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Scottish Highlands

Nearly spring, 1544

Winter had been quiet. Too quiet.

Shona Fraser ran a finger over the frost-slickened stone outside of her bedchamber window, the crystals melting in the wake of her heated fingertip. Below, in the courtyard, the castle was slowly coming to life. The blacksmith and tanner, the armorer and the fletcher, all trudging toward their work huts, their footsteps leaving prints on the frosty ground. Servants stumbled their way toward the castle, their breaths puffing in clouds. Workers headed toward the fields to tend the thawing earth.

Spring was coming. The days were growing warmer. No longer was a fur-lined mantle required unless the sun had set.

A misty film covered the ground as the sun slowly burned off the remnants of frost. Within a few hours the rising sun would warm the air by twenty degrees or more.

Why, just yesterday, Shona had traipsed barefoot in her small medicinal herb garden, though not for too long.

“It’s quiet,” her husband Ewan said, coming up behind her. He pressed his lips to her bare shoulder, his hands sliding over her hips, settling into place.

Moments like this, tender and comforting, made her pause and give thanks. A slow smile crept on her lips as she leaned her head back onto his shoulder. She knew all too well that precious moments such as this could be shattered like a hammer hitting glass. “Our enemies have been hibernating just like the animals.”

“Aye. With spring dawning, they will soon awaken.”

Shona nodded, leaning her head back and reaching up to dredge her fingers in her husband’s luscious hair. “But maybe we dinna have to awaken just yet.”

Ewan pressed his hard cock to her bare buttocks. “Too late.”

She giggled, turning in his arms to gaze into his crystal-blue eyes, as sparkling as the morning frost and as blue as a summer sky. Every time she looked at him he reminded her of a golden god. Hair the color of gold coins, with matching brows that slashed in arches on his broad forehead. Angled bone structure and a strong, chiseled jaw. His nose bore a distinct notch where it had been broken several times. A wide mouth with full lips that brought to mind every kiss they’d ever shared. “That makes two of us.” Lifting up on her tiptoes she bit his chin and then pressed her lips to his. Soft warmth and delicious need.

No matter how many times she’d kissed him, every time felt fresh and delightful.

Ewan kissed her back, taking possession of what she offered. His hands cupped her face. His tongue delved to taste her mouth. His hard body melded to hers, warming her completely. She sighed with pleasure, her entire body coming alive, tingling. Her hardened nipples grazed his chest, her breasts felt heavy. Thighs quivered.

“My desire for ye never wanes,” he murmured, sliding his lips over her throat, sucking at where her pulse beat.

Shona was going to answer, but the only sound that came out was a moan as his mouth clamped onto her nipple, sucking hard. Ewan growled, a primal sound that sent a shiver racing over her already tingling limbs. As though she weighed no more than a feather, he lifted her up. On instinct, she wrapped her legs around his hips, her arms around his neck. She gasped in shock and outrage when he sat her on the cold stone sill of the open window.

“Ewan!” She held onto him tighter.

“No one can see up here,” he teased, his wiggling brows and crooked grin altogether wicked.

“If I can see down, they can most certainly see up.” She peered over her shoulder, feeling heat rise to her face at the thought of the blacksmith viewing her bare arse as he pounded molten steel into some sort of weapon.

“Then they will see the captain of the guard taking a very naughty lass into custody. What shall your punishment be?”

Shona giggled and squirmed. “Take me down from here, else I arch my back in pleasure too much and fall out of the window.”

“Och, I’d not thought of that.” Ewan lifted her up. “Where else can I place this verra pretty arse?”

“How about the bed?” she asked, leaning forward to nip his ear and whisper, “I want to climb all over ye.”

“Then that is the verra last place I shall put ye! For I am the conqueror this morn.”

Shona laughed, and Ewan gently bit her shoulder as he twirled her around and finally settled himself on a chair with her straddling him. She shuddered at the delicious contact of his hard shaft slicking between her folds. Oh, how she wanted him inside her. She wiggled, the slight movement situating the head of his cock at her entrance.

Shona toyed with his hair and leaned close to whisper in his ear. “This was a bad choice for ye, captain.” She flicked her tongue over his earlobe and then softly nibbled.

Ewan’s breath was harsh against her neck, and when he spoke his voice had a gravelly edge. “Why is that?”

She shook her head. “Ye know verra well why.” Shona reached between them, gripped his thick, pulsing cock and glided the head back and forth between her drenched folds.

Ewan groaned. “Och, I’ve now given ye the power.”

“Will ye take it back?” she teased, her voice lowering, huskier, the power of how she could wield him in this position making her hotter. She continued to torment him—and herself, for every time the head of his cock slid against her nub of pleasure she jerked with need.

His hard shaft grew thicker in her grasp, and she grinned with knowing, as she slid her tongue over his neck, her teeth scraping on his Adam’s apple.

“Oh, aye,” he growled.

A wicked smile curved his mouth as he grabbed hold of her hips, shifted in the seat and then thrust upward. They both cried out at the invasion and the whip of erotic sensation lashing them both.

“Ye may be on top, but I’ve got the upper hand.” His thumb grazed over her pleasure pearl and he bent forward to lick her nipple at the same time.

Shona gripped the back of his neck, her fingernails scratching upward, into his hair, and then she yanked. Hard. When he gave in, his head falling back, she playfully bit the sensitive spot at the crook of his neck, then licked and sucked where she’d wounded. Ewan drove his cock inside her ravenous body at the same time he landed a smack to her arse that cracked the air and left a pleasurable sting on her flesh.

This was a fun game they played. Push and pull. Power plays. Who was the conqueror? Who would surrender?

Three hard knocks on the door made them both stiffen. Shona glared down at her husband. But he held a finger to his lips and shook his head, then slowly continued to thrust upward, his cock filling her, his pelvis crushing to hers in shivery strokes.

Biting her lip to keep her cries of pleasure from escaping, her head fell back and for the moment, she allowed him to take over, but only for a moment. That was, until she realized she was completely without control and at his whim. Surrender inched closer.

Shona was going to let him win, because her body was wound taut, and pleasure radiated from every nerve. She wanted him. Needed this. Had to have it. Ewan grasped her chin, bringing her forward until their lips met, swallowing her cries as he continued to move inside her. He held tight to her hips, forcing her into a rocking rhythm in which he set the pace.

“Captain!” More knocks.

They ignored them. Their breathing hitched. Their pleasure growing to an intensity that left her gasping for air.

She was close to coming apart. Shona increased her pace, pushing against his grip on her hips, riding him as though her life depended on it. When the first tremblings of her climax began, she sucked on his lower lip. Ewan growled, thrusting harder, kissing her deeper to gulp her moans of gratification. The faster she moved, the harder he thrust, and then she was there, her body sparking, her insides quaking, pleasure bursting, limbs trembling, skin prickling. She cried out, and Ewan groaned beneath her, his own body shuddering and pulsing between her thighs.

Their movements slowed, bodies still quaking, heartbeats pounding, until she collapsed, her forehead falling to his, and she kissed him tenderly.

“Good morning, husband,” she murmured against his lips.

“A verra good morning to ye, my wife.”

“Cap-tain!” More banging.

Ewan sighed heavily, looking her in the eyes with irritation. “I suppose I ought to find out what the hell he wants.”

“Aye, Lachlan’s likely to have the guards break down the door if ye dinna answer it.”

“He’d be forfeiting his life if he dared.” Ewan kissed her once more. “Thank ye, love.”

“For what?” she asked.

“For making every day of my life better.”

Shona brushed the locks of hair that had fallen on his forehead back. “Ye have made my life infinitely better. Before ye, I wandered the woods of the Highlands, trying to figure out my purpose, what my fate would be, and the moment I saw ye, golden and glorious, I knew.”

“Ye flatter me, my fiery maiden.”

“I’m no maiden.” She smirked.

“Ye’re a nymph.” He chuckled.

“Captain—I’m going to get the battering ram!” Lachlan called.

“For god’s sake, man, have a care!” Ewan shouted.

Shona laughed at her husband’s restraint from cursing. “I know what ye really wanted to say.”

“I’ll be saying it to him, too, when I’m on the other side of the door.”

Ewan picked her up and tossed her onto the bed. “Stay put, woman. When I come back, I’m going to make love to ye properly.”

Shona watched him dress, listening to him grumble the entire time, and then he kissed her one last time before he left, his angry insults in the hallway toward his lieutenant making her laugh. She hopped out of bed, tiptoeing on the chilled floor toward the water basin to wash up. From the sounds of things, though he promised to come back for another session of lovemaking, Lachlan was likely to keep him for a while. There was no need to wake the captain before he was on duty unless there was a problem.

Besides, there were a few things she needed to attend to before he returned. Duty beckoned.
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“What in bloody hell is so important?” Ewan growled at Lachlan.

Ewan had assessed the courtyard when he’d set his beautiful wife onto the windowsill and knew they weren’t under attack, nor did there appear to be any other issues.

As soon as the snow and ice had thawed, their laird, Logan Grant, and Guardian of Scotland, and his lady wife, Emma, had ridden to Stirling Castle to pay homage to the infant queen who’d been crowned the previous fall. Mary Queen of Scots. The king was dead. Long live the queen.

Logan and Emma been unable to make the trek previously given the state of issues with the MacDonald’s. Normally, Ewan was in charge of the guards and the castle’s defenses, but with Logan gone for the time being, he was in charge of everything.

“Apologies, captain, but it was imperative I rouse ye.” Lachlan sounded entirely too jovial about it.

“I was already roused,” Ewan said through gritted teeth.

“More apologies then for... interrupting.” Laughter echoed in his tone.

Ewan gritted his teeth and purposefully bumped Lachlan into the wall as they walked. “What is it?”

“A visitor’s come.” Lachlan righted himself, the smirk on his face damned irritating.

“Who?”

“The MacLeod.”

“The MacLeod? Did he say why he was here?” They didn’t have much contact with the young laird, only the warning that he and his clan wanted the wastrel Rory who’d been Shona’s caretaker for years. But Rory had been missing for nearly three years. Shona didn’t know where he was, nor did she seem to think he was as much a danger as Ranulf MacLeod said he was.

What to believe tore at Ewan. Of course he believed his wife, trusted her. And if the man had been so kind as to take her in when she was alone, and without coin, or knowledge of who she was, then he had to be a good person. But for a laird to warn them that Rory was a fugitive, to put a price on his head, well, that was a cause for concern that made Ewan’s previous opinion waver slightly.

“He didna say, only that he needed to speak with ye.”

“With me, or with the laird?”

“With ye.”

Ewan nodded curtly, refusing to think anything more on it until he had all the facts. They entered into the laird’s library where a lad, nay a man, Ewan supposed, though he couldn’t be much out of his adolescence, stood.

“Ewan Fraser?”

“Aye.” Ewan nodded to Lachlan who left the room, but would wait outside the door in case he was needed.

“Ranulf MacLeod. I’ve a need to speak with ye.”

“I’m all ears, my laird. Can I have someone bring ye refreshment?”

MacLeod shook his head. “Let me get straight to the point. Ye’re married to a woman named Shona, known to have harbored Rory MacLeod.”

Ewan kept his emotions in check. “Shona is my wife. But ye’ve got the wrong of it. She did not harbor Rory, he took her in before he disappeared three years ago.”

MacLeod continued as though Ewan had not spoken. “With your permission, I would like to question her.”

Ewan crossed his arms over his chest, giving the young man a warning look. He might be a laird, be he was not on his own land. “What about?”

“Rory’s whereabouts.”

Ewan kept his voice cool. “She doesn’t know.”

“But, she might know something.” Desperation echoed.

Ewan felt a twinge of pity for the young fool. “She doesn’t.” No way in hell was Ewan going to subject his wife to this young man’s interrogation. “If ye have any questions ye’ll have to ask me.”

MacLeod puffed out his chest. “That bastard is responsible for my parents’ deaths, as well as countless deaths within our clan. It is my right, by Highland law, that I should bring him to justice.”

Ewan nodded curtly. “I agree. But I’ve never seen this man, and my wife’s not had any knowledge of, or contact with him, in three years. He’s disappeared. Might even be dead.”

MacLeod’s frown flattened into disappointment, even a hint of anxiety.

Ewan uncrossed his arms and blew out an annoyed breath. “Look, MacLeod, I’m not trying to hold back justice on a man who deserves punishment for his sins. If I see him, ye’ll be the first one I contact. But I swear to ye, we’ve no knowledge of him at present.”

MacLeod ran a shaky hand through his hair. “Its damned frustrating.”

“I can understand that.” Ewan went to the sideboard and poured himself a dram of morning whisky. He offered some to MacLeod who declined. “When did it happen, the murders?”

“Six years ago. I’ve been searching for the bastard for six years. He’s like a ghost. One minute I spot him and the next, he just simply disappears. We’d thought he was hiding out in a cottage in the woods, close to this castle, but it was abandoned. I canna sleep. I can barely eat.”

Ewan poured another round and this time MacLeod asked for one. “That’s the last place we saw him.”

“Thanks,” MacLeod said, taking the offered drink. “The clan elders are encouraging me to let it go. But I canna. Rory’s betrayal left our clan helpless.”

MacLeod didn’t look like much a trailblazer. Likely his clan elders did most of the leading.

“Ye were just a lad when ye took your father’s place?”

“Aye.”

“Look, I’m no chief, but there is one thing I’ve learned being in a position of leadership.”

MacLeod sipped his whisky, watching Ewan intently.

“Ye canna let revenge lead your life. Ye canna let it rule your mind, chart the course of your actions, or the leadership within your clan. Ye must eat. Ye must learn to settle your mind in order to sleep. I hate to say it, but your elders are probably right. And ye know what?” Ewan tried to offer a smile of encouragement. “Most times, the thing ye’ve been searching so hard for, it presents itself as soon as ye stop looking.”

“So ye think I should quit?” The furrowed brow returned.

“Nay, I didna say quit. I think ye should rest a spell. Concentrate on your clan, show them ye’re willing to work with them and help them grow. Be a leader. Honor your parents. Rory cannot hide forever.”

MacLeod tossed back the rest of his whisky. “All right. But if ye see him, hear of him, ye’ll send word right away?”

“Aye. And I’ll be certain to let my chief know when he returns, in case he saw the man on his travels.”

“I thank ye, Captain Fraser.”

Ewan set their glasses back on the sideboard. “I’m sorry that tragedy has touched your family.”

“Seems inevitable, does it not? I know not one person who has not experienced tragedy.”

That sort of wisdom in a man so young had to mean there was hope for him yet. “Aye, this is true.”

Ewan thought of Shona, waiting for him upstairs. How much had she endured? She didn’t even remember all of it, but it must have been dreadful if her mind wanted to keep it from her.

“I’ll have the kitchen pack a few provisions for your return journey,” Ewan said.

MacLeod waved his hand in denial. “That will not be necessary. I should journey back to Skye right away. I’ve been gone long enough now.”

Ewan reached out to shake MacLeod’s arm. He was little more than a lad, and Ewan felt slightly sorry for him.

“Good luck, MacLeod.”

“My thanks. For more than just agreeing to look for any sign of Rory, but for what ye said. It’s high time I stepped into my father’s boots.”

And then the lad was gone and Ewan was left staring out of the library window toward the loch beyond. Rory would not have been the first man to simply disappear. If a man was skilled enough, he could live a life in the shadows for decades.

Ewan had been unable to brush off the haunting shadow of his wife’s companion and protector from the moment he’d met her all the way until today, and he was afraid he never would. He owed Rory his thanks for having kept Shona safe for all those years, but he also wanted answers. Ewan just couldn’t believe that Rory was as evil as MacLeod thought he was, but neither could he disbelieve MacLeod who seemed genuinely disturbed.

From what Ewan understood, the young laird had not been with his parents when they’d been murdered. The clan elders had swept him to safety when the siege broke out. Rory had been a captain of the guard, just like Ewan himself.

What would make a captain turn on his laird and mistress?

There was nothing that would make Ewan turn on Logan and Emma. He simply couldn’t. That meant Rory had to have some of the answers. Answers none of them may ever get if he simply vanished into the ether.

Ewan watched the ripples on the surface of the loch below. For as long as he could remember, he’d loved to watch the ripples. There was always the hope that Nessie would show her beautiful, sleek head. He remembered being a young lad, several years younger than MacLeod and swearing he’d seen the long neck rise from the depth of the loch. He couldn’t remember much else from his youth. His earliest memories were waking in the loch, scrambling with the water for his life. He’d managed to swim to the edge, grab hold of tree roots and hoist himself, battered and drained, from the water. Once on land, he’d passed out, was rescued by crofters, only to be woken by Logan’s face peering down into his when they brought him to the castle. Logan had insisted that Ewan remain with him. Ewan’s laird was his savior, his dearest friend and family. Granted, not all captains had a relationship as close with their laird as Ewan had with his, but he’d never met one who wouldn’t have laid down his life for his leader. Not one.

That was why Ewan couldn’t let this go. There had to be more to the story. More to what happened out on the marsh when the Laird and Lady of MacLeod were butchered. If anything, Ewan owed it to his wife to try and find the answers.

“Where are ye Rory MacLeod?”
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Chapter Two
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“Who is that?” Shona asked one of the other maids as they exited from the granary where they’d been gathering supplies.

As predicted the sun had warmed the air tremendously, and she breathed in the scent of peat and the crispness of coming spring. No longer would she fear frostbite as she worked.

“I think that’s MacLeod.”

Shona’s stomach flipped, and air gushed from her lungs so quickly, she coughed. “Laird MacLeod?”

“Aye.” The lass shrugged. “I heard someone say it.”

Shona ignored the perplexing stare from the other servant and worked to smile, though it felt forced. She ducked her head, sifting in her basket of herbs. “Oh, I forgot something,” she muttered, stepping back into the granary, not checking to see if the lass believed her lie.

The maid called goodbye and sauntered off. As soon as she was out of sight, Shona crept back to the opening to peer out at the retreating figure of Laird MacLeod. His swagger, the hair on his head, the angles of his face—they were all painfully familiar. Did all the MacLeod’s look alike? If not for his smaller stature and age, she might have mistaken him for Rory. What could he have been doing here? Was he still searching for Rory? She knew they said he’d done terrible things, but she didn’t believe any of the rumors. Not one.

Aye, she’d only known Rory a few years, since she’d lost her memory; the only times she could recollect were with him. He’d taught her so much, protected her. He’d been her only friend, and like a brother. When he’d disappeared, she’d searched for him day in and day out for two years. And then she’d met Ewan. When Ewan had wanted her to come back to Gealach with him she’d been hesitant to leave the cottage in case Rory came back. That was a year ago, and she’d kept her eye for him since, but there had been nothing. As though he simply vanished from the earth.

And now his laird was looking for him. Again. What was the renewed search for? Had he been spotted?

Rory had never told her exactly what happened to separate him from his previous life, mostly that something awful occurred and that he’d been thrust into another territory. That he’d been a coward, and because of that, he had pledged his life to solitude and reflection. Until he found her. That was when he’d pledged himself as her protector. Perhaps a way of making amends with whatever demons tormented his conscience.

Shona never really understood all of what he said. He’d been forced to leave his clan. There were plenty of people ousted by their clan. She’d always assumed he must have slept with the laird’s wife. A scandal. Made sense since he never tried to woo her or any other lass. But, the laird, he was so young. That couldn’t have been it.

Then there were the awful things that Ewan had accused Rory of the year before. Well, actually, it had been Ewan’s laird—her laird—Logan, that had shared the accusations of Laird MacLeod.

Murder. Betrayal.

Rory was no outlaw, even if he’d been forced to live like one. She knew, in her soul, that he was innocent of their accusations. But her beliefs would never be a good enough reason to acquit him.

Tightening her hold on the basket of herbs, she’d gathered from their drying place in the granary, she rushed back to the chamber she shared with Ewan. There was an adjoining room that she’d changed into a workroom where she could create various tinctures and ointments for those in need. Being named the clan healer had been a dream come true—except for the occasional accusation of witchcraft. That was not fun at all.

A long, wooden worktable graced the center of the room, on which she placed her basket of herbs. There were shelves in front of her and shelves behind. On the shelf behind her were all the ingredients and tools she needed for her trade, and on the shelves in front were the pre-made vials, each wrapped in a slim piece of parchment that was connected at the back with wax, and then labeled with ink. Headache. Fever. Dysentery. Nausea. Nerves. Sleep. Burns. Cuts. Stitches. All sorts of healing tinctures, ointments and salves.

Beneath the high table, was a shelf, which held her three medical bags. She’d sewn the leather satchels herself and each had a different colored wool handle so she knew which to grab if it were an emergency. Red for battle. Blue for childbearing. Green for illness.

There were no windows in the room, so, she lit several candles until she felt there was enough light from which to work by.

While she was waiting for Ewan to return, there was a particular ointment that Emma had asked for, as well as the tincture for the butcher’s ague, and an herbal remedy she wanted to give Ewan to help with his night terrors. Her poor husband was still waking up in the middle of the night covered in sweat, his heart racing and fear in his eyes. There was much he’d had to endure; the man had nearly died at least twice in the last six years. If there was anyway she could make him feel better, then she needed to try.

There was a soft knock on the workroom door, and faint as it may have been, it startled Shona, making her clink her vials and bowls together, nearly dropping two.

“Come in,” she called, righting the containers, and sending up a prayer of thanks that all damage had been avoided.

Ewan opened the door, filling the expanse with his broad, muscled body. The candlelight flickered over his tan face and flaxen hair, making him look like a mirage. “I’m sorry it took longer than I expected.”

Shona smiled indulgently. “I would wait forever for ye.”

Ewan covered the few feet of distance between them in a single stride, tugging her into his arms and planting a kiss on her mouth. She sighed against him, leisurely wrapping her arms around his waist.

“Ye’re too good for me,” he murmured.

“Never. We are a perfect pair.” She meant the words whole-heartedly, but that didn’t stop the nervous thump of her heart against her ribs. Had he come to tell her about MacLeod? How much danger was Rory in?

Ewan held her at arm’s length, gazing at her for a long moment before he spoke. “We had a visitor.”

She swallowed down her nerves. “I saw.”

“I gather ye know it was MacLeod.” Keeping one hand on her hip, Ewan picked up one of her vials with the other, examining the dark green contents, perhaps in an attempt to distract her from their conversation.

Distraction wouldn’t work.

She softly disengaged herself and took the vial, setting it right where she’d had it. “Was he here for Logan?”

Please say aye.

“Nay, love.”

“Ye?”

Please say aye.

“Nay. He was looking for ye.”

“Me?” She somehow managed to keep the shock from her voice, a task that took all the effort she had, which left little for her trembling hands. She let go of the clinking vials. “What did he want with me?”

“Answers.”

“Answers to what?” She asked the question even though she had an idea of what the answer would be.

“Rory.”

Her heart sank. There had still been a little part of her that hoped Rory had nothing to do with it. “And what did ye tell him?”

“That ye had no answers to give.”

Relief made her shoulders sag. “I do not have any.”

Ewan touched her chin, gently coaxing her to meet his gaze. “Have ye told me everything ye know?”

She glimpsed the question in his eyes. “Do ye not trust me?”

“I trust ye. Ye know that. But please, just answer me. Is there something else?”

She shook her head, turning to her worktable and shaking one of the vials to mix the contents.

Aye, there was something else, but nothing to do with Rory.  She was not yet ready to share with him the secret she’d been holding onto for awhile now. The secret she and Emma had divulged to each other—that she was not from this time. She couldn’t tell him until she knew for certain. She didn’t even know what time she was from. A small part of her was beginning to suspect that Rory would not be found by anyone because he wasn’t here anymore to be discovered. She also couldn’t tell Ewan that her pull to the moon had been getting stronger with each passing night. Memory after memory came tunneling back stronger than before: the strange woman in her visions—herself—reading a book and drinking a glass of wine; standing on a boat with thick sails and breathing in the salted air; riding on a large, fast-moving, overlong, iron wagon full of people; frantically scribbling in a journal; and one thing she was familiar with—picking herbs. Except the other woman picked herbs in an unnaturally lit, domed building, with strange whirring noises, and odd boxy objects. And there was someone else there. Someone who looked just like her, but with darker hair. And they smiled and laughed a lot. This alternate world that haunted her. The memories that seemed so real, she could almost reach out and grab hold of them.

Nay, these were confessions that served her better if they remained hidden in her mind.

And there was more. She feared tonight the most, when the moon would be full, for if that far off world could come to her so strongly from the moon’s pull when it was only a crescent, what would happen with the full power of its silver body? Unless, she was distracted by it. Using its power for some other desire greater than figuring out her past?

“There is nothing else,” she lied. Then turned to him with a wild, wanton wiggle of her brows and curl to her lips, hoping to change the subject. “But there is something I was wondering about.”

“Aye?”

“We’ve been trying...” They’d been trying for months to conceive a child.

“Aye...?”

“There is a tale amongst the clanswomen that if we make love by the sacred stone, in the glen that sits on the rise beyond the loch, the night of a full moon that we will conceive. Tonight is a full moon.”

Ewan circled her waist with his arms and kissed the side of her neck. “Then let us go there.”

“Are ye certain?” She couldn’t help the thrill that filled her voice. She desperately wanted a child, and though Emma had yet to tell Logan about their own conception, she did tell Shona that the old tale of making love by the stone worked for her. This was the perfect distraction from her past—creating a future.

“Of course,” he said, pressing his lips to hers for another heated embrace.

Lord, but she loved her husband. Just when she was breathless and ready to demand he make love to her, he slowly drew away.

He tapped her on the tip of her nose, a satisfied smile on his ruggedly handsome face. He loved to rile her up, make her pant with need. A delicious torment she’d remember the rest of the day until she got him alone again.

“I will let ye finish your remedies, while I see to the castle’s defenses. We will sneak out to the glen this afternoon, afore the sun sets.”

“I will have Cook pack us a picnic.”

Ewan shook his head. “Nay, love. I’ll slip into the kitchen and gather it myself without anyone the wiser. I dinna want to be followed under pretense of protection, else we make a show for them all.” He gave her behind a little pinch.

Shona yelped, and slapped playfully at his roving hand. “For a man who used to love a show at Hildie’s Tavern, ye’ve become quite the prude.”

That had her husband lunging for her, lifting her up into the air and settling her rear on the worktable, his hips spreading her thighs. “Prude, eh?” He bent forward and bit her nipple through her dress, his hard cock grinding against the apex of her thighs.

Tremors of need coursed through her, and she gripped the back of his shirt, prepared to yank it free from his belt. Shona gasped in pleasure. “Mercy! I surrender.”

“’Tis not mercy I shall give.” He tugged a little harder on her nipple. “Only pleasure.”

But a knock at the door stopped his delicious torment. “Mistress?” a woman called from the other side. “Have ye the tincture for the butcher? His wife begs ye hurry.”

Ewan gave her one last longing look and then set her down on the floor with a smack to her bottom. “Your patients await.”

“I’ll see you when the sun is near setting.”

“Aye. Be ready, for I will show ye just what a prude I am not.”

Shona giggled. “I’ll be counting on it.”

As soon as her husband slipped from the workroom back into their chamber, she called out to the servant, “Just a moment,” then straightened her skirt and hair.

When she answered the door, the butcher’s wife was waiting beside the servant in the corridor. The poor woman was ringing her hands.

“Please, mistress, he’s gotten worse overnight. He’s sweating something fierce and tossing and turning.”

“Sounds like his fever is breaking, madam.” Shona ushered the woman over to the worktable and reached for the vial filled with an herbal tincture. “This will help. And plenty of bone broth. Chamomile boiled in water, too.”

“Thank ye so much. We’re so blessed to have the Lady of the Wood among us.”

Shona smiled, hiding how she really felt about the moniker. “Ye’re verra welcome. Do keep me informed of his progress and if ye need more tincture.”

“I will, mistress.”

When the butcher’s wife had left, Shona finished up the rest of her concoctions, slipping another special oil she’d been testing into the pouch tied to her belt.

Shona ventured down to the kitchen next, a usual part of her day, to see if Cook had any food that needed to be delivered to the ill folks in town. The laird of Gealach was ever generous and took care of his people. If they could not feed themselves, he made sure they and their families did not starve. This was a notion Shona really took pleasure in seeing done. It also helped her to get to know the people and examine her patients at the same time.

The rest of the day passed quickly. She watched eagerly as the sun rose high into the sky and then began to make its descent. Sunrise would be in a little over an hour.

With hurried steps, she made her way back to her chamber to wash up and gather several plaid blankets. Though winter was leaving them, the air was still crisp. She’d slept under a blanket of stars several times with her husband. They’d not be cold. He was as warm as a fire, and with blankets to boot; they’d be mighty cozy. Besides, if the rumors were true, the magic of the glen would keep them safe from cold.
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