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      The Scottish Highland Games is the last place Cait McLaird expects to find sex, but when she sees hot kilt-wearing drummer Jake Ferguson, she fantasizes he's pounding his cadence between her legs.

      Intrigued by the beautiful, older blonde he glimpses at the entertainment tent entrance, Jake hunts Cait down in her vendor booth. His invitation to the ice cream parlor may sound innocent, but the kiss is anything but... In a dark corner of the park, Cait finds passion she didn't know she could feel, with a man determined to share the rhythm of his heart.
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      On her way to her booth at the Scottish Highland Games festival, Cait McLaird caught a glimpse of a man’s muscular calf beneath a kilt as it disappeared past a tent opening. The sight of a leg did nothing for her, but something about that bit of skin below the kilt led to all sorts of exciting fantasies. Why a kilt was so much hotter than a pair of shorts was beyond her, but it was the truth. She changed her course and headed toward the entertainment tent.

      The traditional Celtic music had called to her since she’d arrived at the festival that morning to set up her booth, but the responsible angel on her shoulder told her to ignore it and get back to work. She could play later. Her wilder alter-ego on her other shoulder, the one with the fairy tattoo on her ass and pierced belly button, argued that seeing who owned such a well-formed calf wasn’t playing. Running her fingers up the inside of that calf, exploring the planes of the thigh above it, fondling what was most certainly a hard ass—that would be playing.

      Stepping inside the tent opening, Cait let her eyes adjust to the filtered light. Her tartan skirt caressed her legs as she swayed with the song. She searched the space for the elusive owner of that leg. Onstage, Irish bagpipes wailed a march as played by the lead musician. His kilt displayed bony, pale knees. She kept looking.

      A gray-haired, middle-aged man, short and round-bellied, stood on the stage near the piper with a bodhran drum cradled at his side. He rocked the tipper against the skin of the drumhead, coaxing a steady beat from the instrument. She didn’t waste her time checking out his legs.

      Another drummer moved through the crowd. His bearing demanded her attention. A large side drum hung by a strap around his neck, and he beat out the marching meter as he wound his way through the sizable crowd. She felt the music as if his drum controlled the pulse of her heart. The man’s white peasant shirt was open in a vee to mid-chest and tucked into his knee-length kilt. His tartan proclaimed he was a Ferguson.

      Cait couldn’t take her eyes off his body—the way it moved, the way it filled his clothes. His sleeves fit tightly against his muscled forearms as he swung the drumsticks with dramatic flair. He worked the crowd, smiling, nodding, pausing in front of some. His arms kept the beat by rote without looking mechanical. When he turned her way, his eyes widened, and he licked his lips. With the barest of grins, he nodded. Her heart fluttered, and she clamped her legs together, not quite certain if she was savoring the instant throb there or squelching it.

      The drummer continued to walk toward the front of the crowd and played on. Just before he reached the stage, he stopped before an awestruck boy of two or three. The boy’s gaze locked on the moving sticks, entranced, his expression frozen in awe. The drummer knelt and set the drum down in front of the boy, pounded a few beats in demonstration, and offered the sticks to the child.

      The child picked up the sticks and bonked the drumhead, his grin spreading. His eyes never left the instrument.

      Cait’s chest tightened. This Celtic drum god liked children, too. Like a hero from a romance novel, he was too good to be true.

      With her conscience getting the better of her, she forced her lungs to fill and blew the air out through pursed lips as she left the tent. Lily awaited her in their booth. Cait had only gone to find a restroom, but her heart led her to the tent where the pipe and drum band played like the pied piper.

      The Celtic drum god liked children. Seriously? Her biological clock must have kicked in the closer she crept toward her thirtieth birthday. Kids were a long way down the road. She traveled to Celtic festivals too much to have a family, and she wasn’t giving that up just yet.

      Cait loved traditional Celtic music, one of her favorite parts of being a vendor. A good, strong drumbeat was the hottest part of music. Tribal. Somehow seductive. It didn’t really matter what type of drum, as long as the pulse came through hard and constant and driven.

      If the drummer might have abs tight enough to bounce a drumstick on, well, who needed more?

      Forcing herself to return to her booth, Cait wandered through booths of genealogy books and kilts, and adjusted the McLaird tartan draped over her shoulder and tugged the pewter brooch back into place. Sometimes her clothes had a mind of their own, shifting as she walked.

      Although the calendar said it was still spring, the sun was giving a good imitation of later in the year. Oak trees provided some shade, but with no breeze, the air could be stifling.

      The only customer in their booth when Cait arrived was a single shopper looking through Lily’s painted silk scarves hanging on a rack at the front of their display. The day was young, and she’d noticed quite a crowd circling the games field where players warmed up for the log toss. Shoppers would wander by in between games, with many more arriving later in the day.

      Cait’s business partner looked up from the scarf she was painting. “Any good booths?” Lily asked.

      “The usual. There were some fairy statues in one that I’ll go back and look at later.” She straightened the business card holder and flyers that advertised their website, and inspected each of the tables that edged the booth. “There’s a new band, though. Later, when they’re done playing, I’ll go check out their CDs.”

      Lily glanced up again, studying Cait, who lowered herself into the empty chair. “I’m sure they have someone manning their merchandise table while they’re playing.”

      “Oh, yeah, I guess so,” she answered, watching an older couple walk past.

      “That band must be something special. Most of the ones we’ve seen at these smaller games had men on the scrawny side and women just the opposite. What’s their name?”

      Cait sat up straight, eyes popping wide. “I forgot to ask! Well, I guess I’ll have to wait until they’re done so I can find them in their booth. That’d be quicker than flipping through the CDs in all the booths, looking for a photo.”

      “Ah, so there is something that distinguishes these guys. It didn’t occur to you to check the schedule to find their name? He must be fine!”

      “Like something from a historical novel.” Cait heaved a melodramatic sigh before breaking into laughter. “Long wavy hair, fantastic legs, perfect smile...”

      “Sounds like it’s my turn to see the sights.” Lily cleaned her paintbrush and snapped the lid closed on her dyes. She reached under the table for her purse and rose. “I’ll be back.”

      The customer came over with her purchases and Cait added up the transaction. She was too far from the tent to hear the live music, so when the woman left, she reached for her phone and opened the music app, adjusting the volume so as not to scare off any potential buyers.

      Pipes wailed through the external bluetooth speaker and drums pulsed in from behind. An Irish didgeridoo joined in for an odd but hypnotic combination. Her eyes closed, and she swayed in her chair, just feeling the heartbeat of the song. Her fingers tapped on her thigh in accompaniment.

      Her mind wandered far from the booth, far from the park, out of the city. She was no longer in Central California. She was in the Highlands, surrounded by green hills and craggy rocks pointing to the heavens. Mist rose from a loch in the valley below as the sun threatened to climb past the horizon. She stood on the steps of a thatch-roofed cottage, searching the road for her man. He was past due home.

      In her fantasy, movement drew her eye to the bend in the road. A figure approached. He was still too far away to be certain. Was it him? She held her breath, willing it so. She whispered a prayer. “Please, let it be him⁠—”

      A very American male voice responded, “And who would that be?”

      Cait gasped, pulled back to reality, and opened her eyes. “It’s you!”

      “You were praying for me? I have to admit, that’s a first.”

      He stood bold as life before her, his thick brown hair tossed back over his broad shoulders, the loose waves looking windblown and wild, just the sort of style begging to run her fingers through. Without his drum in the way, she could almost picture the ridges of the flat abdomen where his shirt tucked into his kilt. A simple silver pin at the hem of the front flap weighed the fabric down.

      The sporran, a small leather pouch with an embossed silver clasp, hung right at Cait’s eye level on the front of his kilt.

      Suddenly realizing he’d spoken to her, she cringed at the heat rising up her neck. “Ah, no, I was...” She cleared her throat and looked for a plausible excuse. I was having this fantasy, you see, that we lived in a tiny cottage on the side of a hill in Scotland...

      Right.

      She jumped up and moved to a table full of hand-dyed silk camisoles. “So, what can I help you find? A top or a nightgown for your girlfriend?” She held up a purple and lime green gown with lace insets in a Y down the center, and draped it over her clothes.

      His brow rose and he reached out a hand, fingering the delicate fabric where it rested between her breasts. “That must feel amazing on.”

      Cait’s heart rate sped up, and she spoke too breathlessly to hide her reaction to him. “Mmm, yes, in a cold room, slipping into one of these is like sliding an ice cube over your skin. It’s a very sensual weight fabric. For both parties. Do you know her color preferences?” She turned back to the stack of folded gowns, laying an assortment of choices across the front of the table.

      He closed in behind her, trapping her against the table’s edge, and leaned forward. His warmth seeped through her thin blouse, outlining where their bodies touched. He spoke above her ear. “It’s too bad you don’t have a booth for trying these on.”

      She froze and pretended she didn’t hope he was suggesting she model a nightgown, but she didn’t move away. Her butt pressed into his groin, where she could feel his interest growing. “Is your girlfriend here? I suppose I could let her take one to the ladies’ room and try it on. Seeing as how you are performing here and all.”

      His hand rested on her shoulder, sliding between her tartan sash and her blouse, stroking a path along her bra strap. “I was hoping you would model for me.”
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      Cait laughed. She couldn’t help herself. She stepped aside and turned to look up at him, the mood broken. “Lily put you up to this, right?”

      “Put me up to what? Who’s Lily?”

      “My partner. Short, curvy brunette. She went to the tent to hear you guys play after I mentioned hearing you.”

      “We finished our set just after you left.”

      He’d noticed her leave? And here he was. The fluttering in her chest warred with tingling sensations lower, each trying to gain her notice. What should she say? She was so out of practice. Flirt with him, woman!

      He toyed with her blonde braid, pulling it forward over her shoulder, running his fingers down the long plait. When the back of his hand brushed over her nipple, it tightened, all of her senses focused on his touch. She imagined him stroking the tip of her braid over her naked breast and gasped at the heat that shot through her. Say something, she chided. “I uh, enjoyed y-your music.”

      “Did ya now?” he asked, reaching for her neck. He slid his thumb over her pulse point. “I like the rhythm you’re keeping.”

      He leaned down and stole her breath as his lips pressed against hers. Her moan sounded distant to her ears. She stretched up to increase the contact with his mouth, sucking in his lower lip. She wanted more, much more, than just his kiss. Her tongue slipped between his lips to find his, to dance deep within his mouth.

      His hand slid to the small of her back, pulling her closer. Her fingers, caught between the crush of their bodies, felt his nipples harden and she toyed with the nubs.

      Reality hit her in a flash. What if her customers saw her making out in her tent? Way to lose sales. She forced herself to push him away and cleared her throat, trying to get her heart rate back to normal. She glanced toward the front of the booth, grateful for the display of dresses hanging there. “I shouldn’t be doing this here.”

      “Where can we go?” He closed the distance again but kept his hands to himself. He was breathing hard.

      “No, I mean, I’m here for work, this is my business.”

      “Believe me, I mean business...”

      “Look, I’m flattered, really.” She raised her hands and stepped back. “With all the groupies or roadies or whatever you call the girls who throw their panties onstage, I’m sure you have your pick of young, beautiful women.”

      His laugh filled the small space and bounced off the ceiling tarp. “I think you have me confused with Adam Levine. He’s a bit older, shorter hair, but he’s no match for my stamina.”

      He ran the fingers of both his hands over his scalp, fisting a ponytail before letting his hair fall down his back. His cocky grin faded as he studied her. “You don’t remember me, do you?”

      Oh, shit. Was he a one night stand from her past? Some guy who wanted more than she’d been willing to give?

      His lips thinned. “I guess I should be flattered, since I’ve changed so much. A guy just likes to think he made a big enough impression on the girl who sat next to him in English class three years in a row. Big enough that she’d remember him a dozen years later.”

      She studied his eyes and wracked her brain. There were thirty kids in each class, so he was one of ninety kids she was supposed to remember. Of course, sitting beside him that many years meant she’d known him fairly well. Yet nothing in his face seemed familiar.

      He looked so earnest that her gut knotted. Her recognition was really important to him. He stood close enough that she could see laugh lines around his eyes. Was he the class smart ass? Had she really been so oblivious to all the guys around her except those she had a crush on?

      Cait hadn’t stayed in touch with most of her friends once she entered college. She wasn’t good at maintaining relationships with people she didn’t see every day. Most likely they’d been superficial friends, since no one tried to keep in touch. This gorgeous hunk of male flesh could have run in their circle, but she would have crushed on him at some point if he’d looked that good then. And surely she remembered all the guys she crushed on.

      “Cait.”

      She gritted her teeth, trying to pull out a name. “Uhhh…”

      “I guess I should be flattered. I’ve lost a lot of weight. I joined the marines after we graduated.”

      A fat, funny kid in English class. His name hit her and she looked him up and down. Practically memorized every rock hard inch of his six foot frame. No way. “Jake?”

      His smile didn’t reach his eyes. “You look great, Cait.”

      “You look…” Unable to help herself, she licked her lips. Good enough to eat. “Great. Really great.” Really lame response.

      He had cheekbones now, and his jaw had a rugged edge. His skin had color now, not the pale glow of a gamer boy. Jake had been fun, funny, in high school, but they never hung out outside of class.

      He was talking to her again. She tried to focus, but a light breeze brought his earthy shampoo scent under her nose. Damn, he smelled good. Better than brownies baking. She needed a taste of him.

      “...tonight?”

      “Um, tonight?”

      “Yes. Our final set ends at nine and we pack up. We’re staying overnight in the bus here. I can meet you at the vendors’ gate around ten. We can go for ice cream.”

      “Ice cream.”

      “I promise to limit myself to one, so I’ll be safe to drive. I drove up separately from the bus, so I have a vehicle.”

      “Um, yeah, that sounds good.” An ice cream parlor seemed a safe place to go. How much sex could they have in a restaurant booth? She shivered at the mental image of their hands roaming under the table. Of melted ice cream dripping on her breasts to be sucked off by his hot mouth.

      “Great, I’ll see you at ten.”

      “Sounds good.”

      “I’d better get back and sign CDs before the guys send out Security. We’ll be playing again at three and seven, if you want to come listen.” He smiled, and for a moment she saw the sweet, shy kid who’d used laughter to hide behind.

      “I’ll see when I can get away, Jake.”

      He bent and kissed her cheek, turned and left. The rack of Lily’s scarves blocked him from her view and she fought the urge to follow him to the edge of their canopy to watch him walk away. He was wearing a loose kilt, for Pete’s sake. It wasn’t like she could check out his ass. He had such a solid build, his ass had to be tight. She’d love to grab a handful of cheek while kissing him, wrapping her leg around him and claiming him as her own.

      She laughed aloud. She needed to quit reading erotica—she was imagining things she’d never have the chance to try out.

      An ex-marine. An ex-marine who played drums in a Celtic band and strutted around like he knew every woman in the place wanted his body. And he was right.

      He’d changed. Really changed. There was no hesitation in that kiss they’d shared. His touch on her blouse beneath her scarf verged on assault, if she thought about it. There was such a thin line between seduction and assault. This was definitely a seduction, and the Jake she’d known would never have been capable of either.
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      Jake dreaded spending the next few hours signing CD inserts. Normally, he enjoyed it almost as much as playing. Seeing that magical light in the eyes of new fans, people who’d never heard the music of their ancestors, made him grateful for the gift of rhythm he’d been born with.

      Now his mind was on anything but music, and it drove him nuts. He never got distracted. When he played, he was focused. Celtic rhythms poured from his soul, through his arms and onto the drumhead. Primal and sensual, he hoped some of the essence of his passion drummed its way into the listener’s being.

      He couldn’t explain what happened when he looked up during that set and saw Cait standing in the tent opening. Talk about primal. One look at her shot an arrow straight to his cock. Thank God for large, heavy drums and loose kilts. He expected that sort of reaction when he played at rock concerts. Bouncing breasts beneath thin tank tops would get a rise out of a dead man, and he was far from death.

      Yet the setting at the Games was so different. Families gathered here to teach the kids about their ancestry. What was it about Cait that took him out of the G-rated setting? One minute he was teaching a toddler to love the sticks, the next he’s thinking of fucking his high school crush.

      Damn, the thought of her was as good as her touch. He needed to go watch the amateur stone throw, give himself a good laugh. Get his mind back on the events of the day. He didn’t need to spend the afternoon wondering why the hell he asked her out. He didn’t do casual, and he doubted Cait would offer anything more.

      Lately he didn’t do anyone, not in the six months since Meg stormed out of his life. But that didn’t make him desperate. Cait was not a closing-time indiscretion. She was as hot in her kilt as she’d been in her cheerleading outfit in high school. Still as slender, but she didn’t have the wan, empty look of a woman who starved herself at the banquet of life.

      He wanted more than just a snack at that banquet.

      Pete sat at their table under a canopy outside the tent, selling their t-shirts and CDs. Sunglasses hid his eyes, but the grin that spread across his face said enough.

      “What?” Jake snapped.

      “Nothin’. I ain’t saying nothin.’” Pete’s grin got even wider.

      Jeff glanced up from signing a CD cover. He snickered. “That shade of lipstick clashes with your plaid, dude.”

      The two of them broke out laughing. Jake swiped the back of his hand across his mouth, picked up a pair of sticks and began drumming on the back of a chair. In his passionate distraction he hadn’t considered lipstick transfer.

      He also hadn’t thought about shoppers passing by, and the sanity of flirting with Cait, kissing her, seducing her in that setting. Visions of her sitting beside him and laughing at his jokes, saying his name when he passed her in the halls—took away all thought.

      While she hadn’t been the prettiest of the cheerleaders, nor the most popular, she was the kindest by far. They’d never been friends, most significantly because he’d been in the band, otherwise known as the geek squad, but you’d never know it by the way she talked to him in class.

      Cait McLeod was an angel—there was nothing else to it. An angel he thought he’d moved past in the twelve years since high school graduation. Obviously that wasn’t the case.

      He wanted her badly.
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        * * *

      

      Cait folded the nightgowns she had shown Jake. She held a lace-trimmed garment at arm’s length, then draped it down her front. She owned a different gown for each night of the week, all hand-painted with silk dyes, although none with the lace insets. Her cockatiel was the only one who saw her at night, at least in the last year, and he could care less what she had on. Wearing lace that revealed her breasts when sleeping alone seemed trashy… well, not her style, anyway.

      “Look what I got.” Lily breezed into the booth and tossed her purse into her folding chair. She pulled a plastic jewel case out of a bag. “Beggarman Thief, they’re the band you saw. They autographed it for me. Well, all except for one drummer. He’d gone off somewhere.”

      Cait took the case from her friend and looked at the cover. The five members stood in traditional Scottish garb, instruments held at their sides. Four names were scrawled across their images. Jake’s was missing.

      “They’ll be playing again at three if you want to hear them live,” Cait said, handing the CD back to Lily.

      “Oh, did you pick up a schedule of the entertainment acts?”

      Cait looked away before her right eye could begin to twitch. Lily had known her too long and she didn’t want to confess to making out with Jake in the booth like a couple of kids. She reached under the back table and took out the beading she brought to work on.

      “When are the Irish dancers going to perform? I wanted to catch them,” she said.

      “I don’t know. I just heard the schedule for Beggarman Thief. Are you sure you don’t want to watch them? I’ll cover the booth again.” Cait’s eye twitched again, and she was glad she had her back to Lily.

      “No, that’s okay. I can catch them at seven after we close.”

      Traffic got heavier as the afternoon wore on and sales were good. As dusk approached, the women packed the remaining merchandise to store in their motor home overnight. They bought warm lamb pasties and cold ale and sat at open tables with other vendors after the public had been chased out of the area for the night.

      Cait felt a large, warm hand on her back as she sipped her ale. Rich, brown hair spilling around her shoulder announced Jake’s presence before he spoke low in her ear. “Counting the minutes.”

      “Jake, hi. Have you met my business partner? Lily, this is Jake from Beggarman Thief.”

      “Hey.” Lily glanced from Cait to the drummer, her grin widening.

      “Lily.” He smiled and nodded before speaking to Cait. “I can’t stay. We’re about to play the final set. I saw you here and just had to say hi. I’ll talk to you later.” His palm burned an imprint on her back as it trailed across her shoulders, and he was gone.

      Cait studied the lamb chunks and peas on her fork before shoving the large mouthful in, rendering her unable to talk, at least for the moment. She poked at her food, keeping her eyes down.

      “You have to tell me sometime, you know.” Restrained laughter filled Lily’s voice.

      She sighed and washed the pasty down with ale. The cold drink did nothing to cool her flaming cheeks. “He stopped by the tent while you were out this afternoon.”

      “The sexy drummer of the featured band came by our booth and you didn’t tell me? What else aren’t you telling me? Did he buy one of my dresses for his girlfriend?”

      “No, he wasn’t looking to buy. He was looking for me.”

      “No way!”

      “Yes, way. What, am I so boring it’s unbelievable that a hunk would be looking for me?” As she spoke, she realized she still found it mind-boggling. Why should Lily accept it if she couldn’t?

      “I didn’t mean it that way. You’re not boring. It’s just, no one has ever... well, I guess they have. But you’ve never⁠—”

      “I still haven’t.”

      Lily set down her fork and leaned her elbows on the table. Her brown eyes glittered. “What did he want?”

      “He asked me to go out after they finish playing tonight.”

      “You’d better have said yes!”

      “I said I’d go out with him. But I shouldn’t have.” Cait tugged at a tendril that tickled her jawline. A battle warred in her thoughts. She wanted this man more than anything she’d wanted since, well, since she got her first car. Yet sleeping with him, or any man she met on the road, was breaking a cardinal rule. She wasn’t into one-night stands.

      Lily played with her food before taking a deep breath. “What made you say yes?”

      “I think the kiss did it.”

      “He kissed you? You let a man kiss you here at the Highland Games?”

      “In our booth, no less! God, what was I thinking?” She smacked her forehead.

      “You have to go out with him. You have to say yes to whatever he asks.”

      Cait sat back in the metal chair. “Whatever he asks? Are you nuts? Okay, look. I knew him in high school, although I didn’t recognize him⁠—”

      “Good God, how could you forget a guy who looks like that?”

      She ignored that question for Jake’s sake. No one needed to have the geeky parts of their past exposed. That was his business.

      “How did his kiss make you feel?”

      Cait glanced around to see the nearby tables were empty. “Damn... hot, wet, horny. It was such a kiss.”

      “Yes. Whatever he asks, you say yes.”

      “I can’t, Lily. You know me better than that.”

      Her young friend nodded with a sly smile. “Yeah, I know you and I can tell this guy is different. You deserve a break from the flock of accountants and mini-mart managers who keep sniffing at your heels. He remembered you, didn’t he?”

      “God, don’t make me admit to this.” Only mentioning the highlights of their time in school, and not what a snob she must have been, she simply said they’d run in different circles and he’d changed a lot.

      Lily swallowed her drink. “Okay, so maybe he just wants to catch up—but a kiss says something extremely different. Go, have fun… but if he asks for more than a kiss, go for it.”

      Cait retorted with a frustrated grunt and put her napkin on her plate. Maybe she needed this. She needed to let go and have rabid animal sex with a guy who wasn’t going to show up at a parent-teacher meeting. No excuses, no apologies. Live in the moment.

      Music filtered across the grounds, coming from the direction of the tent. Lily cocked her head. “That’s his band.”

      “I guess we should go watch.” Cait stood up so fast she knocked her chair over. So much for being nonchalant. She dropped her trash in a can on their way to the main tent.
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      The crowd clapped and stomped to the beat, with a voice or two singing along with Pete on the chorus. Jake kept an ear on the crowd and an ear on the guys, listening for cues. The crowd was larger than either of the earlier sets and promised a good night.

      With his hair safely behind his shoulders, and his head tilted to one side, he drummed a cadence on the bodhran in his arm. His wrist rocked, fleshing out the background of the tune. The energy in the room changed when Jeff set down his Irish horn and began clapping his hands over his head to encourage the audience to do the same.

      The audience followed suit, with a few dozen people hopping to their feet and bouncing to the beat. As Pete started singing, Jake searched the crowd for a certain blonde.

      He locked eyes with her right away. His smile spread just a fraction. His chest tightened, making it hard to breathe. She’d let her hair down from the braid and she wore one of those little shirts that felt like ice. The wooden tipper in his hand kept rhythm with the other guys, but he was eager to pump up the pace, get the performance over. He wanted to be alone with Cait, to taste her skin and suckle on those breasts she tried so hard to hide.

      The song ended and he traded instruments with Lou, strapping on the large side drum. As Pete picked up his bagpipes, he announced a clan fight song. Jake pounded the marching beat. The pipes joined in and one by one, the other men began to play.

      Jake stepped down from the low stage and moved into the audience. He’d pegged an older couple as fair game for a personal performance and marched their way. Cait stood on the edge of the group, her arms folded around her like a barrier he had to break down. She ran hot and cold, passionate then shy, and he wasn’t sure what to make of her.

      At least she wasn’t lukewarm. She had fire inside. He could see it in more than the flaming highlights of her golden hair. It shone deep in her eyes when she looked at him, and wavered in her gasping breath when they kissed.

      He would find a way to turn off that cold tap— it became his mission for the night. She had to experience the heat he knew they would create together.

      What he felt at that moment had nothing to do with his crush, and he wasn’t trying to prove himself, make her feel guilty for not liking him back. The woman she was now enticed him, and he doubted one night with her would be enough.

      He chose a wandering route, but his destination was clear in his mind. His solo was coming up, and he timed his arrival in front of Cait.
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        * * *

      

      The closeness of the crowd did not cause the warm flush spreading over her body, Jake stopping in front of her did. He looked like a proud warrior, standing as he did a head above the people around them.

      He pounded the drumhead with both sticks simultaneously and the other players went still. The crowd hung on the moment of silence and he struck again. The rhythm was a slow, pagan tempo, like a heartbeat. His sticks bounced; he relaxed his grip to an almost lazy hold.

      She’d heard the singer say this was a battle song, but to Cait it became a fertility rite—tribal drum rolls stirring the village to a frenzy. Jake struck a triplet and a few offbeat notes, breaking the mood, then pounded both sticks at once, a loud beat. And again. He increased the speed gradually, tossing in a few backbeats but keeping the drive hard. Her breathing kept pace.

      The crowd clapped along with the primal pulse, following his lead. He added strikes between the beats, building the tension. The rhythm went faster, building, the urgency increasing, the crowd cheering until his left stick kept the rhythm while the right one battled nonstop. The clapping around him reached a frenzy point. Sweat trickled down his forehead.

      He kept his eyes on Cait as he played, driving the throbbing waves deep into her. Cait’s eyelids narrowed as she focused on his face. She’d always loved percussion, but never had it felt like this. Her lips parted as her breath came in little gasps. He was making love to her with the entire crowd watching.

      He brought both arms down one sudden, final stroke, then lifted his sticks in the air. The pipes wailed behind Jake, and the other drums picked up the beat. He continued to hold her captive with his gaze. She stood still, no longer breathing, then he grinned and winked, shattering the tension.

      Striking up the march, he continued through the crowd. Feeling her body grow limp, Cait slumped against the man standing beside her. Never had a man seduced her so completely without a touch.
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        * * *

      

      When the band quit for the night, Cait walked Lily back to their motor home, giving Jake time to stow his gear. “So, what’d you think?” she asked.

      “They are fantastic. I hope they are scheduled to be at more of the shows we’re doing this year. They really work the crowd well.”

      More of the shows. She stood a real chance of running into him after this weekend. If all he wanted was a one-nighter, she’d then have to avoid him, skip those awkward moments she always had later. “I can’t do this.”

      “Do what? It’s only ice cream, you said. Are you finally considering sleeping with him?”

      “How can I not? He’s so sexy, I can’t help but wonder...”

      “You want to fuck him.”

      “No chance of that happening. Neither of us has a private suite.” She pointed toward her motor home just ahead.

      “I can get lost for a few hours,” Lily offered.

      “Where will you go? And how will you get there? We don’t have a car, just that beast of ours.”

      Lily shrugged, looking around the parking lot at the people sitting in camp chairs outside their tent trailers and motor homes. “I can find company. Have a beer or three.”

      “I’m not doing that to you. We’re not in college and this isn’t a dorm.” She unlocked the door and hooked it open, flicking on the interior light. Lily followed her inside.

      “Well, you didn’t want a one-nighter, so it looks like fate has ensured you can’t have one.”

      “Right. This is a good thing.” She took a step toward the tiny john.

      “Cait, look at me.”

      She turned, frowning.

      “Wow, you really like this guy.” Lily shook her head, her lips pulled in a faint smile.

      She shrugged. “I don’t know him. I probably just need relief from the sexual drought I’m in.”

      “Dr. Lily prescribes that you have sex, sex, and more sex. See if it cures the drought or leaves you wanting more. I have a feeling you know which it’ll be.”
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