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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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