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Аннотация
Dark Warriors - 8.5
Dale has been on the run - on the run from himself and the demons that haunt him.� However, when he comes across a stunningly beautiful woman he cannot resist, he knows that he must do whatever it takes to possess her. She is a Druid with secrets of her own, but he is drawn to her like no other.� Even when danger closes in around them, Dale knows that the true threat is to his very soul, which he will sacrifice in order to save her.
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Chapter One

Isle of Coll, Inner Hebrides

December 18th
Rennie placed the small, gold, glittered star atop what was a poor excuse for a Christmas tree. She stepped back and grimaced.
�Charlie Brown�s tree looks better than mine,� she said as her silver tabby meowed up at her. �Don�t worry, Felix, your present will be there. It�ll be the only thing under that pitiful tree, but at least there will be a present. I�d rather a wish. How about someone I can spend the rest of my life with?�
Rennie turned away from the Christmas tree with a derisive snort and looked out the living room window. Everything was gray. They sky, the water, the very air. A snowstorm was coming, but the weathermen had been saying that for days.
Not that there was much excitement on the small isle of Coll. Life was as ordinary and dull as it could get. It was a mantra she repeated to herself every day, but she couldn�t seem to leave. There was something holding her�she just hadn�t figured out what that was yet.
Felix wound around her legs, rubbing against her and purring loudly, hoping to get a treat. �It�s been two years since Aunt Marta died, Felix. I was supposed to sell this place and leave. Why can�t I seem to do that?�
And she had made up her mind a couple of times to put the land up for sale. Then she would step out onto the white sand beach of Feall Bay with its stunning blue-green water and folded rock formations with the seals playing and she couldn�t do it. Or she would stand upon the hills and watch the sunset and she would change her mind.
She might have been born in Missouri, but she wasn�t all that keen to return. Somehow, she had found a place on Coll.
Felix bumped his big head against her leg again. �All right, all right. I�ll give you a treat,� she said with a laugh as the cat darted into the kitchen and pawed at the door where she kept them.
The likelihood of Rennie finding a husband on Coll was slim to none for two reasons. Eligible men rarely came to the remote isle, and the few unmarried men already on Coll had a line of women to choose from.
It was better that she was alone. Then she didn�t have to explain the odd things she could do just by thinking of them. Like shutting a door, lighting a candle, or stirring her tea.
More importantly, she didn�t have to worry about people touching her and having visions. If the cattle or Felix had visions when she touched them, they kept it to themselves.
Out in the wilds of Coll, she was free to be who she was�a Druid.
* * *
He had finally reached Coll. Though he wasn�t sure if this would be his final destination or not. For months, every night he was assaulted by dreams of magic, magic he was undeniably drawn to. And every day when he woke, he followed the feel of that magic as if some unseen string was pulling him west, right to the shores of Coll.
It wasn�t just the dreams or the magic that pulled him. It was the inexplicable, undeniable need, a longing he couldn�t ignore or explain in the magic that called to him.
Dale kept his head low as he hurried off the ferry. He made sure to keep among the crowds, and as soon as he was in the small village, he ducked behind a shop.
It had been two days since he had eaten, and hunger made his stomach growl. He could go days without food. The smell coming from a nearby pub, however, caused him to halt. He closed his eyes and fought to put the magic he was following on hold.
It was disturbing how easily he followed the magic. As if he expected to find some answers when he found the source. That is if he actually allowed himself to find the Druid. Perhaps it would be better if he didn�t.
He snorted. As if he could ignore such exquisite, soul-stirring magic.
Dale would rather lose himself on the isle and never talk to anyone. Coll was small enough that everyone would know everyone else. He had come here to hide. But first he had to find the source of the magic that he couldn�t ignore.
Once that curiosity was satisfied, then he would disappear and the world could forget all about Dale Alexander and the awful things he had done.
He looked into the pub window and stared at a face that he didn�t recognize. His beard had grown out, covering most of his face in dark hair. Dale ran his hands over the hair growing out atop his head. It felt odd to have hair after keeping his head shaved for so many years.
The beard and hair would help disguise him, but that didn�t mean Dale liked any of it. However, his options were slim.
Dale winced and rubbed his arm where one of the many selmyr bites had been. Those evil, magical creatures had seemingly come out of nowhere after having been locked away for thousands of years.
It had been a Druid who accidentally released the creatures into the world. The selmyr fed off magic, and they sought out the Druids first, but they found a taste for Warriors.
Dale took a deep breath when he felt his god, Shomi, howl with fury as he recalled how the selmyr had tried to kill him. Claws began to sprout from his fingers, and it was only Dale�s quick thinking and concentrating that reined Shomi back under control.
Dale might look like a man, but he had a primeval god inside him that had been dragged from a prison in Hell by Druids when Rome invaded Briton. The Druids had called for the gods and put them in the strongest warriors from each family to battle Rome.
Those same gods traveled through the bloodlines generation after generation after the Druids bound them when the gods refused to relinquish their hold on the men.
Dale hadn�t always made the right decisions in his life. Time after time, he fell in with the wrong people, but he never expected to find himself made immortal and working with an evil Druid, or drough.
Jason Wallace stunk of evil. It was the first thing Dale remembered after Jason had found him and released his god. As a Warrior, Dale could sense Druid magic, and drough magic was cloying, debilitating.
Jason had made Dale�s choice easy: work for Jason or die.
Dale hadn�t been ready to die. He didn�t enjoy his time with Jason, though he remained because of Aisley. Dale had fallen for Jason�s cousin the instant he saw the pretty brunette. For her part, Aisley never returned his affections.
With one more look at his reflection, Dale strode inside the pub and slid into a booth. He ordered and then found his mind returning to Aisley once more.
The only good thing he had done was save her. When the selmyr attacked after Jason had led them into a trap by the Warriors and Druids from MacLeod Castle, Dale did all he could to get Aisley out alive.
There were nights he woke, drenched in sweat as he relived how the selmyr with their ash-colored skin, stringy hair, and skin stretched taut over their bones had fallen upon him. They drank the blood of their victims, and their bites were like acid.
Dale hadn�t been able to call up his god or use his strength and speed as a Warrior to get away from the creatures. Their bites rendered him useless. He�d known he was going to die, and he used that to turn the selmyrs� attention from Aisley to him.
Only after he saw her drive away did Dale give up. He wanted to die, to get away from the evil that was Jason Wallace and somehow let his soul redeem itself in whatever Purgatory or Hell awaited him.
Except Dale didn�t die.
He had lived, yet he wasn�t sure how. Amid the hundreds of selmyr bodies, Dale had clawed and dragged his body off Dreagan land to die in peace.
That night, as he watched the sun sink behind the mountains in the Highlands was the first time he dreamed of the magic�a magic unlike any he had ever encountered. It was special, potent, yes, but extraordinary and unique.
And like a siren�s call, it had captivated him, fascinated him.
Seduced him.
All without seeing a face. He knew the magic belonged to a female Druid, but that�s all he knew.
He wasn�t sure how many days passed as he dreamt of the magic and his body fought to stay alive. When he finally awoke, he was weak as a newborn and starving.
Somehow he managed to hunt for his food and gradually build up his strength. But if he thought the poison of the selmyr was gone from his body, he was wrong. It was still there, stinging his blood and attacking his organs at odd moments.
His only moment of peace was when he dreamed of the magic and imagined the unseen Druid�s hands gently caressing his body. The magic eased his suffering and stirred his blood until he couldn�t think of her without going rock hard.
How long he would live was anyone�s guess. Only when he was strong enough did he leave the woods. It didn�t take him long to learn that Jason had been defeated and Aisley had found happiness with another Warrior�Phelan.
That�s when Dale realized he had nowhere to go. He was immortal, so couldn�t live amongst mortals because there would be questions. He had to go somewhere to lose himself�and to make sure if Jason Wallace ever returned that he wouldn�t find him.
As if sensing his indecision, the magic that had haunted his dreams could suddenly be felt. No longer was it just in his dreams, but it was real and urging him to find it. It was faint, barely discernible, but there was no denying it was the same magic.
Without a second�s hesitation, Dale began to follow the magic toward the west.
His search of the magic had brought him to Coll. Now that he was here, the magic was stronger than ever before. And still it called to him, tempting him with its power, enticing him with its purity.
Seducing him with its allure.
After his meal and two ales, Dale paid and left the pub. He didn�t leave the village however. Years of training, and months with Jason instilled a need to learn about his surroundings. With only the one village to study, Dale kept to the shadows and spent the day learning about the village and its inhabitants.
All the while, the magic begged him to follow it, implored him to find the source. He worried it was a trap, especially after all he had been through�and done. So he remained. Even as his body fairly hummed with the mesmerizing magic.
It was mie magic. There was no denying that. It felt too good to be anything else but the pure magic a Druid was born with. Who did it belong to, and why had it drawn him here?
When night began to fall, he was surprised to see brightly colored lights hanging over the street every few hundred yards. He had been so intent on the people he failed to notice small details. Like the fact it was Christmas.
Christmas had long been one of his favorite holidays. His mother had always done a big meal during the holidays, and even when money was tight, she had managed to make the day special.
His mother had liked the old ways of decorating their trees with strung popcorn, candles, and ornaments each of her five children made themselves.
Dale longed to return home, but his mother wouldn�t be waiting for him. She�d died of a heart attack while he had been serving in the Royal Marines.
The Christmas he yearned for was no more. It had died with his mother. His siblings were scattered to the four winds. His mother had been the glue that held the family together, especially after his father was killed in action in the Royal Air Force, and without her, they were no longer a family.
Dale listened to the sound of carols filling the streets from the shops and cars passing. The multicolored lights that adorned the town reflected upon the snow, bringing an almost otherworldly feel to the isle.
He learned all he could from observing. It was time for him to listen. A pub in the evening could deliver all sorts of information.
Dale fisted his hands when the call of magic intensified. His cock ached with need, a longing he knew wouldn�t stop as long as he put off finding the source of the magic. But he had made too many bad mistakes in the past to go rushing off again. No matter how badly he craved to give into the desire swarming him.
He stepped out of the shadows to walk the two blocks to a different pub. This one was crowded, but he found a place in the back. Dale used his enhanced hearing to listen to the many conversations taking place.
Just as he expected, there were places on Coll where few ventured on a daily basis. They would be perfect places for him to hide for a decade or two.
The longer he remained on Coll, the more he felt like it was a good match for what he needed. Not to mention he could finally discover the Druid and why her magic had summoned him. Then he would vanish. He didn�t wish to bring evil to the isle. If it followed him, Dale wouldn�t hesitate to do what he had to do, but he prayed none of the people would ever know what he was.
He was tired of doing the bidding of evil. Before that, it had been whatever the British government wanted from him.
For once, he just wanted to do whatever he wished to do, make his own decisions, eat when and what he wanted. Sleep when he wished, wake at whatever time he desired.
They were simple pleasures, but ones he longed for.
He ate his meal in short order, but lingered over a glass of whisky as he watched the townspeople interact. There was a lot of laughter and uncensored ribbing.
It made him feel more alone than ever before.
He might be immortal with unimaginable strength and speed as well as enhanced senses, but he was lonely. In fact, he had been lonely for a long time. He just hadn�t realized it.
There was no family for him to go back to, no friends he could call. He was on his own as he�d always been.
And always would be.

Chapter Two

December 19th
Rennie slowed the old Land Rover as she made her way up to the house. She might prefer to keep to herself, but there were times she had to go into town. Today had been one of those times. She might have been able to put off the trip for another day, but with the snowstorm about to hit, she hadn�t wanted to chance it.
Already the wind whipped the snow at a vicious angle that hampered her vision and had her wipers going across the windshield at a furious pace. Once she was parked, she hastily brought her groceries inside and ran back out to check on her cattle.
One of the gates had managed to come open and the cattle she herded closer to the house were now out. Rennie walked into the wind, and in a short time managed to get the cattle into the pen once more.
That is, all except for one who refused to move. With a sigh, Rennie trudged through the snow toward the cow. Only when she got closer did she realize the animal wasn�t moving because its calf had fallen amid snow-covered rocks and was stuck.
�Great,� she mumbled and carefully made her way down to where the calf was.
The only way to get the calf free was by lifting it up and over. With no other choice, Rennie took hold of the mewling animal.
* * *
Dale sunk his claws that sprouted, unbidden, from his fingers when the magic overtook him, surrounded him. It felt�� beautiful. And the power of it was nothing like he had experienced in his dreams. The closer he had gotten to Coll the stronger it had grown.
Once on Coll, the Druid�s magic had subdued everything else until all he could feel, all he could think about was her magic. It sizzled over him like a current of warmth, bright and hot.
He had known it was her when she drove up, and though he tried to get a look at her, he could tell nothing with the thick coat, hat, and scarf. So, he hunkered down in the snowbank and watched the woman, taken completely aback at his visceral reaction to her.
Need pounded ruthlessly, relentlessly within him for one woman�the Druid. He fought to stay hidden instead of taking her in his arms and discovering what she looked like as well as learning her taste as he kissed her at his leisure.
Fortunately, the Druid had been so intent on the cattle and the storm that she hadn�t noticed him, which was just as he wanted it until he could get himself under control.
His reaction to her had been instant and astonishing. Every fiber of his being was locked on the Druid. He was rooted to the spot, watching her and learning her. Her magic felt as soft as a cloud, as clean as a summer�s rain, and as beautiful as a clear midnight sky.
His thoughts halted as she hefted the calf next to its mother. A second later she began to climb up when she suddenly fell backward.
Dale�s body jerked when he heard her grunt as she landed. And then nothing. He counted to five before he jumped up from his hiding place and ran to her, panic making his heart pound in his chest. He couldn�t have finally found her only to lose her.
He spotted the ice-covered stone she�d slipped on, but it was the angle of her body as she lay amid the rocks and snow that caused his anxiety to ratchet up several notches.
Dale hunkered next to her once he saw she was unconscious. He reached for her, pulling her body into his arms to protect her, but also because he had to have her close. No sooner did he have her cradled against him then he staggered back, nearly losing his footing, as images flashed in his mind�images of him.
Him with graying hair.
Him bent with age and using a cane as his other hand was entwined with another.
Him sitting on a porch holding a wrinkled, aged hand in his own.
Dale gave his head a vicious shake and stared at the Druid. She had given him those visions. He knew it. But why? He was a Warrior so would never grow old. Were these visions of the life he could have led had Jason Wallace not found him?
Or were the visions something else? He had to know. And now that he had found the Druid who had somehow summoned him, he wasn�t going anywhere.
Dale held her tighter as he climbed up the incline toward the house, herding the last cow and her calf in the process. He couldn�t dismiss a kernel of satisfaction at finally discovering the source of the magic that had lured him to Coll.
He couldn�t dismiss the anxiety that it was somehow a trap, but then he would feel another wave of her magic, and he knew that nothing that felt as good as she did had anything to do with evil. Wickedness might be able to disguise itself, but there was a darkness and a stench that was always there.
The Druid had never been touched by evil. Of that he was certain.
Dale brought the Druid into the house and laid her on the sofa where a silver tabby quickly jumped up on the arm of the couch and stared at him with large, unblinking green eyes.
�Going to make sure I doona take advantage of your mistress, aye?� he asked the cat as he removed the Druid�s scarf.
When he took off her hat, a wealth of hair so dark brown it was almost black came spilling out in long waves of silk. As much as he wanted to touch her hair, he hurried to take off her coat and boots before he checked for injuries.
When he found none, he sat on the small stool and finally looked at the Druid. For several seconds, he simply stared at the beauty before him, then he ran the back of his fingers down her cheek to her jaw.
She was more than beautiful, she was ravishing. Utterly captivating, completely enthralling.
Simply breathtaking.
Her oval face held not an ounce of makeup to mar her unblemished creamy skin. High cheekbones added to her beauty, but it was her full, dusky-pink lips that kept drawing his gaze. Dale wondered what color her eyes were as he held a lock of hair between his fingers.
He couldn�t stop touching her, and the more he did, the more he wanted, needed�� craved. Her skin was as soft as down, begging for a caress. He shook himself and moved to a chair as far from her as he could manage. Then he contemplated what he would say to her when she awoke.
Dale closed his eyes and drank in the feel of her amazing magic. It was so different than what he had lived with before that he could almost think her magic could wash away his sins. It was ballocks, but it was a nice thought.
No longer did he try to push away the raging need her magic brought. Now, he welcomed it, greeted it with open arms.
And the sheer force of it took his breath away.
He turned his thoughts to the visions he had been given and how he had seen himself growing older in them. That alone had made his heart skip a beat. All he could hope for was that the Druid would know what the visions meant�and how they affected him.
* * *
Rennie woke and immediately grabbed her head as pain exploded.
�Easy,� said a deep voice.
She stilled, her heart pounding erratically at the sound of that sexy voice. There was a man in her house. Rennie slowly opened her eyes to see him sitting opposite her, watching her with dark, hooded eyes. His bushy beard hid most of his face and mouth, but she saw the intelligence and aloofness in his gaze.
He suddenly ran a hand through his hair, as if her staring rattled him. Which was good since he certainly flustered her.
She couldn�t look away from him. He might be sitting down, but by the width of his shoulders and the confidence that oozed off him in waves, he filled up the space.
His large hands rested casually on the arms of the chair, and though he appeared calm, there was a tenseness about him that said he was ready for anything.
Rennie�s gaze took in the bulge of sinew along his chest and arms and there was no doubt he would most likely win against anything that dared to threaten him.
�You fell,� he said into the silence. �I was walking by and saw. When you didna rise, I came to check on you and found you unconscious.�
Rennie remembered freeing the calf and trying to climb up, but then nothing after that. She must have hit her head when she fell. Rennie rolled to her side and sat up, noticing how Felix couldn�t take his eyes from the man.
�Thank you,� Rennie finally said. �It�s quite a storm we�re going to have. You�re welcome to remain until it passes.�
The man�s head cocked to the side. �You�re American?�
�Yes. My aunt left me this house when she died. I came to sell it, but once here, I couldn�t leave.� She wasn�t sure why she had told him that. She didn�t even know his name. Rennie cleared her throat. �I�m Rennie, by the way. Rennie MacBeth.�
�Dale Alexander,� he answered.
She licked her lips then pointed to the cat. �This is Felix.�
When Dale didn�t respond, Rennie rose and found some aspirin that she quickly took. She stood in the doorway of the kitchen and regarded Dale.
�You�re new to Coll, aren�t you?�
�Aye.�
�People usually only come as tourists. If anyone comes to stay it�s normally because they want to hide from something.�
Once again his dark eyes held hers.
Rennie released a deep breath. �I�m not trying to pry. It�s just odd to see anyone this far west on the isle is all. I can go weeks without encountering anyone.�
�Is that how you like things?� he asked, his tone soft and curious.
She shrugged. �I don�t dislike the solitude. I go into town when I have to, just as I did today.�
�But you wouldna if you didna have to.�
�No.� She answered without thinking and cringed. �I don�t know why I just told you that.�
Dale sat forward in the chair so that his forearms rested on his thighs. �Is it because you doona want the others to know you�ve magic, lass?�
Rennie felt as if the ground had been yanked out from beneath her. She began to shake, unsure how Dale knew she had magic and what he intended to do about it.
�I�m no� here to harm you, Rennie,� he said matter-of-factly. �If I wanted that, I�d have left you out in the snow.�
True. That didn�t mean she had to trust him though. Even if some part of her she didn�t recognize told her she could. He would have to earn her trust.
�When I lifted you to bring you inside, I had�� a vision.�
Rennie turned her face away and gave a shake of her head. Damn. Why did it always have to happen? �It�s one of the reasons I stay away from people. When people touch me they see things.�
�What kind of things?�
She faced him, squaring her shoulders to give herself more courage she didn�t feel. �Tell me how you knew I had magic.�
�I felt it.� He said it so straightforwardly, as if they were talking about the weather.
�Felt it?� she repeated, confused. �How is that possible?�
�I�m no� sure you want to know.�
�Oh, I assure you I do.�
His chest expanded as he took a deep breath. �I�m a Warrior.�
Rennie knew how the Warriors came to be and why. She had even heard rumors that some still existed, but to have one sitting in her living room seemed so unreal. She was both excited and frightened at the same time.
What would bring a Warrior to their small corner of the world? Even as that question flitted through her mind she had a million others to ask him about his god, his powers, and his abilities. All of which she wasn�t sure she was brave enough to ask.
�You know what a Warrior is.� It wasn�t a question Dale posed.
�I do.�
�Do you fear me?�
She swallowed and realized he hadn�t threatened her. He had saved her, and he continued to keep his distance between them so as not to frighten her. �No.�
�Good,� he said and visibly relaxed. �Now, will you tell me of your magic?�
Rennie would rather continue talking about him being a Warrior, but he had answered her questions. It was only fair that she do the same. �It doesn�t happen all the time, but on occasion people touch me and see things. Sometimes it�s the past, sometimes the future.�
�Do you have the same visions?�
�I see nothing. I have magic, and I can use it for simple things. But I have no control over the visions others have or who gets them.� Then he stared at the floor, disappointment radiating from him. �What did you see?�
�Myself. I was old.� He hadn�t bothered to try and be coy about her question. He lifted his dark gaze to her. �I hoped you might tell me if it was a path that I could�ve taken had I no� had my god unbound.�
She crossed her arms over her chest and slowly shook her head. �I�m sorry. I can�t. I wish I could, but I don�t even know what you saw.�
�It shocked me, is all. I know I�ll never age. The only way I can die is if someone takes my head. If they find me.�
�Is that why you�re here? To hide?�
He lifted his wide shoulders encased in a black long-sleeved thermal shirt showing every rippling muscle. �I want to get lost for a while. I was forced to do things I wish I hadna, and I doona want to be in that position again.�
Rennie didn�t want to feel sorry for him. In fact, she wanted to tell him to leave. But she couldn�t. There was something about the man that tugged at her heart�and made her body heat in ways she didn�t think was possible.
It had been so long since she�d even looked at a guy with interest that it promptly set her back on her heels. In a short time, her orderly world had turned into absolute chaos.
Dare she admit that it was exhilarating and terrifying?
Rennie ran a hand through her long bangs that kept falling into her eyes. The aspirin was finally dulling the pounding of her head, but it was doing nothing to calm her heart. Or the fire raging in her body.
She couldn�t stop looking at Dale. He was imposing and handsome and commanding. He drew her gaze, but to make matters worse, she had to fight to keep her distance from him. An unexplainable need to be near him, to touch him kept intruding in her thoughts, drowning out everything else and adding to her desire.
�I make you nervous.�
Dale�s statement made her inwardly wince. Mostly because it was true. Her reaction to him was new and frightening. �Aye,� she admitted.
�Now that I know you�ll be fine, I�ll leave.�
Rennie glanced outside to see nothing but sheets of snow falling rapidly. �In this weather?�
�It willna kill me, lass.�
�I can�t let you,� she said hurriedly as he got to his feet. It was all that came to mind, but she wanted�no she needed him to stay.
Rennie bit her lip when he narrowed his gaze. She was making a muck of it. She wanted to be near him, and God help her, but she wanted him to touch her. Even if disaster ensued, she craved�no, she hungered�for him to touch her. He had carried her into the house, and she hadn�t even gotten to experience that contact because she had been unconscious.
She took a deep breath and tried again. �I�m used to being by myself, but it�s no excuse for bad manners. Besides, you saved me. The least I can do is feed you.�
After several tense seconds, Dale lowered himself back into the chair. She found herself gazing into his dark eyes wondering what secrets he kept hidden away.
More than that, she wondered what it would feel like to be in his arms.

Chapter Three

Rennie stirred the pot of soup, her attention on anything but the food. Dale had asked to take a shower. That�s where he�d been for the past thirty minutes, and her mind had been with him.
She could almost picture how he would look nude, and it caused her heart to pound. She couldn�t stop thinking of Dale, of the way he looked at her with such loneliness and�� heat.
It made her stomach flutter just thinking about it. How long had it been since a man touched her with passion? Five years? Six?
Always the stupid visions would get in the way and ruin things. It got to the point that even if she wanted human contact, it was better for everyone if she didn�t.
But sometimes she longed to walk down the street and hold hands with a man, to have his arm wrap around her. She dreamed of waking up in the arms of a man, of having someone there she could lean on.
�It smells good.�
Rennie jumped and turned to find Dale in the doorway. He filled up the space with his broad shoulders and tall form. Her gaze landed on his face, and she sucked in a breath.
Where his beard had hidden him before, now he was clean-shaven. With the beard gone, she saw his strong jaw and square chin mixed with the hard angles of his face that made her all too aware of the man himself.
His eyes watched her carefully, and Rennie had the insane urge to run her hands through his damp, wavy locks before caressing over the hard sinew of his chest and shoulders.
How could a man look so damn good and she not be able to touch him? The unfairness of it all made her hate her magic.
He ran a hand over his clean-shaven jaw and gave her a lopsided grin. �It�s been a long time since I�ve been free of any facial hair.�
�It suits you. You have a face women would swoon over.�
�But no� you?�
For a moment, Rennie couldn�t breathe. Surely he wasn�t interested in her. Yet, there was no denying she was attracted to him. He had a bad boy attitude, a look that spoke of danger and an untamed spirit.
It was the opposite of everything she was. And she found that more than appealing. �I didn�t say that.�
�Why are you alone?� he asked.
She looked away and concentrated on stirring the soup. �I told you.�
�You gave me an excuse. I find it hard to believe a woman like you doesna have a man.�
�I don�t.�
A woman like you. What does that mean, exactly?
Dale lifted his hands and rested them on the doorway as he openly watched her. Rennie fidgeted, unsure of how to act or what to say under such scrutiny.
�I don�t want to be alone,� she suddenly said, and then wondered why she had shared such an intimate desire with a stranger.
Dale�s head cocked to the side. �Then doona be.�
�You make it sound so easy,� she said and glanced at him. �Then someone touches me and gets a vision. They instinctively know it comes from me and it freaks them out. They want nothing to do with me. Or they get angry because I can�t tell them why they had the vision they did.�
�You were raised as a Druid, aye? Could none of them figure out how to help you?�
Rennie set down the spoon and put a lid over the pot before she sat at the small table. �My mother and aunt tried everything. About eight years ago my mother told me she suspected I was meant to give someone a vision, that it was my destiny.�
�If that�s the case, lass, how can you give someone a vision if you�re up here all alone?�
She glared at him before sighing. �Okay. So you have a point. I just hate the looks I get. Even out here where everyone lives by the legends and myths that surround Scotland and the isles.�
�Maybe it�s because they know you�re a Druid.�
Rennie folded her arms on the table and regarded him. He had been careful not to ask about his vision, but she wasn�t stupid. �You think I can tell you something about the vision you had. That�s why you�re here.�
For several seconds he simply stared at her before he gave a single nod. �You must understand that I need to know why I saw what I saw. It makes no sense.�
�And you need to understand that I can�t help you. I can never help with any of the visions people get. I don�t know why touching me makes people see things, and I don�t know how to shut it off.�
Dale hated how her voice was rising in panic. He hadn�t meant to upset her, but he�d figured his best position was honesty. Now he wasn�t so sure.
Rennie was by turns timid and fierce. He didn�t think the real Rennie had been released yet, and surprisingly enough, he wanted to see the person she kept hidden away.
�Your visions doona frighten me.�
Her brow furrowed before she looked away. �You would touch me again?�
The longing in her voice was nearly his undoing. Dale gripped the doorway to remain where he was. He waited until her eyes�a green so pale the color was barely there�lifted to his.
The grip upon his chest lessened a fraction. It was odd how being with the Druid helped to steady him. He couldn�t explain why, he just knew it for the truth it was.
It made him wish he had gotten to her months ago instead of trying to fight the pull her magic had over him.
�Aye,� he answered.
Her head nodded. �I see. You want to have another vision.�
Originally that was what he wanted. Now�� now he wasn�t so sure. �Perhaps I enjoyed touching you.�
The surprise that flickered in her green eyes was nothing compared to the small, pleased smile that tugged at her lips. Dale couldn�t remember doing anything to make another happy. The emotions released within him were strange, but he quite liked them.
Dale dropped his hands and walked into the kitchen to squat before Rennie�s chair. He held out his hand and waited for her. She paused but a second before she placed her hand in his.
No visions assaulted him, but oddly that didn�t bother Dale. He rubbed his thumb over the back of her hand and smiled. �See? I doona mind touching you.�
The pulse beating at the base of her neck was erratic. The desire flaring in her eyes was potent. His own passion couldn�t be contained, not this close to her. With one tug he could have her in his arms, he could lean down and take her lips.
�Don�t tease.�
�Teasing?� Is that what she thought he was doing? Dale stood and pulled her up with him. �You think I�m teasing you?�
She nodded quickly. �You know why I live alone. You know what happens when others touch me. And look at you. You�re a man women fight over.�
�Aye, I know what happens when people touch you, but I�m no� having a vision.� She thought he was good looking? That was a nice surprise, and one he wanted to take advantage of. He pulled her a fraction closer.
She went willingly, as if she didn�t know what he was doing. Just how long had it been since she had been in a man�s arms? And what kind of men were on Coll that didn�t see the amazing woman she was?
�I can�t make you have a vision.�
Her voice was low, a husky whisper that made Dale�s balls tighten with need. �Did it no� occur to you that I might want more from you than a vision?�
�What do you want?�
Dale lowered his head and kissed her. He meant it to be a quick kiss, but as he began to pull back, she leaned up for more.
The desire that filled him was instantaneous and wild. He�d never felt anything so compelling, gripping.
Captivating.
Even as he wanted to give into the raging need, he made himself pull back. He reluctantly ended the kiss, but he couldn�t release Rennie. Her body trembled in his arms as she clung to him.
How long had he watched the couples from MacLeod Castle and yearned to have a woman of his own? How many times had he wondered how it would feel to have someone look at him with love and devotion?
�Why did you stop?� she asked.
Dale made a sound at the back of his throat. His body was asking him the same thing. For once he was going to do the right thing. �I doona want to take advantage of you.�
�Liar.�
He looked into her eyes and became lost. He was falling, tumbling. Plunging.
It was her compassion, her gentleness that had transfixed him.
With a smile she had mesmerized, charmed.
Fascinated.
No longer did he want to lie about who he was or what he had done. If there was a way to wash the sins away, he would do it in a heartbeat.
How could he, who had lived and breathed evil for so long, dare to be in the presence of someone as pure and good as Rennie? He should walk away that instant.
But the invisible ties that had drawn him to her had been fused. He knew in that instant that he would never be able to walk away from her.
�My past prevents me from taking what I want,� he finally said.
She licked her lips, bringing his attention to them. �What is it you want?�
�You. I want you.� Dale stepped away from her then, knowing if he didn�t, he would kiss her again.
Rennie stared at him a second before she turned and checked on the soup, and then keeping her back to him she asked, �Will you tell me of your past?�
�I�m no� sure you really want to know.�
Rennie served two bowls and set them on the table with bread. Then she handed a bottle of wine to Dale as she got out the glasses. Dale opened the wine and poured it before he sat.
�I can no� remember the last time I had a home-cooked meal and ate at a table.� He lifted the spoon to his mouth and savored the rich flavors. �Verra good, lass.�
Rennie shrugged, but he saw her smile before she ducked her head. �Are you afraid of what I�ll think of your past?�
�Aye.� He knew exactly how she would respond, and he wouldn�t fault her for it. �But I�m in your house accepting your hospitality. I�ll tell you whatever you want to know.�
�Then tell me of your past. All of it,� she urged.
While they ate, he told her of his family and how his mother had been the most wonderful woman he knew. He told her of entering the military and having an outstanding career. It had been his intention to continue with the military when his mother died.
�I was lost after that. I got out of the military and fell in with a rough crowd. It wasna until two years later that Jason Wallace found me.�
�Who is Jason Wallace?�
�A drough. He unbound my god, and I found myself working for him. His power was immense. I saw him kill indiscriminately, and he made it clear that if I tried to leave he would kill me.�
Rennie pushed aside her empty bowl. �Did you stay for fear of being killed?�
�That and Aisley. She was Jason�s cousin, but he had tortured her when she tried to leave. She was also drough, but Jason had the help of the Devil to increase his magic. No one stood a chance against him.�
�So you helped Aisley,� Rennie said. �You must have cared for her.�
Dale finished his wine and gently set aside the glass. �I did, though I knew she didna feel the same. Jason wanted to rule the world, Rennie. He was in a war with the Warriors and Druids of MacLeod Castle.�
�A war?� she asked with a shudder. �The Warriors and Druids banded together?�
�They were husbands and wives. Each Warrior had taken a Druid as his own, and the combination of all of them was enough to keep Jason from winning. But Jason wouldna relent. They led us into a trap several months ago with beings called the selmyr.�
�What are they?�
�They are ancient creatures that were accidentally released and who fed off of magic�namely Druids.�
Rennie sat back, her eyes wide. �Where are they now?�
�Gone. But during the battle they were attacking us. I forfeited my life so Aisley could have hers.�
Rennie raised a dark brow. �Your life doesn�t look so forfeited now,� she said with a grin.
�I should�ve died that day. I wanted to die.�

Chapter Four

Rennie swallowed hard. The sincerity shining in Dale�s eyes told her he had wanted to die that day. �But you didn�t.�
�Nay. I should have. All the bite marks left me too weak to do anything. I lost consciousness, fully expecting to die, but I didna.�
�There�s nothing wrong with that.�
�I did terrible things for Jason. I killed for him.�
She slowly leaned back in her chair. �Did you willingly kill? Did you enjoy it?�
�Nay.�
�You did what you had to do in order to survive.�
He grunted and poured more wine into his glass. �That�s ballocks. There will come a time I�ll have to pay for all I�ve done.�
�I don�t think you�re evil, Dale. I think you got dealt a bad situation and managed to get through it. During that time you tried to protect Aisley, willingly sacrificing yourself for her. If you were a bad person, would you seek out an isle to hide on? No. You�d be out there finding another drough to work with.�
When he didn�t answer, she grabbed both bowls and stood. Her mother had told her Warriors had been created to fight for Briton, but then the gods had taken over. Yet her aunt had cautioned her that it was never wise to deem everything good or evil, because it could come back to bite you.
They were words Rennie had lived by, and it was what kept her from throwing Dale out of her house as soon as he�d told her what he was. Now she was glad she hadn�t, because she was coming to see the man he was.
It took her little time to clean the kitchen, and when she turned around, Dale was standing next to the fridge, leaning against it as he observed her with hooded eyes.
Many years had passed since she had seen desire, but she recognized it in his eyes now. And it sent her heart pounding and her blood heating.
�What�s your magic, Druid?� he asked softly.
She lifted one shoulder in a shrug. �I don�t have anything really.�
�A Druid with no special magic. That only occurs when the magic is weak, and yours, lass, is anything but.�
Though she knew she shouldn�t, she found herself asking, �What does my magic feel like?�
�Incandescent bliss. Irresistibly piercing. Enticingly brilliant.� He straightened, his dark eyes holding hers. �Seductively compelling.�
No one had ever spoken to her that way, and it left Rennie reeling. She was adrift in a sea of need and desire she couldn�t navigate. And the only thing she could hold onto was�� Dale.
�Even that doesna truly describe what the feel of your magic does to me. I can no� get enough of it�or you.�
His voice had gone low, the timbre making chills race over her skin it was so erotic, but it was nothing compared to the fire in his eyes.
She knew he was waiting on her. He told her of his desire, now he was leaving it up to her to decide what she wanted. Rennie wanted him, but would the past repeat itself? Dale didn�t seem to care about the visions.
The one he�d seen had kept him at her house, but she didn�t think that�s why he remained now. At least she prayed that wasn�t the reason.
As much as she wanted to go to him, did she have the courage? Could she put the past behind her and move on in the hope the past didn�t repeat itself?
�Do you feel the passion between us, Druid? Or are you afraid of giving in to it?�
�Yes and�� yes.�
One side of his mouth lifted in a devastating smile. �You�ve been in my dreams for months. I couldna see your face or hear your voice, but I knew your magic. Your magic led me here, to you. I doona know why, and right now, I doona care.�
Rennie�s mouth went dry. Her body was screaming for her to take the few steps separating them and wrap her arms around him while her mind was reminding her of the disaster of the last relationship she�d tried to have.
Indecision kept her rooted, but it was the disappointment in Dale�s eyes she saw right before he turned away that propelled her forward. Rennie hurried to him and put her hand on his shoulder to turn him.
As she did, she pressed her mouth to his. In the next instant, he had her against the wall, his hard body blocking her in. His kiss was intense and wild.
And she loved every second of it.
He broke away, his breathing as ragged as her own. Dale looked into her eyes with his face close to hers. �Tell me you want this. Tell me you want me.�
�I want you,� Rennie said and pulled his head back down for another kiss.
Their passion was explosive, sizzling. Scorching. It was an inferno raging out of control now that the flames had been fanned.
Buttons flew, fabric ripped as they frantically fought to remove the other�s clothes. They couldn�t get to each other fast enough.
Rennie moaned when he reached between them and cupped her breast before rolling her nipple between his fingers. Her fingers delved into his short, dark hair as he kissed down her throat.
He lifted her, and she wrapped her legs around his waist as he smiled at her. �Which way to your room?�
�Down the hall to the left.�
He strode from the kitchen and made his way to her room. There she unwound her legs, and he slowly lowered her until she was standing.
�It�s been a long time for me,� she hedged, suddenly uncertain of what to do.
�Your body knows.�
Rennie lowered her gaze to stare at the thick sinew of his chest and arms. Unable to help herself, she caressed her hands over his warm flesh, amazed at the strength beneath her palms that could be unleashed with barely a thought. �Does it?�
He leaned close until his mouth was near her ear. �Aye, lass,� he whispered.
Rennie shivered from the sound of his voice. She had never had a one-night stand, and she knew this was most likely where she was headed. Even as she knew it was wrong, she couldn�t stop herself. She wanted Dale, wanted to feel the passion and desire that made everything else fade away.
�Have you had a vision?�
He leaned back and shook his head. �Stop thinking, Rennie, and just feel.�
She opened her mouth to reply when his finger slid between her bare breasts and didn�t stop until he reached her navel. Everywhere he touched, her body burned, eager for more.
�Stop thinking,� he ordered. �You�ll make me believe I�m no� doing a good enough job.�
Rennie grabbed hold of him to keep steady when he circled her nipples leisurely until her breasts swelled and her nipples peaked.
He took her mouth in another bold kiss as he gently lowered her to the bed. Rennie sucked in a ragged breath when his weight settled atop her.
Flesh to flesh, body to body, their hands and mouths explored and learned. Time melted away until it was only the two of them. Rennie could think of nothing else, could feel nothing else but Dale.
His touch left her panting, his kisses made her weak with need. He knew just where to touch to make her moan, just how to stroke to bring her higher and higher.
She clutched the covers when his fingers delved into the curls between her legs. He teased her mercilessly until he slid his fingers inside her. Rennie cried out from the wonderful feeling, even as he began to move his fingers in and out of her.
When his thumb circled her clitoris, she felt herself tightening as her body reached for the climax. Rennie wanted to hold back, to enjoy it more, but Dale wouldn�t allow it.
He continued his assault, pushing her closer and closer to the edge until she shattered.
Dale watched as the orgasm took her. With his name on her lips and her skin flushed, she was all he could ever want. And he wasn�t nearly done with her.
He shifted until he was kneeling beside the bed between her legs. Then he leaned in to lick her. Her body jerked even as she moaned in pleasure. He loved the taste of her and continued to lick and lave until she was writhing on the bed.
Only then did he rise up and kneel one leg on the bed. Her green eyes met his, and the unabashed need, the blatant desire he saw was his undoing.
Dale leaned over her, the head of his cock grazing her. She opened her legs wider and urged him to her. He was powerless to resist. And with one thrust, he entered her.
Their bodies began to move slowly at first, the tempo building with their need. Just as he had known, once he was inside her, he felt�� complete.
Her fingers dug into his back as she met him thrust for thrust. Their gazes clashed, held and something shifted between them, deepened�� heightened.
Dale clutched the blanket as her magic swelled from her, encompassing both of them and intensifying his already out-of-control passion.
�More,� she said as she wrapped her long legs around him.
He groaned and grabbed her hips and adjusted her so that he sank deeper into her. Her walls were hot and slick, gripping him tightly.
Even as he fought to hold back his own orgasm, her body was too much to resist. With their skin slick and their breaths coming hard, he thrust harder, deeper with each shift of his hips.
�Dale,� she cried as her body clamped down on his cock with her second orgasm.
That�s all it took to send him tipping into his own climax. With one last plunge, he gave in to the pleasure as his seed filled her.
Like a cocoon, peace and contentment found him as he settled in the arms of a Druid who was as beautiful as she was powerful.

Chapter Five

December 20th
Dale woke from a night of strange dreams that flitted through his mind as swiftly as the wind, and just like the wind, he wasn�t able to catch a single memory of any of the dreams.
He turned his head on the pillow to see Rennie curled on her side with her back to him. They had fallen asleep in each other�s arms, and though Dale didn�t consider himself a cuddler, he discovered he wanted to hold her.
The bed squeaked as he turned on his side and molded his body to hers. Rennie let out a sigh and snuggled back against him.
Instantly, a vision slammed into him. This one was different. This time his god was unbound and he stood on Rennie�s land, the snow falling as he watched a female drough with red hair get out of a silver car. The anger and resentment coming from the drough was directed not at him�but Rennie.
As quickly as the vision came, it vanished, leaving Dale swimming in a sea of uncertainty. He rolled onto his back and started at the ceiling as he blew out a breath.
�What is it?� Rennie asked sleepily while she turned over and rested her head on his shoulder.
Since he knew how much the visions were a bone of contention with her, Dale decided not to say anything. �I think the storm let up.�
�Hmm. I�ll need to go check on my cattle. I hate to leave the warmth of the bed though.�
She smiled up at him, and he felt his chest constrict. How could a woman who possessed the same magic he felt in his dreams be real? Was it fate that sent him to her? Destiny maybe?
Or did it really matter?
Perhaps there was something else at work in the universe, because somehow he had been given the very thing he hadn�t known he needed. His arm tightened around Rennie even as the vision replayed in his head.
He wouldn�t let anything or anyone harm her. She needed to be protected, safeguarded from all the evil in the world. Not because he needed her, but because she was precious and all that was good.
It shook him, this necessity to guard her. No longer did it matter why he�d been brought to Coll. All that mattered was her. Rennie had wormed her way into his mind, and he feared she had gone even deeper than that.
He felt something for her, of that he was sure. It was more than infatuation, more than lust, but he refused to think of just what it could be.
�I�ll check on the animals,� he said. �The cold doesna bother me as it does you.�
�Because you�re a Warrior?�
�Aye,� he said and kissed her forehead. �I have to say, I�m surprised. You�ve taken the news of what I am better than I expected.�
�Did you think I�d scream and demand you leave?�
Her guileless green eyes stared up at him. After all the deceit he had been forced to endure, it amazed him that someone like Rennie existed. �Something like that, lass.�
�My aunt always told me that I should judge people individually. Like it wasn�t good to say all Druids were good, just as I shouldn�t make the mistake of thinking all Warriors were evil.�
While she spoke, her fingers idly drew upon his chest, making it difficult for Dale to concentrate. �Did your aunt know there were Warriors about?�
�I don�t think so, but she used it as a learning piece for me. I knew there were evil Druids, so it seemed only natural to think that anything could be good or evil. It was up to the individual.�
�I�d have liked to meet your aunt.�
The corners of Rennie�s lips lifted in a smile. �She would�ve liked you. She was feisty and stubborn. She lived her entire life on Coll, only venturing off the isle a handful of times. She always came back though. She said this was her home. It was where she was born and where she would die.�
�She didna have children of her own?�
Rennie shook her head of dark hair. �No. It wasn�t for lack of her and my uncle trying however.� Rennie chuckled. �They used to joke about it, even though a baby was something both craved. Instead, they looked after any child on Coll that needed them. This house was a haven, of sorts.�
Dale lifted a lock of her hair in his fingers. �Will you follow in your aunt�s footsteps?�
�I don�t know. I wasn�t born here.�
�That doesna mean anything. If you�ve found a place that fits you, then maybe you remain.�
�Alone,� she whispered forlornly.
Dale rolled them until he was on top of her, his body already hard for her. �Are you alone now?�
Her wicked grin lit up her eyes as she rocked her hips against his arousal. �Not now, no.�
�You�ve too much passion and life in you to live alone.�
�Have you seen the prospects on Coll? Not what you would call a buffet of choices.�
It was on the tip of his tongue to offer up himself. But Dale couldn�t do that. He might have given into his desires, but he knew he wasn�t the man for Rennie, no matter how much he might wish otherwise.
As if she knew something troubled him, Rennie cupped his cheek and frowned. �What is it? What�s bothering you?�
�Nothing,� he said and forced a smile before he jumped off the bed. �I�ll go see about the animals. Just as soon as I find my clothing.�
Rennie�s laugh had him grinning. �Look in the kitchen.�
Dale found his clothes and hastily dressed, noting the rip in his tee at the shoulder. It brought on another smile as he remembered how frantic they had been to get out of their clothes.
Once outside, he made his way through the snow and saw to the cattle, then found a shovel and began to remove the snow down the path from the house.
He glanced up to find Rennie at the kitchen window watching him. As he waved at her, he thought how domesticated he felt. Months ago he wasn�t sure how he would have reacted, but now, he found he liked it. A lot.
Not even the snow that fell in flurries around him seemed to dampen his thoughts. It wasn�t until he heard the sound of an approaching car that a wave of foreboding assaulted him.
Dale barely had time to react at seeing the silver vehicle come up the long drive before a wave of drough magic slammed into him. He winced, hating the feel of the nauseating magic.
He released his hold on the shovel and took a step toward the now-parked car before he caught sight of his hands and the pale green claws. He had called to his god without even knowing it. That in itself was enough to make him wary, but nothing so much as the scene playing before him�the same scene he had seen in the vision just that morning.
Dale ducked behind the barn when he heard Rennie walk outside and greet the redheaded woman. He used his enhanced hearing to keep note of the conversation while he desperately tried to get control of his rage and tamp down his god.
Rennie might have said she didn�t think he was evil, but he wasn�t sure she had ever seen a Warrior. If he was to show her what he really was, he wanted to do it at a time of his choosing, not by scaring her and her visitor.
�I�m not going to sell, Harriet,� Rennie said, her voice rising.
Dale was instantly on alert. So the drough wanted Rennie�s land. It was enough to put him on edge, as well as make him think the vision he had seen was something that could very well be coming.
The conversation quickly ended and Harriet got into her car and drove off. Dale remained behind the barn as he struggled to make his claws and green skin disappear.
He didn�t know how long he stood there before he heard Rennie approach. He glanced down at his hands to see his claws vanish just as she came around the corner of the barn.
�There you are,� she said as she held out a cup of coffee. �I guess you saw Harriet?�
Dale nodded. �Enhanced hearing and all.�
�Oh, right. I didn�t think about that.�
�She wants your land.�
Rennie didn�t pretend his statement was a question. She huddled in her coat and nodded. �She kept trying to buy it from my aunt for years. The day I arrived she met me at the ferry and gave me an offer.�
The news was enough to make his hackles rise. �What is it about the land that makes her want it so desperately?�
�Good question. It�s a good piece of land, but the only explanation she�s given me is that she wants to acquire more land on Coll.�
�She�s from here?�
�Born and raised. She�s a MacLean.�
Dale sipped the black coffee, not really tasting it, as he tussled with the idea of telling Rennie about his vision. �Your family has also been on Coll for generations, aye?�
�Yes. Oddly enough, both our families were two of the founding six families. Why?�
Dale looked away from her searching green eyes. �It�s nothing.�
�I�m stronger than I look. I�d appreciate the truth instead of trying to hide it from me. What is it you know?�
Dale returned his gaze to Rennie and saw the determined lift of her chin. �What do you know of Harriet?�
�Nothing much. She left Coll after primary school to attend a boarding school, then went to the University of Edinburgh. After she got her degree, she returned to Coll and married. Her husband was into real estate, so she joined his company. She had two children, but one died when she was just a few months old. Her son drowned when he was seven.�
�And her husband?�
Rennie�s brow furrowed. �He�s dead as well. It happened about ten years ago, not long after their son.�
�How did her husband die?�
�You know, I never learned that. You�re freaking me out, Dale. What is all this about?�
�She�s drough, Rennie.�
For several seconds she simply stared at him before she swallowed. �You�re sure?�
�There�s no denying the feel of drough magic, lass. Besides, I was around enough of them to know. I take it you didna know she was a Druid?�
�No. I mean, I knew the history of Coll. The MacLeans were droughs, but supposedly most of their magic was diluted over the years. My aunt didn�t seem to think Harriet was a problem.�
Dale took her by the arm and urged her toward the house since she was shaking, but he wasn�t sure if it was the cold or the information he just gave her. �Does she know you�re a Druid?�
�I�� shit, I don�t know. With the families being around so long it would make sense that she does. Or at least assumes I could be.�
�She�s never used magic around you, has she?�
�No.� Her gaze took on a faraway look as they walked into the house.
He closed the door behind them, watching her. �What have you remembered?�
�The people on Coll are a little afraid of her. I never thought anything about it, but now it makes sense.�
�I want you to be careful of her. I doona have a good feeling about her.�
�Yeah, me either now.� Rennie removed her coat and hung it on a peg in the front hall. �I wonder how long she�ll let me live before she does away with me to get my land.�
�Who would the land go to if you died?�
Rennie rubbed her hands together and stomped her feet to remove the snow from her boots before she tugged them off. �I guess my mother, though she wants no part of it. Once she left here, she never looked back.�
Dale followed her into the kitchen where she put some bread in the toaster. �I think the first thing you need to do is try to figure out why Harriet wants your land. That in itself may tell you to what extremes she would go to in order to obtain it.�
�She was angry this morning. Really angry. And frustrated. Before, she�s always been so professional. Why would she be so different today?�
�I can go into the village and find out.�
�No,� she said as she whirled to face him. �Please don�t leave me. I know you�ll have to move on soon, but please. Not yet.�
He pulled her into his arms and held her. �I�ll no� leave.�
The truth of those words shook him to his core.

Chapter Six

Two hours later Dale stood with Rennie surveying her land. He�d wanted her to take him around the property to see if he could pick up any kind of magic.
�There is nothing here but grass and rock,� she said, exasperation darkening her voice.
�Obviously there is something. Did your family always live on this piece of land?�
Her forehead furrowed as she turned to him. �Mostly, yes. At one time we had three times as much land but parts were sold off here and there when money was needed.�
�Who bought the land?�
Rennie shrugged, then paused as she remembered something. Dale waited impatiently for her to share it, but all she did was look from one place to the other. When she finally turned back to him, she was pale.
�Oh, God. I don�t think I would�ve realized it had you not asked.�
Dale could hear his god roar with growing fury at what was happening to Rennie, and he had to agree with Shomi. It didn�t take him long to deduce what had upset Rennie. �Harriet has the land?�
�Yes. It wasn�t sold to her or her family first, but she�s been systematically buying up as much land on Coll as she can.� Rennie put her hand to her forehead and closed her eyes. �How could I not have realized that? She told me several times over the years, and it just didn�t click.�
Dale took her hands in his and gave them a squeeze. �She doesna have your land.�
�Yet.�
�Ever. No� unless you want to sell. If you want to remain, lass, I�ll help ensure that you do.�
She blinked, her light green eyes holding his. �You would do that for me?�
�I would.�
�Why?�
He took a step closer and ran his fingers along her cool cheek. Briefly, he thought about lying, then realized when it came to Rennie, everything changed for him. �Because I couldna walk away now if I tried.�
�You just met me. Do you feel compelled to help because you know I�m a Druid?�
It was a practical question, and it was part of his reasoning�but not nearly all of it. The need�primal and visceral�pounded within him to shield Rennie with everything he had.
�It is,� she said, the note of dejection hitting him squarely in the chest.
�Nay,� he hurried to tell her. �At least no� all of my reasoning. Aye, I want to protect you because you�re a mie, but it is so much more than that.�
�I�ve known you for just a few hours, and yet I swear it�s as if I�ve known you my entire life. How is that possible?�
He shrugged and pulled her into his arms. �I�ve no answers. But I too feel as if I�ve known you forever. I�ve never felt anything like it before.�
�It�s scaring me,� she said as she leaned her head against his chest. �Feelings don�t grow so quickly. Do they?�
�I�ve seen the impossible done with magic, so I believe anything is possible.�
She pulled out of his arms, her smile tight. �Let me take you around the rest of the property.�
Dale remained beside her, listening to her describe the isle in the summer and how the tall grass swayed with the sea breeze. The longer he remained, the more he could see himself working the land as she did.
But more than that, he could see himself with her.
It left Dale uneasy. He had been prepared to spend decades or even centuries alone. It never occurred to him that he might find someone he wanted to be with.
Rennie was a calm, steady breeze to the storm that was his life. She was stable, solid in his ever-shifting world. He wanted to hold onto her with both hands.
If he did, he could bring her down. How could he live with himself knowing it was the yearning, the need he couldn�t contain that killed her? Because if evil ever found him again, he had no doubt it would zero in on Rennie and use it against him just as the Druids were used against the Warriors from MacLeod Castle.
Dale promised to help Rennie, but if he really wanted to help her, he would leave Coll and never look back.
Just thinking it made Shomi roar with fury and�� fear. Fear from the god inside him? That was a first. Not even when the selmyr were killing him had Shomi been afraid.
�You�re deep in thought,� Rennie said.
Dale shrugged as they walked. �I�m just thinking.�
�About leaving?�
He jerked his gaze to her. �Are you a mind reader?�
�No,� she said with a choked laugh. �There are times I wish I could read minds�like now. But no, I told you, my magic is pretty useless. I don�t have any kind of gift.�
�You have magic. That in itself is a gift.�
Rennie cut her eyes to him. �Perhaps. But you were thinking of leaving. Can I ask why?�
�To protect you.�
�I thought that�s why you wanted to stay?� she asked, confusion thickening her words.
Dale sighed. What a mess he was in. �Both are true. I told you evil has a way of seeking me out. I doona want to bring that to you.�
�Then don�t give in to any kind of evil.�
He glanced at her. �You make it sound easy.�
�It�s a choice. You have to be the one to make it.�
�And if they use you? What if my choice is to let you die or do what the evil wants?�
Rennie stopped walking and faced him. �I don�t know.�
�I do. I�d do whatever it took to keep you alive. That�s what evil does, Rennie. It knows just what to say or do to make a person agree to do evil in return.�
She rose up on her toes and kissed him. �Then we�ll make sure evil doesn�t come near us, and if it does, I�ll just use my magic to make sure it doesn�t use me against you.�
�You�re one amazing woman.�
Rennie beamed, even if she knew his statement wasn�t true. It still felt good to hear it. �I know,� she said and started walking again.
Ever since Harriet�s visit she had been on edge. With Dale beside her, she was able to rest a little easier because she knew he was a Warrior, but she hadn�t seen him fight.
The tales of the Warriors were legendary, but did that mean he could be as fierce as the Warriors of old? All she had to do was look at herself to know how messed up things could get.
Her family was known for its powerful magic, but she had gotten very little of it. So little in fact that she hadn�t received any type of special magic like others in her family.
Her mother, for example, was precognitive, and her aunt had been an empath. Even distant cousins could do more magic than she could. It was embarrassing, and when you added in the visions people got when they touched her, it made her a pariah.
�This is nothing but graze land for the cattle,� she said when they topped another small hill. �It�s a pasture I don�t use too much because it�s so far from the house. It was a favorite of my aunt�s though.�
Dale had gone quiet, his body almost vibrating he was so still. �A favorite of your aunt�s?�
�Yes. Does that mean anything?�
His dark eyes fastened on her intently. �Oh, aye, lass, it does. Do you no� feel it?�
�Feel what?�
�The magic. It�s strong and verra old.�
Rennie looked around the empty pasture. �Magic? Here?�
�I thought there was a chance of something, and we�ve found it.�
�What magic?� she asked irritably. �I don�t feel anything.�
He took her hand and pulled her down the hill after him through the snow. �You will. It�s old magic, Rennie. I can no� believe I didna feel it before. I might have had I no� been so focused on your magic.�
She couldn�t help but preen at his words. He liked the feel of her magic. That was wonderful to hear, just as it had been deliciously sensual to listen to him describe what her magic felt like.
Rennie moved as fast as she could. She didn�t know this pasture as well as the others, but Dale navigated them around partially hidden stones in the snow.
�My heart is pounding with excitement. This is like an adventure,� she said with a laugh while she watched Dale jump over the fence.
He grinned and held her hand as she climbed up to the top of the fence before his hands spanned her waist and he set her down beside him before they started walking again. �An adventure? Lass, you need to get out more.�
�I know. Have you seen much of the world?�
�More than I�d like to thanks to the military. I�ll be happy never to see Afghanistan again.�
�Ah.� Rennie bit her lip at her stupidity. Here she was thinking it was some kind of hunt, and Dale had seen actual combat in the military and out of it after he had become a Warrior.
�No need to act as if you�re walking on eggshells. I killed for the government and I killed to stay alive. I have to live with that.�
�You act as if it doesn�t bother you.�
�It bothers me.�
When he halted next to a large rock protruding over four feet from the ground, she thought it was to tell her more of his time in the military. Instead, he smiled and took her hand.
�Are you ready to discover your past?�
�No,� she said and then busted out laughing. Dale�s answering grin made her laugh even more. When she recovered she said, �My most grand adventure besides leaving home for Scotland is whatever I experience through movies.�
He squeezed her hand. �Then you might want to prepare yourself, because I think we�ve found what it is Harriet wants.�
Rennie had no choice but to follow Dale when he kicked aside snow to reveal hidden steps that led into darkness. His hand never released hers, and she wasn�t sure if it was to help keep her steady or make sure she didn�t run away.
Running away was very tempting, she mused when the darkness fully covered her. All she could think about was booby traps, bugs, and something waiting for them that was better left alone.
�I can�t see a damn thing,� she whispered.
Dale�s chuckle bounced off the rocks to echo around them. �I can. Warrior, remember? Stay here.�
�Wait!� she cried, but Dale had already released her hand and disappeared.
Every sound was magnified in the darkness. She could hear something off to her right and realized it was Dale�s boots as he walked around.
The sound of rocks falling shattered the silence suddenly, causing her to duck and cover her head with her hands. A second later she made out a shape coming at her as her eyes adjusted.
�It�s just me,� Dale said.
Rennie let out a relieved breath and straightened. �I don�t like this place.�
�You will once you see it. Now, can you use your magic to create fire?�
�Yes, why?�
He put something long and heavy in her hands. �Light the torch, Rennie.�
She called to her magic, letting the feel of it consume her before she channeled it into fire. The sensations ran down the length of her arms, through her fingers, and then light flared brilliantly from the torch.
Rennie gasped when she saw the small chamber they stood in etched with Celtic carvings and knotwork�all of them holding magic.

Chapter Seven

Rennie was aghast at the perfection of each emblem carved into the stone. Some of the carvings were as small as her finger, and others as large as a person. They encompassed the walls and even the low-hanging ceiling.
Dale had to duck to stop from hitting his head on the smooth ceiling. He winked at her when she turned to him. �Now this is an adventure.�
�Who did these?�
�Your ancestors.�
She was awestruck, spellbound. �Why?�
�I think for you and any generation of MacBeths.�
Rennie whipped her head to him. �Me? I�m nobody.�
�Aye, but the important ones always think that.�
She made a sound at the back of her throat and started to argue when he held out his hand.
�Shall we see the rest?�
There was no way she was turning back now, no matter how hard her heart thumped. Dale�s fingers entwined with hers and she felt a current of something charged, something exhilarating rush along her skin.
He stepped close and wrapped his other hand around hers that was holding the torch. His body filled the area, enclosing her back against the wall. Rennie lifted her head, welcoming the kiss she knew was coming.
The kiss was savage in its claiming. And she embraced the raw, primal need that swept through her. The hard, rigid length of his arousal pressed into her stomach, reminding her of the sensual and decadent night she had spent in his arms.
Rennie took her free hand and pulled at his shirt, wanting to feel his skin. He tore his mouth away, his breathing harsh in the silence.
�Och, but I want you,� he said and ground against her.
�Not nearly as much as I want you. It scares me, this hunger I have. It�s all for you, and it�s like I can�t ever get enough.�
�Aye. I feel it as well.� He leaned his chin atop her head and simply held her. �I either take you now, Rennie, or we go deeper into the tunnel.�
�Don�t make me choose.�
�If you doona do something quick, I�ll no� be responsible for the ripping of your clothes,� he said, a note of laughter in his voice.
It took every ounce of will for Rennie to drop her hands from both Dale and the torch, letting him know they needed to continue on. �I have this pressing need to know what it is Harriet wants,� she explained. �The more I know, the more I can be prepared.�
Dale faced the narrow opening and held the torch high. �Then let�s get to the bottom of this.�
Rennie quickly followed and reached for his hand. She felt safer with him, even if she had only known him less than a day. Dale glanced back at her and gave her a reassuring smile.
As they walked deeper into the earth, the ground continued to slope down. �How come my aunt never told me this was here?�
�Maybe she didna know,� Dale said.
Rennie didn�t believe that. �She knew every inch of this land. She knew. I just don�t understand why she didn�t tell me.�
�Maybe she wanted you to find it on your own.� He ducked as they exited the tunnel into a large cavern. �Maybe she was hoping you would find it.�
�It would�ve been easier had she just told me. That way I could have told Harriet to go to Hell and leave me alone.�
Rennie came out of the tunnel and could only stare once more. If the etchings in the anteroom were impressive, the ones gracing the walls of the cavern were breathtaking. Intricate knotwork designs made a continuous circle around the room, the design at least four feet tall.
But it was the writing that caught her attention. It, like the beautiful knotwork, went all the way around the cavern. �I don�t recognize the wording.�
�It�s Gaelic,� Dale said as he walked into the center where large stones had been used to construct a fire pit. He lowered the torch into it and flames shot upward.
Rennie stepped back as the fire lit the entire cavern, showing her the high ceiling above them. Then she realized what Dale had said. �Gaelic. You can read Gaelic?�
�I�m a Warrior, Rennie, I�m able to learn things quickly.�
�What does the writing say?�
��We�re waiting.��
She looked at him, expecting him to continue. �And?�
�And what? That�s what it says over and over again.�
Rennie looked at the words, seeing the same symbols repeated until she came to a section where the lettering was smaller and more difficult to see. �What does this say?�
Dale walked to her and peered at the wording. �It says, �Find us and find the answers.��
�Wow. That isn�t cryptic or anything.� She shivered, suddenly more cold than when she�d been in the snow.
�Look around you. This is where your ancestors gathered.�
For the first time, Rennie pulled her gaze from the walls and truly looked at the place. Around the fire in a perfect circle, placed exactly two feet apart were twelve stones that had been carved in a concave to make a seat.
�Your family has always been mies, have they no�?� Dale asked.
She nodded, still taking in everything. �Yes, always.�
�And Harriet�s?�
Rennie lowered herself onto one of the seats. �A few decided to remain mies, but most became droughs. My family didn�t make them leave because of some pact made between the families.�
�You doona know what that pact was?�
�No.� She rubbed her eyes as she tried to think of all the family history she had learned as a child and quickly dismissed as unimportant. �The more Harriet�s family left, the less it became significant, I guess. I don�t know. I wish I�d paid better attention to my aunt�s stories now.�
Dale continued to walk around the cavern. �This place is magical. Many spells were done here, but there is something else that I�m feeling.�
�What?�
He turned to face her. �You.�
That made her sit up straight. �Um�� but you said you�ve always felt my magic.�
�Aye. It feels different here. Do you no� feel different?�
�Disoriented. Shocked. Speechless. Take your pick.�
�Nay, lass. Concentrate on your magic.�
Rennie gave half a thought to her magic and felt a tidal wave of it rise within her. It frightened her so badly she jumped up and started to run out of the cavern. As she reached the narrow doorway, she slammed into an invisible force that knocked her on her back.
�Rennie!� Dale yelled and was at her side in a second.
�Damn, but you move fast,� she murmured as she shook off the effects of the fall. �What just happened?�
�I doona think they want you to leave.�
She sat up and looked at the doorway. �Are you telling me I can�t leave?�
Dale stood and easily walked from the cavern before he turned and walked back in. �Try again.�
She accepted his hand up and tentatively approached the doorway, but once again something pushed against her as she neared.
Rennie took a step back and the pressure instantly ceased. �I can�t leave.�
�I�m telling you, you were meant to find this place. It�s why your aunt left the land to you and no� your mother.�
Rennie shook her head. �No. She left it to me because she knew my mother wouldn�t return.�
�Are you sure of that?� Dale asked as he cocked a brow.
She wasn�t sure of anything anymore. �What am I supposed to do?�
�I doona know. Perhaps your magic can tell you. What about the ancients?�
She stared at him, aghast. �How do you know of the ancients?�
�I was with droughs, remember?�
�The ancients don�t talk to the droughs.�
�Ah, but the droughs know of the ancients because before the Druids chose the evil path, they spoke with the ancients when they were still mies.�
Rennie once more sat on one of the seats. �I didn�t think of that.� Silence filled the void as they both stared into the flames of the fire. She couldn�t deny the strange feeling of her magic. �You were right,� she finally said. �My magic is stronger here. Why?�
�That I can no� answer. The ancients can, however.�
Rennie knew she had no choice but to contact the ancients. She shifted her gaze to Dale who hadn�t moved from his spot near the door. �Will you stay with me?�
�If that is your wish, lass.�
She waited until he took a seat across the fire from her. Rennie removed her coat and took a deep breath before she slowly released it.
Then she called to her magic once more as she stared into the fire. It answered instantly, the power of it making her tremble. Deeper and deeper into her magic she went. This wouldn�t be the first time she had spoken to the ancients, but it had been a long time.
They had never told her anything before. In the past, they had all but refused to tell her why others got visions from touching her. Would she get answers now?
Did she want them?
Now that Dale was with her, it didn�t seem to matter. Then she recalled Harriet and her bid to buy Rennie�s land. Answers were definitely something Rennie needed, even if she didn�t like what she heard.
Her head cocked to the side when she heard the distant beat of drums. They grew louder and louder until they deafened her. Rising to meet them was the chanting of thousands of ancient Druids long dead.
�Thereeeeeee you are,� they said in unison. �What took you so long, Rennie?�
�I didn�t know I was supposed to find you.�
�You brought a Warrior. He fought for the side of evil with the drough Jason Wallace.�
�He�s chosen our side now.�
�That remains to be seen.�
�What is this place?�
�A holy place,� they said together. �We�ve been waiting for you to find it.�
�Why?�
�Your destiny, Rennieeeeeee.�
She began to grow frustrated with the lack of in-depth answers. �What destiny? I have to know more, please.�
�Your ancestors practiced magic here, anticipating a Druid who would come who could grant freedom to someone.�
�Freedom? Freedom from what?�
�The confines of a spell.�
Rennie immediately thought of Dale.
�Aye,� the ancients said. �You can free him from his god and make him mortal once more. That is your gift.�
�I could do it now?�
�It comes with a price.�
�What kind of price?�
�One your Warrior must pay.�
�Can you tell me more?�
�You will know what to do when the time comes.�
Rennie fisted her hands. �Why am I here, really? Why has my magic increased, and why can�t I leave?�
�You�ll be able to leave once you accept who you are.�
�I have!�
There was a beat of silence before the drums pounded louder. Then the ancients said, �You haven�t, child.�
�Why has my magic increased while here?�
�It�s your destiny. Embrace it!�

Chapter Eight

Rennie looked away from the flames as the ancients� words echoed in her head. Her destiny. What, exactly, was her destiny?
She looked across the fire to see Dale with his hands clenched and his head down as if he were in tremendous pain. Rennie rushed to him.
�Dale? What is it? What�s wrong?� she asked as she kneeled beside him, smoothing her hands over his arms and chest, looking for some wound.
When his head lifted she found herself looking into Warrior eyes. They were a pale green from corner to corner. The stark contrast to his normally dark irises took her aback for a second. Then she placed her hand on his cheek.
That�s all it took for him to grab her and yank her roughly against his chest. His arms were like bands of steel wrapped around her as he kissed her as if he�d die without her. He was thorough, sensual as he explored her mouth before deepening the kiss and demanding she relent.
Rennie wound her arms around his neck. The passion had barely been contained from the moment she had woken that morning. No one had ever made her feel such a burning need, such a feverish hunger that only Dale could quench.
With every look, every touch the desire had grown. The kiss earlier had set her ablaze. The craving, the excitement consumed her, engulfed her.
Seized her.
She moaned as his hand cupped her breast. When he bent her back over his arm while he kissed down her neck, Rennie clutched at his shoulders as desire pooled between her legs.
�This is a holy place,� Dale said between kisses.
�Shut up and keep kissing me.�
He chuckled and nipped her skin with his teeth. �Such demands.�
Rennie flexed her fingers against his shirt, loving the feel of his hard muscle beneath. �How can you think right now?�
�Because if I doona, I�ll lay you down and claim your body once more.�
She lifted her head to look at him. �And the problem with that is?�
His lopsided smile made her stomach flutter even as his green eyes vanished so she was once more looking into his dark irises. �This is a holy place.�
�You�ve said that already. People have been having sex and religious ceremonies in the standing stones since they were first constructed. How is this any different?�
�Because this is your family�s place.�
Rennie watched as his gaze lowered to her mouth, and she knew for all his talk, he wanted her as much as she wanted him. It sent a thrill through her, and for the first time in her life she was going to take the lead with a man.
She reached for the hem of his shirt and slid her hand beneath the material to run along his warm skin. �You would deny your desire?�
�Nay,� he answered tightly.
Using both hands, she yanked his shirt over his head and took in the impressive sight of his torso. She caressed him from shoulder to waist, loving the sound of his quickening breaths when she got close to his crotch.
�You�re playing with fire, Druid,� he warned.
But that was exactly where she wanted to be.
It wasn�t until she reached for the button of his jeans that he reacted. In a split second, he had her on her back on the ground as he leaned over her.
�This is what you want to do after talking to the ancients?� he asked in a low, seductive tone.
Rennie swallowed as she shook her head. �This is only about you, about us. You make me want this. All I can think of is you and how you feel against me, inside me.�
There was a low growl that rumbled from his chest. �You doona know what you�re saying.�
�I know exactly what I�m saying. I want you. I want what�s between us. I want to push whatever this is to the limits and see just how far it will go.�
His forehead furrowed. �It could be wonderful, but it could also destroy us.�
�I don�t care.�
�You should.�
She gave a shove to his shoulder and rolled him onto his back so that she straddled him. Rennie knew he allowed her that control, but his strength was one of the many reasons she was drawn to him. �I�d rather you stop talking,� she said as she rotated her hips, grinding against his hard rod.
His hands gripped her hips, but he didn�t halt her. �What did the ancient�s say?�
�Why did you look like you were in pain when I saw you?� she asked instead.
The corners of his eyes crinkled. �Do you really need to ask?�
�Yes. Say the words, Warrior,� she whispered.
His gaze grew serious as he stared. �Your magic. I�ve never felt such peace or happiness mixed with an irresistible yearning to claim you all rolled into one.�
Rennie saw the uncertainty in his gaze, and it broke her heart. She lay atop him, resting her head on his chest. �The ancients said I couldn�t leave until I embraced who I was. They said I had a destiny.�
�What destiny?� His hands wrapped around her, holding her firmly against him.
�I don�t know. They wouldn�t say.� She briefly thought about keeping what they had said about him to herself, but she wanted Dale to know. �They knew you were here.�
His large hands rubbed her back in slow circles. �I gather they were no� happy.�
�I told them you no longer fought for evil, and they said you would have a choice to make soon.�
Dale�s silence stretched into minutes. �I willna ever side with evil again. No� after I�ve tasted you.�
* * *
Dale was thankful when Rennie drifted off to sleep. It had taken every ounce of his considerable control not to strip her and take her once more.
Her magic had grown threefold since they had been in the chamber, and the longer they remained, the more it grew. He had no doubt that what the ancients had told her was true�she did have a destiny.
What gave him pause was their mention of him. They said he would have a choice, and it didn�t take much to determine that choice would be between good or evil.
Dale knew he was done with evil, but it was never so easy. Malevolent forces had a way of working things to their advantage, leaving a person with very few options. In his gut, Dale knew he would be put in such a position. How soon, and how it would involve Rennie, he couldn�t begin to fathom.
As he lay there, he could feel tiny vibrations in the earth. They were so minute that they were barely discernible, yet they wouldn�t be ignored.
Dale turned his head and looked at the fire. It appeared the flames would last for many days. As he looked into the fire, he spotted something white darting in and around the flames.
He paid closer attention and noticed the white ribbons of smoke were coming from beneath the fire pit and curling up to the flames where they intermingled.
His enhanced hearing picked up whispers of disembodied voices. Normally he would have been uneasy, but Dale knew this was a holy place for a Druid�and only mie magic had ever touched this place.
He glanced at Rennie to find she was still asleep, unfazed by the ribbons of magic or the voices. What intrigued him was the fact he was being allowed to witness it.
�I�ll help Rennie,� he whispered to the chamber at large. �I doona know what her destiny is, but I�ll help.�
The voices quieted for a heartbeat before they picked up again, this time louder. Still, Dale couldn�t make out what they were saying.
Carefully, he rolled onto his side while holding Rennie. Once she was on her back, he released her and got to his feet. Dale walked around the chamber hoping to better understand the voices.
And then he caught one word: solstice.
�I�ll be damned,� he murmured as he realized the winter solstice was upon them. It was an important Celtic holiday that Druids followed closely.
If Harriet was getting antsy to buy the land, then it had something to do with the winter solstice. How, Dale didn�t know. Yet.
The voices seemed to gather around him, and he was cautious to remain still. As he stood quietly, the voices became clearer and clearer until he could make out what they were saying.
�A Warrior. Here. In our holy place. At the winter solstice?�
�I�m here for Rennie.� The fact it was now the solstice put him on high alert.
�No Warrior has been allowed before.�
Why him, then? Dale was curious, but it would have to wait. �How do I keep Rennie safe?�
�She has a destiny to fulfill.�
Dale stopped short of rolling his eyes. First the ancients, and now the voices. He already knew Rennie had a destiny. �Are you the ancients?�
�Her family. Ancient, aye, but not the ancients.�
At least he�d gotten one answer. �What is her destiny?�
�Mustn�t say.�
Dale rubbed his eyes with his thumb and forefinger. �Are you preventing her from leaving?�
�We are. It�s to keep her alive. There is danger coming for you both.�
�Harriet,� Dale ground out. �She wants the land.�
�Danger comes now!� the voices said furiously before they faded away.
Dale turned to the entrance as he heard the sound of approaching footsteps. He moved swiftly to stand near the tunnel, blocking whoever was coming from seeing Rennie sleeping.
He just hoped the same magic that was keeping Rennie inside the chamber would keep whoever was coming out. And when he caught sight of the red hair, he knew instantly it was Harriet.
She stopped just short of stepping into the chamber. Her gaze fastened on him and she quirked an eyebrow. �Well, just who are you?�
�No� someone you want to mess with.�
�No, you�ve got it wrong, sweetheart. I�m not someone you want to mess with,� she said smugly.
Dale shook his head. All droughs were the same�conceited, arrogant, and brash. �Because you�re a Druid?�
Her eyes widened a fraction before she composed herself. �How do you know what I am?�
�Because your magic makes me want to be sick there is so much evil running through you. You cleverly hide the scars on your wrist well enough. And your Demon�s Kiss? Where is it?�
�With me, of course,� she said and looked him up and down. �Who are you?�
Dale kept silent.
�Rennie�s watchdog, are you?� Harriet said with a sneer. �She might come from a family of Druids, but if you want the real magic, you should side with me.�
�Never,� he said adamantly.
She cocked and eyebrow. �You said you felt my magic. As far as I know, there is only one creature who can sense magic�a Warrior.� Harriet suddenly laughed and clapped her hands together. �Oh, this is perfect. Mousy Rennie has a Warrior. Where did she find you?�
�Leave here, and I might allow you to live,� Dale warned.
�Allow me to live?� Harriet laughed coldly. �You�ve got it wrong, big man. I�ll be the one deciding who lives,� she said, the malice dripping from her words.
Dale released his god and lunged for her, but it was too late, a blast of magic had him pinned against the wall.

Chapter Nine

Rennie came out of her sleep slowly, the sound of the ancients screaming in her ear. When she did come fully awake she couldn�t shake the innate sense that she must remain absolutely still.
Her eyes flew open when she heard the malicious laughter. Then she saw Dale�his skin the same pale green she had seen in his eyes�suspended off the ground as he was held against the wall.
�I�ve wanted to meet a Warrior.�
As soon as the words were spoken Rennie recognized the voice�Harriet. Rennie�s gaze sought Dale�s, but he refused to even look her way. For whatever reason, Harriet didn�t know she was there, and Dale was doing his best to keep it that way.
�Does Rennie know what you are?� Harriet asked.
Dale�s lips peeled back to reveal impressive fangs. �She knows, drough.�
�And where is she?�
Rennie held her breath as she waited for Dale to answer. The stillness grew as he refused to respond.
A half-growl, half-scream fell from Harriet�s lips. �Talk, Warrior, or I�ll inflict more pain.�
Dale just smiled, as if inviting her to try. Rennie licked her lips while silently begging Dale not to antagonize Harriet.
�Suit yourself,� Harriet said.
A grimace stole over Dale�s face, and his body jerked as Harriet poured her magic into him. Rennie saw him clutching the stones and noticed his green claws.
Suddenly, Dale was dropped to the ground. He landed bent forward and slowly rolled up straight. His gaze was trained on Harriet, and there was deadly intent in his pale green Warrior eyes.
�Why can�t I get inside?� Harriet demanded.
�The MacBeths doona want you here.�
She gave a loud snort. �Our families had a truce.�
�A truce you�re breaking,� Dale reminded her. �This is Rennie�s land, and this chamber was meant for the Druids of her family. That isna you.�
�I�ve been searching for this place for over twenty years. I�ll not have some Warrior stop me.�
Rennie was about to get up and tell Harriet what she could do with her plans. As if sensing her thoughts, Dale strode with long purposeful steps until he stood between Harriet and Rennie.
�I�m no� the one preventing you from entering. That, drough, is Rennie�s ancestors and the magic they placed here.�
Rennie looked around the fire pit to watch Harriet, and that�s when she saw the white strips of something coming from beneath the pit. It wasn�t smoke, but she wasn�t sure what it was.
�Then we need Rennie so she can make sure I�m allowed in,� Harriet stated.
Rennie rolled her eyes. Did everyone think she was that na�ve? Perhaps she was. She might not have ever liked Harriet, but she hadn�t thought Harriet would do her real harm. Dale had known though, and he had warned her.
The thought of what could have happened to her had Dale not come when he did left Rennie aghast. He hadn�t just saved her from the cold. He had saved her from Harriet.
One of the white streamers undulated toward her hand. Rennie saw it just as it touched her skin. Before she could move away she felt it brush against her as soft as a breeze.
Something sizzled beneath her skin, and her magic answered instantly. She reached for the streamer, surprised to find it winding around her fingers.
�Accept who you are.�
The ancients� words reverberated in her mind. She had always accepted she was a Druid, she just hadn�t liked that she was one. All that had changed since Dale. He made her feel special, exceptional.
Remarkable.
She didn�t feel like a freak with him. In his arms, she embraced her magic and being a Druid. In his arms, she�� accepted herself. All her faults, all her worries, all her dreams. And all her desires.
Rennie felt her magic swell, just as her passion did. They were intertwined�and connected to Dale. Instead of fighting against her magic, she let it envelop her, take her.
Her eyes slid shut as she heard Dale moan before he quickly turned it into a growl. She wondered if he could feel her magic, and she smiled as she remembered how it affected him.
Then she recalled Harriet and opened her eyes to find Harriet watching Dale intently.
�Is something wrong, Warrior?� she asked shrewdly.
Dale flexed his hands, his claws gleaming in the firelight. �Bugger off, drough.�
�Where is Rennie?�
�Somewhere you can no� get to her.�
Harriet lifted a brow. �Is that right?�
�Aye. Since you can no� get inside this chamber, and Rennie isna here for you to confront, maybe you should run along.�
�Oh, you�d like that,� she said with a sly smile. �But I�m not going anywhere, handsome. Why don�t you help me achieve my goals? I can give you anything you want.�
In response, Dale laughed. �I�ve found all I need.�
�Rennie?� Harriet asked with a sneer. �You need a real woman.�
�And that would be you?�
�Yes.�
�Then I�ll pass.�
Rennie could see Harriet�s ire growing. She had remained hidden long enough. This was her battle, not Dale�s. Rennie got to her feet and silently took a seat on one of the rocks.
�You don�t know what you�re missing,� Harriet said sweetly as she stuck her impressive breasts toward Dale.
Rennie squared her shoulders and said, �He�s already declined. Don�t make a bigger fool of yourself.�
Dale shifted so that he was in profile. He met her gaze and gave her a slight nod to let her know he would back whatever plan she had. The idea that no matter what he would be there gave Rennie the courage to use her magic in ways she had never thought to before.
Harriet�s gaze snapped to her, and the fury there made Rennie smile.
�You�ll never keep him,� Harriet snipped.
Rennie shrugged. �I�m not trying to tie him down. It�s Dale�s decision how long he remains.�
�Let me inside.�
�Oh, but she�s demanding,� Rennie said to Dale. The corners of his lips twitched, which helped to calm her nerves. She looked back at Harriet and said, �No.�
�No?� Harriet repeated in disbelief.
�Do you have a hearing problem now? No. I don�t want you inside, and as a matter of fact, I don�t want you anywhere on my property ever again.�
Harriet laughed, the sound cold and hollow. �As if you could stop me. You, a mie, against me? You�d lose.�
�Want to try me?� Rennie knew she shouldn�t have challenged Harriet, but she couldn�t help herself. The woman seriously needed to be brought down a peg or three.
Harriet placed her hands on either side of the narrow tunnel and glared at Rennie. �Do you even know what�s inside that chamber?�
�Do you?� Rennie wasn�t about to let on that she had just discovered the chamber and had no idea what was inside it. Whatever Harriet wanted, Rennie was prepared to do anything to keep it from her.
Harriet�s slow smile sent chills of foreboding down Rennie�s spine. �I certainly do. It�s priceless.�
�You�ll never get inside to get it, and I�ll never give it to you. You�re just shit outta luck.� With every word Rennie could feel her confidence and faith in herself and her magic grow.
�You think because I can�t get inside it means that I can�t harm you?� Harriet made a tsking sound. �How very pathetic you are.�
Rennie stood, her magic rushing to fill her palms when Harriet shrieked and let loose a lob of magic. It hit Rennie in the gut, doubling her over.
The pain was staggering as it vibrated throughout her entire body. Before she could contain the ache, several rounds of magic struck her, sending her spinning as she struggled to stay on her feet.
So much for her growing confidence. Harriet had quickly set her back to square one, but Rennie wasn�t about to give up. Dale had conviction in her, as did the ancients.
Rennie�s legs wouldn�t work properly, but she refused to go down. Somehow she managed to make it to the wall where she propped herself up.
She drew her magic into her palms once more and flung up her hands as the balls of magic shot toward Harriet. Because Harriet wasn�t expecting them, the two blasts pelted her�one in the neck, the other in her abdomen.
In a blink, Dale was by her side. �Rennie.�
�It�s just pain,� she said as she welcomed his touch. �It�ll go away.�
�She could kill you,� he whispered harshly.
Rennie looked into his green Warrior eyes, but before she could respond, he spun them away just as a blast of magic hit the wall where she had been.
She quickly sent off a round at Harriet while Dale kept her moving. It was working perfectly. That in itself should have told Rennie it wouldn�t last.
One round of magic from Harriet sent Rennie falling to the side as Dale was unceremoniously brought to his knees. Rennie looked to find him with his claws sunk deep in his chest, a low rumbling growl full of fury and reckoning filling the chamber.
Rennie jumped to her feet and tried to rush to him while keeping Harriet occupied dodging blasts of magic. She reached Dale, but no matter how Rennie tugged, she couldn�t pull his claws from his chest.
His eyes silently beseeched her to leave him. As if she would. Rennie called up her magic and pressed her hands against him as she poured it into him.
Dale was blinded by the pure beauty of her magic, as it filled him and chased away Harriet�s hold, giving him the ability to pull his claws from his body. He was filled with uncontrollable desire as his cock hardened painfully, the need and craving for Rennie overwhelming. He wanted nothing more than to pull Rennie into his arms, but there was evil about.
His gaze moved to Harriet in time to see her send a ball of magic at Rennie. Rennie screamed in agony�the sound echoing in his head�as she fell to the ground as silent as death.
Dale bent over her feeling for a pulse. He found one, but it was faint. She had used her magic for him, and in the process left herself defenseless. He had brought evil to her, just as he�d feared he would. With a roar, he stood and faced Harriet.
�She�s not dead. Yet,� Harriet said. �I can ensure that she is.�
�Even if she�s dead you willna get inside.�
�No, I don�t expect I will.� She absently knocked her palm against her leg several times. �You must care for her very much.�
Dale knew where this was headed. �Let�s cut to the chase, shall we? What do you want?�
�I want what�s hidden inside that cavern.�
Dale threw back his head and barked with laughter. �You doona know what you search for. How then do you know it�s here?�
�It�s here. It�s always been here,� she ground out angrily. �My family has spoken of it for generations. Every Druid on Coll knew the MacBeths had something to make their magic stronger.�
�And you think it�s an item?�
�I know it is.�
Dale spread his arms wide. �I doona see anything.�
�You need to look, idiot.�
He dropped his arms and gave a firm shake of his head. �No� going to happen.�
�If you want Rennie to walk out of that chamber alive, you will.�
Anger, sharp and true, shot through him. His hands itched to wrap around her neck and squeeze. �You wouldna dare.�
�Oh, I would. I�ve spent years buying up all the land the stupid MacBeths sold over generations. I tried to be reasonable with Rennie and offer her more than this place was worth, but nothing I did convinced her to sell. She left me little option.�
Dale could see the truth in her eyes. Harriet would kill Rennie if he didn�t do as she wanted. �How did you know of the chamber?�
�One of the MacBeths told my great-great-great grandfather after a night of drinking. I�ve known the location for some time, and no matter how many times I�ve come, I�ve never been able to get below. Until today. I gather that�s because Rennie is here.�
Dale clenched his teeth as he went through his choices, which were very few indeed.
�Now, Dale, be a sweetheart and find me what I�m looking for before I kill Rennie,� she said and held out her hand as a ball of magic appeared.
When he hesitated, she cocked her head to the side and made as if to throw the magic at Rennie. That�s all it took to get him moving.

Chapter Ten

Dale walked around the chamber finding nothing. He supposed it could be buried beneath all the stone. The chamber had been built by Druids. The only real prize in the cavern was Rennie.
The realization slammed into him like a tidal wave. Rennie was the treasure Harriet searched for. How had he missed that? Rennie�s increased magic, the destiny the ancients spoke of, and even the writing on the wall by her ancestors�it was all for Rennie.
Since Harriet didn�t know how much magic Rennie had, or that the chamber had been waiting for her, it could be used to his advantage.
Dale glanced down at his wounds and realized they hadn�t healed yet. Blood seeped down his chest in thick rivulets. It was enough to cause him concern. Was it the MacBeth ancestors punishing him for being in their holy place? Was it the remnants of the selmyr bites?
Or was it Harriet�s magic?
�You aren�t moving very fast,� Harriet said irritably.
Dale glanced at her. �I doona know what I�m looking for. If I�m too hasty I might overlook it.�
Harriet sighed dramatically. �Just hurry.�
�Why do you want this object anyway?�
�Why does any Druid want more magic? I want to use it.�
He clenched his jaw at her condescending tone. How he was coming to hate the woman. But no matter how he looked at things, the odds of him and Rennie leaving alive were slim. Rennie had the magic, but she wasn�t adept at using it in battle.
That�s where Harriet was able to overpower her. As quick and agile as he was, the drough had an upper hand with him as well. It was a Warrior�s one weakness�well, that and the way drough blood could kill them.
Dale stopped and knelt beside Rennie. Her shoulder was bleeding slightly, and the material from her sweater had been burned away by Harriet�s magic. Seeing Rennie injured was all it took for Shomi to demand retribution and blood from Harriet.
He welcomed his god�s anger as he let it mix with his own. It was time he took a stand. Dale straightened and faced the drough who watched him with a dispassionate gaze.
�Well?� she asked. �What have you found?�
�Nothing. There�s nothing here.�
�Then you leave me no choice but to kill Rennie.�
Dale chuckled as he shook his head. �You might have more magic as a drough, but you lack intelligence.�
Her eyes narrowed on him dangerously. �You think to insult me? How is that helping your cause?�
�Think, drough. If you kill Rennie, you�ll never find what you�re looking for.�
�Her mother will know, and even if she doesn�t, I�ll get the land and search until I find it.�
Dale shrugged nonchalantly. �I foresee you spending years on that search and being left empty-handed.�
�Once I get inside, I will find it,� she snapped.
�Do you think if you own the land that you�ll somehow be able to enter this chamber?� He shook his head. �Think again, Druid.�
Harriet took a deep breath and crossed her arms over her chest. �Help me, then.�
Dale had known this offer would come, but it still didn�t make it any easier to hear. �Help you?�
�Yes. Come with me, and I�ll allow Rennie to live. That�s what you want, isn�t it?�
�How is my going with you helping Rennie?�
Harriet smiled, adding in as much seduction as she could. It fell flat. Everyone would fall flat after Rennie, but Dale didn�t tell the drough that. He kept the displeasure from his face as he stared at the Druid.
�Dale, really,� she said with a teasing laugh. �You�ll convince Rennie to give me what I�m looking for, and then I�ll leave her alone. And you�ll be mine.�
The only one he wanted to be with was Rennie. He�d known it when he found her, and once he had tasted her kisses and claimed her body, that knowledge had only strengthened. His feelings went deeper than he had thought himself capable of, but somehow with Rennie, it made complete sense.
�Well?� Harriet demanded, her tone edging into annoyance.
Dale readied himself for what was coming, because he knew he wasn�t going to get out of it alive. Which was a pity. He�d have liked to tell Rennie he loved her.
Love. He really did love her. The shock of it turned into joy. Rennie had helped him find the man he had once been, the man he had thought forever lost.
�I�m losing patience.�
He peeled back his lips in a smile to show his fangs. �You can take your offer and go bugger yourself. No one could compare to Rennie, especially no� you.�
Her anger was swift�and fierce. Dale felt her magic well up just before it pummeled him, bringing him to his knees. But she wasn�t done.
She methodically cut her finger and let two drops of her blood hang in midair before she flung them at him, sending them directly into his still-open wounds.
Dale clenched his jaw to keep from shouting from the anguish of it. He collapsed sideways while his body began to systematically shut down.
He lifted his gaze to Rennie and smiled as he comprehended what the ancients and her ancestors wanted her to do�she was the only one who could defeat Harriet. It might not be part of her destiny, but it would be a start. And he knew she could do it. If only he could tell her.
The edges of his vision grew dark as his body convulsed.
* * *
It was the bellow of distress that pulled Rennie into consciousness. She winced at the pain in her shoulder and opened her eyes to see Dale on his side, his body wracked in torture.
Harriet screamed in fury and sent blast after blast of magic into the invisible barrier keeping her out of the chamber. Rennie hastily crawled to Dale. As soon as she reached him he went still and limp.
�No,� she whispered and touched his chest, hoping to feel it move. But nothing happened. �No, no, no, no. I�m not ready for you to leave me.�
Tears stung her eyes and she quickly blinked them away. She didn�t understand how he could be dead. The only way a Warrior could be killed was by beheading or with drough blood.
With Dale�s open wounds and Harriet, Rennie quickly pieced together what had happened. Her head jerked up to Harriet. Never in her life had Rennie felt such hate and rage. She climbed to her feet and started toward the Druid who had ruined her happiness.
She watched Harriet�s meltdown as she screamed and stamped her feet before bending over at the waist and tugging her hair. Rennie couldn�t find an ounce of compassion or pity.
�Why?� Rennie demanded. �Why did you kill him?�
Harriet froze, her laughter loud and shrill as she flung her head up, her long, red hair flying around her, and straightened. �I did it because I wanted to. After you kill the first time, it gets easier.�
�You mean after you killed your husband?�
�Yes,� she hissed angrily. After a pause, she smoothed out her features and said, �Dale refused my offer. For that he had to pay. Not to mention I knew it would rile you. Now you will give me what I want.�
Rennie opened herself up to every ounce of magic in and around her. She silently called to the ancients and her ancestors and was rewarded with the white ribbons of magic from the fire moving toward her to tangle about her legs. The ribbons worked their way up her body, moving faster as they did.
Rennie waited for Harriet to comment on them, and when she didn�t Rennie realized Harriet couldn�t see it.
�Rile me? You�ve done more than that, Harriet. You�ve awoken a part of me you�re going to wish you had left alone.�
�You? Please.�
But Rennie saw the little quiver of uncertainty in Harriet�s demeanor, and she took advantage of it. Rennie imagined her magic knocking Harriet on her ass, and in the next instant, it did just that.
�I hope that hurt. I�m just getting started, Harriet.�
�You�ll never be rid of me!� Harriet screamed.
Rennie was up for the challenge. No matter her fury, she couldn�t take a life�not even one as evil as Harriet. Without missing a beat, she set up spells so Harriet could never step foot on her property again without suffering unimaginable agony.
As soon as she heard Harriet�s scream of pain and retreating footsteps, Rennie rushed back to Dale. She smoothed a hand through his hair and pressed against his wounds to stop the bleeding.
�I don�t know what to do!� she yelled at the chamber, hoping her ancestors or the ancients would help her. �Help me save him!�
When there was no reply, she leaned over him, refusing to let him go. The ribbons of magic swelled to encompass Dale with her.
�Heal him,� she whispered to her magic. She had never used magic to heal before, but it was worth a chance. If imagining what she wanted worked in removing Harriet, maybe the same could be done with Dale. Rennie closed her eyes and envisioned what she wanted as she said the words. �Remove the drough blood. Close the wounds. Remove the drough blood. Close the wounds.�
She repeated the words over and over, pouring her magic into him. Minutes ticked by with nothing. In response, she pushed her magic harder, further. Rennie could feel something strange happening, but she refused to stop and see what it was.
Please don�t die. I need you, Dale. I need you.
A warm hand covered hers. Startled, she jerked her head up to find Dale�s dark eyes open and looking at her.
�Dale?� she whispered incredulously.
�Aye, lass,� he said with a wink and tugged at a strand of her hair. �You saved me, Rennie.�
�You aren�t done,� the ancients suddenly said inside her mind. �Look inside yourself.�
Dale�s brow furrowed. �Rennie? What is it?�
�Hang on,� she murmured.
Rennie closed her eyes once more and searched through her magic as the ancients had instructed. Hidden deep inside herself, a small and brightly shining flare of magic different from anything else caught her attention.
She reached for it and drew it closer. As she did, she saw it was a spell to give one Warrior the chance to become mortal once more, binding his god forever.
With a smile she opened her eyes. �I know what my destiny is.�
He pressed on his now-healed chest before he sat up. �You mean it�s no� bringing a Warrior back from the dead and removing the drough blood?�
Rennie couldn�t stop the bubble of laughter. �No.�
�There�s more?� he asked, surprised. When she nodded, he looked around her to the tunnel. �You got rid of Harriet.�
�For good.�
He frowned. �You didna kill her, did you, lass? You doona want that stain on your soul.�
�No, I didn�t kill her.�
�I can no� take it anymore,� he said with a grin. �Tell me.�
Rennie swallowed and took one of his large hands in hers. �Do you like being a Warrior?�
�There are things I like. Feeling your magic for one.�
�If you had the choice to bind your god, would you?� she asked as she caressed the back of his hand.
For several seconds he stared deeply into her eyes. Then, he answered, �Aye.�
�I can do that for you.�
He merely sat there as he considered her words before he brought her hand to his lips and kissed it. �So my vision was real. I can grow old.�
�If that�s what you want. I have the spell that can grant one Warrior that gift.�
�And you would give it to me?�
She shrugged. �If you want it.�
�Aye, lass. I want it,� he said and tugged her to him for a heated kiss.
As their lips met, Rennie put her hands on his chest and pulled up the spell to bind his god. There was no need to say the words, for there weren�t any. The spell had to be passed from her hands into the Warrior of her choice.
It took but a moment, but as soon as the spell went into Dale, he jerked away from her, his eyes wide. �I can no� hear Shomi anymore.�
�Is that your god�s name?�
�Aye. He�s always been so loud in my mind.�
�Not anymore. He�s gone.�
�Just like that?�
She nodded, unsure if he was happy or not.
Dale frowned and looked as if he were concentrating. �I�m trying to call to him so I can shift, but it isna happening.� His face broke into a wide smile. �Lass, you gave me what I didna think I could have.�
�You deserve it.�
�Do I? I�m no� so sure, but I�ll take it,� he said and ran his fingers down her cheek. �I thought I�d never hold you again.�
�You can hold me for as long as you want.�
�How about forever?�
Rennie leaned into his hand that now cupped her cheek. �I like the sound of that.�
�There�s something I need to tell you.�
The seriousness in his tone caused her heart to skip a beat. �You don�t have to stay with me because you feel obligated, you��
He put a finger over her lips to quiet her. �Hush, lass. I�m trying to tell you I love you.�
Rennie blinked, doubtful she had heard him correctly. �You love me?�
�With everything I have.�
�That�s good,� she said with a smile, her heart bursting with joy. �Because I love you.�
In an instant he was on his feet and tugging her after him as he practically ran from the chamber into the tunnel.
�Where are we going?� she asked, laughing.
�I�m taking you to be where I plan on keeping you for several days. We�re going to start a new tradition beginning on the winter solstice and lasting until Christmas morning.�
�And that is?�
�Seeing how many times I can make love to you.�
Rennie�s laughter only grew when they reached the surface and he lifted her in his arms and raced to the house.
She had gotten her Christmas wish after all. One that would last for many, many years to come.
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He tangled his fingers in her long, thick, ebony tresses, her sighs of pleasure making his blood singe his veins. Her feminine curves were a heady delight to a man starved for her.
Golden skin speaking of Spanish heritage and as smooth as satin called him to touch more of her. He lay on his side, her body pressed against him. His hand glided past the indent of her waist and over a gently flared hip down to her thigh.
Her legs parted instantly. His lungs seized when his fingers delved into the black curls, trimmed and partially shaved, hiding her sex.
�Please,� she whispered.
Her voice, seductive and low, beckoned him, urged him. And he wasn�t going to disappoint.
He groaned, his cock swelling even more, when her back arched and her nails dug into his shoulders. Her breathy sighs filled the room as he caressed the sensitive flesh of her sex.
It wasn�t until she shook from need that he finally dipped a finger inside her. He ground his teeth together at the feel of her slick heat.
She was everything he wanted and more, so much more. To finally have her in his bed, to have his hands on her�� it was almost too good to be true.
Her eyes opened, and he looked into dark pools of desire. She clung to him, her lips parted as her hips rocked against him.
He rolled her onto her back and settled between her legs. She grinned up at him, daring him to take her. His arousal grazed her sex, causing her to gasp at the sensation.
He fisted his hands in the pillow and brought his raging body back under control. He would have her, but he wanted her screaming in pleasure first. Only then would he fill her with his cock.
With a dip of his head, he bent and closed his mouth around a turgid nipple. His tongue circled the peak before he began to suckle.
She cried out and held his head between her hands. He moved to her other breast and teased that nipple until she was writhing beneath him.
Now, now he would kiss down her body until his lips were on her sex. He would bring her to the brink several times before he allowed her to climax.
Then he would plunge inside her, have her legs wrap around him as he brought them to ecstasy.
He kissed the valley between her breasts, but before he could place another kiss on her sweet skin, she rolled him onto his back and straddled him.
His heart missed a beat. She was a magnificent sight with her wealth of midnight hair falling around her shoulders to lay alongside her full, tempting breasts.
Her chest rose and fell rapidly. He was caught in her fawn-colored gaze. For the first time in his life, he wasn�t in control of the lovemaking. She was.
And it thrilled him far more than was comfortable.
Her full lips tilted up in the barest of smiles. A smile that said she knew exactly what she was doing to him. And she loved it.
He swallowed heavily, his rod jumping with anticipation. His balls tightened when she reached down and took him in hand. Somehow he kept his hands in the sheets, fisted tightly. Sweat broke out over his body as he fought to keep still for her.
Only for her. No other woman had ever commanded him in such a way, and he feared no other ever would.
She was on her knees, her entrance above his arousal while she ran her hands up and down his length. She was teasing him as he planned to tease her.
He�d never ached for a woman before. Not once had he hungered to have a certain woman in his arms. But she changed everything.
No longer could he hold off from touching her. He cupped her bountiful breasts and flicked his thumbs over her nipples. In response, she swirled her thumb over the head of his shaft.
He groaned and lifted his hips. His cock came in contact with the soft folds of her sex, and his control snapped.
As if she knew he had gone over the brink, she lowered herself onto him. He was mindless, feral with need. With a jerk, he pulled her down as he raised his hips until he was fully seated inside her. She groaned, her head thrown back and the ends of her hair brushing his thighs.
For a second, he couldn�t move. Her tight, slick walls held him suspended between agony and pleasure, torment and release. He knew in that moment that she commanded his body.
His fear was that her reach would extend past his body to his heart, or worse��his soul.
With his heart hammering in his chest, she began to rock her hips. He closed his eyes to feel every delightful, perfect minute of her.
There was a slight thumping that intruded upon him, but he was determined to ignore it. He rolled over, taking her with him. He lost her in the blankets. Panic seized him as he searched, only to find himself clutching a pillow instead of her soft body.
Phelan opened his eyes to the pillow and flopped onto his back. He threw an arm over his eyes as his cock ached for relief.
�Fuck,� he ground out in vexation.
The dreams he was having of Aisley intensified every night, leaving him aroused and unsatisfied no matter how many times he tried to pleasure himself afterward.
He had been on her trail for almost two months now. He still wasn�t sure why he let her walk out of that nightclub after he first kissed her.
He hadn�t expected her to run. Women didn�t run from him.
But Aisley did.
That was part of why she intrigued him, but it went beyond that. She was different. That one kiss they shared had rocked him to his very core. No matter how he tried, he couldn�t stop thinking about her. Or wanting her.
His mobile phone vibrated on the bedside table. Phelan pondered not answering it, but he knew they would only call again.
�What?� he demanded as he answered the call.
�What the hell is your problem?� Charon�s voice asked with a note of irritation.
Phelan rubbed his eyes with his thumb and forefinger. He hoped the call would cool his ardor, but if it didn�t, another cold shower to start the day would. �It doesna matter. What�s the reason for the call?�
The pause on the other end of the line had Phelan glancing over at the clock. The bright green lights staring back at him told him it was 2:33 in the morning.
�Charon,� Phelan urged as the silence grew.
�We�re getting desperate,� Charon said tightly. �There�s been no sign of Jason.�
Jason Wallace. The very reason Phelan had to take extra time away from tracking Aisley. Jason was a drough, a Druid who gave part of his soul to the Devil in order to use black magic.
Phelan untangled his legs from the sheets and sat up. �I�ve seen nothing of him. Maybe Jason is dead as we�ve suspected all along.�
�I need to know for certain.�
Phelan drew in a deep breath, hating the weariness and worry he heard in his friend�s voice. �Laura is safe. She�s with you.�
�Are any of us ever really safe with a drough about?� Charon asked. �My wife asks me to forget about Wallace, but I hear Laura on the phone with the other Druids talking about ways to use their magic to look for him.�
Phelan scrubbed a hand down his face. How many times had the mies used the magic nature gave them to look for Wallace? The mies were the good Druids and luckily on their side.
Despite the Druids� magic and the powers within Warriors like Phelan, they had found nothing of Jason Wallace. The Druids had potent magic, but as a Highlander with a primeval god inside him, Phelan should have found Jason by now.
He had been alone for so long, and he thought it would always be that way. Then he found Charon. An unlikely friendship had begun between them that brought them as close as brothers.
After one monster of a betrayal, Phelan found it difficult to trust. Charon had changed all of that. Phelan would do anything for the man he considered a brother.
However, it wasn�t just for Charon that he searched for Wallace. It was for himself. He wanted to put the past behind him. He wanted to think of a future that included peace�or as much peace as a Warrior could ever achieve.
�I�m no� giving up,� Phelan stated. �I�m tired of fighting droughs. First Deirdre, then Declan, and now Jason. It has to end sometime.�
�Laura keeps reminding me there can no� be good without evil. There�s a balance.�
�Aye. This last time evil nearly won.�
Phelan hated to think how close they had been to losing the last battle. Fortunately, Charon had made some powerful friends at Dreagan Distillery. Those �friends� ended up being dragon shifters.
The Dragon Kings had been around since the beginning of time. It was on their land the battle had been fought with the dragons in the skies and Warriors on the ground.
�It was too damn close,� Charon agreed softly.
�Any word from Rhys or the others at Dreagan?�
Charon grunted. �Nothing. They have their hands full right now, but they�re keeping an eye out for us.�
�What of the selmyr?�
Just thinking of the hideous beasts made Phelan bite back a growl. The selmyr were ancient creatures that fed off magical entities. The Druids and Warriors were perfect meals. The only thing the selmyr feared were the Dragon Kings.
�Nothing,� Charon said with a sigh. �The waiting is wearing on Laura.�
�All will be well, my friend,� Phelan vowed. �I can stop my search and help you keep watch over Laura.�
Phelan would do it in a heartbeat after everything Charon had done for him, but he prayed he wouldn�t have to give up searching for Aisley. He had to find her, to taste her sweet lips once more and know if the kiss had been a one-time thing, or if there was something between them.
�Nay. You and Malcolm are the only ones out looking for Wallace.�
The first ghost of a grin pulled at Phelan�s lips. �Ah, so the infamous MacLeod Druids couldna talk their men into allowing them out to look, aye?�
�Nay,� Charon said, a smile in his voice. �Neither could the Warriors persuade the women to let them go.�
�Oh, I can imagine the bickering going on at the castle now.�
�Which is one reason we are no� there,� Charon said. �Where are you anyway?�
Phelan rose from the bed and walked to the window to look out over the city. �Glasgow. I�ll head west at dawn.�
�Keep in touch.�
�Same to you.�
Phelan ended the call and tossed the mobile phone on the bed. He put his palms against the window and dropped his head. Without even trying to, Phelan could feel Aisley�s magic.
It had always been so between Warriors and Druids. It began centuries ago when Rome invaded their land. The Celts stood against Rome, but that couldn�t last forever.
That�s where the Druids came in. The mies had no answer for the Celts, but the droughs did. They brought up gods long buried in Hell to inhabit the bodies of the strongest warriors from each family.
Those men became the first Warriors and soon defeated Rome. But the droughs hadn�t been able to remove the gods from the men. It took the combined magic of droughs and mies to bind the gods.
The gods then moved through the bloodline to the strongest warrior of each generation. Until a power-hungry drough named Deirdre found the scroll detailing how to unbind the gods and which clan to start with�MacLeod.
It was the three MacLeod brothers who were matched in every way that were the first Warriors to have their god unbound. After that, it didn�t take Deirdre long to find others.
Four hundred years ago the MacLeods, and the group of Warriors and Druids who sought sanctuary at their castle, nearly ended Deidre.
Unbeknownst to them, a drough in the twenty-first century had his sights on Deirdre. Declan used his magic to bring Deirdre forward in time.
While the Druids of MacLeod Castle combined their magic to send Warriors into the future to find Deirdre, Charon and Phelan had lived in the quiet glory of four centuries without droughs trying to take over the world.
It had been wonderful, and Phelan craved that same calm again.
But nothing could last forever. Deirdre and Declan had combined forces, but luck had been on the Warriors� side. It had been one of the greatest moments of Phelan�s life watching Deirdre die.
It hadn�t taken them long to kill Declan either. It should have ended there, but it didn�t.
A year later a new evil took Declan�s place�his cousin, Jason Wallace.
Phelan turned away from the window and walked into the bathroom to turn on the shower.
The Druids could overpower a Warrior. Phelan had not only seen it done, but had it done to him. Their only saving grace was the fact a Warrior could detect magic. A mies magic felt soothing and�� right. While a drough�s magic was like something was trying to smother him.
Phelan stepped into the shower and closed his eyes as he took in Aisley�s magic. Hot water pounded his shoulders, but everything he was centered on Aisley�s magic. The feel of it wasn�t just powerful and amazing. It was seductive, erotic, and altogether astonishing.
He wasn�t sure where she was, but she was close. Close enough that he could feel her magic. It�s how he was tracking her.
Somehow she knew when he got close, because she would run again.
But she couldn�t run forever.
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