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Chapter One

	Callum

	The grumble of my Harley's engine sputters out as I remove my helmet and gaze at the nondescript brick building in front of me, where I have volunteered to be tortured for three days every week. Well, "volunteered" might be a slight exaggeration. My brother gave me no choice. Jack tried to convince me this is physical therapy for my knee, which I injured a few weeks ago, but I know he has ulterior motives. No idea what they are, not yet, but I have no doubts I'll find out soon.

	With my helmet tucked under one arm, I stride across the pavement to the front doors of the therapy clinic. All right, maybe I limp over to the doors. And it might've taken me twice as long as it should have, and I probably growled and groaned the whole time. My bloody knee bloody hurts.

	Aye, I shouldn't have come on my Harley. Jack will have my hide if he finds out I did that.

	I take a deep breath, straighten my posture, and march—all right, limp—into the building. A receptionist greets me, and I sign in for my appointment, then sit down in a chair that feels like a torture device. I'd known physical therapy would be painful, but I hadn't expected the torment to start in the waiting room. I sit here squirming and grimacing as the seconds tick by. Since the clinic doesn't have a clock on the wall, I keep glancing at the one on my mobile.

	Two minutes. Five minutes. Seven minutes.

	Why do medical people always make their patients wait?

	"Callum?" a female voice calls out.

	I stuff my mobile into my pocket and struggle to get up out of my chair.

	A bonnie lass with golden red hair glances my way. "Do you need some help?"

	"No." I can't stop myself from sounding grumpy. Accepting help, especially from a woman, is not something I like to do. As I reach the lass, though, my mood brightens. She's not only bonnie, but she has beautiful green eyes, sensuous lips, and a toned body. I smile and offer her my hand. "Callum MacTaggart. Are you my physical therapist?"

	"Yes." The lass shakes my hand. "Kate Wagner. Come with me, please."

	I'll follow her anywhere.

	She sweeps her gaze over my entire body, but it doesn't seem like sexual interest. No, I get the feeling she's analyzing me. As she takes in my clothes, her brows wrinkle. I'm wearing jeans, a black T-shirt, leather boots, and a black leather jacket, along with a black helmet tucked under my arm. Why should she seem confused by that?

	The lass twists her mouth into what seems like a disapproving expression. "Did you come here on a motorcycle?"

	"Aye."

	"Why would you do that? It's bad for your knee." She lifts her gaze to my face. "Your brother said you were coming from Loch Fairbairn. Did you ride your bike all the way here? It's got to be three hours away."

	"I towed my Harley to Inverness on a trailer, then rode it here."

	"You still shouldn't be doing that."

	I struggle to stay calm despite her mother-knows-best tone and the way she's squinting at me. "It's my life. If I want to ride a Harley, I'll do it. When I'm here in this clinic, I'll do what you say. But the rest of my life is none of your business."

	"All of your life is my business, Callum." She leans in to stare into my eyes, though she has to stand on her tiptoes to do that. "I'm not just your physical therapist. I'm your counselor too."

	"Counselor?"

	"Your brother hired me to rehabilitate your knee and your mind."

	Cannae help it. I clench my jaw and hiss a breath out through my nostrils. Counseling? Jack is going to pay for this.

	I take a deep breath to calm myself, which doesn't work, and look at Kate Wagner. "Thank you for the offer, but I donnae need a mental counselor."

	She shakes her head. "Sorry. I'm under strict orders to refurbish you, inside and out."

	Refurbish? Ahmno a piece of furniture.

	"Your brother paid for four weeks in advance," Kate says. "The clinic doesn't offer refunds. So if you walk out the door—"

	"Aye, ahmno a bairn. I understand the situation."

	My brother has tricked me into psychotherapy, that's the situation. And he paid in advance to make sure I'd have no choice but to stay. At least I can go home to my cousin Evan's luxury apartment after my thrice weekly torture sessions. Having a billionaire for a cousin has its benefits.

	"Come with me," Kate says, turning toward the doorway she'd come through a moment ago. "We'll start with your body, then move on to your mind."

	I might like that if I didn't know she means to rummage around in my head after tormenting every muscle in my body.

	Kate leads me through the door and down a hallway that has more doors on both sides. Most of them are closed. The therapists here wouldn't want anyone to see them strapping their patients on the rack while asking how it makes them feel.

	At the end of the hall, we stop beside the only open door.

	She waves for me to go inside the room. "Welcome to your home away from home for the next four weeks."

	I limp into the small room, which has a padded bench in the middle of it and a wheeled stool nearby. Cabinets line the wall at floor level and up higher too. She must store her torture devices in there.

	Kate shuts the door.

	When I stop halfway into the room, she walks past me to pat the bench. "Have a seat, and we'll get started. You can hang your jacket on the hook over there."

	She points toward the coat rack in the corner.

	I dutifully remove my jacket and hang it on the hook. Then I rest my erse on the bench, wincing a wee bit when I bend my knee.

	Kate settles her bonnie erse on the stool and rolls it closer to me. She's sitting an arm's length away, and thanks to the fact her stool is shorter than my bench, I can see down the front of her T-shirt, giving me a glimpse of her breasts. But the shirt isn't low-cut enough to reveal much.

	"Let's get started," Kate says. "Tell me how you injured your knee."

	"I was building a cabinet when I dropped my hammer and had to bend down to get it. My foot slipped, and my knee got wrenched."

	"Start at the beginning, Callum. How many times have you injured your knee?"

	"Three. The first time was nine months ago."

	"I see." She folds her arms over her chest and tips her head to the side while she studies me. "You were a firefighter, right? Before you became a carpenter."

	"Aye."

	"Why did you quit?"

	I huff. "Because I injured my bloody knee. A firefighter needs to be agile."

	"Can't be just your knee. There's something else going on under the surface, and together, we're going to dig down to the root cause."

	"Sounds like fun." Aye, my tone implies the opposite. I donnae want therapy of any kind, but Jack has ensured I have to go through with this.

	"Therapy isn't supposed to be a party. This will hurt, and you'll probably want to swear at me often. But if you do what I say, I guarantee you'll feel better when we're done."

	"Never heard of a therapist guaranteeing results. Are you sure you're licensed for this?"

	She shakes her head. "That won't work. I've dealt with men who are much more pigheaded than you."

	"I am not pigheaded. Donnae want to spill my ruddy guts to a stranger, that's all."

	Kate is still eying me with her head tipped to the side, but now she's squinting too. "Jack led me to believe you're a cheerful, laid-back guy. But you're grumpy and uncooperative."

	"Ye met me two minutes ago. Isn't it unprofessional to make snap judgments?"

	Her sexy mouth curls into a smug smile. "You just proved my point. Grumpy, uncooperative, and argumentative."

	I groan and rub my eyes. "Can we get on with the physical therapy?"

	"Sure. Just tell me how you injured your knee the first time."

	Kate won't give up, will she? The woman is much more bloody-minded than I am.

	I blow out a sigh. "Have it your way. I was injured on the job. It was a house fire."

	"There's more to the story, for sure. But we'll set that aside for now." She pats my knee—the good one. "Let's get started on the physical side of your therapy. I need to evaluate you."

	"All right."

	"Lie down."

	I stretch out on the padded bench, linking my hands over my belly.

	Kate pulls a lever on the underside of her stool to lift it to the height of the bench. "First, I'm going to gently explore your knee. Let me know if anything hurts."

	She lays her hands on my calf, just below my knee, and works her way up while cautiously palpating my flesh. I wince when she presses on my knee, but she keeps going, her fingers exploring every side of my leg.

	"That one spot hurt, right?" she asks. "But was there any other discomfort?"

	"No. Only that spot."

	She inches her fingers up my thigh, gently poking and prodding as she goes. When her fingers come within a few inches of my groin, my entire body flinches.

	"What's wrong?" she asks. "Is it really painful there?"

	"No, it's—Just donnae touch me there." Because her fingers are inching too close to my cock, and the last thing I want is to get an erection while my physical therapist examines me.

	"Are you sure it doesn't hurt there? Could be a more widespread problem if—"

	"There's no pain. Just stick to my knee, all right?"

	"Sure. I don't want to cause you too much discomfort."

	Kate stands up and kicks the stool out of her way. Then she takes hold of my calf with both hands. "Try to relax and just let me move your muscles for you. Okay?"

	"I'll try." Not much chance I'll relax, but I can give it a go.

	With her hands around my calf, she exerts light pressure to bend my knee, then slides her hand up. "Still okay?"

	"Aye."

	She sets my foot down on the bench, leaving my knee bent. Then she runs her hands down my thigh and back up to my knee. When she starts massaging my flesh while she moves her hands up my thigh, I fight the urge to clench my jaw. My gaze stays riveted to her fingers while they crawl closer to my groin and she kneads my thigh. I grip the sides of the bench, but she keeps going until her fingers graze my cock. I grimace, but she doesn't seem to notice what part of me she's touching.

	Any second, I'll get an erection. In front of Kate.

	"Stop," I growl.

	"Does it hurt?" She stays focused on my thigh, still massaging me.

	"No, it bloody doesn't hurt. Just stop. Now."

	She freezes, but doesn't remove her wee hands from my leg. "What's wrong?"

	And that's when it happens. I get an erection.

	"Mhac na galla," I snarl. "Didn't I tell you to stop doing that? Donnae ye ever listen?"

	"What is your problem?"

	I cover my face with one hand and mutter, "My slat."

	"Your what?"

	"My cock, ye daft woman." I spread both palms over my face, then drop them. But I still can't look at her. "I have—Bod an Donais. I told ye not to touch me there."

	Finally, she glances at the offending body part. Her eyes go wide, though only for a second. "Oh. Sorry."

	She pulls her hands away.

	But it's too late.

	
Chapter Two

	Kate

	Callum is embarrassed. I get that, and I feel bad for putting him in this situation. But honestly, I've seen men with erections before. It doesn't bother me, though it clearly bothers him, and I need to figure out how to soothe his wounded pride. Men can be so sensitive about their dicks. But I never would've expected Callum to react that way, not after his grumpy behavior leading up to this little incident.

	Not that his dick is little. Oh no, even before the erection issue, I could tell he has the kind of equipment every woman dreams of experiencing. I won't do that, though. No sex with clients. I don't like grumpy guys anyway, and I absolutely do not like bikers. At least Callum wears a helmet, but I will never get anywhere near his "equipment" or his motorcycle.

	"I'm sorry," I tell Callum. "Didn't mean to make you uncomfortable. But I've seen this reaction before when I start evaluating a man, so you have no reason to feel weird about it."

	"No reason?" He scowls at me. "It's your fault. Coinbheineadh my slat is not professional."

	He told me slat means penis, but the other thing has me flummoxed. "What did you just say? Is that Gaelic?"

	"Aye. And I said feeling up my cock is not professional."

	"There was no feeling up of any part of you. I was doing my job."

	He still looks annoyed, but at least he's not scowling anymore. "Fine. I'll let it go. But donnae be putting your fingers anywhere near—" He scrunches up his face. "You know where I mean."

	I guess he can't even bring himself to say the word slat anymore, much less erection or penis. But I have to ask, "You said a couple of other Gaelic things. What did they mean?"

	He scratches the back of his neck, his head bowed. "Mhac na galla means son of a bitch. And bod an Donais means, ah…the devil's penis."

	"I see."

	"They're curse words."

	"Uh-huh." I step back. "The physical evaluation is over. Let's move on to phase two."

	"How many phases are there?"

	"Three. We did the exam. Later, we'll start your physical therapy, but now it's time for the mental portion."

	Callum groans and shakes his head. "Ahmno talking about my feelings with you."

	"Who would you talk about that with?"

	"No one." He pushes up into a sitting position. "Psychotherapy is rubbish."

	"Do you tell your brother that? He's a psychologist, after all."

	Callum rolls his eyes. "Jack is different."

	"Because he's your brother." I want to point out the hypocrisy in that, but it would be unprofessional. Instead, I drop onto my stool and wheel it backward to give Callum some space. "Tell me about your relationship with your brother."

	"It's fine."

	"Be more specific, please."

	"Jack and I get on well enough. No problems there, so I have nothing to tell you about that."

	Uncooperative doesn't even begin to describe Callum MacTaggart. While Jack had told me his brother is easygoing and happy, he'd left out the details about Callum's current attitude problem. To be fair, though, Jack did mention his brother had changed lately, ever since he reinjured his knee. My job is to find out why.

	This might take more than four weeks.

	"So, there isn't anyone you would talk to," I say. "Not even a friend? Or one of your cousins? Jack said you have lots of those."

	"Aye, I do." Callum swings his legs off the bench. "But I donnae share my innermost feelings with them either. It's private."

	"But you do have things you need to discuss with someone. Right?"

	"I can work it out on my own."

	Oh yeah, more than four weeks. This might take years.

	Since it's my job to be nosy, I press on. "You must have one friend."

	He flattens his lips, then blows out a breath. "Ye willnae give up, will ye?"

	"Nope. Might as well share one little thing with me. If you answer this question honestly, with no evasion, then we can go into the exercise room to start your recovery routine."

	The pigheaded Scot growls under his breath. "I have a friend. Hugh Parrish has been my best mate for years."

	"But you won't talk to him either."

	Callum shrugs. "Hugh lives in England, and he's busy with family matters. We haven't seen each other in person since last summer and haven't spoken for almost two months."

	"You've never heard of the telephone?"

	He flashes me another scowl. "Of course I have. But we both have too much going on in our lives to be havering every night the way lasses do. We email, though."

	"You should do more than that." I hop off my stool. "If you agree to call Hugh tonight, I won't ask any more nosy questions today."

	"But you'll harass me again on Wednesday."

	"Yes." I lean in to stare straight into his gorgeous blue eyes. "It's my job to harass, harangue, and generally hound you. That's therapy."

	"I will ring Hugh tonight. Satisfied?"

	"This is for your benefit, not mine. But yes, I'm glad you're going to talk to your best friend. Now, let's head into the exercise room to start your physical therapy."

	"Ahmno leaving this room until—Well, just not yet."

	Oh, I get it. He's still freaked about the hard-on incident. I glance at his groin, and I see why. He's still semi-hard.

	"If you need a minute," I say, "I can wait in the hall until you're ready."

	"In the hall? How am I meant to, ah…recover when I know you're standing just outside the door?"

	Wow, he's bent out of shape about this. "Okay. I'll go into the exercise room to get things set up. As soon as you're ready, just turn right when you leave this room and go all the way to the end of the hall. You'll see the sign for the exercise room."

	"All right."

	I leave, shutting the door behind me, and head for the exercise room. For the next ten minutes, I putter around getting things set up for Callum's session. It doesn't take me that long, but I do things very slowly to waste time until the grumpy Scot recovers his male pride. Cheerful and laid-back? Oh yeah, Jack MacTaggart has some explaining to do. Either that, or I bring out the snarling jerk hidden inside Callum. I know I can be a bit tough, but I do it for my clients' own good.

	Just as I'm wondering what to do now that I've set everything up, Callum pushes through the swinging doors and limps into the room. He stops a couple of feet inside the doorway, glancing around the space like he's never seen an exercise facility before.

	I wave to him. "Over here, Callum."

	He swerves his attention to me, nods once, and scuffles this way. His gaze narrows when he sees the equipment beside me. "Is that a stationary bicycle?"

	"Yes. It's for warming up before we get into the real therapy."

	"But you scolded me for riding a motorcycle. That's a kind of bike."

	"This is different. It doesn't have an engine that rattles your bones with its vibrations, and you won't sit on it without moving your legs."

	He gives the bike a dirty look. "Donnae need warming up."

	"Yes, you do. Unless you want to get leg cramps later." I pick up a stack of folded clothing. "You can borrow these sweats for today, but you'll need to get your own before your next appointment."

	"I donnae wear sweats."

	"As long as you're my client, you will. Jeans aren't flexible enough." I thrust the clothes at him. "Get changed, Callum. Now. The bathroom is over there."

	I stab a finger in the air to indicate where he should go.

	He squints at me while a muscle jumps in his jaw. Then he snatches the clothes away from me and hobbles off to the bathroom faster than he should, considering his injury. Oh, that stubborn, rude man. I don't care how attractive he is. Callum MacTaggart is a jackass.

	My reluctant client hobbles back to me a few minutes later, now wearing gray sweatpants and a gray T-shirt. I'd borrowed the clothes from a coworker who's not as, um, well-built as Callum. The T-shirt clings to every muscle on his torso, and the pants mold to his groin and thighs. He might be a jerk, but damn, he's got a killer body.

	"Are the clothes too tight?" I ask.

	"No, they're fine."

	"Good. Now, get on the bike."

	Though I can tell he wants to gripe about it, he sighs and climbs onto the bicycle. "How long am I meant to do this?"

	"Five minutes. There's a timer on the dashboard." I point at the box attached to the middle of the handlebars and the four zeros displayed on its screen. "Right there."

	He starts pedaling, though he refuses to touch the handlebars, and instead locks his arms over his chest while he glares at the wall on the other side of the room.

	Yeah, Jack is definitely getting an earful from me. Callum might turn out to be the most difficult client I've ever had.

	I stand beside the bike while Callum pedals away, strictly to keep an eye on him and get an idea of how his knee is doing. He doesn't pedal too fast, so I don't need to "scold" him about that. I bet he drives his motorcycle faster than the speed limit. He seems like that kind of guy. My mind decides now is a good time to make me imagine Callum astride his motorcycle, those powerful thighs hugging the machine while it rumbles and vibrates, roaring down the road. And naturally, that fantasy spurs my gaze to gravitate toward the man himself and slide down to his thighs before my focus lifts to his arms and the thick muscles of his biceps.

	What would it feel like to go for a ride on his motorcycle, with my body strapped to his, the engine vibrations shivering through my flesh and exciting my body? Is it possible to have sex on a motorcycle? Not while we're driving down the road, obviously. But we could pull over and—

	No. I do not get down and dirty with my clients. Especially not rude ones.

	But maybe I could have sex with him once, strictly to get this inappropriate lust out of my system.

	Ugh, woman, what is wrong with you?

	I shift my gaze to the timer on the handlebars. He's been pedaling for four minutes and twenty seconds. Thank goodness. I won't have time to fantasize about the jerk's body once we get started on his physical therapy.

	The timer hits five minutes.

	"All done," I say. "Now I need to evaluate you a little more."

	"More?" He hops off the bike. "We did that already."

	"When you were lying down. Now I need to see you in motion." Since he's just standing there, I lay a palm on his back and give him a little shove. It barely disturbs him. "Walk across the room and back so I can watch how you move."

	"Is this really necessary?"

	"Yes, it is." I give him another shove. "Get moving."

	He warps his mouth into an irritable slant but starts striding across the room.

	Though I should be watching how he walks, I can't stop staring at his toned ass. Oh yeah, sex with him could be amazing. I mean, with all those muscles… But no, I can't get naked with him.

	So I focus on watching his knee, the way he moves it and how much he limps. His warm-up on the stationary bike seems to have limbered him up, and the longer he walks, the less he hobbles. When he turns around and ambles back to me, I pat his shoulder. "Good job. I don't think your knee is as bad as you think. Maybe it's partly psychosomatic."

	"Are you claiming I imagined injuring myself?"

	"No. I'm saying there might be a psychological component to your physical problem."

	"That's bollocks."

	"We'll see." I grasp his upper arm to urge him to come with me to the area where I've set things up for his physical therapy session. We end up standing beside a foam mat that I had spread out on the floor earlier. "Lie down. It's time for straight leg raises."

	For once, he doesn't grouse. Callum lies down on the mat and follows my instructions for this exercise, doing two repetitions of ten stretches each. I turn sideways to him so I can watch how he moves his leg and count the reps for him. He makes a face when I do that, but he doesn't say anything.

	I swear he's ogling my ass, though. His lips kink up the tiniest bit at the corners.

	No sex with Callum. No way.

	
Chapter Three

	Callum

	Kate Wagner tortured me today. That woman is a menace, and she shouldn't be allowed to give any kind of therapy to anyone. Psychosomatic? What a load of bollocks. I didn't imagine I sprained my knee, and if that's what she thinks, then I need a different therapist. There's no way in hell I'm letting that she-demon root around in my brain. She'll probably try to convince me I have a serious mental defect just so she can make more money off my brother's misguided generosity.

	But I know Kate will harass me even more on Wednesday if I don't try at least one wee thing she demanded I do. I decide to call Hugh Parrish, my best mate. But before I can do that, my mobile rings. I barely get to say hello before the caller starts talking, but I would've recognized Alex Thorne's British voice even if he weren't married to my cousin Catriona.

	"Good afternoon, Callum," he says. "I've rung to warn you. The American Wives Club is mobilizing."

	"To do what?"

	"Help you, of course. Once those lovely lasses have set their sights on a goal, there's no stopping them."

	"I donnae need help." Especially not from the American wives of my brother and our cousins. I love those women, but they need to have more bairns to keep them busy, so they'll stop harassing the single men in the family. "Tell Cat to call off the dogs, Alex. My life doesn't need fixing."

	Maybe it does, but that's none of anyone's business. Besides, the American Wives Club specializes in engineering romance, and I do not need that sort of meddling.

	"I wouldn't order Catriona to stop meddling even if I could," Alex says. "Maybe I appreciated it slightly when those luscious ladies interfered in my life. At any rate, the train has already left the station."

	"Enough rubbish metaphors, Alex."

	Underneath the snarky attitude, Alex is a good bloke. And he's warning me about the latest meddling scheme, so I can't get too annoyed with him. A wee bit will do.

	"All right," he says. "No more metaphors. But you know you can't stop the American Wives Club. And I hear the British Branch is mobilizing too."

	"To do what? They're in England. Are they planning to send me emails ordering me to find a girlfriend?"

	"No," Alex says with a chuckle. "They're plotting an invasion."

	Maybe I'm thickheaded today because I still don't understand. "Invasion of what?"

	"Scotland." Alex lowers his voice to almost a whisper. "They're coming for you, mate."

	Coming? To Scotland? No, they can't do that. Their husbands won't let them. Aye, because men have such cracking luck talking women out of interfering in…anything.

	"Well, I've warned you," Alex says. "Cheers, Callum."

	"Aye, cheers."

	My chat with Alex has convinced me I do need to talk to Hugh. He lives down there in England where the British Branch of the American Wives Club is "mobilizing." Iasg is feòil. No, I won't growl that to those women when and if they turn up in Scotland. They wouldn't understand it, especially if I told them the phrase means "fish and flesh." Curses aren't meant to be literal. But I might swear at Jack when I see him again because this must be his fault somehow.

	"Greetings from Sommerleigh House," Hugh says when I ring him. "How is bonnie Scotland?"

	"Cloudy. You're at home today? Thought you swore you'd only go back there for Christmas, Boxing Day, and New Year's. 'I love London and hate the country,' that's what you said."

	"Yes, but it's more convenient to stay here for a day or two. Ben and Sam are having a do at their house tomorrow, and his wife is dying to meet me."

	I snort. "Aye, I'm sure Sam will fall at your feet and beg you to shag her. She's married, ye erse."

	"You're in a mood today. When you can't handle my humor, I know there's trouble brewing."

	"Aye, there is." I drop onto an armchair, one of four arrayed around the living room in this bloody enormous apartment. "Jack sent me to physical therapy in Inverness, but he didn't warn me I'd be getting psychotherapy too. It's a package deal—physical and mental torture simultaneously."

	"A therapist who does the body and the mind? Can't picture you submitting to either one."

	"I have no choice. Jack paid for it—in advance. No refunds."

	"Blimey. You must be in hell."

	Aye, I can always count on Hugh to be on my side. "I'm meant to suffer through a month of thrice-weekly torture sessions."

	"Must take a very brawny chap to keep you in line."

	I squirm in my seat, wincing though Hugh can't see that. "My therapist is a bossy lass who scolded me for riding my Harley."

	"Bossy lass?" He chuckles. "She must be one sexy bird to get you tied up in knots."

	"Kate is a she-demon."

	Hugh laughs louder this time. "Poor Callum. A luscious lass is laying her hands on you three times a week. Most men would love that, but you make it sound like a life sentence in hell."

	"Ye havenae met Kate, so ye donnae know what you're on about."

	"That's true. Maybe I should come for a visit and meet the she-demon. Can't let my best mate suffer alone."

	I groan. "You want to come here so you can have a poke with her."

	"Well, if you don't like her…"

	"She might be married, you know. Maybe that's why she acts like such a shrew."

	"Oh, I must meet his woman immediately."

	My conversation with Alex resurfaces in my mind, and I decide telling Hugh about the invasion is the best way to change the subject. "It gets worse. The American Wives Club is mobilizing to interfere in my life, and the British Branch wants to invade Scotland."

	"Do they? This sounds more intriguing by the second." He switches to an overly dramatic voice. "I definitely need to rush up there to save my best mate from a meddling campaign. Lord Sommerleigh to the rescue, eh?"

	"I donnae need rescuing. But maybe I wouldn't mind having one person on my side."

	"Brilliant. I'll be there the day after tomorrow. Can't miss Ben and Sam's party."

	"No rush. It'll take time for those lasses to get mobilized."

	"You don't understand women at all, do you?"

	He could be right about that.

	We say goodbye, and I wander over to the windows to gaze out at the grey sky. I have nothing to do tomorrow, no one to see, nowhere to go. I could take a ride on my Harley, but Kate will scowl at me if she finds out I've done that. And she will know. I'm sure the she-demon can see me wherever I go.

	Luckily, my cousin Evan left food in the refrigerator. After a few hours of staring at the television, I make myself dinner and eat it while…watching TV. I need a life, don't I? Bod an Donais. I know exactly what Hugh would say. You need to get laid, mate. And he'd be right.

	I manage to sleep that night, despite hearing in my head the voices of everyone I know telling me to stop acting like a numpty. When I do fall asleep, I have dreams that ensure I wake up not at all rested.

	Because I dream of Kate Wagner.

	She's naked, of course, and not behaving like a professional therapist. In my fantasies, she does things that would make an adult film star blush, and I wake up with the stiffest morning hard-on I've ever had. Aye, the lass is bonnie and sexy, but I can't get past her rigid attitude about…everything. Maybe I drive her to act that way. Donnae know. I haven't seen her with other people, so maybe she treats all her patients like naughty children.

	Though I wouldn't mind if she spanked me…

	Bloody hell. I do not want Kate. She's the most annoying woman I've ever met.

	Since I have an entire day to do anything I want, before I return to the torture chamber tomorrow, I decide to go sightseeing. When Jack suggested this therapeutic getaway in Inverness, I'd told him I would go back to my carpentry work on the days when I didn't have physical therapy sessions. He threatened to take away my car keys and my Harley if I tried to do any sort of work.

	"You need to recuperate," Jack had said. "Your knee will never fully heal if you don't give it a chance."

	Then he offered to pay all my living expenses for the month that I'm in Inverness. I wanted to tell him "away and chew a brush," but I knew Jack wouldn't give up that easily. So I took the coward's route and agreed to his plan.

	Sightseeing by myself isn't any fun at all. I stare at Loch Ness for a while, then I shop for souvenirs to give to my family. Since they are all Scottish, except for the American women so many of them have married, souvenirs seem like a moronic idea. I do it anyway. Aye, I'm an eejit. I spend the rest of the day watching football on TV.

	And then it's doomsday, otherwise known as my second appointment with Kate.

	Seconds after I sit down in the waiting room, Hugh rings me. "Has the she-demon gnawed all the flesh off your bones yet?"

	"No, ye cacan. I haven't seen her yet."

	"Are you sure you're Callum MacTaggart? An alien parasite must've taken over your body, because my best mate would never call me a wee shit."

	"Of course I would."

	"But only in a cheeky tone."

	I rub my eyes and groan. "Sorry, Hugh. When will you get here?"

	"Should be there to meet you after your appointment. I'm in the air as we speak, flying across Scotland."

	"All right. See you in a while."

	"Cheers, Callum."

	I grumble and end the call. Aye, I'm glad Hugh is coming for a visit, but I do not look forward to my next therapy session.

	"Callum."

	Kate's voice snaps me out of my thoughts. She's standing on the other side of the waiting room, holding the door to the torture chamber open while looking at me. I heave myself off my chair, and every part of me feels stiff from just sitting in the hard, uncomfortable seat. Why do medical places always have chairs that a robot wouldn't want to sit on?

	I hobble toward Kate and follow her down the hall and into the exercise room. "Walk around the room briskly for five minutes."

	"Havenae ye heard of the word please?" I ask. "Ahmno a dog."

	"But I already know how difficult you are, so I'm taking a no-nonsense approach."

	"You have a nonsense-only approach too? Or half-nonsense?"

	She ignores my comments and waves her hand in a circular gesture. "Walk around the room for five minutes. It's your warm-up for today." She lays a hand on my arm, opening her mouth like she wants to speak, but she hesitates, eying my biceps. "You must work out when you're at home."

	"Aye."

	The lass gives my arm a gentle squeeze. Then she blinks rapidly, focusing on my face. "That's good. It'll make physical therapy much easier. Now, get moving."

	I salute her.

	She shakes her head and crosses her arms over her chest.

	All I can do is obey her command. I walk a circuit around the room while I memorize the posters on the wall. One shows all the muscles in the human body, with the skin stripped off to expose every sinew. My lip curls. Cannae help it. Anatomical drawings always make me feel uneasy. Humans have skin for a bloody good reason. Nobody would want to shag if we all had to see what's under each other's skin.

	Five minutes later, Kate whistles and waves for me to go back to her.

	"Do you always whistle like that to call your patients back to you?" I ask as I reach her. "Or are you being sarcastic, treating me like an animal because I said ahmno a dog?"

	"I don't have patients. You are my client."

	"That's what Jack says too. Are you sure you're not a robot programmed by my brother?"

	She huffs and points straight down at the blue mat lying on the carpet. "On the floor, Callum. Now."

	Bloody hell, she's more than bossy. She's a harpy.

	I lie down on the mat, on my back. "You remind me of my cousin Logan, who used to be in the army and MI6. You're sexier than him, but just as demanding."

	Kate bends over to aim her sharp gaze straight into my eyes. "Man up, MacTaggart. It's time for straight leg raises."

	Bod an Donais. That woman is going to drive me barking mad.

	
Chapter Four

	Hugh

	I walk into the building and march straight up to the reception desk. Why am I here? To save my best mate from a shrew who might also be a she-demon. I expect to see glowing red eyes and small red horns when I finally meet Kate Wagner, considering the way Callum described her. He didn't mention her looks, which makes me wonder if she has green warts too.

	The pretty lass behind the waist-high desk raises her head from whatever papers she'd been perusing. Her eyes widen for a heartbeat, then she smiles shyly. "How may I help you, sir?"

	"I'm Hugh Parrish." I offer the girl my hand. "Viscount Sommerleigh. And I'm here to meet my best mate, Callum MacTaggart. I believe he's with Kate Wagner right now."

	"Oh aye, the fireman." She shakes my hand while fluttering her lashes at me.

	Callum hasn't been a fireman for nine months, but I won't correct the girl. She's lovely, and I am always in the market for a sexy companion—for dinner or the night.

	"Mr. MacTaggart is with Kate right now," the girl says. "But I'll let her know his friend is here."

	I notice the small name tag pinned to her chest. "Thank you, Mary. And what a lovely name you have, though it's not as lovely as you."

	Mary giggles, then picks up the phone and punches three buttons. She listens while her gaze goes distant. "Kate, Mr. MacTaggart's friend is here. Should I have him wait?" She listens a bit more while catching her lip between her teeth. "Aye. I'll do that."

	She ends the call and smiles shyly again. "Kate says she'll be out in a minute to speak to you, Mister—Viscount Sommerleigh? Or is it Lord Sommerleigh?"

	I lean in and wink. "You can call me Lord Steamy."

	Mary blushes.

	Oh yes, I love making women blush. It's adorable and sexy. Maybe I enjoy telling women the moronic nickname that someone—a female someone, though I don't know which one—invented for me a few years ago. But it does come in handy when I'm trying it on with a woman. I don't want to seduce Mary, though. My flirtation is more of a reflex.

	I lean in closer. "Why don't you just call me Hugh?"

	"All right." She flutters her lashes again and slants toward me a touch. Then something past my shoulder snares her attention, and she straightens. "Kate is here to speak to you."

	I pat Mary's hand. "Thank you for taking such good care of me, darling."

	She blushes again.

	Then I turn around, getting my first look at the she-demon from the depths of hell. And I freeze. Blimey, that can't be her.

	A woman with golden red hair, tied up in a ponytail, stands just outside a closed door, scanning the surroundings as if she's looking for someone. She is looking. For me. I'm a lucky bloke, aren't I? Kate Wagner has a

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	cover.jpeg











images/image.jpeg
/"’N’"

AMERICAN
) fwer (et

A Hot Brits / Hot Scots / Au Naturel
Crossover Book

ANNA DURAND

JACOBSVILLE BOOK: % AAAAAAAA , OHIO






