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CASSIE EDWARDS
THE SAVAGE SERIES
Winner of the
Romantic Times
Lifetime Achievement Award for Best Indian Series!

“Cassie Edwards writes action-packed, sexy reads! Romance fans will be more than satisfied!”

â€”
Romantic Times

MIDNIGHT RENDEZVOUS
He held her close. His lips lowered to hers.

Mary Beth did not turn away from him this time. Their lips met in a sweet, tremulous kiss.

Mary Beth regretted now having ever denied herself the pleasure that came with his kiss and the warm sweetness of his arms. In his kiss and embrace, everything else disappeared from her mind!

There was only the two of them, their love breaking through all the barriers that had kept them apart.

When they stepped away from each other, Brave Wolf gently touched her cheek. “My body aches for more than a kiss,” he said huskily.

“Mine too,” Mary Beth said in a voice that did not sound like her own. “Tonight, Brave Wolf. After the celebration . . . tonight . . . ?”

He swept her into his arms again and kissed her. Their bodies strained hungrily together.

“Ah, yes, tonight . . .” he whispered against her parted lips.
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In appreciation and admiration, I dedicate
Savage Hero
to two special people at Dorchester Publishing:

My editor, Alicia Condon, who has been there for me for so many years with her guidance and her support of my Savage series
.
It means so much to me.

And also to George Sosson, the President and Publisher of Dorchester, whose heart is in all that he does for Dorchester and its authors.

SAVAGE
HERO
The brave sits alert atop his spirited steed,

Both being the very best of their breed.

He sits perfectly silent, no sound at all,

Fearless, prowess, sitting so flawless and tall.

A slight breeze approaches, barely moving his braid.

Cautiously alert, his hand moves to his blade.

Instantly ready, an arrow awaits in his bow;

If accurate, there's little hope for a foe.

His horse remains quiet, trained as a colt.

No matter the danger, he will not bolt.

Suddenly Brave Wolf hears a noise to his right,

So thankful the day has turned into night.

He was taught to use his senses,

Taught many a skill, to use any defenses.

Thanks to his teaching, he knows who is there.

Why would she come, how could she dare?

Out of the shadows, she steps into sight,

Skin white as snow, hair just as bright.

She had to come, to keep her word;

She escaped her prison like a caged bird.

She traveled all day, until night finally came.

She would have searched forever, feeling no shame.

God led her there, so she would know

Brave Wolf was there, her full-blooded Crow.

He smiles at her, calling out “My Sunshine.”

She runs to him, her smile so sweet.

He gently lifts her; she grabs without haste.

He loves feeling her arms encircling his waist.

So very thankful, for here come the rains,

Erasing their tracks, from across the plains.

Soon on the horizon, they're only a dot,

Heading for home at a very fast trot.

Brave Wolf's woman is going home at last,

Dreaming of a future, and forgetting the past.

Living as a Crow is all she's desired,

With Brave Wolf's people, respected and admired.

As they ride, the sun starts to awaken,

Their lives entwined, their futures for the taking.

A doe crosses her path with her fawn,

Watching the lovers disappear along with the dawn.

A song is on the breeze, whispering of their love.

Hear it whispering, “Brave Wolf loves his Sunshine!”

â€”Darcie L. Wright
Cassie Edwards Fan Club member


Chapter One
She spoke and loosened from her
bosom the embroidered girdle of
many colors into which her
allurement was fashioned.

â€”Homer,
The Iliad

June 1876

The Battle of the Little Big Horn was now over.

The battlefield was eerily quiet. Bodies lay everywhere.

General George Armstrong Custer lay amid those who had battled alongside him . . . red-skinned and white alike.

Among them lay Night Horse, one of Custer's head scouts. He was pretending to be dead as the victors moved through the bloody field, taking valuables
from some whites, scalping others.

Night Horse, who had chosen the road of the white man instead of traveling that of his Crow brothers, scarcely breathed as his people prepared many travois upon which to carry their fallen warriors back to their families for mourning and burial rites.

Night Horse hoped no one would realize that he was still alive. His life would be gone in an instant if he was spotted, for he was hated now by both the red man and the white eyes. The Crow, who resented his companionship with the white pony soldiers, would relish the pleasure of seeing him dead.

The white pony soldiers might also wish to see him dead. They might feel that Night Horse had betrayed the cavalry and was somehow responsible for the deadly attack.

It would be especially bad for Night Horse now, for among the dead was the revered leader General George Armstrong Custer who was called Yellow Hair by some red men and Long Hair by others.

To the white eyes, Yellow Hair was a hero. To the Indians, he was a cowardly murderer who killed not only warriors, but also their innocent women and children.

With someone else's blood spattered all over his buckskin clothes, yet no mortal wounds on himself, Night Horse breathlessly waited for that moment when he could leave this place of death.

And then finally he heard the horses' hoofbeats
as they were guided from the battlefield, dragging behind them the travois piled with fallen warriors.

Night Horse still lay quiet on his belly until the hoofbeats faded away and he knew that it was finally safe to rise. Slowly he crept up from the ground. He flinched with alarm and cowered as a brown and white spotted eagle descended from the sky, talons out, its hooked beak open, then swept as quickly away.

Night Horse stood and stared at the death all around him. He had known to expect the worst, but nothing could have prepared him for what he was seeing, or just how horrifying it would be to see the outcome of the battle.

Over and over again he vomited until nothing was left inside him.

Wiping his mouth with the sleeve of his shirt, dashing away the tears spilling from his eyes, Night Horse at first stumbled along the bloody ground, wincing when he had to step over one body and then another.

Then he broke into a mad run.

Even when he reached the fresh green grass waving gently in the breeze, he ran. He continued until his legs would hardly carry him any farther, until he found himself safely hidden in a blue-black pine forest of spruce, where sunlight scarcely penetrated the dark tangle of interwoven branches and overgrown needles.

Breathing harshly, his side aching, Night Horse fell to his knees.

He held his face in his hands and cried again.

He had cheated death today, but he now wondered if he was really so fortunate to still be breathing.

He was now a man without a people. As such, was he not, in a sense, dead, himself?

He had lost the right to live among people, either white or Crow. He would now live the life of a lost man who belonged nowhere, a man whose pride was gone.

In his heart he had longed to gain celebrity as a Custer scout, yet that would never be. He was now aloneâ€”totally, totally alone.

He could never return to his home, to his mother, or his brother, because when he left to ally himself with Custer, he was told by his Crow people never to return.

Even then, he had been dead to them.

Dispirited, filled with remorse and a deep, gnawing regret and shame, Night Horse rose to his feet and walked onward, his steps listless, his heart heavy.

Feeling empty inside, plagued by recurring visions of the battlefield, he walked awhile, and then he made himself remember that he had been a proud warrior before he had become a scout for the white eyes. His
ahte
, his father, had instilled within him much courage.

He reached deep inside himself now for what remained of that courage.

He had been taught the art of survival, as well, by his
ahte
, and Night Horse vowed he would survive even this . . . the worst day of his life.
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