen in grip to the pommd.

Canddinn dowly started the horses walking, looking the perimeter for afamiliar landmark, recognizing
nothing. She knew that when Angus had dapped the mare, she had run in panic away from the castle, so
shewould haveto circle back |eft to reach safety.

But what of Angus? Had he survived the malicious attack? Canddlinn’ s mind raced in concern for her
husband, before forcing her thoughts back to her own troubles.

It had started to snow again while her thoughts wandered. Darkness would soon be upon her and she
had to find shelter and give aid to Duncan. She knew naught about caring for wounds but she had to do
something. She couldn’t just leave the arrow in the poor man’s neck, shetold hersdlf, striving for
courage, dreading the thoughts of pulling it out of Duncan’ sflesh.

The decision of where to find shelter was removed from her hands. At that precise moment Duncan’s
gdlion reached over to nip the neck of her mare. After that it was pandemonium. Her mare started
swinging her head, her feet beating the ground, before kicking out vicioudy with her hind feet. Canddinn
was 0 busy trying to stay seated she didn’t notice when Duncan fdll from his saddleto roll down an
embankment. Her firgt inclination of what was transpiring was when one of the stalion’ s hooves caught



her in aglancing blow againgt her leg. It brought tears of pain to her eyes before she could throw herself
from the saddle.

She sat in pain-filled sllence, rubbing her thigh and watched the loveplay of the two horses. The sdlion’s
ghrill whistlefilled the forest. The mare answered in dmost a scream when she kicked out at the stud. The
fighting and neighing echoed through the woods before Canddlinn jumped up, fright again registering in
her mind. The noise could be heard over alarge area of the forest. Any would-be attacker would only
have to follow the sound through the trees straight to her and Duncan.

Candelinn spied the commander’ s black and red cloak and limped painfully to where Duncan lay, his
face drawn and white as the snow falling on his still body. She dropped to her knees by hisside, her
trembling fingers reaching to touch hisface. She knelt there beside him for severd minutes until she was
sure hewas il dive. His breasthing was shdlow but therise and fdl of his chest was reassuring.

Candelinn took a deep breath before grasping the arrow with afirm grip. She raised hersdf to put her
knee on his chest before choking out. "I’ m sorry, Duncan." Then with the strength she never knew she
had she yanked the offending weapon from his neck. Blood had aready soaked his shirt and jerkin and
now poured forth from the wound. She pulled up her gown and ripped the hem of her petticoat. She
wrapped it around hiswound trying to stop the flow of blood.

When she sat back on her haunches she noticed that Duncan was lying on the edge of ahollow and
there was a huge cave-like overhang where they could find shelter. It was only her stubborn
determination that gave her the strength to pull Duncan’slimp body down the incline and into the cave.
She spread his cloak to pull him half onto it, covering him with the rest of it.

The horses were now slent and Canddinn looked around the areato seeif any other creatures stirred in
her vicinity. Shefinaly decided it was safe and limped to retrieve the horses and led them to the opposite
end of the shelter. Once she had them secure she turned her ire on the gtalion. "And you... you
blackhearted jackass. Y ou not only tried to break my leg but you unseated Duncan. How do you think |
am going to put him back in hissaddle? Y ou're lucky | don’t feed you to the crows.” All thetime she
was cursing the horse she was untying the leather bag and rolled furs from behind the saddle. It was part
of the equipment of the warriors, protection against the cold ground when away from their homes.

Shetook the fursto the cave to spread one out next to the unconscious man. Sherolled him over onto
the fur, then doubled his cape around him. She then searched the leather bag for flints. She stood holding
them in her hand before looking around to see what she could gather for firewood.

There was adead tree lying at the entrance to the hollow, plus numerous bushes nearby. She
paingakingly gathered dl the smal dry twigs she could find before taking Duncan’s claymore to chop
larger pieces. After much effort and not afew swear words, Candelinn findly had asmall fire going close
to Duncan.

She kndlt beside the unmoving bodly, fear for him causing aknot in the pit of her somach. Her fingerson
his ghostly white face only felt the cold. She stood, looking around, almost frantic, for some kind of an
ideato help the man. A gust of wind blowing her skirts againgt his frame on the ground caused her to
look for something to protect him from the wind. The only thing left was her cloak and if she gavethet to
him she would freeze to death.What good would that do him with no one to take care of him, she
wondered?

Sowly and methodicaly Canddinn attacked the surrounding snowdrifts. She rolled the snow into balls
about the size that her arms could reach around, carrying them to build awall at the edge of the



over-hang. She' d had to stop and throw more wood on the fire severd times, before shefelt that the wall
was high enough to protect Duncan from the ice-cold winds.

She dowly dragged onelarge limb across the fire before collgpsing onto the furs with Duncan, covering
them both with the MacBaron tartan. Her warmth from her exertions was the heat that Duncan needed.

She awakened twice in the night to pull another limb acrossthefire, only to crawl back beside the
injured clansman.

Morning broketo find her lying silently awake, hesitant to crawl out into the cold. She was hungry, cold
and worried for the man lying so quietly beside her. She eased hersdlf out of the makeshift bed and gently
gathered her cloak off the degping man. She made another trip for wood before picking up the bow and
quiver to ding them over her shoulder. The snow was much deeper this morning than the previous day
but had at least stopped falling for ashort time.

When Canddlinn returned to the shelter she carried two hare to be roasted on thefire. After skinning
them and putting them on two sticks to hang over the fire she took the skins out into the snow and
rubbed them as clean as she could. Then shevery carefully cut two long thin strips from the furs under
Duncan to make adrawstring type lace to tie the two rabbit furs around her frozen feet. Thelight dippers
she wore with her gownsweren't very serviceablefor trudging in the snow.

She then tore another ruffle off her under-clothing for bandages before taking her dagger and cut down
the middle of her dress between her legs. The gown was clumsy and kept catching on bushes and
dragging in the snow to hinder her every movement. She cut long strips from her cape to wrap around
her legs, tying her now split dressto her legs, making asort of breeches.

Satisfied that she could now get around better she smiled to hersdlf. It wasn't very fashionable and
Anguswould have had another of his screaming fits but she could maneuver enough to carefor herself
and her patient.

She picked up the skin-bag of ae she had placed by the side of the cave on the previous day and went
to Duncan’ sside. She gently lifted his head and unwrapped the bandage. She shuddered at the sight of
the wound. When she poured some of the ale over the wound, agroan came from the lips of the man
resting againgt her arm. He thrashed his head once and immediately stilled. She rewrapped the same
bandage over the wound and poured more ale over the bandage. She would save her last ruffle she had
torn off for the next day’ s bandage.

As she garted to lay Duncan’s head back down he groaned again and dowly opened hisfluttering
eydids. Candelinn il held theusguebaugh in her other hand and brought it to hislips, giving him afew
drops of the burning liquid. The survivd kit of &l Scotsdid itswork on Duncan. His eyes opened wider
to Sare at the vision giving him another drink of the Scotsae. The color actualy seemed to dowly return
to hisface and his eyes roamed around the makeshift shelter.

"I’m sorry Duncan, we are stuck here. Y ou fell from you horse and there was no way | could get you
back into the saddle. But if Angus doesn’'t find us, as soon as you' re strong enough, we will find our way
home."

He didn’t speak, just nodded his head.

"Stay awake until | can feed you. | have some roasted hare waiting on the spit for you." She took one of
the sticks holding a piece of meat and as soon asit had cooled sufficiently she proceeded to tear off small



bite-sized piecesto feed the wounded Duncan. He managed only two bites before he shook his head,
wanting no more. She gave him another drink from the skin, which he accepted. After leaning him back
to his makeshift bed, she went to an untouched snow bank to bring him ahandful of snow to put small
balsinto hismouth. It wasthe only way she could bring him water and he drank greedily. Then he closed
his eyesto return to deep.

Candelinn sat on her hedls and stared at the man. She suddenly realized that this dour Scot had become
her friend and under no circumstances would she alow him to die. She shook the brooding thoughts from
her mind and stood up. She started gathering more wood for the time ahead. After stacking ahuge pilein
the back of the cave she sarted again on the wall of snow she was building to stop the wind. The heat
from the fire had caused it to melt down some so she had to continually keep the top built up.

And so the day passed. Canddinn elther working or standing at the top of the hollow searching for sgns
of anyone else. She knew Angus was searching for her and would continue to do so until she either
returned to the castle or he found her. He would never give up she knew in her heart. Could he have
possibly been injured in the battle? Or possibly killed? Her mind refused to even consider such afate.
For to lose Angus would beto lose her will to live.

Duncan still hadn’t moved when, at darkness, she climbed into the furs once again to share her heat and
her MacBaron cloak. The snows continued to fall in huge flakes and the cold wind blew out of the north,
but thanks to Candelinn’ s effortsit was not bad in their makeshift shelter.

The same routine followed for three more days. Candelinn hunted for any animalsthey could eat. Once
she had found atarmachan, atype of grouse, but the little babiestrailing after their mother made her
refuseto kill it. There was plenty of hare out on the snow so they would not go hungry. She gathered
wood and tended the sick Duncan. He was awake alittle more each day and his color had come back
into hisface. Hisinjury was heding nicdly and had not become infected.

On the last morning she awvoke to silence. The wind had stopped blowing. She opened her eyesto look
out the end of the cave and was relieved to see that the snow had stopped aso. She hastily threw some
more wood on the drying embersto kindle anew.

"Hello, lass." She straightened at the sound of Duncan’ s voice. His voice was hoarse and scratchy
sounding but it was the most wonderful sound Canddinn had heard in ages.

Hiseyeswere clear and he was|eaning up on hiselbows. "How are you feding?'

"I think, thanksto you, I’ll live. So I'll not complain about any discomforts.”

Canddinn laughed. "Y ou wouldn’'t dare complain. | have you at a disadvantage.”

The dour face broke into asmile. Then he noticed Candelinn’ s state of dress and afrown once more
covered hisface. His eyesroamed over her fur skin shoesto her beautiful blue dress, now ruined and
wrapped around her legs from her thighs down, like apair of breeks.

"Don't say one word about my unmaidenly dress. My dippers were inadequate so not to have frozen
feet thisisthe best | could manage and my dress kept getting in the way and | had too much to do trying
to keep wood on thefire, | couldn’t fight with it dl thetime." She rambled.

The twinkling eyes were her only answer. "How long have we been here?!



"Fivedays." If she had shocked Duncan it didn’t show on histaciturn face. "And that mongrel of ahorse
of yoursran off last night."

A frown crossed hisface but he didn’t speak of the sorrow of the loss of hisfavorite steed.

When Canddinn returned after her usua scouting trip Duncan was Sitting propped up againgt the wall
closer to the fire. He evidently had taken it upon himsdlf to throw another piece of wood into the blaze.

"It looks likethe sormisover,” Candelinn said.

"We had best start for the castle. The Laird will beworried out of hismind for you."

"As| have been for him, Duncan. | don’t even know if he survived the ambush.”

"QOch, lass. It would take more men than that to whip The MacBaron. Mark my words, lass. HE s out
roaming the countryside looking for you, lashing out at the horses and men because they can't cover the

whole of Scotland inaday’ stime." He reassured her with asmile.

Canddinn couldn’t help but return the smile, picturing her husband growling at the whole clan and
especialy at the great destrier he rode.

"Duncan, | have no ideawherewe are. I’'m afraid | got lost in our run for freedom.”

"I’ ve beenriding theselands al my life, lass. | doubt | won't recognize our whereabouts as soon as|
look around a bit," he assured her.

"But Duncan, you lost alot of blood and I’'m not sure you will be ableto trave.”

"Nonsense. |' ve felt worse and ridden farther than we are going to ride today. I'm aMacBaron
remember?’ he spoke sure of himself. He was worried about his mistress. She had lost some weight and
he had noticed the limp when she walked.

"M’ lady, were you wounded with an arrow, aso?" He asked abruptly.

Startled by his question, Candelinn mumbled. "No."

"Thenwhat isalling your leg?Y ou wak likeacripple.

Thefireflashed in her eyes before she retorted. "I am acripple. That blackhearted nag of yours just
about took my leg off when he decided he wanted to mount my mare." Canddlinn’sanger at the stdlion
made her forget to watch her tongue.

Duncan laughed until it hurt his neck. His misiress had turned beet red at her own words.

" Tissorry | am about your leg, mistress. That leaves uswith some sort of adilemma. I’'m too wesk to
walk and you' re not able and we only have your mare for the two of us. | think that would be too much

for her carrying thetwo of usin the snow."

"Oh, I’'m getting used to walking now. It wasthe first two days that were painful. Do you think you can
mount my mareif | help you? She asked.



"I’ll manage, lass. If you can saddle her, | can ride her," he vowed.

Once Duncan saw the sidesaddle he amost changed his mind but Candelinn forced theissue, even
showing him how to drape his knee around the pomme, to keep from falling off. It was such afunny sight
to see the dour Scot riding sidesaddle on the mare and she had to fight hersalf not to laugh.

They were asorry sight when they began the long trek back to Glencairn Castle. A wounded man
dumped over the saddle horn of ahorse led by a strange |ooking person with rabbit skins for boots and
carrying aquiver of arrows and abow over ablack and red plaid tartan. One glance around the
countryside and Duncan knew where they were. He told Candedlinn to keep the sun over her right
shoulder until noon and they would soon be on the lands of the MacBaron she would recognize.

Duncan had falen back into semiconsciousness, after afew miles of hard jolting on the back of the mare.
Luckily he had tied himself to the saddle in case this hgppened. Candelinn was putting one foot in front of
the other, her mind numb from the cold. She was agonizingly tired of waking another step, trying to make
apath for the horse and man behind her.

The day was waning when they broke from the forest onto the meadow spreading out before them and
Castle Glencairn. They hadn’t progressed far when the lookout &t the castle spotted the strange travelers
gpproaching the castle. At hiswarning shout, Angus led a mass of men through the gates to check on the
travelers. He had ridden the countryside from dawn till dusk every day and found no trace of hiswife or
commander.

Not recognizing the approaching pair for some few minutes, Angus stood with afearful heart. At the
shout that they were wearing the MacBaron colors, heran to the barn to bridle his stalion. Hisfast
beating heart and shaking hands making the job more difficult than usua. Not bothering with asaddle he
had leaped onto the steed’ s back and was out of the barn and severa yards aong the way before any of
hismen could follow.

He raced his horse across the till snow-covered meadow to stop and stare at the couple in their dazed
gate. Candelinn’s body was taking the steps her brain had told them to take, but it was atrance-like
movement at this stage. Duncan was Semi-conscious, not recognizing anything except the need to clagp
onto the pomme of the saddle.

Angus s heart was wrenched from him as he gazed at Canddinn. Her hair was amass of tangles hanging

loosely around her bent head. Her tria of survival was evident in her dress and when his eyes touched the
furstied around her tiny feet, aragefilled hisbeing. Thefact that the bedraggled woman didn't evenraise
her head to the sound of thundering hooves heading straight toward her sent avile curse from degpin his

throdt.

When he reached her, Angus yanked on the reins and was out of the saddle before his mount could
come to acomplete stop. He pulled the tired wee lassinto hisarms, crushing her againgt his chest. "Dear
God, Canddinn,” he bresthed into her hair. His heart best rapidly, fegling the trembling woman once
morein hisarms. The agony of losing her had been too real and he was reluctant to loose the bonds
around her now.

Her namein the voice of the man sheloved with dl her heart and had feared for these last few days
brought her out of her dazed ate.

"Angus," wasdl she whispered before she collgpsed into hisarms. She was safe at last. Anguswould
take care of her and Duncan. He would know what to do.



One of the clansmen that had arrived on the scene by thistime held hislady while the chief swung onto
his steed, before taking her into hisarms. He settled her easily across histhighs and his destrier to gallop
back to the castle. He swung off the horseto carry hislovely wife up the stairs, shouting orders every
step of the way. Maids jumped to do hisbidding.

Angus lay Candelinn gently on top of the covers on the bed and started stripping off her filthy and ripped
clothing. When he had pedled the fur from her feet he wrinkled his nose in disgust. She groaned beneath
his touch when the cold air hit her exposed flesh. He pulled afur over her naked body and went to throw
alog onto thefire, bringing it ablaze once more.

The maids dong with a couple clansmen brought in water for a bath and once the tub wasfull, Angus
waved them from the chambers. He carried her across the room and settled her gently into the steaming
water. Her eyes opened and she groaned as the hot water sent amyriad of painful needlesflowing
through her hdf-frozen limbs.

"I’'m sorry, my love, but it’ sthe only way." He massaged her body vigoroudy with sogp and acloth, until
it turned pink and rosy, the circulation once more reaching the outer edges.

"I think my Laird hasfair removed the skin from my bones.” It wasthefirst words she had spokenina
while and Angus snapped his head up to meet her perusal. Her exhaustion was evident in her green eyes,
though shetried to move her lipsinto a semblance of asmile.

" Tisworth thisrough measureif it brings my lass back to the living. Though | would rather sudsthis
body with gentle caresses.” His hands till full of lavender scented sogp moved seductively up over her
stomach to reach higher and close around her breasts, his thumbs making tiny circles over their peaks.

Canddinn rested her head on the back of the tub, the warmth of the bath and her husband’s
ministrations causing her exhaustion to overtake her. Her eyes closed and reopened to stare into the dark
brown eyes of her husband.

" Tisasorry state my husband, when your new bride cannot keep her eyes open long enough to take
her husband to her. But | fear thisis one night when the Lady MacBaron will not physically be ableto
carry out her wifely duties”

Angus laughed and lifted her from the tub, wrapping her in atowe and rubbing her dry. "We have a
lifetime of nightsto make up for it, my love." Hewrapped her in aheavy robe and lifted her in hisarmsto
easly carry her to thelarge bed. He covered her up with heavy furs and sat on the edge beside her, his
hand resting on her other side. "Just try to stay awake for afew minutes, Candelinn. Some food should
beonitsway."

He had no sooner spoken than there was a tap on the heavy door. He stood up and crossed the room.
He opened the oaken portd, took atray from one of the serving maids and after reclosing the door came
back to her side.

He placed alinen napkin under her chin and, like feeding a child, started to spoon the hot creamy soup
into her mouth.

Halfway through she pleaded. "I cannot possibly swallow another bite.”

"Just a couple more, lass, then you can deep,” Angusinssted.



Canddinn managed to swallow two more hites, then held her hand up to stop the spoon once more
nearing her mouth.

"| can't, Angus”

He dropped the spoon back into the bowl. He bent and kissed her lightly on the mouth. "Goodnight, my
love"

Canddlinn did down into the bed and closed her eyes, Ietting the heavy coverlets comfort her with their
warmth.

Later, when Angus stripped his clothes off and did in beside his bride she had not moved. He pulled her
body closeto hisside. After the nights of walking the castle halls and battlements with hisloss of her
eating a him, it did not take long for Morpheus to overtake the great MacBaron warrior, sending him
into arestful deep, hisarmswrapped around the satiny skin next to him.

~%* <

Along the border regions, in the province of Galloway, trouble stirred over the crown of Scotland. With
the dead of winter kegping most of the citizenry encamped behind castle walls, tempers were easily
flared. All that had the interest of Scotland astheir prime concern grew more on edge, nervous over the
lassitude of King Edward. He till refused to name aruler for Scotland and the Scots were on the verge
of erupting under the accursed English rule.

In Annandale, a Lochmaben Castle, the atmosphere was no different. The weather had kept the five
Bruce brothers ensconced within thick stone wallsfar longer than their active bodies were used to and
the strain of Robert’ s career was showing in their everyday routine.

The great hall with the numerous banners representing the different branches of the clan adorning its
granite walls was the scene of much heated discussion. Two of the brothers, Thomas and Edward,
douched moodily in the heavy chairs before thefire, their eyes riveted to the pacing Robert.

Robert the Bruce waked back and forth in front of the roaring fire, hands clasped behind his back, head
bent in concentration.

Alexander, a scowl furrowing his brow wasthefirst to speak. "Something hasto be done! Could you at
least speak to him? Or arrange ameeting? Even the Black Laird of Badenock has to admit that Edward
istrying to kill Scotland.”

Robert stopped in mid-stride to ook across the room at his brother, afrown creasing his forehead.
"Do you redly think the Red Comyn would listen to anything | have to say? He would rather bea
puppet for Edward, aslong as he could be called king, than stand up and fight for Scotland. He would
| the whole country for agold crown upon hishead!”

The youngest of the brothers, Thomas, rose abruptly from his chair. "But whet if you sent amessage
saying you would meet him on neutral ground for a conference? Alex and | could deliver the message to
Daswinton, where hisisresiding until pring.”

"And what neutra ground would you suggest, young Thomas?' Robert had stopped hispacing to listen



to hisyounger brother.

"Y ou could aways meset at the kirk of Friar’ sMinor at Dumfries. That should be neutral enough for
anyone. Once insde, the two of you could be completely aone and without interference, mayhap, you
could talk some sense into him. How much more can you stand? Edward has taken your Umfraville lands
and given them to that traitor Ingram. Y ou’'ve got to try, Robert... If not for the clan... then for
Scotland!" He pleaded.

"Perhaps you' re right, Thomas. It might be worth it to try to get him to listen. Maybe he doesn’t redize
the problems our poor crofters are having of late.”

"Bah, Robert! He knows." Alexander said, coming to is brother’ sside. "B, it is Scotland’ s last hope.
Say you will doit!" He urged.

Robert’ s eyes dowly moved over the four younger Brucesin the room. Alexander and Nigd till leaned
casudly againg the mantel awaiting his decison, while the other two voiced their opinions openly. They
had aways |ooked up to him and followed his commands. Where he led they would be by hisside.
Perhaps it would be worthwhile. If he could convince the Red Comyn, peace would once more reign
over Scotland.

"Aye, Alex. Send themessage. I'll dowhat | can.”

One hour later, two men could be seen riding due west in the direction of Dalswinton Castle, on Comyn
lands

Another smdl band of warriorsin full hauberk and chain mail was headed in the direction of the kirk of
Dumfries. They were armed for battle in case of an emergency and the Bruce banner was held proudly
by aman riding beside the leader.

The deep snow made the going dow and rough but the small army of men kept at a steady pace, leaving
adeep trail asthe horses floundered through the unbroken drifts, only to be gradudly filled by the gentle
show faling intheir wake.

When they arrived at the portals of the kirk, the leader, stocky in build, stepped lightly from hishorse.
Helooked around at the empty kirkyard, its tombstones standing forlornly in the snow. He felt achill
pass through his body, a premonition of an unforeseen tragedy. He shook his head absentmindedly, deep
in thought, as the snow fdl from hishelmet onto his shoulders. He glanced up at Alexander Bruce till
segted in hissaddle.

"Have the men dismount and wait on thelee Sde of thekirk. If he comes, I'll bewaiting insde." He
turned and started walking to the front of the kirk.

"Robert!"

He stopped in mid-stride and turned to face the younger version of himself, hiseyebrowsraised in
question.

"Good luck. And may God be with you."

After Robert had disappeared insde the kirk, Alexander dismounted with his clan and the few of the
Kirkpatrick clan who had been staying at the Bruce home, followed suit. Rather than going only to the



protected side of the kirk, he and his men stood a silent vigil on al sides so they would be alerted to the
direction in which the Red Comyn would be coming, if he decided to come at dl.

The day grew late and the bitter winter wind blew around the men huddled at the walls of the stone
building, covering their sill formswith afine layer of blowing snow. Alexander wasrapidly giving up hope
that their offer to meet would be accepted, when one of his men drew his attention to riders gpproaching
from adistance. They were bardly visible through the steadily worsening storm, their horses and trappings
camouflaged by the background of the forest.

Asthey drew near it was plain to see there were only five men, two of whom wore the Bruce colors, the
other three the Red Comyn plaid. They drew to astandstill before the front of the kirkyard. Sir John
stepped from his horse, throwing the reinsto one of his men. Without saying aword he went through the
door of the kirk and disappeared from view.

Inside, the Comyn chief removed hisfur-lined cloak and helmet and | eft them by the door as he moved
into the inner room where Sir Robert Bruce was knedling before the dltar in prayer.

TheBlack Laird of Badenock looked down on the praying man with contemptuous regard. He
considered any show of spiritual humility aweaknessin the character of the Bruce and subject to scorn.
Hefdt exceedingly superior to see this man on his knees. He hated to lay aside these exultant fedings,
but he wanted this business over with so he could get back to Da swinton and to the warm fire awaiting
hisreturn. He cleared histhroat.

Robert, hearing Sir John beside him, dowly stood and faced him. He approached the guardian of
Scotland and nodded with cam contral.

"Sir John. Thank you for coming. I’'m sorry | asked you to comein this unbearable westher, but |
thought it imperative that we meet.”

"And what did you think so urgent, Sir Robert, that | should hasten out in this God-forsaken storm?
Perchance even your scullery maid is ready to mutiny in the face of your hopeless Stuation.” Sarcasm
dripped from histongue.

Robert ignored the barb, holding histemper in check. " Something must be done about Edward. Heis
killing Scotland, John. Even you should be able to seethat.”

"On the contrary, Bruce. | think Edward is doing an outstanding job. As soon as he names me King of
Scotland--which | assureyouisin the near future--he and | will get dong quite well together.”

"You're daft man!" Sir Robert’ s hand went to the hilt of hisdagger in anger. ™Y ou will be nothing except
his puppet, doing his bidding. He will continue to overtax our people until the poor crofters are sarving
and most of our lands are given over to England. Don't you give one damned whit for Scotland, John

Comyn?'

"Since we are here done with no witnesses, | don’t mind telling you | am more interested in being king. |
plan to look after mysdf in thismatter. To hell with Scotland!”

Robert’ s anger surged through his body, bailing over in deadly wrath. His hand, lightning quick, pulled
the dagger and without thinking, he plunged it deep into the chest of Sir John Comyn. The Bruce acted
ingtinctively and it was over before he redized what he had done.



Sir John, his eyes wide with surprise, fet the pain move over his chest, numbing his senses. Hiseyes
became glazed with the shock of the deathblow. Hislast haze-ridden sght was that of Robert the Bruce
glaring hatefully down at him, hislast thought was of dl the plans he had made to become King of
Scotland going unexplainable awry. Where had he gone wrong? Where had he failed?

Robert looked down on the man at hisfeet, and knew he was dead without even bending to check for a
heartbeat. He drew his eyes dowly from the crumpled body on the floor to the dagger till grasped tightly
in hishand. The blood of the Red Comyn dripped from its blade, spotting the floor with a growing pool
of red. Robert stood frozen, aghast at what he had done. He raised guilt sorrowed eyes and encountered
the high dlter where earlier he had kndlt in prayer. Sickened by his sacrilegious conduct hefell to his
knees, hishead cradled in his hands. He had killed aman in front of the dtar. "Oh my God," he prayed
doud. "Forgive me."

How long he stayed in that position he did not know, but when he finaly roseto hisfeet, he knew what
must be done. He would take what came from thistragic incident... Whatever punishment God deemed
fitting would never compensate for the senseless act he had committed in rage. His guilt would plague him
for therest of hislife, showing no mercy, giving no redemption from the flames of sdf-recrimination.

He drug hisfeet with mechanical action, moving him to the door. He siwung it wide, the snow blowing
againg hisface, bringing with it the clean fresh smell of the outsde world, clearing the air of the odor of
deeth behind him.

Alexander stepped in front of his brother, aquestion on hislips. Then his glancefell to Robert’s hand ill
clasping the bloodstained dagger. He moved forward to step close at the same time hisfriend Roger de
Kirkpatrick moved beside him.

"Robert, what in God' s name happened in there?
Hisvoice was alow croak, asthe words ssumbled from hismouth. "I think | killed him."

Kirkpatrick shoved forward. "Y ou killed him? By Chrigt, Robert, I'll make sure of it." He forced hisway
through the door of the kirk as a Comyn clansman approached Robert with drawn sword. He stabbed
without careful aim and it ricocheted off Bruce' sarmor beneeth his cloak. Alexander ran him through
before the man could raise hisarm to strike again.

Robert stood in adaze, seeing nothing of the surrounding chaos. There was only abrief moment for his
decison, as he listened to the exclamations of Kirkpatrick ingde the kirk and the wailing prayers of the
greyfriars. He knew John Comyn was dead. At this moment Robert knew his spirit could either bresk or
he could grasp hisfuture by the throat. Had he been alesser man he would have run for cover, to
become an excommunicated outlaw among the heather.

But Robert the Bruce was aman with ideds. Y es, he had committed a sacrilege, but the liberty of al
Scotland was more important than his own safety. He would not hide in the heather waiting for Edward
to seek him out and destroy him. He would stand and fight like aman for the country of his dresms and
freeit from the chains threatening to strangle it to death.

Robert raised his heed, the snow hitting him full in the face. There was confusion dl around him, yet his
mind was suddenly crystal clear. He stood straight, aman once more with a purpose and without looking
to theright or left, strode with renewed determination through the deep snow to where his destrier was
tethered. He mounted and with only anod to his brothers, turned and headed back in the direction of
Annandde.



Soon thelittle kirk of Friar’s Minor was deserted except for the grey-cloaked men residing within its
sheltering walls. The two clans had separated. .. each going in the direction of their own lands... each
with heavy hearts.

One carried a burden of desth across the saddle of one of the destriers, afeding of hatred for the
offender, craving revenge. The leader of the other clan, though moving with his men at the same speed,
hindered as they were by the degp snow, seemed in ahurry. Not asif he were running from fear, but
filled with a sense of hisown destiny, asif he were headed in the direction of agreat engagement, one
that would change the history of Scotland forever.

"Nigd," Robert motioned his brother to his side. " Search out our friend Jamie Douglas. Scotland has
need of hisservices."

Nigel nodded and turned his steed, making afresh solitary path through the degp snow in the opposite
direction.

Tweve

Canddlinn dowly opened her eyes, avake at last from her restful twelve hours of rest. A few inches
before her were smiling brown eyes over afreshly shaved cheek. "I’ ve grown impatient waiting for you to
awaken, my lady." He spoke softly as he reached out to tenderly brush her tangled hair away from her
temple.

Canddinn remembered the trials and terror of the last few days and could only smile, knowing she was
safe once again in the protective embrace of The MacBaron.

Angus seyes dowly moved over her entire head while he inspected every detail, reassuring himsdlf that
shewas here, dive and well, except for the greet bruise on her thigh. He brought his eyes back to stare
into loving green ones before asking.

"Wasyour orded in the dements great, my love?’

Canddinn hesitated briefly before saying. "1 didn’t think | would ever be warm again, but the worst was
my fear for Duncan. | know nothing of wounds so didn’t know what to do. | just poured ae on the
wound and bandaged it." She confessed her fedlings of inadequacy.

A tremendous smile creased hisface. ™Y ou may have found anew medicine, love. Duncan isup and
about dready thismorn, gtting inthe dining hdl, telling all who will listen of your bravery. It sseemsthe
Lady MacBaron haswon another heart in the clan.”

She blushed at the words of praise. "But Angus, | wasn't brave. When | removed that accursed arrow |
was so frightened | cried and | cried from frustration before | ever got the bloody firelit. Then | cried
when Duncan lay there so white and still. | was so afraid that he would die. So you see, you would have
thought me awesk-kneed smpleton instead of brave.”



Angusthrew back his had and laughed at her confession. He brushed her lipslightly with hisown. "Y ou
may have cried, sweet Candelinn, but you went ahead and did what had to be done. Any other lass
would have perished from the cold and hunger. My wifeis more brave than any woman | have ever
known."

She reached out with both armsto pull hislipsto her own. Shetook theinitiative of the kissand her
tongue probed, intruding into his mouth to touch histongue, then retregt, in sensuous light strokes.

Angus groaned and took control. He grasped the back of her head and turned it Sdeways for amore
comfortable position. His mouth took over, dominating the movements of their tongues and lips. He hand
dipped naturally to cup abreadt, histhumb and finger rolling a hardening nipple.

Canddinn groaned from the overwhelming desireto fedl him inside her, and moved her body against
him.

Angus raised hismouth to kiss her neck. "I’ ve needed you, Canddinn. | dmost lost my mind &t the
thought of never holding you like thisagain. Y ou make me burn from hunger for you," he whispered
againg her skin sending his hot breath burning atrail of passion through her.

"I hungered for you too, my husband.” She was too involved with the way her body was reacting to each
caress to be able to think straight enough to say more.

A loud knock on the wood door broke them apart instantly. Their breathing was ragged and a black
scowl crossed Angus s face before he stood to stride across the floor to yank open the door. It wasthe
firgt time Canddlinn had noticed he was till clothed.

Fergus smiled at Angus from the opening. He spotted Candelinn awake so walked into the room, not
redlizing he had interrupted what was to Angus something more important than abrother’ svisit. He
groaned as Fergus strolled over to the bed, abroad smile on hisface. "Y ou don’t seem to have suffered
too much, lass. | thought surely you would have grown wings from listening to Duncan tell it."

"I'mfine, redly. Just overtired." She hinted for him to leave the room so she could get back in the arms
of the frowning warrior ill holding onto the door.

"*Tisagood thing you surpassed us al in marksmanship or you would have gone hungry.”
"Aslong asyou can somach harefor every med.”

Angus joined Fergus by the side of the bed. " She would also have been barefoot, Fergus. Did you
notice her fur skin boots?' He pointed to the discarded skins on the floor where he had undressed her the

evening before.
Canddinn justified her footwear. "Well, | had to have something. Those dippers were next to nothing.”

The men’ s gaiety soon rubbed off on Candelinn and she laughed with them at the sorry sight she must
have presented walking across the meadow, when Angus had found her.

" Tisglad | amyou' re home sife, lass. The Laird wasfair beyond himself without you. Had you been
gone another day, | fear the whole clan would have stopped their duties to search for you. * Tis not easy
to live with my brother-in-law when heisin aconstant rage." He grinned at the growl coming from the



man at hisside. "But now |’ ve seen you' re okay, | can be about my duties.”

"And about time," Angus said.

Fergus reached out and tugged alock of her hair before he turned and strolled jauntily out of the room.
Angus quietly closed the door behind his brother-in-law before smiling lecheroudy to hiswife ashe
made hisway back to the bed and her side. Hefell acrossthe bed, lying next to her. Just before his
mouth claimed hers once again, he asked huskily. "Where did we leave off, love?' His hand claimed her
breast, pushing aside her flimsy night rail. When he pushed hisframe againgt her body she could fed his
readiness, fully hardened, through the coverlet. Canddinn’ sfingerslocked in hisdark curly hair at the
nape of his neck pulling him closer. The breathing deepened and their heartbeats raced before Angus
stood to remove his clothing.

A knock pounded on the door.

Angus shouted. "Who the hdll isit?’

"*Tis Duncan. | cameto seeto the hedlth of your lady."

"Damn! | need alock on thisdoor!" Angus swore. But he stood amoment dampening hisfires of
passion before bidding his commander to enter.

Candelinn put her hand over her mouth to cover the grin covering her face.

Duncan thrust the door wide awarding hislaird only acursory glance. The scowl on Angus sface didn’t
deter him awhit. After dl, he'd had the lassto himsdlf for the last thirteen hours.

"How areyou, lass?

"I’'m well, Duncan. How are you? Y ou were the wounded party." She smiled at his dour countenance,
not theleast intimidated.

"Thanksto you, I'm fine Can’t abide the chain mail about me neck but otherwise I’ m fit."
"I didn’t do anything, Duncan. A tough MacBaron like you could have madeit on hisown.”

Duncan’s eyestwinkled a her sdf-depreciating remark and turned to Angus. "Has she explained how
shecame by her limp, Angus.”

Angus noticed the gleam in his commander’ s eyes, so wasimmediately interested in the answer. "No.
But the bruise on her leg isalarge one.”

Laughter rolled from Duncan when he saw the way Canddinn was scowling up at him asif she wished
she had left him for dead. "'l don’t think the mistresswill ever forgive my stdlion, Angus. ‘ Twaswhen he
wanted to mount her mare and shewasin theway."

She glared a the two laughing men, refusing to see the dightest thing funny about her predicament &t the
time

"I’ll have to write down the date so we' |l know when the fod is due. By theway, your steed returned.”



"Aye, 30 Fergustold me. | would have hated losing such asturdy animal.”

"But, Duncan,”" Canddinn interrupted. "I thought now that you can ride sidesaddle you could borrow my
mount any time you wanted to." She knew by the anguish on hisface that she had paid him back in kind.

"Sidesaddle? What is she talking about Duncan?'

"Och, nothing, my liege."

"Angus, you mean you did not notice that Duncan rode al the way home sidesaddle on my mount?If he
would have had agown he would have looked most fetching.”

Angus pounded hisfriend on the back. " Tis lucky for you, | was so happy to see my wife, | failed to
notice. Lord, but the clanisgoing to lovethis.”

"They dready know and I’ d just as soon not hear about it again." The dour clansman was back infull
force. All humor was gone from hisface. He quickly changed the subject. "Did you find out the identity of
our attackers."

"Nae, they were dl dead by the time we were through with them so | couldn’t question them. They wore
no plaid but it' slikely they came from the party that had just |eft the castle. The Red Comyn’ slooks of
hatred were very evident. It was plain he didn’t appreciate my stedling two of hisclan, and Letitia's
venomous glares at Canddlinn was proof therewas no love lost there" Angus sface was grave while he
spoke histhoughts. "We |l probably never know but it’ s doubtful that either the English or the Comyn's
will ever set foot on MacBaron lands again.”

Quiet settled over the room, each thinking of the dastardly deed that could have caused the degth of
Duncen.

Duncan straightened from leaning againgt the wardrobe. ™ Tisgood to know ye'r well, m'lady. If | ever
have to be wounded and stranded in the forest again, | hope you are there to tend me." Hislook was
serious as he turned to exit the room. Angus walked over to him and whispered something for hisears
aone. Duncan laughed and nodded and closed the door behind him.

Angus walked back to the bed, to resume his amorous pursuits.
"What did you tel Duncan to make him laugh?'

"| told him I wanted alock installed on this door by tomorrow. The next person that interrupts will get
sorry duty indeed, wife. Don’t they know we would like alittle privacy for God's sake." He once more
clamed Canddinn’smouth in apassion stirring kiss. He pressed his body into hersin sensuous motions
before he claimed her breast with hislips. She could fed his strong arms encircle her to pull her closer,
hiswarm bresth fanning her body.

The door banged againgt the wall, noisily breaking them apart. "Damn,” Candelinn muttered into her
husband’ s neck.

"Angus! English soldiers have been spotted riding towards Strathness on Dunkeld hill." Duncan shouted
the words before turning to run from the room to aert the men to saddle their mounts



Passions rewards forgotten completely in that moment, Angus donned chain mail and grabbed his
claymore on hisway out the door.

Fergus and ascore of clansmen were l€eft to guard the castle as the rest of the men rode like thunder
through the gate in pursuit of the enemy.

Time hung heavy on Canddinn with Angus gone. Though wishing he were with her, shefdt free and
alive. Thiswas her home now, and she was Angus swife. Shetried not to think of the danger her
husband may bein.Had they engaged the English? If anything happened to her arrogant warrior she
would not want to live. She refused to dwell on the unknown. She would have faith in her husband and
hiswarriors.

The next few days went smoothly. Candelinn had never been so content except when she had lainin her
husband’ s arms. The snow had started again and lay thickly upon the ground. The wind blew huge drifts
aong the base of the mountains and it became impossible to get ouit.

Canddinn didn’t mind the inconvenience. She had taken over the running of the castle and had fit right
into her role of lady of the manor. There was plenty she till didn’t know, but shetried hard to learn and
was s0 kind and pleasant to al the servants they bent over backwards trying to please her. Because of
this, the Castle Glencairn ran smoother than it had for years. The atmosphere was a happy one and the
sound of singing in the kitchen or whigtling in the stables had not been heard in such quantity since Angus
had been aboy and his mother had been dive.

Canddlinn took the timeto listen to the children who cameto her with their adventures of playing inthe
snow. Shewould ingst they warm in front of the fire and have a cup of hearty broth, creamy with lots of
barley, before they trudged hometo their own crofter’ s cottage. Or she would listen with interest when
the elderly told her of days gone by, even when they repeated the sametale to her afew dayslater, she
gtill listened with the same rapt interest as hearing the story for thefirgt time.

Slowly she became aMacBaron in thought, word and deed. Never was she without the clan brooch on
her gown and in the coal of the evening she was never seen without the clan tartan pleated and hanging
over her shoulder. When she heard something about the Comyn clan she would agree asif it had never
been her own.

She had got to go hunting with Fergus and the clan on acouple of occasions, aways bringing down
more than her share of the kill. The men were openin their admiration for their mistress.

After days of absence amessenger cameinforming her that the laird was well. The English had taken
flight when seeing the Black MacBaron and his mighty warriors coming down on them. But Angus
proceeded on to Castle Strathness to reassure himself that his brother was prepared in case of attack.
He had agreed to stay afew daysto help train the younger lads of the clan.

Although in other parts of the country the antagonism with the English ran high, insde the boundaries of
MacBaron lands peace prevailed over dl. The death of Sir John Comyn had not yet reached their ears.

*

Thefiery crosswas ready. Two sides of the cross were coated with lamb’ s blood, and the other two
sdes st afire and fastened together at the center, forming a cross, by a strip of Bruce plaid. The blood
gtill shone bright red on the adjacent sides of the charred wood. The sign of fire and blood had dways
been used in Scotland asthe traditional means of caling the clans and their dliestogether in times of



criss. Now, with Scotland on the verge of war with England, thefiery crosswould once moretravel the
width and breadth of the land, rallying the clansmen and supporters of Robert the Bruceto hisside.

The damp chill of a Scottish winter penetrated the heavy fur-lined clothing of the men, drivingitsicy
fingersto the very marrow of their bones as they stamped about the courtyard of the Castle Lochmaben
inafutile effort to keep warm. The ever present wind blew restlesdy off the loch with threatening
intensity, sweeping across the frozen crusted snow covered land, stinging the eyes and faces of the men
gathered in smal numbers about the courtyard.

Robert and his brothers stood outside the doors of the castle, informing the loca clansmen and friends of
his plans. The crosswas held firmly in the Bruce' s hand, astern look etched his face as he walked dowly
up to one of the younger supporters.

Thistal lanky youth looked him directly in the eye acknowledging the honor of being called upon to
carry thefiery cross... the cross that would bring Scotland anew King.

"Good Sir James, would you carry the newsto our people? | need the staminanot only of a Douglasfor
thisride, but also atrue and cherished friend.”

James Douglas, hisdark, normaly stern eyes, lowered in humility a the words from The Bruce. He
redized Sir Robert gave him thissmall honor not only because he was a staunch supporter of wanting to
see him on the throne as Scotland’ s King, but was the only one of those present who had lost hisentire
family holdingsto the English.

"Aye, my liege." Heraised his head once more to look upon Sir Robert. "1t will be an honor to carry the
cross. Thisisthe day many aHighlander and | have looked forward to. What message goeswith it,
gre?'

"Tel our friendswe will meet on Palm Sunday, at Scone to crown the Bruce as the new King of
Scotland.”

The crowd went wild. It was what they had been hoping for, but to hear it spoken doud by Sir Robert
himsalf was cause for instant rejoicing. They pounded each other on the back, screaming their jubilation.
Sir James Douglas was the only one near enough to hear Sir Robert continue in aquiet voice.

"If Bishop Wishart gives me absolution at Glasgow for my destruction at the dtar, that is.”

Sir James put out hismailed fist and clamped it hard on hisfriend' s shoulder. "Have no fear, sre. God
has forgiven you aready. Or e se he would not have sent you to save Scotland.”

Robert’ slight blue eyes |ooked deep into sincere dark onesfor an interminable minute before his body
relaxed and he smply nodded.

The good Sir James took the fiery cross from the other man’ s hand and while the crowd till cheered,
climbed astride his huge dedtrier. It was a horse of speed to travel quickly, the strength to carry such a
mighty warrior astride his back and the ssaminato last through such ajourney. Sir Jamestook one last
look at Sir Robert the Bruce. His stern countenance broke into asmile as hisfolded fist covered his
heart. "See you a Scone, my liege."

"Aye, James. At thetime of PAlm Sunday. Godspeed.”



With anod and awave, Sir James turned his steed and without looking back started at a dow canter
across the cobblestonesin the direction of the portcullis dready lifted for him to pass through.

The Bruce stood silently in the courtyard, watching the lone rider as he disappeared into the blowing
haze of snow. So much was at stake and so many depended on him to make the decisions which would
mean life or desth to them and their families. Unconscioudly he stroked his forehead with his gloved hand,
oblivious of the man who had cometo stand at hisside.

"| found him on the track riding with hismen for Annandale,” Nigel broke into his brother’ s thoughts.
"The black cloud of smoke was dtill billowing from beyond the hillswhere Douglas Castlelay inruin,
when | joined him. He il says naught of the burning, but his men have told me al that happened.
Scotland will long remember the infamous deed of James Douglas, brother. Y ou couldn’t have chosen a
better man.”

"With the support of James Douglas and Angus MacBaron | fed | could go right to Edward’ s private
chambersif need be." He stood for atime longer staring through the grated portcullis where the proud
knight had disappeared into the forest.

From Annandae, in the province of Galloway, James Douglas rode due west to Kirkudbright and after
telling James the Steward of the impending coronation and without hesitation, swung his steed north,
following the well worn track toward the province of Ayr.

The weather cleared only dightly, making his cross-country trek atest of stubborn determination as
much as physical samina Whilethe arbitrary wegther conditions made histravels harder, it dso served
to shield him from patrolling English troops who were sure to be staying close to their warm hearths.

In Ayr, the home of the Clan Ferguson of Kilkerran, James stopped and dismounted at a swiftly flowing
burn, the center cresting over the frozen ridges bordering its glacid waters. He rested on his haunches,
giving hishorse ashort rest before continuing through the deep snow to Kilkerran.

The sight of the fiery cross caused considerable speculation amongst the citizenry. When James repeated
the message from Robert Bruce a great cheer arose, echoing against the hills. Even as he rode out of
sght, their voices could Hill be heard rgoicing at the news.

When James entered the city of Glasgow, he wasimmediately swept up into the bustling activity. Sowly
he made his way toward the home of Bishop Wishart.

A servant admitted the travel weary young man, showing him into asmall room whose greatest attraction
wasthe blazing fire in the one fireplace.

The bishop was seated at his desk in degp concentration over one of hisclerica books, his shiny pate
reflecting thefirdight.

James waited patiently for recognition, leaning the cross againgt anearby chair as he removed his heavy
outer garments one by one asthe hesat of the fire worked its way into hisweary bones.

"Oh..." the gout little man looked up in surprise. "Sir James. What brings you o far afield in thismost
miserable westher?'

"“Tis Sir Robert the Bruce for which I've come," James answered. He drew near the seated man and sat
down in anearby chair. He began to tell of the eventsleading to Robert’ s decision to become the



crowned sovereign of Scotland.

"... and it lays heavy on his conscience. Asyou know, Robert isamost devout man, sincerein hisfaith.
The desth of John Comyn isablack mark upon his soul. Hisfervent hopeisthat you will receive him and
grant him absolution for thismost grievous of Sns”

For severa minutes the bishop sat, leaning back in his chair, his eyesfixed on the flickering flamesin the
hearth, asif in atrance. The only sound wasthat of hisfingertips, tapping the desktop as hismind
retreated deeper in thought. Should he give the Bruce absolution for the Comyn’s death? He knew
Robert had afierce temper and stedl too ready to his hand, but after listening to Sir James, he d so knew
Robert had regretted his sacrilege when his blood had cooled.

Aye, he would give Robert absolution. Bishop Wishart had waited ten years to crown a Scottish King.
Now the hour had come, bleakly enough ‘tistrue, but he was ready. He would bring out from his
treasury, where it was concealed, the old forbidden flag of the King of Scotland. Thelion within his

pasture of scarlet lilieswould take to the wind once again.

Sowly hiseyes moved from the brilliant fire to the patiently waiting Douglas. His deliberation a an end,
he nodded his head in the affirmative. "Aye, | will seeit done.”

An audible sigh escaped the lips of James Douglas as he stood to take hisleave of the bishop. "Sir
Robert will bein Glasgow within afew days. | must hasten. Thefiery cross hasyet to completeits
journey. | travel next to Argyl, to the Earl of Lennox at Loch Lomond and to the MacArthur at

Innestrarynich.”

He put on his outer clothes and bent down picking up the crossfrom itsresting place, next to hischair.
He carried it with him to the door and opened it. He bowed low before the bishop. "Bye your leave. We

will meet at Scone."

The bishop rose from his chair and waked to the young man, placing his hand upon his shoulder. " Safe
journey, lad. Godspeed.”

Thirteen

"But, Canddinn, you must!"
"Oh no, Fergus. | am not going to go around the rest of my life saving you from your boasting.”

"Och, lass," her brother persisted. "What was | to do when the lad Owen MacBride said you could do
none of thethings| and the MacBaron’ sinssted you could? Y ou must show him we speek the truth.”

Candelinn paced the floor of her chambers. Angus had not returned from Strathness and she was bored.
She missed him and had been at aloss asto how to occupy her time this day when her brother
gpproached her with hisinsane scheme. She stopped her pacing and siwung on him, anideaformingin
her mind.



"How much?' she asked.
"How much what, lass?' Fergus parried alittle sheepishly.
"How many bawbeeswill you pocket if | win?'

Fergus looked at the toe of his dust-stained boots. His sister was too smart for her own good. He
glanced from the corner of his eye before answering.

"Ten slver bawbees goesto the victor.”

"Ah... ten. Thelast timeit was arace for five, the wagersincrease a each turn of events. | tell you,
Fergus, oneday | will lose purposdly just to watch you pay.”

"Och, Canddinn. Itisdl infun."
"Fun! That ismorethan thelad earnsin amonth!”

"But he deservesto losefor saying the MacBaron'sand | lied. If youdon't do it for me, at least do it for
therest of the clan,”" he pleaded.

Canddinn knew she would enjoy the contest. She loved the fed of the bow, bending it to her will,
before sending the long wooden shaft to itsmark. It was aways an exhilarating feding. "I’ll tell you what,
Fergus. Do you know the family of Umphred MacBaron?'

"Is he not the father of the sick bairn you' ve been nursing of late?”

"Aye. And if the babe had more meat stock in hisbelly instead of bannock he would recover more
quickly." She sghed thoughtfully.

"But what hasthisto do with the contest, lass?' His brows drew together.

"More than you know, dear brother. For if | enter the contest, and win, you must give hdf of your
winnings to Umphred' swifefor thesick bairn. And... you must make her believeit isfrom the goodness
of your heart, for sheisaproud woman. Wdll... What say you, Fergus? What happened to your tongue
that isusudly over-wagging?

Fergus was deep in thoughts of his own. Five bawbees! That was the price on the new dagger he had
been admiring at the dlveramith’s. But even so, hewould gtill have the remaining fiveto buy it. And it
would beworth it al to see the look on Owen MacBride sface! Hiseyes gleamed as he smiled at his
sger. " Tisabargain then. Shall | tdll them to set up the targets?’

"Aye," Canddinn replied, excitement starting to engulf her. "I will change and meet you at the gatesin
one hour."

Fergus shouted happily, walking swiftly out the door.
An hour later, Candelinn was at the front gates dressed in her men’ s breeks. The day waswindy and she

did not want to shoot with her skirts blowing around her legs, distracting her concentration. Therewasa
crowd of MacBaronswaiting at the portcullis with her horse saddled and ready. The gathered clansmen



separated, making way for the pair.
"Good day toye, m'lady.” "Greetings, m' lady."

She nodded to them and smiled as Fergus gave her aleg up into the saddle. The targets were set up at
the edge of the wood and though it was not far from the castle gate, they let their Lady MacBaron ride,
while they walked beside her horse.

His own clansmen awaiting their arriva surrounded Owen MacBride. He was aman of ascore and five
years of age with aflorid complexion and mousy colored hair. Hewastall and muscular and strutted in
front of hisclan like a peacock, sure of hisvictory. Thefact that he was to shoot against amere lasswas
degrading, but he would show these MacBaron’ s once and for dl that his was the surer arm between the
two clans. The MacBaron’ s could use a set down with their overblown arrogance. He had taken dl he
could of the constant bragging about their mistress, no woman could have al the talents they bestowed
upon her. Hmmph! He would get this contest over quickly and cease their prattling once and for dl.

Owen came to the edge of the wood and waited with his hands on his hips, while the MacBaron's
fawned over their lady as she stepped from the horse. With her chin held high and her back straight, she
approached him. She was abonnie lass, he admitted to himself, and he dmost hated to dishonor her in
front of her clan. Almogt, but not quite.

Canddinn waked straight to the pompous MacBride lad and stood in front of histowering frame. "Is
your bow arm ready, MacBride?' She asked saucily.

"Aye, m’lady. ‘ Twill be ashameto best such acomely lass.”

Canddinn raised an eyebrow as she busied hersdlf, dipping on her supple gloves. "Are you so sure then
that you have won?'

"Of course, m’lady. Women don’t have the strength or sharp eye to aim the yard-arrow.”

"Oh, redly?" She asked, her voicefull of mischief. "Owen MacBride, | think | am going to enjoy taking
your ten slver coins. Mayhap after today you will think more of the femalesin your clan.”

"Mayhap, m’lady. We shdl see”

Fergus handed the tautly strung bow to his sster. Owen chuckled in sdf-confidence.

"After you, Lady MacBaron." Owen stepped back, alowing Candelinn aclear shot at the target.

Fergus handed her the first arrow. " Show him the way of it, Candelinn!™ He urged confidently.

She nodded dightly, placing her arrow in position. The target was twenty meters away, fastened to a
sturdy pine. Candelinn focused her eye on the black bull’ s eye, totally ignoring the outer boundaries. She
watched the way the breeze ruffled the boughs on the trees as she took careful aim. The clan grew silent
as each man held his breath.

Candelinn drew her arrow back, sighting down its shaft and released it. All eyes moved asoneto the

tree. The arrow was sticking just insde the bulls-eye, touching the outer perimeter. The clan MacBaron
roared their gpprova.



Candelinn stepped back, making room for Owen MacBride.

" Twas alucky shot, m’'lady.” He drew his own arrow from the sheath at hisback and set it in place,
balancing it on the bow shaft.

"Wasit now?' Canddinn said mockingly.

Owen pulled his string taut, bending the bow into a deep curve with muscular force, taking careful am
and let the arrow fly. It landed next to Candelinn’s, amere fraction of an inch nearer the center. The
clan’ sgroan was barely audible with the cheers from the MacBride' s.

They were each to shoot three arrows. The one with the most near the center would be the victor. The
clan was restless with Owen’ s good luck, and neither they nor the two challengers noticed the score of
men led by their chief, coming dowly through the wood at their back.

Angus hated his men with asilent wave of hisarm. He spotted Candelinn stepping up to take aim for her
second shot. They looked from their lady to their chief and back to their lady, and waited. While Angus
had been gone for awhile, he did not know that the clan had often coaxed Candelinn into performing
some skill for avigting Highlander while he had been away from Glencairn. They had planned to keep
the news of her escapades a secret from their laird, not knowing how he would take to the idea. But he
had returned unexpectedly this day and now they waited nervoudy to see the outcome.

Canddinn released her arrow and watched it soar through the air, hitting directly in the center of the
target. The men around her, still oblivious of the chief’ s nearness, yelled and pounded each other on the
back in glee.

Silence prevailed once more as Owen stepped forward, a scowl starting to form on his brow. He shot
too hagtily and the arrow stuck in the pine, wide of the mark.

Canddinn walked up to him before preparing for her last shot. "Have you changed your mind asto the
sharp eye of women?' She goaded.

"Nae, m'lady,” he growled. "Y e could not do it again.”

Candelinn shrugged off his stupidity and placed her arrow on the bow. She glanced at Fergus and her
fellow clansmen staring at the tree, asthey waited for her arrow to hit home. They had such faith in her.
Canddinn’s heart overflowed with love for them dl. She could not let them down. It was no longer the
fact that there wasten silver coins at stake, but the desire to show them once more that she wasthe very
lassthey wanted for their chief.

She pulled back the bowstring with her right hand, the arrow resting easily between her fingers. The
heavy bow required agreat ded of strength to draw the arrow into position and her arm shook dightly
under the strain, as she stared down the long length of arrow to settle on the black target. Gently shelet
go the string. The wooden shaft landed with athud so close to the other they shared the same holg, itstip
gticking in the center of the bulls-eyes. She had won! Even if Owen were to make abulls-eye with hislast
shot, he would not match her two.

The clan went wild. Fergustwirled hissister around in jubilation. His eyes shifted from her face, causing
him to stop abruptly and Candelinn nearly ran into him. Puzzled, she traced the direction of hiseyesand
swallowed the smile on her face, replacing it with mouth agape. Her hand came up to her mouth to cover
her surprise.



Anguswas not three feet from her, astride hisblack stallion. His chin lay on his open pam, his ebow
resting on the saddle horn. He stared directly at hiswife, his mouth fighting to remain straight, hiseyes
purposdly frowning, trying to look stern.

Canddlinn rushed to his side, sure he was very unhappy with her, but so very glad to see him after so
long atime. "Angus! Don't beangry. It wasal in fun... No one was harmed.” She placed her hand on
hisknee. "Wel come home husband. | missed you."

Owen MacBride chose that moment to gpproach them, holding aleather pouch containing her winnings.
He handed the bag to her and made off through the throng of men without aword. He went in search of
privacy to mend his bruised ego.

Angus took the pouch from Candelinn’ s hand and poured out the ten bawbeesinto hispam. His
eyebrows raised and he stared down a Candelinn, her eyesfixed on the silver coinsresting in his hand.

Thistime hisanger wasred. "Y ou need money so badly then? All you need do isask, lass."
"No, Angus. They are not for me. It was Fergus s wager, not mine."

Anguslooked to Fergus and motioned him nearer. "Y ou had your sister do thisto keep you in coin?|
am sordly disappointed inyou, lad.”

"But did Canddinn not explain, Angus? Half of it goesto the sick bairn in the cottage of Umphred
MacBaron. ‘ Tisthe only way shewould agreetoit.”

"And wherein God' s name does the other half go?' He sat back in his saddle relieved his bride was not
doing it for hersdlf.

"To me, Angus. The clan and | decided thiswas the only way to cease Owen MacBride s boasting. His
prowess with the bow isdl we have been hearing about until we werefair sick of it."

Angus handed him the coins and stepped from his horse, hisarm going around Candelinn and pulling her
possessively to hisside.

"See that Umphred gets his share, Fergus, and I’ [l forget about it this once. But think thrice before you
arrange such amatch for your sster without my knowledge again.”" He turned Canddlinn toward the
castle and walked beside her, leading his mount with his other hand. He motioned Fergusto bring
Candelinn’s mare back to the castle.

Canddinn looked at histhoughtful profile. "Areyou so very upset with me, Angus?”

"Aye, love... Especidly for dlowing the likes of Owen MacBride to come nearer the target on your first
shot." Heturned his head to face her, his eyes dight with amusement. "It seems| will haveto taketimeto
coach you inthe arts of archery aswell asmaking love." He pulled her into hisarms and nuzzled her neck
affectionately, ignoring dl the smilesof thefollowing dansmen.

Onceingde the castle he kept hold of her and went directly up to their chambers. He had been gone
way too long without fegling her in hisarms and he would not wait amoment longer. Once he had her
insde their chambers he turned to shut the door and was happy to see that Duncan had taken care of his
request while he was gone. There was a brand new lock fastened to the edge of the door and he smiled



as he threw the bolt home. No one was going to interrupt them thistime.

Canddlinnimmediately cameto wrap her arms around her husband' swaist and hug him tightly. There
was no modesty in her, her need was so great for her warrior. Sheraised her head to stare into his eyes
as hishead lowered to capture her lipsin ademanding kiss. The heat that surged through her body was
immediate and as he was releasing her hair to fal down her back, she was busy trying to undress him,
whilether lips never I€eft that of the other.

Angus stongue moved forcefully into her mouth, stroking and coaxing her passions. He covered her
mouth again and again like he could not get enough of her. Her body reacted in full force, moving her
hands over his back, after hisjerkin had hit thefloor. Before she redlized it she was standing nude next to
his naked body. Clothes were scattered at their feet, oblivious of the two clasped together infiery frenzy.

Angus picked her up and laid her on the bed, followed by his own body to recline on top of her, resting
between her thighs. Her breasts crushed againgt his chest branded him, as her legs wrapped around him
keeping him astight as possible in her embrace. Angus cupped her breast and rubbed his thumb over her
aready enlarged nipples. She groaned. He lowered his mouth to itstip and began to tease its crest until
she was becoming wild beneath him.

Canddinn dipped her hand between them and grasped his hardened member. It pulsated in her pam
with desire. Angus moaned against her breast. He would not be ableto last if he did not enter her
quickly. He reached down and removed her hand, but let his fingers enter the moist juncture of her legs.
She arched against him in heated readiness. He moved his hand to grasp the roundness of her buttocks,
raising her to thrust deep into her, the hot, tight enclosure dmost hisfinale. Their joining was amost his
undoing. He had thought of nothing el se while he had been away.

With each movement of histhrusts, Candelinn came closer and closer to release. Findly asshe
screamed his namein quivering orgasm, Angus alowed himsdf to pound into the center of her being,
bringing forth hisown gigantic climax, spilling himsdf insde of her.

Angus did not have the strength to move. He was surprised that they had both found completion so fadt,
when he would have liked to savor each touch. But the absence from the only woman he would ever love
had made his body desperate for the wonderful satisfaction she gave him. Their breathing dowed and
findly he found the strength to move to her side, till holding her in hisarms. Her head rested on his broad
shoulders and he heard her sigh. He smiled over the top of her head. It was good to be home!

Angus had just come downgtairs and stepped out into the courtyard when the dow, rattling clank of the
great chains and the creaking oak timbers | etting down the drawbridge caught his attention. He
recognized the rider entering under the portcullisimmediately, though he was dumped in the saddlein
exhaugtion. Angus noted the fiery cross bearing the Bruce plaid, clasped tightly in Sir James hand and
rushed to hisside.

"God, Jamie! The crossl Has something happened to Robert?' He helped the lanky frame of The
Douglas dide from his horse' s back.

"Nae, Angus. Robert isfit. But the Comyn isdead. The Brucekilled him at Greyfriar’ sMinor." He
looked at hisfriend through bloodshot eyes.

God' sblood! Robert killed the Red Comyn?"

"L et me catch my breath, Angusand | will tell you everything. | canna stay for | must carry the word to



the clans of the Black Ide and Kintyre." He leaned heavily on Angusfor support asthey moved in the
direction of the castle.

"Nag, Jamielad." Angus scolded. "1 will send one of my men to carry the word. Y ou are dead on your
feet and cannot help Sir Robert thisway. Are the clans gathering for battle?' He asked. "Isthat why
you'vetraveled so far?'

"Nae, Angus. The news| carry is of greater importance. We meet Sir Robert at Scone on Plm Sunday
to crown him King of al Scotland. With him asking we will do beattle against England.” James stopped

hisdow shuffling wak, watching the express on change on the man holding him up from concern to one
of unbridled excitement.

"Oh, Douglas, ‘tisgreat newsyou bring thisday!" Angusyelled over his shoulder at Duncan. "Send
young Fergus and Timmy to see me and saddle their horses. They will carry the crossthe rest of the way
while Sr Jamesremainsaguest a Glencairn.”

"But Angus--"James argued.

Sir Jamesflinched as Angus grabbed him in a hearty bear hug, pounding him soundly on the back.

"Gads, MacBaron! If | liveto enter your cadtle, ‘twill beamiracle. You'rekilling me! I'm atired man,
yeken."

Angus laughed, helping the exhausted man into the keep. "I had no idea The Douglas was such awee
lasse. ‘TisgentleI'll bewith you henceforth.” He sat him in front of ablazing fire ignoring the scowl
amed in hisdirection. He ordered food and drink to be brought immediately from one of the serving
maids.

"Pam Sunday will be aday for dl true Scotsmen to rejoice. With Sir Robert leading the clanswe will
show Edward that only a Scottish king will rule our borders.”

The heavy front door was thrown wide, banging against the wall. Fergus strode through the entry, his
boots striking the stone floor sharply in his haste.

"Duncan sent meto find you. He said something about Sir Robert and afiery cross..."”

"Aye, Fergus. As soon aswe ve had food and drink | want you to carry the crossto Kintyre. Rideto
the castle of Dunaverty and leave amessage with Sir Neill Campbell. Tell him to send word to MacNell
of Barraand Angus Og."

Sr Jamesinterrupted. "I can makeit Angus.”

"l admit the Douglasis as tough as any MacBaron, but this once you will heed the wishes of afriend.
You will stay until you get your strength back, then we will both ride together to see our king crowned.”

"What messagedo | carry?' Fergus asked sensing thetension in the hall.
"Say to them, wewill crown Robert the Bruce, King of Scotland a Scone on Pam Sunday.”

"Robert the Bruce, King of Scotland? But, | thought Sir John wasto be the new king. ‘ Twaswhat he
awaystold us." Fergus|looked from one man to the other for an explanation.



James stepped forward, looking Fergus squardly in the eyes. "John Comyn isdead, lad. Therewasa
mesting between Sir Robert and your cousin in Dumfries and it resulted in the desth of your cousin. Sir
Robert killed him accidentaly in the heet of anger.”

Except for hiseyeswidening in surprise, Fergus showed no sadness over the statement. He stood
slently, returning the intense gaze of James Douglas.

"l will leaveimmediatdly after the med, for Kintyre." At Angus nod of dismissd, he turned and hurried to
his place a the end of the table.

"Good lad" said thelaird, proud of hiswife sbrother. "1 must go to tell Candelinn. | would not want her
to hear it from one of the maids. Rest, while food isbeing prepared and | will return shortly.”

Sir James nodded, not relishing the duty hisfriend had to do.

Angus found Canddinn in their chambers putting her stitchery away in the chest. He walked up behind
her and wrapped hisarms around her pulling her back againgt his chest. " Tis not often | find my bonnie
lassdl donein our chambers. | should take advantage of the privacy.” His hot breeth tickled her neck
and shewriggled seductively againgt him. How wasit that just being near her brought such heet to his
loins? Hewould never have hisfill of thisimpudent lassin hisarms. But he had to spesk serioudy and did
not know how the news would be greeted. He kissed her on her neck and turned her to face him.

"I have something to tdll you, love. Sir James Douglas just arrived with the fiery cross from Robert
Bruce. Y ou cousn waskilled by hishand.”

He watched the shocked expression cross her face. He knew she did not feel lovefor Sir John, but he
was gill theonly family of her father’ sleft to her.

"May God have mercy on Sir John's black soul... But, poor Sir Robert!”

He let out the breath he had been holding. Her thoughts were for Robert the Bruce. He bent and kissed
her. A flegting kissthat did not linger. Y ou make me very proud, wife." Hisvoice was a soft croak, he
wasfilled with such emotion.

She pushed her sdlf away from Angus. "I don’t have timeto linger here with you, you lewd rogue. | must
seeto the Douglas s comforts. We must make him welcome.”

He smiled as she smoothed her skirts and pushed the stray lock of hair out of her face as she headed for
the door. He followed in her footsteps watching the seductive swing of her hips as she hurried down the
dairs.

Later, Angus sat relaxing &t the head of the table, while James ate ravenoudy. The Douglas chief’ susud
boi sterous banter was strongly absent, his manner subdued as he wolfed down the venison stew. His
ddiberate withdrawa aderted Angusto the fact that hisfriend was troubled over the actions of the last
few days. When James was ready to share his troubled thoughts, Angus would be ready to listen.

The MacBaron watched Canddlinn as she played the role of the perfect hostess, continuously hesping
more food onto the trencher for James. Carefully he watched for any reaction to the news of her cousin’s
death. An outsider would never have known that thiswoman had ever belonged to the Comyn clan. She
showed no hysterics over the Red Comyn’ s death and when Angus caught her eyes shewould smile



lovingly a him. Shewasindeed the perfect Lady for this clan of his. When Candelinn findly sat in her
chair next to Angus he dipped a hand under the table to give a squeeze to her thigh.

Heleaned his head near for her earsdone. "I’ ve missed you sorely, lass.”
"l too, Sir Knight, have missed your vainglorious airs about the place,” she said.

"My vainglorious airs? From the way | hear it the morae of my men was getting lower each day | was
gone and the blame, or so it would seem, rests upon your bonnielittle head.”

"That cannot betrue, love. My clan has nothing but the deepest respect for me," she replied.

"Aye, love. ‘Tisthetruth. The younger men tell methat oft times you have been hunting with them and
more than naught it was your arrow that brought home the game. | am indeed shocked." He Strained to
keep hisface serious, when laughter was so close to the surface.

"But Angus. | heard you tdll the clan what abraw lass| was and | would not have them think you lied.”

"Had | known what an impudent lass you redlly were, | may not have been so anxiousto steal you avay
and bring you to my lair,” he continued to tease.

"Doesthe Black Laird MacBaron actualy confessto being cowardly when facing amere dip of alass?

Angus bent closer, hisface only inchesfrom hers. "A mere dip of alasswith flaming hair and atemper to
match. But, never fear love, | would repeat my dastardly deed again and again for the rewards are great.”

" Tistruly blessed | am to have such aman around to keep me so humble and out of mischief." She was
overcome with the love shefelt for this Highland chief sitting beside her.

"Get that look off your face, sweetheart, or | will have to take you back to our chambers.” He reached
and caressed her cheek with the back of hisknuckles. "I’ ve been too long without you, fair maiden, so
do not push this husband beyond endurance, with your hinting smiles. It would not be kind to our
company if | wereto throw you over my shoulder and disappear.”

Canddinn’ s eyes quickly looked around the table. She had completely forgotten the important guest.
Angus made her forget everything and everyone else when he wasin one of hisflirting moods. He made
her brain turn to mush.

Angus laughed out loud and leaned back in his chair. Her cheeksturned pink and she could have kicked
him under the table for flustering her so.

Sir Jamesinterrupted them. "I’m glad | lived to see the day that the mighty MacBaron was captured so
readily by aweelass. If only The Bruce were here, it would makeit al complete. * Tistrue lass, we were
both beginning to think the rascal would never be caught.”

"You haveit al wrong, my friend," Angussaid. " Twas methat did al the chasing. | had to becomea
reiver to capture thisfair maiden or shewould il be running from me.”

"Don't listen to him, Sir James. As many times as | escaped from my cousin’s guards at Lochmaben, |
would have had no difficulty in escaping one MacBaron Laird. | sopped running the minute he caught up
withme"



Both men laughed out loud, great booming laughs that drew attention from everyonein the room. It was
agood sound, relieving their moments of stressfor ashort time.

That night in their chambers after avery fulfilling session of love making Candelinn rested her cheek
againgt the shoulder of her husband. Her mind wondered to the days ahead when he would once more
be gone from her to be with Robert Bruce. "Angus, could | accompany you to Scone? | don’t want you
to leave my side so soon.”

"I would that it could be, Canddinn. But only men are dlowed at the crowning of the king."

"That does't seemright.”

"It has dways been the custom,” he explained.

"Then the custom should be changed,” she argued.

"But | will missyou my little spitfireand | will return to you asfast as| can.”

"l can’'t stand the thought of your leaving. We haven't been together much since our wedding night. ‘ Tis
thetruth | had you around me more before | became your lady."

" Tisthe way of things. We have the rest of our livesto make up for it. After Robert isKing and
Scotland is a peace we can grow old together. Then my attentions will probably drive you daft and you
will be remembering these times as a pleasant interlude.”

"| doubt that."

"Let’shear no moreof it. Therideislong and if we run into trouble with the English | would know that
you are here sefe at Glencairn.”

Canddinn, knowing it was futile to argue, nestled closeto his body, throwing one leg over histhighs, her

mind aready forming aplan. Her hand trailed down his somach, fedling the taut muscles tensing benesth
her touch, only to find he was once more ready and eager for her.

Fourteen
On the morning that Angus and James was leaving for Scone, Candelinn lay naked on her bed, watching
the man she loved putting on his hauberk and chain mail, readying himsdlf for thelong journey. Helooked
up at her ashefinished fagtening hislesther jerkinin place.

"Areyou not going to get up and see meto the courtyard?' He came over and sat on the edge of the
bed.

"Nae, my love. | would not shameyou and | know | could not watch you leave without crying. Soitis



better if we part here." Shewrapped her arms around his neck pulling his head down for a powerful
farewdl kiss. "Return safely and with haste, love.”

Angus covered her lips once again passionately, his hands enclosing her firm round breast, teasing the
nippleinto arousa. He groaned hungrily and released her mouth.

"If | don't leave your Ssdeimmediatdly, | will be back beneeth the blankets with you in my arms." He
stood up needing the distance between them. "Duncan isat your disposdl, if you need anything. I’ Il miss
you lassand | will carry the picture of you reclining there naked on the bed, in my mind until | return.
Hopefully thiswill be one of the last times Scotland must come before our individual desires.” Helooked
at her touded hair fanning around her bare shoulders. He patted her cheek and before he could change
his mind went through the door of their chambers, shutting it behind him.

Candelinn waited to hear hisfootsteps echo down the corridor before she jumped out of bed and ran to
her chest to retrieve her clothes.

"L eave me with Duncan, indeed!" She muttered, standing nude beside her chest. "That iswhat you think,
my husband. Neither Duncan nor myself will be left behind thistime. Y ou areindeed infor asurprise.
Aye, | will be besdeyou love, but | will bein the flesh not just in your mind.”

Quickly she pulled on her leather breeks, then shoved her feet into the soft |eather boots. She wrapped
her hair into aknot and forced it under an old helmet that she had found in the keep. Without taking time
to look at hersdlf, she grabbed her MacBaron tartan and quickly |eft her chambers. Using the back tairs,
shearrived at the rear of the castle where Duncan was waiting for her, huddled benesth histartan to keep
out the mist that was settling over them.

"M’lady, mayhap we should not do this. What if your brother should recognize you? The Laird will be
quite ready to throttle us both if he finds out." Duncan held the reins of her horse, waiting for her to
mournt.

"Wewill worry about that when the time comes, Duncan. We aready taked about it and neither one of
uswants to miss the crowning of our new king. | will stay clear of Fergus, never fear. Besides, you lost
the race fair and square, remember?"

"Och migtress, | remember.” Duncan, just like the rest of the clan did not want to talk about his
misfortune of betting with the Lady MacBaron and losing. It was common knowledge that when she
made awager, she seldom lost. Well, if thelaird found out and lost histemper, it would be his
punishment for listening to thisdip of alass. Duncan sghed and climbed astride his dedtrier to lead
Canddinn around the castle where the rest of the clan was waiting to leave.

The mist was hanging so heavy in the air that no-one noticed two new ridersjoining their ranks, staying
at the rear of the procession asthey went through the portcullis and across the bridge to the mainland.

Canddinn watched Angusturn at the last minute and look up &t their chamber window, hoping to see
her standing there. A frown creased his brow as he turned once again and | eft the castle grounds.

Canddlinn was so ecdtatic at being with Angus on hisway to Scone that she rode, obliviousto the wet
mist enveloping her.

Throughout the day they traveled, crossing the Glenaffric Forest, the Glen of Morriston, and followed
the track |eading dong the edge of the Monadhliath Mountains, moving continuoudy in asoutherly



direction.

When Sir James and Angus hdted the men for the night, darkness had aready enshrouded the clan.
Canddinn did unaided from her horse, hanging onto the pommel for support. Duncan was beside her as
her feet hit the ground.

"Areyouwdl, m’'lady? It was along ride we had thisday."

"Aye, Duncan, I'm well. Just cold and tired. My laird doesn’t seem to be exhausted at all though, does
rel?l

"Och, m’lady, it would take more than adaysrideto tire thelaird. Even asalad he had the energy of
two men."

She watched as Angus was walking among the men, stopping to talk with different ones. Canddinn
stayed behind the mare under the trees out of hisline of vision, hoping her husband would not look up
and recognize her horse. Her eyes searched out Fergus and she was relieved to see that he was at the
opposite side of the encampment at a safe distance.

When she siwvung her eyes back to Angus, she saw him stop at the edge of the camp to unlace hisleather
breeksto relieve himsdf into abush. When severd of the men followed suit, she hid her face against the
horse, hiding her embarrassment. She heard Duncan’ s chuckle close to her ear. He' d noticed the face
hidden into the horse’ s neck.

"*Tisthe one bad thing about pretending to be alad.”
She hadn’t thought of this part of thetrip, only being near Angus.

Duncan stepped up to Candelinn’ s mare. "Would you like me to remove the saddle for you, lass?' He
inquired in alow voice.

"Nae, Duncan. It would appear strange for you to be helping ayoung lad with hissaddle," she said. "l
will manage, never fear."

She threw the stirrup over the pommel and |oosened the girth letting the saddle dide gently into her arms.
It was heavier than she had anticipated and her legs dmost buckled beneath its weight. It took most of
her strength to carry it the short distance to atree where she dropped it to the ground. Groaning with
fatigue, she collapsed down next to it, catching her bregth.

Already the flames from the campfires were blazing forth in the small glen. Candelinn looked around her
for thefirgt time, recognizing her surroundings. She was in Badenock territory! She and her brother
Fergus had ridden this glen many timesin her youth. It waswithin riding distance of Burnby Hall. The
home she and Fergus had shared such a short time with her parents before their deeth. A sigh of

reminiscence escaped her lips.

Through the smoke of the smoldering fires she saw Angus standing next to Fergus and thetal lanky
figure of Sir James, wrapped in their own clan tartans, degp in conversation. Canddlinn shivered from the
dampness of the ground. How she would love to be next to Angus, near thefire. But she dared not let
him find her as yet or he would certainly send Duncan home with her in tow. Shewould keep hima a
distance and remain in her disguisefor yet awhile. She wanted to be at Scone when the new King of
Scotland was crowned.



Candelinn sat benegth the tree using her saddle to lean againg, leisurely watching the MacBaron
clansmen gathered about their chief, talking with great animation of the crowning of The Bruce. The men
paid him every respect due their leader despite their easy camaraderie. His carriage was proud, erect, as
aleader of men should be. Her breath caught in her throat at the show of strength across his shoulders
when he walked around the fire, leaning low over it to place his own oat cake in the fire to cook. He and
Sir James were sharing aflask of usquebaugh to warm their bodies and were more than likely talking
about the great day soon coming in Scone.

Duncan leaned down beside her and placed afried cakein front of her. "You' d best eat, m'lady. We
have another long day tomorrow before we arrive at our destination.”

Canddinn tore off a piece of the bannock eating it with undisguised relish. "Thank you, Duncan. We
arrive tomorrow then?' She asked between bites.

"Aye. If thelaird rides as he did today, wewill. But it will be late when we make camp, so get what rest
you can thisnight." He handed her the tartan that had been fixed to the back of her saddle and she
quickly wrapped hersdf initswarm folds. Duncan stood to walk in the direction of one of the fires avay
from the chief, to gather some comfort from his comrades. What would the laird do to him when he
found he had disobeyed his orders? Och! He wastoo old to worry over such atrifle and sat histired
body down next to one of the campfires. After he warmed abit he would go back to where his mistress
lay and deep near by.

Canddlinn used thistime to discreetly dip away in the darkness to attend to her own private needs.
When she returned she leaned againgt the tree wrapped in her plaid. Her deep-heavy lids closed and
soon she was dreaming of being enveloped in strong, warm arms, comforting her, and drawing the chill
from her in peaceful deep. She did not know it when Duncan returned and placed an extratartan over
her for added warmth, before he too |eaned against a neighboring tree and was soon fast adeep near her
feet.

One by one the men dispersed, each to his own bedroll until only Angus and James were | €ft sitting
before the low burning embers of the watch fire. Fergus, too, had left thefire circle and was dready
curled snugly insgde histartan, his back to the dim light thrown by the ebbing fire.

Angus sat quietly poking a astray ember with the toe of his boot, waiting patiently beside hisfriend,
who fidgeted next to him, wrestling with his own thoughts.

"At least those boot-licking English bastards will never use my castle again. We made sure of that, eh,
Angus." Hetook along draw from theusquebaugh skin he held in hishand.

"Aye, James. We made sure.” He knew the anguish hisfriend till felt at the destruction of hisfamily
home.

"Somy friend..." he dapped Angus on the knee. "It would seem the Douglas clan are ahomeless bunch
of scoundrels. Outlaws, oneand dl."

Angus chuckled, putting James once more at ease with brotherly fashion. "Och, Jamie, ever wereyou a
scoundrel! Home or no, ‘tismade little difference. Y ou have ahome at Glencairn any time you need it.
But we' ve made our pledge to Robert and together we'll see the crown upon his head. | trust you
remembered to fill your boot?"



"Aye. | would not have come without it. The precious soil of Douglaslandsisin the care of my
clansmen, have no worry on that score. And you, you have yours?"

"Aye." He nodded his head and |ooked once more at the fire. The two sat far into the night, watching the
embers glowing orange and red, deep in their own thoughts. With a scant two hours left before sunrise,
they bid each other goodnight and wrapped their tartans closely about themselves before laying down,
their backsto the fire. Angus faced the direction where Candelinn lay deeping in the darkness under the
trees.

Duncan woke Canddinn a dawn. "Come, mistress. Y ou must put on your helm afore someone spots
thet hair.”

She opened her eyesto her long flaming locks hanging over her shoulder. She sat up quickly, wrapping it
back into aknot and once more dipping it beneath her helmet. Shelooked around to seeif any of the
clan had noticed the dishevel ed appearance that would unmistakably prove she was not one of the men.
But no, shewasin luck. Therest of the clan was just rising, preparing for thelong ride of the day. She
stood and stretched her body as best she could without dropping her tartan and noticed for the first time
that she was wrapped in two tartans. She looked from it to Duncan and noticed his dour face, trying not
to meet her eyes. Sheremoved it and handed it back to him. "Thank you, Duncan.”

She went to her horseto find it dready saddled. Duncan must have risen very early not only to saddle
his own horse but to have hers ready and prepared for the journey ahead. Candelinn was ashamed. She
would be sure to take care of herself and her horse so the dear, dour Scot would not have twice as much
to do asthe other men. She swung her till tired limbs into the saddle and once more she and Duncan
trailed therest of the clan, staying asfar away from the leader as possible.

In the late afternoon they came out of the Grampian Mountains and crossed Glen Tilt to join the River
Ardle, following its banks to their destination. They took a short bresk againgt theriver’ s edge near
Glairgowrie beforethe last leg of thejourney.

When they reached Mot Hill a Sconeit wasway into the middle of the night. Duncan nudged her,
bringing her drowsing form aert in the saddle. Never had she been so tired. Her back ached along with
every inch of her body. She was aert enough to notice many campfires of other clans and friends of
Robert the Bruce in attendance. But even the thought of seeing the new King himsdf was not sufficient
cause to wake her from her state of exhaustion. She did not see the startled expression on the
commander’ sface as he sared directly into the face of Angus, riding in their direction through the rest of
the clan. Canddinn was at that moment dismounting and thistime her legs did not hold her and she
crumpled to the ground. As she did so, her helmet did from her head and her long copper hair swept
over her face. When she finally managed to get to her feet, brushing her hair out of her way, shelifted her
eyes and encountered angry brown ones glaring dangerously down &t her. He had dismounted and was
gtanding alittle too close, towering over her.

"Angus." She mouthed the words but no sound escaped her lips.

"What the hell do you think you' re doing here?' His eyestook in Duncan cowering behind hishorse.
"Duncan... rest assured we will discussthis matter later!” He took Candelinn’sarm and jerked her to
one side away from therest of the clan. Never had he been so angry with alass. He could just throttle
her. When he was far enough away from the clan so they could not overhear him, he swung Canddlinn
around to face him. The sight of her made him bite off the angry words. Her hair wasin disarray hanging
over dender shoulders and her tartan was damp, held in place only by the brooch he had given her. He
looked at her face and the sight of the huge tears rolling down her cheeks was his undoing. Hewould



never harm his sweet |ass, but as soon as she was rested he was going to give her hell. But dl he could
do at the moment was pull her into hisarms and wrap her in hiswarmth. He was ashamed of his
weakness. He turned his head and spotted one of the campfires deserted, then pulled her near thefire
and harshly set her down besideit.

"Stay here." Hewrapped his own dry tartan around her and ssomped off leaving her aone.

Canddinn watched hisretresting back, the tears till flowing down her cheeks unbidden. She pulled his
tartan up around her neck. It smelled of her husband and his warmth was still retained against her skin.
What was the matter with her? She sniffed loudly. She had aways stood up and fought for her wants
ingtead of bursting into tears. She would have screamed at him that he had no right to tell her she couldn’t
come with him, regardless of the fact that he was her husband. Instead she was Sitting here in a sodden
heap upon the cold wet ground, crying.

"Och, my dear Sgter," Fergus s voice penetrated her misery, only to add to it. "I see you're till the same
stubborn lass, dways going where you want, regardless of the possible consequences. When | saw
Duncan afew minutes past, | knew you were here somewhere." He chuckled at the thought of Angus's
reaction to her sudden appearance. "Will you never learn?' He walked away shaking hishead to rgoin
the men.

Now she felt forsaken by her own brother. She turned her head away from him to look once morein the
direction Angus had gone. She saw him talking to aman at the next clan’s campfire. The man wasfair of
coloring and was as muscular as Angus, though shorter. When Angus knédlt before him, with bowed
head, Candelinn knew she was seeing Robert the Bruce, the man she had came to Scone to see crowned

King.

"Arise, Angus." Thewarm friendly voice bid. "We have been side by sdein too many battlesfor you to
kned before me. And besides, | am not the king asyet." He held out his hand for Angus to take upon

rsng.

"Inmy eyes, you have dways been king, my liege." Angus spoke honestly.

"Even when you won the silver coinsfrom me at the last race in Edinburgh?’ Robert had away about
him that dways put Angus at his ease. They both laughed over the past incident and walked nearer to the
fireto shareadrink, taking the chill from the night.

Robert watched hislong timefriend until he could keep the silence no longer. "What is bothering you,
Angus? |’ ve never seen you in thismood. Could | be of some assistance?' He leaned closer to hisfriend
watching hisfacefor expression.

"Ayesdre. You received word of my marriage?’

Robert nodded. "And happy | wasto hear about it, too. Isthis marriage so bad, then?”

"Nae, gre. | truly lovethelass.

"A man needs agood woman to warm hisbed at night. Now if we could only convince Jamiethat it is
such blissdl will bewel... If you lovethelass, then why the scowl ?"

"Did you hear my bride was of the Comyn clan, Sre?!



"Aye, Angus. ‘ Tisdelighted | am that at least one of that clan will bein good handsfor the future. Itis
that she hates mefor killing the Laird of Badenock that is bothering you, Angus?' Even though he had
received absolution for the deed, Robert knew he would probably never forgive himsalf for taking
another man’slifein front of the dtar.

"No. Never think that. Candelinn and her cousin were not close and she holds no ill feding for you, of
that I'm certain.”

"Then what the hell isthe matter with you?' Robert asked. He had never seen the MacBaron where he
would not spit out what he wanted to say.

"She' s an independent one, my bride. And, without my knowledge she has managed to travel hereto
Scone." He reached out and touched the shoulder of Sir Robert. "I know it is unheard of for awoman to
be a the crowning of theking..."

"Well for theloveof..." Robert burst out laughing. "My own clan singsthe praises of the Lady
MacBaron. Why every bard in the land has written lyrics about the lass. | am only going to be crowned
oncein my lifeand if such anillustrious lady, and my closest friend’ swife, happensto be in attendance
then so much the better. Y ou can rest easy on that score. Maybe it will make up for the fact the Stone
has been stolen.”

"The Stone of Destiny? It can’t have been.”

"I’m afraid s0. The men searched the entire Mote Hill and it was nowhere to be found. | sent aman to
ask inthevillage and it seems that Edward has beaten us out of our stone. He was here not two months
hence and hastaken it back to England with him. | think he did not want any man to be King of Scotland.
Did you ever see the stone, Angus?”’

"No. Wasit so great then?' he asked.

"Nae. ‘ Twasjust astone, but the words carved on its side by Kenneth of MacAlpine long ago, made it
S0 important to acrowning. It read, ‘If fates go right, where this stone isfound, the Scots shal be

monarchs of that realm be crowned'.

Angus read the agitation in the Bruce' swords and tried to put hismind at ease. "Och, ‘tisan old
superdtition. On the morrow we crown a Scot’s monarch without the aid of the stone.”

"Aye. Edward thinks thisway we will not crown a Scottish King, but he isto be thwarted once again.
For at this moment agoldsmith in the village is hammering out anew crown and atattered old banner of
the King of Scotland has been uncovered from safekeeping and tomorrow we will indeed have the
crowning.” Sir Robert stood and stretched histired limbs and yawned. Angus stood also and held out his
hand once again for Robert to grasp.

"I will et you retire, my liege. I'm sureyou are astired as|. I’'m sorry | kept you so late but my problem
wasweighing heavily on my mind thisnight."

"Fear no more, Angus. All will bewell on the morrow, and you can tell your lady that | am indeed
honored that she went to such lengths to see the coronation.” He chuckled in amusement. "I would that
my fair Elizabeth were here. * Twould be awelcome sight... But | have not noticed alassin your camp.
How do you keep her so well hidden?"



"Sheisdressed asalad. Shedid so trying to deceive me. If thelass only knew that there is not a part of
her that | would not recognize, breeksand al. | could pick her out of athousand without a second
guess." Heran hishand through hishair, shaking his head. " She needs afirm hand for sure.”

Ashe grolled back in the direction of his own camp, he could hear Sir Robert chuckling behind him.
"God forbid!" Robert spoke to hisback. "The mighty have falen."

When Angus reached the spot where he had left Candelinn, hisire had completely disappeared. He
looked down at her tear-stained face cradled against her bended arm and felt remorse for being so harsh
with her. He went to the fire and added a few pieces of dried wood to the still smoldering embersand
once more brought heat from its depths. Returning to hiswife' s side he crouched down next to her,
pulling her close and enclosing the both of them in hisheavy cloak. She snuggled to him for hiswarmth.
Angus |looked down at her and her eyes opened softly, shining up a him, questioning.

"Aye, love. All iswell." He put his head next to hers staring into the glare of the newly revived fire. "B,
Canddlinn, it was not only for tradition sake that | asked you to Stay at Glencairn. It was aso for your
own safety. We do not know if Edward knows of this deed of which we are partaking or not. But heis
sure to have heard about your cousin and sent someone to avenge his death. Anywhere near afollower
of Sir Robert is adangerous spot to bein right now. And | would not have you harmed, you would know
that, hmmm?' He looked down at hiswife curled into his body in complete confidence. She had once
more fallen adeegp and had not heard aword he had been telling her. Angus shook hishead in amused
exasperation and rested his chin on the top of her head and leaned back to get what deep he could.

Canddinn woke to find solemn brown eyes wandering over her face. When she remembered his anger
from the night before she put her hand upon his cheek, trying to show him her love. Shefdt hisjaw siffen
in her pam asshedid so. "'l could not stand to be away from you again. And please don't punish
Duncan. | would have come adoneif he had not agreed. I’ m sorry I'm so stubborn, my love. | just can’t
seemto helpit." She sat back and looked into hisface, knowing the anger she would see there. But she
was pleasantly surprised to see he wasindeed clenching hisjaw but it was to keep the grin from escaping
the corners of his mouth. Finaly he relaxed and his face shone with humor.

"Aye, you are stubborn, lass. But Robert says he is happy that you should be here. And to go to so
much trouble just to see him crowned boosted his ego no small amount. So, today, my love, you will see
our king crowned. It will be something you will be ableto tell our children and grandchildren about.”

"Thank you, love." Wasdl she said asthe love for him shonelike jewelsfrom her sparkling green eyes.

"Of coursein order to have children, it does require that I’ m alowed the privilege of making loveto you
to my heart’s content. It seems since my wedding night, | am sordly lacking in my duties." He bent down
and kissed her. What had started out to be atender quick kiss, became a hungry demanding kiss that
neither wanted to stop. Anguswasthefirst to pull back. "If you don’t want meto take you right herein
front of the whole camp you had best rise, my wife, and cool the oat cakes to bresk thefast.” He threw
back the tartans and pulled her to her feet. "Come, and | will show you where the stores are kept behind
my saddle, then | will get the fire going for you. "

"But | don’t know how to cook them." she exclaimed.

"No, but you will learn. If | am going to have you ride with methe rest of my life, then your duty will be
tofeed me"



The morning passed in jovid companionship. Candelinn noticed how many more men had joined them
during the night. Angus sat next to her relaxing after the huge bannock cakes she had prepared for them
both. He told her some of the things that were going to be happening that day and who were the more
important vassals that would be there for the coronation.

"Mogt of the clansare here now. It will be quite asight when we all sgn theroll of attendance at the
coronation. Thereis Bishop Lamberton and the Bishop from St. Andrewsin Glasgow and the Bishop of
Moray that are going to reside at the crowning. Sir Robert’ sfour brothers are, of course here, Thomas
Randolph, an English knight, Christopher Seaton, Earl of Lennox, Earl of Athol, Earl of Menteith, Hay of
Errol and brother," he was marking them off on hisfingers as he spoke. "Barclay of Cairns, Robert
Fleming, the MacNeils of Kintyre, Wadter the Steward from Kircudbright and of course Sir James and
mysdf. It will be one of the greatest gathering of clansin higtory, love. I'm secretly happy you will be here
to seeit with me. For it would be impossible to describe it to you. The only onethat ismissing isthe Earl
of Fife. According to Scottish history it has aways been he that placed the crown on the head of the new
Scots King, but in this case, we will have to do without him."

"Why Angus? Is he not for the Bruce?" she asked.

"Aye, Canddinn, but heis sl avery young bairn. So it will beimpossible to get him here. Heis staying
with his sgter, the Countess of Buchan, whose husband is an Englishman and is a devout follower of
Edward. So I'm afraid we will have no family of Fife heretoday. It saddens our hearts, but, asfar asthe
clans assembled, not enough to put off the crowning of our chosen king. Well, love. | must go and talk to
Bishop Wishart and seeif thereisanything that | can do to help Robert. | will give you afew minutesto
freshen up before we join the othersfor the actual coronation.” He bent over her for akiss before
walking casudly away, whigling aHighland fling.

Canddinn watched his broad back in wonderment of the many facets of men enclosed in her husband's
body. Y es, he was many men, but each was the one she had been looking for al her life. She would
change none of him. Hewasindeed her perfect love.

Canddinn managed to remove most of the tangles from her hair by the time Angus came back to take
her to the coronation. She had carefully braided it in onelong braid, then looped it at the nape of her
neck, not completely hiding the fact that there was awoman in the presence of so many men but making
her long flaming curlsless obvious from adistance.

Literaly hundreds of men were gathered around Scone Abbey as Angus, carrying his boot full of
MacBaron soil under hisarm, led Canddinn through its doors. The townspeople had turned out in full
force and the mgority of the clansthat could not fit ingde the kirk were standing under the trees out of
the way of the procession, waiting to cheer their new king when he stepped from the abbey’ s doors.

Inside the room was so crowded one could hardly breathe. Candelinn once again saw Sir Robert at the
front of the kirk near the atar with three bishops residing over the coronation. He turned and raised his
handsfor slencein the mulling crowd.

"Friends. Thisisindeed agreet day in my lifeand | am honored that those of you that received my call
by thefiery cross have managed to come and share it with me. Asyou may or may not have heard, the
Stone of Destiny has been stolen and taken to England by King Edward, himsalf. Thiswill not hinder us
inany way... but we have no one from the family of Fifeto do the actual crowning. | am at alossasto
who the honor should fal to."

At that moment he wasinterrupted by the sound of a horse coming at break neck speed in the direction



of the abbey. Therewas aloud uproar from the outside of the kirk over the approaching rider.
"What the..."

The doors burst open and in ran abeautiful lady in traveling clothes. Without hesitation she walked to the
front of thekirk to join Sir Robert. The crowd went wild. They were screaming their excitement in the
Gaelic tongue over the woman and Candelinn was baffled.Who was she?

She nudged Angus, whose face was a copy of other men standing around her, al wore broad smileson
their faces. "What is happening? Angus, who is she?' She placed her arm on his. He quickly covered it
with one of hisown, squeezing it. "Please, tell mewhat isgoing on?"

Isabel had turned and was shouting over the uproar of the clans, in Gadl. Canddlinn couldn’t understand
aword that was being said.

Angus bent down so she could hear hiswords. "A coronation isgoing on, my love. Inred Scot's
fashion. That lady is|sabel, The Countess of Buchan, and it seems she has stolen her husband’ sfastest
horses and is herein the name of the family Fifeto crown the new king."

Canddinn turned once more to face the countess and joined in with the rest of the men, screaming her
welcome to the beautiful black-haired lady by the side of Robert the Bruce. That this gentle bred woman
had defied England and her husband to be at this coronation showed a bravery beyond al imagination.
Canddinn’s heart swelled with pride for the women of the world. She would not be the only female at the
Scot’ s coronation after all.

Findly everything quieted down and the bishops took turns praying for the new king. Bishop Wishart
told the crowd of his granting absolution for Robert’sdeed at the dtar at the kirk of the gray friars. Then
it wastimefor al those present, as Sir Robert’ s vassals, to Sgn a petition vowing him alegiance and a o,
acopy of their bdiefs that was to be sent to England and Edward. The words on thislast parchment
were echoed through the abbey to al present. "The Declaration of Scottish Independence: For so long as
ahundred remain dive, we will never again bow beneath the yoke of English dominion. It isnot for glory,
richesor honorsthat wefight; it isfor liberty aone, the liberty which no good man relinquished but with
hislife Another uproar was heard from the men present, in complete agreement to the document.

One a atime the vassals moved to the front of the kirk before Sir Robert. Each carried aleather boot
filled with the earth from their lands. When each one had bowed before the man they were to crown
king, they upturned the boot, spilling the contents upon the floor in front of him.

Canddinn watched while Angus joined the procession of menfiling past Sir Robert. A feding of pride
followed her husband as the MacBaron soil mingled with the rest. When al the vassals had spread the
soil upon the floor it made ahuge mound. When al the men were back in their places and Angus once
more was standing beside Canddlinn, Sir Robert kneeled on the top of the soil, next to the Countess of
Buchan.

The gold chevron flew above his head on atattered banner. Bishop Wishart brought out the crown. It
was shiny in its hand-hewn newness, obviousto al present that it had sat on no former monarch’s head.
But it was asit should be. For now they were going to have anew Scotland, it wasfitting that the crown
should also be new.

And so with great ceremony Isabel Buchan bent and retrieved a handful of soil and, holding it out to the
assemblage, began to speak.



"The earth you see before you represents all of Scotland. We have here before us a part of the lands
from the Highlands to the north, the Lowlands to the south, al the coastlands and surrounding ides” She
let the powdery dirt run through her fingers, sprinkling back onto the mound.

Bishop Wishart stood beside her with the golden crown resting on avelvet pillow. She reached out and
clasped it in both her hands. The countess held the crown suspended in midair and looked to the people
gathered before her.

"On this mound containing the lands throughout Scotland, knedls the chosen knight of those present, to
bring our country to its own and release it from the bonds of England’ srule. So, in the name of the family
Fife, | 1sabel, Countess of Buchan, crown ye, Sir Robert de Bruce, King of al Scotland!" The countess
gently placed the crown upon his curly blonde head and reached his hand to bring him to hisfeet. Bishop
Wishart placed the royal robe upon his shoulders and the Countess of Buchan kndlt, kissing his hand
before rising and stepping out of the way for him to greet his subjects gathered here to pay homage.

King Robert walked down the aide. All stepped aside in awed quiet, bowing to their new king. But the
instant he stepped outside onto the stone steps looking down on the hundreds of people gathered there,
the crowd went wild. The cheering was boisterous and the pipers began to play a Scottish tune fitting the
occasion. Though they till bowed as King Robert passed them by, they were more joyous than
subdued.

Therest of the day wasfull of merrymaking and Canddinn and Angus walked among the clanstoasting
the new king and enjoying the party atmosphere. Candelinn suddenly noticed the absence of MacBaron
tartans among the crowd. "Where have al our clansmen disappeared to, my laird?"

Angus|ooked down a Canddinn hanging onto hisarm. "They are about somewhere, never fear. | must

go back to the abbey to see Bishop Wishart, now. Come, | would have you meet him." Heled her back
through the crowd to the abbey, now empty of the hundreds of people outsde its doors. Angus opened
the door and bowed her into the kirk.

She wondered at his courtly actions until she stepped through the door. Duncan was standing &t the
entrance with abouquet of flowers. He stepped in front of her and pushed them into her hands, happy to
berid of them she thought. When he stepped away, her mouth fell open. For lining both sides of the aide
to the altar the entire MacBaron clan that had come to the coronation stood at attention, facing forward.
Bishop Wishart waited at the end of thelong line at the dtar of the abbey.

Angus bent low whispering in her ear. "l give you your wedding in the kirk, my love" He kissed her
cheek. Her eyes stared up at him in joyous surprise.

Canddinn thought she might burst into tears at any minute, so touched was she by the thoughtfulness of
the man beside her. She blinked her eyesto clear them and could not find the wordsto tell him how she
felt. He acted like words were not necessary and he put her arm through his and started to lead her down
theade

As she passed each of the clansmen, they bowed their headsto her in proud acceptance of their laird’'s
choice. When she and Angus stood in front of the bishop repeating the words to become joined in the
eyes of thekirk, she did not realize how she looked standing straight beside the MacBaron in her men's
breeks and jerkin. She could have been in the fanciest gown of lace and satin as she spoke her vowsin a
clear smooth voice so al the men behind her could hear.



"I now pronounce you man and wife... and ‘tis about time, too. Laird, you may now kissyour lady."

Angus pulled her into hisarms, giving her a powerful, passonate kiss that she thought would never end.
By the time he decided to pull away from her, her legs were so weak she thought sure she was going to
fal, but he held her erect, smiling down at her, knowing and pleased with the way he could make her fed!.
The clan cheered and her cheeks turned pink.

"I loveyou, lass, with al my heart. | never knew such joy as| haveinyour arms." No other heard
Angus swords as the noise of the warriors drowned them out.

Candelinn put her hand on her hushand’ s cheek. "And | love you, my husband. It' safine thing you have
donefor methisday, Angus." The seriousness went out of her countenance to be replaced with her usua
teasing twinklein her eyes. "l suppose you have figured out away for meto repay you for thisgrand
deed?’

"Aye, | have. Shdl | tdll you what | havein mind?" Before she could answer he put hislips closeto her
ear and explained in great detail dl the waysthat he was going to have her pay, She dapped againg his
chest. "Angus! The bishop may hear you!" Though theideaof being his‘sex dave warmed her
immensy.

The clan pounded Angus on the back asif the couple had not already been to the wedding bed and
bowed to their mistress as her husband led her once more outside the kirk. The clan separated from them
and went to once morejoinin the revelry.

Darknessfilled the village, the campfires once more began to grow around the abbey. Anguslooked
down at the woman hanging on hisarm. "Thereis something | would much rather be doing at this
moment, lass.”

"Aye. | aminfull agreement with you, Sr Knight."

It was al the encouragement he needed. Without another word he took her hand and led her away from
the campfiresto asmall glen nearby. Here he spread hisblack and red cape upon the ground, pulling her
againgt him. He kissed her passionatdly, showing her the fires he had kept at bay findly burgting into
flame. Their tongues melded in flaming eagerness, turning both their bodiesto afevered pitch.

Angus released her lipsto undress her, dowly letting the cool breeze caress her smoldering body.

Naked she looked like a nymph in these wild times, adruidess of the forest. She felt brazon and freein
her nudity. She moved up to Angus and tenderly undid hisjerkin and helped him removeit, her fingers
fanning over thefine, soft hairs of his chest. He was enjoying theroll change and stood erect as she
finished stripping his clothes away until he too was stripped of al clothing, standing like amighty God of
old in the moonlight. His body was perfection! Truly agod could not have been so muscular and mgjestic
asthisHighland laird, sanding before her.

Angus reached and pulled her toward him until her breasts were touching his bare chest. Sowly,
sensualy he brought her body againgt him until he held her in atight embrace. Ther bodies fused together
as one as he kissed her once again. Thistime demanding instant response which she so gladly gave. He
moved her to their makeshift bed and lay her down, covering her body with his own. The moon shone
through the trees against their naked bodies and the scent of pinefilled their nodtrils. The skirling of
bagpipesfilled their ears asthey clasped each other in their arms, hungry for one another. He dipped into
her, the entire length of his shaft enclosed in her hot, moist warmth. She writhed beneath him, her body
aready reaching the pesk of fulfillment for which she searched. Angusfet her tighten around him asshe



exploded in ecstasy before helet himsalf go to reach his own satisfaction, praisng God doud at hisfina
reease. Hiswifewas going to kill him, he decided. He gave to her every ounce of himsdlf, as she gaveto
him. He had no strength |eft to remove himsdlf, so propped on his e bows so she would not be crushed
asheremained in her arms, gradually letting their breathing become dowed and norma. He wanted to
stay thereforever, feding her beneath him. It was hisfavorite place for her, therein hisembrace. " Til
degth do ye part,” the bishop had said. He had not needed the words to know that was the way of it. For
he would keep thiswoman beside him al therest of hisdays.

Shortly before dawn and after many hours of sexua satisfaction they both got dressed and returned to
the campfireswhere most of the men were till adegp and snoring from the late night of celebrating.
Angus held her hand and led her under the same tree that they had dept benegath the previous night. He
pulled her down next to him and covered them both in his tartan. Soon they were fast adeep, wrapped in
each other’ sarms, exhausted from their strenuous lovemaking of the hours before.

Angus had no more closed his eyes when he was shaken roughly by Duncan. He opened one
blood-shot eye, to glare at hisfirst in command. "What?'

" Tisthe king. He wishesaword with you."

Angus dipped out beneath the tartan, laying Candelinn’ s head gently on the ground. After he had moved
afew feet away from her, stretching his poor tired muscles, he spoke. "Only for the king would | have
moved thismorning. Take care of my lady." he said as he moved in the direction of the Bruce banner.

Fifteen

The clan MacBaron was ready to leave for their homeland. Mounted, they sat waiting, while Angus
helped Candelinn onto her mare. Before Angus had reached his own mount, King Robert strodeinto his
camp. Hewaked mgedticaly, hisroyd robe swaying with his stride and came directly to Angus holding
out hishand. Once again in comradeship, he stopped Angus when he started to kned.

"Angus, | grant you the territories from Strathglassto Attadde, to hold in my name. Take this gift with
my gratitude and guard it well from any English scoundrd that triesto take it from you." He handed over
abundle of papers pertaining to his bequeath.

" am deeply honored, my liege. Fear not. No English sword will dareto be drawn in thisterritory after
my clan MacBaron hasfinished with them.” Angus spoke ruefully.

King Robert moved out of Angus sway so he could mount his destrier. "Go with God, my friend. And
don't makeit too long before you and your bonnielass visit Elizabeth and mein Annandale. We missyou
and little Margaret aso longsto see you again. Make it soon, Angus.”

"Aye. Perhaps with the summer months coming we can make the trip. Godspeed, sire. If you ever need
my sword send word. | will come swiftly."

"Beaway with you," he spoke gruffly, hiding the emotions of the momen.



Angus nodded dightly and turned his mount to lead his clan in the direction of Glencairn. Without looking
back over his shoulder he headed over Mote Hill and away from Scone.

"Angus," Canddinn asked. "Why did the king wish your presence earlier today?"

"He wanted four of my best men to escort Countess Buchan home. She was anxiousfor her young
brother and her own wee lad.”

The clan traveled quietly for awhile, each with their own thoughts of the happenings of the previous day.
Canddinn didn’t interrupt the deep concentration of Angus, riding silently by her sde. She knew he
would be thinking about the many changes thiswould make in Scotland. The battles that would haveto
be fought to prove to England and Edward that they were indeed serious about their new king and that
they would no longer be under hisrule. There was no doubt in anyone' s mind that England’ s king would
be outraged when he heard of the crowning of King Robert and it was only amatter of time until he
would send one of hislieutenantsinto Scotland to avenge the Comyn’ s death and the crowning.

Candelinn heard the pounding of hooves coming from behind them and watched while Angus held up his
hand to halt his clan. The rider wearing a Bruce tartan rode around the clan and did to astop directly in
front of Angus.

"Sir Angus! Theking sent meto tell you that we have received word that thereisaband of English a
Glen Garry. Y ou will have to passthem to reach MacBaron lands." The messenger was panting between
hiswords he had ridden in such haste. Y ou must take heed!"

"Thank the king for hiswarning." Angusreplied, quieting hishorse. "Now that we are prepared they will
be receiving asurprise from the MacBaron's. Tell theking dl will bewdl. Did he hear how many there
were?'

"No more than ascore and five, my laird. And you have with you more than that small number, soit
should be no difficult task." The messenger smiled for thefirst time.

"Even twice that number would be no task at al. Thanks again, Thomas." Angusturned his horse around
and ydled to the back of hisfollowing. "Duncan!"

Duncan, who had been guarding their rear, came through the clan to the Sde of hischief. "Laird?"

"Y ou will take Lady MacBaron to Blair castle and stay there until you hear from methat dl iswell. Do
you think you can follow that order without letting her talk you out of it thistime? If you so much aslet
her stop to shoot ahare, | will skinyou dive. Isthat understood?’

"Aye, my laird." Duncan answered.

"Take acouple of men with you. It won't take overlong to clean up these English and | will meet you at
Blar."

"But, Angus,”" Canddinn interrupted.
"No buts, lass. You will do as| say. Promise methis." He leaned nearer putting hisface closeto hers.

His eyes met herswith seriousness. "How can | concentrate on fighting the English dogsif | haveto
worry about you being directly behind mein battle. Hmmm, my love?" he whispered.



Candelinn understood the worry on hismind. "Aye, my husband. | will do asyou say. Just berid of them
fast and return to my side.” She braved a smile and placed her hand upon Angus's cheek.

"Good lass." He kissed her quickly on the mouth and turned to hismen. "Let’ saway, lads," he shouted.
"To Glen Garry to roust the English!" He waved asdute to Canddinn and her small escort and led the
rest of the clan raight west.

She watched him until hewas dmost out of sight before she dlowed hersdlf to follow Duncan’slead.
She could only grit her teeth and pray there were indeed only alittle more than a score of the enemy and
Anguswould not be harmed. Thiswastheway of al women when their loved ones were goneto battle.

Canddlinn could not keep her thoughts from Angus as they traveled through the afternoon. So engrossed
in her inner concentration, she had not noticed the growing darkness. Duncan handed her apiece of dried
venison, bringing her back to the present. She was surprised to notice the gloaming had aready
descended upon the smdll party. They had been riding for hours while her mind had been at the side of
her husband. They were not in Atthol Territory, or far from Blair Cadle.

A sound behind her drew her attention and she turned to see one of the men riding guard fal from his
saddle, an arrow sticking out of his chest. Shetried to scream awarning but before it cleared the air, the
three MacBaron' s were completely surrounded by enemy soldiers.

A sck dread filled Candelinn’ s being. She was helpless. There were too many of them and she would
not endanger the lives of Duncan and the other guard.

The leader, a skinny man with a pointed beard rode up to her. "Well, well, what have we here? A
Scottish wench in men’ s clothing? Do the Scots have such few warriors they have to send their women
aong to protect the old ones?' He looked with disgust at Duncan. He pulled alace handkerchief from his
deeve and dabbed hisnose.

Candelinn cursed the fact that she had not donned her helmet and tossed her long mane over her
shoulder. Sheraised her chinin defiance of the sarcasm.

"You are migtaken, gir," she spat. "The women in Scotland don’'t want their men to be bothered with
such weak-kneed snivelers they themsalves could take care of! If the numberswere equal | would show
you what | mean. My husband has more important things to do that be bothered with the likes of you!"

"Oh? And who might your husband be?' He asked.

At that moment another rider came from the woods to join the enemy. Candelinn recognized him
immediately and her heart filled with dread.

Simon de Keith smiled, hisevil intent plain to see on hisface. "Sheisthe bride of Sir Angus McBaron.
Y ou have done agood job this day capturing such as she.”

Before Duncan could stop her she had blurted it out. "I should know when you find arock a snake will
be hidden under it. You'll rue the day you killed one of my husband' s clan! He will hunt you down for
this"

As Candelinn tried to kick her mare into any kind of motion, two men had blocked her way, each on
one sde of her horse, one holding her arm while the other took her reins.



Simon moved closer to her. "Wewill be happy to accommodate your dear husband, Candelinn. Infact,
| anlooking forward toit.”

"What about the other two, Simon," Sir George asked?' " Shdl wekill them?”

"No. | think not in this case. Tiethem up against atree and scatter their horses." He rubbed the point of
hisbeard in anticipation. "Thisisonetimewhen | think it will be best to leave witnesses. | will takethe
wenchwithme. Let'saway."

Canddinn tried to fight against Simon, but was grabbed and settled in front of him before she had timeto
think. Hisarm held her in such atight grasp she could hardly bresthe and only |oosened when she

stopped trying to get away.

With Duncan and the kinsman tied to atree with stout rope, Simon rode his horse in front of them. " ou
can tell The MacBaron that we have hiswife hostage at Burnby Hall and if he brings us the head of
Robert the Bruce wewill let her go. But if not... Tdl him sheislost to him!*

Duncan, sickened at the sound of the English lord’ swords, spit on the ground between two of the
horse' s hooves.

"There may be abeheading, but | think it will not be King Robert’ son the platter!”

"Oh, it'sKing Robert now isit? Hah! Edward will be anxious to hear the news. Come men--Make
haste to Burnby Hall. | am sick at the Sight of thesetwo.” The disgust in Simon’ s voice made Canddinn’s
skin crawl. His hot breath on the back of her neck made her want to gag. Simon chuckled, kicking his
mount into action.

Canddinn, sitting siffly in front of Simon, watched over her shoulder as Duncan, his body dumped
againg thetree, disgppeared from sight.

Angus, eated with the victory of battle, was on hisway to Blair Castle. It had been more of askirmish
than a battle he recalled with asmile, for the English didn’t have achance.

The advance warning from the Bruce clansman had enabled them to set atrap, surprising the enemy at
their own game. Only a handful of them had escaped the sharp edged Scots swords and those were
now, in al likelihood, beating afast retreat across the border to England.

He chuckled remembering the scene as he watched them disappearing over the crest of the hill, kicking
theflanks of their horses mercilesdy in the headlong flight to escape.

His courseto Blair Castle paraleed the well-worn track most of the day. Late in the afternoon he raised
his arm motioning to his men as he swung toward the west, choosing amore direct route to Atthol
territory... and to Canddinn MacBaron, hiswife.

He mouthed the words silently, smiling at the pleasure he fdt just saying them. It was surprisng how
much this lass had changed him. In hisbachelor days he had loved nothing better than riding over the
Highlands with his clan in attendance, but now that Candelinn was his own the thought of her and
Glencairn left him yearning for the peaceful life awaiting them at the castle. He chuckled and shook his



head. The wild MacBaron was indeed showing signs of ahappily married man.

Blair Castle loomed up ahead. Angus stood in his saddle, and turned to hismen, hishem held highin his
hand. "To Lady Canddinn!" he shouted, “then hometo Glencairn!™ He replaced his helmet upon his head
and resumed his segt in the saddle as a cheering roar followed his cry. He spurred his horse, increasing
his pace, his men trampling the ground to keep up. The gatesman, recognizing the tartan hastened to raise
the portcullisfor the clan’ sentry.

Angus charged beneath theiron gate at afull galop, pulling his mount to arearing halt near the huge
oaken door of the keep. He stepped from the saddle and ran up the steps to the door and banged hisfist
agang its solid surface.

The owner of the castle, the Earl of Atthol, swung the heavy door open. "Angus, what an unexpected
pleasure! What bidsyein thisterritory? | thought ye were going to Glencairn after the crowning. But a
welcome sight ye dways are, ye ken."

Angusfet afist close around his heart at the Earl’ s surprise--it could only mean one thing. He forced
himsalf not to roar at the earl.

"My Lady MacBaron and three others were supposed to await me here. We were engaged in alittle
disagreement with the enemy so | sent them on ahead." He swalowed the lump in histhroat before he
asked the most important question. "They should have reached here last eve. Arethey not here?!

The Earl of Atthol saw theworry etched on Angus sface. "I’'m sorry, lad. But | have seen no sign of
them. Mayhap they lost direction.”

Angus turned and went back to his destrier taking the reins from Fergus, who had ridden to the front of
the group, overhearing the entire conversation and who was now holding the snorting beest.

The earl stepped forward to offer Angus any assistance, but the sound of the horse' s hooves pounding
across the cobblestone courtyard would have covered hiswords. The MacBaron clan was dready on
their way.

Angus knew they could not belost. There was not atrack in the Highlands with which Duncan was not
well acquainted.

He had admost reached the place where Candelinn had been overtaken when riders came into view. One
was holding thereins of an extrahorse... Canddinn’smare.

Angus spurred his mount to encounter the riders, his mind awhirl with worry. It was Sir James Douglas
and his clan dong with Duncan and his man John.

"Whereisshe?' Angus svoice bellowed in agony.

"Lord Brenton and Simon de Keith captured her and took her to Burnby Hall. They were outnumbered
many times over, Angus. Therewas nothing | could do.” Duncan felt he had let hislaird down and wished
he had given hislifeto protect hismistress.

Angus reached out and placed ahand on his commander’ s shoulder.

Sir James came aongside. "We' Il get her back, Angus, never fear. Thereisnot astronghold in Scotland



or England that can keep out a Douglas and aMacBaron together.”

"Aye, James. | will get her back if | haveto kill every English dog on thisentireide.” He spoke with
deadly purpose.

"Tdl himwhat ese he said, Duncan,” Sir James said.
Angus glanced once more at his commander, readying himsalf for further bad news.

"The mongrels said that you must bring them the head of The Bruce. Only then would they let the
mistressgo free”

"Thoseswine!" cursed Angus. "They'll get ahead dl right, but it will not be hid"
"Aye, that iswhat | told the English scum.”

"Chrigt’sblood! Burnby Hall! It is covered on two sideswith water from the River Teviot and Tweed
and graight wallsimpossibleto scde” Angus groaned.

"Sim the Ledhouse isamong my clan, Angus. Heis a craftsman in ladders and together we will think of a
way to scale those walls, never fear."

"To Balgowriel" Angus shouted, his steed leaping forward beneath his spurs, hisanger and frustration
apparent in the reckless way he rode, pushing his horse heedlessly across the open moors.

James and Fergus rode abreast keeping the pace behind Angus, the rest of the warriorsfollowing close
behind.

Thetwo men looked at each other, each with the same thought. "Aye," James nodded. "Therewill be no
pescein Scotland till thelassissafdy at hisside.”

Candelinn was shocked when they arrived a Burnby Hall to see the amount of English soldiersin the
courtyard. How could Angus possibly rescue her against such odds?

Simon whispered in her ear as helifted her from the horse. " After we take care of your husband my
dear, you will be my betrothed again.”

Canddinn spit on the courtyard in front of him. "I would never be betrothed to atraitor like you."

He backhanded her, knocking her to the ground. Sir George grabbed her arm and stood her up again,
scowling at Simon. "Isal this necessary?'

"Aye, It'snecessary. Y ou don’t know her. She needsto be taught alesson in humility. Her cousin, Sir
John, promised her to me before the reiver MacBaron took her to keep, and | intend to makeit s0.”

Sir George had a disturbing premonition as he looked at the crazed eyes of the man before him. "Don’t
mar her too much, Simon. We re going to use her for our own end. Her life for the head of Robert
Bruce"



Candelinn wiped the blood from the corner of her mouth with the back of her hand. Sir George kept a
tight hold on her arm so she was unabl e to reach Simon so she could scratch his eyes out. But oh, the
desirewas strong.

"Hewill never betray The Bruce," the Englishman advised.
"Either that or thelassdies. But before | kill her, | will have her," Simon said. " She owes me that much."”

Sir George laughed. "Very wel, Smon. A gift for your loyaty to the king. Bring her in." Heturned and
went into the door of the keep.

Simon walked behind them admiring the straight back and swaying hips of the woman in front of him.
She had shown no fear of the coming events and he found himsdlf angry over that fact. He wanted her to
cower and beg him to help her. Well, he decided, it was early days yet. He would see how she liked
being on display.

Candelinn looked down at the men speaking to Sir George with lowered voices. Shewaslocked in a
wooden cage, hanging a haf a score of feet above the men’s heads. Her tiny prison was so small she
could not stand but had to sit huddlied on itsfloor or dangle her legs through the dats. Whenever she
changed position it would cause the basket to swing on itsrope, a perilous feding to be sure, so shetried
to move only when necessary.

At least,shethought derisvely, the cold-blooded Englishmen allowed her to be lowered when it
became necessary for privacy. Thisgave her an excuse to stand and stretch her legs at least afew times
each day.

She sighed pensively, her head resting against the bars of her cell.Burnby Hall! To be aprisoner in what
was once her home. Candelinn stared at the man sitting at the head of along table below her. Many times
her father had sat in that same spot and she had crawled up on hislap for agoodnight kiss. And these
same halls and corridors where Fergus and she had frolicked in, she was not now even alowed to walk
through any longer. She who had always hated staying insde castle walls was now locked within the
miserable confines of abarred cage. Canddinn thumped the side of her prison contemptuoudy. After dl
the times she had successfully escaped from her cousin's castle, she grimaced in disgust. Here she sat the
prisoner of the savage English and the traitor Simon de Keith with no way ouit.

Had her enemies only known, they would have been happy to learn they had chosen one of the most
extreme forms of torture for this one Scottish lass.

Candelinn spent most of the day relaxing against the backside of the cage, as she was now, her legs
dangling limply over the Sde between the dats. Her eyes were fixed on the patch of blue sky she could
see through the high window across the room. Her thoughts were many and varied, each onetaking up a
little more time, helping to pass the hours of her captivity. There was no doubt in her mind that Angus
would come. It wasjust a matter of when. She knew heloved her and she prayed he would not be hasty
and put himsdlf in peril. Hewas amighty warrior in hisown right, but with the number of soldiers she had
noticed guarding Burnby Hall it would not be an easy task.

A sharp jerk on the rope suspending her cage caused it to rock violently and she sat upright instantly
banging her head on itslow top.



"Damn!" she cursed loudly, rubbing the injured spot. "What the hell do you want?' She looked down
seeking the person responsible for her aching head.

"Ah, sweet Candelinn, such language. What would poor Sir John think of you were he divetoday? The
MacBaron's have not been a proper influence on you, | think."

"You low born cur!" Canddlinn spat through clenched teeth. "Y ou’ re atraitor, Smon de Keith, a
turncoat of the lowest sort. Rotting aive with maggots crawling through your eye sockets would be too
good for you!"

"Y ou dways did have a pretty way with words, my sweet," he answered coolly.

"Y ou despicablefool! Do you think Anguswill let you wak away from here unharmed? 1’ m hiswifeand
he lovesme. Do you think for aminute hewon't retaliate? Aye, hewill come, you'll see.”

"The mighty MacBaron does not frighten me. | will see him skewered upon my blade before | am
through, then will I clam the prize... Y ou, Canddinn will then belong to me. And such sweet punishment
| havein sorefor you."

"Bray, jackass, bray. While there sill breath in your body. For when the MacBaron' s are within, and
their war cry fills every corner and cranny in thisold castle, know that your lifeis measured in minutes,
Simon de Keith--and your blood will soon mix with the dirt upon the floor, seeping between the stones
making amortar too strong for any Englishman or traitor to ever tear asunder.”

Simon stepped back asif shoved by the force of her words. A cold chill settled upon histhin, lank frame
and helicked at his suddenly parched lips. He turned abruptly away and tripped over astool at anearby
table. He set it aright and hurried from the room without looking back at Candelinn or the men whose
tablehe'd fdlen againg.

Later that day when she was taken down from her heights to make atrip to the bathing chamber, she
was surprised to see Lucy, her parent’ s old housekeeper peeking around the corner motioning her from
the kitchen. Canddinn saw the soldier waiting for her at the entrance to the main hall with hisback to her
and she quickly stepped toward the kitchen to greet her parent’ sloving servant.

"Lucy!" She grabbed her inahug. "I did not know you were ill here.”

"Aye. You're poor parentswould roll over in their gravesto seewhat’sin their old home. The many
times | thought about you, lass, and young Fergus | never dreamed it would be like this. | heard them
mention you were married to The MacBaron, isit true?’

"Yes, Lucy. And he will be coming for me, never fear. Maybe you could keep an eye out for me?"

"Aye, lass. I'll dowhat | can. Now, you' d better get back before someone comes|ooking for you."

Canddinn nodded, brushing the wrinkled cheek with akiss and went back to join the soldier waiting for
her.

"It took you long enough,” he mumbled, grabbing her arm and escorting her back to her cdll. Onceinside
he closed the door and pulled on the rope, bringing her cage once more high up againgt the ceiling.

She had to grip the barsto settle her ssomach. It dways took afew minutes for the swaying to stop after



being raised so high.

Thethird day of her captivity, the guards below her were querulous and tempers were quick, asfriction
filled the castle. High above the men’ s heads and oft timesignored, Canddlinn could overhear most of the
conversations below her.

"l don’t care what ye say. ‘ Twas a bad day for us when he brought the MacBaron wench to Burnby
Hal. Have ye not heard of the black temper of The MacBaron? They say he becomes the devil himsdlf
when helooks at ye cold as death behind a sword flashing through the air so quick there' s naught that
can keep the pace. | tell ye, we'll rue the day he comesfor her.”

"But Lord Brenton and Simon de Keith do not seem worried." His comrade tried to reassure him.
"These are stout walls, never fear. Not even the wild MacBaron can destroy them.”

"Soyesay. But totakehislady... Ye Godsl Brenton must be out of hisbloody mind! With just hisclan
we are outnumbered two to one. Where are the reinforcements the king promised us?1 tell ye, me skin
crawlsevery time | wak these here hallswaiting for The MacBaron to step out of the shadows.”

"Oh, Taylor, meman. Y € ve been nippin’ too much of the Scottish de. We may be outhumbered but we
are disciplined in the ways of fighting. These Scots are barbarians, not soldiers. * Twould take more than
two to oneto best us."

"Hmmph, we'll see.” The old guard turned and |eft the room.

Canddinn nodded knowingly. Barbarians? Just you wait my lads. When The MacBaron scales these
walls we will seejust how disciplined you are in the face of avenging death.

She suppressed agiggle at the thought of their scared faces asthey scurried for cover before thefighting
Scotsmen. She called down to one of the guards.

"Oh, Taylor, isit not time for my evening stroll about the gardens?' she asked.

"It snot agtroll inthe garden ye' Il be gettin’ if ye don’t mind ye' re disrespectful mouth." He answered
sullenly as he rose from the table and came and lowered her cage to thefloor.

On hands and knees she crawled out onto the floor and stood up, using a post for support as she
rubbed some life back into her stiff, cramped legs.

"Hurry it up now. Yeknow de Keith doesn’t like ye out of the cage for mor'n afew minutesa atime.”
The guard took her roughly by the arm, propelling her across the floor toward the narrow halway outside
the room. "1 know the way, thank you very much." She spoke sarcagtically, wrenching her arm free of his

grasp.

"I’ve me ordersto follow, wench. So mind ye' r manners or there' Il be no more outings such asye are
used to gettin.”

"Would you have me relieve myself over your friends heads while they sat a their medl? | don’t think de
Keithwould carefor that!" When they reached the desired chamber he stood staring at her.



"The least you can do isdlow me afew moments of privacy. There'sno where elseto go, and the
guards are well placed. What harm can come of it? Surely you' re not so crudl-hearted as dl that?"

"Aye, wench, the guards are well-placed, and on the dert, too." He withdrew his hand hesitantly, unsure
of hisdecision. "Och, dl right, make haste with ye, lest | be found disobeying orders.” He stood in the
doorway watching her walk away.

Canddinn stayed in the smal closet-like room for aslong as she dared, enjoying the few minutes of
privacy and walking about as briskly asthetiny space would alow for exercise. Therisk of angering the
guardsto the point of denying her this one privilege was such that she never stayed beyond areasonable
time. Each time she had come to the chamber shelooked to seeif Lucy was near, but Since that onetime
she had not seen her again.

Casudly she strode along the hall, her handsin her pockets, looking at the tapestries ftill hanging on the
walls. The most expensve ones had long since disappeared, but those that remained were entertaining
enough for someone who spent her daysin awoven, datted cage.

Candelinn stopped before one of the tapestries, an old favorite from her childhood showing the clansmen
at the hunt. She stood studying the pattern, deep in remembrance of dayslong past.

"So, here you are, sweet Canddinn." Simon sidled up to her, his hands clasped behind his back, his
narrow chest puffed out like a crowing roogter.

"What ill wind blew you thisway?" She replied mockingly, refusing to look away from the tapestry.

"Ah, the sweet words of love." Simon took her by the shoulders and spun her around to face him.

She pushed his hands away from her. "Y ou are worse than the English, Simon de Keith. For they at least
arefighting for their king, while you have deserted yours™" Sheleft him then, sanding inthe hdl asshe
walked away with her head held proudly.

Anger surged through Simon as he was once more rejected outright by the fiery haired woman. He
caught her a short way down the hall and jerked her backward, locking his arms about her struggling
body. He spun her around, his mouth crushing hers beneath the fury of hiskiss.

Canddinn broke free of hisbruta kiss, gasping for breath. "Turn loose, Simon, | warnyou," she
demanded.

"You? Warn me?' Helaughed vicioudy, his cold eyes staring hard at the neckline of her jacket, which
had come undone revealing the full roundness of her breast. "It would appear that | am the onein
authority at the moment, sweet Candelinn. And were | you, | would..."

A gut-wrenching pain seared his body, rendering hislegs usdless as he crumpled to the floor clutching his
sorely abused groin.

With asmiling air of confidence, Candelinn proceeded to the doorway of the room where her guard
awaited her return.

The guard noticed Simon behind, struggling to once more stand erect. "What' s the matter with him?”

"I think it must have been something he ate," she answered.



Sixteen

Anguswas not at thismoment smiling as hiswifewas. Hisanger a the English waslimited only by the
number of curses he flung upon their heads. No mercy would be found &t the point of aMacBaron
sword. The gauntlet wasiirretrievably thrown upon the ground when Candelinn had been kidnapped, no
quarter would be given.

His clan and the Douglas s were camped but afew milesfrom Burnby Hal, waiting to carry through
their plansfor rescuing Canddinn.

Angus sat in front of the pest fire, its embers smoldering in therain. He held adry branch devoid of its
leavesin his hand and he used it to move the coals around systemeticaly, trying to keep hismind off his
wee |ass. He and all the men were on edge for they knew that tomorrow was the day. Tomorrow they
were going to charge Burnby Hall.

The plans were different from anything they had ever tried before and al they could do was hope that
the weather would take aturn for the worse, and that the mist might indeed get thicker. They would need
heavy fog to cover their advance on the castle.

Hethrew the stick in the fire and watched it catch dight. He moved back benesth the safety of atree,
protected from the rain and leaned againgt his saddle, lying on the ground and closed his eyes.

The next morning he awoketo rain faling on him from the trees. He sat up quickly. By day’slight
Canddlinn would once more be safely with him. He stood and stretched and grinned from ear to ear. Sir
James gpproached through the pouring rain.

"Something pleases you, Angus?"

"Aye, Jamie. | never thought I’ d be so fond of amigty, rainy night in my life. Christ’sblood, it’sbonnie
wesether."

"Tistrue. Itisjust what we need. The English will not think it is so wonderful for their holiday
celebration, however. I'm glad that this English king, bless his black-bastard’ s heart, picked such rotten
wegther to celebrate his birth, aren’t you?"

Angus laughed. "Aye. And such a celebration we are going to give them." He pounded James Douglas
on the back and laughing heartily, went to check on his men. Sim the Ledhouse walked briskly toward
the two men. He was carrying ahuge ladder at hisside.

"What have ye here, Sm?" James asked hislong time friend and clansman. " Tisaway | have designed
to scalethewalls of any castlein theland, my Laird." Sim answered proudly. He took the ladder and
stood it up showing the two chief’ s his new invention. The ladder could be stretched to extend as many
feet as need be to reach the top of even the highest wall, and at the end of the top rung there were hooks
made of stedl that could grab the edge and cling to the lip of the battlements, enabling the climber to climb



fast and without worry of the ladder didodging.

Angus dapped Sim on the back. "Y ou’ ve done agood job, Sim. My Lady will thank you herself when
we get her away from those English carrions.”

"Aye, m'Laird. I'll have the men load them onto the backs of the horses.”

"Thank you, Sim. Wewill beready to ride a dusk. Tie them securely. The English must not hear us
gpproaching their gates. Tell Duncan | have need of him."

"Aye, m'Lard.”

Duncan came rambling through the treesafew minutes later, histartan pulled tightly around his shoulders
trying to keep warm. Therain had continued to fall and the mist seemed to envelop the encampment. He
walked up to Angus and Sir Jamesin conversation and he interrupted them.

"Y e wanted to see me, Angus?”

"Aye, Duncan. | wanted you to cast your weether eye about and tell meif you think the mist will hold the
rest of the day." Duncan waswell known throughout the clan for his keen sense concerning the weether
and seldom had he been proven wrong in his predictions.

Duncan looked about him before lifting hisface for therain to wash it clean. "My Laird, the mist will last
for daysto come. Wewill be safe at Glencairn with Lady MacBaron by thetimeit leavesus.” He looked
again a hisclan chief and smiled hiswrinkled face in pleasure. He had never ceased to blame himsdlf for
the capture of Canddinn and the thought of gaining her back this day brought warmth to his heart. He
would never admit how fond he had grown of the tender Comyn lass who had invaded Glencairn and
taken over hischief. But his days were indeed not the same with her absence.

Latein the night, the men started to move stedthily through the forest around Burnby Hall. Angus reined
in next to a horse laden with heavy black rolls. "Are those the pelts | asked for?* Angus asked Fergus.

"Aye, Angus”

Angus nodded and pulled away from the loaded horse, moving next to Sir James. They traveled silently
till they cameto a clearing and stopped. Ahead of them stood the towers of Burnby Hall shadowed in the
heavy mist but standing no lessimposing than ever. Even from this distance they could hear the gaiety
coming from ingde. They were not thinking of Sir Angus and his clansmen. Nor did they consder he
would venture out to recapture hiswife on anight like this. They werefilled with thejoy of celebration,
drinking, dancing and forgetting the worries of awar with Scotland.

Angus nodded to the men on both sides of him. He dismounted and led his horse back into the forest,
handing the reinsto Duncan.

"Stay here. And when you see the gates being lowered, bring the rest of the men under the gate.” He
looked at the last minute doubts etched on hisfriend’ sface.

"Still your doubts, Duncan. It would take more than amiserable castle and afew Englishmen to hold my
lady from me. ‘ Twill not take long." He patted the man’ s shoulder and turned to join James at the edge of
the clearing. He thought of the night he went to the Comyn stonghold to bring her the brooch. If it could
only bethat easy thisnight to go to her. But he needed the added number of his men to rout the English



from this part of Scottish soil.

Fergus was handing out the black furs among the men going with Angus and the Douglas. He had gotten
these pelts from every crofter on surrounding landsin the past few days and had barely returned with
them in time. Each of the men on foot were given one, and with Angus, James, Fergus and Sm leading
the way, they crouched low, throwing the black furs on their backs and began to move very dowly
across the open fidd, looking much like aherd of black cattlein the rainy darkness. A small herd aready
grazed around the castle gates. If the fog was thick enough, and the English drunk enough, they would be
ableto pull the laddersthat Sim had made along with them, working their way dowly to the castlewalls
without attracting attention. When most of the clan was gathered at the walls, they would lift the ladders
and scaethethick granite Sdes.

Angusinched hisway across the mist-soaked moor, pulling one of the ladders dong gradudly with his
right hand, keeping it flat upon the ground so as not to be detected by any of the guards on the
battlements. The heavy fur pelt covered his back and kept out the soaking mist that covered the Scottish
countryside.

Two of the guards standing near the battlements, raised their ale-filled hornsto toast the king's
celebration. One stared out over the hazy glen and saw nothing except the black hides of the cattle
grazing thar fill.

"Not even the bloody Scotswould venture out on an eve such asthis. It istoo damnably wet! What say
yethat we step ingde where it swarm and refill our horns?”

" Tisadreary night to be sure. And | could use another draught to warm me blood.” His speech was
durred from the over imbibing of de. Both turned their backs on the ever-increasing number of black
cattle that neared the castle walls as they went to join therevelry inside.

Angus crouched low against the wall waiting for the rest of the men to join him. One by one they
surrounded the rough-hewn stone. The MacBaron chief sgnaled silently with hisarm ashetook Sim’'s
ladder and stood it up againgt the wall. It fit and he heard the scraping of the hooks catching the merlon.

Angus was thefirgt to place hisfoot on the rungs leading up the castle walls. He could hear the sound of
the other ladders clamping into place. He swalowed hard, hoping that the night guards would not hear
the sound of metal on stone with al the noise coming from insde the castle.

At this point in the rescue operation, as the clansmen were well aware, the most important el ement was
gill one of surprise. If the English were given any warning, some harm could come to Canddlinn.

Angusfelt his hands touch the top of thewall and in one silent movement vaulted over the edge, stepping
asdefor the men behind to follow.

The guards stood with their backs to the battlements in the open doorway of the upper story of the
keep. Angus reached to hiswaist and pulled his dirk, motioning with his head for his men to wait. He
crept up from behind and threw hisleft arm around one of the guards necks, squeezing histhroat making
itimpossibleto cry out. Dragging him back into the darkness, hisright hand drove the dagger deep into
the man’s chest. Aslifeflowed from the victim’ s body, Angus lowered him quietly to thefloor. He had
not made a sound. James Douglas stood gpart from hisvictim, avictorious smile crossng hisusualy stern
features. He approached Angus, throwing out one arm in the direction of the open doorway. He bowed
likeatrue knight.



"After you, Laird MacBaron," hewhispered, grinning devilishly.

Angus clasped his heavy gauntlet upon Jami€' s shoulder and squeezed it before running through the
doorway, his clan close behind, eager to fight.

Canddlinn eyed the revelry benegth her. The English dressed in their finery, their gobletsfilled, toasting
their king. Women, sdlling their favorsto the highest bidders, flounced around the hall in their tattered and
stained silks and laces, soaking up the false compliments from the male fops in embroidered velvet.

Candelinn’s eyes spanned the room. There was no man there that could compare in stature to the
MacBaron. Compared to the broad shoulders of her husband these men beneath her appeared to be
weeklings and sorry excuses for men.

Canddlinn felt cramped and uncomfortable in her tiny prison and kept squirming about trying to find a
semblance of comfort. Failing that, she continued to watch the show beneeth her. They left her with such
deep fedings of disgust she had an overwheming urge to spit down on their powdered heads. Anything,
she thought,would be worth it to spoil their gaiety even for a short while.

She sighed out loud and leaned her head against the datted side of her cage and thought of other things.
Her heart ached for want of her chief and asingle tear pricked her eye.Oh Angus, where are you?
Canddinn was il buried deep in her thoughts when acry rang out filling the hall.

"A MacBaron!" And at the opposite end of the room the cry "A Douglas!” followed by the sound of
thundering horses entering through the gates to Burnby Hall.

Canddinn quickly raised her head, her eyes wide with surprise, to watch Angus appear asif from
nowhereinto the room, standing majesticaly, hislegs apart, feet planted firmly on the rush-covered floor.
He looked ready to take on the entire population of the hall. His men came from behind him spilling into
the foray of women screaming and running in terror. Men with arms drew them to fight while those caught
completely unaware backed quickly against one of thewalls.

As sted clashed againgt stedl and the uproar in the room filled to arousing crescendo, Canddinn’s eyes
never left the sght of her husband. He had seen her and was fighting with the strength of ten men, making
aswath acrossthefloor, leaving atrail of bleeding and dying English in hiswaketo reach her.

Hefindly reached the hook where the rope to her cage was fixed securely. Quickly he untied it and
lowered the cage. Before she reached the floor and hiswaiting arms, Simon de Keith came up from
behind him with adrawn sword. Canddinn screamed, but her warning came too late, and he thrust the
narrow blade into the MacBaron'sside.

Simon stepped back, his bloodstained sword held limply at hisside.

Candelinn gasped doud in anguish, covering her mouth with her hands at the telltale red dripping from
thetip of Smon’srapier.

"So, Angus MacBaron, mighty warrior of the Scottish Highlands, it appears | have dedlt you akilling
blow." Simon’ svoice was ahigh-pitched whine, filled with excited arrogance. "1 shdl enjoy watching you
diedowly, and know ye dso that asye go, the Lady Canddinn shal be mine."



Fergus and another clansman raised their swords to give Simon the death blow but were stopped by the
face of Angus as he shook his head. He wanted no other sword to touch this one. He wanted to fed the
thrust that would take thelife of the traitor who had touched hiswife.

With unfailing gentleness, Angus helped Candelinn to her shaking feet and turned to face Simon again.

"Oh, Angus, darling," she moaned. "He shurt you." She stared a the materid of hisjerkin turning
crimson from the wound.

Though the side pained him some, he stood straight facing hisenemy. ™ Tis nothing, lass. Keep behind
mewhilel finishthis"

Had she been able to see hisface she would have seen his expression turn cold and deadly. Smon’s
eyeswidened and he started to bring his sword back into play, when Angus with one continuous motion
raised hisarm, the one holding the heavy claymore, and brought it down with such vengeance that he split
the culprit’ s skull from crown to neck, cutting his head in twain, asagrest bellow of ragerent theair. All
of Angus's pent up anger was spent in one forceful blow.

Canddinn barely had timeto register Simon’ s death when the great muscular arms of her husband had
wrapped around her and pulled her tight againgt his chest. She raised her face to ook into histired eyes
just before his mouth covered hers. It wasfilled with longing and love, and vengeance and anger and
overpowered her making her legs wesak. It took the very breath out of her. It was over too soon.

"Och, lass. Y ou are going to make an old man of me. My old heart can't take it when you arein
danger.”" He gave her hisusud breathtaking smile.

"l must take alook at your side, love, before you bleed to death. Come away.”

"Not yet, lass. Wait till we empty the keep of the enemy. He looked around and was not surprised that
the men with him had taken care of everyone while he had timeto greet hiswife. The dead were being
pulled out of the hal and the prisoners were led out of the keep tofill the courtyard. The women and
children were not harmed, but were immediately made ready for the trip to Scone wherethe Bruce' s
troopswere dill in residence. The new king would decide their men' sfate and they would be with them.

Fergus came across the floor to greet his sster. He put ahand on her shoulder. "Are you well, lass? Or
should wekill afew more of these swineto make up for it?"

Candelinn looked at how much her brother had changed since being with Angus. He had matured while
shewasn't looking. He seemed self-assured and confident as he looked into her eyes. Gone wasthe
young man she could coerce into any kind of mischief. In his place was aman who looked strongly
determined in this place of their birth. She smiled up a him. "I fear my husband’ sinfluence on you,
brother. Y ou sound just like one of those heathen MacBaron’ s now," she chided.

Before they could continue amaid came hurrying across the floor to their sde. "Lady Candelinn, are you
unharmed?' It was L ucy wringing her handsin agitation.

"Aye, Lucy | anfine. Do you remember my brother?!
Lucy curtsed. "My Laird Fergus, ‘tisgood to see you again. Will you make your home here now?"

Fergustook her hand in his. Angus was following the interchange but the loss of blood was making him a



litledizzy.

Candelinn waved a Duncan and James Douglas to cometo her aid. They quickly crossed the room to
her side. "I need help getting my big bairn up the stairs and into abed. Hewasinjured and | can’'t get him
to st down so | can take care of it. Do you two fed up to the task?"

Angus had not heard what she had said to the two men but they turned and came a him like two grizzly
bears. They each grabbed an arm and, without waiting for his objection, half carried and half dragged him
up the stairs and out of the hall. Candelinn was smiling as her husband scowled at her and followed in
their wake.

Fergus was gill standing beside the maid. "'l didn’t know you were till here, Lucy. It'sniceto know one
so faithful to my parents has till been a Burnby Hall. But you shouldn't call meLaird. I'm just Fergus.”

"Nae, my laird. Sir John had no issue and you are now the Comyn Laird. Has not anyone mentioned this
to you? And your sweet mother hersalf told me Burnby Hall wasto be yours. She even showed mein
her old desk where she put the papers. Come, let’ s hope they are ill there.”

She led him through the halsto the old chamber that had belonged to his parents. His mother’ sroom,
which she had mostly used for her sewing and correspondence in the last years, till looked the same.
Next door, he could hear Angus complaining loudly a Canddinn’s minigtrations and smiled.

Lucy went directly to the old desk where he remembered seeing his mother spending many hours bent
over it a her letter writing. It was fond memories. Lucy pulled out adrawer and hit ahidden lever and the
bottom popped up. Sure enough, beneath the fal se bottom was a stack of papers. Fergus brought them
out and scanned the papers before his eyes.Good Lord! He had never imagined.

Lucy smiled at the young man before her. "Now | think | will seeto feeding our hungry rescuers. Such a
feast | will preparefor you, my Laird." She patted hisarm as he sill stared at the papersin his hands and
|eft the room.

Angus, undressed and in the bed, was till nagging at hiswife as she brought water and clothsto clean
hiswounds. Histwo friends stood at the door, smiling. Duncan watched the lasstending the laird and felt
findly asif everything was right with the world. Jamie Douglas knew how hard it was for the MacBaron
to be coddled. He was abnormally healthy and was never sick that he could recall and it was apicture he
would long remember of the mighty warrior stuck in the bed with the wee lass giving him such fits. The
two went out the door and pulled it shut.

"And | don't care what you say, we are going to stay right here until thiswound has healed enough for
you to ride. Now, lay sill, Sr Knight while | cleanse your sde.”

God, hisbonnielass was becoming a shrew. He watched her feminine movements as she bent over his
gashin hisside, trying so hard to be gentle as she washed the blood away. There were a couple of times

when he had to grit histeeth. He wondered if she were being unco’ rough on purpose. After she had put
salve on him and placed abandage on his Side, she then ordered him to turn over.

IIWI,N?I
"Because, my husband, the sword went clear through you and | would repair the back aswell."

"Only if you kissmefird."



Shelooked at the longing in his dark eyes and was happy to accommodate him. She bent over, trying
not to touch hisinjury and placed her lips gently on his. But he was having none of that and pulled her
down on top of him and crushed her mouth with his. The passion erupted immediately and when hefindly
released her she did not think she would be able to stand away from him.

"Did you doubt that | would come for you, lass?' He asked softly.
"Nae, my love. | knew you would come.”

A firekindled in hisloins, burning hotter and hotter as he thought of al thelonely nights he' d spent
without her, living with the nagging fear that the English would take their hatred for the MacBaron name
out on her.

Herolled over so she could clean and bandage his back, al the while thinking of having her next to him
in the bed. Once she was finished he rolled onto his back, grabbing her arm and pulling her back down
ontop of him.

Helooked down upon her face lying againgt his chest and warmth caused an achein hisloinsfor the
want of her, thetaste of her filled his every thought.

Her eyesrose to meet hisand hetried to read the meaning in them. Wasthat desire for him that shone
s0 brightly or just thankfulness a being dive and safe?

"I would make loveto you thisnight, lass." Hiswords were husky, the desire evident.
"But, love," sheleaned back to stare up a him. "Surely with your side..."

"QOch, ‘tisbut ascratch. Besides, my bonniewife," he raised his hand to gently run hisindex finger down
her cheek. "I have other wants which far outweigh the pain of this sorry wound." Hisvoice lowered into a
timbre that made her heart jJump into her throat. "1 remember anight when acertain impudent lass
stripped me of my garments and took her passion’srelease with me... If you were to undress and crawl
next to me, you could repest that eve and | would not have to strain overmuch.” His eyes smiled asthey
gazed deeply into hersfor the answer he so craved.

Canddinn felt awarm flush creep up to her blushing face. "I’m most certain the lassin question would
love the opportunity to take charge of the MacBaron. It s not often hiswife has him a her command.”
Shewhispered softly into hisear.

"Then please hurry, my lass. Thisis one night your reiver would not want to miss.

Epilogue

King Edward died June 7, 1307 at the age of sixty-eight at Burgh-on-Sands on the Solway shore of a
severe attack of dysentery. He was the most resolute and inexorable enemy Scotland had ever known.



Robert the Bruce was to be Scotland’ s greatest king. He eclipsed the sun, blinding men with the
brilliance of light from his helmet. His spirit did not fater and his purpose was never abandoned. At
Bannockburn, in 1314 he finaly acquired Scotland’ sindependence. With 5,000 Scotsfighting against
20,000 English he took the day.

Strong hands kept his head on his shouldersin the wilds of Scotland. His strength was of ablacksmith's
arm and his speed as quick asamatador’s. He had the attributes of a statesman, a cultivated intelligence,
and a suavity of manner that made him a hero-king. He never forgot his friends and often forgave his
enemies. Histemper was humane and genid.

His story remains an epic.
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