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Chapter 1

May, 1862

Biscayne Bay, Florida

The night seemed black as an eternal void. The sea was deceptively calm, disturbingly dark beneath a sky scattered with a strange cloud cover. The moon offered occasional fragments of light before the clouds cast the world into a shadow realm that shrouded all but the sound of the water that lapped against the small boat and the rhythmic slap of the oars against the water.

The sound stopped. Impetus alone kept the small boat moving toward the shoreline.

“Why have you stopped rowing?” Risa Magee asked anxiously. She was more than a bit afraid, but she was equally determined that the war would not destroy more lives than necessary.

Finn sighed. “Risa, I would do anything for you, but this is insanity; I can go no farther.”

“Finn! You cannot drop me into the middle of the bay,” Risa said firmly.

“This is an area frequently traveled by cutthroats, thieves, and murderers—not to mention enemy Rebels! St. Augustine might be occupied by the Union, but this is a Confederate peninsula,” Finn reminded her.

“Finn, don’t be difficult. You have only to set me down on the isle—”

“Which could be far too late,” Finn protested nervously. “I’ve not been in these waters in a very long time myself, but I’ve been told that the blockade runners come here often enough, and that sane people should stay away. This is a place of savage monstrosities!”

“Come, now! The Rebels have not bred a strain of lizard-people to rise from the swamps to do their fighting for them!” Risa assured him with exasperation.

Asking Finn to help her had been a mistake. But who else might have been persuaded to bring her here? Finn was a young, sandy-haired, freckle-faced salvage sailor who had been living in Florida at the outbreak of war; a Yankee diver from outside Boston. An opportunist who had not taken sides in the war, he was still a decent sort of opportunist, and had spent much of his free time assisting with surgery in St. Augustine—and plying Risa with his attentions. She had been flattered, but she certainly hadn’t taken the young man seriously. Especially when she had allowed her life to become such a tangle of strange relationships.

When she had determined to find Ian McKenzie in his Everglades lair, Finn had seemed her only answer; a man who could be bribed to bring her down the coast without insisting on knowing her purpose for such reckless subterfuge. And who would not report to her father—General Magee—or simply tell her she couldn’t go.

“Risa, if anyone knew that I brought you here—”

“Oh!” Risa cried with frustration. “I’ve told you, Major McKenzie himself is in these parts, and that’s why I’m here.”

“If your father were ever to know …” Finn said, his voice trailing away miserably. “He’d have me court-martialed.”

“Finn, my father cannot have you court-martialed,” she informed him. “You are not in the military.”

“He’d have me shot!”

“Finn!”

If her father were ever to know, she thought guiltily, there would be hell to pay. Maybe not for Finn, because her father would know that she had coerced the poor young fellow. However, her father would definitely lock her up somewhere very safe, and see that the key was thrown away. But the esteemed General Magee, recently promoted, was now far away, fighting with General Grant.

“My father will never know. You will drop me off, and I will get back to St. Augustine on my own.”

“No, this was foolish. We’ve got to go back to my ship—”

“Finn! If courage is a factor here,” she said sternly, trying to appeal to his pride, “we can see why the Rebels are doing so much better than the Yanks!” She spoke firmly, staring at the young man with relentless determination.

Finn’s eyes faltered. “Ah, now, that’s not fair, Risa, you truly can’t begin to imagine the danger we’re in.”

But she did know the danger. It didn’t matter. She was desperate.

Once upon a time, she had been in love with a man named Ian McKenzie; Major Ian McKenzie, USA. She should have been his wife. But circumstances had intervened. Ian was married—to someone else. And oddly enough, she, a Yankee, had no choice now at all except to risk her own life in an attempt to save a Rebel spy, the Mocassin. To save Ian’s wife. Even if Risa wasn’t certain she would ever forget just how deeply she had once been in love with Ian, she couldn’t let anything happen to his wife. In the cruelest of times and circumstances, she and Alaina had become the best of friends. They had both risked their lives for one another before; now finding Alaina was crucial.

There was a price on the Mocassin’s head. Dead or alive, preferably dead. Alaina was somewhere near, Risa knew. To prevent Risa from a rattler’s strike, Alaina had been bitten herself, and in the fever that had plagued her after, Alaina had tossed and turned—and talked, giving Risa clues to what was happening. Though Risa hadn’t been able to keep her from leaving St. Augustine on her spying mission, she had learned just when she would be returning and where. Here, tonight.

Now Risa had to find either Alaina, or Ian. And if she found Ian, she had to let him know that his wife was the spy that he was seeking so that he could find her—come hell or high water—before any other Union man might do so.

And see that Alaina was hanged.

“When the cloud cover lifts, I can see Belamar Isle!” Risa insisted.

“Risa, I’d do anything for you, but we have to go back—” Finn said, and broke off. “Listen!”

She went silent, and she heard what he heard. Oars, slapping water. Near them. Very near them …

“We’ve got to head back!” Finn insisted.

“I—I can’t!” Risa told him.

Belamar Isle was right ahead.

“Look, there’s an inlet over there! Row hard, and we’ll count on the cloud cover to protect us.”

Finn suddenly moved, with the speed of lightning and an amazing quiet.

It was a dangerous coastline by nature, and so it was that salvage had been a prosperous business here since the first Spanish ships had sailed to the New World. Dangerous reefs hid beneath the waves to rip at the unwary. In some areas, landfall was smooth beach. In others, mangroves grew out along the shoreline, creating a tangled web of roots, inlets, and coves, uninhabited, surrounded by thick semitropical forests. Snakes, birds, and insects in many varieties plagued the brackish waterways that streamed inland from the bay.

Their rowboat suddenly jarred hard against a root; a flash of moonlight let Risa see Finn’s face. So pale that his freckles stood out, he brought a finger to his lips, warning her to silence. She sat quietly, catching a brief glimpse of their surroundings before a billowing dark wave of clouds descended over the moon once again. Finn wasn’t such a poor choice for a guide after all; he had brought them into the tongue of a cove. The chirp of insects was suddenly very loud, almost deafening. Something touched her face, and she nearly screamed, but realized it was the brush of a mangrove, hanging right over her head. They were flush against the trees, nearly completely concealed in the night.

Again, she heard oars slapping against the water. Then a few moments’ silence.

Risa realized that the other boat was very near. Like them, her passengers were listening.

Finally, the silence was broken.

“Ah, the captain’s hearing has become so good he hears the fish swimming at night!” a male voice with a slight Irish lilt complained.

“He knows the sound of fish swimming from that of a small boat being rowed!” a second voice warned.

“But the captain—”

“Would never have given away his own position so thoroughly,” the second man said softly.

“Hmmph!”

Again, silence fell on the night. Once more, the din of dozens of insects seemed to rise. From somewhere, Risa heard a plop!—and she wondered whether alligators or crocodiles inhabited these coves that rimmed the bay.

“We can’t be too careful,” the second man said again. “Not with the Maid of Salem expected in these waters. The captain thinks that taking her—and her cargo bound for Key West—can give guns to thousands of our infantry boys. And she’s heavy-laden with morphine and quinine. What with New Orleans taken now, slow as we may be getting supplies through the state, they’re mighty welcome when they reach the battlefields to the north.”

“Aye, welcome,” the man with the Irish accent said wearily. “Matt?”

“Yes?”

“It’s not good, is it?”

“War is never good, Michael.”

“Whatever we Rebs capture, they have more. More and more. They have more men, and more guns.”

“Ah, but we have more men like the captain. We’ve old Stonewall Jackson, Stuart, and Lee. Lee was one thing the damned Yankees wanted they didn’t get! Our troops have beaten the tar out of greater numbers time and again.”

“And sustained losses as well.”

“Stop being so worried, Michael, it won’t serve us well.”

“Aye, now that’s a fact. But there’s nothing in this cove hereabouts. Let’s turn her around.”

Risa exhaled on a shaky breath as she heard the enemy boat moving away.

They waited.

The night, on the water, was actually cool. Risa shivered—and felt a trickle of sweat slip down her spine at the same time. She was a fool. How could anyone find a man—or a woman—in endless acres of sea and swamp?

The bay seemed enormous, the swamp eternal. The wait agonizing.

“I’m moving her out. I’m heading back to my schooner,” Finn said determinedly.

“Finn—”

Risa broke off, suddenly aware of sound very near them again. A movement, a knocking … something not quite right. Something …

A second enemy rowboat! she thought with alarm. Oh, God, the second boat had been in the cove, not certain that they were there. Whoever manned the boat had waited in an uncanny silence, hidden even from their countrymen, just waiting for Risa and Finn to give themselves away …

“Row!” she cried suddenly to Finn, “Row!”

“Oh, Lord Almighty!” Finn cried as their little craft was suddenly struck hard. Risa was knocked to the damp flooring of their rowboat.

“Who goes there?” came a harsh demand. A match was struck, and lantern light suddenly flooded Risa’s eyes; she couldn’t see. “Speak quickly, now, and beware! We feed all Yankees to the sharks!”

Risa brought her hand before her eyes, trying to ward off the blinding light, her heart hammering in a fury. She didn’t need to reply; Finn was already stuttering out an explanation. “I’m not a Yank; I’m a salvage diver—” he began.

“Salvage diving—in the middle of a dark and cloudy night?” came a second, deeper voice, one touched by just a hint of wry amusement.

And suddenly, a booted foot came down center in the small boat, bringing with it the towering figure of a man. He carried a naval cutlass, and it gleamed long, wicked, and sharp in the glitter of the lamplight.

The little boat rocked wildly with the new weight; the man didn’t seem to notice, but balanced effortlessly.

Risa reminded herself that she was the only child of a military man, and such an upbringing had not been without its rewards. She carried a small Smith & Wesson repeating revolver in her skirt pocket, and she knew how to use it. She drew it out quickly, hands amazingly steady.

“Well, sir, you should be just and fairly warned—we feed all Rebs to the sharks!” she cried with a bravado that startled even her.

Yet it was to no avail, for he was as quick as lightning.

Before she could take aim, her pistol was slammed out of her hands by the swift blur of his cutlass. His steel struck her weapon from her hand without so much as grazing her flesh, and the gun went flying into the night. It was caught just briefly in a flicker of lamplight as it arced—then it landed with a plop in the sea, and sank.

Risa saw again the glitter of the enemy’s cutlass.

“Captain!” the man with him called out in warning. “There’s another boat coming in; lots of Yanks out—”

They suddenly heard the sound of gunfire, and Risa realized that the little boat stalking them before was engaged in battle with another small vessel.

“Indeed, the time has come … we’ll secure these prisoners and engage as well,” the captain commanded.

“Secure them—or feed them to the sharks?” his companion said lightly.

There were more Yanks in the waters, Risa thought, trying to reason quickly and rationally. And she wondered if just maybe, Ian McKenzie might be in these waters now, and if salvation might be a lot closer than she had imagined.

She tried to shield her eyes again from the light, and look beyond it to their captor. All she could see was the wicked length of the sword—and the dark silhouette of the man.

Better chance the sharks in one piece, she determined. Here, in this little dinghy, with the wicked blade-wielding captain, she was doomed. In the water, God help her, she might stand a chance …

She rose. The boat rocked precariously.

“Now, what in God’s name—” the deep voice of the captain began. Then he realized her intent. “Wait, you fool!” came the man’s irate command.

Wait? Never.

She leapt.

He reached for her, just missing her arm, and catching a wisp of the fabric of her skirt instead.

He couldn’t stop her from diving, but he had arrested her momentum, Risa realized in horror.

She made it into the water, but then felt a sharp pain as she cracked her head against the boat.

The lamplight faded. Darkness overwhelmed her as she sank into the sea.

Risa awoke, hearing the crackle of a fire. She opened her eyes very slowly. She could remember hitting her head, but the pain had faded away. For a moment her vision was blurred; the world was fuzzy. Then it began to fall in place.

She lay on a handsome sofa, encompassed in a warm blanket, her head on a soft pillow. She was in a pleasant room, with the fire crackling against the salt sea coolness of the night. The fire was all that gave light to the room, so it was cast into pleasantly soft crimson shadows. Despite the deeply muted light, she could see shapes and forms, handsomely polished pine floors, area rugs scattered about. She was in a home, she realized. Several wing-backed chairs faced the fire. Family portraits lined the coral rock mantel. The crackling fire, leaping in beautiful shades from blue to gold, captured her vision for several long moments.

Then she saw him.

Her heart seemed to stop, then slam against her chest. She couldn’t believe her good fortune.

Ian!

Oh, God, Ian!

She had fallen into the sea, plummeted toward death, but miraculously, he had found her, and she had been rescued.

He stood in this parlor, leaning against the far end of the mantle.

His back was to her; his dark head bowed. He’d been out in the water as well, obviously, and recently. She must not have been out too long. He’d stripped down to his breeches, which were still damp, clinging to his lean hips and muscled thighs. His feet were bare, his broad shoulders caught the glow of firelight and gleamed and rippled with bronze power.

She sat up slowly, a heady sensation of relief flooding through her. She discovered that her skirts had been cut and ripped away, certainly in his efforts to save her life. She was left with nothing but pantalets, bare feet, corset, and ragged chemise, but she couldn’t feel distressed at her lack of apparel—not when she was alive. She was a realist. Ian and his men had ripped up her clothing to save her life, and she was simply grateful.

“Ian!” she cried out, leaping up before he could swing around. She threw herself against him, so very relieved, arms wrapped around him, cheek against his bronze back. She hadn’t forgotten that he was married; she was simply grateful to greet an old friend and ally.

“Oh, Ian, oh, thank God, I thought I was dead, in serious trouble at the very least with those wretched Rebs—they’re trying to take a supply boat, bound for Key West, I can tell you all about it, I heard them talking! I think they engaged with a few scouting parties in small boats already. But that’s not why I’m here, you have to … you have to catch the Mocassin! Oh, God, I never thought that I’d make it here, but I had to find you. I had to find you …” She paused for breath, shaking. She was becoming incoherent. He turned around, but she didn’t see his face or his hand on the top of her head, stroking her hair as he drew her close to his chest. Bittersweet pain filled her. She could find comfort with him, yes. She could be soothed. Because they were friends now. But he was Alaina’s husband, even if he had loved her first. They had never made love; she had been too proper. Yet the dreams had been there.

For a moment she allowed herself to feel the gentleness of his fingers in her hair. She luxuriated in the feel of her face against his chest, breathing the decidedly masculine scent of him, clean salt, sea air, a hint of brandy and …

“You heard about Reb plans to attack a Yankee ship?”

She nodded. “Yes, but you have to go after Alaina. Ian, I’m so sorry, but she is the Mocassin. It’s a long story, but she was sick, and ranting, and I pieced to- gether what she was saying. I tried to follow her … but anyway, she went to the islands for supplies, and is making landfall somewhere near here. And I’m so afraid that she’ll be caught by someone who doesn’t care that she’s a woman, and that … some people have become so vicious with this war, I’m afraid she’ll be hanged. Ian, you must find her and capture her; you must somehow dissuade her from her course …”

He had gone very tense, and she was sorry, so sorry. Risa knew he had suspected his wife of espionage, but he had surely prayed that she was not the elusive Mocassin—the spy wanted dead or alive, condemned by military justice, no quarter to be given.

Risa swallowed hard. “You have to go. You have to find her. Yourself. It’s imperative. But we must stop what is happening as well. Send one of your men out to warn the Union navy that a despicable, cutlass-wielding Reb captain is out to seize the Maid of Salem, and steal her cargo of weapons and medicine. Dear God, this is horrible. I know that the war effort must be sustained, that the Reb captain has to be found and engaged in battle and fed to the sharks, but Alaina has to be found as well!”

His fingers were moving in her hair again; he was holding her close, very close. It felt good. She wished that she could forget time and the war.

Forget that he had married.

And that his wife had become one of her best friends.

“Oh, Ian.”

“Shh … sh … it’s all right. I will go for Alaina. I will find her.”

She nodded against his chest. His fingers brushed her cheek, and she felt ridiculously like a cat, so glad just to be stroked.

She had to pull away.

But she was still shaking, so relieved. It was good to be soothed, touched. No …

“Don’t, Ian,” she whispered.

But there was no substance to her voice.

They were just friends. He comforted her. Another few moments wouldn’t matter.

His flesh was as warm as the fire that cloaked it in crimson, and that warmth seemed to radiate into her, nearly stilling her shivers. His arms had all the strength she seemed to lack. His knuckles moved gently over her cheek, her bare shoulders; his hand stroked her, holding her, warming her.

“No,” she repeated, but still, with no conviction.

“So,” he murmured, “a wretched Reb is out to take the Maid of Salem—and you know all about it,” he murmured.

“I heard them talking!” she whispered. “Just before your men came—before the bastard stepped aboard my boat! His men were out in a second dinghy, searching, and I heard them talking.”

“Mmm …”

She closed her eyes. She had to break away. But she was tired. The war had made everything so hard. She was a determined woman, independent, capable. But tonight, she felt so very weary. And he felt … strong.

Warm. Muscle rippled beneath her cheek, her hands. His bare chest seemed electric.

She felt a tender stroke upon her face, lifting her chin. She didn’t open her eyes. She didn’t want to see. For a moment, just a moment, she wanted the past, the dream.

She felt his mouth. It had been so long. His lips, on hers, demanding, tender, overwhelming her. His tongue parting her lips with an erotic force and thrust, sweeping the fullness of her mouth, seducing …

His hands …

Moving over her ribs, her hips, her breasts, a blaze of fire despite the fabric of her chemise and bone of her corset. As heady as wine, as seductive as flame, irresistible, so ungodly intimate …

He’d married Alaina.

And she couldn’t do this.

She tried to shake her head, but his fingers had threaded into her hair, and her lips were fully captured by the passionate assault of his kiss, the thrust of his tongue. His left arm was around her, supporting her, arching her back as his lips at last left hers, falling against her throat. Lower. Against the rise of her breasts.

“Ian, no—”

“What else did you hear?”

“What?”

She was fighting the unbidden rise of an illicit passion, and he was still seeking information.

“Did you hear—”

“No,” she said, adding firmly, “stop. This isn’t right, Ian, stop.” She pressed her hands firmly against him, opening her eyes, ready to face him.

“No—”

She broke off, suddenly dead silent and completely shocked. She was captured within arms that seemed to have the power of steel. Whose arms, she had no idea.

She’d been hearing him speak, his voice deep, low, and husky, yet a whisper in the firelit shadows. She’d stared at his back, seen the way that he stood, the breadth of his shoulders, the rippling bronze of his back.

It wasn’t Ian.

This man’s eyes were blue, like Ian’s. His height and build were nearly identical … but his face …

His features were different; his cheekbones were higher, slightly broader. And he was very bronze. Though his dark hair carried a hint of red that wasn’t just the firelight, she realized, it was very thick and straight. His nose was straight, his forehead high and smooth, his mouth well sculptured, very full, sensual. Damp from their kiss, curved in a curious, mocking smile as he stared down at her. His features, she realized, betrayed Indian blood, strikingly combined with classical European lines.
 “Oh, my God!” she breathed at last in sheer dismay.

She fought to free her arms, straining desperately against him. “Let me go! This instant! You’re not Ian, oh, God, you’re so much like him—”

“Stop it, calm down!” he commanded, drawing her harder to his frame as she fought wildly to free herself.

“Calm down?! I will not calm down. Let me go, let me go. My God, who are you? Oh! You have to be related to Ian, and if so—oh, God! Then you’re a Rebel, the enemy …”

She kicked at him, trying to aim high in an effort to truly immobilize him, catching a kneecap instead. He grunted, and swept her up off her feet, striding back to the sofa where she found herself slammed down as he crawled atop her. She tried to pound his chest, strike out against his face. He neatly caught her wrists, forcing them down to the arm of the sofa just above her head. She was left with nothing to do but gasp for breath and stare up at him, stunned and horrified. He was built so very much like Ian, it was uncanny. But he was different as well. He carried Seminole blood. She’d known, of course, that Ian had kin here, Rebel kin.

“Let go of me. I thought you were Ian!” she gasped, struggling to dislodge him. But his hold upon her was as fierce as his temper. He didn’t budge.

“Yes, you thought I was Ian. Sorry. I’m afraid that I’m the despicably wretched Rebel captain with the intent to take the Maid of Salem—my men will have to do without me now. Obviously, I’m related to Ian. I’m his cousin—Miss Magee. There is a startling resemblance among many of our generation.”

Miss Magee. She felt so incredibly stupid. He knew who she was. But she had never imagined that Ian and his kin could be so very much like him that she could mistake a cousin for him! “Which cousin?” she demanded through clenched teeth.

“Jerome McKenzie, Miss Magee,” he said, a sardonic tone to his voice. “I’m trying to imagine the situation had you stumbled upon Ian’s brother Julian. The two of them are so much alike, you might have bedded with him for an hour before discovering your mistake.”

“Oh!” she gasped, so infuriated that she suddenly had the strength of Atlas. She freed a wrist with a wild wrench and brought her hand crashing against his bronze cheek. He recaptured her wrist so tightly that she let out a soft cry, her heart beating a staccato rhythm of pure panic as he leaned low over her.

“So tell me, were you really trying to save Alaina—or were you perhaps trying to make sure that my cousin was aware that his wife was an enemy agent?”

He stared at her, dark blue eyes hard and mocking, and she felt a chill sweep through her, adding to her fury. What in God’s name did she care what he thought? Throughout everything, she had behaved with incredible maturity and restraint. After his marriage, she had shared nothing more intimate with Ian than compassion for the war’s victims. Yet here she was, caught in this one moment’s weakness …

“You bastard!” she hissed, shaking. “I don’t give a damn what you think, but don’t you see? If other Yankees catch Alaina, they’ll hang her! I came here to save her life, and someone must do something quickly. If you can find your cousin out here, find him. And if not, let me go, and I’ll damned well do it myself!”

“Oh, really? How incredibly arrogant, Miss Magee. I’m afraid that you couldn’t find my cousin in the swamps if I handed you a bloodhound and a detailed map.”

“I came this far! And you, sir, are an arrogant oaf, so you can just let me up—and I’ll be on my way!”

“Oh, no, Miss Magee. I don’t think so. I’ll find my cousin and Alaina. But you won’t be going anywhere.”

“What? You can’t possibly stop me—”

“Oh, but I can.”

Risa froze, a renewed sense of alarm and deepening dismay arising in her. “You can’t mean to keep me prisoner—”

“I’m afraid that I can and I do. You are a grave risk to national security, Miss Magee. Besides, just what do you think you’re going to do? Survive the swamps?”

“Do you know, Mr. McKenzie—”

“Captain McKenzie, if you please. Confederate States Navy.”

“Well, my father is a general—United States of America—and he’ll hunt you down and annihilate you on the seas—”

“Will he?”

“Indeed, I swear it! And I have been raised around military men all of my life, McKenzie. I can survive damned well, no matter what the circumstances. And I will get away from you, and I will tell the Union Navy—”

“Oh, really? I don’t think so. Not now, you won’t.”

He smiled pleasantly and leaned close. She was painfully aware then of her ragged state of undress, and of his build, so like Ian’s. Long, hard, honed as tight as a drum. A savage drum. An Indian, and a Rebel.

“You will let me go now!” she whispered desperately.

He shook his head. Dark hair fell over one sharp blue eye. He assessed her in a sweeping gaze. She felt the pressure of his body.

“Miss Magee, your pardon, but we are at war, and you are very definitely the enemy.”

“You are the enemy!”

“Perhaps, the way you see it—but now you are a prisoner of the Confederate States of America.”

“I will not be a prisoner of the Confederacy! I will be damned before I will be a prisoner of the Confederacy. I will escape!”

He smiled grimly. He leaned even closer. “Miss Magee, you will be my prisoner. And I promise you, I’ll be damned before I let you escape!”


Chapter 2

In all her life, Risa couldn’t remember being so acutely uncomfortable. Bedraggled, half-naked, and pinioned. It was all the worse to realize that he assumed she wouldn’t be at all adverse to this position if only he were Ian. It would be ridiculous to try to explain to him that things would have gone no further had he been Ian, and it was also infuriating to have to tell herself that she owed this wretched creature no explanations whatsoever. He meant to keep her a prisoner! And it was all the more deplorable because she felt as if she were on fire, disturbingly aware of his every brush against her flesh. More than anything, she needed to escape her current position beneath his overpowering weight and strength.

“Really?” she lashed out with all the contempt she could draw into her voice. “You’re going to keep me prisoner? Will you spend the rest of the evening as a human shackle?”

He arched a brow, a slow smile creeping into his features. “Think of me as Ian. It will not be half so bad.”

“Let me up! Where is your Southern honor, sir?”

“Consider this Southern hospitality, if not honor.”

“Let me up—”

She broke off, because, to her amazement, he was rising, and something in his features alerted her to the fact that he had suddenly, and totally, dismissed her. He was a cat who had tired of playing with a mouse. She didn’t even have time to spring up defensively on her own. He reached a hand down to her, drawing her up. “If you’ll be good enough to escort yourself to the guest room, you’ll find clothing in the wardrobe, and a more comfortable place in which to be held. There will be a guard at your door, and on the porch, should you be so inclined as to try to escape through the windows. For your own safety, I warn you that this is indeed a dangerous land for those unfamiliar with it. Should you wish to survive this war, you’d be best to accept the hospitality we offer.”

“Wait a minute—”

“I can’t. If I am to be of any service to Ian or Alaina, I must move now. That was your intent in coming here, right? To save Alaina’s life? If so, I suggest you cooperate immediately.”

She stared at him furiously, her jaw clamped. She managed to speak. “One question.”

“What?” he snapped.

“Where is the guest room?”

He pointed down a hallway. She rotated about and walked, aware that he followed her on a silent tread. She didn’t turn around, and yet as she moved down the hallway she was certain she could feel his breath, like a tongue of dragon’s fire along her spine. She longed to spin around, unnerved by his nearness, yet she managed not to do so.

“To your left,” he said curtly, and she turned.

A single lamp sat atop a warm wood dresser in the room while a fire burned in the hearth beneath a handsome, coral rock mantle. Alaina’s home might verge on savage swampland, but it was a very pleasant place nonetheless. The walls were covered with a blue-patterned paper, the four-postered bed boasted a beautiful quilt. A wardrobe, trunk, the dresser, a screen, and washstand completed the amenities. In the center of the room, she turned back to discover that Jerome remained in the doorway, his eyes now darkly enigmatic.

“May I suggest,” he said very softly, “that if I find Ian and Alaina, you remember that they are married?”

She had never longed so to strike anyone before in all her life. She folded her hands before her, summoning what dignity she could in her tattered state.

“You may suggest, sir, whatever you damn well choose, since I’ve no power over your suggestions,” she replied. “Yet what an intriguing comment you make. It makes one wonder if you remember they are married when you are with Alaina.”

He smiled, unruffled by her attack. “Alaina is like a sister to me.”

“How charming; how very sweet.”

He shrugged, turning around, about to close the door on her. She remained in the center of the room, the previous hours a blur shooting before her eyes as she tried to assimilate how the night had gone so very wrong, and then—with a tremendous sense of guilt—she remembered Finn.

“Wait!” she cried out, just as the door was about to close. She flew for it and all but threw herself back into his arms as he heeded her cry and opened the door again before she could reach it. With a gasp of dismay she steadied herself, backing into the room again.

“Yes?” he inquired, amused.

“What happened to Finn?”

“Finn?”

“My friend. The young man with me in the boat.”

“Ah! Finn!” he murmured, shaking his head sorrowfully. “Well, he should hang, you know.”

“Hang!” she exclaimed incredulously. “Don’t be ridiculous. Why should he hang? For what great sin?”

“We are at war, and though neither you nor my misguided cousin seem to realize it, this is a Southern state. Your friend Finn is a Yank spy out of St. Augustine, isn’t he?”

“No! Don’t be absurd. He’s not even military. He’s not a spy, honest to God—”

“That’s rather hard to believe.”

“Why is it so hard to believe? I’m telling you the truth. Damn you! You’re Southern, and I made this ridiculous trip at the risk of my own life to save that of a Southern spy! Now you’re threatening an innocent young man—”

“He’s innocent by your say-so.”

“Yes!”

He was silent, watching her. Goading her, she thought, and yes! She was tempted to strike out with all her strength. Prudence kept her from doing so. She forced herself to remain dead still. How did a reasonable man like Ian have a cousin so despicably irritating?

He crossed his arms over his chest. “Well, I admit, I do see all this as something of a dilemma. I don’t want to hang the young man. And I don’t want to keep you prisoner. I have no choice. I can’t possibly let you go with the information you overheard. On the other hand, I have to look for Ian and Alaina. But I can’t let you cause bloodshed among us. So there might be room for negotiation here.”

“Negotiation! I can’t begin to see—”

“Ah, well, then, think about it, Miss Magee. I’ve been told you are a woman of some intelligence, though one might doubt it from your actions tonight. You—”

“How dare you!” she grated out furiously, shaking.

“May I finish?”

“Only if you intend to assure me I don’t need to worry about an innocent man’s life.”

“Your belated concern is quite laudable.”

Oh! She wanted to hit the man! Yet her guilt over all but forgetting Finn—despite the circumstances—kept her silent.

She wondered if Jerome McKenzie read her thoughts as he appraised her with his steady, dark blue gaze. “You want to keep your friend alive. We’ll make a bargain. You stay here meek as a lamb and don’t dare give either my men—or my family—the least bit of trouble. And when I come back for you, you swear that you’ll not try throwing yourself into my cousin’s arms again and begging for his help against me. Do you understand?”

Risa felt the blood drain from her face. She looked down. “You couldn’t possibly murder a man simply because I chose not to cooperate!” she murmured.

“How on earth could you know what I would or wouldn’t do?” he asked her flatly. “This is war, Miss Magee. And a difficult war it is here, on this isle. Not only is your friend’s life at stake, but if you cry to Ian that you are in distress, you could easily bring us to blows. And though he is the one enemy I fear in battle, I am equally the one enemy he hopes never to face. If you want to assure yourself that his blood is not spilt here and that Alaina survives the war as well, heed what I’ve said.”
 He turned again, finished.

“Wait!” she called one more time.

“What now?”

“Finn—is alive?”

“He is.”

“You swear it?”

He watched her with a wry expression. “Yes, I swear it.”

“How can I trust you?”

“You just asked me to swear. I’ve given you my word.”

“Your word! You pretended to be another man—”

“No, Miss Magee, I pretended nothing. You wanted me to be another man. Don’t ever doubt my word; I don’t give it lightly. Now, what about you?”

“What do you mean?”

“I’ve given you my word, now you must do the same. Swear that you’ll give me no more trouble.”

“But—I can’t. I don’t see how—”

“I’m sure your friend Finn would be greatly distressed to know that you hesitated so with his life in the balance.”

“Damn you!” She didn’t want to swear anything to him. “Have it as you wish!” She hoped that would be good enough.

It wasn’t.

He arched a brow. “I’m sorry?”

“So am I. Damned sorry.”

“Miss Magee, I want your word, please.”

“Fine! I swear!”

He studied her, nodding slightly. “Fine. Bear in mind that I don’t give my word lightly, nor do I accept yours lightly in return. If I’m to be of any good to either my cousin or Alaina, I must get moving quickly.”

“I cannot just wait here, a prisoner in this room—”

“Then, don’t just wait. Pray. Pray that I find Ian and Alaina. Because these are dangerous games you and Alaina have chosen to play.”

With that, the door closed, and she was left alone.

Jerome McKenzie paused very briefly in the doorway. He set his hands out before him, and gritted his teeth as he saw them shaking. Damn the war.

Damn his own part in it.

And damn Alaina for being such a determined little fool, and Ian for being the enemy. And damn the elegant and foolhardy auburn-haired wench in Belamar’s guest room. He’d almost killed her; he’d been very afraid at first that in his attempt to stop her from her reckless dive into the sea he had cracked her skull. But she’d been alive, and before he’d even had the opportunity to speak to her, she’d mistaken him for Ian and spilled out all that she’d heard about his plans to take the Maid of Salem.

So he now knew Risa. The woman whom Ian had intended to marry before fate had stepped in. Leave it to Ian, he thought wryly. She was beautiful, passionate—and reckless as all hell. She was still in love with his cousin, so it seemed, but now she had become his prisoner—and a threat to them all. His softhearted parents were due back from their home just north of here to tend to Alaina’s property—a task they had taken on while the rest of the family fought out the war on their different sides. If Risa Magee threw herself on his mother’s mercy, or looked to his sister or family for help, there could be real trouble between them all.

It was a dangerously explosive situation.

It didn’t matter, he told himself grimly. He did have to move fast. Ian and Alaina must be found. And Alaina must be kept alive.

He moved away from the door and hesitated another fraction of a second. He didn’t have the manpower he needed to guard his reckless prisoner properly. His threats were mainly a bluff—he had no intention of hanging the disarming Finn, but Risa Magee was a serious danger since he was certain she would risk life and limb again in service to the Union if need be, and if threats would help make her more reasonable, he would gladly use them.

He couldn’t risk her escaping him. Perhaps there was a painless measure he could take to make sure she didn’t.

Grimly, he started from the house, then shouted out his orders to the few men he had with him on the islet.

The first hour he was gone, she paced.

She was too restless to sit still and too nervous to attempt escape.

She began to feel more and more uncomfortable as the fire dried the last of the salty dampness from her clothing. On impulse she tore into the wardrobe. Alaina was petite; Risa was tall, but anything had to be better than the tatters she was wearing. Yet she quickly ascertained that this wardrobe held clothing belonging to someone else. She found pantalets and a chemise that would fit her well enough, along with an array of dresses that were equally as long.

The washstand offered a full pitcher of fresh water. She doused her face, then stripped away her salt-stiffened, shredded garments. Once bare, she washed quickly and thoroughly with the cold water, down to the length of her hair. She dried herself and donned the new garments she had chosen, heedless of to whom they might belong. Perhaps Ian’s wretched Rebel cousin kept a mistress. Good. She hoped the woman would be furious that her clothing had been taken, and that she would make his life miserable.
 Yet perhaps this Jerome McKenzie had a wife of his own.

Did a man with a wife act as he had tonight?

She felt her cheeks begin to burn. She didn’t want to remember what had happened. She had to set her mind to her predicament. Just exactly what had she sworn? He had demanded her word, yet what had she promised …

Not to give him anymore trouble.

Well, he wasn’t here. She could, however, cause him trouble. She walked to the windows, drawing back the draperies to look out on the night.

The moon had risen high, casting the sky into a strange, but very beautiful, indigo color. She wondered if she might crawl out the window and find some means of escape. She really couldn’t stay here, and surely, he couldn’t really expect her not to try to escape. Yet as she weighed her chances, someone paced by—a guard with a rifle resting on his shoulder.

Surely, they wouldn’t shoot her. Nor would they hang Finn. Would they?

She turned around and walked tentatively toward the door to the hall.

As she did so, there came a tapping on it. She froze. “Yes?” she said cautiously.

“May I come in?”

A female voice had spoken. Alaina’s?

She hurried to the door, throwing it open. She was met by a woman near her own height, slender, exotically beautiful. Her hair was raven dark, her eyes a golden hazel. Her features were finely formed. She moved into the room with a subtle scent of perfume and pure grace. She had Indian blood, Risa realized quickly, which was what gave her such rare and unusual beauty. Unnerved, Risa moved back slightly, aware that anyone here could be her enemy.

“How do you do, Miss Magee, I’m Jennifer.”

Risa didn’t move or reply.

“Ian’s cousin. Jerome’s half sister,” Jennifer explained.

Jennifer. Risa knew the name. Always a good friend to Alaina. Her husband had been killed at Manassas at the beginning of the war. The loss had devastated her.

“Jennifer, of course … it’s a pleasure,” Risa murmured.

Jennifer smiled. “Jerome said that you’ll be leaving with him as soon as he gets back. I thought you might be sleeping so I hesitated coming here, but I wanted to make sure that you had found fresh clothing—he said you’d had a boating accident, I’m so sorry. It was wonderfully gallant of you to come here on Alaina’s behalf, what a dear, good friend! No wonder Ian loved you so. And Alaina, too. Well, she was frightfully jealous of you at first, but then she wrote more and more frequently about how good you were to her. Oh, God, I’m babbling, but then war does that to people. Anyway, I’ve prepared a dinner tray for you. Since you’re still awake, I’ll have it brought in.”

“Thank you, and please, stay, talk with me,” Risa said. A boating accident indeed!

“Let me get your tray—”

“No, no, please, don’t bother. I can come to the kitchen or the dining room—”

“Don’t be silly, it’s no trouble whatsoever.” Jennifer turned, heading out of the room. Risa started after her, only to discover that one of Jerome McKenzie’s stalwart young seamen stepped between them when she would have followed. He was a handsome chap with wheat-blond hair and a chin full of whiskers—newly grown, she thought.

“Excuse me,” she told him.

“I’m afraid not, ma’am.”

His voice was truly sorrowful but firm. Risa stepped back into the room, frustrated.

A moment later Jennifer was back with a tray. The aroma arising from it was tantalizing. Jennifer set it on the foot of the bed with a flourish. “Fresh snapper, pan-seared with citrus wedges,” she offered. “Bread beneath the warmer, tomato salad, and Key lime pie made from Belamar’s very special little lime trees. And, oh, Jerome left you the white wine, insisting it was best with this fish.”

“Can’t you join me—” Risa began, but broke off, hearing a sudden, shrill cry.

“Oh, dear, I’m afraid not!” Jennifer said with a laugh. “That was Anthony. My son. Do enjoy your dinner.”

Jennifer offered her a warm smile, as if Risa were truly a guest here, and disappeared out the door.

The door was left open. Risa hurried toward it.

She faced the same young seaman. The door closed.

She stared at it, swearing beneath her breath. So much for helping friends! She kicked the door, turned, and leaned against it, then tempted to take the dinner tray and throw it across the room.

But she realized suddenly that she was famished. She sat on the bed, stared at the tray, then tasted the fish. It was delicious. She ate half of it before her thirst brought her fingers curling around the wineglass.

She hesitated. Jerome’s hospitality. She’d like to drown the man in the wine. She took a sip, then another. The wine was good. Really excellent. The Reb had a definite taste for fine wine. Well, he was a McKenzie—even if he was from the more savage side of the family tree.

She finished eating, telling herself that it was important that she do so; she’d need strength to escape her current situation.

When she finished, she set the tray on the dresser and started pacing again. What she had overheard tonight was important. She had done what she could for Alaina; now she must reach her own countrymen. There had to be a way to stop the attack on the Maid of Salem.

She continued to pace, worry about what to do plaguing her relentlessly.

Then, quite suddenly, she realized she was dizzy. She moved quickly back to the bed, thinking she was just barely going to make it. The world was fading, going dark.

As she collapsed on the mattress, she thought irritably that she couldn’t possibly escape if she was going to be so dizzy she couldn’t stand.

Exactly. She couldn’t possibly escape.

She had been drugged. It had to have been the wine.

From somewhere in the distance, she thought she heard the door opening. She struggled to open her eyes.

“Ah … she’s sleeping,” said a soft, feminine voice.

“Indeed,” a voice replied. Deep, husky, low. Jerome McKenzie. He was back.

Risa fought to awaken. She needed to know what had happened. And still, she couldn’t force her eyelids to open. She couldn’t speak, couldn’t find the strength to move.

“She’ll be leaving with me as soon as she awakens.”

“Poor dear. She’ll be unhappy on a Rebel ship.”

“She understands the situation.”

“Must you leave so soon?”

The door closed. Risa could hear no more. She struggled to awaken again, but the effort was futile. She drifted.

Noise again. Voices. Coming from somewhere down the hallway. She willed her eyes to open, and this time they obeyed. She tried to sit up. Her head felt like lead.

“She seems to be doing very well.”

She wasn’t doing well at all, she thought, but then she realized they weren’t talking about her.

Jennifer was speaking, and then the older woman with the soft, gentle tones spoke again. Then Risa heard a low masculine voice, and her heart began to thunder.

Ian was here. The voice was really Ian’s. He was here!

She didn’t hear Alaina’s voice, but then she heard the older woman speaking again in her soft, richly accented voice.

“Boys, she’s going to be fine, the wound is clean, her pulse is strong. Ian, you can see for yourself. Her breathing is deep and steady. She received a surface wound, no more.”

Relief flooded through Risa as she realized from the conversation that they discussed Alaina. Jerome had found both Ian and Alaina, and they were all back here. And others were here as well. His Yankee family members. He couldn’t possibly keep her prisoner now!

She tried very hard to rise, but the room was spinning.

The voices came again, this time right outside her doorway. She heard the deep tenor of Jerome McKenzie’s voice as he spoke to whomever stood guard.

“Miss Magee is sleeping?” he inquired.

“Like a lamb, Captain.”

“Take the supply boat back to the Lady Varina, then, sailor, and I’ll be along before the crack of dawn. What of the Maid of Salem?”

“She’s headed this way, for a fact. The men caught up with her escort ship, Captain, as you commanded. They grounded her on the shoal, and her captain was a smart enough fellow. He surrendered her quickly—and assured the men that the prey we seek is on the way.”

“Losses? Injuries?”

“One Yank killed in the first firing; Jimmy Meyers took a ball in the leg, but it went clean through. He’ll be right as rain soon as he sobers up tomorrow.”

“The Yanks?”

“Beached, sir, with water and supplies. O’Hara reckoned as how you’d want to be sending notice they could be picked up by their countrymen after we’ve gotten our hands on the Maid of Salem.”

There was silence then. Risa struggled to sit, blinking furiously, shaking her head. Every movement seemed to be a tremendous effort, and she wondered what in God’s name the wretch had given her. She had to make it up and down the hall—and she had to either disappear, or find Ian.

She managed to stand. It was an enormous feat. She staggered to the door and opened it, and felt a rush of delirious excitement to see that she had indeed been left unguarded. She set a steadying hand upon the wall, and moved at a snail’s pace along the hallway, blinking furiously all the while as great waves of darkness threatened to overwhelm her again and again. Suddenly, she froze.

A rush of inexplicable tears stung her eyes as she heard Ian’s voice. Pausing in the shadows while looking into the parlor, dimly lit by a dying fire, she could see that Ian stood with Jerome by the coral rock mantel.

It was easy enough even now to see how she had mistaken Jerome for Ian from the back; the men were of an identical height, broad-shouldered, well-muscled, but lean, lithe, and supple. They were men who had been at war now for two years, hardened by the battles they faced. Yet there was a reddish cast to Jerome McKenzie’s hair, and when he turned, his Indian heritage was quite visible in the strong rise of his cheekbones. Caught in firelight, his was a hauntingly striking face.

“There is no way that I can express my gratitude,” Ian was telling Jerome.

Jerome shrugged, and grinned rather awkwardly. “Sometimes blood is thicker than war.”

Ian nodded, smiling. “Indeed, sometimes blood is thicker than anything. It’s a pity we can’t end it here.”

“We both know that we can’t,” Jerome said softly.

“Right,” Ian agreed. “Aunt Teela said that Risa was sleeping. I won’t disturb her; you’ll tell her thank you, from the bottom of my heart?”

“I’m sure Risa knows how grateful you are.”

“She’s sailing with you?”

“So we agreed. I’ll have her to neutral ground just as soon as I’m able.”

“But Risa, after this … sailing on an enemy ship?”

“She understands my position here,” Jerome said with a subtly wry note.

“Ah, Risa would,” Ian said.

No! Risa wouldn’t! she thought.

Yet there was a note of sadness about Ian’s voice. He loved his wife, that Risa knew. Yet once upon a time, he had loved her as well. They had spun dreams of a perfect future together. But that had been the past, so long ago now.

Ian offered Jerome his hand; Jerome took it in a firm shake. “I’ll say good-bye, then, first,” Ian told Jerome. “I’ve got to let my own men know I’m alive and well. Your folks and Jennifer are tending to Alaina for the few hours I’ll be gone.” He hesitated. “Take care of Risa,” he added softly. “This must be so painful for her, she’s such a Unionist, but I’m sure she did agree to sail with you; she wouldn’t allow us to kill one another in this wretched war over her own situation.”

Risa inhaled, hesitating, as she watched the cousins. She damned them both. Yet she must have made some sound that at last alerted them to her presence as she lurked in the hallway, for they broke apart and turned to her. Jerome instantly came to her, drawing her to his side, a supporting arm far too firmly around her.

“Miss Magee, you’ve awakened.”

“Amazing, isn’t it?” she murmured, staring at him. He was tense, eyes were narrowed in warning, the breadth of his body blocked her from seeing Ian.

“Damned amazing,” Jerome agreed, his voice lowering out of Ian’s earshot. “Don’t you dare seek help from my battle-weary cousin. You gave your word. Behave, Miss Magee, or I’ll hang you by the toes myself, I swear!”

“Don’t threaten me!”

“I’ll more than threaten!”

“You drugged me!”

“It was necessary; I apologize. But apparently, I didn’t drug you well enough. I mean it, behave, I warn you.”

She couldn’t reply; by then Ian had reached them.

“Risa, I’m so glad you’re awake,” he said. His blue eyes were so intense. His hair was roughly tousled; his cheeks were shadowed. He’d been through hell. He drew her from Jerome, cradling her against his chest with the deep affection of a good friend. “Thank you, thank you so much.”

“Alaina is all right, that’s all that matters,” she said.

“But now you’re set to sail with this Rebel scoundrel cousin of mine, and all on our behalf. I thank you again.”

She felt his lips against her forehead, then she found herself drawn back. Jerome’s arm was firmly around her waist.

“We had best both be going,” Jerome said to Ian.

Ian’s eyes had a haunted look as he sadly stared at Risa.

He touched her cheek. “You’re certain that …”

She could cry for help right then and there. Ian would be honor-bound to demand she be given over to him. She knew Jerome’s plans; he couldn’t let her go. Someone could die. Blood could be spilled, here, now in this room.

“I will be fine, Ian,” she said, nearly strangling on the words.

He squeezed her shoulder. She closed her eyes, not able to stop herself from thinking about what might have been. When she opened her eyes, he was gone.

“Where …” she murmured.

Jerome was watching her. “Neither of us knows where the other goes once we leave; we don’t ask. Belamar is sacred; neutral ground for we McKenzies. It’s time for us to be going as well.”

“Wait!” she cried, startled as he propelled her toward the door. “I haven’t seen Alaina, I haven’t the strength, I—”

“You had plenty of strength to slip down the hall and try to enlist my cousin’s aid against me!” he accused her.

“I was merely—”

“Trying to escape. When you had given your word. Don’t you remember? You were to behave, I was to keep your friend alive.”

Her eyes narrowed. “I was—I was not trying to escape. Not really. I was just walking in the hallway. Yet I warn you, if you’ve harmed Finn—”

“Miss Magee, you are a bald-faced liar, you were most definitely trying to escape. Yet you may thank God that I never meant to risk human life on the virtue of your word.”

“Oh, how dare you say such a thing—”

“I often dare to speak the truth.”

“The truth as you see it!” she cried. “I can’t come with you. I’m dizzy. I—”

“You will walk; you must come with me.”

“I haven’t the strength; I’ll slow you down, I’m in a wretched state—”

“Oh, do quit whining, Miss Magee!” he said, suddenly stopping then with exasperation, cobalt eyes searing into hers. Then, despite her startled gasp of protest, he swept her up in his arms, and carried her out into the red-tinged darkness of the coming dawn.
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stoy ... guaranteed to mabe you laugh, cry, and keep turning pages. I's
intense, powerfu, and wonderfully bittersweet. Alexs Harrngton is bound
for stardom. She has an extraodinary talent with words and a rare under-
standing of people and their emotions "—Catherine Anderson, bestselling
author of Indigo Blue (404971—$4.99)
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ROMANTIC ESCAPES

O SOMETHING WICKED by Jo Beverley. Disguised s the mysterous beauty Lisette,
Lady Elfed Mallren anticigates only fun and fitation t the Vauchal Gardens
Wasguerade. Instead, the dark walkways Jead o an encounter with treason, a
brush with death, and  night f ritous passion with her family’s most da
‘enemy—the elusve Forttude Ware, Ear of Walgrave. on 9

[ DAWGEROUS DECEITS by Barbara Mazard. Wiss Diana Travis would not be taken
by the tender words and teasing Kises of the charming, wealthy, renowned
ake Duke of Clare But st she faced the dauting task of outing this master
doception, s she tried 0 resist her own undeniable desies.  (182022—$3.99)

T SHADOW O THE MOON by Connie Flyan. When Morgan Wider rescues Dana
Gitbs, 3 biologist specalizng in woll behavir, he caries he into th circe of
his desie—and his secrets. As passion sweeps Dana and Norgan info an affeic
ethrcn i, Dons b 0 e s s of Mt st

(407458—$5.99)

o m 0 FOREVER by Elzabeth Gregg. Tormented by memaries of wa, Daniel
Wolf joined a wagan train headed for Califomia’s goid fels. In saving Rachel
Weye, dark deeds that shamed him began 10 give way to unbidden ongings in
i sou. Now fate brought them together on this wagon train's perous Journey,
th dagss o the s cusig in o b, ad e, g s igh as
heaven, 2 love to reach for and o keep. 4063705
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SEARING ROMANCES

O STEALING HEAVEN by Jaclyn Reding. Tor from her bed by an unknown
abducto, heiess Gilliam Fomester found herselt in a forced marriage
with a wastrel she devised. She would risk disaster itsef to escape,
and she did—only to lie unconscious on a country road waiting_for
death, o for a rescuer. The “Rakehell Earl” of Morgan, Dante Tremine,
was on His way home when he found an injured woman—and his
destiny. “These lovers wil steal your heart"—Catherine Coulter

(40644—$5.99)

£ SPRING'S FURY by Denise Domning. Nicola of Ashby sware to kil Giliam

Fitz-Honry—murderer of her father, destroyer of her home—the man
who would wed her in a forced match. Amid treachery and tragedy. fival
Kaights and the pain of past wounds, Gillam knew he must win Nicola's
respect. Then, with kisses and hot caresses, he intended to win her
heart. (405218—8$4.99)
PIRATE'S ROSE by Janot Lynntord. The Rozalinde Cavendish, independent
daughter of England's rchest merchart, was taking an impetuous moon-
it walk along the turbulent shore when She encountered Lord Christopher
Howard, a legendary pirate. Carried aboard his ship, she entered his
storm-tossed world and became intimate with his troubled soul. Could
their passion bum away the veil shrouding Chistopher's secret past
and hidden agenda? (405978—34.99)
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