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A MAIDEN'S PERILOUS VOYAGE

Ten-year-old Virginia MacKenzie was determined tim jGameron
Cunningham -- her beloved friend, and now, formailgr betrothed
-- when he sailed to France. Arranging to join Garhghland Dream
at sea, Virginia never suspected the captain oshgr would spirit
her to America, selling her into vilest bondage...

A HEART FULL OF REGRET

Desperately, Cameron searched for his betrothed/dars, when
even the great Lachlan MacKenzie had given up higghdter for
dead. Now Cam's only memento of Virginia was aetett silk
handkerchief with a faded hallmark...

A SOUL-STIRRING REUNION -- AND A DESPERATE VOW

Virginia could scarce believe it when a near-mirdaially brought

Cam to her rescue. Longing to rush into his arrasajraid of losing
him once more, she hid her past and retreated @am's sheltering
embrace. Tenderly, Cam vowed to heal the woundseopast, and
win her heart once more... until she believed cetady in the love
that was their destiny...



Prologue

Rosshaven Castle
Tain, Scottish Highlands
Spring 1779

"You didn't for a moment think | believed you askee into the
stables to show me a new horse."

Even after all these years, Juliet brought outdigeie in Lachlan. He
took her hand and pressed her palm against hik ch&&at | have in
mind is infinitely more entertaining than a foal."

Her interest engaged, she lifted her brows. Heyefia traced his
mouth. "Which is why you brought me to the loft."

Her familiar scent softened the robust aroma ahiye mown hay.
Her touch did more earthy things to his sense cbden. "Why |
brought you up here is a surprise."”

"l see." She licked her lips. "Yomntendedto wrinkle my dress and
muss my hair?"

"Aye. The first before | ravished you, the secamidile | ravished
you."Always the grand skeptic, she said, "A husbeadnot ravish
his own wife . . . unless ..."

She had more to say, but she'd make him wait. ldigemt and
practical Juliet had helped Lachlan raise Agnesalgd.ottie, and
Mary. But respect and love for his four bastard giaers only
scratched the surface of her fine qualities. Sgw'eh him four more
daughters and an heir. He loved Juliet more today when she'd
placed his son in his arms. At sunrise next, lw/d her more still.

Talking with her was a gift he'd forever cherislou€hing her was a
pleasure he couldn't deny himself now that theyevaone. "In the



event you've lost the essence of the conversatgripve, you were
holding forth on the issue of whether a husband raaigh his wife."

"True. But the wordholdingdistracts me." She glided her hand dow
over the placket of his breeches and made a camege of the
ordinary word. "Will you hold forth on why there & satin pillow
beneath the hay?" She flicked her gaze to the \spete roof met
wall.

Lachlan chuckled. "If you hope to tease me with versational
detours, you'll go wanting for that. Not even asiexd of gold could
distract me at the moment."

Her supple fingers began an arresting rhythm, amdibdice softened
to an enticing purr. "Pondering two things at oneesurely
manageable for a man of your considerable resolrces

Desire thrummed in his chest and rang in his éassl did when you
interrupted my civic duties to show me Mary's pamgtof Lottie,
barefoot and astride a draft horse?"

"Lottie was beyond mortification over it. You warere interested in
what our good sheriff Neville Smithson had to shg# tariffs. But
this is different.” She put that thought to action.

Excitement quivered in his belly. On a shallow lheae said, "You,
on the other hand, are not completely captivated."

With her free hand, she cupped his neck and puiledcloser. "I've
been captivated since the winter of '68."

The occasion of her entry into Lachlan's life ahe genesis of his
true happiness. For hours he'd anticipated this alone with her.
Their eldest and his first child with Juliet, teray®ld Virginia was
betrothed this very day to Cameron Cunninghamd dhay favored.
Their youngest, Kenneth, would one day foster withmeron's



parents, Susan and Myles. Lachlan's elder daugiene seventeen
years old and planning their own futures.

Lottie would wed David Smithson later this yearn§ible Sarah had
begun to tutor the children of Tain. Mary plannedtove to London
to apprentice with the artist, Joshua Reynolds. esgwas busy
breaking every rule of society. Lily, Rowena, anak&were still in

the nursery with their three-year-old brother.

For now, time alone with Juliet was a luxury to hkm, but in a few
years he'd have her all to himself. This afterr®tnyst was a rarity
he intended to savor. Teasing her was a part oflthee game.

He plucked a straw from her hair. "But coherentutiid is ever your
constant companion, nay?"

"Not always."'Let's see about that." Gaze fixetieos, he kissed her.
Her brown eyes glittered with pleasure, and desmeldered in their
depths. A sense of belonging swamped him, and ae&eened the
kiss, he wondered for the thousandth time what yodded he'd
done to deserve this woman. With a sweetness twalys thrilled
him, she returned his ardor and heightened it tagthown.

In the distance he heard the happy sound of chilldigghter. Juliet
heard it too, but that was the way of motheringhwiigr. Even in the
crowd at Midsummer Fair she could discern the wigkEher own
children.

Lachlan broke the kiss. "Which of our brood is@gous? Cora?" He
spoke of their youngest daughter.

"Kenneth. Agnes must be tickling him."

"I'l be glad when his voice changes. Let's hopst thccurs before
Lottie's wedding, else I'll have him strewing rqsstals instead of
bearing the wedding band."



"He squealed with laughter today when he saw Viaggnbetrothal
ring."

"Do you think they are too close?"
"l think Cameron and Virginia have a special nemdeach other."

Lachlan couldn't deny that a deep bond existed dmtvinis daughter
and his fosterling.

"Put any doubts from your mind, Lachlan. Cameroa ¥inginia are
perfect for each other.”

"Aye, as perfect a pair as Lottie and David."
"Will you rejoice when Agnes flies the nest?"
"Aye-and nay. But 'tis dear Sarah | worry over mnibre.

"Sarah's too sensible to choose a poor husbahdialjer my new
carriage that you'll grieve when Virginia weds."

His first daughter with Juliet was unlike any of hather children.

Outspoken and adventurous, Virginia had been styanfluenced

by her four older sisters. From Lottie she'd ledrrgrace and
stitchery. At Mary's hand Virginia had perfectedldiornness and an
artist's skill. From Sarah she'd gained a love bmoks and

philosophy. From Agnes she'd learned too much cgnrand

bravery.

Cameron had been Virginia's special friend sinagdskpoken her
first word. He'd taught her to string a bow. He'dked after her when
everyone else was too busy. Five years hence, beEdme her
husband. Lachlan felt a pang of loss at the thoafjpiving Virginia
to another, even if Cameron was both perfect forane the man of
her choice.



"Now who's distracted?" Juliet teased.
Lachlan pressed her back into the soft hay. Sheeglimand shifted.
"Uncomfortable?" he asked.

She gave him a look of tried patience. "No. Butilloyw would be
nice."

That mysterious pillow again. An odd jealousy st&btim. He
couldn't own her every thought, never would, bdejpendence was
also a part of her allure. Now she was curious atbwipillow and
wouldn't leave the subject alone. He reached fitém in question
and held it so they could both inspect it.

Embroidered in golden thread were a halo and thelsviédVe love
you, Papa.

Juliet said, "Only Lottie's stitches are so findgne."

Lachlan eased the pillow beneath her head. They shmbroidery
thread paled beside the glow on Juliet's fine cemph. "Never will
| understand the female mind."

"We are cerebral creatures, even in our stitchery."

They'd plowed this conversational field often ovie years.
"Cerebral." He pretended to ponder it as he stat¢dde message on
the pillow. The sentiment of the words filled hinthvpride. "For a
thinker you're doing some very earthy things witluryother hand."

"Then I'll allow you a moment to gather your prics."

"Gather holds great appeal." Which is what he dichér skirts,
exposing her legs and moving his hand up her thighfound bare
skin. "No little silks? You're bold, Juliet."



She fairly preened. "The last time you lured me itfie stables you
took my underclothing and wouldn't give it back.n®g made a show
of returning the garment to me on the occasiorhefuicar's next

visit. Virginia spilled her tea and soiled her bgstvn."

Two months to the day after Kenneth had been Haaohlan had
enticed his wife into the loft. They'd spent the dtaving, laughing,
and napping in their pursuit of happiness. Shethasun to his day.
The moon to his night. The joy to his soul. Theglav his heart.

He worked his hand higher. "We were also interrdipibat day."

The interruption had come when she'd asked hinivi fier another
child. He'd refused. She'd respected his wishes.

"Twas a rough argument ‘tween us." She mimicked Suottish
speech, but beneath the mockery lay regret, foid sterried his
children with ease and birthed them with joy. Fbabes of her own
had not been enough for his Juliet. Counting hisgitimate
daughters, nine children were plenty for Lachlan.

"You're wonderful," he said.

"l thought | was the moon to your night."
"Aye, you are."

“The rain in your spring?"

"And the skip in my step."

She pretended to pout but spoiled it by chuckliigpe thorn in your
side?"

He blurted, "The bane of this loving if you laugikel that again."”



She giggled low in her belly, more dangerous thdikdut laughter.
Still in the throes of mirth, she said, "Do you akd¢he morning |
seduced you in Smith- son's wood house?"

Lachlan did. "Hothouse better describes it. Actuall was
remembering the time you tied me to the bed at &mbCastle."

"You made a delicious captive except for that arpiest you refused
me."

Had she been cunning, Juliet could have gotteretievgh child that
day, for she had ruled their passion. "l prevaliled.

"A winning day for both of us, but—" Something catigher
attention. "Look." She pointed to the ceiling.

Craning his neck, Lachlan saw a piece of parchreeatired to the
rafter with an arrow. Printed on parchment in Sardiamiliar
handwriting were the words We love you, Mama.

Fatherly love filled him. Knowing he'd bring Julieere, the lassies
had left the pillow so he could see the affectienabrds. Mary, the
best archer of the four, had secured the notespoa where Juliet
couldn't miss the loving words. Even though shenitdiseir mother,

they thought of her that way. But the positionirfighe messages left
no doubt that the girls knew Lachlan and Juliet doe making love

in the loft today.

On that lusty thought, he burrowed beneath hetss&ind feasted on
her sweetest spot.

Too soon she tugged on his hair. "Please, love."

He growled softly, triggering the first tremor irethsurrender to
passion. The beauty of her unfettered responseadrtoueto his soul.
But when she quieted, he eased up and over hegimgedimself into



the cradle of her loins. His own need raging, herexl her, but not
quickly or deeply enough, for she lifted her hipsl docked her legs
around him.

Lust almost overwhelmed him. "Say you're wearing @h those
sponges.” The sponges were the second most dependayp to
control the size of their family.

Her slow smile struck fear in his heart. She wasmaring the
sponge. If she moved so much as a muscle belowarst, he'd spill
his seed, weighting the odds that she'd conceiamag

With his eyes he told her no.

Juliet's smile turned to resignation, and she nemlithe words, "No
ill feelings, love." He didn't need to hear the sodwf the words; he'd
heard them many times in the last three yearswaiited until he'd

mastered his passion. Then she reached into hexebaxdd retrieved
a small corked bottle. With a flick- of her thundhe sent the cap
sailing into the hay. The smell of lilac-scentedevdeased his nose.

To tease her, he pulled the wet sponge from thiieb8Excuse me
for a moment." He put the sponge between his téshed at her, and
again burrowed beneath her skirts.

Primed, sleek, and ready, she awaited him. In hlestrmventive
move to date, he inserted the sponge, then brdwegtio completion
a second time.

"l want you now," she said between labored breaths.

Obliging her came easy to Lachlan. Just when beieg their bodies
again and began to love her in earnest, voicestdsulibelow.

"You must let me go with you," said a very disgtadtVirginia
MacKenzie.



Lachlan groaned. Juliet slapped a hand over higimou

He knew to whom Virginia was speaking: her betrdth@ameron
Cunningham. Hoping they wouldn't stay long, Lachlaturned his
attention to Juliet.

Praying for patience, Cameron followed Virginiaornhe last stall.
"You cannot go with me."

She stopped and folded her arms. "Why not?"

The greatest adventure of his life awaited Camdfonthe first time
he would command the family ship, thighland Dreamhimself.

With MacAdoo Dundas as his first mate and Briggsldia as his
mentor, Cameron would sail to China. Years from nafter he and
Virginia were married, he'd sail around the worlidhvher. For now,
reason seemed prudent. "Your father will not let go."

"He needn't know until we are under way. I'll lednmn a note."
"Well, then, it wouldn't be proper."

"Proper?" Her dark blue eyes glittered with temperd her pretty
complexion flushed with anger. She pointed to typhire and pearl
ring he'd given her earlier in the day. "We're béted. That should
be reason enough. Papa knows you will not ravishl im&ven't even
gotten my menses yet."

From another female the remark would have sparkechge, but
Cameron had known Virginia MacKenzie since the ddyher
christening ten years ago. His ears still achedwieeremembered
how long and loudly she'd cried. He'd been eightyeld at the time.
He'd fostered here at Rosshaven. He'd learned hdigsbdrom
Lachlan MacKenzie, the best man o' the Highlandhe T



announcement earlier today of Virginia's betrotilaCameron had
been a formality. Their marriage, five years hemweeuld mark the
happiest day of his life. She was his special f#jéms conscience.
Once, she'd saved his life; a dozen times, she&tidais pride. Their
parents heartily approved, for the union would @itie families.

He told her a lie and the least hurtful refusalotitannot go with me
to France." He was actually sailing for China. 8Hearn that truth
from her father on the morrow.

"Lottie says you're going for manly pleasures,dhé will not tell me
what that means."

"Lottie's making mischief." Lottie MacKenzie waseoaf the duke's
first family of children. In 1761, Lachlan MacKeezhad gone to
London to convince the Hanoverian king to give béeklands and
titles Lachlan's father had forfeited after theokaie rebellion of '45.
Less than a year later, Lachlan had returned Wwéldtcal coronet of
Ross and four illegitimate daughters: Lottie, SaMary, and Agnes.
A year younger than Cameron, the girls had eacin keed on a
different woman. They had been born within weekeath other.
The duke of Ross had raised his daughters hintdeldl also spoiled
them.

Cameron had learned that lesson the hard way.L'&@#g no mind."

A blush of uncertainty stained Virginia's cheek¥.ol haven't
noticed my new dress. Don't you like it?"

Cameron had heard that coy tone often. "Aye, bdmrl't like you
mimicking Agnes's wily ways."

"What ever do you mean?"

With three sirens and a scholar for mentors, Vieginad always
seemed older than her age. But Cameron knew héer bistan



anyone. In the company of her family, she behawwd groper
daughter and role model for her younger sibling$y, LRowena,
Cora, and Kenneth. When alone with Cameron, theeratdvous
Virginia came to life.

He used a method that had worked successfullyeipdst. "IH bring
you back a surprise."

"l want no more surprises. | have a trunk fullrofkets, pretty cloths,
and flowery perfumes. You took me to Glasgow l&stry'

"My parents sailed with us."
"l want to go to France."
"Not this time, Virginia."

"But everything's formal now, and I've made us elsgl of our
own." From the fancy wrist bag that matched heelsatin dress, she
produced a white silk scarf. "See?"

Fashioned after the ancient clan brooches, thgulesitched on the
cloth featured a ring of stylistic hearts with aroa running through.

"The arrow is from the badge of your mother's pep@lan Cameron.
The hearts are in honor of our friendship and lawvkich will be
timeless." No flush of embarrassment accompaniedd#claration.
'It took me ever so long to think it up and a weg&kights here in the
stables to stitch it. 'Tis a secret. | wanted yosde it before everyone
else. I've saved all of my money. In France, BVé& it set in gold or
silver."

Cameron voiced his first thought. " 'Tis feminiree & man to wear
hearts."



Her eyes filled with tears. "That's a wretched ghtim say. I've made it
just for us and our children."

Immediately defensive, Cameron stood his groundnburtmured,
"Oh, I'm sorry then. | was surprised is all."

"Then don't disappoint me again. Take me with you."
"Nay."

Now desperate, she looked around the stablesadseifter argument
hid there. She found it. "Go without and I'll l@ndny Anderson kiss
me."

Cameron's temper flared. Virginia MacKenzie was ihasother man
would have her. "Do and you'll be sorry." He cob&Ve kissed her,
but she was too young yet; intimacy between themldvoome later.

"Il cancel the betrothal if you leave me here."

His pride stinging, Cameron tucked the scarf int® $leeve and
headed for the door. "Cancel it if you wish. | oabyreed to please my
parents.”

“Liar! You said that to hurt me because you'reward."

She spoke the truth, but if he didn't make anrmout, she'd probably
talk him into taking her and in the* doing gain thastantial wrath
of her father. "You cannot come with me, and yatinér is only part
of the reason."

Virginia gave up the fight. Cam didn't mean thosetfal words; he
just wanted another manly adventure. But she wed af hearing his
tales of visits to exotic ports of call. She wantedsee them for
herself with him. He was always flitting off to Fi@e or to the Baltic.



But this time was different; the precious sapphing on her finger
stood as proof of that. She would not be left beéthin

In preparation, she'd convinced Sarah to teaclfrieerch. Lottie had

tutored her on etiquette. Agnes had explained Frencrency. Mary

had given her an appreciation of the artisans ahée. She'd make
Cameron proud, and she'd help him sail his ship.

As she watched her best friend leave the stableginia didn't need

to argue the point. By the time Cam's ship saitedarrow, she'd be
tucked securely in the hold of théghland DreamOr perhaps she'd
stowaway in the crow's nest. She liked to playhgvd.

Papa would be very angry, but with Lottie's weddapgroaching, he
wouldn't come after Virginia. Not if she were wi@ameron.



Chapter 1

Glasgow Harbor
1789

Cameron swung a canvas bag onto his shoulder epgest onto the
quay in Glasgow Harbor. No one awaited him, only eddgant
residence with loyal servants. When compared to yasthful
expectations, his life was empty, and the reabrasiaddened him.

Pain no longer accompanied memories of Virginidy@rdeep sense
of loss. Hours after his departure on that fingtto China almost ten
years ago, Virginia had disappeared without a tratenking she
might have sailed with Cameron, her father had aesttip after the
Highland DreamUpon learning of her disappearance, Cameron h
wanted to turn back and look for her, but the dokeRoss had
forbidden him to cancel the costly voyage. The chéke been certain
that he could find his missing daughter.

They'd failed of course, and Cameron had learndge¢avith a soul
full of regret."I'll wager a quid Agnes has anotlsm," said his
companion, MacAdoo, speaking of Lachlan MacKenZiesborn
daughter, who had married the earl of Cathcartyeears before.

They walked side by side, same as they had in plomsighout the
world. Six years older than Cameron, MacAdoo Dundas his
oldest friend and best confidant. They'd been daisgether at
Roward Castle, the ancestral home of Cameron'saristheople, the
Lochiel Camerons. They'd spent a year at the Hnglairt. They'd
wenched and adventured together. They'd grieved theeloss of
Virginia. They gambled on almost everything.

Cameron was ahead in the wagers. "My quid sayl give' Cathcart
a lass this time."



MacAdoo hefted his own seaman's sack, which coadalms prized

possession: bagpipes. With a skill even the oldchldigders envied,
he could woo a hesitant lass or bring tears t@ttes of the crustiest
seaman.

Grinning, MacAdoo said, "That's because you lett thamely
shopgirl in Calais talk you into a pretty doll raththan a set of
soldiers."”

The gift was stored in Cameron's bag along withdvis special
keepsake: the silk scarf Virginia had given himnsany years ago.
Other than constant regret, it was his only remambe of her. The
cloth had yellowed and frayed with age, but Camsroremories of
the girl were still fresh.

The image of Virginia's brooch rose in his mindvasd as the day
he'd first seen the delicate ring of hearts withaarow running
through.

Cameron stopped in his tracks and blinked. Theupdbecame real.
Before him loomed a wall of hogsheads. Burnedtimowvood of one
of the barrels was the symbol created almost ad#e@go by Virginia
MacKenzie.

His heart pounded, and the ale he'd drunk witlctags/ just moments
ago turned sour in his belly. No one else had dezhallmark before
Virginia's disappearance. She said it had beesdwet gift in honor
of their betrothal. By candlelight, she'd embroatkthe scarf for him.
After her disappearance, when Cameron had relaybkdrtfather the
details of that last meeting in the stables at Raasn, the duke of
Ross confessed to being in the loft at the timeh&btkoverheard their
argument, but he had not seen Virginia's hallmark.

Cameron had thought never to see her symbol again.

"What's amiss?" MacAdoo said.



With a shaking hand, Cameron pointed to the design.

"Sweet Saint Ninian," MacAdoo whispered. "Isn'tttilamatch to
your scarf?"

Cameron put down his burden and peered closeeatakign. With
only a slight variance, a common heraldic crownrdawe top, the
symbol was the same. The hearts were more perf@ctlyn, as if a
woman rather than a lass had fashioned them.

From the ashes of certainty, a spark of hope fliett¢o life.
Virginia could be alive.
The thought staggered him.

MacAdoo grasped Cameron's arm. "What's wrong? Kauegone
light in the head?"

Mouth dry, hands shaking, Cameron leaned agaireststack of
tobacco casks. Past disappointments warned hiakédaution. But
what were the odds of another person combiningath@v of Clan
Cameron, his mother's Highland family, with therte#élove in this
exact fashion? No coincidence appeared before Yingjnia was
alive and this drawing was proof. Or was it a awtielp?

"Stay here," he ordered.

Stuffing the hogshead under his arm, he locatecht®uai Brown,
captain of the merchantman.

"From where did this hallmark come?"

Brown swept off his three-cornered hat and tuckeahder his arm.
His hair reeked of the fragrance of pine, a faeostent among



seamen. "Why would you be asking, Cunningham?"dm@ i& his
clipped English speech. "Ain't the brandy tradeugofor you?"

In his place, Cameron would also be protectiveisfilielihood; any
businessman would. To allay the man's worry anddodis tongue,
Cameron fished a sack of coins from his waistcdate seen this
design, and it's very important to me. I've noniitan of heeling in on
your tobacco trade."

Satisfied, Brown pocketed the gold. " 'Course ymt.aNhat would
you want with my trade when you got all them frisrat court.
Rumor has it you've talked the Cholmondeleys otheif daughter.”

The Lady Adrienne Cholmondeley had never been darthom
Cameron's mind. "Tell me what you know about tlaiskc"

"I know all of the tidewater plantations."

The cask had come from Virginia. How ironic. "Whattout the
plantation where this cask originated?"

"Il tell you what | know o' the matter. The coapat Poplar
Knoll—Rafferty's his name—always favored the plamown, even
after the colonies was lost to us." He traced #&gh. "This girlish
mark, the hearts 'n' arrow on that barrel, | &eén it afore now."

"Then how do you know this tobacco came from there?

"The new mistress herself come aboard to pay Isgects to me."
Rocking back on the heels of his bucket top bothts, seaman
clutched his lapels. "Her husband, Mr. Parker-Jomesight the
plantation more'n a year ago. | tell you true, Gngham, the slaves
'n' servants o' that place are praising God. T®@wher and his wife
were devils and more."



Cameron had scoured every port in the British Jstae Baltic,
Europe, and even the slave markets of Byzantined Bearched
Boston, the cities on Chesapeake Bay, and eversplaaish-held
New Orleans. "Where is this plantation?"

"Poplar Knoll? The tidewaters of Virginia."

Cameron had sailed those waters but not in mangsy&¥dith his
father serving in the House of Commons, Cameron faxared the
shorter European trade routes. "On the York River?"

"No. The James, just west of Charles City."
"The south or the north shore?"

"South if I'm remembered of it. Fine dock with lgveoves carved
Into the moorings. Yes, south side."

At the least, the person who'd crafted this halknhad some
knowledge of Virginia. If she were on an isolatddnpation, that
would explain why he hadn't found her. For yearseraher
disappearance, the lost war with the colonies adeld shipping
traffic, and little news traveled out of tidewatérginia.

Anticipation thrumming through him, he thanked tagtain.
"Keep the cask, Cunningham. You paid good cointfor

Rejoining MacAdoo, Cameron made his way to Napieus¢, home
of Virginia's sister, Agnes. Now the countess ofhCart, Agnes was
the only family member who still believed that Mg was alive.

Dear Godhe prayed|et it be so.



Chapter 2

Poplar Knoll Plantation
Tidewater Virginia

Planting would be upon them soon. From dawn's figgtt until
sunset or rain forced them to stop, the indentawred the enslaved
would hunker in the tobacco fields.

Virginia shifted on the bench, her back achinghatthought. Across
the weaving shed, the strongest of the slaves ditatathe looms
used to weave book muslin, the fabric of necedsityslaves and
bond servants. Everyone, even the pregnant femataked in the
fields until harvest. At first frost, the looms wdwcome out and the
weaving would begin again.

Life at Poplar Knoll would continue for another ye&ut three

harvests hence, Virginia's indenture would end. ®lkbitterness
stirred, but she stifled it. This was her homerfow, and she'd make
the best of it. She'd tried escape once, nine yagos For penalty,
three years had been added to her servitude.Foshpoent, she'd
been shackled at night until her twelfth birthd&yeedom would

come. Three years from now, she'd have money irpbese, new
shoes and a traveling coat, and passage to Williargs From

there—

"Duchess!"
Noise in the room ceased.

Virginia looked up. Merriweather, the smartly deg$®utler from the
main house, strolled toward her. Past sixty yebagje, Merriweather
had snow white hair, which contrasted sharply vhith thick black
brows.



"Wash your hands and face, Duchess. Mrs. Parkeesl@ants to see
you."

No one addressed Virginia as Virginia. They haoelieved her story
about who she was and how she'd come to the csl@imost a
decade ago. When she'd proclaimed herself the tughthe duke
of Ross, they'd laughed and named her Duchessd %leen a
frightened child of ten.

Anniegirl, a slave with blue eyes and pale woolarhslapped her
hands against her cheeks. With too much dramasaide "Oooh,
Duchess. Maybe Mr. Horace Redding himself has ctomeall on

you—nhis most ardent disciple."

In his essays styled for the ordinary man, Horaeedihg had struck
a balance between the conservative- and the lilpdwbdsophers of
the day. Many considered Redding's first pamplitegson Enough,
the moral cornerstone of the revolutionary movemenfAmerica.
Once a Glaswegian harnessmaker, he had been inlizextan song
and script and dubbed the freedom maker. To Viagihis words
served as the voice of logic and a link, althougtaky to Scotland.

She chuckled. "If Redding has come, shall | beg ofehis
handkerchiefs for you?"

Anniegirl's sister, Lizziegirl, older by two yeaasid dark like their
mother had been, dropped the yarn she'd been winthn' a lock of
his hair if you please."

Merriweather cleared his throat. "That's enougltedtom the two
of you."

At eleven and nine, the girls squirmed with theché® defy any
order. Their mother, a slave, had befriended Viggiffheir father
was a beast named Moreland, the former owner daP&mnoll. He'd



never touched Virginia, but her skin crawled at tiheught of him
and his wife and the misery they had made of fer li

Their brother, Georgieboy, laughed. "You're in biau"

Lizziegirl stuck out her tongue. "The master'lllsedu to mean ol'
Mr. Pendergrast.”

Georgieboy paled and shrank back. The neighbotarggr whipped
his own slaves rather than leave the task to hesseer.

"Silence!" Giving the girls a final warning, whidhad the desired
effect, Merriweather ordered Georgieboy out, thened to Virginia.
"You've done nothing wrong, Duchess. The mistrestdmed me to
say so."

Virginia put aside the hatband she'd been toolimy the
wagonmaster. Since Mr. Parker-Jones had purchasadrR¢noll
almost two years ago, Virginia had spoken to th&tness only once.
Did this summons also involve the design Virginiadhbranded,
without permission, into one of the hogsheads? Hulgenot, for
she'd come away from the meeting with a small wctand an
apology from the mistress, who assured her theematis ended. To
replay the woman's kindness, Virginia had paintedvar scene,
carved a frame, and presented it to Mrs. Parkeeslon

Encouraged, Virginia went to the table and washedféace in the
bucket of clean water. Her fingers were stainedhftbe dye she'd
applied to the leather hatband before tooling, tredsoap had no
effect. She untied her apron and took the comb frenbasket. She'd
carved the comb herself.

As they left the shed and made their way througlsdrvants' hamlet,
she combed her hair and tied it at her nape. Asither shoulders,
her hair would have to be trimmed before summee she'd swelter
in the sun.



"She'll not be seeing you in the front parlor, Desh" No rancor
hardened Merriweather's words, and Virginia smifglge might be a
bond servant, but never had she been a sloven.

Over the years, her footsteps had helped keeptis prorn smooth.
Half-a-dozen trails led from the hamlet, which cetesil of ten
wooden houses with earthen floors. A vegetablehpatthe south of
the buildings provided enough food for everyonesrethose in the
main house. To the east lay the henhouse and gséypFirewood
from the forest to the west was plentiful.

"the Parker-Joneses preferred slave labor to indesit As the only
female bond servant remaining at Poplar Knoll, Wi now lived
alone in one of the houses. She slept on a pall#ed with straw,
and herlfew possessions wouldn't even fill a hatligax she would
not feel sorry for herself; she'd hold her headhlaigd think of the day
when she'd be free.

She paused at the herb garden, pinched a stermgfand stuck it in
her bodice. The clean smell masked the odor ohésatnd strong
soap.

"What's gotten into Lizziegirl?" Merriweather asked
"Georgieboy told her that Mr. Moreland was her éxthoo."

His mouth turned down in disgust. A Cornishman, iwezather had
emigrated to Virginia after the surrender at Yovkto He'd been a
reader of the news by trade, and the old mastetakat such a liking
to him he'd offered Merriweather the esteemed mdsbutler.
Although Merriweather didn't precisely gossip, hanaged to keep
the servants at the plantation aware of the impbgaings-on at the
main house. Virginia returned the favor.



At the rose trellis, he plucked a dead blossome"dld master should
have done something about those children of hislegsurn his back
on them."

Few social issues stirred Virginia's ire as thig aid. "He should
have left their mother on her pallet in the slavarters, where she
belonged. As if she had a choice, though."

Merriweather waved to the gardener, who conversida tive cook
near the parsnip patch. "Sinful practice, takingjave girl into his
bed."

If adultery was the greatest of Moreland's sinsming his
illegitimate offspring after the kings and queef¥ngland was the
lesser of his cruelties. His own children were stavGod curse him
for selling them with the land.

Virginia echoed a familiar sentiment. "Things aettér now. Mr.
Parker-Jones doesn't take slaves to his bed."

"Neither is his wife jealous of you."That topic wem distressing.
"Do you know what the mistress wants with me?"

"Could be the matter of that cask again. CaptaowBrwas here this
morning."

Regrets again plagued Virginia. She'd be freeregtlyears, and she'd
risked it all and maybe more on the vague hope @aheron or
someone in her family would. recognize the symholome cask
among a shipment of hundreds.

Cameron. Sadness dragged at her, but gone wasntjied and the
despair. She'd overcome those feelings ages aglb.thé passage of
time, events blurred, faces faded, and she oftatrudted her
memory of the life and people she'd left behindaotland. Surely



they'd buried her memory long ago, at least thatiat she told
herself when melancholy came upon her.

"l put the newspaper in the springhouse for you."

Merriweather's kindness reached out to Virginian@servants had
few rights and fewer entitlements. For years heletly passed the
newspaper on to her. Had he not, she knew she wavid lost the

ability to read. Through those papers, she'd camenbw Horace

Redding. In him, she'd found someone to admire, tadl was

iImportant to her. Admiration for her fellow man wasother practice
of people who were free. She'd vowed not to losartits, both good
and bad, that she'd been taught as a child.

‘"Thank you, Merriweather."

He smiled, and she knew what he'd say next, sealet for him,
mockingly. "If anyone sees you reading the newspdpe trouble is
on your back."

Clasping his hands behind his back, he slowed #ue.p"North
Carolina's to become a state."

Virginia fought the urge to skip down the path's'hot in the paper,
else you wouldn't have said it. Who told you?"

"Captain Brown."

Except for salt, some tools, and fineries for tbenk house, Poplar
Knoll was self-sufficient. News from the outside ndohad always

had a soothing effect on Virginia. Without it, slheuld have gone
mad or thrown herself in the river. "That will makeelve states in
the Union. Tell me more."

"I'll tell you this, Duchess. You would have madére newsreader
yourself if—"



"If I had been a man." She chuckled. "By my oatleriveather, had
| been born my father's son, | would not be here."

His mouth pinched with mirth. "No, you'd be in tHeuse of Lords,
your grace."

Virginia laughed outright. She felt no animositytia¢ fate that had
brought her here.

"The wheelwright gave me a message for you."
Virginia couldn't hide a blush. "What did he say?"

"Only that he'd be back in a fortnight and hopedde you again.
What have you done with him, Duchess?"

"l said hello, shared a ladle of water with himdeamowed him the
way to the smithy.” She'd been helping the headeayar prune the
roses. The wheelwright had flirted shamelessly \Wweh

"l thought as much—or as little, that being theecas
"Did he tell a different tale?"
"No, but when next he visits, he'll have courtimghis mind."

Courting. Romantic rituals in tidewater Virginiareano resemblance
to the social customs Virginia had grown up withioP to the
Parker-Joneses purchase of Poplar Knoll, Virginaul not have
been allowed to speak to a visitor, let alone shamremon niceties.

"What will you do?"

She chuckled. "I shall try to keep my wits if antem Mr. Jensen
returns.”



She was still smiling when Merriweather usheredihtr the back
parlor. Mrs. Parker-Jones was reading a book.

Virginia guessed her age at past fifty. Her haot bace been black,
and although she did not pamper herself, she taale gn her
appearance. From Merriweather, Virginia had leathatiwealth had
come hard and late to them. A childless couple, aheé Mr,
Parker-Jones would often be seen taking refrestemerthe formal
gardens in the evening. They smiled often in edbkrts company.
At planting last year, the mistress had driven & barself and
brought cider to everyone in the fields. It wasfir& such kindness
anyone at Poplar Knoll could remember.

Virginia thought it sad that pox scars marred MParker-Jones's
complexion, for she seemed an unblemished soul.

Closing the book, she waved the butler away. "8teitdoor on your
way out if you please, Merriweather."

Although she'd never been in this room, Virginitused to gape at
the fine furnishings. She'd seen better at RosshaMae mistress's
dress was another matter. Virginia had forgotteatwthwas like to

wear a fabric as soft as velvet against her sknokBnuslin was good
enough for servants and slaves.

Mrs. Parker-Jones had something on her mind, ama tihe way she
toyed with the bindings of the book and stared thi cold hearth,
the subject troubled her.

"Take a seat and tell me about yourself." She atdat the facing
chair. "Where are you from, and how did you conte servitude?"

Caution settled over Virginia, and she stayed wistre was. She
knew a bond servant's place. Getting too closédseet in the home
house had been disastrous for her. Her skin craatléte thought of



the last mistress and the degradation she'd heap¥tginia. "Three
years remain on my indenture, ma'am. | want ndoleol

She sighed, her lips pinched in distress. "You haeoé been
mistreated since our arrival here. | want the trédtte you Virginia
MacKenzie?"

Something in the tone of her voice alarmed Virgi§he gripped the
back of the chair. "Why do you ask?"

“I'm curious. Where are you from?"

Virginia knew she should tell the tale that everydelieved: the lie
Moreland had told. She did not; she could not lee Mrs.
Parker-Jones. "I am from the Highlands of Scotland.

"How did you come to be here?"

"When | was ten years old, | trusted a ship's ¢captamed Anthony
MacGowan. May he rot in hell." Virginia would go lber grave with
a curse on her lips for that swine.

"Won't you please sit down?"
"Thank you, no."

As if holding on to a weak belief, she stubborrdids "Mr. Moreland
swore your father sold you into bondage. We pamd For your
indenture.""'Mr. Moreland and | saw it differently."

"You ran away from Poplar Knoll once. They founduyan a raft in
the river."

She'd tied fallen limbs together with vines. Shegdn so brave then,
so desperate to get back home. "Yes, and | paidrtbe."



The mistress grew sad. "Again | apologize for wkas. Moreland
did to you."

"Thank you, but it wasn't your fault. You neednéntion it again."
At least Virginia hoped she'd drop the disgustirajter.

Mrs. Parker-Jones strummed her fingernails on tiakb"Are you
the daughter of the duke of Ross?"

Not in years had Virginia spoken of her other ldad every time she
had told the truth, she'd regretted it. Mistrusheaasy. "Why do you
ask?"

"Please tell me the truth. | swear it will not ksed against you."

Virginia had received more humiliating treatment feasons other
than her birthright. For no reason at all, savesearand the color of
her skin, she'd been forced to endure humiliatibasstill chilled her

to the bone when she thought of them.

"Is thesixthduke of Ross your father?"

How could Mrs. Parker-Jones know the specifics apds title?
Unless this interview was not a trick.

Virginia swallowed back apprehension. "With all despect, Mrs.
Parker-Jones, may | know why you are asking?"

"Do you know a sea captain named Cameron Cunningham
Cameron.

Images of her youth swam before Virginia. Then st& nothing at
all.

* % %



"Virginia!"

Through a curtain of confusing thoughts, Virgineahd her name.
No, not her bondage name. She must be dreamingrafhiidhood,

of Papa tossing her atop the haywagon, of Agnesisigdher how to

spit straight, of Lottie teaching her to pee stagdip without soiling

herself or her clothing, of Cameron taking heih® larvest Fair and
buying her sweetcakes—

"Duchess!"

Acrid smoke from a burned feather seared her riésting the air,
she turned away.

"Duchess."

Merriweather's voice. Poplar Knoll. Servitude. \fimg opened her
eyes. Two chandeliers wavered overhead. When thagam
converged, she felt a hand on her arm. She drew, baaging to
return to the dream.

"You fainted ... Virginia?"

Virginia. Her given name spoken by the mistressadfidewater
plantation. Curiosity pulled her fully from the sara

Mrs. Parker-Jones knelt beside her. "Have youyautself?"
"No," Virginia was quick to say. She felt hemmegdhefuddled.
"Then you know this Cameron Cunningham?"

"Aye." Hope thrummed to life inside her, and shayed that she
didn't embarrass herself. "He was always Cam t6 me.



"Sweet Jesus. Merriweather, fetch the brandy." NPaker-Jones
held out her hand. "We both need fortification, ‘tdlgau agree?"

Ignoring the offered hand, Virginia pulled herseff and sat in the
chair. The spring cushion felt odd, and the smeaibd of the chair
arms were cold against her skin. Her mind whirldek la top.
Cameron. Cam. The boy she'd pledged to marry. Tae who'd
sailed to France without her. After all these ye@emeron had—had
what? "Cam saw the cask."

"Yes. He recognized that design of yours."
The unthinkable had come to pass.

She couldn't form questions fast enough. "Where®@r&/did he see
them? Is he here?"

"He saw them in Glasgow."
A world away.

"Moreland's account says you were a thief, and fativer despaired
of turning you from a life of crime. At your sirdddding, Moreland
paid your fine." She frowned. "Which happened taheeprice of a
ten-year indenture before the war."

Virginia couldn't stop thinking about Cam. Absentie recited an
old truth. "Moreland lied. He bought me from a Iskllman, Captain
MacGowan."

"You must have been terribly frightened."

By the time Virginia had been herded off the simpAmerica, she'd
been beyond fear. But the horrors of that voyadedpheside what
had come later. "May we talk of something else?"



"Certainly, Virginia. Do you know the name of Camer
Cunningham's ship?"

She'd never forget it. "Thidighland Dream."
"No. It's named th&laiden Virginianow."

An old memory stirred. She and Cameron stargazinthe roof of

the stables at Rosshaven Castle. He'd promiseahte his ship after
her. He'd vowed to take her around the world. Qlokdd at her
hands, stained and workworn and devoid of the Jonrel he'd given

her.

But she'd worked hard to forget the past, to dddgeneartache. The
pain returned and, with it, the most important goes "Will he come
for me?"

Looking like the one with a great secret, she sdi@dptain Brown
says yes. He sailed from Glasgow before your Cagainningham
and arrived yesterday. He came to visit this matiin

"What did he say about Cameron?"

"He believes that with fair winds, thdaiden Virginiacould dock in
Norfolk today or tomorrow."

Relief robbed Virginia of breath. Her plan had weatkCameron had
seen the cask and remembered the symbol. Camedatt ftagotten
her. "On his way here."

"YeS."
"What did Cameron say to Captain Brown? Tell megweord."

"Their conversation was brief and very confusingn."



"Tell me every word just as it was spoken."

"Cameron Cunningham was curious about the desigth@rcask.
Captain Brown explained to Captain Cunningham whilseecargo
came from and gave him our location. The next &ayn a member
of Cunningham's crew, Captain Brown learned thah€ran visited
the daughter of the sixth duke of Ross, who livesGlasgow.
Someone they knew had drawn a similar symbol a®nleeyou put
on that cask. They are looking for that personvwBralso found out
that they planned to sail for Norfolk as soon assyiae."

They were sailing here, right now, to fetch VirginBut who was
"they"? Who was coming with Cameron? Tears poatebddar eyes
and her heart soared. "l first drew the designs/ego.""What will
you do now?"

Deciding for herself on anything but the most eletagy actions was
as unnatural to Virginia as sleeping on a soft &de thing was
certain: She'd throw her arms around Cameron Cghaim and cry
her heart out. Mrs. Parker-Jones needn't know'tfratnot sure what
to do. When you said 'they' were sailing, whomyaid mean?"

"I don't know."

Merriweather returned with a silver tray. He pouted glasses of
brandy. Mrs. Parker-Jones took them both and haraed to
Virginia.

Had she ever tasted brandy? She couldn't remeraber,strong
spirits weren't poured at table in the servantsilea Unsure of the
proper way to drink the brandy, she waited and aedc\When Mrs.
Parker-Jones took only a sip, Virginia did the saifiee liquor
burned a path to her stomach, and she almost choked



"Drink it gently." Clutching her own glass in botimands, Mrs.
Parker-Jones took another sip. "l wish you had takl who you
were."

Virginia almost huffed in disbelief, but habit pexited her. "Would
you have believed me?"

"I do not know, but | like to think | would have wien a letter for
you."

Compared to the former owner of Poplar Knoll, MP&irker-Jones
was a saint. But the Morelands' cruelty was a pérthe past.
Cameron was on his way. Virginia would be free ag#it the

thought, her hands shook and she gripped the gis$ until her
hands grew numb.

"Please believe that | would have helped you."

Acknowledging the mistress's kindness seemed @it gngportance
to Virginia. "Saying that you might have helped menough."

"Merriweather, have—" Turning to Virginia, she saits miss the
proper address for a duke's daughter?"

Class distinctions were one of the reasons then@ddad fought and
won their independence from England. Virginia hpdrg her youth

beneath the banner of revolution. Could she adpste social

structure of her homeland? Not immediately.

By way of explanation, Mrs. Parker-Jones said, f&pily was from
Pennsylvania—rather provincial, you see. So | havemny
experience with the gentry."

A reply to that honesty was easy. "The proper sawy lady, but I'd
like to be called Virginia."



"Then Virginia it is. Merriweather, have Virginialsings brought to
the guest room facing the river. You'll need dreshats, and shoes.
Everything. They cannot see you as you are."

Reality set in and, with it, the second most defjnistatement
Virginia had every heard. The first had been ondibek of Anthony
MacGowan's ship. His words still had the power tund.Get to the
galley or I'll chain you in the hold until we dorkNorfolk, If you tell
anyone on this ship who you are, I'll throw yourbeard and say
you fell.

Merriweather left. Virginia put aside thoughts ofntRAony
MacGowan and the fear he'd instilled in her. "Réedsll me
everything that Captain Brown said about my farhilg. cruelty
struck her. "Are my parents alive? My sisters, notler?"

“I'm sorry, but he said nothing about them. He shg that one of
your sisters lives in Glasgow." She demurred. "Bt already said
that part." "Which sister?"

"She is the countess of Cathcart. How many sis@osyou have?"

"Seven that | know of. My brother, the youngestswaly three when
l...left."

Plaintively, Mrs. Parker-Jones said, "What happeNadjinia?"

The answer sat like a rock in her belly. As a chworking in the
tobacco fields, she'd falsified her life. With egaassing season, she
imagined a new past for herself. But the truth alacays been there,
looming like a great shadow over her head. Evelytshle'd settled
for the truth. "A foolishness too great to tell."

"l hope you do not hold Mr. Parker-Jones or mysetponsible."”



How could she? Along with the plantation, the tatmafields, and the
slaves, they'd purchased her indenture and thosleeodther bond
servants. It had been a business transaction éon;tho malice had
been involved. "No, | do not."

"We acted in good faith."

"I know, and for their sins, MacGowan and the Manels will pay in
hell."

"How can | help you?"

Virginia couldn't settle on any one thing, for shanted the
Impossible. She wanted her childhood back. Sheeuatat wake up
in her bed at Rosshaven Castle on the morningraeinéh birthday.
"At the moment, I'm not sure what to ask for."

"Your vocabulary doesn't need much work, but I'naigf| can't teach
you Scottish. Or do you remember how to speak it?"

She'd avoided dredging up old memories; now she gsiishrough

the imaginings and call up the true past. "In thacklkenzie

household, both English and Scottish are spokehg &lmost
mentioned her mother's heritage, but why should. Mesker-Jones
care about that irony?

"Good. Will you tell me about your siblings?"

"There's Lily, Rowena, and Cora. They were ninghgiand six
when last | saw them. And Kenneth, my father's. i@ was three."
She remembered a laughing fair-haired boy, theleaabibberish
because he talked too fast.

"What of your other four sisters? You said you kaden."



"They're older." The addition came easily; Virgihiad practiced that
ability, too, since coming to Poplar Knoll. "Theyeaseven and
twenty years old now."

Mrs. Parker-Jones frowned. "All of them are the sage?"

With the calling up of those memories came a se&fggeace and
love. "Papa's very handsome. He went to court atdnflove with

four women at once. When they bore his childrentdo& Agnes,
Lottie, Sarah, and Mary from their mothers and edighem
himself—until my mother came to Scotland."

Mrs. Parker-Jones opened the book. "This was writtethe earl of
Cathcart. 'Edward Napier." She spoke his name wieh proper
respect due the nobleman who invented tools foctimemon man.
"He names his wife in the dedication."

"It must be Sarah. Papa always said a blue-blotmtddvould woo
her, and she's so very beautiful and as brighbwa®aford scholar."

"No, it's not Sarah."

The oddity of the conversation baffled Virginia baot a pleasant
way; she was discussing her family with someone bédi®ved her.
"May | read for myself?"Embarrassment brought asHluo her
scarred cheeks. "I did not know you could read."

A prevarication popped into Virginia's mind. Sheulbnot endanger
Merriweather for the kind gift of sharing the newappr with a lonely

girl. Then she remembered that she needn't makesegdor herself
any longer. She took the book and traced the gdiekers on the

binding. Plows for Field and Farmhy Lord Edward Napier, earl of
Cathcart. Virginia knew the Napier name. Every @#ion and farm

used the tools he'd invented. The Napier plow vgasommon as the
Morgan rake.



With a shaking hand, she turned the pages. Onddeation page,
she found the words, "For my children, Christopdosst Hannah, and
for dearest Agnes, who has made us a family again."

Agnes. Fondness choked Virginia. Agnes, the trofibtier, as Papa
used to say. Agnes had fallen in love and marmeoimgportant man.
Bully for her.

"You remember Agnes fondly?"
"Fondly? Of course. She's my sister."

What other great events had occurred in Virgingddsence? Was
Papa alive? Mama? The possibility that they mightlbad was too
wretched to contemplate.

Virginia clutched the book to her breast. Surely faenily had lost
hope of finding her. She remembered the exact mbsiexid given
up hope of finding them. It had been her fifteebitthday. But by
putting away the past, she had bettered the preBemh that day
forth, her life at Poplar Knoll had become livabM/ith one
exception. But she wouldn't think about those disnles. Not now.

"What are you thinking, Virginia?"
"They gave me up for dead."
"Not anymore."

If that was true, if Cameron and her family now ested to find her,
what regrets would they bring with them? How haelytdealt with
her loss?

“I'm sorry. But I've said that to you before. WHéesarned about what
Mrs. Moreland had done to you, | could not fathodead so cruel.”



The darkness of denial blanketed Virginia. Neveaimgvould she
visit those evil times. "l don't want to talk abdhét."

Mrs. Parker-Jones shivered in revulsion. "No, |'tlsappose you
do." Composing herself, she continued. "I wasné&s®éd with
children, but | do come from a large family. Wetlasrother once.
I'm certain your loved ones were bereft at losing.y

Bereft. She thought of the funerals she'd atterwidlal her family.
Cameron standing beside her, helping her placekaaw the cairn in
tribute to a family friend. Save Cameron's strongspnce, the
memories were vague. Had the MacKenzies constructeairn in
memory of her?

"Imagine how happy they are now."

Mrs. Parker-Jones looked so distressed Virgintbfalnd to comfort
her. "All will be set to rights when Cameron confi@sme."

"What will you tell him of your life here?"

Dread chased away her joy. How could she lookdraily in the face
and tell them the truth?

"I do not know."



Chapter 3

Everyone had given up hope of finding Virginia. Bxane except
Agnes MacKenzie. For the first five years, Camehaw kept the
faith. He'd searched the world and yearned fogthdie had planned
to grow old with. When he'd finally accepted defdst'd done so
with the help of her father, Lachlan MacKenzie. fThad been five
years ago. Five years of peace with himself, yeascomplishment
and restful nights. He couldn't start believingiagBut the closer he
traveled to America, the greater the battle.

Three weeks and four days out of Glasgow, her lpadectly
weighted with stone, thiglaiden Virginiaeased into the James River
Cameron stepped aside and allowed Quinten Browak&the helm.
Never had anyone other than Cameron's father @réve piloted his
ship. Cameron had sought out Brown in Norfolk. Tha&n assured
Cameron that he could steer a man o' war safetheidames River.
To Cameron's disappointment, Brown had no knowledgeho had
created the hallmark, only that it had come froml&oKnoll. Rather
than hire another man's ship to sail the unfamiiaters of the James
River, Cameron had hired the man.

The crew went about their tasks, but their attentias fixed on the
English captain at the wheel. MacAdoo Dundas warerhtatant in
his unease, for he noisily hammered an extra hoogeisito the mast.

"She's a fine one, Cunningham," said Brown, loudugh for all to
hear. "I'll not run her aground, so you can bekat scowl."

Cameron tried to stand at ease but could not.
Beside him, Agnes MacKenzie laughed. "Well saidyt@a Brown."

Agnes had married Edward Napier, earl of Cath-.&ne'd even
shunned Highland tradition and taken his name.dBatd always be
Agnes MacKenzie to Cameron. More than a friendito, lshe was



the true believer he could never be. She'd pletigedlowry and her
life to finding Virginia. Cameron's efforts palegt bomparison, but
Agnes had yet to deal with the guilt she felt averloss of Virginia.
Perhaps now she would be spared that pain.

She'd been out of the birthing bed only two daysm&ameron had
arrived in Glasgow and spied the cask. Upon setfiaghallmark,
she'd packed a bag and sent messengers to everpememher
family. Then she'd demanded that they sail immedtidor America.

That's when her husband had stepped in. EdwarceNBad lost his

first wife to an Atlantic crossing, yet he couldt mefuse Agnes this
voyage. As her physician, he'd insisted that slyeabed for at least a
week. She had compromised and rested for three days

Amazed at her resiliency, Cameron watched her gaajy with the

motion of the deck. A year older than she, he aguimember a
time when he hadn't known Agnes MacKenzie and limesetsisters.
Then Virginia had come along, and Cameron's life farever

changed.

"Do you think Virginia will favor Papa or Mama?"elasked.

MacAdoo politely excused himself, but his sour maas evident in
the stiffness of his gait. He'd taught Virginiactonb the rigging.

"Cameron, are you listening? How tall do you suppsbe has
grown?"

Cameron gritted his teeth, lest he give in to textnph and begin to
hope. Virginia was dead. The hallmark on that casks a
coincidence. Some smitten cooper with courting @rhind had
created the romantic design.

Agnes clutched his arm, her brown eyes narrowetetarmination.
"She's alive, and | say she favors Father."



On the subject of Virginia, Agnes had always spakastinctly, but a
new conviction now fired her belief. She'd sailethw”ameron to
China and spent a year learning the weaponlessriggbkills of the

emperor's best. She could bring any man to his knath "One

well-placed blow. Garbed in bright yellow wool, hgolden hair

twisted into a shapely do, she looked like a hekplgoblewoman. A
contradiction. A foolish assumption.

Caifteron couldn't help but smile.
Her brows flared. "Are you mocking me, Cameron Gagham?"
He held up his hands as if to ward her off. "Néver.

"Are s0." She smoothed the fit of her butter yelighaves. "But then
| suspect you are anticipating the uncomfortableveosation you
must have with Adrienne Cholmondeley."

The problem of Adrienne was his affair, and he mageactice of
never speaking with Agnes about his love life. Howld he when
she believed his betrothed was alive and any roemhe@njoyed was
a betrayal of Virginia?

He knew the way to deal with Agnes. "On the matiErwhom
Virginia favors, | say one MacKenzie female withuydfather's
temperament is quite enough."

She fairly preened, for she knew he was speakirgeof’l meant to
say that Virginia will favor the MacKenzies in plgal appearance.”

She knew when to retreat. Cameron grinned. "Inglant, | pray she
favors Lady Juliet."

The humor faded from Agnes's eyes. "I pray she Masna's
strength."



She meant fortitude, and she referred to Lady tjulf@ginia's
mother and the woman who had raised Agnes. Everhlamac
MacKenzie knew better than to cross his duchessVBginia had
been closer to her father. He'd taken her everysyhaught her to
ride as soon as she could stand. He'd formallynginex to Cameron
on her tenth birthday. He'd also given her up =adi

"If you truly believed she is dead, why have yoyptkdat tobacco
cask?"

Too late Cameron realized Agnes had tricked hino ititinking
casually about Virginia. He also knew when to ra&tréYou should
rest," he said. "I promised your husband you woaotldire
yourself."'I'm fine, but I will leave you to fretver your future and
Captain Brown's helmsmanship."

Brown stiffened formally. "You needn't have a calmut that, my
lady. | know this river as well as | know the butsocof my shirt."

She turned on the charm. "l fear that's not endoghssuage poor
Cameron and his crew, but the MacKenzies are iedetot you, sir."

As the object of her attention, Brown almost gredel"You will
remember me to your father, Lady Agnes," he s&ddst man o' the
Highlands is how Lachlan MacKenzie's known."

"That he is. You can be sure I'll tell him that yled us to Virginia."
She slid Cameron a challenging glance, but hemtadtewas fixed on
Brown. "l believe, however, that he'll thank younself. He cannot
be more than a day or two behind us."

As a result of her three-day forced bed rest, theser@ger had surely
reached her father at his home in Tain before Cambad set sail.
Lachlan MacKenzie would make haste to follow. Thkestrof the
family had probably already arrived in Glasgow,tfee hallmark was
the strongest lead to Virginia they'd had in ovee years.



Brown acknowledged a passing ship, but his intetlesirly lay with
the conversation. "Every Scot in the Chesapeakletuvit out for a
chance to see the Highland rogue in the flesh."”

Cameron had to say, "What if she isn't here, Aghes?

Her smile faded and stone would have melted benleathgaze.
Without a word, she strolled across the deck an@nddhe
companionway.

Cameron said, "She's yours, Brown."

"Oh, no. | know better than to rile that MacKenfgenale. They say
she took a bowshot to save Edward Napier."

Cameron had been speaking of the ship, but Browrahaoint. "She
did indeed save his life, but her husband sweangréeails in their
disputes.”

"Smartest man in the isles ought to know his wapuad
MacKenzie's firstborn lass."

"Aye, Agnes and Napier are well paired.”
They shared an agreeable glance, then Cameron nmvee bow.

In the ship's wake, waterfowl took flight, and ddeshed for safety
in the lush landscape. Rain clouds hovered in thetharn sky,
moving westward and leaving the James bathed irshsoe,
Riverboats stacked high with hogsheads of tobagotéred past.
Swift passenger ships and slave sloops scurriaghdrtheMaiden
Virginia like skitterbugs on a smooth lake. In the distarme
occasional chimney fire streamed upward, the snebkging like a
beard to the face of the forest. The sails snappéde breeze. The
damp air smelled ripe with spring.



Anticipation sat like a stone in Cameron's bellyd de gripped the
bulwark to push the feeling away. But no matter lnand he tried, he
couldn't stop thinking about the past. He rementargirl who'd

despaired because her younger sister, Lily, hattgat love letter
first. He thought of the spring they'd found a wded badger and
nursed it back to health. She'd stood beside himsnvery spot. He'd
been a brash and cocky youth. Virginia had beesoreble and
honest but not always truthful, he corrected, tewathe time they'd
dressed in servants' garb and gone to the dockewtipermission.
Her father had caught them, and when the duke adcte older
Cameron of corrupting Virginia, she'd looked hahéa in the eye
and sworn the fault was hers. What the duke coatdsee was her
hand and the odd fist she made when telling aOidy Cameron
knew about that habit of hers among many others.

The old ache seeped into his soul. On its heelddvoame hope.
Then disappointment more bitter than before.

Virginia Mackenzie had been the joy of his youtrd asften his

savior. If he fell asleep in church, she always lemad him. She'd
been the perfect friend for a headstrong lad witlienswagger than
sense.

That she would one day become his wife had beeonregdne
conclusion. They'd even picked out names for ttigidren.

"Look a port bow, Cunningham. Poplar Knoll, ho!"

A newly refurbished dock came into view, the piesved with
doves. A brick path, laid out in herringbone desiga to a gabled
mansion as fine as any he'd seen on the river.

"It's another ship, Virginia," said Mrs. Parkernés.



They were upstairs in Virginia's room. The mistreE®oplar Knoll
stood at the window. Virginia sat in a chair, hexck stiff and
straight, a result of the new stays. She rubbezhder spot beneath
her breasts and wondered why free women abidethitings.

"Virginia, how many ships is that today?"
Virginia went back to the dress she was hemmirige lbst count."

She'd been treated with every kindness since motwdnipe main
house. Before leaving this morning for Richmonétiend the tenth
anniversary ceremony of the moving of the caphbl, Parker-Jones
had apologized again and wished her luck shoulddmaily arrive

before he returned. She'd asked him to give hek bac indenture
papers and the twelve pounds, sixteen shillingsvs® due. He'd
signed the document and, to her surprise, givenoher hundred
pounds. She'd contemplated leaving—going to Wildhurg or

Norfolk in anticipation of Cameron's arrival. Bu¢ Imust not learn
the truth of her life here. Those years and theapei hell that
accompanied them were hers alone.

"The ship's docking, and it—" Mrs. Parker-Jonespgds "Sweet
Jesus. It bears your name."

Virginia sprang from the chair, her mind suddenlignix with fear.
For three days she had vacillated between joy agldmoholy. For
three nights, she'd walked the floor.

"Will you come down with me?"

As if to emphasize the moment, the plantation hmdaled,
announcing the arrival of visitors. Pain squeezediNia's chest, but
she forced herself to choose a path.

Moving to the window, she looked at her hands. iis were now
groomed, but the dye stains had not faded. Théeza no time to



sew gloves and Mrs. Parker-Jones's hands were nmoales than
Virginia's. Her old smock had been given to anosvant, and she
had altered several of the mistress's dressesfeEhef soft cotton
against her skin should have given her confidercegpnfused her
more, for it was a constant reminder of how mearifeehad been.

"Will you come downstairs with me?"
"Yes. No. | don't know."

In the sunlight, Mrs. Parker-Jones looked youngen ther years and
deeply troubled. "They are not strangers, you khow.

But Virginia was a stranger to them. For ten ye#rsir lives had
been as different from hers as cold to warmth dioe@to servitude. If
they knew the details of her life, her family wouldld themselves
responsible.

The blame and the burden were hers alone to bear.

On that fateful day ten years ago, when she'd éshthat Cameron
had already sailed, she'd willingly boarded MacGow/ahip. She'd
believed his lie about taking her to France and €am

Sparing her friends and family grief was also witkirginia's power.
She had changed. Would they recognize her? Woaidghy her?

As other questions rose in her mind, she watchedldckmen moor
Cameron's ship. ThBlaiden Virginiarested at her doorstep. How
many times in the early years had she picturedhssailing around
the bend, her knight come to rescue her? Too mamst and that
fanciful notion sobered her to the reality of thement.

When the gangplank was secured, she strained ter Isee the two
men and one woman who moved to disembark. The wanese a
yellow gown and matching gloves. Fair and lightlwer feet, she



came first. She couldn't be Cameron's sister; Shzghred hair. Had
Cameron married? Virginia had often imagined tiae knowledge
would hurt more now, for it would prove that hetdidotten her, but
not by any fault of his own. He'd take her to kaamnily and go home
to his own. Virginia would embark on a new life.

But as God was her witness, she would not allow&amor anyone
else to pity her.

Next onto the quay was a man she remembered weatAllbo
Dundas's flaxen hair was unmistakable. An instater] Cameron
Cunningham stepped into view. Virginia drank in gight of him.
Beneath a tricorn hat with a red plume, his bloail tvas tied with a
cord at the nape, and he carried the tobacco tesi Branded.

Tall and slender, he wore the lively red, blacld ahite tartan of his
mother's people, the Lochiel Camerons. Only in rpdg in his

family home had Virginia seen the colors of hisacM/orn in the old
style, the tartan was pleated and belted at histywaith one end of
the cloth thrown over his shoulder and pinned tiveite a brooch.

Virginia knew the story of his mother's sacrificedave the plaids.
But wearing—even possessing the tartans or thdtenps—was
outlawed as a treasonous offense. Did Cameronatefyder of the
crown, or had England forgiven the Jacobites?

Where was Papa? Her gaze flew back to the shipn@sdseamen
roamed the deck. Lachlan MacKenzie had not comentd¢her had
not come. What if they were dead?

The cruelty cut too deeply, and she turned hentie to the woman
beside Cameron. She couldn't be Sarah, for Samhlalaays been
tall like Cameron. They moved onto the brick patiding to the front
door, which faced the river. With energetic stridae woman easily
kept pace with her male companions.



"Who is she?" asked Mrs. Parker-Jones.

Virginia's childhood had been surrounded with feesalFaces she
could no longer recall. Cora's hair had been Eily's too. And Sarah

and Agnes. But this woman didn't look seven andhtwethe age

Agnes and her sisters would be. It was so long agad,this woman

could be Cameron's wife. "l do not know."

"She's beautiful, and if that man carrying the ca&skCameron
Cunningham, you are lucky indeed. He's very hanégsbm

Virginia's heart swelled with pride. "He's Cam."
"Then we'd better greet them."

Pain squeezed Virginia's chest. Assuming Camerdndiaen a wife,
he'd probably feel guilty. All of Virginia's familyould, especially if
they knew the truth about her life the last tenrge8he'd spoken of
that often with Mrs. Parker-Jones during the daysaifing.

Virginia forced herself to chose a course of actldrell them what
we discussed yesterday at supper." They had desduss many
possibilities, Virginia had grown weary.

Resignation saddened Mrs. Parker-Jones. "If yoswaethat is what
you want me to say to them."

If poor choices were wealth, Virginia was rich begidhe counting.
"They must not know the truth, not the whole o¥Mill you go along
with the story?"

Their eyes met. Virginia smiled encouragingly.s'ltest all the way
‘round.”

"I've no talent for the dramatic. What if | bungie"



"You'll do fine. It's better they think Morelandedi."

On a sob, Mrs. Parker-Jones hugged Virginia. "Sbywil, Virginia
MacKenzie."

Just as she moved to step away from the windovgiMa saw the
woman in the yellow dress stumble.

Cameron steadied Agnes before she could fall, lbnbst dropped
the cask, so discomfited did he feel. If asked \wbiyd brought the
hogshead, he wasn't sure he could give a reascarabher. His mind
saw it as proof. His heart told a different talencg finding it, he'd
taken odd comfort in keeping the thing near.

Agnes held onto him. "My stomach's all aflutterdany wits have
gone praying."

"She was only a lass, and it's been ten years, Aldlea said.
Climbing the steps, Cameron counted off just hawgld had been.
MacAdoo adjusted his waistcoat. "She probably wamdw us."

"l hadn't considered that." Agnes looked up at Game"What will
we do?"

Think the worst. But Agnes wouldn't follow that acl. Thanks to
her constant discussions about Virginia, neithenld/dlacAdoo.

Shoring up his courage, Cameron took the last SWpat will we
do? Beyond wondering why there are no poplar treelse yard at
Poplar Knoll, I haven't a notion."

"Cameron!" She elbowed him in the ribs.



He winced and rapped the doorknocker, a fine aasiindoves in
bronze. Seriously, he said, "We'll keep our holssfsreour cart.”

"She's here. | can feel it in my soul."

A white-haired, very poised butler opened the dd@felcome to
Poplar Knoll. My name is Merriweather. May | besafrvice?"

Cameron shifted the cask. "I'm Cameron Cunningh&felve come
seeking information about this design if the mastehe house will
see us."

Agnes said, "We haven't an appointment, but ousiomsis of the
utmost importance. We've come from Glasgow."

Blinking at her boldness, the butler nodded angpsd back. He
spoke to Cameron as he waved them inside. "Mr. dPalbnes is
away in Richmond, but the mistress is here. Con@aease. May |
take your hats?"

Cameron removed his. MacAddo shuffled his feet amgimured,
"Forgot mine."

Agnes said, "I'm certain Merriweather will not halédgainst you."
"We are not so formal in America," the butler saichiling.

In the entryway, a footed silver bowl, engravedhiiie dove motif,
graced a table fashioned in the style made popluliang the reign of
Queen Anne. Straight ahead, a long hall led tobhek of house.
Without carpet, the oaken floorboards gleamed franrecent
polishing. A potted palm and a standing screen thith lace panels
cast shadows in the narrow corridor and blockedigne of what lay
behind it.



They were led into the first room on the left, anfial parlor. On the
inside wall, a gilded mirror faced the front windgwringing more
light into the room. Unlike most such rooms, Camefiaund this one
inviting and the chairs arranged for easy convemsatad Virginia
sat in this room?

"Excuse me," said the butler. "I'll tell Mrs. Park&ones that you are
here."

Cameron put the cask on the floor at his feet. Agsa but not for
long. Nervously, she walked around the room andnaxad the three
paintings on the wall.

"This is clever." She indicated a small pictureitheshe window. On
canvas, the artist had reproduced the exact vidghediront lawn and
the river as seen from this spot. Instead of adasmall windowsill
surrounded the view. Only in this rendition, towgripoplar trees in
full bloom flanked the brick path. Agnes peeredselo "The artist
has an interesting name . .. Duchess."

On either side of an arched doorway, the other paiotings were
portraits, a man and a woman. From the style df ttlething, the
work had been done some years ago.

Tension rippled through Cameron, and just whernbaght he could
bear it no longer, they were joined by a woman alfifty years of
age. She wore a green linen dress with modest @anand only a
little lace. Her dark hair was liberally streaketthagray, and her
complexion bore the deep scars of pox. She hadresilffered the
disease as an adult, or the artist had been kiha idepiction of her
In the portrait, for she was the same woman, albleier and her
cheeks now scarred.

She smiled nervously and extended her hand. "I'mceAl
Parker-Jones."



"I'm Cameron Cunningham, and with me is Lady—"
"Please, Cameron," Agnes interrupted. "No cerenfiony.

Cameron began again. "With me is the ordinary AgrlasKenzie
Napier and a gentleman of Perwickshire, MacAdood2sti'

How-do-you-dos were exchanged. Seats were offereédlaclined.

Polite conversation was the last thing on Cameromisd. He
managed to say, "You have a beautiful home."

"Thank you. It's rather new to us. My husband paseld it two years
ago after the previous owner passed on."

She was certainly forthcoming, which boded well.

"Merriweather said you are from Scotland. You hagleasant
voyage?"

Agnes, a master of rhetoric, dawdled at adjustemggioves.

Cameron said, "Very pleasant, and I'm sure youwadsring why
we've come. We're seeking information about thegdesn this
hogshead which, | understand from Quinten Browrme® from
Poplar Knoll."

She didn't spare a glance at the cask. "Yes, g.ddat is it you wish
to know?"

Beside him, Agnes squirmed with the need to tak&rob of the
conversation, but he knew that good manners wawdegmt her from
interrupting again.

He took a deep breath and asked, "Who drew thgni&si



"Our housekeeper did. She's very talented."
"May | speak with her?"
"May | know why?"

Cameron had made the speech hundreds of times zensoof
countries. The words came easy. "She may be someeriaow.
Someone lost to us ten years ago."

"Ten years, you say? My sympathies." She smiledysadou are
welcome to talk with her, butm sorry to say she has no memory c
her life before Poplar Knoll. A fall from a hordeyelieve."

An awful possibility struck him. "You mean her mirsddamaged?"

"Nor not like that. She's bright and resourcefiile Simply cannot
remember where she came from or how she got here."

"How long has she been here?"

“I'm not sure. When the previous owner.. . diedve.asked her to
stay."

"What age is she?"
"About twenty, | would say."
Agnes expelled a breath.

Hope stirred to life in Cameron. But past disappuoants demanded
caution. If Virginia hadn't contacted him because's forgotten the
past, how had the hallmark gotten on the cask?

“It's Virginia," Agnes said. "l know it is."



"Virginia?" their hostess repeated. "Yes, that & hame, but |
understand it was given to her because she dikiaet her own, and
she was found in Virginia."

Mrs. Parker-Jones seemed unaffected to Cameroif, sl were
prepared for the conversation. Odd. He thoughtdsbe'surprised.
According to Brown, his visit to Poplar Knoll upwaturning from
Glasgow and speaking with Cameron had been brief the
conversation with Mrs. Parker-Jones uninformatRerhaps she was
merely protecting a member of her staff.

"Fetch her," Agnes commanded.

"Please," Cameron rushed to say. "And if you wadldm kind, we'd
like to speak privately with her."

She glanced wearily at Agnes. "Very well, but rerhem you are
strangers to her."

If their hostess were subtly conveying advice, Agmes having
none of it, for she'd assumed what Cameron calld"tountess
mien." Mrs. Parker- Jones looked away first, agudt people when
faced with a determined MacKenzie female.

Leaving the room, she entered the long hall hetdted upon their
arrival. Silence filled the parlor, but if expeatet were a , sound, the
noise was deafening. Could this colonial housekeep&/irginia? A
memory loss explained why she had not contacted glears ago.

Cameron allowed the thought to sink in. Virginiathamo memory of
Scotland. Virginia, alive and well.

Agnes threw her arms around him. "l knew we'd fied."



MacAdoo collapsed into a chair but bounded to st fagain.
Cameron felt ready to bolt through the door andl fiirginia
himself. The moment of truth was upon them.

Let it be herhe silently prayedPlease, God, let it be Virginia.

When Mrs. Parker-Jones did not return immediatedymoved to the
doorway and peered into the long corridor. About tre distance
down the hall, two females were silhouetted behinedlace screen.
He recognized Mrs. Parker-Jones's heavier, shanter. fThe taller,
slender woman beside her was a mystery, a willdvadew. They
were conversing, but from so far away, Camerondiduhear their
words. He'd bet next year's profits that the msstreras telling her
who they were and explaining what J had occurred.

The older woman moved away and disappeared intaldoeway
nearest the potted palm. The form behind the sdrveemed her head.
The poignhancy of her stance, the importance ofntbenent, filled
Cameron with hope. He went still inside. To eveminshe made a
promise of favor.

"Will she never come?" Agnes railed, throwing hemsiin the air.
"What's taking so long?" Fabric rustled. "Do yoe ber?"

Cameron turned. Agnes was moving toward him. Hadghoof the
woman behind the screen and the turmoil she mufadiag. More,
he knew that he had to be the first to see herb8lmged to him.

Hiding his resolve, he shrugged. "Nay, | don'tisee but 'tis a large
house."

"I cannot bear a moment more of this waiting."

"Of course you can. She'll come when she's ready."”



" 'Tis easy for you to say. You gave her up forcdehen Papa did."
She gasped. "Hoots, Cameron. I'm sorry. You mutweetched."

She didn't mean those hurtful words; she was fogatient. "Blessed
better suits me."

"l may go mad in the waiting."
"I'll see what's keeping them."
"Il go too," she said.

MacAdoo started to rise, but Cameron signaled loirstay put. To
Agnes, he said, "I must also find the necessaril.yéi go there with
me as well?"

All impatient noblewoman, Agnes huffed and turneagg "Just be
quick about it."

Congratulating himself, Cameron started down tHe Thhe stately

form behind the screen had not moved. As he appeshche

considered what he would say. Logic told him thahe was Virginia

MacKenzie, he should offer her solid proof. Therrdraembered the
one item that had linked them together so manysyago.

Heaven help her, for Virginia couldn't make het feeve. It was too
late to change her mind. Mrs. Parker-Jones haddjrmld them the
story of a memory loss.

Them.

Virginia's heart soared. Cameron, Agnes, and MacAaeaited her
in the front parlor. She had truly been rescuddsit Life among her
family awaited. The beautiful woman in the yelloresks was Agnes,



the older sister who'd always told Virginia to laokher wits in times
of trouble. She couldn't have survived without Agjagyood advice.
She remembered the dedication in Napier's bookefsgras now the
countess of Cathcart.

What of everyone else? In moments, she'd knowskdl had to do
was pick up her feet.

Footfalls sounded in the hall. A heartbeat latem&an peered
around the screen. The moment he saw her, he brkatsigh.

Staring up at him, she felt a burst of pride. Nnger gangly and
cocky, he cut a powerful figure in his Highlandlgaand the kindness
in his brown eyes reached out to her, same as alway

Smiling, he moved closer. "l saw your shadow amdi¢int you might
be frightened."

He hadn't forsaken her.
Now she must pretend to have forgotten him.

She recalled her blackest moments at Poplar KMilth those
horrors in mind, she could easily conceal her tlhgig"I'm
somewhat overwhelmed."

"Then we'll go slowly, but the sum of it is, we&kehappy to our souls
to have found you."

Regard for others was not new to him, she decidddelt tears fill
her eyes. "I'm very glad that you've come for me."

"Good, then I'm safe until you remember what | ggegla on your
sixth birthday."



She had to duck her head. Oh, Lord. She felt réadyrack apart
inside. He'd given her two badger's teeth on agto replace her
own front teeth. She hadn't talked to him for atirenrweek she'd
been so angry.

Gathering strength, she looked up. "You're certaam who you
think | am?"

He gave her a smile that weakened her knees. “Aye're Virginia

MacKenzie." Reaching into his sporran, he retrietrexiscarf she'd
given him in the stables at Rosshaven Castle ord#yeof their

formal betrothal. "You stitched this for me a lange ago."

She didn't have to pretend surprise; she hadné#aeg to see that
piece of silk and girlish vanity again. It brougbéck a flood of
memories. At first sight of the hallmark, Camera lshamed it for a
silly design. But he'd been young and brash anereager for manly
pursuits than for tending the feelings of a lovwersk girl.

How did he think of her now? "It was special to Ydu

"Very special, and see, you haven't forgotten eviahing." His kind
eyes gleamed encouragement. "You remembered thaoym

"But not apurpose. | thought I'd just thought it"up

"The rest of your past will come back to you. Jyige yourself some
time."

The rest would come. An hour ago she had decidaditioa week or

so, then suddenly regain her memory. But that plas faulty and

might arouse suspicion. Unknowingly, he'd givenderay out of the

lie. Each day she could pretend to remember a-#t person here,
an event there. Yes, that was a better plan.



But she must move cautiously, start in the lognxtate. She'd made a
list of questions a person with no memory would. askth those
gueries in mind, she gave him back the scarf. "Yo@ Cameron
Cunningham? Mrs. Parker-Jones said that was youeria

Assuming a military stance, he clicked his bootlh¢egether and
gave her a formal nod. "At your service, my lady."

The title brought her up short, but she had witsugh to ask a
guestion. "Why do you address me so?"

"Because your father is the duke of Ross, andtlakes you a lady."

He spoke of Father in the present tense. Papalivas What about
Mother? Why hadn't they come with him? Apprehensiatched her
heart. "You know my parents?"

"Of course, and you'll be reunited with them soon."
Virginia felt a relief so deep she closed her dgesavor it.
His hand gripped her arm. "Will you swoon?"

Euphoria made her giddy. She looked up at him amted. "l pray
not. I'm just more overwhelmed by the moment.”

"Of course you are, but take heart, Virginia. Weftteuncharted
waters too."

Her name rolled off his tongue like a lullaby. Newagain would
anyone call her Duchess. Henceforth she'd sleepbied and wear
soft clothes. She'd read any newspaper she cheddgamks. She'd
acquire enough books to make a fine library. Shadcwavel at will
go in any shop. She was free.

"Good," he said. "l can see you've cornered thieogis."



She wanted to ask him how soon they would setkadildecided
against it. Another, more personal question beggette asked.
"Would you have known me? Do | look the same?"

He grew pensive, but his gaze never left her. "Mowéry beautiful,
but all of the MacKenzie women are."

"l was not seeking flattery."

"Very well. You're much taller than | expected. &awill rejoice at
that."

"Sarah?"

"One of your sisters, and speaking of that, ifh'tltake you in to see
Agnes, she'll have you redefining the wangerwhelmingTrust me,
you wouldn't wish that event on your meanest enémy.

Take heartshe told herself. She took his arm first. He Haliifglly
skirted the question about differences in her agrez, but she had
plenty of time to glean the answer. She had arfiet"lI'm ready."

As they walked toward the front of the house, hd,s®o you still
favor lemon tarts?"

No chance of finding exotic sweets on the menuhm ¢ervant's
hamlet. The idea of catering to a bond servantlswias laughable,
but she must respond reasonably. Another excusemied itself.
She held up a stained hand, hoping he would aedepat"The spring
berries here are delicious and bountiful this year.

He examined the fingers on her left hand. "In thapect, you haven't
changed. You always were one for doing a job yduraéher than
ordering the servants about."



Thank the saints, he didn't know the irony of thi@tement, and if
Virginia had her way, he never would. She had lattig her pride and
her privacy. Sparing her family and Cameron théhtalbout ten years
of servitude and eight years of hell must surelyheekinder method.
She gladly chose that path. She put behind hecthelty of the
Morelands and prepared to start her new life.

But at the thought of coming face-to-face with Agnbker courage
waned.



Chapter 4

Cameron stopped before they reached the open dabetparlor.
"Stay here." Taking hold of her hand, he movedramisalength away
and peered into the room.

Virginia gladly accepted the delay; her stomach Wiasflopping.
Ten years of wishes were about to come true, amghaghe case in
all of the most important moments in her life, Caomeneld her hand.

To the occupants of the room, he said, "In her axands, Virginia
MacKenzie is somewhat overwhelmed. Go gently wéh Agnes."

The heat of embarrassment rushed through Virgmiawith it came
the joyous familiarity of days gone by. He had alsvglayed the
cavalier. The difference lay in manly allure, whiodnow possessed
in abundance. —-

"Oh, bell heather, bring my sister in."The cheerfupatience in
Agnes's voice drew Virginia. Cameron's strong presegave her
courage. Somehow she'd repay them for the deceftidruntil she
could find a place for herself in the world of finee, she must act the
stranger.

Shrouding her heart, she stepped into the room.

Agnes hurried forward. Her dress wasn't merely oyell On a
background of buttercup wool floated a sea of tayden thistles
embroidered in silk thread. The modest pannieos\atl the fabric to
drape rather than hang. Her brown eyes glittergdleome. "I'm one
of your sisters. Agnes is my name." She swallowatkla sob. "Do
you not remember me?"

Not as she was, for Agnes had always been taber Yrginia. Now
she stood almost half a head shorter and as pasedqueen. The
honest plea in her voice shamed Virginia.



Wishing she could answer truthfully and knowing sbald not, she
plucked up a story. "I'm sorry. | fell from a horagerery long time
ago."

Agnes nodded, not in confirmation but acceptanmehér lips were
set with scorn. "Leave it to a colony of Englishntenignore your
Scottish accent and think you are better off whidn."

Agnes had always cursed the Brits, or Loyalistshag were called
in Virginia. "I haven't a Scottish accent."

"Not after ten years in the colonies, but you dichahild. Any decent
person would have recognized your Highland speadhi@ked for
your family."

Virginia's heritage hadn't mattered to Anthony Mae@n. Much as
she hated to admit it, selling her into bondage Ibeeh one of his
more humane acts. Those and the more unsavory @xperiences
were Virginia's secrets to keep.

Now she must offer comfort to Agnes. "I have liveith decent
people." The Parker-Joneses and her friends imadndet certainly
counted as that.

Cameron drew her farther into the room. "Good, bseaAgnes
brought twelve pounds, sixteen, in case you'd failleo indenture
and had to be bought out."

"Cameron! You promised not to tell that."

"You promised to put the coins in a sock and cosh tenal
scoundrel with it before you rescued her from higobes."

Agnes waved him off. "Thank goodness we haventttthdeal with.
But | shudder to imagine the consequences of al ddaeKenzie in
bondage."



Virginia congratulated herself; she'd made the trighcision in
keeping the truth to herself.

"l don't suppose you remember speaking Scottisid Agnes, an
apology in her voice. "But you were the best at kg Papa.”

"No, | don't,” Virginia answered, staring at AgrseBhe gloves and
amber jewelry.

"Mrs. Parker-Jones says you are her housekeepgnésAswiped the
air with her hand. "No more. Our father is a wealthan, a peer of
the realm. We're taking you away from here."

"Easy, Agnes," Cameron said. "You'll frighten héft 8ut it might
be a gift to us all that she doesn't remember pogsy ways ... if a
doubt still remains with her."

MacAdoo stepped forward. "Do you remember nothih§aotland,
lass?"

He'd broken his nose since Virginia had last saem Re'd aged
more than the others, but he was six years oldaer @ameron. "I'm
sorry. You are also sure that | am Virginia MacKiefaz

"I'd've known 'twas you," said MacAdoo. "Your Maakae blue
eyes tip the odds."

Cameron's hold on her hand tightened. "And you kalve your
mother's fine complexion."

Agnes smiled up at her. "You also have Juliet'stiiespirit."
Did she? What a delightful thing to say, especiallyen Virginia

wasn't sure she could recall her mother's face h&ta't recognized
Agnes.



Regretting it more by the moment, Virginia dredggda question
from her list. "Who are you?"

MacAdoo rolled his eyes. "Pardon my bad mannerss. ldm
MacAdoo Dundas. | had my first taste of ale onrfght you were
born. When you were braw enough, | taught you tahpaails and
climb the rigging."

Cameron leaned closer. "MacAdoo came with me fremvigkshire.
My mother and your father were close friends. Bhlagw | came to
foster with the MacKenzies."

Were Cameron's folks still alive?
"Now who's confusing her?" Agnes taunted.
Virginia said to MacAdoo, "Then you are not relateane?"

He folded his burly arms across his chest. "Nags./&Ve share no
common blood. We were friends and will be again.”

"Yes, | hope so, MacAdoo." She hadn't spoken hisual name in so
long the word stumbled off her tongue.

"Let's sit." Cameron led her to the only couch aatlbeside her. He
pointed to the hogshead. "When | made port in Ghasgnd found
that cask, | went straight to Agnes. She livesdhtro. She sent word
to all of your family."

Virginia said a silent prayer that others in henifg had survived.
But who? "Tell me about them."

Agnes stripped off her gloves as she spoke. "Wenare siblings
counting you. Only one lad, thank the saints. ha ¢ldest of your
four older sisters— Lottie, Mary, and Sarah. Unlisigat is, we are
all the same age, and we are not"—she slid a glainCameron—"a



litter, as some trolls say we are. We all haveedéht mothers. Father
raised us alone until your mother, Lady Juliet, edonthe Highlands.
We were six years old at the time. You were boenrtéxt year."

"Careful, Agnes," Cameron said. "If that's notfu®mg, nothing is."

One thing was certain to Virginia, legitimate ortndachlan
MacKenzie loved all of his children equally. Hetdihd Agnes a very
important earl.

Ignoring Cameron, Agnes continued. "Then therely, La year
younger than you and wed to Randolph Sutherland's&to modern
she delays childbearing. Next is Rowena. She'stesgh truly
accomplished, and studying music in Vienna. Cosigen, and she
Intends to catch a prince at her coming out. Oathiar, Kenneth is
thirteen and making an occupation of being a drddmtfor."

Virginia rejoiced. Her sisters and brothers weieealand they had
fulfilled their dreams, except for Kenneth, anddhH#een too young to
know what he wanted. Agnes loved them too. Sheahadys been
direct in her manner, but the affection in her eastione clear.

The most important question begged to be asked.et@/hre my
mother and father?"

Tears pooled in Agnes's eyes. She dried them eitigloves. "A few
days out of Norfolk. They sailedshortly after uedtk, it's wonderful
to see you again, Virginia."

Virginia couldn't sit still. Not stopping to considthe right or the
wrong of it, she rose and embraced Agnes. As herita older sister
squeezed her tight, Virginia wondered how many siisiee'd prayed
for a moment of Agnes's company. Reliable Agnesy srmelled of
lilacs. Loyal Agnes, the only one who had not laedjiwhen an
eight-year-old Virginia had declared her undying Ié@e Cameron
Cunningham.



Virginia said the first thing that popped into hamnd. "I'm very
lucky."

"Aye, and so are we all." Drawing back, Agnes dteiVirginia a
glove to dry her tears.

"Oh, no. | couldn't. I'll soil your fine—" Virginiatopped. She was
speaking like a servant.

"Here, take it," Agnes insisted. "They're only gdsv I've dozens of
them."

They were ordinary to her. As a bond servant, Vilegivas fortunate
to have a pair at all. But Agnes must never knoauakhat.

In her struggle to contain her wayward emotiongghiia counted

her blessings. Her brothers and sisters thrivedndand Papa were
alive and on their way to Poplar Knoll. Cameron,ndg, and

MacAdoo were here at last. They would take Virgitiack to

Scotland.

Camefon said, "Agnes tricked the earl of Cathead marrying her."
"l did no such thing."

Ignoring her, he went on. "They have two childnemf his first wife.
Agnes has a son, Jamie, and a new daughter wlamecdJuliet for
your mother."

Virginia hoped Edward Napier appreciated his gamtiuhe. "What
of the other three sisters, Mary, Sarah, and L®ttie

Staring at Cameron and waving the glove, Agnesesiniroadly.
"See? Contrary to what you say, | did not confuse'h



How could she forget her older sisters? They hattleed her life,
and Agnes had come with Cameron to rescue her.

"Stop preening,” Cameron scoffed and pulled Vigiback to the
couch. "Your sister Lottie married David Smithsarmo is now the
earl of Tain. She has too many children to count.”

MacAdoo chuckled and slapped the chair arm. "Thagls and a
sprite of a lassie."

Agnes stiffened her neck, thrust up her chin, and ® the room at
large. "Never were brighter, more attractive, vekd children born
of a mortal womb." Placing the back of her hanteéoforehead, she
added, "Travails though they were."

Cameron and MacAdoo laughed at her mimicry. Vigismiled.
Lottie had always been a priss, and Agnes had alwencked her for
it. "Um ... Mary?"

Agnes sighed and made a task of smoothing oukimer$Ved at last
to that English scoundrel, Robert Spencer, thedaniltshire. Her
daughter Beatrice is four, and | trust a son hasdint her to bed as
we speak.”

To an impressionable girl, the four sisters hachbeentors and, on
occasion, menaces. "Then you all are countesses?"

"Not Sarah. She married a viscount, but MichaelioElis as
distinguished as my own Edward."

She spoke with pride, as well she should. Every math a
plowshare or a flail had Edward Napier to thankhisrmodern tools.
If Sarah's husband were as admirable, Virginia aoadherish
knowing them both.



Cameron said, "Sarah has twin sons and her daughdeyet to take
her first steps. They make their home in Edinbtirgh.

Someone rapped on the doorknocker. Merriweatherdoio answer
the door. "Welcome, Captain Brown. May | help you?"

A broad-bellied man wearing a dark gray coat arekkireeches over
a red waistcoat stepped inside and doffed hisSwathis was Captain
Brown, the man who'd led Cameron to Virginia. MParker-Jones
had told Virginia about him. He looked like a ropand he peered
into the parlor at Virginia as if she were a fatrmo

"Aye, I'd like to speak to the mistress if shgdase a moment or two."
"Of course. She's expecting you. Please follow me."
"Don't bother. | know the way."

Brown started down the hallway, his shoes soundouglly and

probably scuffing the floor. With bittersweet humovirginia

realized that she knew more about cleaning a hiaserunning one.
But they wouldn't be here long enough to discoliat tie. Her bag
was packed. She was ready to resume her life.

Merriweather moved into the doorway. "Shall | sereEeshments?"

Everyone looked to Virginia. Food was the last ghon her mind.
But as a respectable member of the household,aidoct of the
guests was her responsibility:* Had they noticed lapse?Bless
Merriweather,she thought. "Please serve tea and some of thg b
tarts." She remembered the brandy Mrs.

Parker-Jones had given her. "Unless Cameron anddéecwould
like something stronger?"



As if the movement were natural, Cameron drapearamnaround her
shoulders. "Tea and berry tarts will be perfect.”

Virginia felt sheltered, even in the casual embyacel the covetous
way Cameron admired her made her heart beat fast.

Merriweather stood there, waiting for somethingeglbut what?
Virginia had no inkling.

"Shall | also have rooms prepared?"

Rooms? No. They were leaving right away.

"Not for me," said MacAdoo. "I'll stay aboard sHip.
"A hot bath and a soft bed would be lovely," saghAs.

Virginia almost choked on her own selfishness. GameAgnes, and
MacAdoo were surely tired after the long voyageeytwould want
to rest. A meal must be planned. The table setkidagolded. Silver
polished. Dozens of other things. Mrs. Parker- Jomeist have
instructed Merriweather to offer the hospitality Bdplar Knoll to
their guests. It was up to Virginia to learn theferences. But how?

An old image of Lottie came to mind, and Virgin@ed accordingly.
"I'll have the porter fetch your bags from the bdtdve you brought
servants, Agnes?"

"No. My maid only travels with me if Edward or tlehildren come
along. I'd be grateful if someone could press mwrgtefore we
dine. Unless you do not dress for dinner?"

Cameron stretched out his legs. "lI'd fancy seemgwield an iron,
countess."



Agnes flipped the glove again. "We are offered tiservation from
a man whose wardrobe consists of a shirt, a stri@rtan cloth, and
his Highland pride."

To Virginia's surprise, Cameron blushed. "I tolduyAgnes was
trouble."

Virginia envied their easy camaraderie. She'd beqyart of that
friendship once and would again, but only when sbeld join in

comfortably as an equal. In some circumstancesmfjlet have been
called to freshen the gown of a visitor. She needegd from the
mistress. If she didn't gather her wits and perfah@ duties of
housekeeper, they'd see through her ruse. Pitydifollbw, and she
couldn't bear that thought.

"Watch yourself, Cameron," Agnes warned. "Virgindoesn't
remember you either. | could weave her some jlatsst"

"Weave away. I've nothing to hide from Virginia,dashe knows
better than to believe your lies."

But she had hordes of things to hide from him, ftbem all.

She rose to tell them what she'd learned in thage dn the subject of
the evening meal.

Cameron and MacAdoo shot to their feet. That litibkeirtesy was
new. Slaves and bondsmen did not rise in the pcesafitheir female
counterparts. What other niceties occurred in @atibciety? She
couldn't recall.

To Agnes, she said, "We do wear our best dressestre cook
serves at nine o'clock this time of year."

"Must you go?" Agnes asked. "You haven't told ughiag about
yourself."



Once they were safely away from Poplar Knoll, \firgi would be
free of those who could expose her. She thougha ¢futh and
cloaked it in humor. "If | don't instruct the stafbu'll be sleeping on
a pallet and dining on corncob soup and Tuesdagedd'

Agnes laughed. "You always were one for a good, jésginia.
Wasn't she, Cameron?"

"The very best." Cameron took her wrist and, begfiiom the waist,

kissed her hand. Years ago, the first time he'dopeed that

courtesy, he'd turned her hand over and spit irphkn. She'd been
six and mortified. Now she was curious and movethibyin a very

adult way.

Curling her fingers around the kiss, she heldhe Took in Cameron's
eyes turned absolutely joyous, and when he sentgdwze on an
exploration of her, from the coil of her hair teethem of her dress,
she grew warm inside.

He lifted his brows in some sort of approval, ashéf knew how
affected she'd been by his touch, and, with a kngwrin, promised
more.

Discomfited to her toes, she excused herself antt wmesearch of
Mrs. Parker-Jones. But she learned that the msstes still behind
closed doors with Captain Brown. In the pantry,gifira helped
Merriweather assemble a tray.

"Thank you for rescuing me. | would have left thentollect dust in
the parlor.”

"Don't fret, Duchess . . . pardon me, Virginia."

"Oh, Merriweather. | shouldn't have lied to them."



He examined every glass and fork as he set thetmeosilver tray. "I
doubt they'd be pleased to know :hat you bathethenriver and
plucked chickens."

Shame at labor she'd performed paled in compatsdhe despair
and loneliness she'd suffered. Those heartacheshees to bear, but
they were also at an end. "They mustn't know."

"Nor will they. You haven't gotten by all these g&ean luck."
"What would you have done? Would you have told thieentruth?"
Pausing, he leaned on the sideboard. "You mean, yad family?"
"Yes."

A casual shrug and a huff gave him a noble aicatinot conceive of
such a happening, but. .."

His faraway look enticed her to say, "Tell me."

"I think you will have a remarkable life. Were Iy would rejoice
at the prospect.”

Viewed in a positive light, the unexpected eventsar life took on a
different meaning. Henceforth she vowed to see ttiatnway.

"Remember this, Virginia. You've kept yourself Ibvigand
respectable. You no longer cower as you did whenMiorelands
were here. You hold your head high."

"But whataboutthe Morelands and what they did to me—"

"Shush. That was the worst of your plight, and game away from it
with good character. You counseled the slave daidiYou gave



them dignity and taught them to care for their peat needs. You're
obedient, but never have you cowered."

"l shall miss your good counsel."”

She asked him to offer her excuses to Cameron, #A\gaad
MacAdoo. Then she located the porter in the gardating a bunch
of spring lilies.

"Are those for Lizziegirl?" she asked.

Georgieboy nodded. "Little sister's pouting becausad her that
Moreland was her father, too."

Perched between two races and accepted by ndteen|d master's
slave children had a rough go of it. More oftennthaot, this
rawboned lad was more sensitive than his youngesrsi

"I believe she was bothered at thvay you told her, not by the
knowing."

"l just said out the words."

"Now you must tell her you're sorry. After thatgdasho not tarry, will
you please go to the ship and bring back our guegigage?"

"Ain't 'spose teax me, Duchess. Tellin's the freeman's way."

Bond servants and slaves took orders and ask
permission—sometimes for the most personal thifigs.making a
mess of it, Georgieboy."

“It'll come along to you a little at a time," Hellad a flower from the
bouquet and offered it to her. "You lookin' the o lady in your
fine dress and done-up hair. Fronie says you'reimgeghem laces."



Saffronia was the midwife in the slave hamlet. "Madies of quality
have mastered wearing stays before the ripe olebatyeenty."

"Fronie says white women stupid in their ways."
"She and the others must keep my secret.”

"She will. But the dockmen said that ship's nanwed/bu. You gotta
worry about Rafferty."

The cooper. Months ago, when he'd caught Virgimentling the
cask, he couldn't run to the main house fast entutitle. Then he'd
told everyone in the hamlet that she'd gone madvemad have
ruined his entire shipment of barrels had he nopstd her. He'd
tormented her, belittled her in front of the wheilkage. Now he was
bitter.

"I'm safe then. My family has no need to visit Retf§'s shed or the
hamlet."



Chapter 5

After dinner, over a bracing glass of cider, shegéb advice from
Mrs. Parker-Jones. Later she made her daily wsithe servants'
hamlet. On her return to the main house, she sawe@m in the
formal garden.

The damp air was sweet with the smell of night- blow sallies.

Moths swirled around the lanterns that cast a golglew over the

stone benches and statuary. Before today the gaatkibeen just a
pretty place; now it felt cozy and inviting.

"You were very quiet at dinner," he said, patting place beside him
on the bench.

It had taken all of her concentration to get thiotige ceremony of
the meal without embarrassing herself. *"Camerortinedito engage
her in conversation. Even when she'd observed thersy he'd
watched her. "l enjoyed hearing you and Agnes saiut the
MacKenzies."

"The MacKenzies?"

She did feel like a stranger to her kin. Sittingide him she thought
of what Merriweather had said. "I'll get used talit"

"Have you been trysting with a beau?"

Her first response was to laugh. Women might bawuabered five
to one in tidewater Virginia, but for servants orisolated plantation,
odds didn't matter. Rules did, and breaking themndor love, led to
more bondage. "I've been on a quest for new shoes."

He picked up one of the slippers. "Your cobbler entitese? They're
very fine."



They were her first slippers in ten years. Senbe®oots or bare
feet were the footwear of bond servants. "We malesyehing here.
We weave our cloth, grow our food, and in winterpag the Indians
to hunt for us."

"You have a silversmith?"

Tripped up again. "No. Of course not."

He plucked the newspaper from her hand. "What gauethere?"
"The Virginia Gazette."

He held the slipper in a delicate way. "Are yowemsted in politics?"

On this subject she could converse comfortablynewehe was
distracting her with the way he caressed that shoe.interested in
what Horace Redding has to say."

"Are you?" With his thumb, he traced the slightlh&Burke names
him a purveyor of pandemonium.”

"Burke disdains any progress beyond a snail's pace.
"Paine claims Redding is the voice of unrest."

"Perhaps, but | dare say we'd still be crowningttbeks of our trees
and carrying the weight of an Englishman's yokénaut the words
of Horace Redding to inspire us."

"Us. So your mother says. She can still bringdind brimstone when
the subject turns to British rule."

The oddest irony of all was the fact that Virgisiaiother had been a
bond servant from Richmond before traveling to Boaot and



marrying the duke of Ross. The very place Virgimsa been named
for had become her prison.

But she was free now and eager to reacquaint fevikl Cameron
Cunningham. Dinner had been too brief and Virgiiwia hesitant.
"How do you see Horace Redding?" she asked.

The subject pleased him, for he turned sidewaytherbench and
faced her. "He always has an entourage aroundHis. a bit of a
braggart, and he can't drink two pints and keepchia above the
table."

Shocked, she ignored the hand he placed on hetdgnand said,
"He's no drunkard, and how would you know?"

He shrugged. ""Twas all the gossip at Christmats Hes returned to
Glasgow then."

"Do you visit Glasgow often?"
"Aye, | have a house there."

Both he and Agnes lived in Glasgow. By visiting bester, Virginia
could be close to Cameron. She could also find y wwepay her
respects to Horace Redding.

Drums sounded in the hamlet, and the slaves begsind a favorite
song about a lowly weaver's son who slew a tigdrmsatame king of
his tribe.

Cameron took her hand and held it tenderly. "l'omathing to tell
you, Virginia. 'Tis of some importance."

Apprehension engulfed her. He had married. Now belavtell her.
From the wariness in his voice, the subject trodiibien.



"I'm listening."

He stared at his hand, which still rested on heukler. "We were
very close as children." He traced the necklindaf dress, which
was modest by a parson's standard. "You might tthak odd, me
being eight years older and a lad, but... therehaue it."

He looked uncomfortable, and she knew she woulé é&s way.
That might be best, though, for she had much tbefore she took
her place among her family and friends. Until tloety came,
frankness would serve her best. "If you tell meogtlabove one
hundred pounds abetting with you, | will not payAtmemory loss
should absolve a gaming debt." He, in fact, owedwenty pounds.

"Will it dissolve a formal betrothal?"

The beautiful music became a buzzing in her eav8e "are
betrothed?"

"Aye, on the day before you disappeared.”

She wasn't supposed to know. It followed that staulsl not care.
But she did. Her heart ached at the thought oftakimg another. "Do
you wish it to be dissolved?"

"Do you?"

She couldn't let him get away with that. "That'suaifair question. |
cannot answer today for a pact made when | was &me also
couldn't tell him that she'd given up hope. He Wasn. Her Cam.
She couldn't tell him that either.

"We needn't belabor it now. | just wanted to teluymyself before
Agnes blurted it out and embarrassed you."

Embarrass her? How? "You're certain she will spdate"



"She'll wage a bloody war to see that the decissogours. She
proved that when Mary refused to wed Robert Speagen though
she carried his child."

Poor Mary. Mary, the artist who could paint a flove® real you
expected it to smell. Mary, who forgot time and kext day and night
when inspiration came upon her. Agnes had alwaydengxcuses
and defended Mary. But why would he speak of Agneginion of
Virginia's betrothal unless the contract stood? #tanry had been
substantial, she recalled, papers and books haddigeed, but the
particulars were long forgotten.

"l gave you a ring."
Anthony MacGowan had kept it as a souvenir.

"I must have lost it. I'm sorry." Gathering gumpiiche said, "Then
you have not wed?"

"No."
She felt relieved but confused. "Because of theobwdl?"
He leaned back and studied the stars.

Instinctively she knew that at some point he'd brothe promise of
the contract with her. After a fashion she'd ddreedame, or at least
the result had been the same. In one respectiolif&irginia had
stopped on the morning of her fifteenth birthdaghould have been
the day she spoke her wedding vows to Cam; instieadd huddled in
the springhouse at Poplar Knoll and made a promoideerself. So
long as she lived in bondage she would not thintheffuture. From
that day forward, she planned nothing beyond thenemt her
indenture would end.



When he remained quiet, Virginia realized her nkistéShe'd asked
an artless question and gotten the answer sheveds@&ut she still

had her pride and her freedom and the world awdned It should

have been enough for one who had required littiethen way of

personal gratification. With sad acceptance, she umaderstood that
dashed hopes and broken dreams were not solepréki@ce of the

enslaved. Cam had suffered too.

To end the uncomfortable moment, she pretendedhadenace. "I'm
not so naive to think you've been pining the Idssten-year-old who
stitched girlish symbols and expected you to wikamt"

He frowned. "How did you know that | refused to w#a"
Be bold,she told herself. "Did you? You don't seem thdgful sort."

He smiled, his teeth a white slash in the dark.UYeere always
naive, Virginia."

He did seem more worldwise than she, and why not?sBe had
skillfully avoided trapping herself. "Have you texdhroguish?"

"Oh, nay. The gentry have sole rights to that."

He had no title; his mother's people had lost dharg in the last
Jacobite rebellion. By an act of Parliament, thecdadants of the
Lochiel Camerons were forever stripped of theiriltyb His father
was an English sea captain. "Are your parentsdi¥in

"Aye, my father won a seat in the Commons. My motleathes
London but endures the session for him. | havesgster, Sibeal, who
Is two years younger than you. She met an Itak@oart and married
him. They live in Venice."

Sibeal and his parents prospered. "That's wonde&Zam."



"Only you, of the MacKenzies, addressed me thatw@gm."

She'd almost given herself away again. She mustdve careful, but
she'd blundered without thinking. He'd always b&am to her.
"Mayhap it's a good sign, but I've had no greag¢laion of the past if
that's why you are smiling."

His grin broadened. "I was smiling at tey you talk—all soft
vowels and Virginia drawl."

Even her speech was different, but that would elsnge. She was
learning new things every day.

"When Lottie hears you talk, she will threaten asw Then she'll
summon a tutor at your father's expense."

"l thought Agnes was the more loyal Scot."

"She is, in all matters except you." His voice spéd. "She blamed
herself for what happened to you that day."

"She does?"

"Aye, she gave you a penny and sent you away scalid meet a
beau."

The diversion had allowed Virginia to look for Caime's ship. When
she'd learned that he had already sailed, she fgaeic. Moments
later she made the biggest blunder of her life.

"You don't remember any of that day?"

She'd spent years trying to forget her folly. "fmes everyone else
in the family blame her?" An unfair burden in armcemstances.



"Nay, but it's driven a wedge between her and yatlner. They can
come to peace with it now. We'll all have that éotbankful for."

An unfortunate turn of events, for Agnes had wqgrstiPapa. "What
else has occurred as a result of my . absence?"

"Nothing else that | can recall or reveal in mixammpany." When
she chuckled, he went on. "Have you questions ¢f Waere you
lived? The things we used to do."

Failing to ask those questions was another mistakener part.
Learning her past would be foremost to one witlloatemory. But
the expression in his eyes and the feel of his hamder neck
distracted her. "Yes. Tell me."

"You were born at Rosshaven Castle in the nortleggnof Tain.
Your birthday is May 17, 1769. Your father has &eotestate in the
Highlands. 'Tis Kinbairn, and we often summeredréhd.achlan
does not sit in the House of Lords. He abhors Lantat he governs
his dukedom fairly and it prospers.

"You were a bright child and well behaved until ygot your first
horse. You grew independent after that."

"l did?"

"Aye, you took your responsibilities seriously, aywl boasted that
you would one day breed the finest horses in Sudtla

"Sounds rather pompous of me."

"You were confident." He touched the newspaperfis §good you
kept up your education. Your family values that."

Were it in Virginia's power, she'd make certainytinever learned
how hard she'd worked to keep and build upon thedldmowledge



she'd acquired by the age of ten. Leaving Poplatikvas vital if she
expected to succeed.

"When and to where will we sail?"

"To Glasgow first, but | had hoped to stay untiliydather arrives.
Unless 'twill inconvenience the Parker-Joneses."

Even though Mrs. Parker-Jones had ordered the hsiaffeand the
slaves to keep quiet about Virgin-ia, someone ctailthe truth slip.
And there was Rafferty.

Now that Cameron had come for her, she must coavhima to make
a hasty departure. "l should like to see Scotlakgien Norfolk held
great appeal to her now.

"Are you unhappy here?"
"No."

"Good. We all feared that you had been enslavedhad against
your will. I'm relieved that you haven't lived ioftdage to more than
the loss of your memory." He shivered. "How degngdhat would

be."

His revulsion bolstered her courage. "Everyone feteated well."

"Brown said the old owner was cruel, but he mustehgotten that
wrong, too, for he insisted that Moreland sold phentation. Mrs.
Parker-Jones said Moreland had died."

What else could Virginia say but, "Captain Brownamiewell I'm
sure." Quickly, she changed the subject. "Why doswappose | drew
the design?"

"You do not know its significance, do you?"



She wasn't supposed to. "Tell me."

"My mother is Scottish—of Clan Cameron. | was narfadthem.
My father is English and has no coat of arms. TlaeK&nzies have a
long history and tradition, but you wanted a halkni@r us and our
children. So you combined the arrow from the Camdyadge with
your own symbol, the heart of love."

"l was a romantic?" Looking at Cameron Cunninghachfeeling his
warmth, she could easily become one again.

"Aye, the hearts prove that." He took her handrgwiia ... we parted
badly. 'Twas my doing. | was rash and selfish."

Here was the guilt she dreaded. She gave his héittte ssqueeze.
"You found me. Let us call it even and return tot&ond." The longer
they remained, the greater the risk of discovesyifAo remind her of
her change in circumstances, the stays pinchedtieatender spot
beneath her breasts.

"If that is where you wish to go."
"Where else would | go?"
"Anywhere you like. I'll take you myself."

The intimacy in his words startled her until shelked up. He wanted
to kiss her, and curse her for a tawdry wenchwsr@ed him to. But
desire was another emotion she must battle. "Y®e haguestion in
your eyes."

He seemed to shake himself. "Why are there no poplaPoplar
Knoll?"

To cover her disappointment, she laughed. "WhenMbeelands
refused him firewood for his troops, General Arnfdilied the trees."



"Arnold. Aye." Despite his agreement, he soundestraicted. "Tell
me about the Revolution. What was your life likertd"

Save rationing and handed-down clothing, those milage had not
been affected. Through the newspaper, she'd kegastiof the war.
"No battles were fought here, but soldiers oftamiped through."

"It doesn't speak well of soldiers or the men afgifia.”

"The men of Virginia were elsewhere. Would you htham forsake
the cause of freedom?"

"You're passionate about it."

"Why wouldn't | be?" Her heritage was Scottish, boé could not
maintain that for more reasons than pride.

"I meant to say that | thought someone would hanedached up a
beautiful woman like you."

It was a poor choice of words but a logical stateintieat demanded a
reasonable reply. "I always knew | would remembegrpast, and |
feared my family might have been villains or wots&he
congratulated herself on a fine turn of the coratrs. "How could |
present a husband to a band of thieves or knaves?"

"Or to me?" A lifting of one brow accompanied thenge challenge.
He meant to himself in the sense that he was hesthed.

"What would you have done had that occurred?"
"Had you presented a husband to me, your betrothed?
"Yes."

"Oh, | would have been cordial before | called loat."



"What if | loved him?"

His smile was quick, rakish. "Never would that ag@o rid yourself
of that notion. As to your family being knaves loietves, your father
is the best man o' the Highlands, and your mother goodly soul.
The MacKenzies are loyal to their own. Agnes sta®isroof of that.
They'll rejoice, hold a ball in honor of your retyand, if Lottie has
her way, you'll be presented at court."

Virginia couldn't go to court, not when she didiriow £ viscount
from an underbutler. Even if a person of noblehbinad visited
Poplar Knoll during the last ten years, Virginiawa not have been
introduced. She'd left the grounds only once oillan

fated raft. Only rarely did she leave the hamlet #ren only for the
fields. If she tried now to mingle in proper sogjethe'd make a fool
of herself. She'd probably knock over tables if attempted to wear
the panniered skirts popular today. And she'd erabarher family.
She'd refuse and have them think her stubborn ®desfloe'd risk it.
"I'll decide when and if | go to court."

Rather than be surprised by her reaction, he noddfed!'ll have to
stand up for yourself or Lottie will manage yodelt

How oddly wonderful to hear him speak so casualtigua Lottie.
"The rest will come."

"Aye."
She didn't know she'd spoken aloud.

"Pity you cannot recall the name of the demon whaught you
here."

She'd mulled that over often since learning of Qams imminent
arrival. By trying to step back into her old lifacasparing her family



more heartache, she forfeited gaining revenge orthdxy
MacGowan. In return for a judgment against him, stust tell the
truth to the world outside Poplar Knoll. She cotlddever could she
admit that bathing had been a luxury and toiledtéght of fancy.

She grew melancholy. To hide her feelings, shequlaye coward
and pretended to yawn.

"I've tired you."

Would he think her frail? A day of backbreaking wan the field
exhausted her; polite conversation with the enchgn€ameron
Cunningham inspired her. Tired? She could dandg dgwn the
rutted road to Richmond.

She sat straighten "Not at all. I'd like to seenghip.""The easiest of
requests to grant." He rose and . pulled her tdd®tr "Wait," he said.
"You barely spoke at dinner, and | still know &tthbout you. Tell me
about your life here."

"Another time."

His assessing look discomfited her. "If | agree naall you expect
me to—"

"l expect you to be a gentleman."
"There is also a time for that."

Arm in arm they strolled down the path to the dddigh in the sky, a
qguarter moon provided little light, but Virginia é&w the way.

Glowing lanterns placed at the stern, the bow thadopmast formed
a triangle of signal lights.

At one time in her life, he'd held her hand to dteler coltish steps.
They'd lost so much, missed the opportunity toesisarmany small



maturities, like the moment she'd understood thandoess of the
earth by watching the path of the sun. The occasioen she'd truly
understood the depths of man's cruelty to his dle.second in time
when the truth of conception and birth had becole& cBut to share
those experiences now, she would have to revedbtiediness that
had accompanied them.

As soon as she stepped on deck, her spirits scaedoke Cam had
mastered command of the ship, his father had dafken them
sailing. One summer they'd sailed around the Orkslayds. In her
gqueenly way, Lottie had declared theghland Dream,as the ship
had been called then, their personal water conweyan

Cameron had replied by telling Lottie to find sootkeer minion to do
her bidding. He'd taken Virginia's hand and annedrto Lottie that
he was going sailing.

He'd stood up to Lottie as no one else.
"What amuses you?" he asked.

From her heart, she said, "l was thinking that yaust be very proud
of this ship."

He stood taller.

Crewmen roamed the deck, some dressed in ordinsaynan's
clothes, some in colorful tartans. Virginia longedask Cameron
how it was that they were allowed to wear theiigdabut that too
would have to wait. Several of the men doffed tleajps or raised a
hand in greeting. In the dim light, she couldn'ttchafaces to
memories. "Should | know any of these men?"

"Only MacAdoo and the cook. One voyage to China grasugh for
my father's crew. They preferred the shorter vogage



Worldwise perfectly suited him. "You've been to G#"

"Aye, that is one of the reasons we parted in arigefd you | was
going to France, but | lied and made the first ahsnvoyages to the
East."

The information settled like a blanket over Virginand the strangest
thought captured her. All those years ago, shelchésl French for
nothing.

" "Twasn't humorous, Virginia."

Her reaction and his was the kind of honest exchdmgy had shared
as children. He, with his dreams of owning a flefeships, and she,
with her grand idea of becoming the greatest ceafuter of their
time. If shown a map of America today and aske@dimt out the
location of Poplar Knoll, she would have failed.

The rest will come.
She stared up at the crow's nest. "l think tham kéll rather naive."

He chuckled low in his throat. "Enough of Agnesimpany andhat
will change."

He'd certainly changed. That once skinny neck wasktwith
muscles, and his voice was full and rich with a maonfidence.
"Agnes is your favorite of the MacKenzie women."

"Nay." His gaze moved to her mouth, and he smif&tu have
always been my pick of the litter."

By force of habit, she hadn't included herself. €son had, and the
sweetness of his words went straight to her h&#m. smoldering
look in his eye affected her in a much more eavthy. "l could tell
Agnes you said that... about the litter."



"Not you." His attention wavered and settled orpat$ehind her.
"Never have you tattled on me. We were always lay&ach other."

They were joined by a man she did not recognize.
"She's river right, Captain."”

"Forbes, meet Virginia MacKenzie."

"A pleasure, my lady."

The respect in the man's tone gave her confidétit®.mine, I'm
sure, Mr. Forbes."

"Carry on then." Cameron guided Virginia to the bow

She went willingly, his romantic declaration echgin her ears. She
had stood here in this very spot, on the port sidearefree child.
She'd sat on a colil of ropes and charted the coastl Dornock Firth.

"Do you remember something of the past?"”

From out of the sky swooped a merlin falcon, itsnpe wings

beating a strong steady path above the plane ofitee Holding

onto the rail and watching the river rush toware@ tbea, she
experienced her first true taste of freedom. "aystous feeling."

More than joy filled her. Volition and independeragaited her.

"Many an afternoon did we pass on this brig. Yopp® the Orkney
Isles until your fingers turned blue with the cdllly father made you
go below."

"Where are those maps?"

"Agnes has them."



"You named your ship for me."

"Aye, and looked everywhere for you." He frownedoromised that
| would."

Loyalty to her or to the youthful pact they'd maamibled him. Had
he given his heart elsewhere? Staring up at hirnisagtrong profile
limned in pale moonlight, Virginia felt an envy thmerced her heart.
Other women had admired him, had been courtedrbytmad shared
moments such as these. But he was to have beerhkergartner in
love, her companion for life.

A shiver of longing spread through her. She thougfhthe years
they'd missed, of the times to come, and when heemsered her
behind the ship's lifeboat and kissed her, Virgthaught she might
swoon again. She'd fainted at the sound of his n&he had no
defense against the security of his embrace. Caghuompletely, his
mouth moving tenderly on her, she felt sheltered @otected and
melancholy. This was to have been her place in ifss man her
own. But they'd missed so much.

Pain, hot and heavy, squeezed her chest, and waenthreatened to
burst, she clung to him. She couldn't let herssif once begun, the
tears might never stop. What would be left of Heent save the
shattered remnants of a foolish girl's pride?

Much better that she put her mind to her first kgggen by the man
who had always been hers and shared on the dduk dfeam ship.
Other memories flooded her, but the images werecent and
playful, not this yearning that strummed deep inldedly, the need of
a woman for her man.

Drawing back, he whispered against her templeafhinot get close
enough to you."

She couldn't hold back a sob.



He squeezed her tighter, and the pain of longifgeébreplaced by a
desire that had nothing to do with childhood prasiand everything
to do with a woman's need for her man.

" "Twas your first kiss."
Pride drove her to say, "No."

His fingers skimmed down her arms and to her haAd&own
marred his forehead.

"Why are you looking at me that way?"

He squeezed her left hand. "Because you alwaysyleldhand just
so when you told a lie."

He'd remembered her secret fist, and before tlwitjnexperience
had been obvious. Now she had to scramble for emsexor tell him
the truth. "l did? I'm encouraged by that."

Cameron studied her. Those blue eyes had once gdzeun in
friendship; now they shone with a lover's desire hdd expected her
to grow into a beauty; she had her mother's firmvband lush
femininity. From the duke, she'd gotten her elegerge and proud
chin. But from where had the hesitance come? Mazi€ewomen
were known for their independence and forthrighbnea. But more
than that, he noticed a stiliness in Virginia, eedi contrast to the
lively girl she'd been. When he'd spied her shatewind the lace
screen, he'd been too anxious to take notice dfletd also been
intrigued by her feminine form.

Women were scarce on this side of the Atlantic. Had a horde of
colonial men left so beautiful a woman alone? Camelidn't know.
"Why would you be encouraged by an old habit?"

"Because it tells me | did not lie often or you Wbbave known it."



"I'd've known anyway, so close were we."

He put action to the words and pulled her close. \8anted to yield,
to explore the feelings his kiss inspired.

"That's a lass."

He'd read her lusty thoughts. That wouldn't do. &iesv back.
"What's wrong, Virginia?"

"l hardly know you."

" 'Tis the easiest of matters to change. And a ldskly relish. Put
your arms around my neck, Virginia."

She did and rose on tiptoe. He had a moment tadEmtie propriety
of his actions. But convention didn't count whdmes twoman was
concerned: She was his, and when their lips touabead, time spun
away. She followed his lead, but that had alwaysls®. He traced
her feminine curves and wondered why she bothertddancorset.
Picturing her without it, with no clothing, senslpassion higher.

“Let her go, Cameron."

Agnes's voice sliced the silence, and Cameron deh$e wanted to
nestle Virginia beside him in his bunk as a preltdmaking love to
her.

He broke the kiss but held Virginia near. "Be gohgnes."

"Nay. May | remind you that now is not the time.tdust off your
betrothal to my sister. She doesn't know you, ama gannot take
advantage of that. Othenattersmust first be settled or dissolved.
Isn't that so? You haven't forgotten those othetars?"



She was speaking of his longtime affair with Adnen
Cholomondeley. "The only thing I'm certain of isath'd like to
strangle you."

"I'm surprised you would risk that with Virginiad&ing on."
Damn Agnes for being right. "For Virginia, | willsk much."
"Wait for Papa."

"Wait for what?" Virginia asked.

"For ravishing of any kind."

Virginia gasped, and Cameron cursed. "Ravishmenbtidoremost
in my mind," he said to Agnes.

"No?"

"No. | think Virginia will steal my heart before shiavishes me."
Virginia laughed. "May | sleep on the ship tonight?
"Virginia!"

Holding tightly to him, she faced her sister. "bBorry. | meant, may |
stay here alone in one of the cabins. I'm not a &oof loose morals,
| swear I'm not. But | don't recall ever sleepingahere except
Poplar.. Knoll. Maybe being here will help me renfremthe past.”

Several scented letters from Adrienne and a mireatvere among
the papers in his cabin. He couldn't let Virginiafit. "I'll settle her
in MacAdoo's cabin."

Agnes stood her ground. "I'll settle myself in yaur

"Oh, | couldn't inconvenience either of you."



Agnes laughed, but Cameron knew the humor wasdeigiiruth to
tell," she said, "the bed in my room is too sofielspent weeks
aboard this bucket. Now that I've had a bath,Heramiss this ship."

Cameron gave up the argument. Kissing Virginiagtaced a mighty
need in him. He knew he couldn't sleep. So he @dhgnself and
walked to the gardens.

A stranger slipped from the shadows.

"Who are you?" Cameron demanded.

"Rafferty, my lord. Best cooper in the tidewater."
"What do you want?"

"Only to tell you that | was here the day they lgioher up river. No
taller'n my shoulder she was."

"She?"

He tipped his head toward the ship. "The one yauecéor. For a
price I'll tell you things she don't want you tookn"



Chapter 6

Virginia remembered everything. No fall from a hetsad stolen her
past.

Cameron paused on the stairs, his mind still rgeiom what he'd
learned from Rafferty, the cooper, the night befdsatil Quinten
Brown had delivered the news that Cameron was enwhaiy to
America, Virginia had lived in the slave hamlet.til@ameron had
set foot on this wretched land, she had worketerfields.

The design on the caskad been a plea, not a silent signal,-but
calculated risk and a cry for help. His legs sudidereak, Cameron

sat down and leaned against the banister. Unlessoibper had lied.
According to Rafferty, the then ten-year-old Virgimad told them

who she was. Moreland, the prior owner, hadn'tevelil her. With

the entire population of Poplar Knoll looking or, Ihad laughed and
cruelly named her Duchess. Duchess, a mockeryrdidréage. The

painting in the salon was her work.

What had driven her to lie? Cameron didn't knowldo't think of a
logical reason for the deception. She disavowekiraiivledge of her
heritage and lied about the life she'd lived heréirginia. Did fear or
pride or both lie at the heart of it? Surely so.

A door closed in the hall, and footsteps soundethviing how odd
he appeared, his long frame sprawled on the starsprang to his
feet and descended to the first floor.

Mrs. Parker-Jones appeared in the hallway and mavdide front
door. Using a key from the bulky ring at her wasste unlocked the
door and opened the drapes in the entryway.

Housekeeper's work.



Virginia wasn't the housekeeper. Not until recerffllge'd worked the
fields. Had Cameron not seen the cask and comeeforshe would
have served another three years. Would she have tminim then, or
would he have received a message from Lachlan MamKesaying

that she had been found? What turns would Camdifen'eve taken

in that time? He stared at the rug and contemplednonumental
mistake he would have made in marrying Adrienne.

"Captain Cunningham?"

Turning, he saw Mrs. Parker-Jones in the doorwaihlands behind
her back. Until recently, this woman had not ordpkher own house,
she had ruled Virginia's life. Mrs. Parker-Jondsg@per of slaves, an
owner of souls.

"Are you ill, sir?"

Cameron swallowed back revulsion and gathered s Wm fine,
Mrs. Parker-Jones. How are you this morning?"

"Thank you, I'm well. Will you take coffee or teafbre breakfast?"

Taking her to the river and tossing her in souralgaealing. But her
injustice to Virginia was in the past. The sin @ lother immoral
practices was hers to bear. Now this woman aidedinia. Why?

Did she fear the wrath of the MacKenzies? Probably.

Let her worry. He put on a smile he didn't feel.H&ke's Virginia?"
"In the kitchen giving the servants their ordenstfe day."
"Il have coffee there if you'll direct me."

She almost dropped the keys. "The kitchen?"



He took great pride in saying, "We Scots do naotégtan ceremony as
our English neighbors or our American kinsmen do."

"My apologies." She flushed but did not look awayyesult he
surmised of her position of authority over so mapople. "Our
kitchen is outside ... in a separate buildingshbw you the way."

He followed her, taking particular notice of theyshe tried to hide
those keys. For a certainty, she disliked playirgaccomplice.

"Virginia said she slept on your ship last nigharfting started today,
and we in the house have gotterfa late start.”

Did she disapprove? Her days of passing judgmen¥ioginia
MacKenzie were over. Quinten Brown had said th&kétaloneses
were a blessing after the old owner. Rafferty hadled her
softhearted. What the cooper had said about thelsiads' treatment
of Virginia made Cameron's blood boil.

He summoned civility. "You needn't apologize. Ybb# forced to
find a new housekeeper."

"That had not occurred to me. | am happy you'vadodirginia."

"As are we. One of her sisters is a portrait arkist a souvenir | had
hoped to bring Mary that small painting in yourlpat

She stopped, suspicion narrowing her eyes.

He assumed an innocent pose. "Unless you are dntlydf it? Mary
studied with Sir Joshua Reynolds. She collects art.

"You may have it."

"Where is Lady Agnes?"



She started walking again. "Still aboard your shpginia said her
sister had recently given birth and hesitated talean her."

"Tis true, Lady Agnes was but days from her trawdien we left
Scotland."”

"Virginia is very fortunate."
"She said you had treated her decently."

"Of course. We are the new owners of Poplar Knaoltd anot
responsible for whatever misfortune brought heelier

Or the misfortune the Morelands had visited on Miay whatever
those were. Rafferty hadn't known the details, dhbt the former
mistress had been overly cruel to Virginia. But Whed Mrs. Parker-
Jones done for her? "You've seen to it that Viegattends church?"

She faltered, and Cameron felt a flicker of rettiio
"We don't often go to church ourselves."

A nonanswer. "You did not give Virginia a choice?"
"Of course we did. She just could not go unescdtted

Not only did she aid Virginia, she worked at iar@eron's curiosity
grew. With a little effort, he could pry the trutftom this woman.
Would he? No, he wanted Virginia to tell him hefsel

Outside, she led him through the kitchen gardenmtiodhe orchard.
The absence of both servants and noise surprised/Aplantation
this large should be bustling with people. He goesd her about it.



"Planting's begun." Slowing her steps, she lifted skirts. "Excuse
the poor repair of the walkway. We need everyomendghe mason,
in the fields."

He shouldn't toy with her, but he couldn't help &t "Sunrise to
sunset?"

Halting, she turned and faced him squarely. "Wetrshew a profit,
sir. Mr. Parker-Jones hasn't a family from whiclntoerit."

Against his will, Cameron felt a measure of respecher. "We will
not inconvenience you for long."

"You're leaving?" Relief softened her featureghdught the duke of
Ross was coming. Captain Brown said Virginia's peraevere on
their way."

Lachlan would have to know the truth and who betibefind the
bastard Scot who'd brought Virginia to America auld her to
Moreland. While Lachlan was occupied with revenggaimast
Anthony MacGowan, Cameron could turn all of hiseation to
Virginia. She needed a friend, and since childhddameron had
been her closest companion. Yet she purposefuigvdwed any
knowledge of their longtime affection for each athe

In his heart he hoped her reasons for the ruse marerable, but he
didn't know this Virginia MacKenzie. He would, thgitu The woman
who'd melted in his arms last night and kissed it unbridled
passion was his. She'd always belonged to Camanalin his youth
much of his ambition had been predicated on that feet.

"Have events changed?"

In more ways than he could readily count, but AlRa&rker-Jones
mustn't know that Cameron had happened upon theeccand
learned the truth. Neither would Virginia know.



"Events remain the same. Carry on." He waved he&a@hhis
thoughts turning to strategy.

A smoking chimney identified the kitchen among augring of small
stone buildings. Cameron had to duck to enter rtiad|sstructure.

The cook, two slave girls of mixed heritage, and BHutler faced
Virginia, who stopped in midsentence. Startled, slneost dropped
the cup she was holding.

Mrs. Parker-Jones hurried to Virginia's side anddednover the
keys. "Captain Cunningham insisted on taking coffeg you. |
unlocked the front door."

"Allow me to serve Captain Cunningham,” said Megather,
moving to the kettle. "I'm certain you'd rathentgith your friend."

She was thinking about the kiss they'd shared; dwddcfeel her

regrets. That wouldn't do. If she wanted to denyatwiad passed
between them, she was in for a surprise, but shadn get it here,

with an audience. "You slept well, Virginia?" h&ked.

"Oh, yes." Her eyes glowed with pleasure, and Caméhought
again of how much she resembled her father. Butentban
MacKenzie blue eyes linked them.

She wiped her hands and addressed the servantsalMaow your
jobs. The Parker-Joneses expect you to do thendpgrou

Merriweather handed Cameron a steaming cup of €ifi spoke to
Virginia. "Your evening report to 1 the mistresdivine brief and
glowing, my lady."

"Thank you, Merriweather."



Getting her alone was Cameron's primary concernorlgg the
intense scrutiny of the slave girls, he sippedstineng coffee. Over
the rim of the cup, he said, "Do you still ride?"

Virginia slipped the key ring over her wrist. "Ridéere?"
The slave girls snickered.

"Quiet," Merriweather ordered. "If Lady Virginia wts to go riding
with Captain Cunningham, that's her affair."

The girls laughed louder.
Merriweather rolled his eyes.

For a moment Virginia looked bewildered. Then sdikad. Clapping
her hands, she told the girls to get back to wdtk.Cameron, she
said, "Pardon them. What were you saying?"

"I've never seen a plantation. | hoped you woulash to me."”

Mrs. Parker-Jones was quick to say, "I'm sorry,dbudf the horses
are in the field."

Looking to the mistress, Virginia said, "There's ffony. We could
take the cart.”

One of the slave girls guffawed. "Gentry don't ride cart."
Merriweather rounded on the girl again. "Mind yaltsLizziegirl."

Cameron should have known that they hadn't letiniagide. He put
down the cup. "We'll have a walk then."

She almost ran to the door. "Would you like to tteedogwoods?"

"Of course." He'd agree to tour a workhouse to heareo himself.



She snatched up her shawl and preceded him odbtire

Looking up at him, she quietly said, "l wasn't céetely honest with
you last night."

He held his breath, anticipating a confession. & must have had
second thoughts, for she said no more.

"Here are the dogwoods. Aren't they lovely?"
His patience fled. "You were going to say?"

At his sharp tone, her gaze flew to his. "I'm ndkabout girl if that's
what you were thinking."

"Because you kissed me."
"Ha!"

Overnight she'd found gumption, but he wouldntwalher to make
light of the passion they'd shared.

"l was not embarrassed thaiukissedme."

"You kissed me back."

"I will not fall into your arms like a ripe plum.”

"Not if | pluck you from the tree first."

She fluttered her fingers in a dismissing gestlinee given that up."

She'd always been a bold child, quick to plantfeet and stand for
her own, even if it was an event so minor as whs fivat at the well.

Her father had affectionately called her Scrappér,endearment
often accompanying the tending of an injury such asre scalp from



having her hair pulled. With four older sisterse'shiearned early to
fight back.

"Affection for me will come back to you in time."
"Me and any other woman who strikes your fancy."

Agnes had been talking to her. He'd deal with Agmken the time
was right. "We'll see."

She pointed a finger at him. "If, and | say thatthwigreat
conviction—if | fall in love with you, it will be #er | discover who |
am and where my life will go."

He believed her. Other truths would have to wait patience he had
in abundance. No more careless remarks like hed# nmethe garden
last night when he'd expressed relief that she'hlhdan in servitude.
Agnes had voiced a similar view. But wasn't Virgitaringing it on
herself by not telling them the truth? As long & slenied her
servitude, hopes spoken in innocence by the onedavied her had
the power to wound. Expressing strong emotions tdwwajustice
was a way of life for her family, for any honoralgerson, and the
MacKenzies of Ross were quality to the core. It watural for her
loved ones to want the best for her, and no oneddwer more than
he.

"You mustn't be frightened of the future."
Her anger had cooled. "I'm not frightened, not [@edg. I'm just. . ."
He willed her to unburden herself. "Just what?"

She stopped at an arbor covered with white blossBewss swarmed
the flowers. "I honestly feared you'd think me anteam after that
kiss."



Virginia, a tart? Awareness gripped him.
"You look odd," she said. "What's amiss?"

He told her the truth. "I keep expecting you tovemsas the trusting
lass | remember, and I'm sorry that | could notclvatou grow up."

Lowering her hand, she curled her fingers. "I'nmgdhat | have no
recollection of our childhood."

That hurt. Even phrased as an apology and pundtuait her
special fist, the lie wounded him. She rememberedeptly well.
"Virginia?" When she did not look up, he raised bbm. " "Twas
always our plan that | would be the only man te kisu."

"You've kissed many women?"

He wanted to look away, but he could not. He grdsp still-fisted
hand and prayed she'd drop the pretense. "Defimg.tha

She gave him a smile he'd seen hundreds of timéshb mature
glimmer in her eyes was all teasing woman. Witliattof her wrist,
she slipped her fingers into his. "Two."

He felt flattered, petted by her, and holding hamasight back fond
memories of their past. "Are you flirting with me?"

Shyness cloaked her. "Not with any success. Yonadtidnswer me."

Rather than rejoice, he grew melancholy. He waslesaetl at the
years they'd missed, and he grieved for her, f@stifering she had
endured. "Artless questions are not allowed."

She began walking again; he fell into step besate They strolled
into a forest lush with hardwoods and ferns.



"There's little to do here," she said. "You're @bly bored."

"If you think holding hands with you is tediousrte, you lost more
than your memory when you fell from that horse."

Her throaty laughter disturbed a fat squirrel imesmarby oak. Tail
twitching, the aggravated creature barked backu™écrossed an
ocean to amuse a tree rodent."”

"We pledged our lives to each other. | came for,yduginia, to
honor our promises." She grew so pensive, he Sam,you recall
something?"

"NO-"

Gaining her trust was like climbing a sand dunehdfmoved too
quickly, he'd lose ground.

"A pity we cannot sneak aboard thaiden Virginiaand sail today."
Sneak? His senses sharpened. "Just you and 1?"
"Yes."

Her palm had grown damp against his. Although hewkthe true
answer, he asked her anyway. "Why so soon?"

The moment he'd spoken, he regretted it. Askinglterect question
was the same as soliciting a lie.

"I'd like to see Scotland."

It was his turn to take up the pretenSacourage herhis heart said.
Shower her with fond memorié¥.our father swears that he suffers
when he leaves the Highlands."



"I've not suffered," she said much too quickly.
"Are you frightened of meeting your parents?"
"Intimidated better suits my feelings—except wheml with you."

Cameron ignored her reasons and accepted the reamdiittery.
"Good, but what about MacAdoo? | need him to hdlgt gthe ship."

She squeezed his hand. "Teach me. I'm a verydastdr, and Il
make you proud.”

Stating qualifications was normal for a servant] Beneath the fine
trappings of a noblewoman, a glimpse of the forlgin shone

through. As much as he wanted to please her, hd beehonesty.
"If we sail without a chaperon, your father willré@ a wedding
between us."

"We wouldn't. . ." Flustered, she let go of his ¢hamd stepped back.
"l promise not to let you kiss me again. You arebligated to me
because of a promise yoti made as a boy."

Had Agnes told her about Adrienne? Cameron hadiegabout that
before meeting the cooper. The affair was a mutoalvenience.
He'd explain to Virginia but not until she bared keul to him. "The
voyage is enough, and | cannot leave Agnes here."

She nodded in acceptance. "You must think me ayvdlfish.”

Dappled sunlight sparkled in her hair and accegstlitiie fineness of
her complexion. Years ago, freckles had dottechbee and cheeks.
Forget the girl she had beehg told himselfand think about the
woman.

"Selfish? Nay. knowthat you are overwhelmed."



"Yes, | am."

And burdened. "If you like, we can go to Norfolkdaawait your
parents there."

"Oh, Cam." She threw her arms around him. "May \eage?"

Until that moment, he hadn't understood how mu&wsiinted to get
away from Poplar Knoll, but it made sense. Perlsiygscould leave
her demons at the dock. Once they were away fram sbe might
feel free to confide in him. He held her tightered&thing in the clean
scent of her hair, reveling in the miracle thatifeund her at last.

"Gather your things and say your good-byes. lliN@cAdoo we're
leaving. Will you need help with your belongings?"

Against his shoulder, she said, "No, | haven't niuch

He cursed himself for a heartless fool; he knewmigsessed little
more than her clothing.

Releasing him, she stood back. "I'll have the hmasé pack up
Agnes's trunk and yours."

Her efficiency gave him pause. The cooper had swbenseldom set
foot in the main house. How had she learned toctiaaithority?
"Very well, but erst you must answer a questiong'Slocked her
head to the side, and a question rose in her éyg® you
blackmailing me?"

He liked this confident, teasing Virginia. He gradghe opportunity
to entertain her with the past. "I have before."

"When?"



The game was on. If he made up a story, she'd shofusion. She'd
also think him a liar. By telling her a favoritaitin, he could watch
her closely and see if she remembered the momedtyfo"When

you were nine, you hid in the manger to watch #dietamount a

mare."

"You discovered me?"

"Aye. In exchange for my silence, you had to graognhorse for a
fortnight."

Wistfully, she said, "We were great friends."

Not a question. He rested his hand on her shouMés still are." He
should tell her something she didn't know. "Marftegl me with a
new painting of us as children."” Actually it wapainting within a
painting. Mary had thought up the concept. Virginrathe role of
Duchess the bond servant, had used a version ¢é¢heique in the
painting that hung in the parlor of Poplar Knoll.

"Agnes said she is a great artist."

"Aye. She'll want you to come to London. Her horselLbttie's
greatest achievement in design."

"Lottie designed Agnes's dress—the one with goltdstles. She
said Lottie would make one for me."

"Everyone will ply you with gifts and fond memori&s
"It's rather daunting to have everyone remembey tha best of me."

"Being glorified holds no appeal to you?" "Shoulduestion their
accounts?"

"Yes, but never mine."



"Agnes said you could beguile the arrogance froenRtrench."”
"Agnes locked Mary and the earl of Wiltshire inoaver."
"Why?"

"Because they are too stubborn to admit that tbeg €ach other."
"What happened? When did she let them out?"

"She freed them on the night Wiltshire deliveresi daughter."
"They were prisoners for nine months?"

"Nay. Four months."

"Four?"

"They knew each other well."

"But they are happy now?"

"Aye."

Tears filled her eyes, and he knew she was thinkindly of Mary.
To cheer her, he said, "You must be stern withieott you let her,
she'll begin with your wardrobe and take over ydar"

Breathing deeply, she mastered her sorrow. "Truly?"

"When | told her I'd bought an empty house in Gtaggshe
descended on the estate and furnished it."

"Were you pleased?"



He'd always wanted Virginia for himself. With tragsire had come
acceptance of her family. Now he thought of therkias"l was and
am flattered."

She stopped at a fence covered with barren bemgsvi'Agnes said
my happiest times were with you."

Cameron couldn't have resisted kissing her aganifmis life had
depended on it. "Tis true." Drawing her close, bpped her face in
his hands and touched his lips to hers.

His imaginings had fallen far short of the markttiAg his heart at
her disposal came as naturally as steering intavthd. But the hot
spur of passion that fired his loins was new. ldaerished her with a
lad's affection. Now he needed her with a man'seleand if the way
she kissed him back was any sign, she felt the same

He worked out the motions required to lay her agiround and strip
away their clothing, and he cursed himself forwearing his tartan.
With a ready blanket and an hour's privacy, hekkdhe physical
ache and in that lovely doing, tear down one of litheiers she'd
erected between them.

Not breaking the kiss, he eyed the ground arouremthThe
well-worn path meant others often came this way.awe
undergrowth offered shelter, but at what price?

Faced with poor choices, he stifled his need aad/drack. "Much as
| want you, this is not the place."

"Much more of that and you'll learn all of my sderé

Was she tempted to end the ruse? He longed fodthatbut until
then he'd pressure her. So he said the first tihiagpopped into his
mind. "You kept only one secret from me."



Her skin was flushed with passion. "I did?"
"Yes."
"I'm not sure | want to know."

"Yes, you do. You did not tell me of your plansthe day you left
us."

She studied her hands.

Did she blame him for what had befallen her? Inethent she had not
thought through the deception, he said, "A pity gaonot remember,
for now you cannot seek justice against those wtumged you."

She stared into the distance. "If | did remember,hmart would be
filled with anger.”

Only that? He suspected other deeper emotions Weilginia
MacKenzie captive and kept her silent. "Tell me ivdecupies your
heart now?"

"Is that your blackmail demand?"
"Yes."

A flock of sparrows darted overhead. She followadirt flight.
"Thoughts of you. Agnes was very forthcoming laghn"

Agnes had been Virginia's foremost champion; skaydnothing to
hurt her. "What did the trouble finder tell you?"

"Many things. Interesting details about your life."

"Believe none of them."



"She said you are responsible for the lifting & ban on tartans and
bagpipes. You're a hero to many."

The subject always made him uncomfortable. At itme he'd begun
the quest, he'd done so because he needed a purjitseHe'd been
rudderless without Virginia. "We half-Scots must Wwdrarder to
make a place in the Highlands."

"You're being modest. Agnes said you were."

"Agnes talks too much, especially on the subje&atttish politics."
"I'm half Scottish, same as you."

"Say that in front of your father and you'll regitst

"Agnes brought me a MacKenzie plaid."Virginia's arotg would
make pale the most festive of all the Highlandatast "We'll fly it
atop the mast... in case we pass .your fatheren\ar."

"Agnes also said she went with you to China. You time Emperor."
"We were looking for you."

She turned and headed back the way they'd comme.glad you
found me."

Now that she'd relaxed, he said, "Do you think yeruaway?"

"I do not know, but | have faith that it will allbone back to me in
time." She lifted her brows and shot him a warnigignce.
Cheerfully, she said, "You will find yourself atethdisadvantage
then."

What moment would she choose to end the charadéik | have
always been at the disadvantage with you."



She laughed at his flattery, but her tone was ssnghen she said,
"What made you think | ran away from home?"

Bittersweet humor filled him. "You asked me to talei with me,
and when | refused, you accepted it too easilyoukl have known at
the time that you were up to something."

She looked away. "You could have taken me with'you.

Not should,butcould.Another unspoken message; she did-not blar
him. In their youth, he'd always known what she tasking. Now
he must listen in a different way.

"No, | could not, I'm sorry to say."
"Don't* be sorry. We're leaving. All will be well."

He smelled bacon frying just as the house cameviete. He thought
of the long voyage to Scotland, the private pladesard the ship, the
hours they could fill with passion. "I'll see yottlae ship in an hour."

Locating Quentin Brown delayed their departure.ngsine time,

Virginia hurried to the hamlet to retrieve her Spekeepsakes. With
the basket of remembrances on her arm, she stotitk inlearing.

Paths led in every direction, paths she and thersthere had worn
smooth, paths that led both everywhere and nowla¢rence,

depending on who walked them.

Logs and rocks surrounded the cold hearth and dexse meeting

place for the people in the hamlet. In the begigrehe'd sat on the
fringe of this place. Later she'd claimed the s®péd boulder near a
sapling oak. Now the tree thrived, and she'd lomgestaken a

position of authority near the fire.



Songs were sung here and jests played. Handmatke wére
exchanged, disputes were settled. No matter thasamt, sadness
would always taint her memories of those times. §haced down
the least used path and thought of the whipping theg awaited
there. Silence, save the chatter of birds and iasezzed in her ears.
She'd been spared the lash, but watching the pueistof others had
left deep scars on everyone in the hamlet.

She said a silent prayer, asking God to watch dvenie,

Georgieboy, and the others. Her peace made, sheinveaarch of
Merriweather. She found him in the storehouse sh sitmock over his
butler's garb, the inventory journal open on therkivench.

Merriweather hated counting the stores.

She latched the door behind her. "I came to sayg-dye."

He didn't look up but took great care and time aagpphe ink and
cleaning the quill. "Everyone else is in the fields

Bond servants came and went. They were alwayssheldistance by
the slaves at Poplar Knoll. Because of her agetlamdength of her
indenture, Virginia had been accepted. Her atteatptscape had
made her a prisoner. In the years that followeel sthves had given
their hearts to her; watching her leave would biimgm to despair.
"It's better this way. Will you—?"

"Yes, I'll tell them, and | hope you will take sofeed memories with
you. There have been those."

The personal satisfaction of reading a purloineslspaper. Rewards
after a successful harvest. Keeping her dignityhim face of utter
shame. "I shall."

"Take this also, for luck,” He gave her a wooderdatieon on a
length of white ribbon. Carved in the smooth oals aastately eagle.



"l don't know what to say except thank you. I'fasure it."

"It's our symbol of liberty. Promise me you willtiet some highborn
Scot or Brit rob you of what you've earned here."

He was speaking again of character, of self-resg@ctt | lied to
Cam and my family."

He shrugged, but his keen gaze was anything butd®\s much
for them as for yourself. Worry not. The only thipgur family and
friends possess in abundance that you do not It glaven't they
gone on with their lives?"

"Yes. That's why | told the tale."

"Kindness has ever been your way—" He pulled off $hnock and
bowed from the waist. "Virginia, of the ducal Maakes. Now you
are a woman off to take the next path in her degstalk it proudly.”

"I will."

Folding the smock, he draped it over his arm. "Whate you
decided to do? Where will you go?"

She'd spent the night on Cameron's ship, but sthaleat little. She
and Agnes had talked themselves into exhaustioftet'Aave find my

parents, I'll be reunited with the rest of my fami Glasgow. Horace
Redding is there."

That got his attention. "Truly?"
"Yes. | plan to give him the copy of '‘Reason Enatigh
"The one you penned on that exquisite rabbit hide?"

"YeS."



"He'll be very impressed, but | imagine he'll be tausy admiring
you."

She flushed. "Shall | remember you to him?"

He laughed. He'd never set eyes on Redding. "Ge."ntdde a
shooing motion with his aged hands. "Snatch uplifeeyou were
destined for."

"May | hug you?" She'd surprised him; his suddeoeutainty was
proof of that. Partially for explanation but becagfie couldn't leave
without it, she said, "My family was always opertheir affection."

He tisked and shook his head. "You battled muckhertizain any of us
knew, didn't you, gal? Yet never have you lookedmtoodden."

All of that was behind her. "I've won, Merriweathier

"You have. No one will ever break your spirit. Bag@ certainly has
not." He held out his arms.

She stepped into his embrace. He smelled of jutipares and sad
farewells.

"Don't forget," he whispered. "Your family lovedethgirl. They'll
love the woman more."

She sighed, and her cheek grazed his wrinkled.jgMards wouldn't
come. All of her good-byes to the slaves and boneasés would be
said through Merriweather. It was better that way.

In an overdone tone of authority, he said, "Doettthat dashing
Cunningham sweep you off your feet before you'wsmébthem."

"He's very handsome and charming, isn't he?"



"Yes. Stand proud of yourself, gal, and think of W&'re losing a
duchess. The MacKenzies and Cunningham have evrgytthgain."

The weight left her. "If you are ever in Scotland".

"I shan't be." He stepped back and smiled. "I thisikall enjoy living
under a freely elected president rather than theokdarian king of
England.”

His dignity was contagious, and pride infused héiod bless you,
Merriweather."

Tucking the medallion into her basket, she took timae walking
away from Poplar Knoll. She had also said her gogelto Mrs.
Parker-Jones, who had cried and again expresseddret. Virginia
had comforted her and promised to write as sooshasarrived in
Scotland.

As Virginia walked the path of herringbone brickatt led to the
river, her steps grew light. She'd come here asild.cSomewhere
between a bewildered ten- year-old and the womanvsgoday, a
girl had thrived. That child had learned to tendden wounds, both
inside and out. When loneliness had threatenethtdler her, she'd
fought back tears by imagining herself at homeen $oft bed, her
mother singing a favorite lullaby.

Now she was free, but as she boarded the ship n&ndgr and
prepared to lie to those who loved her, she fakl size were stepping
into another kind of bondage.

Cameron was all smiles and charm. He'd donnedahiant plaid, a
yellow shirt, and cockaded hat. The feather rippheithe breeze.

Agnes paced the deck, the heels of her shoesmaljakn the boards.
Quinten Brown stood at the ship's wheel. MacAdoo @vo others
stood ready to cast off.



"Do you have everything you need?" Cameron sakihgaher arm.

Stronger legs would help, she thought, trying it Iser wobbling
knees.

Agnes threw up her arms. "Of course she does. Battever she's
forgotten, we'll buy in Norfolk."

Cameron closed his eyes and winced. "Save me fennMirginia,
for | swear she can drive a man to madness andéiuim with
words."

He didn't look bruised. He looked confident and esgdimg to
Virginia. She thought of the kiss they'd sharedhim forest, and her
stomach bobbed.

"Captain Cunningham. Wait!"

Turning, Virginia saw Mrs. Parker-Jones running dawe path, a
package in her hands. "You've forgotten the payitin

Painting? What painting?
Cameron yelled, "Hold the plank."

A confused Virginia watched Mrs. Parker-Jones bdhedship and
push a framed painting into his hands. It was tfaviohg from the
parlor. "Why do you want that painting?" she asked.

" 'Tis a gift for Mary."

"Let me see." Agnes took it from him. "l rememidast It was in the
parlor. It's rather like that drawing Mary madeyoti and Virginia as
children."He glanced at Virginia and vowed to mélez forget the
name Duchess. "Aye, 'tis. Mary will appreciate shde."



Agnes grew smug. "When we return with Virginia, Mavill draw
you again as a savior, but instead of redeeminglé®abs tartans,
she'll give you a palm and lance and declare yowciag, the savior
of children. You'll again be the talk of the isle."

With great conviction, he said, "Nay, Mary will isame out of her
political cartoons."

Immediately alert, Agnes barked, "What secrets @lo know about
her?"

"Enough to save my pride. A pity you have no sueapon against
Mary's wicked quill."

"You cannot hold her hostage and keep quiet albdut i

They argued like Georgieboy and his sister. Vi@isiepped into a
familiar role. "Will the two of you bicker away thaay? Or shall we
leave this place?"

They both laughed. Agnes started to hand back #wetipg but
stopped. "Mrs. Parker-Jones?" she said. "Who isRhishess who
signed the painting?"

Fidgeting, the mistress eased toward the gangvie Was a bond
servant acquired by the former owner."

Virginia hurried to say, "She left years ago fomiiecky."

Cameron took the painting from Agnes. "Well, I'ntesdary will
enjoy her work."

"I shan't detain you further. Have a safe jourrt&are you well, my
lady."



At the formal address, Virginia cringed in feareShdn't know how
to be a noblewoman. Her knowledge of the gentrydess$ed when
she was ten years old.

Before that, she'd been forgiven slips in protdmdause she was a
child. She'd been indulged.

Wood scraped against wood as the plank was taken up
Virginia marshaled her courage.
"Stand by the braces, mates," Cameron shoutedh&eea we go."

A cheer went up, and crewmen scurried in the riggimd manned the
mooring lines. Amid a slapping of canvas, the sgl@gan to move.

The moment of freedom was at hand. Virginia's thgoaw tight.

"Care to stand at the bow?" Cameron asked, his blhdg to the
small of her back. "Without Agnes?"

"Haud yer wheesht!"Agnes shouted, but her tone belied th
command to silence Cameron.

Unable to speak, Virginia nodded and, on still- shglegs, moved
to the front of the ship. A MacKenzie tartan drapteel bulwark and
fluttered in the breeze. Everything and everyone&edaoo slowly.
She gripped the railing and pushed as if she ceptkd the ship
along.Fly away from hereshe urged, and like a wagon hitched to
fine team, théMaiden Virginiaeased into the fast-flowing current.

They stood at the bow in companionable silenceirigetinem, Agnes
chatted with Captain Brown. Sloops and barges pagsen a water
jenny, as the tinker's boat was called. Occupartshe other
conveyances waved; Cameron and Virginia returnedgtteeting.
The farther they sailed, the more her tension eamed when she



breathed in the salty smell of the ocean, she lka&eener sense of
relief.

Seemingly satisfied that Brown was not steeringnthie disaster,
Cameron rested against the rail. "Are you saddehéxhving?"

What could she say? Whahouldshe say? "A little." That was the
truth; she felt miserable for the lies.

"How did you spend the holidays here?"

The truth was too bittersweet. "In church," shd.lif hat's where we
have the Nativity play."”

He stared out at the river, his eyes narrowed ag#me wind. "The
Parker-Joneses accompanied you to services?"

She intended to embellish the tale, then changsubject. "Yes, they
have their own pew."

Glancing down at her, he said, "Tell me about théwy."

Around the bend in the river came another oceaselegs sails
trimmed, a dash of colorful cloth in the rigging.

"Were you in the play?" Cameron prompted.

Merriweather had spoken of the quilt her family a@dmeron
carried. Virginia felt it now. "Yes. We use farmianals. When | was
young, | played an angel. One year | was the wisg karrying
frankincense."

"You have rare spices in Virginia?"

She smiled at that. "It was actually pieces of sugee ... for the
children. And how do you spend the holidays?"



"At sea most often. Had you ever considered lealioglar Knoll?"

She thought of the poorly made raft. That girl kadllowed defeat
and learned from it. But she must be careful in deswer. She
chuckled and said, "Oh, yes. Every year at spriegning.”

He laughed too, and she reminded herself to tall imore of such
stories.

"Ahoy, theVirginia."

The sailing ship was almost abreast of them.

Agnes raced to the bow. Cameron clutched Virgiraais.
"It's Papa and Juliet."

"It's your parents."

Cameron and Agnes spoke at once, but their words weecessary.
Virginia recognized the couple at once. Papa hadmeared for hats;
the years hadn't changed that. He still wore his loager than
fashion; he even sported braids at his templdsdrHighland way.

Agnes waved her arms. "We've found her!"

They waved back, Mama's mouth tight with the efforthold back
tears. Papa hugged her, then cupped her face, theckame as
Cameron had caressed Virginia earlier in the dath& than kiss
Mama, Papa spoke.

She shook her head.
He spoke again.

In resigned agreement, she nodded.



Papa ripped off his jacket and climbed the shagls r
"Hoots!" cried Agnes. "He's going to swim over."

Virginia's breath caught, and she clung to Camefanshe let the
tears flow, she watched the best man o' the Higlslatunge into the
River James to reach her.



Chapter 7
"Man overboard!" Cameron yelled.
Traffic on the river slowed.

Moving behind Virginia, Cameron grasped her uppersa "Worry
not. He's an excellent swimmer."

She knew that, but it didn't lessen her shock. tonrsed
bewilderment, she leaned against Cameron. Crewmethe other
ship hoisted a rowboat over the side. She bitipdplstave off a cry
as her mother was lowered into the boat.

MacAdoo threw a rope ladder. Hemp squeaked berreatfather's
weight. She couldn't see him, but from the moveroéttie rope, she
could discern his progress.

Her heart clamored into her throat. Time slowed twawl.

As trim and as agile as a man half his age, Papadsal over the rail
and landed barefoot on the deck. He'd shrunk, lsteght, but no,
she'd just grown taller.

He wore a pale gray silk shirt and long breechedank blue wool.
She stood frozen as he brushed his hair from l@s.ey

In the commotion, Agnes had hurried to the bow &tdhed the
MacKenzie tartan. "Here, Papa.”

He wiped his face, his attention fixed on Virgiiao you know how
much I've missed you, lassie mine?"

Where would she find the strength to lie to himdAvhy hadn't he
found her years ago?



Cameron spoke softly. "If you did remember the pwst'd ran to
him." A nudge at her back pushed forward. "He |loy@s more than
spring. Go."

Her feet moved, and in the next breath, she wasllftyin her

father's arms. The earliest of her memories, tudaddly beside an
image of her mother brushing her hair, was thidirfgeof being

surrounded by the strength of Lachlan MacKenzie r&tkated joy
and affection.

"l love you more than spring."

He'd said that often. She wanted to tell him theltlbeen in her
thoughts every day, but she couldn't. The litti¢ igi her soaked up
his love. The woman squeezed her eyes shut artddgher teeth,
holding on to that love and savoring it. Dampnessped into her
dress, but she didn't care.

Drawing back, he turned with her to face the apgmosy rowboat.
"Juliet! With his mighty hands, he gripped Virgmi"lt's our lass,
our Scrapper.” His voice boomed across the watgless Saint
Ninian, it's our lass!"

From the boat, Mama waved. "Virginia!" "MacAdoo,"aeron
shouted. "Man the ladies' chair. The duchess ofsRescoming
aboard."

Virginia saw movement on the deck, saw MacAdoo inguan odd
chair to the bow, but she felt distanced from thenés around her.
She couldn't look away from the woman in the blressd, the woman
who looked young enough to be her sisiéama.

"Virginia?"

Cameron was calling to her. He gave her a smilengburagement,
and she reached for him. Her father held her fast.



"What happened to you, lass?" Papa's voice wasmidwyearning
and thick with the burr of the Highlands. "Why gwlu not send word
to us sooner?"

She girded herself and told him the first lie. Sukdn't."
"Sirl"
"Papal”

Cameron and Agnes came to her rescue. CameromegbuAgnes.
"You do the explaining, button maker."

Virginia didn't know why, but at the endearment,n&g shot him a
knowing look that promised retribution. "Hoots, Baphe doesn't
know who she is. 'Tis her memory. | mean to saynslveknows who
she is, but she didn't until—"

"You're stammering, Agnes," he interrupted, tossiagthe cloth. "
‘Tisn't like you."

Cameron stepped between them. "What Agnes is titgiisgy is that
Virginia has no memory of us."

"What?" he roared, his hold on her tightening.

Agnes wadded the tartan. "A horse tossed her omdwl, and she
lost her memory."

Then Papa's hands were in Virginia's hair, feefiagscalp, looking
for an injury.

She found her voice. " "Twas years ago, sir."



"Sir?" His blue eyes, the same shade as hersgsithair. Awareness
unfocused his gaze. Then he shook himself. "Dorgegall nothing,
lass? Nothing of your kin or of Scotland?"

Uncomfortable with the lie, she moved to Camer@nly my life at
Poplar Knoll."

"They treated her kindly, Papa,” said Agnes. "Nevas she forced
or imprisoned."

He sagged with relief and mussed his hair. "Thaeksiaints for that.
I'd spare the beast no mercy who harmed you."

"Your grace,” said Cameron with gentle reprimandVe've
overwhelmed her. She remembers nothing about usré/gtrangers
to her."

Her suspicions about her father's reaction had loceerect. Later,
when she'd settled herself within the family, simegke amends. "I'm
healthy and very happy to at last know where | gl

Papa cupped her cheek. "No one beat you or thezhigu? No man
forced you?"

She'd been right to lie. If he knew about Anthorgd@owan, he'd go
after that man and risk harm to himself. He'd &son the truth. He'd
know that she'd soiled her clothing aboard thap sfears ago.
Reeking of vomit and confinement, she'd fought Bkieadger while
they doused her with cold water. They'd bared hestand laughed
at her immaturity. When she'd tried to run, thesjidckled her. "No."

He closed his eyes. "Thank the saints."

Perhaps she'd never tell him.



"We'll take you to Edinburgh," he said. "The besttdrs are there
and Sarah too."™Hoots, Papa! Trsecond-bestdoctors are in
Edinburgh. Edward can perfectly care for her."

He seemed to notice Agnes then, really noticefoehe moved away
from Virginia. "You found her,” he declared. "Youubborn,
trouble-finding, obstinate, half-Campbell female—"

"Papal!" The picture of offended womanhood drew &lénsp and
stiffened her neck. With too much satisfaction, shil, "I told you
she was alive. | promised to find her."

He threw back his head and laughed. "Curse me rfoeedeating
Englishman, but you did." She squealed when he gviagn into his
arms and turned in a circle.

Cameron pulled Virginia beside him and draped an aver her
shoulder. "A thrilling moment," he said. "We've veal ten years to
see them make peace."

He'd said that before, but words paled beside dlyethat passed
between Papa and Agnes. It was the reunion Virgh@uld have
had.

"A pity you don't recall the past, Virginia."

Something in his voice—strangely like criticism—edr her
attention.

She looked up at him. "Why?"
He gave her a bland smile. "You'd be as happy aeég now."

An eerie feeling passed through Virginia, a sensexposure, of
vulnerability, as if Cameron could see through Ifes.



A bundle of male clothing sailed over the railii@uick as a snap,
Agnes dashed to the left and caught it. The dukeechdo the
gunwale and helped his wife from the chair that hedn lowered
over the side. Giving her a smack of a kiss, h&sgoftly to her. She
started, then with eyes wide with shock, she studlieginia.

lloh’ no.ll
"Take heart, Juliet. Come and see our bonnie \asgnia."

Again, Cameron pushed her forward. She floated aiomother's
arms. Stifling a sob, she basked in her mothevs. lo

With the joy came anger at the fate that had roliezaf a thousand
moments like this.

"Oh, my darling girl. Worry about nothing. You'rafe with us. No
one will ever take you away again."

She drew Agnes into the embrace. "Thank you, andl ls@ss your
brave heart, Agnes MacKenzie." Tears swimming indyes, Mama
smoothed Virginia's hair. "You have the most wohdesister."

"She doesn't know us."
"Is it true? You recall nothing?"

Fisting her hand, she said a silent prayer. "Omlgtches." Love
squeezed her chest. "But I'm so glad you found me."

Watching the pretense weakened Cameron. He hadissekind of
inner strength twice before in MacKenzie femalearywhad been the
brunt of a jest staged by Robert Spencer, theoéa&viltshire. On the
night he'd seduced her, a thoroughly compromised/ Mad righted
her clothing and walked through a gauntlet of gimpEnglish lords.
Years earlier when Virginia's gander had died, cshesisted on



digging the grave and burying her pet herself. Gaméad held her
blistered hand as she'd said a prayer for theiodd b

The earl of Wiltshire didn't deserve Mary MacKenafgginia didn't
deserve this torment. Her reunions should have l@gus with
abandon, not restrained with prideful deceptiort.jBdging her was
wrong; so he followed his instincts. Good cause Wwekind her
behavior. It was up to him to help her.

He exchanged greetings with the other captain @ddim to follow
them to Norfolk. For the remainder of the voyagantéron watched
and listened as Virginia skirted the same questioms her father
and mother as she had with Agnes and him. Fixea smile, her
mouth occasionally trembled. She often ducked badhShe always
made that fist when she lied.

In port, Cameron held back as Quinten Brown usheitesl
MacKenzies into the Wolf and the Dove Inn. Lessithaveek ago,
Cameron had come here searching for Brown.

Mary Bullard, Brown's partner in the enterpriseeaged them. A
stout woman, her face and petite body rounded ad dwalth, Mary
limped forward, her weight braced on a cane. Ovéashionable
dress of blue satin, she wore an embroidered afyéelcome again,
Captain Cunningham."

"Have you hurt yourself?"

She waved the cane. "A twisted ankle is all.”

Captain Brown grew flustered. "You've summoneddbetor?"
"Yes, Captain Brown."

Seeing the way she dealt with Brown, Cameron cduldsist saying,
" 'Tis no riddle who the 'dove’ is in this partrieps"



She folded her hands at her waist and turned hez ga Captain
Brown. "Coo for them, Quinten."

He flustered, but his voice was overly solicitousaw he said, "Mary,
me love, be of good cheer and meet the Highlandedgmself, Lord
Lachlan MacKenzie, and his family."

Lachlan stepped back and, with a flourish, pretdridedoff the hat
he wasn't wearing and sketched a courtly bow .s'aldelight to meet
you, Mistress Bullard."

Her face flushed with embarrassment. "Ooh, ooh."

At the cooing sounds she made, Captain Brown ladidfidnere's my
dove."

She glared at him but spoke to Lachlan. "SweetyBetsen talk gets
out that we've the best man o' the Highlands uaderoof, we'll be
deluged with grovelers and favor seekers."

Lachlan said, "Some say America is a land of ndewells."
Her interest engaged, her gaze sharpened. "Whattudsay, m'lord?"

"I say you Americans should open your arms to ther (5cots who
must share an island with the greedy Brits."

Cameron choked back laughter. Virginia shot hinuazfed frown.
He winked and moved beside her.

In his British speech, Brown said, "I've no quamgh your people,
MacKenzie, nor does Mary."

Mary Bullard huffed. "You haven't time to quarrelthvanyone.
You're too busy bedeviling me, and I'll speak fosedf."



He growled, jammed his coat on a peg by the dout,shormed up
the stairs.

At each of his deafening footfalls on the woodeangk, Mary
winced. The slamming of a door ended the noise.

Cameron had witnessed a similar row between thetntlought
Brown was spoiled by Mary. To her, he said, "Woy@tl name
Captain Brown a lovey dove or a mourning dove?"

As if it were a scepter and she a queen, Mary telth the cane and
smiled. "Both... on his good days. Well," she wemt as chipper as
could be. "How many rooms will you need, your gfaice

"Papa?" said Virginia. "May | have ... If it sujgsu and it isn't too
much trouble—"

"What is it, lass?"
"I'd like a room to myself... if | may."

He took her arm to pull her away from Cameron. Whlea did not
move, he stepped closer. His eyes twinkled witaaibn. "You and
Lottie always do." More seriously, he said, "Yolnllve a palace if
that's what you want, Virginia MacKenzie."

He said her name so proudly, she choked back a"$bank you,
Papa.”

Agnes edged to his side. "Give it no thought, \firgi He will not
truly buy you a palace."”

Still holding Virginia's hand, Cameron couldn'tfhehying, "Aye, he
will. So long as it neighbors his." She looked tipien, and he added,
"Don't expect him to let you out of his sight."



"She's a MacKenzie, Cunningham."

Only in reprimand did he address Cameron that Waknow the
feeling well. You fostered me."

Agnes drew off her gloves. "Ten pounds says Pafséspo guard
outside Virginia's door, and it shan't be me."

Virginia shrank back.

Cameron held her fast. "Your grace, shouldn't wiestihe ladies in
rooms before we have the first fight over Virgifiia?

The duke spoke softly, but his glare was as hastesd. "I seem to
recall saying those same words in Edinburgh talaMao was quick
to overstep himself."

They'd traveled to Edinburgh years before. Immediaipon arrival,
Virginia and Cameron tried to sneak away from theagings and
explore the city. Lachlan had caught them befosy tleached the
street.

But Cameron knew how to deal with the duke of Rdssr that good
lesson and hundreds more does my mother thankFrom her |
learned to think first of the fairer sex." He gladcat Mary Bullard.
"Rooms, Mistress Bullard, and hot baths for thedsd

"My pleasure, sir." With a thump and a shuffle, sikéed through a
swinging door.

Lachlan moved closer to his wife and whisperedandar.

She took great pleasure at his words, for her elgsed and a secret
smile curled her lips.



If love were a color, it glowed in rainbow hueswand the duke and
duchess of Ross. Cameron had come of age in thatfudoglow.
Lachlan MacKenzie knew how to love females, howniake them
glow as women. Cora, Lilian, and Rowena were frignand
affectionate, but as the eldest and Juliet's @hsld, Virginia had
received all their attention, theirs and the lofeAgnes, Lottie,
Sarah, and Mary. And Cameron.

Even in her mother's womb, Virginia MacKenzie haéibloved and
anticipated. It had not spoiled her. Rather, it enbdr more giving to
others. Having lived amid such harmony, a solitdifg was

preferable to Cameron than a life without it. Heeldd to find love

and happiness with others. Adrienne Cholmondeley peathaps his
greatest disappointment, if only for the numbery@érs he'd tried.
But long sea voyages left them with only lust fdyaand.

"My parents are beautiful together."

What if her time in bondage had stolen her abtlityshare her soul
and welcome him? The old pain returned but notahmgptiness.
Virginia was alive and free, and for those blessjrige was thankful.
"Aye" was all he could say.

Lady Juliet sighed. "Much more of that from youddii take a room
to myself."

Lachlan grinned and challenged her. "You never @6iWhen she
did not budge, he took her hand. "I'd only breakml¢he door."

She laughed.
Agnes laughed too. "Hoots! He's going to scold"her.

Leaning close to Virginia, Cameron whispered. ‘s &ishame you
don't recall the MacKenzie way of scolding."



"It will come back to me in time."

At a time of her choosing, he was certain. "Argall glad we didn't
sneak away from Poplar Knoll?"

Her eyes searched his. "Yes."

Both of her palms were open. Relieved that she esgbk truth,
Cameron thought of the future. She still facediagpe reunion with
her mother. In Scotland, she would repeat the goaedozen times
beginning with her sisters Sarah and Lottie, whieelguawaited in
Glasgow. For those occasions, he pitied Virginia.

Now he must help her. "Would you care to take skwalater?" he
said for her ears only. "There's a merchant's gotonBecker Street,
not far from here. Would you like to see it?"

She squeezed his hand and her eyes sparkled. "Wetaith shops
and stalls and wares to be bought?"

"Of every kind."

As children they'd had hundreds of similar exchangj matter the
errand or mission, he could always count on Viggwanting to go
along. Until this moment, he hadn't realized homely he'd been.

"Cameron?"
"Come downstairs later, and I'll be waiting."
Alarm widened her eyes. "You won't be staying atitimn?"

His first reaction was to feel flattered, but thempliment was

crosswise at best. Because of the lie and the enadtburdens she'd
chosen to hide, she probably preferred Cameron'pany. But she

looked like a woman with love on her mind.



"No, I'll stay aboard my ship."
"But you'd wait here and take me to the market?"

She was much too serious, her comment much to@ hsaince she
damned well knew he'd take her anywhere. "Notllst carry your
basket."

He remembered that smile, and with it came a visibthe happy,
trusting girl she'd been.

"I haven't a basket, but | shall buy one, and thank Cameron, for
telling me about the market."

"Words of thanks have never been needed betweé&nHeswas
tempted to add that they'd always been honest @athi other, but
she knew that.

If her memory was intact, she also remembered kbdgps they'd
made. How many of those vows had she broken? Homy nreore
would she break? He didn't know, and now he facedther
challenge, for her father must be told the truth.

"Come, your grace," he said, nudging her towarcinaher. "Have a
dram with me while Lady Juliet builds a nest fonmshis place.”

The duke had been watching them, and his cool gamesd from
Cameron to his daughter, then back to Cameronb#'dhistaken in
hearing rudeness in your tone, aye?"

It was a subtle challenge, but forceful enougheigliten the tension
between them. Cameron had spent a decade unddahaaloof. He
knew he must lighten the uncomfortable moment. Glafsumiliarity
seemed best. Pulling a toilworn face, he said, tYgace, have you
forgotten that I've been at sea with Agnes fordsetian a fortnight?"



Agnes huffed. "I resent that!"
Chuckling, Lachlan tweaked her nose. "Pity any sach a fate."
She batted his hand away.

Still in the throes of the jest, he gave Cameremae of conspiracy.
"Allowance granted, lad. My firstborn can drive amto madness."

Agnes squared her shoulders. "Come, Mama, VirgiAmother
moment in the company of these wretches, and | reagrt to
violence."

"Please no, dear," said Juliet.
As one, Cameron and Lachlan threw up their handsirender.
"Trolls."

Virginia smiled up at Cameron. Under his breathséie, "You'll be
safe here."

"She remembers all?"

Now that he'd said the dreaded words to Virgirfiaker, Cameron
hurried to explain her actions. "Yes, she does.eTims perhaps
dulled her specific recollections, but no fall frarhorse stole her
memory. She invented the story."

A look of disbelief smoothed the duke's featuréwW can that be?"

An aproned barman set frothy mugs of ale on thehfyescrubbed
table, then lit a lantern that hung on a wall seomear the door to the
kitchen. Faint yellow light illuminated the corneCameron had



chosen the table for its unobstructed view of bb# door and the
stairs. The other tables were unoccupied.

He fished coins out of his sporran and paid thembar for the
beverages. Pocketing the money, the man pausdd ® lettle of
rabbit stew that simmered over the hearth.

Lachlan drank deeply. "Good ale.”

Cameron waited until the barman returned to thehkem. " "Tis a long
story."

All contemplation, the duke stared into the mugn'f@e voyage |
wanted to believe that you'd found her, but asal'man to my soul,
lad, | feared another disappointment."

Cameron had experienced the same torment. "l kribwas the
longest walk of my life . .. down the hall of thalantation to meet
her."

Fatherly love lent a gentleness to Lachlan's ruggatlures. "She's
bonnie, aye?"

Cameron expected Lachlan to ask what had happenéudinia. If
the duke of Ross wanted to savor the moment, Cameoalld
certainly oblige. "Aye, but | knew she'd be a bgaut

"Did you now?"

At the slyness in Lachlan's voice, Cameron grevemgfe. "She's
bonnie enough for me." "For any man with eyes. @dih her sweet
Virginia speech would be a song to a blind man."

"Yes."



Lachlan's gaze, more concerned than judgmentak keen. "l saw
the way you looked at her, but you cannot knowwlognan she's
become, Cameron. You loved the lass, and if theipatear to her,
she remembers that she was fair smitten with yagifoolish to think
that she loves you still."

Out of respect, Cameron let the insult go. No omevk Virginia as
well as he. She wanted him; she just wasn't readg it it. "l don't
expect her to ravish me right away."

Lachlan tried not to laugh and lost. When the hupassed, he said,
"What happened to her?"

Cameron related the story he'd heard from Rafferty.
"You believe him?"

"Yes. She did lie about attending church, and sha\eé us thinking
she's been the housekeeper, but that's also a lie."

"She's afraid.”

"Yes."

"Does Agnes know?"

"No."

"Pity. She believed when we did not."

A fresh bout of guilt assailed Cameron. "Yet Viigifieels safe with
me."

Without malice, Lachlan grumbled, "A bolted dooutmn't separate
you as children.”



Under the circumstances, a stretch of the trutimedereasonable.
"That has not changed, sir. Our special bond resn&@he just isn't
ready."

"I'm troubled by that. Have you thought of Cholmeley? He'll not
take kindly to you forsaking his Adrienne."

Cameron turned his attention to the ale, which fresh and yeasty.
Adrienne would understand or she would not. Heggdexdl no formal

betrothal with her father, and he often thoughirtagsociation was a
convenience to her.

"You cannot wish away your liaison with the Englgah."

Cameron almost challenged him. Lachlan MacKenzetgpuish

reputation was legend. Prior to meeting Lady Juhetd seduced
more women than was proper, even for a newly raiedtand
eligible duke. But good manners kept Cameron sdearthat subject.
"Virginia has a great strength about her, you kriow.

" 'Tis my Juliet's doing."

"Aye, but she looks like you."

"She does at that." He smiled fondly. "You taughgwia to swear."
Cameron wouldn't be baited. ""Twas Agnes who tabghthat."

Lachlan put down the mug. "If you shed your honoamything else
with her before she explains herself, you'll anstweme for it."

That tone had once struck fear in Cameron. "Yoallgbeople know
how | feel about Virginia."

"I remember well how a young Cameron, eager foastet of the
world, behaved around her."



"She was only ten. | respected her."

"There's the point, eh? She's a woman now, andsélslom seen a
maiden, even a decent one, prevail against younthd tell you,
lad, we'll have this lass in our lives before wevegiher to a
husband."A husband? Fierce determination rose me@an. "She's
mine. She has always been mine."

"But does she want you? Who is to say that beitigptieed to you is
not the reason for her deception?"

That possibility hadn't occurred to Cameron. He vknéhat
indifference had not fueled the kisses they'd shareginia wanted
him. Before meeting Rafferty, Cameron had told Virg about the
betrothal. In retrospect, her reaction made sef&® had not
expressed outrage or surprise. She'd asked feviauebecause she
knew the answers.

"l say the betrothal to me has no part in her #e"had to believe it.
"Unless to strengthen her resolve to keep thegastret."

"You've kissed her, made easy with her?"

Marshaling patience, Cameron kept a reasonable tbiee hands are
stained with tanning potions. According to Raffedie lived in the
slave hamlet. Pride for the way she was treatefdsker silent."

"Does pride or a guilty conscience prevent you fieamwering me?
Have you kissed her?"

"With Agnes hovering about us?" He chuckled foeeff "Surely you
jest."

Lachlan gazed at the empty stairs. "True. My apekgCameron.
Agnes would surely break your leg—or worse."



Her foreign fighting skills would fail with Camerpibut he'd keep
that knowledge to himself. Other more important terat troubled
him. For honest reasons, he'd betrayed Virginiddo father. But
beyond the logic lay frustration. He longed to tafkenly with her
about the missing years.

"What else did this Irish cooper say?"

"He swears that Anthony MacGowan brought her hedesald her to
that bastard named Moreland— he owned Poplar Kxtakie time."

"Why did she not tell them who she was?"

"She did, and they named her Duchess for it."

"They didn't even call her by name?"

"Nay."

"Bloody hell! I cannot fathom it, nor have | thedneto test it."

Cameron did, and when the opportunity presentedf,itse'd find out
if she answered to the name Duchess.

"Why couldn't she get word to me?" Lachlan lamented

Cameron's throat grew tight at the story he wasiatwtell. "She
tried to escape once on a raft she'd built hetself.

Lachlan winced. "Ah, the Scrapper. How she muselsaffered. As
I'm a MacKenzie, I'll kill Moreland."

A greater retribution awaited the duke of Ross, #@wmeron
intended to steer him there. "His wife died. He'sbied and taken
rooms in Richmond. Killing him would be a gift. beahim to wither
in his misery."



"Who owns the land now?"
"The Parker-Joneses. They treated her decently."
"Maybe she stays silent because she fears | wauld them?"

"She has good cause to hate MacGowan and MorelandMrs.
Parker-Jones helped her."

"Where does this MacGowan make port?"

"I don't know, but I've sent MacAdoo to the harbaster to ask after
the bastard."

Lachlan gripped Cameron's arm. "You find him, &g bring him to
me—alive. I'll rip his heart out."

The tricky part began now, for maneuvering the dofkRoss was no
easy feat, even in trivial matters. Too much wastate now. "She's
ashamed, and we're to blame. Even you said you nekexed that

she had not been enslaved. Agnes wilted in relrefnWirginia said

she had been well treated. Put yourself in hereplamd you'll

understand why she fears that we will pity her."

Lachlan considered that. Twice he started to speaice he faltered.
At length he said, "You always did know her mindf Cameron,
should you seduce her before she admits the truth—"

Cameron slapped his right hand over his heart iatetifhis left. "On
my honor as a sailor, | will not seduce her." Sivegghted intimacy
between them, and he'd make sure she got it.

"See that you don't. Heed me well, lad. Intimacthwier will leave
youvulnerable." He glanced down, then up again. tvmhe pain of
keeping secrets from the one you love."



Now that they were conversing civilly again, Canmerelaxed. "With
four illegitimate daughters, most born of noble hess, you had an
obligation to keep secrets."

"I meant a hurtful secret, when it's kept out oktmist." Again he
glanced toward the stairs. " "Twasn't me who wabahest."

Lady Juliet had hurt the Highland rogue? That notlwaffled
Cameron. Putting aside his conscience, he tooknraalga of the
duke's vulnerability. "I think | should take Virganto Scotland. She
wants to go to Glasgow."

"Nay. She comes with me. She'll change her mindutabeeking
retribution. She's a MacKenzie."

Be reasonable,Cameron reminded himself. "Yet she pretenc
otherwise. Remember how young she was and how prden
think about MacGowan."

As if it were a curse, Lachlan spat the name. "Magén."
"You remember him? He often ported at the Black.'sl
"Aye, and he knew whose daughter she was whendkehier."
"He did it to hurt you."

As if the idea were foreign, Lachlan said, "How e accept the
idea that he will never pay for his crime?"

"l believe 'tis a bargain she made with herselte 8haded pride for
retribution.”

Lachlan pointed a finger at Cameron. "Hear thigagr. | swear he'll
not get away with it."



"Nay, he'll hang from a gibbet if she speaks o Kdows that."

"But why did MacGowan do it? Why would he want tarim me a
decade ago? | hardly knew the foosty scunner."

Cameron had given the matter considerable thoutgtdve you
forgotten? A year before Virginia disappeared, tamk Brodie's side
against MacGowan in a dispute over the Baltic trade

Lachlan shook his head in disbelief. "He wasn'tthly disappointed
captain. Four other clans wanted the trade."

"He's the only one who carried a grudge.”

Nodding slowly, he narrowed his eyes. "But we goesd every
captain who'd ever docked at the Black Isle."'Maa@o took
revenge, then changed ports of call, for I've reeinshim in Scotland
or England since."

"He must've gloated the day he took her. Stealiogild and selling
her." He shook his head. "God, what a mean pieeedf, Cameron.
I'll kill him .. . slowly."

Surely MacGowan knew that; he'd fled to evade aaptiwwWhen he
learns that she has been reunited with her faimdyi, worry."

Distracted, Lachlan reached for the already empty.rélamming it
down, he clenched his teeth. "Hanging's too goadtHe likes o'
him."

If Cameron's suspicions were true, the duke haccowsidered the
danger MacGowan still posed. "What if he comeg &iée again ... to
silence her?"

Lachlan's angry growl vibrated through the roome'THhave to go
through me, my kinsmen, and every man who namefsiemsl."



Cameron went for the kill. "Not if you find him &t."

The duke was surprised by that and confused, fowhthed
Cameron like a hawk after a startled mouse.

Cameron took a deep breath and prayed for lucthitik |1 should
take Virginia and Agnes to Glasgow. You can hirevn's ship and
go after MacGowan. Revenge should be yours, my"lord

"MacAdoo knows?"

Cameron nodded. "Aye. 'Twasn't fair to send himirgslafter
Anthony MacGowan without knowing why."

"I'll tell Juliet.”

"Will you go after him?"

"Aye."

He'd agreed quicker than Cameron expected.

"l see I've surprised you."

"Aye, you did. | thought you'd insist on taking gfinia home."

An evil glint narrowed Lachlan's eyes. "l want Max@n. When |
find him, I'll sell him to Ali Kahn. He'll rot intte hold of a Moorish

galley."

Cameron's stomach roiled at the thought. "A fatesaydhan death in
a place blacker than hell."

" 'Tis decided then." He slapped the table. "dlafter MacGowan.
You're to take Virginia and Agnes to Napier, ancheenber this one



thing. Agnes will deal with you if you misuse Virga. I'll deal with
what's left of you."

Now that he'd prevailed, Cameron could be magnamsm&She
killed three men, Agnes did."

"Men who preyed on children.”

Cameron held up his hand. "I'd be mistaken in hganudeness in
your tone, aye?"

This standoff was new.

To further his case, Cameron said, "Agnes aloné dume me to
madness. Let me take Lady Juliet.”

Cameron might have asked for Lachlan's ducal cdérose
incredulous was he. "Nay, you cannot have my duches

"All of your sons-in-law speak in one voice on tisabject. They'll
gladly give back your daughters in exchange fonLadiet."

He scoffed. "They say that to gain my favor."

Cameron laughed; it was an old story and compldtbe. "What
favors are you passing out today?"

"As if | could give you anything you cannot buy yself, and my
daughter is unavailable."

"Virginia needs me and who better to help her?"

He pointed that accusing finger at Cameron agaimst' you must
help her learn to trust us, lad."

"l shall, sir, and gladly."



Lachlan MacKenzie was more protective than most, finethe'd had
more practice sheltering females. With eight daeightand a
protective nature, he'd become legend in the Higidaand beyond.
And then, because Cameron felt vulnerable, andusedaachlan had
been like a father to him, he said, " 'Tis a blobdyd thing, sir. She
pretends no knowledge of me or what passed betugén

Lachlan nodded in sad understanding. " Twill charhay."

Cameron extended his hand. "Good luck finding Mag&u
Promise you'll send word to us, keep us informegooir findings."

Lachlan hesitated. To encourage him, Cameron'Séaid, and Agnes
can at last make peace."

He sighed with overdone exhaustion. A moment llagesmiled with
unfeigned affection and shook Cameron's hand. "$1o8he was
right, all those years when she swore Virginia vaéige. Won't
Kenneth crow at that?"

"Your heir will go the way all men do where AgneadKenzie is
concerned—carefully."

"Speaking of Kenneth. When you arrive in Glasgoandsword to
him and your parents. They'll want to cut shortrthisit in Italy."

Cameron's parents were in Venice with CamerortarsiSibeal, who
would soon birth her first child. Both Kenneth abdra MacKenzie
fostered with Cameron's parents and had travelddtivem to Italy.
They'd receive word, but Cameron would not enccairgem to
return immediately. Virginia needed time, and Camé&x parents
deserved to see their first grandchild.

"We're lucky men, Cameron."



Cameron laughed. "And like to grow maudlin unlegschange the
subject.”

“True." Lachlan called out for more ale. "Now, tele everything
that has gone between you and Virginia."



Chapter 8

Upstairs at the inn, her heart racing with joy, therughts twisted by
guilt, Virginia watched her mother command the rsaid

"Bring two more pillows . . . soft and fresh one3urning, she
smiled. "My daughter Virginia likes two pillows drer bed."

That luxury had been the easiest to lose. Thidebatbuld be the
hardest to win. Mama had been a bond servant. $keld quick to
admit that her servitude had been performed wghid). If she knew
the horror Virginia had endured, her eyes wouldidlaith *ity and
she'd shoulder the blame. Virginia could not pethat.

"Thank you, Mama."

Ushering the servants out, Juliet closed the dde'll* get you a
maid of your own . . . one of the Widow ForbeshsgiUnless you'd
rather a girl from that plantation?"

"No. | know of no one. | mean no one suitable f@ household of a
duke." Including herself, but with time that wouldange.

"You mustn't be afraid."

“I'm not afraid,"” which was the truth. "Not in aaféul sense. | am
uncertain about many things ... a stranger, yomkho

"We were bereft when we lost you. | thought youhéa would go
mad with grief, and poor Agnes was inconsolabldl wameron
returned.”

He had said as much to Virginia, but she still didmderstand
Agnes's role. "Why was Agnes inconsolable?"

"Because she was responsible for you that day."



Now Virginia understood. On that day so long aghe $had
manipulated Agnes into taking her to the docks. éJniger dress,
she'd worn her riding breeches. When Agnes hadespber beau,
Virginia had begged money for something to eat amate her
escape. All these years Agnes had blamed herselv ttould
Virginia right that wrong? She didn't know.

"I'm sorry for causing her pain."
"She's happy now."

"She and Cameron looked everywhere for me. They alethe way
to China."

"That they did. Now tell me. Have you questions?ai\tio you need,
love?"

"Time, | think, is all | need."

"Money. You should have money of your own."
"l have my wages."

"How much?"

Virginia hadn't asked Mrs. Parker-Jones how mudioasekeeper
was paid, and she couldn't tell her mother howdst@ne about the
money. So she told a truth. "I have one hundrechgsu

"A tidy sum."

Virginia felt a burst of pride because her mothad lalways valued
honest work, praised those who took care of thein.oLiars and
laggards she disdained. Thank the saints Virgiraa wnly one of
those.



"But you'll need a bigger purse than that." Mamidgoloff her gloves
and untied her bonnet. Putting them on the smak,dghe sat on the
bed and patted the place beside her. "Your fatikinsist on paying
your accounts.”

Virginia didn't deserve such generosity, not whea ked to those
who loved her. It seemed like charity or, at thesteill-gotten gains.

The feather mattress ballooned as she sat downydDalso insist?"

"Insist? | chose the wrong word. You are our fiostb Your father is
a duke, and although the Hanoverian court is betime with its
pomp and circumstance, we have a position to majrdapearances
to make. But not often. For your father's sakel yal allow him to
be generous?"

Virginia despaired of ever fitting in. She repeategledge she'd
made to her father. "I'll do my best."

In a gesture of both encouragement and undersignidiama patted
Virginia's leg. "Lachlan MacKenzie is a pridefulm&oo much of it,
he has, that's for certain. But you are one of¢lepeople who can
break his heart. Please do not. He asks littlesafhen it comes to his
rank in nobility. After caring for his family, goweing his people and
seeing to their welfare are his foremost concerns."

Before Papa's return to Tain and his dukedom, #uplpe of Ross
were in turmoil. With fairness and great patierthe,community had
prospered. Other nobles and men of authority weguent visitors
to Rosshaven Castle. Parties and large suppersreguér affairs.
Knowing she'd be expected to participate, Virgsaad, "Very well.
I'll need some new gowns." A quick comparison afmether's fine
dress to Virginia's passed-down cotton frock pushedto admit,
"Mine are unsuitable."



Taking Virginia's chin in her hand, Mama turned betil they were

face-to-face. "Never be ashamed of your circumssn¢ou are well

loved by the finest of people.” And then, as Wére a crown to wear,
she said, "You are a MacKenzie."

"A MacKenzie."
"Aye. Agnes said you were the housekeeper at P&piall."

If Virginia could convince them that her memory waurning
slowly, all would be well. "I may be more like ytlian my father."

"Papa," she said. "He insists that his childrehraat Papa. You look
just like him."

Everyone had always said so. "Yes, | do."

"We'll visit a dressmaker tomorrow and see if thag manage a few
things on short notice. Once we're home, you'lereamew wardrobe.
It's colder in Scotland, and you'll need warmettolay."

On the short voyage to Norfolk, Agnes had beemadbknowledge
on everything from renovations at Rosshaven C#stthe sleeping
habits of Virginia's younger siblings. "Agnes saidttie designs
dresses for everyone in the family."

"She does and receives fifty pounds for each gown."

"Fifty pounds?" Virginia had no idea how much assreost, but she'd
find out this afternoon at the market. Fifty poursiainded like a
fortune.

"Don't look so shocked, Virginia, and never givee tmhoney a
thought."

"But—"



"But nothing. Commissioning Lottie to design a fdwesses for you
will do two things. First, it will allow your fathéhis pride in seeing to
your needs, and second, it will enable Lottie fwagea small portion
of the debt she owes David. He's her husband."

Debt? Agnes had not mentioned that Lottie owed. dgurely her
dowry was enough to satisfy David Smithson. Virgikmembered
his name but not the man himself. "How can a weengebted to her
husband?"

Mama sighed. "Because, upon their wedding day,iddttolishly

proclaimed she'd bear as many children as she crubeleclared
that her husband had no say in it. David grew siubas you would
expect—if you remembered him. Lottie was so surbeskelf, she
wagered a million pounds on it."

"Does she have a million pounds?"

"No, and that is a constant dilemma for her bec&@asad held her to
the bet and to date has given her only four childre

Virginia knew about procreation; the slaves wereogmaged to be
fruitful, and the women, devoid of normal proprietpoke freely on
the subject. She'd learned in odd ways the workiger own body.
Even when viewed from the distance of time, theeemces were
repulsive.

"We haven't that kind of wealth, and even if we,drdur father
would not squander money on a wager of that naBwe Lottie is
one of his own. So he commissions each of us aessgrer month at
fifty pounds each. David says the work keeps héobmischief."

"Even at that, she could never repay such a debtnnan average
lifetime."



She laughed, and the sound was so familiar Virgigr@aw
melancholy.

"You always were quick with sums."

Thanks to Mama's tutoring. The scholarly Sarahdiad influenced
Virginia. "l practice often, although | cannot fath counting a
million pounds."

"Neither can Lottie, yet she loves David more thearself. She
designed this gown." Mama stood and untied a rikdiotine waist,

which held the panniered overskirt in place. "Devand clever, isn't
it?"

The dress was beyond divine. Rather than yardsaoé land
furbelows, the blue gown, designed for travel, Wasorated at the
hem and cuffs with bands of piping in sunny yellowhich
complimented Mama's fair hair. Without the formakerskirt, the
gown became a practical garment of the kind Viegiremembered
from her youth.

Virginia said the first thing that popped into lerad. "You look too
young to be my mother."

Juliet's cheeks flushed with modesty. "I used toabeslender as
Agnes." She placed her hands on her waist. "Hashildren thickens
us in the most unflattering places."

It was easy to say, "You're beautiful."

She grasped Virginia's hands. "You were ever gl little girl. |
suspect that you are a remarkable woman."

At the sweet words, a new heartache assailed VagitCameron
says | was spoiled."”



"He did most of the spoiling,” she chided, but effilen for him shone
through. "Together, you two were as bright as God/s sunbeams.
It was a rare friendship for a lad and a girl." Kerce dropped. "He
suffered, Virginia. It was as if the heart had beethfrom him."

Virginia knew well that pain. Too much the cowaoddiwell on past
suffering, she broached the question that had coadeher since
they'd arrived at the inn. "Papa was angry with &am downstairs.
Why?"

"You've been told about the betrothal?"
"Yes. Cameron told me."

"Much has happened since the contract was madecaimuot know
if you still want to marry him."

Oh, but Virginia did.
"And he—"
Keen to her mother's halting speech, Virginia sdi# what?"

Mama turned her attention to the piping on hengse"In any event,
you needn't decide now about marriage. You camwkih Cameron

Is the right man for you. Scotland is chocked @ilkeligible, young

men. Lindsay has an interesting heir, and thenatsaxciting breaker
of hearts, Cyril MacCrary. The women call him C$He spoke the
name like a sigh. "One of Michael Elliot's frienddichael's Sarah's
husband, has a friend who is a sultan with morenctthan you've
ever seen."

She was avoiding the subject of the betrothal. Buivas too
important to let lie. "Why hasn't Cameron wed?"



"Do not ask that of me." Regret tightened her motitbould sooner
tell Agnes's secrets to Mary. | think you shoull lasn, Virginia."

"l have, with embarrassing results. Won't you péet@di me?"

"You must understand. He is as a son to me. HihenptSuisan,
wiped my brow and encouraged me through each afrawails. He
watched you when | grew big with your sisters Lagd Rowena.
When your papa ordered me to stay off my feet, Cameisited me
every day. He built me a lap loom and showed me tooweave to
pass the time. | am sorry, but that must come fi©ameron.
Remember, both of your lives have changed."

Perhaps he'd outgrown his love for Virginia. Thelnywvas he so
protective of her, and if love did not inspire isses, was that
enough?

"Enough about that handsome Cunningham. Agneswtellgou wish
to go to Glasgow rather than come home with usaio.T'd like to
know why."

A short time later, Juliet's and Lachlan's trunksvad. Mama went
to supervise the unpacking. Virginia donned hetatashawl and
went downstairs. She felt light-headed with joyave simple event
of going to the market. She saw Cameron and heeifah a corner of
the tavern, but they were too deep in conversatmomotice her
departure.

Outside, her feet barely touched the boardwalk. & alone, free.
She could decide for herself the smallest of thirgdich direction

to walk in, what to purchase. She could look peaplthe eye. No
one would question her or look on her with pity.



The late-afternoon sunshine cast long shadowsenutited lane. A
haywagon rumbled past, and the boardwalk was crowdé all
kinds of people. Seamen on shore leave tipped ties as they
passed. An elderly gentleman moved aside to givéhieeclean edge
of the lane. Well-dressed matrons maneuvered piaginiered skirts
through storefronts, and children crowded aroudraival hawker
who walked on stilts and tossed tin pennies.

The sound of conversations buzzed in Virginia's @ad reminded
her of Sunday mornings in the slave hamlet.

The first regret blindsided her. She'd never seeriiMeather again.
Georgieboy could be sold to the neighbor, Mr. Pegr@est. Virginia

would be spared the pain of watching him, chaimetidragged away
from his family.

"Thank you, God," she murmured on a trembling lbredthank you
for answering my prayers."

In the mercer's shop, she bought ribbons, soaprceddny thread,
and two plain sleeping gowns.

"Two pounds, three," said the clerk as she wrapipedems and tied
the bundle with string.

Virginia counted out the coins. The clerk's eag@ression made her
smile and wonder. "Is the price fair?"

"Of course, my lady."
A second clerk hissed, "She's the MacKenzie theyecto fetch."
"So? If that's true, she's got a long purse."

Was Virginia being cheated because of who she Was®veryone
know? She cringed at the thought of strangers gogsabout her.



She also realized that quality clothes didn't nnagiee might as well
be dressed in book muslin again.

Regardless, she would not let it spoil her firstaadure by herself.

"Her hair's too short for quality folks," the cleskid to her partner.
To Virginia, she said, "Have the lice, did you?"

Virginia couldn't work in the fields with waist- lgth hair. The
notion was laughable. Only house servants and ahdggvho lived
with lice had long hair, and Virginia couldn't abiflth.

Ignoring the remark seemed best. "Have you sila@rpins?"
"Got wood ones and combs too. You'll need the heaes."

She brought out a box with dozens of hair ornamésiteen so many
choices, Virginia grew confused. She chose sevetag a brush,
comb, and hand mirror. The mirror was a luxury, $hg wanted it.

"Sure you won't be needin' something for the lice?"

Virginia considered what Agnes or her mother wodll in the
situation. Perform a kindness, surely. So, she tecbout four pence
and put the coins on the counter. "Here's tupp@rceach of you."

The clerk withered in shame but still took the manider cohort
stood tall. "Anyone speaks poorly of you, my laayd they'll answer
to my brother. He's a blacksmith."

"Good day to you then." Clutching the parcel, séwinned to the
excitement of the land.

"Virginia!"



Half a block away, she saw Cameron in a crowd asmeraised to get
her attention. Her heart fluttered at the soundesfname.

"What are you doing?" he asked.

He looked like a fire ready to spark. She woultda'the one to ignite
it. "Following your advice. Why do you look readyp tcosh
someone?"

He took notice of his hands, balled into fists.nang, he propped
them on his hips. "You shouldn't have gone outalbn

From the bottom of her heart, she said, "I'm natyears old any
more."

His expression turned possessive. "l know. If youndt discover my
honest attributes before we get home to Scotldhdode you to a
horde of eligible dukes."

Confused and happy at once, she responded in 'kiviadb told you
that?"

""Twas an auspicious message of sorts."

She thought of their trips to the children's ciraudain. "A fortune
teller?"

"Actually, 'twas a message | found in a bottle tilog.in the sea.”
She could tease with him on this subject. "Whidci?se

His expression turned comical. "May as well havertéhe Dead Sea
for all the good it did me." He held out his arrivady | accompany
you?"



Yes, yes, her heart cried. Never in her adultldd anyone asked her
permission, but in a thousand maidenly dreams, Qach She
hooked her arm in his.

"Mother thinks | should consider marrying Lindsdyésr."

"If you wish to talk about other men, | shall gack#o the tavern and
drink myself below the table."

"Will you carry my package?"

"Il carry you if you tire."

She couldn't stifle a gasp.

"Or if you'd just like to be carried."”

"I'd like to have a conversation with you withouwdifig-outraged at
every turn."”

"I'm on my Sunday-best behavior. How are you feéling

Now was not the time for honesty; she must putphean into action.
"I'm fine, except—I don't know where | belong."

“Then | pray that is the first thing you recall.”

Virginia braced herself, for the game of rememigpwents of the
past must begin. "I'm sorry to say it was not."

"Was?" He stopped and probed her with a curious.g&¥hat have
you remembered?"

They'd created a jam in the foot traffic. An alcketween the milner
and the jam shop offered a measure of privacy. ifgglgs arm, she
moved there.



"Well?"

She stared at his fancy neckcloth. "I rememberatythu used to spit
in my palm."

"Truly?" He sounded relieved. Chuckling, he put Inéd over his
heart. "l promise never to do it again.”

She had expected him to hug her, to celebrate timeant. A longing
for his affection had driven her to chose sometlaibgut him for the
first remembrance of her forgotten past.

"Must | sign a pact to convince you?"

Virginia shelved her disappointment. She hopedetnrn to the
happy girl she'd been, but she was forced to canteat today was
not the day.

Looking up at him, she squinted, even though thegdin shade.
"Agnes was right about you."

"Ha! Agnes has never been correct about me."
"Even when she said you were a hero to the Scqiagsple?"
"My mother did the work. | only presented the resfue Parliament."”

From Agnes she'd learned that the text of his $pkad been sent to
the king, who had considered knighting Cameronian so modest
would never spit in a girl's palm."”

He glanced up and followed the flight of a pigeon.
Narrowing his eyes, he smiled. "What would you likesupper?"

"A companion who does not divert the conversation."



His expression warmed. "Diversions can be pledsant.

He said one thing and meant something else. A Briemm described
it, but the words, taught by Sarah, had faded frdgirginia's
vocabulary. Not much use for the old tongue at &ogdnoll.
Bothered by the loss, she asked him for the words.

"Double entendre?"
"That's it." She soaked up the knowledge.

His hand found her wrist. Her fingers reached fer NVhen they
were joined, he said, "What else have you rememdbather than
pranks | played?"

"That my father is the best man o' the Highlands."

He nodded in greeting to an elderly couple and $ynsaid, "You
heard Captain Brown say that."

She clung to the simple joy she felt at acknowledgtrangers out of
respect. "Careful or I'll think you don't want nteremember."

"You'll think 1—?" He shook himself and his moodegr chilly.
"Now would that be a Christian deed."

His sarcasm puzzled her, and she grew defensivai't& meaning is
7"

"l thought the past would return to you in a snathe fingers."

An interesting answer, but it asked more questioNs, the past
comes back to me in bits and snatches."

"What compels it? A sound or a color or a feeling?"



"What do you mean?"
"When | kissed you, did it summon a memory?"

He spoke casually; yet his attention was firmlyetixon her. "Yes,
kissing you reminded me that | should know better."

"Why? I'm the man you promised to marry. I'm thenmdno shared
your every heartache, toothache, and bellyache."

Maintaining the facade exhausted her. "Please nyast think of me
as a stranger."

"l could sooner hack off my right hand and togatib the sea."

The sheer honesty shamed her; at the touch apkist hers, she had
seen a glimpse of the girl she'd been. Had sheaaabithe image too
vigorously? "l don't know what to say, Cameron.ahg" he insisted.
"You always called me Cam." A clever conversationalge, she had
to admit. "I'm certain the past will come back te,i/@am."

"How can | help?"
"You already have, and Agnes has promised to aid me

"Believing her is a mistake." He'd said that befdtgnes proclaimed
them as close as brother and sister. The searthrfpnia lad forged
their friendship. "Even when she told me you astedbe named
godfather to her new daughter?"

As if he were asking after the fit of her shoesséail, "Care to share
the duties with me?"

She almost tripped on her own feet; it was custgrfmrhusband and
wife to fill the roles. "You're bold."



"l was hoping for a yes rather than a charactegnueht."

The hot edge to his tone sparked her defiancecaltdto consider
it."

He stopped at a fruit stand. "Then you haven'tlletahe truly
important things about us?" That poignancy spokeninnocently
said, "Apple? Or something else? Have whateveiikel'

He wouldn't get away with that. "Agnes was corré@cull perfectly
suits you."

He winked and eyed the apples.

Leaving him to his deviltry, she let her gaze wanuleer the exotic

bounty before her. Early melons, coconuts, orarmesthree shades
of berries overflowed their baskets. Ordinary pluese considered
a delicacy at Poplar Knoll. She eyed the candigd. fHer mouth

watered, and she tried to remember how long sineel $een given a
choice at mealtime. Had she ever tasted a cocdbié? couldn't

remember, yet she knew the word and recognizeduhelt was a

true memory loss and annoying. Not only would séneehto work at

feigning knowledge of the past, she had to worketnember other
things.

"Are you ignoring me? I've bored you."

So befuddled was she by his easy charm, she lesgigt of the
conversation. "What were we discussing?"

He laughed. "Our appetites."
"Are you mocking me?"

As innocent as a spring lamb, he said, "By asKirygu've made up
your mind what to eat?" He indicated the basketsuif



The vendor thumped an apple, then began polishitmy his apron.
Cameron held up his hand, and the man tosseduite fr

The sound of him biting into the crisp fruit mader stomach growl.
But she couldn't make up her mind. -

Cameron nudged her. He held the apple in his tasthwith his
hands, picked up three coconuts. Leaning down.afige in his
mouth, he spoke to her with his eyes. "Take thdegdphe said
without words.

She reached for it with her hand. He backed awagward."

Emboldened, she moved to him and sank her teeth tim¢
unblemished side of the apple. A teasing lightmmled in his eyes. Or
was it something serious?

After the trouble she'd had with a simple term lidaeble entendre,
how could she be expected to discern anything amplex as his
thoughts?

He winked and let go of the apple. For an instantime she felt
adrift, felt herself waver. Inside she teeteredlmnedge of the very
emotion she wanted from him: love. But without trasd honesty,
affection had no foundation on which to grow.

"A coconut for your thoughts." That said, he betgajuggle the nuts.

She recalled the May Fair where he'd learned tglgudie'd paid a
gypsy to teach him.

"Come, Virginia, what are you thinking?"

"I had it in mind to ask if you were flirting witine."



His hands faltered. The wickedness of their youtdenher say,
"You're bungling the juggle.”

The silliness of the exchange captured them bathilzey giggled as
they had a thousand times. It was the kind of spwdus laughter
that had drawn reprimands from their parents aaldjsy from their
siblings. He caught wayward coconuts, kept one, asked the
vendor for a knife. He pitched the nut into the and with a
downward slash of the machete, whacked the fruitwia. Milk
splattered to the ground.

Waving half of the coconut under her nose, he @anriAre you
thoroughly captivated?"

Her mind silly with the joy of the moment, what éshe say but the
truth? "Yes."

"Then Iwasflirting with you."
"What if | had said no?"
"I would have admitted to no more than conversaiigmying."

Which was exactly what she was doing. Cloaked ptagful mood
the. repartee seemed harmless, but that was dexepitil dangerous.
Much more of his charm and she'd give herself away.

From his money pouch, Cameron paid the vendor. dSime
coconuts, apples, and . . ." He paused, soliciiergpreference.

Her mouth watered. "The melons."

"And the melons—all of them—to my ship, tMaiden Virginia."
Pausing, he glanced down at her. "So named forfairiglower of
Scotland."”



Virginia blushed to her toes. How much sweeter @dlis man get,
and how could she keep up the facade in the fas® ahuch male
charm? An answer escaped her.

The commerce concluded, Cameron accompanied hethdo
bookstore, the chandler, and the smithy, wherepghiehased her
own flint and steel.

At the fishmonger's stall, a commotion broke outchld wailed, a

young boy shouted in alarm. The fishmonger stoat twe children,

his eyes blazing, a terrified kitten clutched is heefy hand. With a
flex of his fingers, he could crush the little cat.

"Off with you ruffians," he yelled at the childreéf¥our mousers ate
yesterday's profit. And this one"— he shook th&ekit—"this one still

bears a cut on its nose from the pinch of one ottraps. Reckon |
could use this one for bait."

"Oh, no, please," the lad begged. "She's the oné/left from the
litter." He opened his hand. "See? We got a perath dor the
others."

The frightened cat began to wail too. The mong&okhthe poor
thing again. "More fool he who pays good coin fongense. It ain't
worth a penny alive."

Virginia dashed forward. "I'll give you a pennyyibu will not hurt
that cat."

He slung the cat. Virginia gasped. Limbs sprawkygks bulging,
claws bared, the poor thing flew through the awand her. Even
before she caught it, Virginia winced. But when tieedlelike claws
sunk into her breast, she yelped.

Cameron cursed and reached for the cat.



"Wait." In a soft voice, she tried to comfort théén. In response, the
terrified bundle of fur crawled up her chest anghg to her shoulder.

Cameron snatched up a herring and shoved it uhdditten's nose.
Hunger won out over fear, and the cat latched thedish. Cameron
put both down. The tiny kitten tried to drag it$ateaway, but the fish
was twice its size.

The lad soothed his sibling until the little girbigted. In dirty,
chubby fingers she held an empty basket.

"You've bought yourself a kitten, Virginia."

"Oh, no." She had only wanted to prevent a cruelthe animal. Pets
were unthinkable. In the spring of her thirteengary she'd gotten
attached to a crippled duckling. The overseer h#ddkit for his
Christmas dinner. This kitten she could save.

Cameron was frowning. To the lad, he said, "Sheasoitom mouser
stock?"

"The best in the tidewater, sir."

"l just so happen to be in need of a ship's cat."”

"She'll make a fine one, sir. Girls make the bestisers."
His sister giggled.

Cameron handed the boy a half crown. At the sighb® coin, the
lad's mouth dropped open.

Pushing the money into the boy's hand, Cameron ‘ddidheed the
basket as well."

"For that much; you can have my sister too."



The girl screwed up her face and yelled.
"I didn't mean it, Hixup."
To bear out her name, the girl was suddenly beskthiccoughs.

Stunned, Virginia watched the exchange of moneygtmds. Then
Cameron pried the kitten from the fish and, doddmaged claws,
shoved it into the basket. Over what could only ¢elled
caterwauling, he fastened the bone latch on thkeliadlap to keep
the animal inside. "Would you care to trade?"

He had said he wouldn't carry her basket. The thdbw thoroughly
male and generous of you."

"Why, thank you."

Smug troll. Parcels switched, they headed backvthethey'd come.

"Why didn't you want the cat?"

What could she say? The truth begged to be spakeihecause that
wasn't an option, she managed a part of it. "l @@ube sure that |

could keep it at Agnes's home."

"You could stay with me in Glasgow."

It was scandalous the way he baited her. "Does &\bke cats?"

His sly grin told her he was aware of her switcltamversation. "If
the cat were yours, she would tolerate it, butudsd the creature—"

"Creature?" She reached for the basket. "I'll hdpack from you."

He held it up, out of her reach. "A trade suitsbeter."



Oh, Lord. What would he ask for? She didn't knowusggh about the
workings of polite society to carry on the jestome with an adult
Cameron. Fortunately, she could tell the truth alleat. "I will not
go down a path of intimacy with you."

"Then name the path you will travel with me."
"Friendship."

She might have told him she'd inherited the Britsks so broadly
did he smile. "Splendid." He slipped the handléhefbasket over her
arm and took the parcel containing her personaistef clothing and
violet-scented soap. He looked at ease, as if tenafarried the
intimate clothing of ladies. But that was unfaiorFa promise of
cordiality from her, he'd given her a kitten, ame svas too excited
about having a pet of her own to argue.

The sound of her father's voice calling her nanop=td her. She
looked at Cameron, and his expression turned sto&ing followed
the line of his vision and saw Papa coming towhaedt, his strides
long and angry. Beside him, MacAdoo hurried to kpage.

"Why is he angry, Cameron?"

"Because he's overprotective. He's the chieftaihigfclan. He's a
duke to the English."” He shook his head and expellereath. "Shall
| go on?"

Not even when she'd used his best sporran to gltigsr for her pet
lizard had her father shown such anger.

"He'll not be angry with you. | should have toldrhihat | was taking
you shopping."



No. Cameron had always borne the brunt of Pap&lsrés, no matter
iIf Virginia had played a part, which was often tdase. She'd been toc
young and selfish to stand up for herself. Not muoye.

Before he could unleash his fury on Cameron, Viggyistepped
between them. Smiling brightly, she held up the&kbasLook, Papa,
Cameron bought me a kitten. What should | name*her?

Only slightly distracted, he didn't answer but gthat Cameron, who
was almost a head taller.

"Papa, you cannot be angry because Cameron toahaopping. He
offered to carry my purchases . .. even the lathiegs."

The bundle fell to the grass. Handing Cameron taské&t, she
scooped up the parcel and took her father's hafety'generous of
him, wouldn't you say?" Her father said nothingai&ing back at
Cameron, she gave him a wink. "Oh, goodness, Pépe.
embarrassed him."

Cameron chuckled as she led her father away, eusdbnd held as
much humor as her father's expression.

"Doubtless you've embarrassed him, lassie," hdrefasaid with
overdone sarcasm. "Everyone knows Cunningham'saaggr to a
lady's toilette."

Feeling out of her depth, she chided herself foabhing the subject
in mixed company. "Where are we going?"

"Back to the inn, where you'll stay unless a famiyember
accompanies you."

But Cameron was "family" to her; he had always bée&le're
friends, Papa.”



" "Twill go no farther than that, | assure you,ilwe're home."

Part of her thrived on his attention, but she'dchb@®her own for too
long. For ten years she'd sought permission fonbst basic of life's
needs. With freedom came volition, and she interidexkercise her
own. Yet she owed her father an explanation.

"Papa, | have never been to Norfolk. | hadn't teans to—"

"Bloody hell!" He faltered, and when he looked a&ir,hhis eyes
gleamed regret. But not pity, thank heavens. ‘tidjdtten, lassie. |
did not think about that. Still, you cannot traipabout with
Cunningham."

Loyalty, ingrained and practiced in her youth, aurger on. "Because
you are a duke, | cannot have a friend?"

"Because he is a rogue."
She couldn't help but laugh. "Everyone says theesaimout you."
"Tis different."

He didn't squirm well, but the exchange was so arak she couldn't
let the subject die. "How is it different?"

“I'm not bound to answer you."
"But you will."

As if the words were pulled from him, he said, §@ifferent because
you are my daughter."

"You gave Agnes to Edward Napier without a fight."

"Agnes knows what she wants."



"How do you know that | don't?"

‘There's the root of it, isn't it, lassie?" He bayen on her, and she
had the distinct impression that he was angry iatdranore than not
telling him she'd gone off with Cameron. But thaaswidiculous;
Papa couldn't know that her memory was intact. Alnnatact.

Placating him seemed wise. "Forgive me. | shan'togb again
without telling you."

"Good, becausé'm trusting Cunningham to take you to Glasgov
Agnes will accompany you—"

"You're not coming with us?"

"No." He stopped at the tanner's stall and madew ®f examining
the hides on display. "Napier and | own a factorf3oston."

His gruffness surprised her. Did he feel guilty efseeing to his own
affairs? He'd come a long way to find her, and he\ter been one to
shirk his responsibilities. The disappointmentaddbitter, but she'd
shouldered worse. She had years to enjoy his coympam that she'd
been given back her life. Struggling to sound chrpshe said,
"Everyone in America knows of Edward Napier. Higlisig fan
motor revolutionized the tobacco industry."

Again, he paused. "You sound like Sarah."

This gentle tone was the one she remembered. Swgmig would
see the sister who had taught her to count and teidown with
Lottie, Agnes, and Mary. The prospect brought téatser eyes.

"What's amiss, lass? Would you rather come to B@sto

"No. Yes. | don't know." She had assumed they'dretilirn to
Scotland together.



"You sail with Cameron and Agnes. Your mother amdlll be there
before you can put names to all of the nevP faces."

Uncertain of how to proceed, she shifted the buritiéhen do you
sail?"

"On the morning tide. Same as you."
"Cameron said nothing about leaving tomorrow."
"Oh, well, it must have slipped his mind. Have yoare errands?"

She didn't believe him, and now he'd changed thgst Or perhaps
Cameron followed her father's orders. No, she coujrcture that.

"I've arranged for a private dining room. Your math meeting with
the cook."

"Does Mama know we're leaving tomorrow?" She hauettioned
it earlier.

"Aye, that's why we want you there."
All she could think to say was, "I'll miss you."

He draped an arm over her shoulder. "By harvest, n@u'll be
calling me overbearing."

It will come a little at a time. She took that pjedto heart. By
harvesttime, she'd have told him the truth and eddns forgiveness.
They'd be on even footing, as they had in her bbibdi. Now she
must hold back and play the role of stranger.

"I hope | shan't give you reason to bear down onlrhepe to make
you proud.”



"You will, lass, when the time is right.”
She had the oddest notion that he knew the truth.

She changed her mind during the evening meal.



Chapter 9

Over a feast of cloved ham and cabbages, stearabchod creamy
oyster stew, the family laughed and shared eackr'sttollies.
Nestled around a plank oak table in a private dimoom, the table
set with ironed linens and Irish crystal, Virgirsat beside Cameron
and listened to story after story.

Agnes revealed that Cameron had gotten so drurkamon he'd
boarded a ship bound for San Francisco. With thedfaor's guard
for escort, she had rescued Cameron before th@anes weighed.

After losing a year-long battle with the collegiaims Edinburgh,
Sarah was sponsoring an orphaned lad at Glasgovetdity.

Against great opposition, Lottie managed to geaadverian to visit
Tain.

In London, Mary had marked the occasion of Camsrfather's first
day in the House of Commons. In cartoon she pidt8ie Myles

Cunningham dressed in an elegant suit of blacketehte stood in
the hallowed chamber surrounded by Englishmen wegddlts and

sporrans. The absurdity of English nobility hongrie tartans of
Scotland brought new scandal to Mary. The tellihthe story kept
Virginia and her family laughing through dessert.

Surrounded by the warmth of family, Virginia feltmeasure of
redemption for the lonely nights she'd spent hudldie a prickly
pallet. That girl and the events that had shapedifeeseemed a far
cry from the happy woman included in this cozy gathg. The
goblet felt heavy in her hand. The hashes meltechemtongue.
Cameron had complimented her more than once: Hesdras his
favorite shade of pink, and she smelled of thetipsttof flowers.
He'd laughed charmingly at her recollection of Gah&rnold and
the ill-fated poplars of Poplar Knoll.



Before making a third toast to Virginia's recovdmgy father called
for more wine. When the glasses were again fulgheered Quinten
Brown. "To the pilot who steered us to Virginia."

Cameron cleared his throat in a sound—a signal—+ i@inia
remembered from their youth. She looked up. Thepasemet. He
winked and, behind his napkin, murmured, "Next|h@éast the
carpenter who crafted the ship's wheel."

Virginia struggled to hold back her laughter.

"Cunningham," her father called out. "Are you expddn London,
lad?"

Cameron tensed, a crab claw in his hand. Agnedviamda shared a
meaningful glance, then watched him. Virginia gawezled.

Cameron took his time chewing. More time passdtegsit down the
pincher and wiped his hands and mouth. Finallys&d, "I won't
know that until | arrive in Glasgow. | hope youiptto Boston is
enlightening."

Papa shrugged, but the careless gesture seemegdrapagte,
considering Cameron's reaction. "Feel free to gtodoondon after
you've gotten Virginia and Agnes to Napier. Susgyr affairs there
need attention."

With only a trace of jollity, Cameron said, "Youncet think I'll
leave Glasgow without hearing what you encount&aston? 'Tis a
grand town."

Into the tense moment, Mama said, "I'm told theyeha theatrical
company that performs an Indian play. | should tiksee it."

Although Cameron said nothing, Virginia knew he dbtu to
compose himself. Why? Was it Papa's authoritatowge tor his



possessiveness toward her? She didn't know, hustieedidn't know
what events had transpired between them duringibeznce. In her
last year in Scotland, Papa had often separatede@amand
Virginia.

"Would you care for more pie?" Cameron asked her.

At the simple request, a polite grouping of wordde Badn't heard in
years, Virginia's heart took flight. She'd comeotigh these difficult
days, and very soon she'd reclaim her place in @arisife. They'd
share a jolly laugh over her faked memory loss.."Noouldn't eat
another bite and still be able to breathe in thiset."

Agnes froze, a fork laden with sorrel hash halfvwayher mouth.
Mama's hand tensed on her goblet. Papa staredeasttlifed
pheasants that hung from the ceiling.

Virginia despaired at her conversational errorpea® she wished the
words back. How could she be so careless as tausdisber
undergarments at table? She knew better. She'dengaibo
comfortable with them. Too much laughing, too maales told in
good spirit, too much of the rich, fruity wine.

Only Cameron was unmoved by her mad manners. Butown his
glass, he whispered, "You'll need help gettingaduhose laces.” His
gaze darted to her breasts.

He might have said, "That's a nice dress," so t¢tasas his tone.
Certainly nothing in the cadence or pitch of higceosuggested
anything vulgar. She burst out laughing.

Papa cleared his throat. Cameron grew distant.

Had she hurt his feelings? Surely not, for the beidark warranted a
slap to his handsome face. Unless she, by speakirigankly, had



encouraged him. Was that the case here? She kit "A shilling
for your thoughts," she asked him.

He lifted the wineglass to his lips. A dimple ap@ehin his cheek,
and his eyes danced with mischief. "What I'm thmagkis worth more
than a shilling."”

She wanted to know, but another intimacy with hirthviner family
looking on was more than she dared. Later, wherd sstepped
wrecking conversations and bringing shame on thignstee'd trade
quips and clever rejoinders. Now she used the mthshielded it in
a double entendre. "Perhaps a shilling's worthl iscan afford just
now."

He knew what she was saying, for his eyes narrowad. an
inducement, I'd be prepared to give you three gscfes free."

He'd always been tenacious when he wanted some-tBaigg the
object of his determination flattered and frightér®er. For both
reasons, she chose caution. "And if | don't guaghe third try?"

"Il have to start charging you."

Virginia strove for composure when she wanted 83 tihe contents
of her glass in his face. He wouldn't look so smuth red wine
dripping down his chin and staining his perfecigdtsilk neck cloth.

"He's a martinet," Mama said, but she was chuckling

Agnes tried to engage Papa in a discussion abopteN& new
engine, but he only half listened.

"Oh, very well. I'll give you a hint." Cameron leathclose and said,
"l wasn'tthinking about spitting in your hand."



When she was completely aghast, Cameron congredulamself
and said to the table, "I was thinking that theHrMacKenzies in
Boston are in for a surprise."

Virginia relaxed beside him. Agnes gave up hemapteto distract
Lachlan, who laughed and said, "The MacKenziesast@n are Irish
and will do as they may."

"Of course they will, my love," said his duchessp long as you're
buying them whiskey."

His thrifty nature came to the fore. "I'll not beggis with coin spent
in taverns."

"I know." She patted his arm, but devilment glimegin her eyes.
"Where did your kin go wrong, my lord? Why did somkethem
move to Ireland?"

He smiled affably. "My ancestors scared them off."

Agnes shook her head in mock pity. "There's somgtta-be said for
being half Campbell."

Her father pointed a finger at her. "Nothing a figlly can stomach.”

Cameron congratulated himself. Theirs was a fasuifed to gaiety,
but he'd noticed a reserve tonight in the duke dunchess and not
because of anything that had occurred between @amand
Virginia. Her parents were hesitant because the&wkaf Virginia's
pretense.

Virginia. Back with them again. With Cameron. Jpyraled through
him, and for the tenth time he wondered if he wlrBaming that she
was here.



Sitting beside her, he caught an occasional wHif¥iolets. She'd
washed her hair and donned a dress he hadn't séam.bOf pink

satin, with bows at the shoulders and lace at go&,rthe gown was
well cared for, but years out of fashion. He'd likesee her in a rich
green velvet with a daring decolletage. He imagitieel dress
trimmed in creamy lace to compliment her lovely pbemion. To

accent her shiny auburn hair, he pictured a golEhdraping her
narrow waist. A golden sporran, of filigree, studdeith emeralds
and complete with tiny tassels, should hang frarthan, drawing his
attention to her femininity.

At times during the evening he could think of &télse save having
her. She must have sensed him watching her; gbd lier chin and
tipped her head in a way that drew his eye to legramt profile, and
when she rested her hand on his arm, a lightnded fiis soul.
Feminine to the tiny auburn curls at her templee;dsalways had her
mother's grace and her father's command of atteniible best
gualities of both of them, Lachlan liked to sayntéson had to agree.

Turning a little more, she gave him a shy smileoking into her
eyes, he felt as if he were peering through a kieyimoa door of her
own locking. The Virginia he knew lay behind thabd, the Virginia
who made no pretense and told no lies. Would sheadéhe
remembered, or had the years hardened her? Hadbifed them of
their destiny or merely postponed it?

The latter, he hoped.

"Have | cobwebs in my hair?" she asked. "Or arelgoking for new
ways to bedevil me?"

At her spunky questions, her family laughed. "Thaty scrapping
lassie," boasted her father.



Cameron shined up his charm. "In answer to botjioof queries,
definitely not. You look lovely."

She thought of a stinging retort, her eyes told oy but she
demurred and thanked him.

Lady Juliet said, "Virginia plans to make the aagtance of Horace
Redding when she gets to Glasgow."

"Redding?" Lachlan looked from his wife to Virginia

"The revolutionary scholar," Cameron supplied, @péting a battle
even as he said it.

Her father slammed down his glass. "Troublemakerldst his last
audience when the colonies prevailed. So he bradughangry pride
to Scotland. Heed me well. Sheriff Jenkins will lde#h him."

Agnes scoffed. "With more success than the goodfshas had in
the past, one can hope. Jenkins couldn't keep ondar monk's
colony."

Lachlan pointed at Virginia. "You stay away fromrdoe Redding."

Cameron hoped she'd protest, same as Lachlan's ddoughters
would have balked. But Virginidooked puzzled. She turned to
Cameron. "Scotland has forsaken self-rule?"

A very interesting question from a woman who caubd remember
her heritage. But she had mentioned reading thepeper. "Nay."

As if they'd forgotten something basic, she saitat is Redding's
philosophy, self-rule."

"True, but it matters not, for your father has madenewhat of an
enemy of Redding."



"Oh." She took a long sip of wine. "I'm sorry toahnethat. |
thought—"

"Don't be getting your temper up over it, lass.'t f&her's placating
tone took the sting out of the words. Or was Viigiso encumbered
by the facade that she wouldn't stand up for h&rsel

Cameron detected no anger in her. Following aolifglcompulsion
to help her, he addressed her father. "Your grstoeyldn't we hear
what Virginia has to say? You interrupted her."

Lachlan scowled, a reaction he would have condenmethers, but
his heart and his pride were engaged.

"Cameron's right,” Juliet said, giving Virginia amige of
encouragement. "Finish what you were going to deg."

Virginia pressed her napkin to her lips and spdonhg time folding
the cloth. "I'm not angry. I'm just disappointed.”

That honesty captured her father's attention. "Vidsg?"

"For two reasons, Papa." She faced him squarelyst,;Because |
didn't expect to disobey you so soon. Second, lsechhad hoped
you'd understand my side of it." To everyone attéitde, she said, "
haven't lived in Scotland in ten years, and mogheftime I'm not
sure | lived there at all."

Cameron held his breath. Lachlan knew she was |yand he was
angry over her patronage of Redding. Combined ethlnisgs might
be enough to make Lachlan forget himself and chgéeher.
Hopefully not, for they had years to learn the va@hind Virginia's
lies.

Lachlan picked up the goblet and waved it to tinetat large. In his
legendary, good-natured way, he said, "That Warshick poet



would have us believe that the pen is mightier ttnsword." He
rested an elbow on the table, and as if revealimgrdidence, his
voice dropped. "But not in any battle that | knof/ o

Agnes laughed, and her humor acted as a sparkdathers, except
Lady Juliet, who tried to hide a yawn.

"Find our bed, love," Lachlan said. "I'll just hamewee stroll with
Cameron and then join you."

She kissed his cheek. "Come, Agnes and Virginia."

The women moved to rise. Cameron got to his fedtprled out
Virginia's chair. "Shall | have a maid awaken you?"

"No, I'm an early riser."

As she followed her mother and Agnes down the Ha&dimeron
remembered what Lachlan had said about not haliegaurage to
find out if Virginia answered to another name. €&gttit, he called
out, "Duchess."

Both Virginia and Juliet turned.
"Yes?" said the duchess of Ross.
Virginia bowed her head and examined her hands.

Behind Cameron, the duke spat a curse and whispdBéeks the
saints, they robbed her of her name."

With heartfelt regret, Cameron knew the cooper hdieal.

"Did you want something?" the titled duchess asked.



"Just to say good night, your grace," Cameron saidd have a safe
journey to Boston."

"Thank you, lad. Take good care of our Virginia."

He willed Virginia to look up. To his relief, shedd and when their
eyes met, he said, "l shall." Tonight he intendaeskt the tone for the
voyage home. Once she arrived in Glasgow and theK®tazies
descended on her, she'd need Cameron; she just khdw it yet.
But he wouldn't be a pawn; he'd be her over. Heldvduhold her
hand, not without her heart and her soul.

As soon as he'd conferred with her father, Camertemded to delve
deeper into Virginia MacKenzie, but he'd have tsitvihe kitchen
first.

Virginia dabbed witch hazel on the scratches titerkinad inflicted
earlier in the day. Mama always :raveled with astloé medicinals.
When the time presented itself, Virginia would aocgther own.
She'd have a fine chest made. She'd purchase Eadsiyrom's book
as a guide to growing and concoctingr own medicinais. One day
she'd pass the chest to her own daughter.

Alone in the confines of her room at the inn, Mnigi dropped the
facade. No lies here. Just her, free and hapmerahyone had a right
to be, especially a child torn from those she loved

She thought of Saffronia again, the woman who haengVirginia
her first wad of rags for her woman's time. In @pttion of her next
menses, she'd acquired new cloths today. Pickingenprush, she
couldn't resist grooming her hair again. The finistles tickled her
scalp and brought a shine to her hair.



Her brush. Her dresses. Her comb and mirror. Wpppdissessions,
but they were hers and stood as tangible proofsimatcould get her
life back. Her heart grew light, and she thouglet stight fly around
the room, touching every item she possessed.

Instead, she buttoned her nightgown, gave thenkitgood-night pat,
and went to the window. Her room faced a darkerieg,aut if she
laid her cheek against the glass, she could seataacn the next
street over. Freeing the latch, she opened theominaind leaned
outside. The air smelled of the sea and the ang,she could hear the
voices of drunken men and sultry women.

A weight pressed in on her, and she slumped bengdthr hands

clutching the edges of the window frame. She kndvatviroubled

her. She had foolishly thought that her problemsld/@nd once she
left the plantation, but with sad acceptance, siaerstood that she
hadn't come alone to Norfolk; loneliness had tregtebith her.

Tears filled her eyes, and she had to bite hetolipold back a sob.
She'd been a strong child. When last her family $eeh her, she'd
been decisive. Because of her lie, she must keegelh@apart from

them.

Closing the window, she climbed into bed. She hesd fluffed her
pillow for the tenth time when a knock soundedte toor. She
grabbed her tartan shawl, lit the candle on th& dgshe door, and
went to see who was there.

Cameron stood on the threshold, a pail and sancene hand and
two tankards in the other. His expression sharpet¥al've been
crying."

"I couldn't sleep," was the best excuse she caurd of. "What have
you there?"



His mood brightened, and he clicked his heels tagein military
fashion. "Lemonade for us and milk for Hixup."

He'd exchanged his formal evening clothes fordmsh kilt. He wore
the same shirt and silk neckcloth; the latter wdsperfectly tied.

Dressedcasually, he looked different and yet the same. (himg

was certain; he didn't look the least bit sleepy.

All she could think to say was, "Hixup?"

"The kitten. 'Tis a better name for a ship's cantiMermaid or
Balthezar."

"Ship's cat? | thought you gave her to me."
"Then we should discuss it. May | come in?"

Again she was captured by the sound of good manBefsre she
remembered propriety, he shoved the mugs into laads and
walked straight to the basket where the kittentslep

As if he were talking to an old friend, he chattedthe little cat,
picked her up, and held her nose over the pail. mibe/ling kitten
tried to dive into the milk.

"Whoa!" He separated the two. "I'll need some hmdpe, Virginia."
He pressed the cat to his chest. The wiry, hungimyal scurried up
his shoulder and down his arm to get back to tHk. m¥ith no hint
that he'd been hurt by those needlelike claws,dm SClose the
door, so we don't lose her."

Virginia did as he asked, then took the pail angteafrom him.

He sat on the floor. She sat beside him and potirednilk. The
instant Cameron put the cat down, it raced to #uear and began to
drink.



"You bathed the cat."

"She stank of fish. | couldn't keep her here smgllike that."
She'd always taken responsibility for her pets.

"Have you news for me?" she asked.

"l thought you might be worried or frightened abth# voyage."

Any reservations she had about returning to Scotteed beside the
knowledge that she'd welcomed him into her bedrdgumit was too
late for regrets. She'd let him stay for a few n#sythen she'd ask
him to leave. "What should | be worried about?" Tder she'd keep
to herself, for it mingled with the loneliness.

He handed her a mug and drank deeply from his Owe'll be at sea
for weeks, and there's little privacy."

Life in bondage had prepared her for that. "I'lfine."

"Unlike your sister Mary, you've never sufferednirgeasickness. In
case you were wondering."

A woman with little memory should have considerteel &spects of a
long voyage. "I hadn't thought of that." To covke tmistake, she
drank the sweetened juice.

"No?" He scratched the kitten behind the ears. "Milase you been
thinking of?"

Of how dear he is to me, she wanted to say. Of pmgious was
every moment spent in his company. Hope for tharéukept her
silent about her feelings for him, but she coulde%ist scooting
closer. "I was wondering what you and Papa talkemlie—on your
walk?"



As if he were merely tossing out words, he saidhée'Voyages, the
port of Boston ... the mundane."”

Following his lead, she kept her tone light. "Heswartainly insistent
about you going on to London. Were you botherethhy?"

"Was | bothered?" He shook his head. "Nay."

Niceties forgotten, she huffed and sent him a labk with tried
patience. "Liar."

Light from the single candle illuminated only heffhis face, but his
gaze was steady, probing. "Because he wants toykeepway from
me. He wants to rule your life."

Now they were getting somewhere. "Then why is hagyto Boston
and sending me to Glasgow with you?"

The vulnerability of the words clashed with thanrdcy glowing in
his eyes. His interested gaze wandered over henttaich was only
a little longer than his.

Her pulse raced and her thoughts drifted to theardiu.
They were both beset with a passion neither coojeétio deny.
He couldn't resist touching her, she couldn't dany.

The cat meowed, breaking the spell. Virginia adahede milk to the
saucer. "We were discussing my father."

Cameron reached for her. "Let's not."

She leaned back. "Let's do."



He dropped his hand. A slight hesitation precedsarag. The end of
his tartan, a rectangle of cloth wrapped and beltéuls waist, slipped
from his shoulder. "You said you wanted to go taggbw rather than
to Tain."

He danced around the question, but she was detedndinhave an
answer. "If he's so determined to rule my life, wdiye in to my
wishes?"

"He's no ogre, and if you recall, he told me tesgaight to London."
"Do you have important business matters there?"
"Didn't | mention that my father sits in the Comre@h

If he could be obtuse, she could be coy. "Oh? Hiasg changed the
session dates?"

"How would you know if they had?"
She prayed for patience. "RememberWnginia Gazette?"

"Of course." On a self-deprecating laugh, he patted hand.
"Forgive me."

His winning ways had probably gained him absolution much
greater blunders. She'd drop the matter of hisnlessi interests in
London for now, but a long voyage awaited, anddshave plenty of
time to question him. She chose a more immediatgesu "I
wondered how | should dress aboard ship."

Quietly, his attention on the kitten, he said, "pal?"

He sounded so very interested, and it pleasedreatlg She could
wait and ask Agnes in the morning, but Cameron nexe and he



obviously wanted to chat. She touched his tartarei@m knee. "Yes.
Will | be comfortable in my fancy dresses?"

His gaze slid to her hand. "You have always be&as¢ with me, no
matter the circumstances." Her palm grew damp a&d Hand
trembled, but she could not take it away. "But twsv@er your
guestion about what to wear, you will be more catatae in modest
clothing, or if you're game, you could wear seasiareeches."

She'd shamed Agnes and her family at the table bathbehavior;
Virginia had no intention of doing it again. "Whaill Agnes wear?"

"Lottie created a feminine version of seaman'sgahte wiggled his
brows. "Very revolutionary."

"Sounds perfect for me. | know all about revoluion
He chuckled. "Aye, you do."

Like a new bridge spanning a river of time, the pamionable
moment soothed and inspired her to say, "But Agnhasich smaller
than | am. | shan't be able to wear her revolutypmardrobe."

“I'll find you something comfortable."
Her recently acquired independence asserted itsdldve money."

He looked up and gave her a bland smile. "Moneynfrgour
mother?"

She moved her hand. "From my wages."

"You won't need to spend it on seaman's breechdsep an
assortment of garments in the purser's closetI@aed your sewing
kit."



He went back to stroking the kitten. As she hadnamy occasions
since his arrival, Virginia watched him but felttaehed from the
scene, as if she were dreaming that she and Car@armmngham sat
cross-legged on the floor discussing everyday ghing

Again, he looked up. "That's an interesting smile."
She flushed, feeling like a window peeper who'dnbdiscovered.

"Give me your hands." When she did, he curledihgefrs into hers.
"Promise me something, Virginia."

At the gentleness in his tone, she grew wary. "h'dthink we
should—"

"Just hear me out." He squeezed her hands anddiglsaid, "If you
are ever afraid, swear that you'll call out for'me.

Her throat grew thick with love for him, and wondsuldn't come.

"Il be there to help you." Leaning close, he pegkhis cheek to hers.
His breath was warm against her ear, and he smeflesh exotic
spice she couldn't name. "If bad memories or fagimg times from
your past come back to you, promise you'll tell We'll face them
together."

A sob broke through. He embraced her, lifted hed, set her on his
lap. Without the cumbersome corset and heavy dsasdelt the heat
and strength of him through the cotton nightgown.

"You don't yet realize," he went on, "how complgtgbu can trust
me. Sharing all things... pain, joy, pride at a\yoddl done, was ever
our way."

This man was her Cam, and nothing would do bueéb fis lips on
hers again. At the first touch of his mouth on hbes head spun and



she grew breathless. Yet she couldn't get enougimgfcouldn't get
close enough, couldn't quench the thirst of a decguknt without
him.

She couldn't tell him the truth, not in words, hat body couldn't lie.
Comfort came with that understanding, and she dezpthe kiss, the
way he'd taught her, the way they had always plandadn't he said
that she talked too much? Yes, and if she couldsagtwhat was in
her heart, she could show him.

Her decision pleased him, for he growled low in Ibidly, and the
sound vibrated against her, setting off a hollolveageep inside. Her
hands shaped his head, then brushed his ears srahdeks. The
slight stubble she found there tickled her palmsspired, she
threaded her fingers through his hair. The ribltienat his nape
slipped free, sending his hair cascading to hisilsleos.

With an insistence and power that promised an eritet yearning,
he brought her to the edge of a swoon. He trailedek over her
cheek, down her neck and lower. How had her gowcorne

unbuttoned? When his warm breath touched her begakhis lips
closed over her nipple, she didn't care how hetegahere; she only
prayed that he would not stop. At his gentle sugklishe couldn't
hold back a moan.

He moved to her other breast and lavished it, sagklicking, and
priming her for what she did not know.

Contentment settled like a blanket over her, bihhe happiness
came a new need, a yearning to crawl inside hig bad curl up for a
lifetime. She felt real desire, not the breathlessantic urgings of
her youth, but the deep, sensual longing of a woimaher man.

The drag of his palm against her inner thigh felavenly, and her
knees trembled, but when he touched her intimasgtlg, froze. Old



horrors rose to meet her. She squeezed her legthygo force him
out. "No. Don't touch me there."

He withdrew his hand, and his mouth left her bre@stderly, he
cradled her against his chest and rocked her.stmy, Virginia."

He'd gotten it wrong. The fault lay with her and ttegradation she'd
endured. If unburdening herself would better tr@icumstances,
she'd trip on the words to tell him. Only Merriwieat had known the
extent of Virginia's suffering, and it had takemakt two years for
the pity to leave his eyes. But no civil man, lezstll a lover, could

countenance the perversions of her life at PoplanllK

Still, she owed him some gentling words. "I'm tarbk, not you."
"Has someone hurt you? A man?"

He thought the greatest harm to a woman must coomethe male of
the species. He was wrong. Women could be heattegeir own

kind; Virginia had learned that lesson firsthant aXime when men
ruled the world, women should help each other, thleguld be
mentoring sisters, doting aunts, and loving motherxg twisted

villains eager to mete out the cruelest blows. &haulnerability of

the weaker sex should be a catalyst for trust amdh not a license
to hurt and betray. But there it was.

"Don't be afraid, Virginia. Tell me about it."

"It's vague. I'm not sure." Nor did she want tonkhiabout past
betrayals.

"You probably don't recall this, but years ago, le/wve were riding,
my horse pitched me into a bramble patch. You duilferns from
my bottom for hours. | never once worried that gdall anyone how
often | yelped in pain."



She had cried along with him that day. He'd strpp# his breeches,
giving her her first look at a naked male. Her yoamd the crisis they
faced had given great innocence to the event. ligaretwas nothing
innocent about the way his hands roamed over her.

"You were always my true heart," he whispered.

At the< betrothal ceremony, as he'd slipped thg onto her finger,
he'd teasingly said, "No more swooning over otleaus. You are my
true heart, and I'm the man for you. The only man."

Not until his arrival in Virginia had she receividr first kiss, for the

peck on the cheek he'd given her years ago haodiyted. She hadn't
Imagined passion, certainly not the churning atia¢ $pread to her
loins and melted her resolve.

"What pleasantry occupies you?" he asked.
"l was thinking that resolve is much overrated,"'no?

His eyes gleamed with happiness. "Especially 'tweenand I. And
that frown on your brow must go." He kissed herg¢héhen studied
his handiwork. "That's better."

In the next kiss, he made chaste work of what leack dbefore. She
felt caught up, drawn out, by his loving. The sg#nof his embrace
and the absolute serenity he inspired made herteahout out loud,
but other more physical needs beckoned.

Following his lead, she let her hands roam his tcaed arms, and
when her fingers again slipped into his hair, heedaher back onto
the hearth rug. With a slight jerk, he untied heskcloth. The ends of
the silk trailed over her. "Unbutton my shirt."

Captured by his dreamy gaze, she lifted her ards#oped the pearl
buttons free.



"Touch me."

A mat of downy hair fanned his chest and cushiadhedoads of her
fingers. But beneath the softness lay musclesftant the strain of
holding himself above her.

"Come here," she heard herself say.

He lay full upon her, their loins nestled. Agaihst leg, she felt his
desire, insistent and boldly male. As she lay bmieian, a decade of
failed hopes and tarnished dreams vanished likstdre at dawn.

A volley of sensations exploded in her mind, ancewlmer hands
circled his neck and discovered the drumbeat of philse, the
rhythmic pounding found an echo in her woman's .cdeetilted his
head to the side, opened his mouth on hers, arghseuatry. She let
him in, and the gentle stabbing of his tongue nedcberfectly the
thrusting motion of his hips.

Desire rang in her ears and thrummed in her bEky.hands curled
into fists.

"Ouch!"

She'd pulled the hair on his chest. At the dreasok In his eyes, she
said, "Have | hurt you?"

His smile was shy, knowing, and he lifted his broWées, and |
know just the treatment. Come with me."

He got to his feet and held out his hand. Sheifetdull her up.
"Close your eyes."

She did. Then he was kissing her again, only psstibuching her. He
seemed so restrained, so in control, while sheregton the edge of



something fine. Eager to discover it, she slid toegue against his
and kissed a groan from him.

She heard the rustle of clothing, the slip-sliddisfleather belt, and
as his tongue twined with hers in a daring, serndaiate, she swayed.
Seeking balance, she reached for him, and her haredswarm,
naked skin. Rather than shock, the discovery iadpirer, and she
traced the breadth of his shoulders and the stiesfdtis arms. Cool
air touched her knees, her thighs, and he brok&ifisdong enough
to pull off her gown. Then he enveloped her, th@dies touching
from lips to toes and a hundred more interestiagqs in between.

The hair on his chest tantalized her nipples, dedléngth of his
desire rested hot and heavy on her belly. Shelésitp and empty for
him, but he knew that, for he sent his hands rogrhier back and
lower, cupping her bottom and pulling her closehéW he undulated
against her, she went languid inside.

He scooped her up and with an ease that contraktegly with her
own sense of urgency, he strolled to the bed.

"Turn back the covers."

Lowering her, he waited until she'd moved the bé&ipthen he laid
her down and followed, his loins finding hers. "&al your legs."

Images of the doctor and the cold marble table cemmmaind. She
cringed and said the word she'd been forbiddentter at Poplar
Knoll. "No."

"No? | thought you wanted me."

The burr in his voice had a soothing effect, betrtfemories were too
much a part of her. "l won't be forced."

"Forced? It's me, Cameron."



He kissed her again and murmured lovers' phraseScuottish.
Hearing the romantic endearments in the languagéeofyouth
banished all thoughts except those of him.

"Open for me."

Had he asked, she would have stood on her heatksperate was
she to have him. Then he was pushing inside hessprg her into the
feather mattress, and she wanted to cry for thergbe of it. But he
was moving too slowly, so she lifted her hips torjpaheir joining.

A searing pain stopped her.

He pulled back. "Easy, love."

Virginia held her breath, and the pain ebbed. "Véhatong?"
"Tis your maidenhead."

She'd been so caught up in the passion, so desgerdtis loving,
she'd forgotten about her innocence. That in itsetfiuld have been
the first step toward healing old wounds. Hopingvds so, she
whispered, "Please don't stop, Cam. | want to Oeofiit." Truer
words had never passed her lips.

"Very well." Clutching her hips to hold her stiie pushed forward,
and before she could draw breath, he broke thrtuegtbarrier. Even
muffled against his shoulder, her groan of discatrdounded very
loud.

" “Twill pass, love, and never come again. | swean my soul."

Filled with him, she held on tight and waited. e interim, he kissed
her deeply, rekindling her desire until she wasrabeeathless with
yearning. He moved again, and from that momenhemnook her on a



blissful ride to a destination so glorious she weaak with the joy of
it. An instant later, her passion burst in a seofeiny explosions.

In the aftermath, she learned the true meaning ugheria, a
satisfaction that permeated even the darkest coofdrer soul. But
when Cameron tensed above her, then joined théyoiué last time,
she felt his release, felt him touch her womb, tidam moan in
pleasure. Or was it exhaustion? His chest heavedh@n breath
rasped against her ear.

"Are you all right?"

She'd never be the same, and for that gift, shmetband kissed his
cheek. "Yes, I'm—divine."

He chuckled, rolled to his back, and drew her t® thest. Still
breathing raggedly, he hugged her tight. "Good) fdmost botched
it."

"Why would you say that?"

He didn't want to answer; she could feel his hesitabut now was
not the time for lies. "The truth, Cam. Tell me thgh."

As if the words were dragged from him, he said, UYsaid you
wouldn't be forced. | thought you had been rapecad wrong."

A reasonable deduction from a man who'd thoughtigbeen raped
but then breached her maidenhead. "No." Comparimgt Wwad been
done to her to the passion they'd just sharedik@asilatching pigs to
patriots.

"Curse me," he hissed. "l should have known bétter.

Completely puzzled, she strained to look up at Hilkmown better
than what?"



With a self-mocking laugh, he pulled her back. tiscuss rape at a
moment like this."

"My hunch is you were glad | wasn't taken againgtwiil."

"That would be foolish, for yowere takeragainst your will. Never
would you have run away from Scotland or me."

Like a cold wind, guilt swept through her. But shest think of him,
of his pride. "I'm back now, and that's all thattt®es."

"What of justice for those who wronged you?"

She knew of whom he spoke, but there was plentjashe to pass
around, beginning with a cocky ten- year-old girl.

"Virginia?"

Caught off guard by the yearning in his voice, sael, "Who is to
say he is still alive?"

llHe?ll

She'd erred, but the circumstances didn't lentf itseleverness. "Or
they."

"More than one person abducted you?"

Like standing too close to a fire, she felt thenbof shame. The
coward in her urged her to pretend sleep, but anyaas all of the
deceit she could manage. The moment was slippiray,aand she
fought to -old on to the intimacy a little longer.

A light rapping sounded at the door. The latchkeat Her mother
stepped inside, an artist's tablet in her hantfrek look of surprise
on her face.



Virginia struggled between embarrassment and seiflemnation.
Mama was dressed as she had always been when releetadell
Virginia good night. Wearing a belted night robey braided hair
draping her shoulder, she held the door open amdetk into the
room. "I'll just put Mary's sketches of the fantilgre." As she slid the
tablet onto the desk, she sent Cameron a look wiéh
disappointment. Virginia, she did not look at.

Then she was gone, and with her, she took the nets10&joy. Next
came a lengthy pause filled with only the sountrefiths exhaled in
relief and hearts pounding in surprise.

Tormented, Virginia shrank away from Cameron.

"Nay." He pulled her back. "You mustn't be ashamédvhat has
gone between us. We've done nothing wrong."

But she had. With only a little imagination, shetpred what her
mother had seen: a once-favored daughter lollingavdyy naked, in
the arms of a man she wasn't supposed to rememMbiet better
behavior could be expected from someone who spuolganities at
table and lied at every turn? From a girl who'dankd the privy to
earn a sliver of precious soap? Where would shieoyo here? The
consequences- deluged her, but she had to ask,t"Whlae tells
Papa?"

"She will not, because she knows he'll forego Bostiod blame me."
"It wasn't your fault. | wanted you."

"I'll tell him so when his business is done andétarns to Glasgow."
She needed to think, to be alone. "You should go."

He turned her to face him. His hair was mussed,iards eyes a
trace of shared passion lingered. "l should stay."



Clutching the remnants of her pride, she managadile and foraged
for a warm reply. "What if Papa comes in the magnia bid me
farewell?"

He gaze turned hard, probing. "I'm not fooled, \firg."

He was too serious and she was too uncertain.y@utvill go lest |
ravish you again."

With little humor in the sound, he chuckled. "Ya@andet your dowry
that we'll revisit that issue often in the daysctome. You're mine,
true heart. You have always been."



Chapter 10

On the first day out of Norfolk, just as the sund®aa dash for the
horizon, and Cameron took his watch at the wheselhdgan his quest
for a truth from Virginia.

"Cameron's right," Agnes said from her perch onhthemmock. She
lounged crosswise on her stomach, and with her, &g kept the
string bed in motion. "Since the day we fetched ymm that

plantation, we've told you stories about our livé&u know

everything about us."

Virginia, sitting on one of the six freshwater srthat were lashed
to the mast, paused in her needlework—embellistihey plain
nightgown he'd stripped off her last night. She \gasoroidering
thistles around the hem. "I hardly know everything.

She hadn't forgotten that the thistle was the mahtaymbol of
Scotland. Cameron had questioned her about thaf; sited the
embellishments on one of Agnes's dresses as theesddut she'd
become an expert at talking her way out of ventagde. Not tonight.

He'd trade his flagship for an hour's worth of rgipdrom her. He

couldn't stop thinking about her, couldn't fordget taste and feel of
her, the perfection with which she fit against hifme grace with

which she'd yielded her innocence. He couldn'tpuést the feel of
her naked beneath him, wanting her again.

But she didn't want him, nor did she remember tpassion. If her
demeanor were a sign, she hadn't shared the dgre&tedimacies
with him last night.

Patience dwindling, passion running high, he pikdse. "Tell us
about the friendships you made at Poplar Knoll."



"You know Merriweather. We shared the newspaperdiscussed
events of the day. After his wife died, he left Eamgl and became a
reader of the news. He . . ."

Cameron stopped listening. She wasn't sharing svriter life; she
chronicled the adventures of a butler. Agnes disie through the
ploy; she was too enthralled at having Virginiakbac

"Tell me about your butler," Virginia said to hestsr.
Agnes took the bait.

Cameron ground his teeth and turned his attentiohet ship and the
sea. A strong southeasterly breeze carried thesklpracross the
Atlantic. If the winds prevailed, they'd reach @aw before the
stores grew moldy.

On the deck, the yellow and white kitten battecGkhdf twine. Steam
from a caldron of fresh turtle soup perfumed theamcair. The day
crew had gone below deck; the night watch wenttiyusbout their
duties.

All was well on theMaiden Virginiaexcept the maiden herself.

How could she act as if nothing had happened lgbthLike a loose
topsail, flapping at predictable intervals, the @nng question kept
coming back to annoy Cameron.

When Agnes began a story about her children's dgnaiaster,
Cameron's patience snapped. "Oh, please," he'saityve get to the
stable boy's sleeping habits and be done with it."

Virginia knotted her fists, but she didn't look up.

Agnes shot him a withering stare. "My, my, areréttesty today?"



"She's done it again—led you on a conversationalsgochase."
Because she refused to look at him, Cameron addédye know
about her is what we discovered last night."

That got her attention. She tried to glower at hiout fresh
embarrassment spoiled the effect. "Last night | enadglutton Of
myself on Mary Bullard's trifle. The excitement tfe evening
dwindled from there."

She could bite, he decided, but so could he. "Sioygoyed the trifle.
Was it your first?"

The instant she grasped the double meaning, hethnimhtened.
"And my last until | find one that sits better withe the next day."

His pride stinging, Cameron retaliated. "What alibetpainter? The
woman who moved to Kentucky." -

She pricked her finger. "You mean Duchess, the lsemdant?"

The hammock stilled. "Cameron, | doubt she madenfts with a
bond servant."

Unwittingly Agnes had again driven Virginia to rest. Cameron
would have none of it. "Put that way, Agnes, | doshe'll admit it."
With remarks like that for incentive, Virginia wallkeep her secrets.

Agnes worried her bottom lip. "Right again, Came'ton

Virginia put away her sewing. "Duchess and | weienfds. Her
father was the overseer."

Agnes spat an expletive. "A man indentured his olaanghter? He
should be skinned with a dull, salty knife."



As if she were explaining the difference betweetiocoand wool,
Virginia said, "Not all men are honorable, certaintot that
overseer."

Had the overseer been cruel to Virginia, or watobea figure of her
Imagination? For a certainty, some man had hurt'Méas he unkind
to you?"

Reaching up, she extinguished the lantern. "I dicknow him."

Not an answer, but her tone held no loathing, &edssniled, further
confusing Cameron. "Yet you befriended his daughter

Agnes fairly preened. "The MacKenzies are alwaysphable and
charitable."

Virginia's smile was as sunny as the day had bédrihe time, | did
not know that | was a MacKenzie. Charity did notteenour
friendship. We were the same age; it was natuil we become
friends."

A gust of wind from the north sent the sails flaggpi Cameron
adjusted his course. Virginia turned her face te breeze and
watched the crewmen trim the sail. Determined ttved@leeper,
Cameron said, "You never suffered a cruelty at &ogholl?"

"Oh, yes." She rolled her eyes. "Every time thextays were swept.
We had to dust and scrub for days afterward."

He decided she could make light work of a revolut®®he would not
belittle or ignore their intimacy. "What happen@dQuchess?" he
asked.

Virginia dangled the gown over the kitten; it spgaom spindly legs
and latched onto the cloth. "She was fortunate.calght the eye of
a visiting glazier, a freeman. He came back for ivaen her



indenture ended. They were wed at Poplar Knoll emaved to
Pennsylvania."

Aha! She'd mispoken. If she talked about hersetfguthe guise of
another person, she could at least tell the trirBnnsylvania?" he
asked. "I'm certain you said they went to Kentutky.

She watched him so closely he wondered if she amald his mind.
"By way of Philadelphia, where he had yet to congle

commissioned work. Then they moved to Kentucky, naltieere's no
taxes and plenty of land, but only for those wigafty spirits."

If that was meant as an insult to Cameron, itgbbrt of the mark.
"Phrased so romantically, I'm tempted to go theyseti."

“I'm sure they will welcome you."

And she did not, that much was clear. He had newxhér. "I'd
resolve to repay them in kind, but as | recall, yauld not. In your
mind, resolve is much overrated."

If a look could cut, he'd be sliced to ribbons.g¥fia turned to her
sister. "Would you go there, Agnes?"

"To avoid taxes? I'd be tempted."
Virginia embraced the topic. "The colonists revilteer taxes."

She did not include herself but spoke of the Anzrscas other
people.

Sounding like the last great scholar, Agnes sa&il Wars are fought
over money or wealth or the rule of it."



"Precisely," Virginia replied, rescuing the gowrorfr the kitten's
sharp claws and completely ignoring Cameron. "Bdtie money
stays here than go to England."

In a smooth move that did not upend the hammockeA&got to her
feet. "English expansion allowed Cameron to trad€hina."

He wouldn't be baited by Agnes MacKenzie Napierjrtended to
get rid of her. "A willingness to lose all to piestand foul weather
allows me to trade with other lands."

Agnes grinned and snatched up the kitten. "Withracp's wealth for
prize, which you quickly spent on the purchasehait tmansion in
Glasgow."

That made him chuckle; Napier House was grand égtandards of
royalty. "Me, own a mansion?"

Virginia eased off the barrel and edged towardliber. Cameron
cursed himself for once again allowing her to stBerconversation
away from herself. He called her back. "You'll Badgto know that
one of Agnes's finest qualities is her sense ofwkng when she's
gone far enough to regret it. Good night, Agnes."

"Now you just wait a minute." Agnes marched upita.H'l won't be
sent off to bed by you." In a quieter voice, shiel,sé&Sweeten your
disposition or | could make a slip of the tonguat you will regret."

She meant his affair with Adrienne Cholmondeley. ddelld make
Virginia understand; she wasn't naive. She wasml®ang back to
her spot near the barrels.

If Agnes persisted, he'd threaten to tell the wemkat he caught her
disheveled and deflowered the morning after withaked earl of
Cathcart. "Let's speak of happier times, Agneselihe first time |

saw you in Napier's laboratory."



Through narrowed eyes, she glared at him. "Youlseedch."

She could curse him in any tongue, so long as trds\yprefaced her
exit. To that end, he feigned confusion. "I doulariiwould even be
interested."

Real anger flashed in her brown eyes. "A man ntighk twice."
Into the heated moment, Virginia said, "Pleasetdprarrel.”

Ignoring the protest, Agnes scowled. "Pardon mdenHaunder my
small silks." She smiled at Virginia, then movedhe hatch.

Cameron couldn't help himself; she was leaving ttsame, and
guarreling with Agnes MacKenzie had been a wayifef for too
many years. Besides, Virginia remained with himgfas . . ." When
she turned, he said, "My tartans could use a we&f fieshening."

She went still in surprise. In an expression resa@nt of her father,
she cocked a warning brow and pointed "a fingehiat "Clever
repartee does not excuse you of poor manners, But.

He had a plan to busy Agnes, and as captain ofsthijs he could
expect cooperation from the crew. "But?"

"But it makes you a passing fair traveling compati®&he glanced at
Virginia, then glared at Cameron. "If you forgetuyself with my
sister, Papa will want to deal with you."

"There's no chance of that," he said, loud enoagNirginia to hear.

"Stop." Virginia pounded the barrel. "I am not ad¢anymore, and |
resent you—both of you— speaking as if I'm not héve lost my
memory, Cam, not my pride or my ability to feel."



She'd lost her innocence, and that should be thst m@cious
memory of all. He'd make certain she didn't fongetgain. "Agnes
and | always bicker," he said. "Were you not hesed argue over the
color of the sky."

"Cam?" said Agnes, suddenly excited. "Virginia, ycalled him
Cam, not Cameron. Have you remembered somethie@"els

Time alone with Virginia was ticking away. Camensed his luck;
Agnes would not leave them now.

"Yes." Virginia looked up at him. "I've remember# difference
between good and poor behavior."

She was referring to lust and the regret in hes ayas clear. He'd
change that. "You remembered good manners at the sasoment
you recalled my name? How flattering. Tell me evéeyail. Did my
name come to you in a breathy whisper, or did yquotit in the
night?"

Agnes spoiled the moment by touching Virginia'sethéBe gentle
with her, Cameron. She's working very hard to retmamand she
needs her rest. You're so pretty. Every eligiblbleiman in Europe
will want to meet you."

Virginia took the kitten from Agnes, then moved tihe
companionway. "I'm not a walkabout girl, too naitee resist a
charming stranger, titled or not. He might engageffections for an
evening but only that."

He snatched up the challenge before the insulpstmim in the
face. If she thought she could ignore him, sheiwésr the fifth great
revelation.



The next day he began an all out campaign to prmrewrong.
Getting her alone posed the biggest obstacle. iHeeoed her in the
galley, trapped her near the laundry barrels, amgrised her in the
necessary. What did he get for all his careful maagng? A knife
and a mountain of turnips to pare, shriveled hamu$ an aching
back, and a slap to his face that made him wincenwie thought of
it.

His frustration grew to dangerous levels.

On the evening of the fourth day out of NorfolkeafAgnes had gone
to bed, Virginia decided that the situation withn@aon couldn't go
on as it was. She dragged herself up the compaapsteps. She
must talk to him. They couldn't continue to snagath other; the
insults had begun to hurt.

She'd been overconfident and naive in spite okhdrer declaration
to the contrary. She'd forgotten propriety. In anmstalously short
time, Cameron had had her naked on her back, coubdpis name.
She knew better, but she'd confused the young mdrbkeen with the
skilled seducer he'd become. They'd only been acipaafor a few
days. The shame of it chipped away at her pridetlrghtened her
confidence, but avoiding him was making the situratvorse.

As fair winds carried them across the ocean swafid,a half-moon
bathed the sky in a pearly light, she joined hinthat wheel. From
below decks came the skirl of the bagpipes as MaoAzkrformed
his evening concert. Neither Cameron nor Virgimake. At length,
he chuckled. "What amuses you?" she asked. "Wajchiou
embroider. As a lass, you swore that patching seds the closest
you'd ever get to stitchery."



Grasping the cordiality, she settled herself oeachest. "How did
we pass the time aboard this ship, besides patshaihgf"

"You haven't remembered that?"

"No, not that, but many things. Events. Momentsemembered
being on board and drawing a map but only that.lidot | came to
be on the ship or where we were bound. You welieadbioy."

"What passed between us in your recollection?"
"Pleasantries for the most part."

"Once you didn't talk to me for a week."

"l know you better now."

"You know me intimately in case that has also ggbgour mind."

She deserved his anger, but he must see her side"gbu don't
understand. Mama saw us." Even as she said itrgiged inside.

"Did you never interrupt your parents during a cktie moment?"

What did that matter? Having no answer, she falklmn the facade.
"I don't know."

"Of course you don't. You only remember in bits amétches. Be
sure to let me know when you remember the bits atwaubetrothal
and the snatches that involve our future. Takeettegy with your
recently yielded maidenhead, 'tis enough to seratuasmbling for a
church."

Outraged, she slapped her hand on the wheel ariddarfar him to
look at her. When he did, she said, "If that is@psal of marriage, |
must decline."



She stomped off and spent the next few days endmogl every
garment she could find. A triple row of thistlesla¢ hem and neck of
her sleeping gowns. Odd-shaped leaves on her toeaksli

Cameron's anger ebbed, and in its place, confusited. But
loneliness was also a part of him. He missed herh&tl vowed to
help her, but pride got in the way. That must end.

As was her habit, she came on deck after the watahnge, when
Cameron was busy at the wheel. To pursue her, ls¢ abvandon his
post. If he wanted to talk to her, he must call wuher and risk a
rejection. Well, he'd never been overprideful fumd, not where she
was concerned.

"Virginia! Join me. We'll call a truce."

She turned, and in the next instant, her indiffeeamelted to a smile
of affection. He watched her stroll toward him, tead high, her
long legs a definite allure in seaman's breechas.v®re a kerchief
to contain her thick hair, and her MacKenzie tarthaped her
shoulders.

"I meant what | said about a truce between us."
"Then tell me what we did on the ship as children."
Patience, he reminded himself. "You drew maps dmelded."”

She stepped onto the sea chest and stared atdhe swells. To the
unknowing, she seemed at peace. Cameron knew .bBtierwas
simply gearing up for a battle of words.

"You sharpened my pencils?" she said.

"l thought you used ink and quill."



"Did 1?"

Her expression was too guileless to hide a ligidhe simply want
to believe her? Either way, they were talking ¢yvdnd that was a
step. "Yes. Your sister Sarah gifted you with thpmies on your
sixth birthday."

"I'd like to see those maps."
"You will. Have you remembered anything else?"
"Yes. | remembered that you owe me twenty pounds.”

What an interesting occasion to recall; it had beenerry time and
one of the last they'd shared. "Then you remenitenager?"

"YeS."

She'd been nine, he seventeen. She had declateshéheould gain
entry into a gaming club he had just joined. She'dn reckless with
jealousy over it; he'd been outraged as only aygokth could be.

"You knew | would dress as a boy and try to gét in.

Leaning back, he checked the stars and made a pon@ction at the
helm. "I didn't think you'd enlist MacAdoo's helpdacome as the
prince of... | cannot remember the place."

She trailed her hand over the railing, a fond srouding her lips.
"Valtavia."

"An invented place."
"The doorman believed me, and the patrons bougHhiraredy."

"Moncrief offered you his mistress."



"That's when | took my leave .. . without your twepound forfeit."
"A pleasant recollection, nay?"

"Most assuredly."He took one hand off the wheel stegpped back, i
"Do you remember piloting the ship?"

As a girl, she'd stood on a box before him. Halgjd her the names
of constellations and the phases of the moon. Ngdbthat lanky
lad, he stood at the helm of his ship like a kimighg all he surveyed.

Determined to have a cordial exchange, she steppddont of him
and grasped the wheel.

He tapped the compass, which he used only in peather. "Keep
her north by northeast."

" will."

"We shared a pallet on this very deck. Have youerabered that?"
Getting this close to him was a mistake. "Camenaare strangers."
"Your memories of us together are fond?"

"Yes, of course."

“Then | think we should make a new memory."

He spun her around and, with a hand around hert,wailed her

against his chest. Before she could i draw brédeglkissed her. They
swayed in perfect harmony to the movement of tloik.dghe should
break the kiss, stop the seduction, but she'd gpeninany lonely

nights reliving his embrace and remembering thelabs peace she
felt in his arms.



To her surprise, he broke the kiss. "We'll consjdieat our first kiss."
She-didn't know whether to laugh or scoff.

"Are you mocking me?" he demanded.

"Are you expecting me to go along with that ridmug farce?"

"By -ail means."

He'd use those means, any means, and althoughastiedahis love
more than she could say, she would not yield to &gain. She told
him the truth. "You have me at the disadvantage."

Against her cheek, he said, "Having you at all wase a dream to
me."

If she didn't keep her wits, he'd steal her ladependent thought.
"Before you disappeared, | took you for granteagically so."
"We parted badly?"

"l was rude and callous."

She'd been demanding and selfish. Peevish anchgvikihy, then,
did he shoulder the blame when she had been &P fBelcause he
recalled their lovemaking without guilt.

"Nothing will ever hurt you again, Virginia."

He couldn't know that she'd suffered a hundredthesaks before
reaching Poplar Knoll. Once there, when the creglbegan, she'd
begged for the very protection he freely offerdae Surled her arms
around him. Muscles rippled beneath her fingerthag swayed in
rhythm with the movement of the deck.



"You'll be old and haughty before danger againdigdu."

Much more of his tender persuasion, and she'd fdwgrelast scruple
and fall into his arms. "Haughty?"

"Phrased in nobler terms, I'm sure."

The honesty intimacy in the exchange was new. melperience
people didn't show so much of themselves, but trobendage had
little, save their private thoughts, to call thewn. It was another
advantage of being free, and she grasped it. "Bnp,tjou’ll be a
master at verbal persuasion.”

"I'll have to be, now won't I?"

He might have patted her head, so coddled did estle $he leaned
back and looked up at him. The ocean breeze rippiginst her
back, but the warmth of the man infused her. Tall atrong, he
loomed before her, obliterating visions of the yobe'd been and
recalling memories of their loving. His eyes wel@sed; yet he held
the wheel steady and steered into the wind. Hiy lgzn did
dangerous things to her resolve.

To break the spell, she said, "Are we on course?"
He gave her a broad smile and moved closer. "Rbrfec
No artifice there, only outright seduction. Sheglaed.

He sniffed the air, and his smile faded. "Hold dWith both hands,
he gripped the wheel. His legs stiffened. "Haul the¢ main."
Although he spoke softly, the command in his voie&as
unmistakable.

Holding tightly to him, she glanced over her sheuldA pair of
shadows skittered up the mast. Amid a flappingarivas, the ship



lurched to port. The instant the sails caught thmelwthe ship seemed
to take flight.

"What is it?"
"Slavers off the starboard bow."

She saw them then, three lumbering shapes illuethaly green
lanterns. From the healer, Saffronia, she'd Helaedstories of the
"death lights" as the lanterns were called. Ther goals, on their
way to the living hell of captivity.

"Take the wheel, Virginia."

Eyes"*misting with sorrowful tears, she said a rayor the
prisoners on board and did as he asked. The wosdavaan from his
touch. The added sail gave the ship great powdritaook all of her
strength and concentration to hold the course. @amse arms
enveloped her, holding her as if he'd never let go.

"Will you trade that twenty-pound debt for a trip Foance? | did
promise to take you there."

France. Oh, how she'd wanted to see that placall'®a go now?"

"With Agnes for companion? Nay, she hates the Frenod they
were overjoyed to see the last of her."

To the crewmen, he yelled, "Trim the main." To \fiig, he said,
"What makes you smile?"

Surely he couldn't read her thoughts. "Somethingppd into my
head." ' "What?"

"Hamish, Margaret, and Catherine." Names they hekked out for
the children they would eventually have.



"Hum." Leaning close, he whispered in her ear. "Kanmsounds
rather old-fashioned today."

The crewmen hauled in the sails, and the wind d@sin. The ship
slowed. She adjusted their course and gave hgrsetf marks as a
sailor; her instincts were correct, but her techaigvas sloppy. "We
were fanciful children. Much has happened sinca.tlien not that
girl." "Oh, aye, you are. You show it everyday."

"How?"

"The expression in your eyes when you look at nhe. Way you look
.. . your appearance." "l don't at all look thened' "I would have
known you in a crowd of beautiful strangers."

"Tobacco feathers," she scoffed.

" 'Tis true. | also remember your bad habits."
"Name one."

“Turn around."

She did, and when she looked into his eyes, he Séal talk too
much."

He kissed her again, and the commanding tone disseshocked her
to her soul. Finding herself yielding to it surgasher more. She
should shun his embrace for now, but she couldndefher heart to
slow or her body to still. He compelled her destelled to the
woman and taunted her with the need to be his.

"Now, isn't that more enjoyable than talking?"

“It's an unfair question. If | say yes, you couddtd it to mean that
talking to you is boring."



"Never would | think you meant that."

"You're very sure of yourself."

"If you answer no, how shall | see it? As a lie?"
"No, as clever repartee."”

Against her breast, she felt laughter rumble thinoign. "Agnes put
words into your mouth," he grumbled good-naturedlythink |
should toss her over the side."”

"Her husband might take offense at that."
"For my part, | take offense at discussing Agnes t@ne like this."
"What shall we talk about?"

"I'd rather kiss you than talk."

Virginia's routine changed the next morning. Onlginr and
exhaustion drove her below deck. As Cameron loo&ed she
cleverly questioned her sister about events ofasieten years.

She glided over the deck and tramped up and down
companionway stairs like a frisky doe in a field dbver. She
squealed with delight when a school of dolphintidked around the
ship for the better part of the morning. She wasjlbointed the next
day when they weren't there.

She sat entranced as MacAdoo played the bagpipese&n sang
along when he played the tune "Loch Lomond."



At times Cameron almost forgot that she'd spenteaade in
servitude; inexperience more than naivete fueladeingpyment of
the smallest thing: a passing fleet of Dutch mentian, a swift
pinnace flying the pennons of the duke of Orle&hsging credit to
Agnes and the stories she told, Virginia pretentiedemember

events of the past. Not until they were three dajtsof Scotland did
he succeed in getting her alone.



Chapter 11

At the meridian, his regular time to arise, Came¥oerged from the
companionway. Shirtless, he wore a leather vest semiman's
breeches. His hair was damp, his face freshly shaved he looked
rested in spite of getting to sleep at dawn. Asvaiked toward her,
Virginia noticed a contradiction about him. He sgwums arms and
hummed a tune, seemingly carefree. But the exnestie set of his
jaw, and the dead serious look in his eyes besfdetermination. A
man on a mission, she thought. A barefoot man.

"Did you forget your shoes?" she asked.

He stopped, turned out his feet, and wiggled hes.t6l won't need
them."

Waving to MacAdoo, who piloted the ship during ttey, Cameron
said, "Wallace is at his tubs. He'll be bringing taundry up to dry
it."

MacAdoo called up to the lookout in the crow's nétaundry
coming up."

The man tucked his spyglass into his belt, slursgbleiots over his
shoulder, and, like a squirrel in an oak, scurded@n the main mast.

Beside Virginia, Agnes murmured, "Our captain igaealy decisive
today."

Cameron moved about the deck, giving orders anthiewag every
sail and spar. Virginia said, "Must have been laithl§

Agnes whistled. "He's wickedly handsome in this thbo



Cameron and Agnes had spent months together orshiips Both
were openly proud of their friendship. Virginia ¢t resist saying,
"More handsome than Edward Napier?"

Love transformed her features. "Edward is . . ."
"Is what?"

She sighed like a lovestruck girl. "Edward isperfect for me. | look
at him and my stomach turns to porridge."

Virginia knew the feeling well; she felt it everymie she thought
about Cameron. When he approached, Agnes nudgguohidirand in
unison, they saluted.

He returned it. "Smartly done, ladies." He glane¢dAgnes, then
quickly back. "What have you done to your hair?"

She shook her head. "l cut it."
"Why? What will Napier say?"

She rolled her eyes. "l grew tired of envying Vimigi her shorter hair,
and Napier will say | look lovely."

Cameron mussed her hair, then moved to the watezl®do check
the level inside. "Of course Napier will."

The gesture was typical of Agnes's kind nature oNe would look
askance at Virginia's unconventional style withmsulting Agnes.
Once, when Lottie had twisted her ankle and limp&ghes had
hobbled right along with her. But Virginia had nstffered an
accident. Shorter hair had been a necessity inlifegrfor both
cleanliness and comfort in the fields. Perhaps slo&d grow it very
long, as it had been before bondage.



Cameron clapped his hands and announced. "Coolnsagsust eat
the rest of the chickens tonight." Looking from Agrto Virginia, he
asked. "Who volunteers to pluck?"

Virginia glanced at Agnes, who fidgeted with indgan. "We've also
had a bath this morning," she grumbled. "So you,doameron.”

He chuckled. "I claim captain's privilege."

Agnes sighed. "Must one of us pluck those poortarea? And don't
say 'tis woman's work. You've never had a womanngnyour crew,
and | haven't dressed out a fowl in years."

Bored from the morning's inaction, Virginia saidl| ‘tlo it."

Cameron stretched. The leather vest rode high,sexgdis naked
stomach above the ordinary seaman's pants he Buairéhe garment
was anything but ordinary on him. He must havethad tailored to
suit his long frame, for they fit just shy of snyflom the drawstring
waist, over his lean hips, to his knees. There flagd to the hem,
same as Virginia's and those of the other crew.

Agnes groaned. "Will you stop preening, Cameron."
"What's amiss, Agnes? Do you pine for Napier?"
"l lamentover vainglorious rogues."

Virginia was drawn into the friendly banter. "Tall, Cam. Are you a
rogue?"

He glanced over his shoulder, where the pursehgatcdripping
laundry to a man in the rigging, who hung the sheet to dry.

In anticipation of his answer, Agnes folded her @im taskmaster
fashion.



Affability hung in the air around him. "In MacKemzterms, | am a
rank amateur."

"Hoots!" Agnes laughed, and Virginia did too.

Lachlan MacKenzie's reputation was legend. As B gire hadn't
grasped the meaning of the implications excepnhtmnkthat women
liked her father. As an adult, she understood hleédre his marriage
to her mother, her father had attracted the aterdf many women.
His rugged good looks and easy charm were onlyqgddris appeal.
He loved his children, and all women loved himtfoat.

Agnes bumped shoulders with Virginia. "Did | noteag the truth
about Cameron?"

Since leaving Norfolk, this casual banter was pmdritheir day.
Virginia easily joined in. "Was he never the galfn

"Oh, aye," she said, "He once rescued me from eeplitable
establishment."

Love for both of them swelled inside Virginia. "Wia@"

They told her a story more entertaining than angside tale. An

opium den masquerading as a cutler's shop. A sietk who took

liberties. An outlawed border Scot turned pirateowtiled an island
of colorful rejects and pulled off a daring resc@ansom Cameron
had yet been called upon to pay.

"After her training in China,"” Cameron said, "orityols or better
fighters put themselves against Agnes MacKenzie."

"You must make him take you there someday. No madtteat
happens—" As if she'd said more than she shouldesdpalted and
looked at Cameron, her expression apologetic.



What had she said and regrettéii?matter what happensio matter
what happens when? No matter what? Suspiciousjiiargnet his
gaze and looked for answers. To her dismay, objactled, and she
saw a man more dear than her father. Cam, thenvddraght who
rescued her from bondage.

"Forget me." Agnes flapped her arms. "I'm not & phthis traveling
party.”

Cameron closed the distance between them, hiditeger, his gait
easy. "As | recall, we chatted at length just befdawn."

Virginia surmised that whatever had gone betweemtlAgnes had
come out the loser. But how? Then Virginia figuredt why.
"Cameron knows something about you—a scandal—asdbkling
it over your head, isn't he?"

Agnes's silence was a small answer.
"Tell me, Cam," Virginia insisted. "What mischied$1Agnes done?"

He squatted before them, his confident gaze restesgnes. "Shall |
tell her?"

The real Agnes surfaced. Her complexion flushedwéd anger.
"You can tell the king, just don't tell Mary."--

As sisters, they'd taught Virginia to prank andéyaid to forgive and
forget. Agnes had always been the leader, but lamd connive the
best.

"You must tell me. I'm completely trustworthy."

"Agnes anticipated her wedding vows."



"No." Virginia thought of the man behind the madsnthat
modernized the world, the man who put happinegsgmes's heart.
"Edward Napier seduced you."

A completely disgruntled Agnes shot to her feet.
Cameron howled with laughter.

As she passed him, Agnes shoved his shoulder, rggehan for a
tumble. Quick and agile, he sprang to his feetuched low, his
palms open, his hands held stiffly in a defensivgtpon. "Care to try
that again, countess?"

Tried patience glittered in Agnes's eyes. "Youwdldorry, Cameron.”
"Will 12"

She sighed and took up the challenge, giving Viaginer first
glimpse of weaponless fighting. They squared oifcliag like
poorly matched adversaries, for Cameron dwarfede&gn

Then she spun on one leg, the other snapping Mdei@to kick him
in the chest. In a blur of motion, he grasped bet &nd flipped her
over his shoulder. Blond hair flying, she camedstron her back,
Cameron's knee bracing her body, his elbow poibesteaher neck.

Thinking he'd hurt her, Virginia jumped up. "Letrlgo, Cam."

Agnes's eyes bulged in surprise, and she graspedrhi "Where did
you learn that?"

"From Auntie Loo's cousin." Cameron sprang to heetfand
extended his arm.

Agnes took his hand and stood. Righting her clgthshe said, "I
don't think [ like that. Nay, | don't like it a wést, but—"



"There's more where that came from." As cocky asoater with a
new hen, he towered over her.

She marched off, wearing her pride like a mantle.
"Agnes," he called after her, "we'll finish it prenby."

Halting, she turned. Grudgingly, she placed herbkam her knees
and bowed to him.

He returned the gesture, then waved her off. "Novaigd pluck the
chickens."

Cameron came back to Virginia. "We'll make port aay now.
Would you like to climb to the crow's nest?"

She'd roamed the ship from stem to stern, but atle/ét to climb the
mast. In her youth, the crow's nest had been kerita place aboard
ship, but she wasn't supposed to know that. "Howycai tell how
close we are to port?" She waved her arms in &clitit all looks the
same to me."

He pondered the question. "l suppose instinct thestribes it. And
there are currents. They run like rivers in theaoce

She recalled a conversation between him and QuirBitewn during
the journey from Poplar Knoll to Norfolk. "Like tHéampton Roads,
which aren't roads at all but water?"

His gaze captured her. "Bright lass. In the tidenstthe currents are
smooth and steady. Here, they are swift and poWweérfu

"Can you see them?"

"Sometimes." He held out his hand. "Climb up wite,rand we'll
look for one."



He pulled her up with ease, then called for thegig®ss. Tucking it

into the waist of his breeches, he led her to mpdsBhe preceded
him up the mast. They passed crewmen, who werbusy with the

laundry to spare a glance. Work in the fields keptbody strong and
nimble, and she wasn't even winded when she redhbeadp.

The crow's nest, larger than a water barrel, seesmedler than she
remembered, but she'd been a child the last time stood up here.

Cameron stepped in beside her. "There." He poitdea spot off
starboard.

In the midst of the ocean swells, she noticedghstlifference in the
pattern of the waves. It did look like a river. "@rl does it lead?"

"Eventually to the continent of Australia—New Halth 'tis
sometimes called."

The penal colony. England's current dumping grof@anctriminals,
seditionists, and those accused of treason. Vagistomach soured
at the thought. "What's that current's name?fenious?"

His arm brushed hers. "You name it."

She considered every nautical term she'd hearesgltine voyage.
"Neptune's Trickle."

He scuffed her head, which was covered by a ketchMéell done.
Now 'tis famous."

She almost laughed at his gallantry. What had cowss him this
morning? "Save your charm."

"For who?" He turned, his hip grazing hers. "Myrb#ted?"



In the narrow space, their bodies constantly todchet it seemed to
Virginia that his elbows brushed her breasts tderofind lingered
overlong. "As if you've spent the decade chaste."

From below, MacAdoo yelled, "Laundry's afloat."

A ghost of a smile lifted Cameron's lips. "Shall dkebate man's
primal need for a faithful mate?"

He looked ready to debate Thomas Paine and wigjn/a retreated.
"No. It's very selfish and unfair." 'Tis a manhjirig." He rubbed the
edge of her kerchief between his thumb and forefing

The fresh scent of his bathing soap mingled withtdngy salt air.
Virginia's mouth watered. "How many women have fad?"

"If you wish to know how many women have engagedaffgctions,
| can truthfully say one."

Even in the face of that compliment, she refusedetmur. "If | ask
you to name the others?"

His smile turned rueful. "l will decline to answer.
Martinet perfectly described him. "I didn't reaélypect one."

"You brought it up to make trouble between us, heeayou are
confused by your feelings for me."

Meaning the opposite, she said, "You know me sa."wel
If a look could speak, his expression s&diter than you think.

He wouldn't get away with that. "Better trouble vbeén us than
ruin."”



"That's vague, Virginia. Say what's on your mind."

For weeks, she'd thought about that evening. Awakieer bunk,
she'd relived those glorious moments of loving. B imagining
always ended the same. "l can still see Mama's fatemed her."

"Nay." A peculiar rumble deepened his voice andikmee brushed
hers. "She loves you well."

"l was naked in your arms."

He sighed and lifted his gaze to the sky. "I remenibwell."
Flattered and embarrassed at once, Virginia lockedo sea.
"Juliet was your father's lover before they martied

According to Papa, Mama was the most honorable woma
Scotland. Virginia huffed. "No."

"Aye." Cameron pulled out the spyglass, and his ayathed her
breast. "Ask them. Now that you're older they wall you. | assure
you, your mother wasn't shamed at what she saw.vw&®e sad
because she doesn't want to lose you so quickhetd A likely view
of the situation for him. "Then why not take me Boston with
them?"

He braced his feet apart, bringing his leg in contath hers, and
raised the glass to his eye. "Perhaps she thooghtvgreengagedy
choice."

Engaged? A benign term for the passion that hadeplabetween
then. "Youdid come to my room intending to seduce me. Don't y«
dare deny it. | just made it easy for you." In aosth motion, he
scanned the horizon, his chest rubbing against'harvery glad you
wanted me, but | have one, small complaint..."



"Complaint?" Aghast, her pride reeling, she squdredshoulders,
hitting his arm and almost making him drop the $assg.

"Yes." He leaned into her, tipping her back over tim of the nest.
"You've been keeping secrets from me.

Virginia grew apprehensive. "l have?" What did inew?

He pressed his thighs and his hips against herglidiet bother to
hide his desire, rather he lifted his brows, pahtedrawing her
attention to his arousal. "You didn't think | woldde the truth, did
you?"

Perched high enough in the air to make an ordifedigw dizzy, she
felt completely secure. And absolutely free. Jdedi her, and she
gave up the fight to resist him. "Please don'tAgthes."

"Why not?" He undulated against her. "She'll unders."

Under the circumstances, only honesty would daon 'Hot ready,
Cam. They aren't either. They should get to knowbefere judging
me a wanton."

"They are fair people, and they love you."

She wouldn't be swayed. "I need more time with them

He turned on the full force of his charm. "And witte?"
Yearning filled her. "I do not recall being dragggalthe mast."

His gaze roamed over her face, her neck, and kasts. "You came
willingly with me."

"Oh, very well, yes, | did, but | have one comptdin



Her declaration pleased him. "Complaint?"

"And a bargain. You're too charming by half. If Jibbelay some of
it, I'll admit to being susceptible to some of it."

He pressed closer. "Only that?"

Her boldness had limits. She grew defensive. "Indidail the
Atlantic looking for you."

"But you would have come to me"—he leaned full agaher until
her back arched over the edge of the nest, anduohéd his lips to
hers—"the moment your memory returned.”

Conscious thought fled. He'd brought her to theotfdbe world. Now
he wanted to take her to heaven. She couldn't sumanpootest.

He was so close she could count his eyelashes. é@uenwill see
US."

He tipped his head and glanced over the side. LNok at the deck."

She peered over the side and relaxed. The lauradiyp&en cleverly
hung out to dry in such a way that blocked the vid\the next from
the deck.

"Now look at me."

She did, and the affection glittering in his eyeblred her of the
strength to resist him. But she wouldn't go meeékdyg his arms. "It
does not give you leave to rule my life."

He threw back his head and spread his arms wigernender. "Then
| give you leave to rule mine."

"For how long?"



Watching her, he opened his mouth to say sometbangpus but
changed his mind. Grinning, he said, "An hour or kshould
imagine."

Flushed with embarrassment at both his bold wordkvehat they
were about to do, she couldn't resist tickling him.

"Nay, nay." He struggled as he always had.
"You wiggle like a hooked worm."

He grasped her wrists to stop the torment. "Youerairered one of
our finer moments."

That earned her a languid kiss more sweet tharcieduJust when
her thoughts turned to dreamy imaginings, he kakeher feet and
trapped her legs between his. Looking up at hesjipped his hands
under her shirt and splayed his hands over hestsea

She sucked in a breath. He closed his eyes anddasl he caressed
her.

"Take off that kerchief," he said. "Let the windvkayour hair."

She did, holding the scarf into the breeze andhwadgit flutter. One

thought rose in her mind: here they were, she aefon and the
horizon in every direction.When his lips touched helly, the

thought fled and she almost lost her grip on tle¢ghclHis palms still

kneading her breasts, he used his teeth to urd@idrdowstring at her
waist. His warm breath teased her navel, and shdds&ned with

anticipation of what was to come.

Abandoning her breasts, he began to ease her leeechr her hips.
With each tug on the garment, his lips moved fartdwvn. By the

time her thighs were revealed, he was kissingrhamnvay that set her
knees to trembling. She grew dizzy and graspetidasl for balance.



"Nay," he said against her most private place.e"jot you." To
prove it, he squeezed her waist. "Now fly, Virgihidhat said, he
devoured her so thoroughly, so erotically, so sabnsly, she
thought it surely must be a sin.

Beyond protestations, she flung out her arms, argha let go of the
kerchief, she cast every reservation to the wind.

She felt cleansed, so much so, that had he askdéd hame the man
who'd brought her to Virginia, she would have skdufnthony

MacGowan's name to the heavens. But it was Cansenaime that
she called out over and over. She was still sagimdnen he spread
her legs, rose, and, in one smooth motion, filled h

He hadn't lied when he said she'd feel pain ordy fist time, for as
he began to thrust and withdraw, she begged himboe.

"You're so eager," he said between gasps for air.

In her mind, she fell out of the sky and plungei iacstacy. On a
groan of frustration, he quickened the pace of thizists and,
heartbeats later, followed her.

Flush with perspiration and the remains of thessen, she felt the
wind cool her heated skin.

"Now our betrothal is doubly sealed."”

Now who was eager? He couldn't love her yet. Ha'ttduly know
her. His feelings must stem from guilt or obligatitn time, he might
love her for herself but not now, not until shedtblm the truth.

She cleared her throat. "Cameron, it's too quickeiostate the
betrothal. | need time, and don't ask me to chbete&een you and
what | must have." When her parents returned tesdal, she'd



gather the entire family and explain to them whyg 8&d. But first,
she'd find a private place and tell Cameron théatru

To her surprise and delight, he took the news wdggpirit. “You're
in luck, then, for | just happen to have an aburdant time where
you are concerned. Patience is what | lack."

"Perhaps a trip to London to distract you?"

He smacked his lips. "One delicious distractioansugh, thank you
very much."

A trip to London to explain the situation to AdrrenCholmondeley
proved unnecessary for Cameron.

Her carriage awaited them at Glasgow Harbor.

Standing at the rail, Virginia stared at the quiatye thought that short
of a prince, the empty carriage must belong to EdWapier. When
asked, a workman on the wharf said the carriagebac to the dock
every day at high tide for the last week.

As big as a room, lacquered in black with a goldhreld on the
doors, and drawn by eight magnificent grays, theiage was the
grandest she'd ever seen.

But then everything here was grand. The shipsctmemerce, the
constant comings and goings of free people. Neestamade port in
Glasgow; Cameron had assured her that was so.

Cameron.Her heatrt fluttered when she thought of the tirhey'd
shared during the last three days. Just yesterdaydornered her



near the upended ship's boat. He'd kissed herhbesat and when
MacAdoo said a very loud hello to Agnes, Camerod palled
Virginia beneath the boat. With her sister onlypstaway, Virginia
had mounted Cameron and made love to him. He'd bekh
relentless; she'd felt wickedly wanton, and at thement of his
climax, she had covered his mouth with her own Asgtes hear
them.

The experience had changed Virginia, given heridente, made
her brave. Now her life would change again. Glasgod her family
awaited. Sarah, Mary, and Lottie and their familiggr younger
sisters, Lily and Cora, and her brother, Kennetwé&ha was away in
Vienna. From the drawings in Mary's sketch bookigWiia had
become familiar with all of their faces. She'd exame to know
some of her nieces and nephews.

Agnes, garbed in a glorious red gown and plumedjbiaied her at
the rail. Virginia wore her best gown, the modaskghat Cameron
favored. Even so, standing beside Agnes, sheilteltal wren in the
shadow of an exotic bird. No melancholy accompanttd
comparison, for one day soon, Virginia would maleage with
herself and find her place in Scotland among theKéazies.

She nudged Agnes. "Is that your carriage or Lorgdi&tes?"
"No."

"Then to whom does it belong?" Agnes turned andolgt an
ear-piercing whistle, followed by a yelled, "Cameéfon

The ship went silent. Gulls squawked overhead atigity on the
other vessels went on as normal, buthteeden Virginiawas as still
as a tomb.

Below a door slammed, then the hollow stompingajtb sounded
on the companionway steps. The hatch doors flewn,opad



Cameron burst onto the deck. Alarmed, his sleesié=drup, a pistol
in each hand, he paused and followed the line oAty arm.

He uttered a curse, handed the pistols to MacAdad, bounded
down the gangway. The driver spied him and climtb@an. He gave
Cameron a letter, which he stuffed into the sashiotartan. They
conversed briefly—Cameron calmly, the driver obgiguconfused.

Hands on his hips, Cameron began a series of attng, for the

driver nodded, listened, then nodded again. Thaed&ameron
retraced his steps. The driver called out. Camst@pped and waited
while the man reached into the carriage and publetd a basket
overflowing with fruit. Cameron took it, waved thmean off, and

returned to the ship.

MacAdoo awaited him. Cameron handed off the basked
approached Virginia and Agnes.

Rolling his sleeves down, he said to Agnes, "I dgke driver to stop
at Napier House and tell Edward that we have datked

Virginia knew that Glasgow proper was fourteen sidavay. "We
should have taken that carriage,” she said, "shmedriver was going
to Agnes's home anyway. We could have saved LomaEt a
trip."Agnes smoothed the fit of her black leathdovgs. "That
carriage is already taken."

Spoken without inflection, the words and their magnconfused
Virginia. "By whom?"

"Come, my ladies." Cameron fastened the horn bsitbthe cuffs of
his sleeves. "I've paid the crew. Let us thank tieth a toast.”

The smell of roses drifted to Virginia. Sniffingrfairection, she
discovered that the perfume was coming from Camerba corner
of the letter peeked from beneath his tartan. Anteck letter. A
carriage that was taken. A basket of fruit.



A woman. But who and what place did she occupyaméron's life?
From the crest on the carriage door, which Virgiooauldn't make
out, she knew the woman was of noble birth, notigtress in the
ordinary sense.

If you wish to know how many women have engageaffestions, |
can truthfully say one.

He had meant Virginia, she was certain of that.h@d he? She
looked up and found Agnes staring at her. So wasAdao, but the
instant Virginia's eyes met his, he glanced to GameScanning the
others on deck, she found them all watching thegotain.

Among the crew, Virginia had made a few friends.sMof the
seamen were shy; none of them were sallow faceMaassowan's
crew had been. To a man...this crew would not lastenanced
what had been done to Virginia. These men werednds) fathers,
brothers . . . gentleman all.

And they watched Cameron with what could only bicgration. For
what?

Virginia didn't know, and before she could pondésmger, Cameron
led them below and commenced toasting the voyagein® the

casual ceremony, Agnes stayed very close to Vagilut the

moment word came that the Napier carriage appraqadhgnes put
down her glass and raced to the deck. Virginiaofedd but stopped
In her tracks at what she saw.



Chapter 12

Carriagelike only in that it rolled on very largéeels and was drawn
by horses, be they only two, the round conveyanoeeah swiftly
through the traffic in the crowded lane adjacenttite docks.
Passersby gawked. Virginia marveled. The carriage'tdbounce or
sway, teeter or lurch, but whipped around wagorts drays like a
swift pinnace among lumbering battleships.

Perched on the driver's box that wasn't a box latbat rather a
cushioned shelf, were two boys. As they came cJabe recognized
the younger from Mary's sketch-book. He was Napiexon,

thirteen-year-old Christopher.

The other lad, who was older and unfamiliar to Vg, hauled back
on the reins. The carriage rolled to a stop. A padoors on the side
opened, and a man stepped out. His hair was palemwnd he wore
a blacksmith's apron. He was Edward Napier, Viggiould have
known him anywhere, even without Agnes jumping mgd a@own
beside her.

Raising an arm, he waved and called out, "Ho Miaglen Virginia
and Agnes."

"Edward!" Agnes yelled back.

As he walked in a brisk, yet careful pace, he Iddbther hand over
a bulge in the bib of his apron.

Agnes hugged Virginia, then took off down the gaagwher plumed
hat fluttering as she ran. Agnes was faster, amdrehched him
before he made it to the quay. He looked down ailid such joy
and love Virginia grew weepy. Holding Agnes at $ide, he pulled
back the bib on his leather apron to reveal a bslrginia's heart
lurched; Agnes had left her newborn behind. Untlvnshe hadn't



understood or truly appreciated the extent of Agnésyalty and
unselfishness.

Loyalty and unselfishness, two qualities Virginadonce possessed
Make amends, her conscience urged.

Once more, she vowed that she would. When her ifeditin't seem
like a garden maze fraught with thorns and deadsatts, she'd
clean the slate.

Agnes reached for the child, and to Virginia's sisgy Edward held
her back and motioned toward the ship. Watching, imobleman
respected by everyone in America, cradling hisdchiith the ease
and confidence of a midwife, Virginia thought Edd/ddapier the
third best man in world.

A hand touched her arm. "That carriage is Naplatést invention,"
Cameron said. " 'Tis twice as fast as the Edinbungil coach and
uses only one-fourth as many horses."

Her feelings were still in turmoil over that rosseented letter.
Moments ago, during the celebration with the crewCameron's
guarters, she had seen him slip the letter frontantan and put it in
his sea chest. He'd been discreet, but she'd batehing him.

Thinking of that, she tried to summon civility. Shanaged to say,
"Who is the lad with Christopher?"

"You recognized Napier's elder son?"
"Yes, from Mary's drawings."

"The other lad is one of Sarah's orphans. His nar@diver Wallace,
but we call him Notch."



From Agnes, Virginia had heard of Notch; Sarah s@msoring him
at Glasgow University.

Cameron tightened his grip on her arm. "Shall vire jloem?"

Knowing full well that she shouldn't, that rummagirthrough

another's possessions was wrong, Virginia couldfi herself. Her
heart was involved. She'd given herself to Camé&uwmingham, and
she had to know if she'd blundered.

She smiled up at him and pulled her arm from hesgr "There's
something I've forgotten. I'll be right back."

He frowned, and fearing he'd follow, she shookngdr at him. "If
you leave without me, I'll never forgive you."

Cameron relaxed as he watched Virginia go beloehstun't noticed
the letter from Adrienne; he'd hidden--it in histé@, and Agnes had
avoided Virginia's question about the owner of ¢aeriage. With a

careful maneuvering, he'd get Adrienne out of Gdasgnd his life

quickly—before Virginia became the wiser. Odd thatd changed
his mind about that. At first, he'd planned to ¥liginia about his

mistress, because he believed she'd understand.

But considering their shared passion during thetlase days, he'd
reconsidered. Better that he avoid the subjecttdhe least, broach it
after the fact.

He'd go with Virginia to Napier House, get her Igettin. Then he'd
go home and deal with Adrienne.

"Cunningham!" Napier called out. "Permission to ecalboard?"

"Permission granted.” Cameron glanced at the hatchwondered
what was keeping Virginia. He considered goingrdfer but thought
better about it. Or did guilt hold him back? Befbrecould ponder it



longer, she returned to the deck, her MacKenztantadraped over
her arm, the cat's basket in her hand. Why sheid back for those
things in particular he did not know, but one thiwgs certain.
Having them gave her confidence, for she held kadhigh and her
steps were smooth and sure.

Thinking that she'd need help until she found aedllegs, he hurried
to her side. "Be careful walking as you leave the.5

"Why?"

Her smile was friendly, but a new aloofness gldtein her eyes.
What had put it there? Probably the prospect oftimgdNapier, a
man she admittedly held in high regard.

Cameron took the basket from her. "Because yotillressaring your
sea legs." When her expression turned bland, heletkshe was
much too serious. "Your very beautiful sea legs."

She gasped and flushed, but the sound was sotharmush subtle.

"Virginia!" Agnes called out as she stepped on dé€lome meet
Edward."

Still confused at Virginia's behavior, CameronHet pull the basket
away from him. Without a word, she went to meet BaiMNapier.

Cameron followed.
A beaming, teary-eyed Agnes said, "Darling, meetjiMia."

Reaching out, Edward grasped both of Virginia'sdsam his.
"Welcome home, Sister. We prayed for your saferretio the
family."



Cameron didn't particularly like the way she smié¢dNapier or the
length of time they held hands. Then he laughddsabwn jealousy.
It was just because he faced a separation frominfagBut they
wouldn't be apart for long; he'd make certain af.th

"I'm grateful that Agnes found me."

Agnes? Cameron's temper flared. How dare Virgina the credit
to Agnes? Fate had led him to Glasgow at the nmgbient, else
Agnes would have been the one to discover the dakegs.

"Agnes said you suffered a trauma to your craniwaid Edward, his
physician's demeanor in place.

Virginia frowned and Cameron knew why, so he sa&f@ur head."

She nodded in understanding but omitted any exjores$ gratitude
toward Cameron. "Yes, my lord. A fall from a honsben | was
young."

"How young?"
"I cannot be sure, but of late, my memories anernég."

Agnes beamed. "In bits and pieces. She recallédCemmeron used to
spit in her hand."

Napier looked askance at Cameron. "Rather an wargdéd, weren't
you?"

Bits and pieces, ha! She remembered at planned/atdeand used
her conversations with Agnes during the voyagenasxause.

All he could think to say was, "My sordid past ehind me."



Edward turned her hands over and examined her palimsh she
tried to withdraw. "Have you experienced any oddnorges?" he
inquired. "Remembrances that do not fit?"

"Yes." She took back her hands and glanced at Gamél keep
having visions of Cameron as a gentleman."

Napier and Agnes laughed, but Cameron was slowraspgthe
humor. Something in Virginia's demeanor troubledh,hinot to
mention her testy disposition. What had come oee? h

"Cameron, 'twas meant to be funny," Napier cajdiBd.a good sport
and laugh along."

Excellent advice. Smiling, he shook Napier's hdAtéter weeks at
sea with your wife?" For effect, he rolled his ey#¢ow there is a
jest."

"Hoots! Cameron. You're a troll with scales andbates."

"Shush, Agnes," said Napier, patting the baby'sth&éou'll wake
Juliet. She had a fretful night."

Wide-eyed with alarm, Agnes peered at her downy-edaahild.
"She's ill?"

"Only from too many cousins feeding her too muabtted cream.
The lads can't abide her closing her eyes for tiwe half an hour.
The wee thing's exhausteldve kept her in the laboratory with me
today."

Agnes relaxed. "Whose lads?"

"Lottie's." He sent Cameron a pained glance. "Steeal a fortnight
ago."Cameron chuckled; Lottie had spent three nsoatthis house
while decorating it. After a week, he'd moved tqhMa House. "My



condolences, Napier. I'd say we're fellows evemlsmented by
MacKenzie women."

Putting her palm against her husband's cheek, Agma&snured,
"Poor, dear man. A fortnight with Lottie. Tisk, kisYou must feel
like Job on his last forbearance.”

In his typical, gentlemanly fashion, Napier shrugygé should like to
boast that | had reformed her bossy ways, aldsfailed. But 'tis
better with Sarah there. She arrived yesterday."

Virginia stepped forward. "Oh, Agnes. You said tdhelge here. |
cannot wait to see them."

Cameron felt left out. How dare she ignore him clatgby, family
reunion or no family reunion. He moved closer aookther arm.
"Shall we go meet them?"

"Yes, but I'll carry my own basket."

She didn't look at him, so he couldn't see the esgon that
accompanied that ambiguity. She wasn't referringrtp courteous
gesture on his part, and she wasn't joking. Whdtdeane over her?
Did she worry that he intended to keep the kitlf# that why she'd
gone below just moments ago? Come to think okithadn't actually
told her the kitten was hers to keep, not in soyweords. He'd been
too busy-thinking of ways to get her alone.

He gave himself high marks for his efforts in theépect. The last
three days and nights had been heaven.

"Shall we?" Napier said, holding out an arm towatioe
smoothest-riding and fastest carriage on earth.

As she exited the ship, Virginia said, "Carriagessen certainly
changed since | left Scotland."



Cameron pounced on that. "Do you remember leaviingZname of
the ship that took you?"

She kept walking toward the carriage but closeddieoff. "No, |
haven't remembered that."

Nor would she ever, he was beginning to suspedcit ffaubled him,
for if she did not unburden herself before wordef father's return
reached them, Cameron would have to tell her akrev. Lachlan
would take his revenge whether she approved orQextneron did
not relish her reaction. But he had time to de#hwhat later. Now he
must learn why she sat stiffly beside him in theiage and spoke not
one word to him during the ride to Glasgow.

It couldn't be that she knew about Adrienne; Agmas sworn herself
to silence on the subject, and Agnes MacKenzie maeeat back on
her word. Could it be that Virginia was having setthoughts about
him? No, not after her eagerness to evade Agnesharé intimacies
with him. Virginia could be apprehensive about nregtottie and

Sarah.

He was still pondering the subject when the caeriagtered the gates
of Napier House.

Edward pounded on the roof, and the carriage stbgpert of the
residence. Taking Agnes's hand, he stepped ohedafarriage. "Give
our regrets to Lottie and Sarah."

"Aye," said his wife. "We are indisposed."
Napier pulled a laughing Agnes from the carriage.
Notch," he called up to the driver.

"Aye, sir."



"You and the carriage are at Lady Virginia's digpds
"Anytime, my lord."

Cameron remembered Mary. "Edward, wait. Mary'scchihat did
she have?"

"A girl."

Her husband had wanted, demanded a son. "Poor 'Maaymeron
said.

"Nay," Edward called back. "Through Sarah's husbavicthael,
Mary placed a bet at White's that her child wowdabgirl."

"How much did she wager?"

He laughed. "A million pounds, and guess who matdhe bet?"
"Robert Spencer?"

"Aye, Mary's own husband."

Mary had gotten the idea of betting a million posiricbm Lottie.
"Does Lottie know?"

He nodded. "She was inconsolable for days."

A laughing Agnes said, "Lottie's always inconsatablt especially
when someone mentions that wager she lost to lstraimal."

Arm in arm they strolled across the greensward disdppeared
behind the new greenhouse.

Virginia eyed the empty seat. If she moved, heké teer back to his
ship right now and sail to France. With all his htighe willed her to
shift that pretty bottom to the facing seat.



"You were right about this carriage."

How could Virginia witness the obvious affectiortween her sister
and Napier and not be moved by it?

She glanced up at him, started, then looked awayhad every right
to scowl.

"It's a wonderful home. Look, Cameron. There's lahround tower
in the back."

Small talk didn't suit her.
"What is wrong with you?" he blurted.

The carriage began moving again. She checked thi¢éigroof the
cat's basket when it was obviously unnecessarythlNg is wrong
with me." Oh, he knew that female trick. He justihid expected it
from Virginia. Since learning of her deception,chéelped her at
every turn. When she grew too comfortable with Agyaad almost
let the truth slip, Cameron had come to her rescue.

"Yes, something is. Tell me now, or I'll tell Notth take us back to
the ship." "What about Lottie and Sarah?" She wasipposed to ask
about her sisters. She was supposed to talk toBuirif she couldn't
be honest about her feelings now, she could facesisters alone.
"You're distant to me, and | demand to know why."

Her expression grew chilly, and she lifted one brdw that
Imperialistic MacKenzie way, she said, "You demand?

He'd earned the right. She loved him. She wastqustistracted by
her own lies to admit it. "Aye, and with good catise

"Remember what | said. You will not rule my lifedaeise we . . ."



"Because we made love standing at the ship's wieretath a full
moon?"

A blush started at her breasts, which were displagdittle too
lavishly to suit him. "Or were you thinking abobetbath we shared
on the night before last?" Her neck flushed pink.

"No? Perhaps you were remembering our lengthy itovgrof the
purser's closet? You were ever so helpful, you kho@olor
blossomed on her cheeks."Not that either? Themyast have been
thinking about the luncheon we shared in the croes."

"Haud yer wheesht!" .

What an interesting time for her to remember Sslotti hat she told
him to shut up seemed particularly clever. Now hestmecognize it
and encourage her or give himself away.

He followed his conscience. "You've remembered hHowspeak
Scottish."

She gave him a coy smile.

He couldn't help saying, "Although your choice ofords is
guestionable."

The carriage stopped. She picked up her basketvi6OQsly your
understanding of the language is poor"—she opemedidor—"for
you are still talking."

Virginia left him sitting in the luxurious carriaghis mouth agape,
his pride sizzling with offense.



The deceitful troll.

Later, she'd find out where he lived, and she'thgee. She had to see
for herself if what she'd read in Adrienne's |etterere true. Letters.
A dozen or more tucked neatly in Cameron's sea.ddesvonder he
hadn't taken her to his cabin during the voyage, ttom was a
veritable shrine to Adrienne Cholmondeley. Wellatthwas an
exaggeration. But the knowing saddened Virginiar&Venot for her
own deception, she might have thought twice abpying on him
and certainly regretted it later. And why hadn'tdpened the last
message the woman had sent?

He stepped out of the carriage, and she foughtiripe to stomp on
his toe and kick him in his manly parts. Parts lspdnt the last few
years sharing with Adrienne Cholmondeley.

"You can be sure we'll visit the subject againgiira." He looked
beyond her, at something over her shoulder. Inaetidouded his
features, as if he were grappling with somethirgt thothered his
conscience.

"What issue?"

Notch and Christopher climbed down from the boxn€eon held up
his hand. They kept their distance. "The issue oy wou refuse to
carry on a conversation with me. What has happengdu?"

Struggling for nonchalance, she shrugged. "Nothiathing at all.
Everything is fine. Neither of us has reason tolddlkie other."

Looking completely baffled, he said, "What, in tkingdom of
Neptune, is that supposed to mean?"

"Please, Cameron." She stared at her hands, wiach elutching the
basket in a death grip. "Don't you see that I'm—&pprehensive



about meeting Lottie. To hear you, Agnes, and Edwaeak of her,
she must be a terror."”

He relented. "All right, | confess. In her own wéattie is a treasure
but only when taken a bit at a time. You'll like & he front doors of
Napier House opened. "Here she is now."

Determined to bear up and hide the hurt his liesedther, Virginia
gave him the only smile she could manage, theretuta face Lottie.

Like Virginia, Charlotte Antoinette MacKenzie hdektr father's blue
eyes and auburn hair. But more than her featuresiels graceful
carriage and queenly demeanor were unmistakabilen&hthan was
common for a woman who'd borne four children, leottidn't look
her age. She wore a stunning gown of lavendentdlwet trimmed in
panels of heavy lace that had been tatted to folist

"Cholmondeley's driver said they'd found you— OBlapping a
hand over her mouth, she glanced at Cameron. Theenavered the
slip brilliantly by chuckling and saying, "What dreaying? He could
have been Lucifer's driver and | wouldn't haveretlea protest so
long as his news was true." She hugged Virginiaou™haven't
changed at all except to grow more beautiful. Bléssl and all the
saints twice."

A familiar tightness squeezed Virginia's chesttieotwvho made the
beautiful dresses. Lottie, who wagered a millionnuis because she
loved children.

"Oh, Virginia. What happened to you? Where have lyeen?"

Lottie didn't know about the loss of memory stdrgyw could she? At
least Virginia's show of recalling the past slowdgs working. But
why didn't Cameron step in and explain as he ugdal? Oh, bother
him and his noble mistress.



"I had an accident a long time ago. | lost all meyraf who | was or
where | came from."

"Then you don't remember us?"

"It's coming back to me a little at a time. Cameaod Agnes told me
all about you. | have remembered that you trieghin to teach me to
sew, and after seeing some of your gowns, | wiséd been a better
student.”

"Oh, fither that. One dressmaker in the familylengpy,- and | haven't
enough work to keep me busy as it is. I'll desigrew wardrobe for
you. You'll need a dozen ball gowns, something igdtiable for
when Papa presents you to the queen. The kinglrg patch, they
say."

"The queen of England? Virginia quaked inside. "oy mustn't—"

"Speak not another word of protest, Virginia. 'fiig duty to ensure
that we are the best-dressed women in Scotlandiagahg-" She
fluttered her hand. "Everywhere we go."

Why did Cameron remain silent?

Suddenly serious, Lottie said, "Where is Papa? Wheluliet? Has
something happened to them?"

Virginia hesitated, certain Cameron would expl&he hadn't seen
Papa since their farewell dinner at the inn in NikefHer last sight of
Mama, standing on the threshold of Virginia's roevas a moment
she'd as soon forget.

When Cameron said nothing, Virginia thought him ¢ih@ndest troll
of all. That decided, she answered Lottie.

"Boston? Whatever for?"



"To inspect a mill."

Cameron cleared his throat. Turning, Virginia saun hglance
pointedly toward the house. She looked over Lesttsioulder and
spied Sarah, standing in the entryway, an ideniioglon either side
of her, tears streaming down her cheeks.

"Is that really you, Virginia?" she said on a sob.

Lottie released her, took the basket, and gaveahardge. As she
hurried to Sarah, she heard Lottie say, "Virgiraa lost her memory,
Sarah. That's why we couldn't find her. But shersembering more
every day."

"Oh, Virginia." Sarah held out her arms. "PraisedGor leading
Cameron to you. We thought you were—we just didkmatw what
to think."

Virginia knew. They thought her dead and why nolf2yl weren't
soothsayers, able to conjure up spirits and sedime. They were a
family who hadgrieved over her loss. But now thegrevblessed,
which is exactly how Virginia felt as she steppedoi Sarah's
embrace.

Sarah, the scholar. Sarah, with a heart of goldat$avho towered
over everyone in the family except Papa and Came3arah, who
upon her wedding day, asked her husband to pleeigddwry for a
boarding house to aid the poor.

"Where have you been all this time?" she asked.d\WWhs happened
to you?"

Again, Virginia expected Cameron to come to heylaid he did not.
He chatted with Lottie about what colors and fabreould flatter
Virginia's complexion and height.



"It's a long story. I'm back now, and that's adlttmatters."
"Who took you?"

Cameron's continued silence unnerved Virginia mtran the
masquerade. He had no reason to be unhappy witeieehadn't lied
about having a lover. She had every right to sbam

"Were you hurt or ill-treated?"

"No, not at all, and Agnes has told me everythlmf's happened in
the family since I've been away."

"She never lost hope, bless her heart." She tou¢hrgahia's cheek.
"You're the image of Grandma MacKenzie."

"Mama?" said one of the boys. "Who is she?"

"Sarah?" Lottie said, shooing the twins into theadsof a nanny.
"We do not ask embarrassing questions while stgndm the
entryway or compare anyone to the dead."

Sarah gave Virginia a quick hug, then stepped Bdtdw remiss of
me to forget rules number 3 and 26 in Countessid'®tbook of
etiquette." She winked at Virginia. "We are onlyoaled to ask
embarrassing questions while in the parlor.”

Like water rolling off a mallard's back, the insdltin't faze Lottie.
"In the case of Virginia's resemblance to our graacha, |
temporarily suspend rule number 26—but only uritéradinner."

Sarah templed her hands and bowed. "Oh, thankngguady. You
are ever wise and generous."

"Il leave you ladies to your reunion," CamerondsdNotch will
take me home."



Virginia almost called him back. But if she werenbet with herself,
she couldn't decide if she wanted him to stay érldenefit or just to
keep him from another woman.

Let him go, her pride said.
Beg him to come back, her heart pleaded.
"What's gotten into Cameron?" Sarah asked.

Her sisters couldn't know that Virginia had alw&yged Cameron,
let alone lain with him. Jealousy and the neecémfirmation of his
affair made Virginia say, "I suppose he's in a o visit the
Cholmondeleys."

Sarah chuckled. "He always breaks rule number 6."
Lottie gasped in outrage. "But he is betrothed itgivia."

In her typical scholarly fashion, Sarah said, Hé$ias no memory of
him, then the point is moot, and because Virgimaiausly doesn't
give a bent twig about it, why should we?"

"Have you quarreled with him?" Lottie asked.

"Lottie!" Sarah admonished. "'Tis none of your Imesis, rules of
etiquette aside."

Because she could, Virginia said, "He has a rejoutalt suppose.”

Lottie sniffed in indifference. "We shan't go irtmat, except to say
that he is popular in certain circles, which ydesdadvised to avoid."

Any satisfaction Virginia gained was short-livedolven liked him;
the feeling was mutual. Bully for him.



The kitten began to fuss and claw at the basketiel peered inside.
"Yours?"

Virginia grasped the change in topic. "Yes, antdvaéd to keep a pet
here?"

Lottie passed the basket to Sarah. To Virginia,sshe, "You could
keep an elephant and no one would mount a pr@&astet's let Mrs.
Johnson care for the kitten until you're settledwitome inside. I'll
show you Agnes's home."

In the portrait gallery, Lottie paused at everyv@and gave a tidbit
of gossip about each of Edward Napier's ancesidrs. last three
paintings were recently done and unmistakably tloekvof Mary
Margaret MacKenzie. The first captured Christopaed Jamie
sitting atop the round carriage. In the foregrouHdnnah played
with a stack of blocks. The next two paintings wesdely portraits of
Agnes and Edward in their role of earl and counté<3athcart.

Agnes had posed in a striking gown of black andtevhiDid you
make that dress?" she asked Lottie.

"Aye."

Sarah said, "Our sister Lily wore that same gownty e purple and
white, for her wedding."

Lottie said, "Purple will never do for you, Virganil think pink and a
dark shade of murray will better suit your comptexi No stripes,
though. | learned that mistake with Sarah." Hempdomposure
slipped. "My, you two are tall."

New dresses would bolster Virginia's confidence, duen a closet
full of Lottie's creations couldn't make her forgjesit Cameron had a
highborn mistress and was with her now. What wieeg tloing?



A respite came when she was swept into the nurtgerpeet her
nieces and nephews.

From Lottie, Virginia gained information on the whabouts of their
other siblings and the date when each would arkfuginia passed
on regrets from Agnes and Edward.

Lottie thrust her chin in the air. "You needn'ttpyaet up, Virginia.
Carnal pleasures is what they're after. They'vkdddhemselves in
the old tower. | doubt we'll see them before therme."

Sarah tapped Virginia's shoulder. "Lottie is an egkpon carnal
pleasures."

"Sarah Suisan!" Lottie hissed.

"Oh, goodness me." Sarah pressed a hand to theebofdher gown.
"I've broken rule number 4."

The years of separation rolled away, and Virgiaisghed.

Lottie laughed too, but the sound held little hunfiére you mocking
me?"

Sarah grinned and feigned innocence. "Me, mock ymicountess
of Tain?"

With a pointed look at Sarah, Lottie walked overthie twins and
said, "Hamish, Charles."

Like children after sweets, the boys scrambledhéir tfeet.

She patted their heads. "Did you know that yourhmois going to
buy you each a pony?"

"She is?" they said in unison.



"Yes. Pretty golden ponies with fancy saddles."”

Over the cheers and shouts of her sons, Sarahegto&why do |
even try to outwit her?"Lottie preened. " 'Tis asteyy to me."

Joyous that she was fitting in so well, Virginiddt&arah about their
parents' trip to Boston.

"Why ever would they go there?"
"To visit a mill that Papa and Edward own."

"That's odd." Reaching down, Sarah pulled a haigpithof the hand
of Henry, Lottie's three-year-old son. "Michael iesfed it only
months ago."

Virginia half-listened, thinking about Cameron dmd reunion with

his mistress. The more she dwelled on it, the anghe got. What if
the liaison continued? Surely not. With that unaiety, she knew
what she must do: find a way to turn the convessats Cameron and
learn the location of his house.

Two hours later she succeeded.

Two hours after that, she borrowed a black cloaknfiSarah and
made her getaway.

Even in the fading light of sunset, she spottedhbese from two
blocks away. The closer she walked, the more nergbe became.
But she pushed on, determined to learn the truthmatter how
painful it would be.



A coach rumbled past. Virginia darted behind a leedgrouched
there, she trembled in fear. But fear of what? i8tendeds confront
Cameron. Why then was she cowering in the bushes?

The truth dawned.

She didn't fear discovery from Cameron; she greghtened out of
habit. As a bond servant, her whereabouts wereyalkaown. She
couldn't have excused herself for a leisurely kbefore dinner.

But all that was in the past.

She was a MacKenzie, the daughter of the duke e Rehe didn't
have to ask anyone's permission to walk down the.|&he had a
right to find out if Cameron loved someone elséshé needed was
gumption, and a MacKenzie had courage to spare.

The residence was too fine, and too few lights shorthe house and
none upstairs, where Cameron's bedroom would be.v&uldn't
confront them there; she didn't need to see himAdrienne
Cholmondeley's arms to learn the extent of higrigel She'd read it
in his eyes.

But first she had to get inside the house.

Three stories tall, with six marble columns acrib&sfront, each as
big as a century oak, the mansion occupied thetptrt of a city

block. Abutting a finely manicured parkland, coniplevith pond,

gazebo, and dovecote, Cunningham Gardens, as dgeeibn the
gatepost named the residence, belittled its larggghbors. No

wonder Lottie had been wild to decorate the platelegance and
style, it took Virginia's breath away.

She chose a path that skirted the pond and ldéxktoarriage house. A
peek through the windows would tell her if the tedscoach were
here.



"Evenin’, miss."

Gasping, she whirled and saw a man coming out efctrriage
house. He wore livery, and although she couldrétlge face, she
suspected that he was the driver who'd come tddhlk today.

"No need to be afraid. The streets here are safe."

"l wasn't afraid."

"Having a walk in the park, are you?"

She had every right to be here. "Yes. It's a pl#asaening."
"You ain't Scottish."

She didn't feel Scottish either. "No, I'm from Philadelphia."
"Come here with that Redding chap, eh?"

"Why would you say that?"

He folded his arms and eyed her up and down. "€é&ulks leave
Scotland for America. Not the other way 'round."

Agnes had told Virginia that during the voyage. Bus man spoke
of Horace Redding. Virginia had been too caughtimgdoving
Cameron Cunningham to think about Redding. What @aheron
said? That Redding traveled with an entourage.gth&ped the safe
subject.

"I had hoped to make the acquaintance of Mr. Regtlin

"You'll find him at the Carlton Inn."



Could she go to an inn by herself? She wasn't &ueif this man
knew about Redding, others would also. She'd fimd, land that
certainty pleased her.

"Good evening to you, sir."

He pretended to tip the hat he wasn't wearing agt Wwack into the
carriage house. Virginia turned back to the maiasieo

A door banged open.
"MacAdoo!"
It was Cameron's voice. He sounded angry.

Carefully, so as not to draw attention to herséhginia moved to the
path that led to the park. Behind the concealinggkeow, she
paused.

"Nay. | will not do it," MacAdoo said.

"Of course you'll do it."

They stood not twenty feet away. Virginia held bezath.
"Fifty pounds says you'll fail."

Cameron chuckled. "We've a wager then. Now comderend eat. ..
unless you've lost your taste for fresh beef."

Virginia squatted down and found a thin spot inlikedge. A coatless
Cameron had his arm around a reluctant MacAdootleegwalked
back toward the still-open door. From what littteescould see, the
room they entered was lined with bookshelves. Camestudy, she
supposed.



As the door closed after them, Virginia got to feet. Cameron
Cunningham occupied too much of her life and lefttioo little. But

not loneliness. The part of her that yielded tceloress was forever
filled.

The urgency that had driven her to Cunningham Gexdieded, and
with it came the beginnings of a new plan. By theetshe returned to
Napier House, she knew exactly what she would do.



Chapter 13

Situated between the baker's hall and a mercatitgeCarlton Inn,
according to the lad Notch, boasted the freshestat the finest
family accommodations in Glasgow. If the number abifildren
playing out front could be credited, Notch had spokhe truth.
Virginia, however, had lied to him. She'd told hshre wanted to buy
toys for her sisters' children and asked him te tadr in the Napier
carriage. Reminding her that both he and the agmriaere at her
disposal, he left her at the toy store and promisddtch her and her
purchases in an hour. The moment the carriage wa®fosight,
Virginia walked the two blocks to the Carlton Inn.

She couldn't help looking over her shoulder. Wére discovered,
she had an excuse ready, but she still felt heésafaout entering the
hotel.

As a precaution, she went into the retail store degr and pretended
interest in a table stacked with bonnets and wiibees near the
front windows.

She'd spent a sleepless night, alternately loathimd) longing for
Cameron. When he'd arrived this morning, lookingppér and well
rested, to take her on a tour of the city, she'dagad to decline with
civility.

Lottie, bless her, had rescued Virginia from thecamfortable
moment by insisting that they postpone the outorgt least a week,
so that Virginia would have a proper gown to wear.

Cameron's parting words still echoed in Virgingess.
Nothing too daring, and | prefer her in green.

That he'd spoken to Lottie rather than Virginiayontitated her
more. That Lottie had been impressed by his "miasteione, as



she'd called it, didn't bear consideration. Atted® hadn't protested
later in the day when Virginia announced that slas going out to
purchase necessities.

Still irritated and determined to proceed with pkan, Virginia left

the mercantile and went in search of Horace Reddilgough she'd
never seen his likeness, she imagined him as #iddyman, a man
of President Washington's stature, of Jeffersaslsrv. She thought
of Merriweather and vowed to write to him and relavery detail of
her visit with Redding.

She paused, struck by the irony. Here she wagjistaim Scotland,
thinking about her life in Virginia. For ten yeaske labored there,
imagining herself home in Scotland. But she dith€t at home. She
had expected to find peace here. But how could doed find
contentment when her heart was full of lies?

"Going in, miss?" said a liveried doorman, his gdwhand holding
the door open.

Shaking off the confusion, she went inside.

No clerk manned the desk that stood just insidedttwr. Near the
stairs, a group of women conversed quietly. Acrib&s room, an
elderly gentleman sat in a wing-back chair, a badks lap. Servants
came and went: maids hauling coal buckets; a bgotaorying
polished shoes to the guests.

Unsure of herself, Virginia examined the paintiogsthe wall. Had
she expected Redding to station himself in theiveweroom? Yes,
she admitted, because she hadn't thought the ntlttergh. She'd
been befuddled by Cameron Cunningham and hearttor8ke never
again.

That decided, she moved freely through the roomabde containing
reading materials caught her eye. Relief spreanligir her when she



picked up a notice bearing Redding's name, butemtion was made
of Reason Enoughhis essay on the American Revolution. Mos
exciting was an announcement at the bottom of #ge pinviting the
ladies and gentlemen of Glasgow to a receptionaddihg's honor
on Friday evening at the cordiner's hall.

She'd have a new dress by then, a proper one.léutmuldn't go
alone even though ladies were invited. Or could®sheking any of
her sisters to accompany her was not an optiora Besapproved of
Redding, and it would be unfair of Virginia to a&gnes, Sarah, or
Lottie to openly defy him. For her part, Virginiadd't see it as
defiance; Redding's words had given her couragmglihe bleak
years and had inspired her to think about the winen her indenture
would end. In the simple act of thanking him, slold take another
step toward putting the past behind her and begevalife.

Mission accomplished, Virginia tucked the papeo itite purse her
mother had given her and returned to the toy ste.had just paid
the clerk and turned to leave when Cameron stratied

Over a jaunty striped waistcoat, he wore a tailgesttet and knee
breeches of dark brown velvet. Plain white hoseemait@mted his
muscular legs, and a simply tied neckcloth enhahegdtrong neck
and handsome jaw.

At the sight of him, the clerk, a fresh-faced gitlatbout Virginia's
age, tittered with excitement. On the third attentip¢ girl managed
to say, "Good day, Captain Cunningham."

"The same to you, Betsy." He turned that winningiesion Virginia.
"My lady."

Did he also have designs on the shop girl? Obwoaishistress and
his betrothed weren't enough women for him. Hating, Virginia



picked up the box of toys and headed for the dé@ncy seeing you
here."

He held out his hands. "Let me take that for you."
"Thank you, but Notch is waiting."

“No, he isn't."

"What happened to him?"

"Il take you home." Softly, he added, "Unless Yybcare to make a
scene?"

A sceneThe novelty of it struck her as funny. She habadrd that
term or faced that dilemma in a very long time. $asn't quite sure
she knew how to make a scene. Smart bond servaht$ dause
trouble. They toiled all day and prayed for goodltre

"The notion humors you? Odd, for | doubt it woulel laughable to
Betsy or to Lottie, should your sister get windtof

Virginia hadn't thought about Lottie. She'd sperd many years
looking out for herself and trying to forget heregaly sister; it was
the only way she could survive, alone and an oesay. Now she
must remember and consider the effect of her axtonothers. But
she wouldn't forgo paying her respects to Horacddig; Papa
would just have to live with that.

"My coach is outside."

If Cameron had come in that fancy black carriagpe, s make him
regret it. And probably create her first scene.



Giving him the box, she left the shop. He followemtlicating a plain
but elegant carriage. She breathed a sigh of ralef hated the
weakness of it.

The driver jumped down and helped her up. Camegibbeside her.
"Must you?" she challenged, eyeing his closeness.

"Me? You took the wrong seat."

"What are you talking about?"

He tapped the roof, and the carriage began to m&arriage
etiquette.”

"Don't expect me to believe that nonsense."”

His grin was indulgent and too cocky. "The gentlerabvays takes
the backward-facing seat."

"Fine?" She moved to rise.

He flattened his hand on her skirt, trapping herehlf she persisted,
she'd tear her dress.

She plopped down. "What do you want?"
"Long life. A dozen sons."

She laughed at the absurdity and turned her aitetdithe traffic in
the lane. Sailors, inland from the port, strolled tane, tipping their
hats to the ladies they passed. Nannies herdedrehiklong, and
servants walked several paces behind their masters.

"Perhaps you meant to ask what | want from you."



Thoughts of him and his mistress fouled her moBdrhaps | needn't
speak at all, since you know my mind so well."

"Not so well as | know your body, but there's tiag@enty, which
also, | think, answers your original question." M@ce dropped. "I
want you."

"How gallant that you have the time."
"What is that supposed to mean?"

A whip cracked. The carriage slowed. A dray, loadsith barrels,
rumbled across the road, the oxen bellowing loudly.

When the noise abated, Virginia summoned couragdriénne
Cholmondeley."

Cameron winced and scratched his jaw.

Virginia reveled in his discomfort. "Don't botharsulting me by
denying the affair. | saw the shrine to her in yoalbin."

"My what?"
She had him on the run. Bully for her. "In your icelb
"You spied on me?"

She wasn't proud of the fact, but what was sheaagupto do? Stand
by and let him make a fool of her? "Do you denyt tslae's your
mistress?"

"I hardly call one miniature and a few letters arsh"

"l hardly trust your opinion."



He stared out the window, but he wasn't lookingh& rows of
boardinghouses or the churches they passed. Heddanward but
on what thoughts she could not imagine.

Because he didn't seem inclined to respond, stghsdistraction in
the scenery. As they left the city, the odors dkaish and. commerce
faded. The subtle smell of his bathing soap tedsrdsenses and
reminded her of their private moments during thgage.

She'd lain with him. In his arms she'd voiced iomres about their
loving that seemed scandalous to her now. She&tilaim all of her
life. Losing him once had scarred her deeply, beatdsbeen a child
then, and fate had torn them apart. Losing himragaithe woman
who'd taken her place disappointed her to her s@almeron
Cunningham was no knight in shining armor, but &é rescued her,
and for that she'd always be grateful.

At length, he said, "You've been gone a very longt Virginia. A
man has needs. You now know mine."

Did he expect her to fall into his arms? "You cobll/e told me. |
thought we were friends."

"There are things you could have told me."

He sounded cold and distant, and for a reason@iié not name, she
grew alarmed. "Such as?"

"If I knew, | wouldn't have to ask, now would I? Bludon't think
you've been completely honest with me.

The carriage rounded a corner, jostling her agduimst He-steadied
her, but his hand did not linger.

Confused anew, she grew defensive, "Then we alenwetthed, for
you wouldn't know honesty if it crawled into youroe."



He stretched out his legs and folded his arms ligechest. "Even as
children, we never lied to each other."

How dare he bring that up? Because she'd led hitn But no, she
refused to take the blame for his indiscretion.

She grasped what she hoped was a benign topic. ditbyou find
me?"

"This time?"
Fuming, she snapped, "Yes, and get off my skirt."

He raised up, a lifting of his hips that broughtii;md carnal images
of him naked, beneath her, urging her in lusty pbsao ride him to

glory.

Heat flamed her cheeks, but she couldn't helpriagtherself with
thoughts of him giving his love to another womanalstrange way,
she felt a greater humiliation now than she evdrdtaPoplar Knoll.
At least there, she'd come to know what to expgeuates were put
down, those who chose to break them paid the coesegs. Slaves
faced beatings. Bond servants saw their indentangghened.

Needing something to do with her hands, she toy#d er purse,
which had been caught between them.

"l found you because Napier's carriage is hardigs

A convenient answer, but he'd have to do betteoitld or Sarah
could have taken it."

"Nay. Edward would have offered Lottie a convendibcoach, and
Sarah brought her own from Edinburgh."

"Why did you send Notch away?"



Only his eyes moved as he looked at her. "You shtwave an
escort.”

She scoffed at that. "To visit a toy store?"
"You might have had other errands."

Did he know about the Carlton Inn? So what, hedgsaid. For
reasons he could never understand, for heartfetitgde and
admiration, she must come face-to-face with HoracddRg. "I'm
perfectly capable of managing a shopping excursion.

"Appearances are important. Your father is a difkeur siblings are
well respected.”

"Which requires me to have a lying, deceitful woman carry my
packages?"

"No." Putting his feet down, he turned slightly tnd her. The calm
In his voice belied the anger in his eyes. "Ourdibal gives me the
right to escort you—among other privileges."

The gates of Napier House came into view. Boldmwagtured her.
"Including the right to keep a mistress."

With the same hand that had caressed her in prpiaees, he
touched her purse. Paper rustled. "A letter toauBé

She ignored him.
"Confess to it, Virginia. You're jealous."

Probably, but that didn't excuse him for being guen Aboard ship,
the blighter had asked her to come home with hithth& while, he
had a mistress waiting for him there. That de@estdd bitter. "You
could have told me. You should have told me."



"What purpose would it have served?"

Without thinking, she blurted, "It would have kape out of your
bed."

The smile he gave her sent shivers down her spilwhing could do
that, and to be precise, 'twas your bed we firstLis

She felt used. Used and cheated by the man whadshawe been her
avenging knight, her life's partner. Obviously hé&xgotten the
promises he'd made years ago. "Oh, do shut up."

"So, we're back to that."
Drat her prideful tongue.

To her relief, the carriage stopped. "And we'rekdamme. Thank you
for the ride."

He chuckled. "You may ride me again any time y&a.li
"Cam!"

He shrugged, and his self-effacing grin remindeadofi¢he boy she'd
known. "At least you've stopped calling me Camé'ron.

"Rest assured, a dozen ways to address you comedo but Lottie's
rule number 9 prevents me from using them."

"Do you know rule number 72"
"No."
"A pity, for it certainly applies."”

She wasn't sure she wanted to know, but he'd plphblaink her a
coward if she didn't ask. "Tell me.



"I'd rather show you."

In the circular drive at Napier House, where anywiikin or without
the house could see, he pressed her into the coitlee coach. The
velvet cloth of his jacket felt baby soft against Bkin. Staring at her
mouth, he smiled and licked his lips.

An absurd thought popped into her mind. Would Iséstaf someone
else? The fighter in her—the child who'd tendeddven blisters and
sang herself to sleep—couldn't abide his kissirajreer woman.

When he touched his mouth to hers, she decidediv® Igim
something to remember. Finding pleasure in his ag®was easy.
Convincing herself that this was the last intimatg'd enjoy with
him proved more difficult. But she could not, wouldt, share him.
Let him have his English mistress. Let him rememWeyginia
MacKenzie and the passion and friendship they'desha

Her plan worked, for when he drew back, his eyeamled with
awareness and a familiar desire. "Behold rule nuripéhe said in a
husky murmur. "Lovers always part with a kiss."

Disappointment plagued her. He wanted to master la®p his
mistress too. The unfairness of it drained Virgmiatrength, but she
had her pride.

Because she could think of nothing else, she $ai& you going
somewhere?"

"Aye, to Edinburgh. I've business with Michael &lliand he misses
Sarah. He'll come back with me.

Was he taking his mistress along? Her frustratioistrhave shown,
for his smile turned crooked, endearing.

"Stay out of trouble until | return."



Hating her own weakness and vowing to better cdnitaa the
future, she strove for lightness. "How can | gdbitrouble with
Lottie running the household?"

"Agnes will take care of that—after she's takereazrNapier."

Virginia fought a blush and lost. "The things yoays-they're
scandalous, and you do it to discomfit me."

"Oh, I'd like very much to discomfit you—for daysich nights
without end."

Uttered in a breathy whisper, the words and theucdémh they
bespoke robbed her of a witty reply.

"Hold" that thought. We'll explore it when | retuom Saturday."”

She wouldn't wish him a pleasant journey. But bseabe was
leaving and because she knew firsthand how capsdate could be,
she spoke from the heart. "Be safe, Cam."

That night, as she drifted to sleep, her last aconsahought was of
Cameron and Adrienne Cholmondeley. It was alsditeetopic of
conversation at the breakfast table.

Lottie slapped the newspaper on the table. "ThBead it for
yourself. Adrienne Cholmondeley has taken roontsaaitton House.
Cameron's turned her out."

Her heart racing, Virginia wanted to snatch up plager, devour
every word, then wave it around the room. Instesdtk feigned
indifference and casually scanned the column.



According to the Glasgow Courant,Miss Cholmondeley, the
daughter of the distinguished minister of traded haken rooms
befitting her station at Carlton House, the elegaratrters owned by
the same family as the Carlton Inn.

Curiosity, tempered by the security of family, madeginia say, "Is
she beautiful?"

Lottie paused, a scone in one hand, a knife ladém lwtter in the
other. "Not so pretty as to draw notice."

"Lottie?" Sarah chastened, a lift in her voice.rQnia deserves the
truth.”

"You weren't here to see Cameron dictating to mestile of dresses
and the choice of fabrics Virginia should haveell you, Sister, the
man is smitten."

"And | tell you, Sister, be honest with Virginia."

Lottie slathered butter on the scone, her mouthseaulrin
stubbornness. "The truth does not always servedtis if you
happened upon a good view of the drive yesterdsgrrefon and
witnessed Virginia and Cameron and their adherémcele number
7."

Lottie put down the knife. "You kissed Cameron gtye in
public?"

Papa used to say that in good and faithful compaiy, habits
returned. Virginia knew it was true. "He said hesvgoing away.
What if harm befell him?"

Keen-eyed Lottie said, "No softer reason guides?you



Virginia had lied enough to these women who loved N thought
he'd take her with him. | was frightfully jealous.”

"With more than enough cause," Lottie proclaimedlasnibbled on
the scone. "l shudder to think what Agnes wouldehdane in the
circumstances."

"Forget Agnes." Sarah put down her teacup. "Thats like
Cameron. With Virginia back, | knew he'd do theg®othing."

"That's because you are naive."

Sliding Virginia a pained look, Sarah tisked andather head. "If |
am naive, Lottie, you are obtuse."

"You're just miffed because | got the best of yastgrday when |
told the boys you'd buy them ponies."

"| take back obtuse,"” Sarah said to Virginia. "ieft mean to the
core."

With "Adrienne Cholmondeley out of the way, Virganielaxed and
basked in her sisters' battle of words.

"I'm not mean, not truly. I'm just beset with badhors."

Sarah howled with laughter. "You're always besdt Wwad humors."
"Oh?" As if gearing up for another verbal assdidttie narrowed her
eyes and took aim. "Look who's talking." She glahatVirginia to

enlist her support. "But then, Sarah's chambenpwér stinks, does

it?"

Virginia choked on her tea.

Sarah blushed carnation red and threw up her hd@ase more, |
am forced to yield to your vulgar tongue."



"You yield because you are outwitted."

"l withdrawtemporarily because Virginia has forgotten the,pasd
| shudderto think of the impression she must have of us."

"We're family. She loves us."
"In spite of the fact that our conversation hastathe selfish."
"Run? Run where?" Lottie stammered.

"Since you are obviously outwitted, Lottie deawyill remind you
that we have done nothing but talk about oursélves.

"Nonsense. We discussed Cameron and his turningobuiis
mistress."

"A truly delightful topic on which to begin the day
"'Tis true, | tell you," Lottie insisted. "Justdk at her and you'll see."

To Virginia, Sarah smiled. "Now that we have exhedslLottie's
limited supply of civility, what would you like tdo today?"

"She's going to sit for fittings."
"Since when does that preclude her from answerimpgestion?"
"l was just trying to be helpful."

Her patience gone, Sarah snapped, "Will you plietiger answer for
herself!"

With a self-deprecating grin, Lottie acknowledgee truth of that
statement. "Are there other things you'd like tdaltay?"



"Nothing in particular, but there is some placdikd to go on Friday
night."

"Of course." Lottie fluttered her fingers. "At lédaw/o of the gowns
will be ready."

"It's a reception.”

"Wonderful! We'll all go. Sarah, you wear the reowm. I'll wear
black, and Virginia will dazzle them in the pink."

Sarah's brow furrowed in confusion. "Who are wengao dazzle and
where?"

"It's a reception at the cordiner's hall in honbHorace Redding."
Sarah winced. "Oh, my."

Lottie gaped. "What ever will we do? Redding despighe
MacKenzies, thanks to Papa."

"I'm so sorry, Virginia."

She wouldn't take no for an answer. "I'll go alcargd | won't stay for
long. It's very important to me to meet Redding."

Agnes solved the dilemma the next day. "'Tis simpl@ward will
escort you."

Lottie wasn't convinced. "But what will your Mr. Bding say when
you tell him that your father is Lachlan MacKenzie?

As it turned out, Redding was more impressed wdtv&d Napier,
but Virginia hadn't had the opportunity to say mttran how do you



do. Later, after the men had exhausted their dssgn®n the merits
of the Napier carriage, she planned to approacldiRgagain.

"It's an odd-shaped contraption, to be sure,” Hagdconstable of
Glasgow. "Why is that, Lord Edward?"

Dressed in the bold black and white tartan of tapilrs, with a black
velvet jacket and pure white shirt, Edward towera¢er the
constable. " 'Tis dynamics, Jenkins," he said. "fifweciple by which
objects move through the air."

"Nonsense." The constable laughed. "A carriage sa@¢ehe whim
of horses. Next you'll tell us with gulls at thert@sses, the carriage
will fly."

As polite as Agnes was bold, Edward smiled and gersty said,
"Rumor has it you've a yearling that shows promats&x furlongs."

As their conversation moved to sporting subjectsgiiia eased
away, content to simply observe Horace Redding.

He could have had no hair at all under his ligphttyvdered short wig
and her opinion of him would not have changed.Hlygportly, with
large blue eyes and a small, thin mouth, he sthodlder to shoulder
with the distinguished and elegant Edward Napi@m@aring them
was unfair, for Redding was old enough to be Né&piather. A
native of Glasgow, Redding admitted to tracingdmsestors back to
the Viking invasions. Yet he was an American. HBnons were
uninhibited by traditions, save those favorabléh® common and
free man. But what captured her most about Reddawthe tone and
cadence of his voice. He had a way of capturingnéitin; even
Napier listened avidly, although he was far froneldwund by
Redding, unlike so many others in the room.

One of those disciples of democracy, as Reddingbehibhis
followers, broached the subject of Englishexpansurginia visited



the refreshment table, then moved to the edgeeofdbm, where a
large standing screen marked the entrance to dneslanecessary. A
row of potted palms denoted facilities for the men.

Her petticoats rustled as she walked, and sheafether burst of
pride for Lottie's newest creation. Others in them noticed, too,
and she committed every compliment to memory socslid pass
them on to her sister. Of pink velvet, the bodiod aplit overskirt

complimented the yards and yards of white silk tfoatned the

underskirt. A border of embroidered green leaviesied the lace at
her cuffs and the neckline. Down to her matchimgpglrs, Virginia

felt like a princess.

"An' who's surprised those MacKenzie women dresseal®” said a
harpish voice from behind the screen. "They'veNaier mills at
their beck 'n' call.”

Virginia couldn't see the woman or her companiohpvehirped,
"They've more money than the church."”

A couple walked by, the man dapper in a black smid white
waistcoat. The woman smiled at Virginia, moved avitom her
companion, and disappeared behind the screen.

"Won't his grace of Ross toss a caber when he deaimhdaughter
came out tonight. He hates that Redding fellowcBémed his eye
when last their paths crossed."

"Which daughter is she?" said the harpy. "Or is ghe of those
uppity bastards of his?"

Her companion laughed. "Who's to know where she ifit the
MacKenzie litter?"

Virginia went cold inside, and the fruity punch ‘shdrunk turned
bitter on her tongue.



"Someone from theCourant should find out what that new
MacKenzie girl is doing in Glasgow."

"Why don't you ask her instead of hovering likerfate after dirty
crumbs of cheese."

Twin gasps sounded.

Without doubt, Virginia knew the plaintive voicelbeged to the
woman who'd smiled at her moments before.

"Well, | never," spat the harpy.

"No, | don't imagine you've ever had the couragegeak openly,”
the good-hearted woman continued. "But then, who ladvdae
interested in anything you have to say?"

Blustering, the harpy said, "Have we met?"
"Fortunately for me, no."

Fabric rustled. A moment later, the harpy said, tWas that
woman?"

Her friend lowered her voice. "She's Adrienne Chaiaeley. We
read about her in the paper today."

The bottom dropped out of Virginia's stomach. Shdnt expected
kindness from Cameron's mistress. Former misti¢s®. could she
thank her? Did propriety allow it? She didn't kn®a@,she made her
way back to Edward Napier, and when the opportuiaityprivacy
presented itself, she asked him.

"You could send her a note and a gift. Perhapk acarf." Grinning,
he added, "I know where a few lengths of cloth lsariound."



Virginia laughed. According to Lottie, the Napiantily mill had
prospered since medieval times. "l do feel likaumpkin."

He pulled a funny face reminiscent of the exprass$ig son Jamie
wore when Agnes sent the lad to bed. "Bumpkin? 'Nay.

"l amout of my depth."
"Me too."
"You?"

"Aye. Try explaining dynamics to a man who think& tmoon is
purgatory because the face of it resembles hisvife's."

Gaiety filled her. "Do you know what Americans sdpout the image
on the moon?"

“Tell me. I'm certain it's revolutionary."
Completely charmed, she said, "l can see why Agmess you."

A hint of color stained his cheeks. Reverentlysail, "She is a gift |
never thought to receive, but you of all peoplewartioat. Now finish
what you were going to say about the moon."

"May | join you?" Horace Redding said.

"Oh, please." Virginia stepped closer to Napiem fact, Lord
Edward and | were just comparing tales. Perhapslymnvey to him
the American opinion of whose face is on the moon."

"Delighted." In his orator's voice, he said, "SoAmaericans believe
that the pocked face of the moon is the burial gdotor the corrupt
souls of English kings."



Jovial and serious at once, Napier said, "How rilz& you've
excluded the Stewart monarchs."

Seeing his blunder, Redding swallowed hard. "Well,."
"Seem to be out of punch?" Edward glanced at Regtkifnll glass.
"Gone flat it has, as flat as the constable of Gdass good humor."

"Then allow me." Edward also took Virginia's gladsn certain the
two of you have pleasantries to exchange."

Virginia watched him walk away. "The father of imimn."
"He is that and your brother-in-law too, I'm told."

Virginia nodded. "Yes, he married my sister Agrigs.staying with
them."

"He said you spent some years in the tidewater."

With absolute certainty, Virginia knew that her fgmhad not

elaborated on her time in America. They were to@lldo reveal

secrets. Once again, she was glad she'd keptutieftom them.

"Yes, that's where | first red®eason Enouglit's a remarkable work
and best describes the state of mind prevalentmerian both
before and during the war."

He demurred with "Some say Burke put it better thewer could."

She remembered Cameron's words, spoken what sdiémagbars
ago in Virginia. "Burke disdains any progress beyarsnail's pace."

"Well said."



Since learning of tonight's event, she'd reheandet she wanted to
say next. "l was wondering if you would acceptfafgpm me. Itisn't
much, but I made it myself."

He frowned. "A gift? But we've only just met."

"I know that, but. . ." She took the rolled docurtgam her purse. "
wanted to give you a copy &eason EnougHh. scripted it myself
from theVirginia Gazette.'On a rabbit hide that she'd tanned herse
and with ink she'd distilled from lampblack and rew&n urine,
Virginia had labored over the work. But she wouldel! him that.

He took the scroll. "I'm ... | must confess, I'madbss for words. A
happy turn of events some would say."

"Your words inspired me at a time in my life whéhdiven up hope."
"A duke's daughter without hope? Sounds contragdicto

Unwilling to divulge the bad turn her life had takeshe made light of
the subject. "It no longer matters, but | wanteddyg thank you and
wish you well."

He didn't unfurl the document but tucked it int® lgoat. "l shall
treasure it, Virginia MacKenzie."

"Treasure what?" said Edward. "Not Virginia, | hopg@ameron
Cunningham will have something to say about thdieyT are
betrothed."

To her surprise and small disappointment, Reddaid sothing to
Edward about the gift. In fake gruffness, he ask¥dhere is this
Cunningham? | hope not with the duke of Ross. Tt could teach
stubbornness to King George."



Both Edward and Virginia laughed. She said, "Camisran
Edinburgh, but he'll be home on Saturday."

Unfortunately Cameron's return was overshadoweth&yarrival of
the Glasgow Courantln boldface type, the newspaper reported th
Horace Redding had been arrested and charged ag$epsion of
treasonous material.

The Evidence?

A tanned rabbit hide bearing the outlawed texRe&son Enough.



Chapter 14

"What will happen to him?" Virginia collapsed ingp chair but
couldn't sit still. Getting to her feet, she padbd length of the
spacious dining room and stopped.

Cameron, Lottie, Sarah, and Edward sat at the.tdbtshael Elliot,
Sarah's husband, stood in the doorway.

"Please sit down, Virginia." Lottie sniffed into theapkin. "You'll
make yourself sick with fretting."

"Leave her be, Lottie." Across the room, Agnes pao®, the baby,
Juliet, clutched to her shoulder.

Cameron helped himself to another oatcake. "Samalvg& what will
happen to him."

"I'm not a barrister," Sarah said.

But she knew, Virginia was certain of that. Fadingm, her stomach
sour with worry, she repeated a familiar phrasenfreer childhood.
"Sarah knows. Sarah knows everything."

She signed in resignation and pushed away her ciméolumeal.
"That pamphlet is considered treasonous materiahels found
guilty, he'll be hanged or transported."

Virginia rolled the newspaper and whacked the baicKameron's
chair. "Transported to where?"

"Australia."

Cameron rose, took the paper from her, and heldhéeds. " "Twill
be all right. Father knows people."”



Misery weighted Virginia, misery and anger at hamagnorance.
“It's all my fault."

"Nay." Cameron pulled her against him and, murnwirishush,"”
rubbed her back. "Trust me."

She basked in his comfort, but the blame was fetsll you, I'm
responsible."

A chorus of objections filled the room.

Virginia squeezed her eyes shut. They were heryaanid bound by
loyalty to support her. Years ago when Mary hadwdrdoner first
satirical cartoon and sent it to the mayor of Tdire family had
rallied around her. They'd stood by her even aspbigized a week
later.

Sarah's husband, Michael, who'd arrived earliethm day with
Cameron, poured Virginia a glass of water. "How daorace
Redding's problems be your fault?"

Sarah said, "Redding brought it on himself. Hdi®ablemaker."

"Of course he is," Agnes declared. "He knew belten to bring that
essay with him."

Lottie blurted, "Others have gone to the gallowsgdossessing that
essay."

That's why he hadn't unrolled the hide last nighhentioned it when
Edward had rejoined them. A painful possibility ped into
Virginia's mind.

"What if he thinks | did it on purpose? Becausdisfdisagreement
with Papa."”



"You? Shush," Cameron murmured. "What could yosibbg have
to do with their quarrel?"

A chorus of "Yes, what's" sounded, but the questiong in the air
long after the room grew quiet.

"It is my fault." Choked by self-loathing, Virginimoved away from
Cameron and faced her family.

"You mustn't blame yourself,” Agnes insisted. Theby burped
loudly, and nervous laughter erupted.

"It's my fault because I'm the one who gave itito.h
"What?"

The prospect of confessing her role in the traggahuld have made
Virginia feel better, but it did not. She hadn'eavbeen home long
enough to reacquaint herself with everyone in #milyy, and she'd
already brought shame upon them.

Gathering courage, she said, "I admired him froeftlst word of
that essay. For ten years, | read almost every obylge Virginia
Gazette,and never once did | read that possession of deandent
was punishable.”

"It wasn't in America." Cameron wrapped an arm atbther
shoulder. "You couldn't know that."

"I should have known." What other rules would sheak? "But life
is so different over there."

"Tell us about it, Virginia," Cameron urged.

The need to unburden herself rose like a tide ngikia. But hadn't
she done enough?



"We are not strangers," he said softly.

"Not at all," Lottie said. "Look how much you've membered
already."

Strangers, family, friends. They didn't deserve ltear the
responsibility of her mistakes.

Patting her child's back, Agnes said, "We'd love,\rginia, even if
you had remembered nothing more than the desighatrkeg."

Cameron squeezed Virginia. If he decided tomormgite his heart
elsewhere, that small comfort would stay with hetiluGod called
her home.

She looked up at him. "Can your father truly hel{gden will he
return from Italy?"

Like sunshine, his smile warmed her. "He'll retsoon, and yes, he'll
do everything in his power. We all will help."

"You're never alone, Virginia," Agnes declared. e never
alone."

Between fretful sniffs, Lottie said, "Don't forgaur father and David
have friends at court.”

"We'll need a barrister," said sensible Sarah.

Edward nodded. "But not a Glaswegian. That fellovCarlisle . . ."
He turned to Agnes. "What's his name?"

"Aaron MacKale."

"Yes. I'll send for him today."



"Thank you." No sooner were the words out than lzropossibility
occurred to Virginia. "Why not deport Redding to Anca?"

Cameron's smile turned bittersweet. "Because seditmaterial is
outlawed. Our king is still tormented over the lagshis American
colonies."

Edward rose and took the baby from Agnes. "Sometisatys what
drove him mad."

"Hoots! The pettiness and boredom of his own caunvhat's to
blame."

Edward came over to Virginia. "Excuse me, Cunnimgfia\WWhen
Cameron released her, Edward said, "Virginia, k®msr niece. Tis
time to put her down for a nap."

Edward handed over the baby. Cradling her, gazitgher angelic
face, Virginia felt her pain ease. This sweet clalts Agnes's baby,
named for Virginia's mother, the duchess of Ross.

So many dreams were coming true for Virginia andv rnibis
nightmare.

"You're a MacKenzie, lass," said Edward. "Nevegéirthat."

The MacKenzies wielded great power in Scotland. &dwNapier
was considered a national treasure. Cameron'sr fathe a member
of ParliamentHope is not losta voice inside her said.

" 'Tis magic, no?" said Edward. "The way holdinbaby can clear
your mind."

National treasure didn't begin to describe Agnassband. "Yes."

"Good." He patted her shoulder. "So what is next?"



Possibilities flashed in her head. "We need a plan.
"She's right," Cameron said.

Looking around the room, Virginia reconsidered thiuation.

Putting herself in Redding's place was easy, fordage was surely
similar to jail. "First, for Mr. Redding," she said all in the room.

"We must look after his needs. He should not sufteniliation or

hunger."

With a look, Cameron urged her on. "I'll see ttoday."
Lottie stood. "I'll supervise the preparing of aket."

"Don't forget bed linens," Virginia said, rememiogrithe nights of
luxury she spent in the main house at Poplar Kpradlr to Cameron's
arrival.

Agnes tapped a spoon against her glass. When shevesyone's
attention, she stood. "Sarah, choose some books fthe
library—nothing seditious, mind you. Fill a box, carget Mrs.
Johnson to find a lamp and plenty of oil. And a tmtable chair."

More to himself than the crowd, Cameron said, "We'ed bribes for
the guard.”

"I have money," Virginia said, regretting the puashs she'd made in
Norfolk. The remainder of her one hundred poundsld/go far in
ensuring Redding's comfort.

"Il take care of it," Cameron offered.
"No." Pride urged her on. "l insist on using my rapri

"Very well. You can pay me back later."



Virginia remembered meeting the constable of Glastst night.
"Who arrested Redding? Was it Constable Jenkins?"

""Twould be his first arrest," Agnes grumbled.
Lottie said, "Agnes should be named constable."

Edward looked askance at that. "Countess of Catt-ixa@nough
responsibility for me, thank you."

"Worry not," Cameron said. "I'll visit Constablenkens myself."

"Nay," snapped Edward. "You'll send a coach for bumshow him
no more courtesy than that."

Although Cameron still held Virginia, he faced EddaNapier.
"Why should | welcome him when our cause will b&dreserved if |
happen upon him at the cordiner's guild."

"The Cordiner's guild?"

"Aye, with luck and good planning, | should arrjust as he collects
his stipend from them."

"He takes bribes?" Agnes shuddered in revulsiohat'$ politics."
"I'll go with you, Cameron," Edward said.

"There you have it," Lottie declared. "The constatbbesn't stand a
chance. Just don't take Agnes along."

"l resent that!"

Virginia prayed the plan succeeded. "Redding cabagtunished for
my mistake."



"Look at me, Virginia." Taking the baby, Camerorvgahe child
back to her father. "If it comes to it, I'll pludkm from that jail
myself and take him back to America."

Agnes banged the table. "Hoots! I'll help. The bokust be old. Any
awl will spring the mechanisms. We'll make a drayiof the
building, noting every guard and exit. Notch camoba schedule of
the guards—"

"Take the baby, Agnes," her husband said in a ib@edropped like
stones into the conversation.

She looked him up and down, a challenge in her.ayeslifted a
brow, and to everyone's surprise, she capitulated.

Virginia's thoughts grew jumbled. "What if Reddimgnts to go to
France?"

Cameron grinned. "Then you must learn to lsagjour."
The urge to laugh brightened her soul. "Ireland?"

"Ireland?" Lottie chirped, a pinched expressiorhenface. "No one
goes there. The food is more distasteful than MdmySband."

Chuckling, Agnes said, "l hope he does not chosendpr his place
of sanctuary."

Lottie twitched her nose. "The Spaniards neverdath

The playful chatter, combined with Cameron's strgrgsence,
brought a normalcy to the occasion. But anothex donsequence
occurred to Virginia."That's it too. If Reddingnet exonerated of the
charges, he will lose his freedom."



"Virginia." At the urgency in Cameron's voice, lgaze snapped to
his. "Only in America does freedom truly reign."

Confused, she studied him. "Why do you say that?"

"Because 'tis true. So long as there's land aplemthpe had in
America, people will choose their own destiny. Tisland is tied to
the past. Claims were laid on every furlong, evergk and tree,
centuries before thlayflowersailed."

Virginia hadn't thought of that. "But Glasgow isdgéng's home."

"Truly?" he challenged. "After a time in jail, litik he'll be happy to
see the last of Scotland."

"True," said Edward. "Redding confided to me thatwas eager to
return to Philadelphia."

"Are you sure?"

"Think about it."

For days, Virginia thought about little else. Histexs tried to distract
her, Edward even suspended his rules and invitedohgiew his
laboratory.

Cameron visited Redding every morning, replenistimggsupply of
necessities and bringing new culinary delights frdme Napier
kitchen. Although Cameron objected, he'd taken femaining
money, eighty-two pounds and bribed the guards. eMsmings he
spent with Virginia at Napier House.

Afternoons were devoted to visits from the locahtge Virginia
excused herself during those times and wrote tetteiRowena; to



Cameron's sister, Sibeal; to Merriweather and Masker-Jones. She
wrote to Horace Redding every day. In the firsthexwge, she'd
apologized, and he had forgiven her. Not until las ¥vee would she
forgive herself.

Were it not for the danger to Redding cloudinghlthppy atmosphere,
Virginia felt as if she'd never been away from Cewmeand her
siblings. Familiar routines developed. Morningshitie children, all
of whom vied for Auntie Virginia's attention. Theshared stories
about her as a child, stories told to them by Heingls and by Uncle
Cameron. In their childish innocence, they admitted general
opinion that Virginia was with the angels. In a fnportrait, Mary
had even painted Virginia as an angel. Only Agraesiielieved, but
she felt responsible for Virginia's disappearance.

The barrister, Aaron MacKale, an apple-cheekedlgaain, arrived
from nearby Carlisle with a staff of assistantsm@eon offered them
the use of Cunningham Gardens, and Edward arrafioged dozen
students from Glasgow University to aid MacKale.

A flurry of petitions and writs were exchanged. Mate made no
promises: The evidence was solid; the situatiokddayrim.

Virginia despaired.

Only Cameron brought her solace. He tried to easé&répidation. At
times she thought he could look into her mind ageltbe humiliation
she'd suffered. He always understood the spe@eédhe kept in her
heart for Redding. When she lost hope of righting Wwrong she'd
done to her mentor, Cameron told her in strict icimmice about
Redding's newest work, a secret piece on the faroé American
justice versus the oppression of the British couds planned to
publish the essay under the title "Writings of aneXican Robbed of
Freedom of Speech."Every evening for a fortnightetimgs were



held in the dining room of Napier House. They pkshand schemed,
theorized and sympathized.

On the fifteenth day, a friend of Agnes's, a mame@ Haskett
Trimble, delivered the news that Lachlan MacKeneds on his way
home.

"What delayed him?" Agnes demanded. "Was therdte@us he ill?
Has something happened to Juliet?"

Trimble said, "They are hale and hearty. His grpostponed his
departure from Boston to await the arrival of ash folend." Looking

pointedly at Cameron, he added, "A Moorish seaataptamed Ali

Kahn."

To Virginia's surprise, Cameron made a fist angimphantly thrust
up his arm. To Napier's dismay, Cameron smashedhtiedelier as
he said, "Sweet revenge."

Papa was coming home. The time to tell the trutls wapidly
approaching. Upon Redding's release or her fathartssal,
whichever came first, Virginia would bear her soul.

Later in the week Trimble returned with word frotaly. Cameron's
sister, Sibeal, had borne her count a son. Theyhgmmndparents,
Myles and Suisan, would not return for another moritrimble
handed Virginia a stack of letters, two of whichravdrom her
brother?-Kenneth, and her sister Cora, who hacktledvwith the
Cunninghams. Virginia prayed that by the time theyurned,
Redding would be free.



A new-round of activity began when Mary arrivedr bkildren and
husband in tow. Disproving Papa's belief that therd always
prevailed over the pen, Mary took up a quill and,a series of
cartoons, made a mockery of Sir Constable Jenkiddtee Glasgow
courts.

Too tied to tradition, theCourant refused to print Mary's work.
Seeing its chance to profit from the situation, @lasgow Mercury
not only printed the drawings, but paid Mary aat@. Her husband,
an influential member of the House of Lords, adviséacKale. But

Constable Jenkins, a Glaswegian from birth, hadigyultaken a

stand. He would not reduce the charges againstiRgdd

After a joyous reunion with Mary, Virginia saw létof her artistic
sister, but that had always been Mary's way whgpiiation captured
her.

A week later, Virginia and Edward each receivedramons to court.
Others at the reception had also been served. Hayeehence, they
must appear before the magistrate. What if Virgimegie asked about
the hide, about her past?

Cameron protested the summons. Edward tried to ringlkeof it.
Agnes fumed. Virginia trembled in fear of the co@hce she'd taken
an oath, she must answer any question truthfulty.tishe in bondage
had been a private tragedy, and she balked atgbubpeaking of the
details of her life there. She must either lie@mé to strangers what
she hadn't found the courage to confess to Canasrdimer family.

On the evening before the trial, Agnes surpriseeryne with a

change of heart. She brushed off the importantiesofummons and,
with Notch as her helper, took the children to Way Fair. They

returned with a guest—the vicar—who stayed for dimn



Later that night, while the clergyman and the athayed billiards,
Virginia excused herself. In the library, an opewl anread copy of
Humphry Clinkerin her lap, she fought hard to keep the melanchc
away. During her indenture, she had grappled vinthdecision of
what to do when her bondage ended. One day shencexvherself
to stay in America, to move north and make a hieré. On another
day, she planned to rush home to her family. Batrttoment she'd
drawn the hearts and arrow on the kegs, the decrsas made.

She had feared risking a longer indenture on thetsbpe that she'd
be rescued, but had she not given Cameron the nm@énd her, she
would not have known his love. Even now, in theegabf Napier's
library, that realization tormented her.

"Whatever you are thinking, banish it from your ohinHe leaned
against the bookcase nearest the door, his archsdaver his chest,
determination in his gaze.

As soon as she caught her breath, she closed dke'havas thinking
that popular fiction is much overrated."

He strolled toward her, resplendent in riding bhsscand a brown
velvet jacket. "Like resolve?"

Her heart took flight. "My last resolve vanishedemhyou romanced
me in the crow's nest."

Chuckling wickedly, he knelt beside her chair ardahed for the
book. Rather than take it from her, he traced taps, the tip of his
finger drawing a rectangle on her lap. Even benéaghlayers of
petticoats and skirt, her skin tingled and her serggew keen. The
look in his eyes turned positively dreamy.

The standing clock struck the first often chimey. tBe fourth
clanging, Cameron took her in his arms; at the svpeal, he was
kissing her deeply. The sound of the last chimeggharthe air, same



as her senses dangled on the passion he inspirdus karms, she
floated above life and its troubles. Bliss captuhsd, and all she
could think of was this man, her Cam, and the mdamen

"I've missed you." He spoke against her mouth, sinel felt rather
than heard the words.

The yearning she'd spent weeks suppressing retamgdwith it, a
need for him that was both wild and tender at oBeg she'd made a
vow to herself. Weeks ago, when word of Reddingtesa had
reached them, she'd vowed that before she and Gansgain
succumbed to passion, she'd tell him the truth.

The moment was at hand.



Chapter 15

Virginia broke the kiss. "I have something to tgthu, Cam."
Catching his gaze and looking into his soul, shédedihim to
understand. "l have many things to tell you."

He studied her. At length, he shook his head. ‘thioight, Virginia."
He took her hands and gave her a crooked smile.h&Ven't had a
moment to ourselves, and tonight is . .."

"Is what?"

His gaze moved from the book to the clock. "FoRgetlding. Forget
your family. Tonight is for us. | want you like"&emwly wedded
butcher wants his bride."

The coward in her grasped the reprieve. With telaf; her sense of
humor returned. Inspired by his cockiness, she, sdid God's
scheme, what makes you so different from a butther?

Her answer pleased him, for his eyes crinkled witith. "Nothing
except you and the happiness you bring to me. Toutill, a butcher
comes better prepared to love a woman."

On that bit of nonsense, she laughed. "I will noblited."

Lamplight and innocence wreathed his face. "Baitsnitpe work of a
fisherman. | aspire to butchery."

"How does one aspire to butchery?"

He jumped up and bolted the door, but his gait g, determined,
when he came back to her. Considering the tightofit his
buff-colored breeches, she knew what he had omimd.



To bedevil him, she stared at his loins and sdiat's an interesting
placket."

With a flair, he threw off his coat. "So kind of ydo say so. Now
where were we?"

"The elementals of butchery, | believe."

"Ah, yes. First, a good man o' the meat must |#aerproduct of his

craft." He sat on the floor, lifted her left fo@nd removed her new
slipper. Moving his hand up her leg, he stoppesweher knee.

"Here we have the calf, a well-turned one to be Sur

Laughter bubbled up inside her. "lI've always heirdalled the
shank."

"See? We left the colonies alone for too long. Moaus tradesman
would ever name this graceful limb a shank." Hgried revulsion.
"Dreadful word."

"In the field of butchery, what name do you givstacking?"
Deviltry had him in its throes. "A stunning accairtrent."
She closed her eyes to savor the joy.

"So you do not wish to see the demonstration? \Weeyl." He
grasped her hips and eased her down in the cleasifig up her skirt
and petticoats, he flipped them over her face. Tierspread her
legs.She gasped, blind to all but the feel of laisds.

"Hesitance is not allowed, Virginia. If I'm to serout a butcher's
apprenticeship, you must cooperate."

She knew he was teasing, trying to distract heth\Wer family and
the vicar two rooms away, he couldn't possibly ntedave her here.



"You have me on my haunches. How much more coaperaan |
be?"

"We'll see, won't we, my clever lass?" Using badindis, he caressed
her thighs. "Here we have the rounds, a favorite Eoiglish
monarchs."

"What of the preferences of the Stewarts?"

"Ah, the Scots are much more discriminating." Hecteed her
intimately. "We favor the loins but have a spegpiaference for this
tender morsel."

She sucked in a breath and couldn't keep her topsfising to meet
him. He encouraged her, murmuring sweet promiseghat was to
come. He worked her gently at first, and when she primed and
begging, he pulled her to the floor.

Through a storm of passion, reality surfaced. "Wiiagomeone
comes looking for us?"

"No one will." Not stopping to undress himself,dy@ened the packet
of his breeches.

His manhood popped free.

Feeling blissfully alive, she said, "Oh, so that/kat you were
hiding."

All pretense gone; he moved over her and, withnglsithrust, made
them one. She clutched him, called to him, and wieskissed her, he
slipped his tongue into her mouth in a matchinghyto the loving
going on below.

The clock struck the half hour, but it could hawseih Sunday noon
for all she cared. This man and his loving were Heairt's desire.



From the time she'd learned to collect memoriesd lbeen a
keepsake, a treasure she intended to cherish. dnmch€ircumstance
had altered the path of their lives, but that walsifd them. He'd set
aside his mistress. Words had not been spokeit, Wwas as if he had
said,You have always been mine.

She'd tell him the truth, and then she'd proposeiage. An instant
later, all thoughts of that betrothal fled, and imend stayed fixed on
the here and the now and the pleasure he gave her.

When the rapture came, she felt caught up, reshamedher mind
flung to the wind. He felt it too, for at the peeak his passion, he
called out her name and God's in the same breath.

Neither moved, but the pounding of their heartsriwamzed with the
tick, ticking of the clock. He held her, and as sttealed his familiar
scent and languished in his arms, she thought ties most
memorable time in her life.

When the clock struck the half hour, he rolled i®dide.
"Ouch!" He'd banged his head on a table.

"Let me see." Ignoring her disheveled and wrinkdegks, she rose on
her knees and examined his head. His thick halricned her palms,
and as she cupped his head, a knot rose benedihdes. "You've
bumped yourself a good one, Cam."

"l care not." He buried his face in her bodice. t€&ume for a poor
butcher," he lamented. "I never made it past thresld

She chuckled. "I give you high marks for the pgds do know."

He jiggled his brows. "Shall we retire to your ro@md repair that
slight?"



The truth clamored to be said. "No." She clearedhreat, sat back,
and fussed with her skirt. "I have something tbyel, and | don't
want to be distracted."

"Sounds serious."
"Itis.”
As he righted his clothing, he glanced at the clock

"It won't take long," she said, hoping that wa®iror she feared her
courage would flee.

Anticipation sharpened his gaze. "A brandy then?"
She nodded and waited for him to pour the drinldsraturn.
Handing her a glass, he held his up. "To you."

The dull thud of crystal against crystal soundeddlon her ears.
Where to begin? She sipped the heady wine. Asréaspover her
tongue, she found a starting place.

"Do you know that this is only my second time tan&rbrandy?"

As serious as she'd ever seen him, he gave a shgke of his head
and waited.

"The first time was the occasion of Captain Browmsxpected visit
to Poplar Knoll. He came to say that he'd spoketh wou in

Glasgow. Mrs. Parker-Jones sent Merriweather thvéimalet to fetch
me."

"The hamlet?"

Shame choked her. "Yes. That's where | lived."



"l love you." He reached for her.
She held up her hand. "l lied to you all the wawrrd, Cam."
Compassion softened his gaze.

"I wasn't the housekeeper. | worked in the fielésduse . .." The
name of her villain tasted too bitter on her tongue

"Because?"
Let it go, her heart said. "Because . . ." The watdlled in her throat.
"Take a sip," he encouraged.

She did, and the drink fortified her. "Becauseddrto follow you to
France. | planned to sneak aboard your ship, but—"

"But I'd already sailed to China."

"I didn't know that was your destination at thedinh thought you
were going to France."

His smile was gentle, loving. "Sarah taught younEheon the sly."
"She told you that?"

"Of course. For years, we spoke of little else sawemisfortune in
losing you."

She took strength from that love. "Let me go amuist tell it all.”
"I'm listening, love."

"When | learned you had sailed, | found anothep,steptained by a
man named—" Again, the named stalled on her ton§be.took a
deep breath. "A man named Anthony MacGowan. He sWwerwas



going to France. He said he knew you well and psenhito take me
to you."

"But he didn't take you to France."

Agony squeezed her chest. "No. He took me to Wisburg and
sold me to Mr. Moreland."

"Oh, sweetheart." Again he reached for her.

Again she held him off. "Wait." She must get onhwit "He called it
an indenture and named the term ten years, baegrdt change what
they did to me."

"l hate them," Cameron swore through his teetheyTare vile, and
you were innocent."

Let him think that if he wished. At ten, she'd beeaiture enough to
make the decision that had cost her a decade diftaeShe would
not place the blame elsewhere. "All of that chariged

"Oh, Virginia." He held out a trembling hand.

She slipped her fingers in his. "There's more. Must let me say it. |

never fell from a horse. | wasn't allowed near eseoMy memory is

perfectly intact, always has been. | lied becausadn't the courage
to tell you the truth about my life there."

"You thought to spare me and your family the duilt.

"Yes, and to give myself enough time to fit in hdreidn't always
have shoes, and | slept on a pallet of hay." Slzedaround the
finely appointed room. "Life here is very grand."

His hand grew damp in hers. "You worked hard?"



She nodded. "I tried escape once but lost courtigethat."
"Were you ever beaten?"

The frightened girl she'd once been now beggectsdh free. "No,
but other, more horrible things . . ."

"Have another sip of the brandy; 'twill ease thg Wa

The third swallow of the fiery drink cleared heraat and bolstered
her courage.

His eyes were pools of kindness. "Who hurt you?"

The dark times hung on the edge of her mind, betmished them
back. Cameron was here, and a happy future awtied. "The

doctor. Mr. More- land had taken a slave for histrass, but when
she died bearing him a stillborn child, Mrs. Morelaassumed he'd
take me. She had allowed him a slave, but sheddrion to move me
into the house. He hadn't even spared a glance aimoe he bought
me from MacGowan. She didn't believe him. To aséierself that

he'd left me alone, she had the doctor come 'rewety month

and—and .. ."

"Let it out, love."

"l didn't know at first what he was doing. | wasifand ten at the
time."

"Damn. That's enough, Virginia. You needn't—"

"Yes, | must. | had to lie on a table. It was stilcble always told me
to spread my legs." Quickly, she drank again. "gleifiside of me . .
. for my maidenhead."



The glass slid to the floor, and she covered hex feith her hands.
Shame curled her spine, and she drew up her legs.

He held her then and rocked her, crooning wordsoaffort. When
she quieted, he said, "How long did it go on?"

"Until two years ago when they sold the plantatitn Mr.
Parker-Jones."

"Bloody hell!" He squeezed her, as if in doing ®odould drive out
her demons.

But the horror was behind her. "That's why in Nikfehen we—"
"Made love?"

"Yes. That's why you thought | had been raped.d lmay, she had
been raped, often. Even now, she remembered tigewalk to the
main house, the icy table in the buttery, the ¢odk in the doctor's
eyes. The relief that lasted for one turn of th@md he next month,
the doctor was back again.

“I'm sorry | lied to you, Cam, but | was ashamed."
"Oh, sweetheart. 'Tis in the past. We've only tamwes ahead.”

She felt cleansed. For the first time in a decdds, soul was
unburdened. "I'll never lie to you again." Unfoldgiher hands, she
help up her palms. "You have my word."

He twined his fingers with hers. "Put it behind ytmve. Try never to
think of those times again."”

"I will as soon as I've told Papa and the others."



He held her at arms length, and she saw tearssireygs. She
attempted a smile to cheer him, but she failed.

"Must you tell them, Virginia?"

That surprised her. A full confession had alwaysrbpart of her
plan. "Yes, | must."

"Why? What good would it serve? They'll feel guiitythey know
you were mistreated. As it stands, they are gritefiave you back,
and they shoulder only the blame ignorance bringmt"

"But I've never lied to Papa."”
"Aye, you did. On many occasions we both lied t.hi
"But we were children, and the lies were small."

Succinctly, he said, "And they hurt no one. Thifikow Agnes will

feel if she knows that you had no shoes." A tadrdsdbwn his cheek.
"l gave up hope and went on with my life. Your fatalso did. You'l
crush him with a confession. He's happy now. Whigidoback his
suffering?"

She wanted to believe him. Cameron Cunningham resh lher
dearest friend since before she knew the meanitigeaford. But old
beliefs brought doubts. "I owe him the truth."

Cameron searched for the words to convince her.hlaac
MacKenzie had found vengeance. Virginia need néwew that
Anthony MacGowan would spend his days rotting ie kiold of a
Moorish galley. Thinking of that well-deserved fa@ameron said,
"What is the truth? That you love your father well?

"Yes."



"That you are glad to be back among those who you®"
"Yes."

"That's truth enough. Our life together awaits. Yaamnot return to
your father's house. We'll be married. You'll bear children here or
aboard our ship or where ever we find ourselveg'did her hand
over his heart. "Your place is here, with me, ashabvays planned."

Her smile was tentative at first; but reason woh All right. But
what if Anthony MacGowan tells the truth?"

"What if Anthony MacGowan is dead? Shall | ask Toiento find
out?"

"Oh, please."
"l shall if you'll do something for me?"

She'd swim to France if it would ease the pain ide'dtry to hide
from her. "Anything."

"You must do this, true heart." He clutched herarpgrms. "Please
forgive me for giving up hope of finding you."

"That's easy. | love you." She moved into his aamd held on tight.
"I have always loved you."

He breathed a sigh of relief. "And | you. 'Tis &/pve have to wait to
wed until your father returns.”

"Where is the betrothal agreement?"

He didn't answer for so long she thought he haaeédrd her. At
length, he said, "That is the last truth. Your &thnd | burned it."



"Together?" "Aye, we tapped a laird's keg and diauniselves into a
stupor. Drunk as Turks, we had a ceremony, althdwagfecalls little
of the night."

"You've never reminded him of it?"
"Nay, he has suffered enough."
"All of us have suffered."

"Aye, but no more," he said.

"l am at peace then."

"Good."

Without moving from the floor of Napier's librarthey held each
other, and a silent healing began.

Sometime later the peace was shattered by a kndlo& door and the
arrival of Constable Jenkins.

Cameron drilled Agnes with a curious gaze. Whenwim&ed, he
breathed a sigh of relief. While Cameron had beethe library
making love to Virginia, Agnes and Edward had emgkitpe vicar in
a game of billiards. But Agnes had left them unttex guise of
soothing her fretful daughter. With the lad Notdr ficcomplice,
Agnes had broken into the constable's office, stole hide, and
destroyed the evidence.

Now she stepped forward. "Constable Sir Jenkirsyan acquainted
with Father John? We've been playing billiards siafter supper.
When did you lose your evidence?"

Blustering, his chain of office crooked on his skileus, he shook
with anger. "Not above an hour ago."



"None of us is to blame."

All self-righteous servant of the law, Jenkins tuaties hateful gaze
on Cameron. "You're a thief, Cunningham. You stoét rabbit hide
from my safe."

"Me? I*couldn't have."
"Where were you?"

Virginia moved between them. "Cameron was with sie; She
paused, a blush flagging her cheeks. "We're betdytyou know."

Cameron had expected as much, and he loved hier'fgou've told
him enough, love."

With Virginia and the vicar to verify his alibi, @geron could not be
charged, and no other suspects were found. Witheutey piece of
evidence, Horace Redding was set free.

The next day, a cartoon appeared inNtegcury.In retaliation, Mary
had depicted a dole-faced Constable Jenkins stamdifaye a high
court justice, his empty hands held out in supgbicea MacKale was
pictured off to the side, a smug look enhancingskiking features.
A bewigged and stately justice glared down at pdemkins. The
caption read,You've not seen hide nor hair of it?"

A month later, Quinten Brown's ship arrived in Gjaw Harbor with
the duke and duchess of Ross aboard. When wortieeddapier
House, everyone clamored to meet the ship. A caraba&arriages
rumbled down Harbor Road, Napier's spherical coameg in the
lead.



The moment Lachlan stepped onto Scottish soil agaitie blurted
the news that Virginia had taken up residence ann@igham
Gardens. Upon arrival at Napier House, Lachlan redi€€ameron
into the study. An hour later they emerged, botHisg

Virginia expected her father to call her into thedy. Instead, he
declared, "Do you truly want this half Englishmaaor fyour
husband?"

"Yes, Papa. | love him well." "Then we are twicedsed." He picked
her up. "Worry not, lass, about those lost memor¥ésu're back
home and that's all that matters."

They adjourned to the nursery, where Sarah's daudgubel took
her first wobbly steps—into the arms of a gloatiraghlan.

A special license was acquired, and on Saturday, Meginia and
Cameron fulfilled their destiny. As a private wedlgligift, Cameron
relayed a message to Virginia. Anthony MacGowan aessd.

"How? When?"

It served no purpose to tell her of her fathern®imement. So he told
a lie he thought would satisfy her. "Some time dds. death was
slow and painful."

"Good."

When they exited the Napier carriage and approatiediock to
begin their honeymoon, Virginia noticed a canvaapdd over the
side of Cameron's ship. MacAdoo stood near the laow,the crew
stood at attention.

"What's that?"



"You'll see."

Holding her hand, he whistled to MacAdoo, who saduthen tossed
off the mysterious canvas. Cameron had again claatihgeename of
his ship. Now it was calle@irue Heart.

"For you," he said. "My dearest love."

Then he swept her into his arms and carried heardbds they
waved good-bye to her family, Cameron said, "Wrsdrall we go
first?"

Feeling reckless and joyful, she said, "The crawe'st?"

Laughing, he held her close, and as they saile¢y &iwan Scotland,
Virginia remembered the vow he'd spoken to her rduriheir
wedding.

Gazing up at him, love swelling inside her, shd,sdiomorrow is no
dream, but our destiny."

"Aye, True Heart."



Epilogue

Rosshaven Castle
Scottish Highlands
Harvest, 1793

Harvest drummers and pipers heralded the retutheohaywagons.
Cameron scooted to the edge of the loft and pe#dremligh a
knothole in the wall boards of the stable.

"Who's riding in the first wagon?"

Cameron gazed back at Virginia, who languished lon pallet.
They'd spent the afternoon loving, napping, andyng being back
in Scotland again.

For three years, they'd sailed fheie Heartaround the world. Only
when Virginia had conceived had they returned wtl&nd. But they
hadn't gone to Cunningham Gardens in Glasgow, adthrey visited
Cameron's parents. They'd come to Rosshaven CastlEain,
principal residence of the ducal MacKenzies, thacel where
Cameron and Virginia had grown up together.

Now that the harvest was over, the celebrationhef ttventy-fifth
anniversary of the duke and duchess of Ross wagthbWith the
exception of Cameron and Virginia, all of the MaoKrs, their
spouses, and children had spent .the day in thusfie

Only one member of the extended family was not.here
"Cameron Cunningham! Tell me who won."

The annual harvest race was over. In order of flmeah, the wagons
returned to Rosshaven.

Expecting her to gloat, Cameron said, "Edward Nagmnel Notch."



"I knew it. He never boasts. When he said his nrechould harvest
as much wheat as three men, you should have beélere You owe
me fifty pounds."

She rolled over and, on stiff arms, crawled tow&ameron, her
breasts swaying in a hypnotic rhythm. Larger sitheebirth of their

daughter, Virginia's womanly attributes never faik® rouse him.

But then, with a saucy wink or a spicy rejoindére sould as easily
stir his desire.

"Where's Agnes?" she asked.

Peering through the opening, Cameron studied tme lof
approaching wagons. "Astride the lead horse puNagier's wagon,
and Jamie's up before her. Hannah and little Jahetperched atop
the cargo."

"The next wagon?"

"Your father and Lily's husband, Sutherland."
"Third?"

"Lottie's husband, David, and Christopher Napier."
"Where's Lottie?"

Cameron chuckled. For her part in the celebratiottie had made
dresses for all of the women. Except that eachana@ifferent color,
the cotton dresses, designed for a day of frolgkmthe field, were
alike. The fabric of Virginia's gown was dyed aflfegreen, and the
contrasting apron was a darker hue. Lottie wordeapgd with a
crimson apron. "She's in that jaunty trap. Lily,r&oRowena, and
Sarah are on horseback, carrying torches to lightvay."

"Where's Mary?"



Cameron hesitated. Robert Spencer, the earl oshifd, had met his
death beneath the hooves of the leading pack ah Aawns. Mary

had buried him over a year ago. She had yet tavlergim. But

neither had she forgiven herself for not giving hanson. Hamish
Dundas, heir apparent to the constable of Scotlasad, doing his
considerable best to get Mary out of her mourniogrg Odds were
running three to one that he'd succeed before Hogynaext.

"Where?" Virginia repeated.
“In a cart with Hamish."

"Good." Content to have him narrate the order oish, Virginia
again lay on her back. "Who's next?"

"Kenneth and his rowdy nephews. Michael and MacAa@obehind
them."

Raising her arms over her head, Virginia stretckfdctively lifting
her nipples into view. "MacAdoo should be playihg pipes."”

"You should stop teasing me." Cameron shifted sedhe swelling
in his loins. He winced at the movement.

"What's amiss?"

Shaking his head, he rolled his eyes. "I shouldatt you again so
soon."

All saucy female, she writhed. "Shall | show yoa tally in that train
of thought?"

He laughed.



She lifted her brows in warning and challenge. tBet wagons had
entered the yard. The din of dozens of familiacesiblended with
the stamping of hooves and the rattling of harreesse

Confident that they'd soon have company, Cameroedohis arms.
"l could change your mind," she threatened.
He smiled, taunting her. She lifted herself up amved closer.

The stable doors opened, then closed. Footfallsdsal on the
planked floor below.

Holding a finger to his mouth, Cameron whispereshush," and
eased to the edge of the loft. Virginia followed.

Arm in arm, the duke and duchess of Ross strotiecutd the ladder.
His hair was now liberally sprinkled with gray, butachlan

MacKenzie could still hold his own with a man hhki$ age. Juliet,
serene and stately in a lavender dress and pyspbe ,asmiled up at
him. He stopped, drew her into his arms, and kissadlong and
deeply.

Virginia leaned against Cameron and sighed. Henwadonged for
the devotion of his foster parents; he and Virgingl made their
own.

When the kiss ended, the duchess said, "You didn'da moment
think | believed you asked me into the stableshows me a new
horse. I've heard that before."

Lachlan reached for the ladder. "What | have indnm infinitely
more entertaining than a foal."

Cameron and Virginia giggled, and just as her parloked up, a
storm of hay rained down on them.



Sputtering, Lachlan declared, "You're time's upn@agham."

He looked at Virginia and spoke a solemn truth, yN&s just
beginning."



