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      Bound by passion. Freed by love.

      

      When the damaged and tormented Emma first meets the equally broken Logan, they embark on a torrid, emotionally provocative affair that irrevocably changed their lives. Emma has sacrificed her entire being and just when she thinks Logan is willing to do the same, he holds back. Reluctant for their love to be a thing of shadows, Emma issues an ultimatum: commit or say goodbye. Fearful of losing her, Logan agrees.

      

      In order to keep her, he must gain permission to marry from the one man he’s sought to avoid: his brother, the King. His appeal is denied and instead, Logan is seized and sent to the dungeon with no hope for escape. While in Hell, Logan’s dark past haunts him, threatening to consume him. He must fight to remain the man he’s become with Emma by his side and relinquish the control he’s held onto for a lifetime.

      

      Fearing her lover is dead, Emma decides once and for all she must leave history where it belongs and return to the present. But when she tries once again to break the bonds of time, she is struck down. Emma must choose her destiny. Must answer the cries her body makes in the dark for her laird. They’ve always been strongest when together, but now Emma must find the courage on her own to see her fate fulfilled—and Logan returned to her.

      

      Praise for BEHIND THE PLAID…

      

      4 ½ stars and a Top Pick from Night Owl Romance! “Wickedly sinful, arousingly erotic, and delightfully delicious, Logan is the stuff that naughty Highlander dreams are made of.”
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        For every woman who’s ever dreamed of a Highlander of their own, long may Logan bless your dreams…

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

          EMMA

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Five months earlier…

      

      

      

      This night would forever change me.

      The storm raged. Stinging pelts of rain spiking against my cheekbones. Hair whipping into my eyes. I held my hands up, trying in vain to halt the rain as it blurred my vision from the castle rising in the dark, its tower ruins kissing the midnight sky.

      Lightning flashed, startling me, jolting through my veins and then I was hurled to the ground. Somewhere in the distance I heard the cab driver tell me to come back. A voice that sounded disturbingly not like my own told him to go.

      And then I woke, warmed by a different sun. A different time. No longer was I at the castle ruins of Gealach, but a place far altered. The castle stood tall, proud, and imposing. Each stone in its place, a shingled roof, and heavy wooden doors. Gone were the piles of rock and haunting ravens that pecked at what was left of any rotting wood.

      Even still, the place was haunting, eerie in its quietness. And then the air started to vibrate. Literally pulsing around me. My skin tingled, hair on the back of my neck stood on end, vision blurred.

      I could hear things that weren’t there. Voices. Shouts. Metal. I could smell things that were weren’t there. Animals, hay, peat fires and… fear.

      And then nothing.

      All at once, it caved in around me, dragging me down in an overload of senses that made me cough and choke on an empty gag.

      Cries of panic. Shouts of warning.

      Startling utter silence.

      Then more noise… clanging, running, screaming.

      I crawled up the stone stairs feeling like every inch was a feat. My fingers scraping on the stone, I dragged myself to the top, intent on getting inside and away from what was sure to be my undoing.

      Fingertips on the cool iron handle, I had it. But I couldn’t make it budge. Whatever the noise and the smell, they were draining me, taking away every ounce of energy I possessed.

      Was this punishment for running away from my husband? For leaving a marriage that was so very unpleasant, I might have flung myself from a window if I’d not been given the number for a cab service by the woman whose inn we stayed at for our holiday?

      I don’t know… This felt…awful.

      Fear rushed like a torrent of waves through my veins making me shake, sweat, and freezing me in a moment of terror.

      The door wouldn’t budge and with each passing second my heart beat faster and I couldn’t quite catch my breath.

      “Open,” I said, but the words didn’t come out. Either that or the noise inside my head drowned out my plea.

      I closed my eyes, praying both that I’d wake up at the inn with my husband, Steven, standing over me, just as much as I swore I never wanted to see him again. Which was it? I knew with all my heart I didn’t ever want to see Steven again. But this nightmare…

      Could be a new life. This is what escape was supposed to be about. Getting away from him. Leaving him for good. Starting out on my own and learning just who I had become—a shadow of my former self. A shell with its guts ripped out. I was empty. Soulless.

      I tugged on the handle again, hard, knowing this could be the start of something new. I had to move forward. This time it gave way. Gave way so hard, I went tumbling backward, elbow hitting the stone hard and landing on my hip at the bottom.

      “What the—” But the words stilled on my tongue, for there, standing at the top of the stone stairs, taking up the expanse of the monstrous wooden door was the devil himself.

      A Scottish warrior. Broad, muscular, dark. He was dressed in a red and green kilt and billowing shirt, tall boots and weapons covered his entire being. His dark hair was pulled back but wisps of it beat against his forehead and his murderous eyes.

      His features were sharp, chiseled from stone. Darkly handsome. Wickedly sensual. Currents of longing and fear clashed inside me. I opened my mouth to speak but was too afraid of what would come out.

      The people addressed him as laird. He was the lord of this place. But I could have guessed that. Power oozed from his every pore. Every taut, rippling muscle screamed of strength.

      He addressed me. Came down the stairs and reached out a hand. Now was the time to make a decision. Take his hand or run. On the outside, the laird was only offering to help me up, but I knew in reality… This offer was so much more than that. The promise of it was in his eyes. The way he assessed me and the way I shivered in response. Shivers I’d never felt before. A need, a craving that was so new and penetrating it nearly stopped my heart from beating.

      Little did I know when I escaped Steven that I’d be hurled headlong into the arms of a dark and dangerous Highlander. A warrior who with one look could make me burn.

      The grass below me had to be singed, from not only the intensity of his stare, but the way my body heated in response.

      I could hardly look back now. Instead, I warily looked forward, certain I was seeing the most dark side of this laird, and wanting desperately to sink inside his soul.
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          EMMA

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Scottish Highlands

        Late November, 1542

      

      

      

      “Steady that horse, or I’ll have you run through!”

      The king’s shout from the courtyard had me rushing to the small window and flinging open a shutter to see who he spoke with.

      Heart beating fast, I knew the king wouldn’t shout at Logan that way, so I had no cause to fear for his safety, but there was always that lingering thought that he’d come crashing down on the brother whom he wanted no one to know about. The secret to which a kingdom could fall. What had Logan said? That he held the key to the future of Scotland and the power to tear the country apart.

      I shuddered. It was enough to make me fear ever advising him against his king. Except… The king was hell bent on destroying not only Logan, but myself, it would seem.

      A thin lad gripped the reins of a horse easily a foot taller than him and nearly a thousand pounds heavier. It was a beautiful chestnut with a snowy white mane, chest and forelegs. I didn’t know much about horseflesh, but even I could tell it was an expensive breed.

      The king clunked toward him, his armor chinking with each step. He raised his hand and whacked the poor boy on the back of his head. The sound echoed up the stones to my window. I cringed and jerked as though I’d been hit myself. The boy stifled a cry, biting his trembling lip and though I couldn’t see it, I could only assume tears pooled in his eyes. In the months I’d been at Gealach I’d grown to love and respect the people.

      My heart constricted for the young squire. I couldn’t have been more proud of the young boy if he’d been my own, though. For he didn’t cry out. Didn’t glare up at the man who treated him with injustice, and with one swift word could have him killed for what he would perceive as insolence. The boy simply bowed his head and appeared to murmur apologies.

      Logan’s cruel brother—the people’s king!—snarled.

      Evident then, were the many differences between Logan and his brother. Logan was fierce and powerful, a man no one wanted to trifle with. He put fear into his enemies. But he wasn’t a bully to anyone. He was a protector. He commanded respect, but he gave enough that he deserved it. King James was just an asshole.

      A cocky son of a bitch that didn’t deserve a second glance, wouldn’t have gotten one in a modern era, but here, he commanded all.

      I glowered down at him, safe in my room and away from prying eyes to see my contempt.

      The man had come to the castle over a week ago and raised hell since he’d arrived. It was all Logan could do to keep his clan’s sanity in check. They all abhorred the king, and I couldn’t imagine how that made Logan feel—knowing his past.

      He could have been—should have been—king. What a better monarch he would have made, too.

      Born the first of fraternal twins to a dying queen, Logan was considered the weaker of the babes and a problem. The king had ordered him killed the night he was born, but several servants couldn’t see the deed done, believing that killing an innocent child would send them straight to hell. Instead, under the cover of darkness they sent him to live with the Highland lord and lady that Logan had grown up thinking were his parents. Only on the king’s deathbed did an elderly servant confess their grievous sin, and in turn that dying king relayed it to James.

      I suppose Logan should feel blessed his brother didn’t see him murdered straight away, for Logan was the rightful king. But that didn’t make it any less wrong that he should so thoroughly have Logan clutched by the balls.

      The king growled something else at the boy who scampered off, a look of relief on his face. One of King James’ knights stepped forward and held the reins as he put his foot in the stirrup and then lifted himself onto the horse’s back. Metal scraped on leather. He settled himself in the saddle and barked an order to a few of his men to prepare for departure.

      Wait! Where was Lady Isabella?

      The vicious wench should be leaving with the king. I frantically searched the crowd of riders. She’d arrived with him after all. Stoic, beautiful and utterly cruel, Lady Isabella had been brought to Gealach by the king—his intention to write a betrothal contract between her and my man. But she was a MacDonald, niece to Logan’s enemy, and the one man who threatened the kingdom’s safety beyond the two silently feuding brothers.

      Logan had not agreed to marry her despite the king’s insistence—at least that I knew of.

      Oh, my God… Had he changed his mind, in favor of appeasing the king? He’d promised that he’d never choose that woman over me. That he would seek the king’s permission to marry me.

      A promise I’d been all too hopeful for. Deep down, I must have known it could only ever be a dream. I loved Logan with an intensity that was probably unhealthy—but that was wholly a part of me. I couldn’t live without him. He was a part of my soul. Too good to be true. Was that why it was so easy to believe he might have changed his mind? Because if he wanted to live in peace with his brother he was better off marrying Lady Isabella. But I knew better. Logan would never do anything that could damage the country’s safety, the people’s freedom, and marrying Isabella was only bound to do just that.

      I’d agreed to marry him only after lamenting that he’d be destroying the unstable relationship he had with his brother. King James was bound to be pissed that Logan was going against his wishes. The ornery man would wage war, no doubt. That I couldn’t allow. Not for all the love in the world. And, wow, did I love the man. Fiercely. Hauntingly. Obsessively.

      No matter how many times I’d tried to get back to my own time, Fate had kept me pinned to his side. We were bound. In some vision of destiny, we were meant to be together, heedless of time limits.

      If Isabella weren’t leaving today, I might have murdered her. I was not a violent person, but she grated on my nerves more than anyone I’d ever met—and it was more than the fact that she was trying to steal Logan. She was alluring, seductive, and tempting. A real bitch. A home-wrecker.

      The king shouted a final order before turning his mount around in the courtyard and pushing him into a trot. Without a helmet, his hair flopped in the wind. He filed out the gate of Gealach in a line with his men and servants. The entire caravan marching with purpose, flags raised and trumpets blaring.

      “No,” I whispered, searching the rows of riders for Isabella’s back. No women.

      Where was Lady Isabella?

      Then a flash of red caught my eye. Standing directly below my window was the tart. Dark, glossy hair perfectly coiffed. A gown as elegant and regal as a queen. She shimmered, literally. So many jewels clasped to her fingers, neck, wrists, even her gown. They sparkled in the sunlight. Isabella waved a red, silk scarf in the air at the departing caravan. The way it wafted in the breeze with such peaceful intent filled me with rage. I wanted to trample her like a bull when taunted by a matador.

      She was staying. No freaking way.

      I slapped the stone casement of the window. A flash of memory spiraled through my mind—Logan’s heavy, erotic breathing, the feel of his hands on my naked breasts as he’d pounded into me while I leaned over this very spot. However much the thought should have heated me, I was filled with an icy dread.

      Isabella was going to make my life a living, breathing hell.

      As the last of the horses rode beneath the gates and the gatekeepers rushed to close the heavy wooden doors, the woman peered up at me. She’d known I was there all along. The cruel smile that peeled her lips back had me gritting my teeth. Her gray eyes, which I’d once thought were dull and lifeless, were in fact quite heavy with negative sentiment—mean and calculating. The bitch knew I wanted her to leave. Knew that I was against the king’s wish for her to marry Logan.

      He was mine.

      And she was determined to see that she was the only one he ended up with. Lady Isabella had a plan up her sleeve and given that her uncle was the worst of Logan’s enemies, I had a feeling that her plan was hatched not of her own accord but greedily accepted when broached.

      I watched with mounting dread and pain in my heart as the king’s caravan rode over the dirt-packed road, disappearing over the ridge and rising again until all that was left of them was a cloud of dirt.

      No one had returned for Isabella. No one in the courtyard seemed confused by her presence. I wanted to scream in frustration to shred the shutters from the stone and toss them down on her head.

      I could do none of those things. To the outside world, and even to Isabella, I was nothing. She’d asked me and I’d told her that there was nothing between Logan and I. Having woman’s intuition, she’d guessed that he and I were an item. How could she not? The way we stared at each other across a room was hot enough to light a fire in the hearth.

      I was screwed.

      If Logan had indeed told King James that he wouldn’t marry Isabella, then the only reason she was here was because the king had chosen for her to remain behind in hopes of changing Logan’s mind. Maybe she wanted to seduce him. If he got her pregnant he’d be bound to her. Wasn’t that the way of things in this era? Even though I trusted Logan not to go after her… Isabella was a conniving, deceitful woman.

      Despite her nature, Lady Isabella was a noblewoman and the bride the king had chosen for Logan. Just as I’d suspected, there was little he could do to get out of it. He was bound, more so than anyone else, to his brother and what the king chose for him as his fate.

      Damn it. I slammed the shutters closed and stomped my foot, feeling powerless. I wouldn’t let Isabella come between us, and I just couldn’t share.

      The thought of it made me physically ill. I doubled over, clutching at my belly.

      Going back to my own time was out of the question. I felt too deeply for Logan to go back to that life. And I was scared of what I’d find there. My husband—ex was what I considered him—was a vicious worm. I shook my head. No way was I ever going back to him. Steven was dead to me. Logan was my future.

      Another inaudible shout had me opening the shutters again, in desperate hopes that the king had realized Isabella was left behind. But all that greeted me was the normal routines of the castle’s inhabitants. How awful that everything should appear so normal when I felt so off.

      Outside the trees were nearly barren, a few straggling red and orange leaves hanging on to branches as though their lives depended on it. They refused to let go, clinging to the tree with every last ounce of strength they had.

      Much like me clinging to Logan and this time, fearful of the time when nature took its course and I would have no choice but to let go, swirling down into the depths of some place I didn’t want to be. Dying.

      I turned from the window and trudged over to the chair. My cold breakfast looked pathetic in its austerity. I sat down determined to eat the bowl of porridge which had long since formed into a hardened blob of mush. Tunnels of honey and almond milk made rivulets in the center of the oats.

      I’d barely slept in the last week since Logan had taken me through the secret door. The one I’d been through on my own before. The one that scared the shit of me. Down a hundred stairs and into the hidden chamber, he’d led me. Shown me the maps on the doors. Doors that represented different fates—life, death, honor and the unknown. Logan had opened up to me. Trusted me and shared with me the secrets of the castle. The thing that startled me the most was unearthing yet another clue that proved I was meant to be here. Evidenced by the rune tattoo on my hip was the same as the one etched onto the door holding a sealed treasure box, the contents of which even Logan wasn’t privy to. He trusted me. And I trusted him. That was all that should matter.

      “Emma.”

      I glanced up, startled.

      From the doorway, Logan cleared his throat, his face serious, worry lines etched at the corners of his dark eyes. His black hair was pulled back in a queue, longer than it was when I’d arrived at his stone fortress some months before. His shoulders were broad, nearly as wide as the door frame, and he had to duck an inch to get inside. Long, muscular legs. Thick, sculpted arms. Chiseled chest and abs. All regretfully covered except for his athletic calves. He stared at me intently, as though he would know everything that went on inside my head, my heart. Like he wanted to devour my soul, and lord help me, I would hand it to him on a silver platter.

      I tossed my linen napkin onto the table and started to stand.

      He held up his hand, staying me. “Nay, dinna get up. Your meal will get cold.”

      “Too late,” I said with a nervous laugh staring at the stiffened porridge that appeared to have taken on a gray hue.

      He stalked toward me, the way he always did. Sensual, powerful and determined. My body immediately came alive, recalling how many delicious things often happened in the wake of his pursuing me. Hot, torrid, dangerous.

      His thighs brushed my forearm as he stopped right beside my chair and I craned my neck to look up at him, taking in his raw, dangerous beauty. Logan leaned down, his eyelids lowering and I swallowed as his lips neared mine.

      Every kiss made me shiver. Every kiss excited me. Every kiss made me want to strip bare. This one was no different. I sank back in my chair, unable to hold myself steady, and he followed me, lips on fire. Logan tantalized me with his tongue, skating it over my lips, sinking it into my mouth only to withdraw when I touched mine to his. He teased me, taunted me, until I was breathless and then he pulled away, a satisfied smile on his lips.

      He knew what his kisses did to me, how they made me feel and he liked it. Cherished it. Aspired to it. I was a hot and bothered mess. Goosebumps up and down my arms. Nipples hard as stones, slick sex, clenching thighs, breath heaving.

      “Ye’ve not eaten or slept in days,” he murmured.

      I nodded, watching the way his body unfolded in the chair opposite mine, legs stretched out, his bare knees poking from beneath his pleated plaid.

      “Tell me,” he urged, steepling his fingers beneath his chin and studying me.

      “What?” I shrugged. “There is nothing to tell.”

      “Tell me what is on your mind.”

      I chewed on my lip. He’d promised me that he’d speak to the king. Promised me that we’d be together. And yet… “Lady Isabella is still here.”

      Logan’s eyes narrowed and lips turned down in a frown. “Aye.”

      He didn’t elaborate. Just aye. What the hell was I supposed to say to that? Frustration mounted inside me and old insecure monsters reared their heads. I shoved them down, beat them down. Logan had never made me feel small, insignificant. He’d never told me I was worthless. Never made me feel like less of a person than Steven did. If anything, he’d worshipped me.

      I waited, holding my breath. When a number of moments ticked by and my lungs started to burn I let it out, sat forward, my eyes locked on his.

      “Aye?”

      He nodded. “Not of my choosing.”

      “Did you…speak to the king at all about us?”

      Again he nodded, but slowly. “Aye.”

      My breath hitched. “Logan—”

      Sensing my frustration he cut me off. “My desires were not met well by my liege.”

      I nodded having deciphered that much on my own.

      “I kept your name hidden from him, though I’m guessing he surmised that ’twas ye.” Logan pushed out of the chair and walked to the window, pulling back my shutters and looking out. He crossed his arms over his chest, tense all over.

      I approached him, slipping my arms around his waist from behind, leaning my cheek against his back.

      “He can’t win,” I said.

      “I fear he already has.”
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          LOGAN

        

      

    

    
      ’Twas hard to keep my anger in check when every inch of me felt the intense urge to leap upon my horse and chase the king down. At every turn, James had been there making decisions without regard for me. Over the last dozen years, he’d bribed me with gifts—bawdy women, barrels of fine wine, jewels, silver. And I’d been happy to tilt my head in thanks and receive my gifts with pleasure. But lately, his enticements had not…enticed me. Not with Emma showing me what I’d been missing.

      Since she’d walked into my life, I’d never been the same. And I’d realized something—that those gifts had been a means of shutting me up. Of making me bend to his will. Of doing his dirty work. I’d been ruled round for over a dozen years by that spoiled piece of shite.

      I gritted my teeth, keeping my anger on a tight leash so as not to scare Emma. The lass had been through enough—more than enough. Hell, she wasn’t even from this time. Five hundred years separated her from now and where she came from. I couldn’t say belonged, because I felt she belonged here with me. Her time-travel didn’t bother me at all. Magic happened frequently when the stars aligned and it wasn’t something I’d been foreign to. There were others who proclaimed to have come from another place. Though her travel was a fact I’d only just learned recently, ’haps in my heart I had known all along.

      I’d been drawn to her like a ship to a beacon light upon the land, she led me home, centered me.

      Her coming here had been a blessing for me, though I wasn’t entirely sure it was a blessing for her, even if the signs pointed to it being both our destinies.

      “We will need to give him more time, ’tis all,” I managed to say, though even I could hear the strangle in my voice.

      Emma stared up at me skeptically.

      “Time?” She hooked her thumb toward the window. “I don’t think all the time in the world is going to help now. He’s left Isabella here. With you. What will you do about her?”

      Any thought of Isabella left a sour taste in my mouth. I’d just as soon toss her onto a hole-riddled ship and have her guide herself home. Fate would either lead her to safety or the choppy waters of the sea would swallow her and her evil intentions. “Ignore her the best I can.”

      “And what if she…” I watched the play of emotions across Emma’s face. Lord, she was being tormented by her vivid imaginings of illicit happenings.

      I leaned forward, eyes locking on hers, gripped her shoulders and gave her a reassuring squeeze. “I will not allow her to come near me. Dinna fear for me, or her. I swear to ye, Emma, she will not come between us.”

      Emma nodded, chewing one of her luscious lips. She gripped onto my shirt and tugged me closer, gazing up at me as though she’d memorize my face. “I don’t want to spend our time together worrying.” She glanced away a moment before looking back. “I never know how much time we’ll have.”

      A reminder that her time here was not guaranteed. Even if she’d tried unsuccessfully twice now to get back to her own era, did not mean the tides of time couldn’t change their minds.

      “Let us not worry then. Let us simply enjoy each other’s company.” I skimmed my lips over hers, feeling her sink against me, relaxing somewhat into my embrace. I massaged the tense muscles of her back and deepened the kiss, slanting my lips harder over hers, my tongue darting in and out of her mouth, teasing, tasting.

      Whenever I touched her, the world, my troubles, haunting demons, all vanished and it was just the two of us, her healing touch captivating me, pulling me in, drowning me in everything that was her.

      I growled in the back of my throat, body suddenly on fire with need for her. Cock hard, muscles tense, I lifted her up and carried her over to the bed. With each encounter, I tried to teach her a lesson in lovemaking, tried to bring her to new heightened levels of sensitivity and restraint, but not this time.

      Nay, right now I just needed her. Needed to feel her warmth all around me, needed to drown inside her instead of thinking about what James had said to me earlier that morning. Needed to forget the wench who would do her damnedest to put herself between Emma and I.

      “I need ye,” I said to her, tossing her onto the bed and covering her with my body, feeling every lush curve against my hardness.

      “Yes, take me.”

      I shoved her gown up swiftly around her hips, slid my hands up her thigh and dipped my fingers against the wet dew of her folds.

      “Och, ye’re already so wet,” I said, kissing her hard, owning her with the simple prod of my tongue as I thrust two fingers inside her tight, wet, hot sheath.

      “Always,” she murmured against my mouth, moaning and bucking her hips upward. She spread her thighs wide, nails raking down the linen back of my shirt.

      I hiked up my plaid, taking hold of my stiff cock and notching the head to her opening.

      “I canna wait,” I said, needing to pound inside her.

      “Don’t.”

      All the permission I needed. I let intensity take hold. I thrust inside her, arching my hips upward just as she tilted hers. A perfect fit. Deep inside her clenching quim, I started to feel whole. Every exquisite inch withdrew in tumultuous rushes of sensation. I thrust back in, deeper, hitting the knot of flesh at the top of her sheath and listening to her hiss in pleasure and pain.

      What a pair we were.

      “Faster,” she said, her body clenching, the wet walls of her cunny gripping me tight. Already, she was close to climaxing.

      I pumped faster, our hips clashing together in tune to the sounds of the bed scraping on the floorboards. I took her hands in mine, threading our fingers and bringing them up over her head as I pushed and pulled my hips to hers.

      Emma brought her legs up higher, gripping them tight to my waist as she used her abdominal muscles to lift her buttocks from the bed and hold them there, letting me go deeper, letting each pound of my pelvis to hers slam against that tiny bundle of nerves—her clit as she’d named it.

      Every thrust, every pull, she moaned and gasped. I loved her response. Loved everything about her. Loved that she healed me with her touch and made me want to be a better man.

      I captured her lips again in a searing kiss, feeling her tighten all the more. She was close. My cock lurched with sudden a sudden furious need, feeling that hot and cold sensation burn its way up and down my length. Then climax gripped me. Still I held it at bay, trying desperately to maintain some control, but then she bucked, cried out against my lips and I was lost. Control forgotten, relinquished in exchange for a leap into ecstasy. She cried out, her entire form quaking violently. Her wet channel sucking me in further as it fluttered with release.

      “Oh, Emma,” I growled, biting her lower lip a little harder then I should.

      She whimpered, then bit me back.

      I chuckled, slowing my pace until a few lazy thrusts were all I could manage, then rolled to the side and pulled her into my arms.

      “Thank ye,” I murmured.

      “For what?”

      “For taking my mind off the sniveling tart for a few moments.”

      Emma laughed, though I could tell that beneath her bluster, she was pained by Isabella’s presence.

      “I will try my damnedest to send her away,” I said.

      “Can you do that?”

      “The deed will not please my brother. In fact, he will undoubtedly punish me for it, but it can be done. She likely will not leave willingly, so I’d have to truss her up and have her escorted by my men.”

      “Does she reside near her uncle?”

      “Wouldn’t be surprised if she lived with that bastard.”

      “Just don’t send her back the way you sent him.”

      I couldn’t help a laugh. That MacDonald swine had tried on so many occasions to harm my clan, to kill me. The last time he came, he even threatened the life of the king. Proclaiming himself Lord of the Isles and future king of Scotland.

      I’d sent him back to his northern isles shackled to his ship with the very manacles he’d brought in chests to enslave my people. When he’d returned yet again, I’d shown him my idea of hospitality in the dungeons, but he’d escaped, and now his niece roamed freely within my castle.

      “She is his spy,” I said, wondering what the wench was up to at that moment.

      Emma nodded, her head bouncing against my shoulder. “Looking for your secrets right now even.”

      “Under MacDonald’s instruction.”

      “That, and because she wants to trap you.”

      “Trap me?”

      “Into marriage.”

      “Hmm. I dinna know whether she truly wants to marry me.”

      Emma snorted. “Please, Logan, she was practically growling and peeing on your leg as though that might ward off any other women.”

      “I’m glad she didna do that.”

      “Me, too. What a mess that would have been.”

      “Aye.” I stood and pulled her up, too. “I’ve got to meet with Ewan. What have you planned for your day?”

      She smoothed out her gown and frowned. “Nothing quite yet. With Isabella lurking around, I might just stay in my chamber.”

      “Dinna let her get to ye.” Anger at the wretched intruder made me scowl. Emma didn’t deserve to be a slave to her chamber.

      “What choice do I have? I don’t want to have her confront me.”

      “’Haps she’ll ignore ye. Ye made it clear we had no designs on each other.”

      Emma pursed her lips. “Yes. But woman’s intuition is…”

      “Usually right.”

      “Just as I said, someone may be coercing Isabella to marry you—the king and her brother—but that doesn’t mean she doesn’t want to.” She wrapped her arms around my neck. “You are one handsome, charismatic, intense man. I’ve wanted you from the moment I met you.”

      “So ye think she desires me?” I wiggled my brows and tucked my arms around her waist so she couldn’t escape me.

      “You’re a brute.” Emma pouted in a way that made me want to take her to bed again. To prove how much a brute I was not, and how much she was the only woman for me.

      “I’m sure Cook would love your help in the gardens, picking last minute harvests. Maybe even helping with storing everything for winter. With the first frost already coming, the crops are in danger of being ruined.”

      Emma sighed. “You’ve convinced me. You know, I never knew how much I liked gardening and watching food grow before I came here.”

      I chuckled. “And how did you grow your food before?”

      She gave me a worried look. “You’re going to think this is odd, but I bought it at a market. We had these great big buildings filled with food, all year round. It was shipped from warmer places in winter or greenhouses, fresh things in crates and non-perishables in boxes.”

      “Non-perishable? Sounds evil. And warmer places? How could it be warm somewhere else? And what is a greenhouse?” There were so many things about her world I’d yet to understand. Sounded like a fantasy, unreal and weak. They’d not dealt with the hardships we had that made us strong.

      Emma smiled up at me, brushed an errant strand of hair from my forehead. “A greenhouse is a tiny house that is built for plants. It has a clear ceiling so the sun can reach the plants, but it’s insulated to keep it warm.”

      “Clear ceiling?”

      She nodded. “Glass or plastic—a synthetic material.”

      “Huh.” I wanted to build one. Right away.

      “And, there are places where the weather is different than here. You have spring, summer, fall and winter, where your weather gradually changes from warm to cold and back again. There are places in the world where it is warm all the time, and places where it is cold all the time.”

      “Where are these places?” Emma’s view of the world was amazing and I wanted to see it, to experience it the way she told me.

      “It is warm all the time in the south, and on tropical islands. Cold all the time in the north, kind of like the tips of your mountains always have a bit of ice.”

      I grunted my acknowledgement, trying to let all of her information sink in. “’Haps ye should show cook how to build a greenhouse. I would love to eat fresh fruit in winter.”

      Emma frowned, wrinkling up her pert little nose. I leaned down, kissed the tip of it.

      “I could try, but truth be told, I don’t know much about greenhouses, or designing a building.”

      “I’ll send for a master builder.”

      She shrugged. “I guess it couldn’t hurt to try.”

      “And then ye’d have a nice project to work on.”

      Her interest suddenly flared into irritation. I could see the sudden shift in her eyes before she pushed it aside.

      “What is it?” I asked.

      “You’re trying to give me hobbies. Keep me busy. Why?” She sounded suspicious.

      “I am not trying to divert ye, lass. Ye mentioned yourself that ye enjoyed gardening. I’m but giving ye a way to do it every day, if ye like.”

      Still, she frowned. She looked so adorable. Marred brow, flushed red cheeks, pouty lips and her red hair wild from where I’d threaded my fingers into it while we made love.

      “I promise there is nothing untoward about my suggestion,” I said, leaning forward and nuzzling her neck. She smelled delicious, and my cock responded, lifting and nudging her thigh.

      Emma sighed, shifting her thigh back and forth, making me hot for her all over again. “All right,” she murmured.

      I trailed a finger down her arm, swirling in the crook of her elbow. “A lady of the castle often has projects that make the castle a better place. My mother loved to sew tapestries. Her mother before that made cushions and blankets. Many of those items still grace the chambers of Gealach today. But ye, what will ye do?”
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