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      “Historically accurate with poignant characters dealing with strife so gut-wrenching, I can’t even imagine how I’d respond. Gripping story with an explosive ending.”

      N.N. Light Book Heaven Reviews

      

      “Aubrey Wynne’s epic historical romances bedazzle as much as it leaves the reader breathless! Her intricate details lavish the reader with picturesque landscapes, scrumptious dialogue, leaving nothing too small to define.”

      InD’tale Magazine

      

      “Somewhere between Austin and Heyer. A good read.”

      

      “The scenes are so graphically detailed and descriptive, it paints an elegant backdrop that makes the storyline pop.”

      

      “This well-written piece has a balance of sorrow and happiness it will make you cry, smile, and maybe even jump with joy. I highly recommend this charmer.”

      

      “Aubrey wields her words as skillfully and precise as a surgeon with his scalpel.”
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      Keep updated on future releases, exclusive excerpts, and prizes by following my newsletter:

      https://www.subscribepage.com/k3f1z5

       

      Once Upon a Widow series (sweet Regency)

      Earl of Sunderland #1

      A Wicked Earl’s Widow #2

      Rhapsody and Rebellion #3

      Earl of Darby #4

      Earl of Brecken #5

      Earl of Griffith #6

      Beware A Walflower’s Wrath #7

      A Wallflower’s Wassail Punch #8

      The Scoundrel’s Christmas Challenge #9

       

      A MacNaughton Castle Romance (steamy Regency Highland series)

      A Merry MacNaughton Mishap (Prequel, only sweet romance in series)

      Deception and Desire #1

      Allusive Love #2

      A Bonny Pretender #3
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      Annis Craigg gave her heart away at seventeen. First to the handsome lord who spoke so sincerely of love, then to her newborn son. Fifteen years later, she’s content as a “widow” and the life she has created. Until her past comes back to haunt her—and beg her forgiveness. Both her son—and the Englishman who has stubbornly remained in her affections—find their lives turned upside down when they discover the secrets she has kept to herself.

      

      Lord Robert Harding, third son of a marquess, fell in love with a shy Scottish lass. His dominating father had arranged a betrothal with a wealthy earl’s daughter. Facing the choice of being shunned by his family and society or returning penniless to Scotland, Robert reluctantly does his duty. After fifteen years of silent longing for Annis, his wife dies, and he is free. Older, wiser, and now financially independent, he defies the marquess and heads to Glasgow.

      

      Lies, secrets, and betrayal will challenge the fierce love of a steadfast Highlander and remorseful but determined Englishman. Will destiny find a way to bring two star-crossed souls together?
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      April 1805

      Glasgow, Scotland

      
      “Marry me,” he whispered into her ear. “Make me the happiest of men.”

      “Yer family doesna even ken I exist, Lord Robert Harding,” Annis whispered back, her eyes closed, her head leaning back against his shoulder. “A marquess’s son marrying a commoner, and a Highland lass, at that.”

      She tipped her head back so their eyes met—her stormy blue clashing with his lighter hazel green. Those colors seemed to characterize their relationship and individual personalities. Annis Craigg of the MacNaughton clan was a Highlander from Dunderave, who confronted life with a sweet but stubborn defiance. She was fearless, never letting an obstacle—be it money, her sex, or knowledge—get in the way of her goal. This “flaw” seemed to set her apart and make her a wallflower of sorts. Robert, who was more disciplined and methodical in his confrontations, admired her and enjoyed the contrast in their relationship. He wasn’t put off like other men in Glasgow.

      “Annis, my love, I’m serious,” he said. “I’m the third son and of little importance to the family name. My older brothers will provide more than enough triumphs to quench Father’s thirst for glory.”

      “Englishmen never have enough glory.”

      “You wouldn’t need to work.”

      They sat in the parlor of the MacNaughton boarding house in Glasgow, home to many of the clan who worked at the MacNaughton Textile Mill. It was a large room with a thick, well-used wool carpet beneath his boots, large windows with equally worn curtains allowing plenty of sunlight, and paintings of the Highland landscape hanging on the walls. A space that had been lived in, comfort blanketing the inhabitants who gathered here. A room where Robert had immediately felt at home, at ease. A room so blatantly different—in décor and ambiance—than the parlors of his childhood.

      A fire crackled in the hearth, sending waves of heat over his already-warmed skin. His blood boiled each time he saw this Scottish beauty, and time only seemed to increase his feelings for her.

      “Ye ken I want to work, ye dunderhead.” Her delicate dark-amber brows came together in a frown. “Unless ye havena been listening to me.”

      “I cling to your every word,” he said, placing a kiss on her nose. “But I’ll make a good living as a barrister. And when Aunt Lucille dies, I will have the estate. It’s small but⁠—”

      “How will I work at the bookstore when we live a half-day’s journey from Glasgow?” She sat up, her honey-brown hair falling down her back. Her slender fingers quickly gathered the shining tresses, twisted them, and shoved a hairpin into the center, creating a makeshift bun. “If someone walks in, they’ll think we’ve been up to something.”

      “We have,” Robert mumbled, nipping at her neck and laughing when she slapped at him.

      “I mean, they’ll assume ye’ve taken advantage of me. I willna have ye ruining my reputation when I’ve no’ even had the pleasure of being ruined.”

      A loud guffaw erupted from his throat. “And that is why I love you so. I never know what will come out of your beautiful mouth next.”

      “I only speak my mind,” she said with narrowed eyes. “Ye must realize if my cousin Colin⁠—”

      “He won’t be wed until next month, so he’s not really family yet. It seems as if everyone in Scotland is somehow related.”

      Colin MacNaughton was betrothed to one of Annis’s cousins. The man was built like a mountain, and Robert could imagine his head plucked off his shoulders with one of the man’s bear paws.

      “It doesna take much blood to make one part of a family, but that’s beside the point. He’s part of our clan. If he ever caught ye doing anything that wasna proper⁠—”

      “I’d be a dead man.” Robert winced just thinking of the giant raven-haired Scot. “I’m surprised he allows us together at all, considering I’m English.”

      “Och, he holds no grudge against ye for yer birth. It would be easier if ye didna look so English though.” She tousled his hair. “If ye had a wee red in these blond waves and a bit o’ sun on your skin, it would help.”

      “I can remedy one but not the other.” She was distracting him, changing the subject so she didn’t have to answer his question. He pulled her fingers from his head, immediately missing the caress, and held both her hands in his. “Annis, I’m serious. I want to tell my family we are betrothed when I return home.”

      He saw the flash of pain in her eyes, the blue orbs darkening as her gaze avoided his. She didn’t like to talk about his departure. “I must finish my studies at the Inns of Court, but I shall return for visits whenever I can.”

      “Ye have more than a year left, Rabbie. Why no’ wait until then? When ye have an income of yer own?”

      “I’m afraid you’ll find another.” He’d said it out loud. The fear that consumed him when he thought of returning to England. “I couldn’t bear it.”

      “How long have we known one another?” she asked, her tone gentle and her gaze no longer avoiding his. “A year?”

      He nodded. “And I’ve only officially courted you for the past two months.”

      “It’s that English courage of yers which held ye back,” she teased.

      “It was more the Highland mountain I had to ask. Colin is more than a little intimidating.”

      “Aye, he is until he kens he can trust ye.” She placed a palm to his cheek. “Truly, I love ye something fierce, Rabbie mine. I felt it the first day I laid eyes on ye, so handsome in yer fine waistcoat, a cravat so white it almost blinded me.”

      “It only appeared so white because your person was covered in mud. My rapscallion horse decided to get antsy in front of a puddle standing between me and the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen.” He chuckled. “Deuced horrified when his hoof hit that mud and splattered it all over your lovely dress.”

      Annis laughed with him. “I was ready to give ye the worst skelping with my tongue until I saw those mournful hazel eyes.” She shook her head. “I suddenly pictured myself as ye must have seen me⁠—”

      “And began laughing. A full-out belly laugh, clutching your middle. I thought for sure you would fall over into the puddle. Had I found the most insane woman in Glasgow, I asked myself? And then those fathomless sapphire eyes locked onto mine and⁠—”

      “You guffawed like the most unsophisticated mon in all of Glasgow,” Annis finished for him. She sighed. “But ye caught yerself quickly and became the gentleman, coming to my rescue.”

      He had, hadn’t he? That day in late May, he’d jumped from his horse, removed his cravat, and wiped her face clean. Then he’d introduced himself and walked her home.

      Robert had lost an expensive cravat. And his heart.

      “How long before yer aunt realized yer trips to Glasgow werena about her?” A smirk curved her plump lips.

      “Aunt Chloe was suspicious on the second visit. ‘Ye dinna come to see me for a year, and here ye are a month later?’ She harassed me until I told her about you.” He stood and pulled Annis into his arms. “I believe you’re the reason I’ll inherit her estate. Small, yes, but all mine.”

      “Quite the accomplishment for a third son. Do ye wonder if it has anything to do with her being half-Scot and ye falling in love with a Scottish lass?”

      Robert placed his hand on his chest. “I’m hurt you think she would not do it solely out of love for her favorite nephew.” He kissed the tip of her nose. “But I don’t expect it hurt my standing at all.”

      “If ye kiss me again, it will improve yer standing with yer fiancée.”

      “I’ll gladly—” His mouth went dry. “You’re saying yes?”

      She nodded, and he bent his head, covering her mouth with his.

      Harrumph! “There’d best be a good explanation for this, or someone will be losing a head.” Colin MacNaughton filled the doorway, his wide shoulders touching either side, his dark head bent beneath the frame. He smacked a giant fist into his palm. “Sooner than later if ye please.”

      “Oh, Cousin, ye may be the first to congratulate us. We’re betrothed.”

      Colin’s blue eyes twinkled as he grinned. “As I said, sooner than later if ye please.”
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        * * *

      

      Three months later

      
      Annis paced the parlor, trying not to fuss with her chignon. Her aunt had styled her hair, threading a few small roses within the ribbon and leaving tendrils to curl down each side of her face. Her new white muslin dress clung to her legs as she moved, making the gold print flowers seem to climb up her limbs. The light-rose ribbon just below her bosom cinched the breath from her as she waited. And waited.

      And Rabbie would arrive any moment. Why was she so nervous?

      Laughter filtered through the door, and Annis longed to join in. A few family members, all employees of the textile mill, had planned a celebratory dinner in honor of her recent betrothal. Aunt Sorcha had prepared a feast large enough to feed the entire clan rather than a small group. Mrs. Douglas, her employer from the bookstore, had also been invited.

      Uncle Donald’s guffaw sounded over Colin’s deep voice. They’d probably started with the drink already. A sip of wine would be heavenly right now. Her tongue was dry as raw cotton. Ye’re panicking for no reason. Stop being an addlepate. But was she?

      Annis closed her eyes, thinking back to his recent letters. The once flowery prose declaring his undying love had shifted ever so slightly. There was more reserve in his recent correspondence. At her mention of a ceilidh on his next visit, he had responded with a firm but polite refusal.

      I would prefer to postpone any grand celebrations for now.

      She had already agreed to wait on the ceremony until he had finished his apprenticeship. Had his family refused to acknowledge her? There was something amiss, and her intuition rarely proved wrong. Her heart might tell her she was being foolish. Her brain warned her there was danger ahead. Her hand went to her belly without thought, the palm warm through the muslin.

      Ahem.

      Turning, she saw him in the door. Love shone bright in his hazel eyes, the smile on his face dashing away her horrid thoughts. She rushed to him, throwing her arms about his neck, and sighed when he held her close. But as she drew back, peering up at him, she watched the joy fade from his expression. He carefully removed her hands from his neck and stepped back.

      “Rabbie, what is it? Ye look as though someone has died.” She tried to force a chuckle, to lighten the moment, but a knot was forming in her belly.

      “We must talk.”

      Those three words sent her world spinning.

      “Ye canna marry me.” She didn’t need to hear the words. They were already seared on her soul. “Why?”

      “My father, unbeknownst to me, arranged my marriage to another.” Robert sat on the chaise longue looking up at her, his gaze glistening with emotion. “I have spent the last three months trying to find a way out of it. I cannot.”

      He tried to pull her down to sit next to him, but she refused. She needed both feet on the ground, or she would swoon. “Why would he do that?” Her heart pounded in her ears.

      “He gambled a fortune on a failed investment and needed a way to recoup his losses. A rich earl has a scandalous daughter who was caught in a compromising situation. She is now in need of a husband. They made an agreement which seems to solve both problems.” Robert stood now, pacing the floor as Annis had done earlier. “I’ve met the woman, and she’s quite⁠—”

      “Yer betrothed? Yer second fiancée?” Relieved to feel her anger rise rather than tears, she whirled on him. “How dare ye speak of another woman to me.”

      He froze, eyes closed, shoulders sagging. Lord Robert Harding played the part of a defeated man well. She watched as he ran a hand through his thick, blond waves. A memory flooded her, fingers clutching at those silky strands, kissing the chiseled lips, palms running over his bare skin. A tear slipped down her cheek.

      “I cannot explain without mentioning her.” He drew in a long breath. “Father promises to cut off my monthly allowance if I do not marry her. I’ve been searching for a sponsor, but no one is willing to gainsay the Marquess of Huxford.”

      “Do something else to earn a living.” Even as she spoke the words, Annis knew she couldn’t ask him to do it. He loved the law and all its dry, dusty tomes.

      “What are my other choices? The military⁠—”

      “NO!” He would die on a battlefield. There wasn’t a violent bone in that beautiful body. “Go into another kind of
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