
  
  
      
        
          Second Chances Box Set

          Unforgettable; Meant To Be

		      Highland Warrior 

          Sara Bennett

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Copyright
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Highland Warrior 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Unforgettable 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Meant To Be
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Copyright © 2026 by Sara Bennett 
All rights reserved.
This book and all its contents are protected by copyright law. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations used in reviews or other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.
For permission requests, please contact:
Sara Bennett
PO Box 2036, BMC 3554, Victoria, Australia
email: sara@sara-bennett.com






  
  
      
        
          Highland Warrior 

          Campbell Brothers Book 1

		      
          Sara Bennett

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
    	
       
         Copyright
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        1.  ELSPIT
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        2.  EWEN
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        3.  ELSPIT
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        4.  EWEN
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        5.  ELSPIT
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        6.  EWEN
      
      
    

  

    	
       
        7.  ELSPIT
      
      
    

  

    	
       
         NEXT BOOK IN THE SERIES
      
      
    

  

    	
       
         ABOUT THE AUTHOR
      
      
    

  
      

    
  


  
  Copyright © 2019 by Evie North 
This Edition copyright 2026 Sara Bennett 
ISBN:  978-1-7645235-0-9 
All rights reserved.
This book and all its contents are protected by copyright law. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations used in reviews or other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.
For permission requests, please contact:
Sara Bennett
PO Box 2036, BMC 3554, Victoria, Australia
email: sara@sara-bennett.com






  
  Chapter 1
 ELSPIT



Castle Tighe, Scotland, 1698
He was coming.
She could hear the scrape of his boots on the stone outside her window, the rattle of tiny pieces falling far down below. Her heart beat faster and she went to open the shutters, peering down.
Ewen stared up from his precarious hold on the tower wall, handsome, strong, and despite his youth every bit the warrior. And then he grinned and she melted. Golden hair hung loose about his face and his blue eyes were fierce beneath straight dark brows. His white linen shirt was untied at the throat, giving her a keyhole view of his strong chest, and one knee was pressed hard into a niche in the stonework, his kilt barely covering his firm thigh.  
Her breathing picked up and her fingers clenched on the sill, knuckles white, as she pictured him falling. In the eleven months he had been climbing the wall of the tower he had always reached her safely, but that did not mean tonight would not be different. And to lose Ewen Campbell was unthinkable. 
And yet he made the climb seem easy. Another step upwards and he reached out, fingers hooking over the grey stone of the sill where she stood, and began to haul himself in. His muscular legs kicked as he came over, his kilt flew up, and she had a glimpse of firm strong buttocks, then he was through the window and into her chamber.
He promptly rolled over onto his back, his chest rising and falling from the effort, and looked up. He was still grinning, and his blue eyes shone with laughter. 
“One day,” Elspit warned him, her voice trembling, her heart still racing. 
He tangled his fingers in the hem of her nightgown, giving it a little tug. “Come here,” he said, his voice deep and warm. He might only be eighteen, but Ewen Campbell was a man in every way.
And he was her man.  
She knelt down beside him and the light in his eyes changed to a blaze. His hands closed over her waist as she swung her leg over his hips, straddling him, with her palms flat on his chest. Then she bent down and pressed her mouth to his. 
Instantly he pulled her down so his lips could work hers, his tongue slipping into her mouth, and she whimpered. He tasted of his father’s whiskey and of potent male, while Elspit suspected she tasted of the sweet honey in the syllabub she had for supper ... and infatuated girl.
He groaned. His hands closed over the globes of her bottom, squeezing, and he arched his hips against her. The hard line of his cock rubbed against her and suddenly she was aching, wet, wanting him so much she felt as if she was dying.
She had known Ewen Campbell for three years, from the time his father and brothers arrived in her father’s lands, and for the last eleven months they had been playing these games. Teasing, tantalizing, pushing themselves to the limit and then stopping. It was torture. Elspit had begged him more than once to take her, but he wouldn’t. His self-restraint was admirable and frustrating at the same time, and nothing she said could sway him. 
And the reason he would not make her his entirely and completely? Ewen wanted to marry her and he wanted their wedding bed to be the place where they consummated their love.
In her heart she knew he was right. The Laird of Tighe’s daughter was a prize. Ewen was determined to stand beside her as her legal husband, but Elspit’s father had different ideas.
“My father does not believe in love and happy ever afters,” she had warned him again and again. 
“We will win him around,” Ewen had promised, those brilliant blue eyes gazing down into hers, the rough skin of his palm against her cheek as he held her gently. For such a big man, who was already on his way to being the Laird’s champion, he was always tender with Elspit. “Lass, I will win your hand and overpower his objections.”
She hoped it was true, but her father was a greedy and violent man, and although Ewen might be a valuable asset to him, he was also the son of a landless clan chief. When his father and three brothers had come to Castle Tighe, it was because a clan battle had scattered their kin far and wide. The laird had taken them in, begrudgingly, and they had proved loyal. They were also painfully honest when it came to commenting upon her father’s actions, something that did not go down well.
Ewen’s father and his brothers were determined to regain their lands and rebuild their fortune but it was not something that could happen in a moment. They had petitioned their powerful relative, the Duke of Arran, but it seemed that currently he had better things to do, although his authority was such that even the laird was wary of it. Meanwhile they must wait and suffer Laird Tighe’s insufferable behaviour, and Elspit was worried a tipping point was fast approaching.
One thing Elspit hadn’t told Ewen was that her father had been pressing her to marry their neighbour, Donald Grant. The man was old and dried out, and she thought he was at least seventy. He had worked his way through several wives and children who had predeceased him. He was on the lookout for a new wife, one young enough to finally give him an heir. On the other hand, marriage to Elspit would bring the Grant estates to Tighe and that was what her father craved. He could never have enough land. 
Ewen’s hands tightened on her rounded flesh, his fingers squeezing. It felt good. Everything he did felt so good. Her body hummed and heated, desperate for his, and she shifted again, finding the hard length of him beneath his kilt, and ground down.
Some relief, but not enough. Not nearly enough.
“Elspit,” he groaned her name into her mouth, his hands tightening to slow her movements. He tipped her to the side, so that they lay adjacent, and then he gazed into her eyes.
“I burn for you,” he growled.
“Then take me.”
His eyes closed and it was like the sun blinking out, and then they opened again and her world had colour. “You know I will not,” he said. “Not until we are wed.”
“Ewen ...”
“But we can do other things,” he went on, wickedly.
She smiled at that, and he touched his nose with the tip of hers. Reaching down to the hem of his kilt, Elspit began to inch it up, disclosing his muscular thighs and then the thick, hard length of his cock. It was a magnificent thing—not that she had seen many, only sometimes when the boys were bathing naked in the loch, and none of them had looked like this.
Eagerly she wrapped her small hand around what felt like an iron rod with the softest covering of velvet, or as much of it as she could manage. Ewen’s eyes burned at her touch, and then he was kissing her again, finding the weight of her breast beneath her nightgown, his thumb sliding back and forth across her hard nipple.
It was bliss. She arched into him, but he was already lifting her thin nightgown, his hand finding naked flesh, fingers easing between her thighs.
She was wet, eager, and she opened willingly as he slid his hand between the plump folds, finding all the places they had discovered gave her delight. These past months had not been wasted when it came to their pursuit of pleasure.
“Ewen,” she sighed, her hand moving on his cock in the way she knew he craved. His hips thrust against her and she might have crawled down over him to take him in her mouth, but that would mean he would have to stop pleasuring her and she was so close. A rub of his thumb, the friction of his fingers, stroking against her. 
“Elspit,” he groaned, his mouth finding hers again, hot and desperate as he pushed her toward her peak.
They were so completely preoccupied that they did not notice the door open. 
The first hint that they were discovered was a big hand clutching hold of Ewen’s jacket and dragging him upwards and away. The next thing was her father’s red and furious face staring down accusingly, his dark eyes glittering through the folds of fat enclosing them.
“You young cur!” he roared. “I have you now!”
Ewen was as shocked as Elspit. He struggled, trying to free himself, but the laird was still strong, despite his advancing years and increasing bulk. Behind him were some of his most trusted men, leering down at her. Quickly she put her nightgown to rights, hands shaking with fear.
Because this was not good. Not good at all.
“I want to marry your daughter!” Ewen declared in a loud, ringing voice. Everyone in the room held their breath.
And then her father and his henchmen burst out laughing.
Ewen’s face flamed with fury and hurt pride, but they did not give him time to say more. They dragged him out of the chamber and down the curl of the narrow stone stairs, right down into the heart of the castle. Just before he disappeared from sight he turned his head and found Elspit. Just one look, but she read the longing and worry in his eyes.
Then her father slammed the door. He stood before her, taking up a great deal of space. 
She knew her face was white and her lungs were struggling to take in enough air. 
“You are a fool, daughter! Why give up your maidenhead to a man with no lands and no money?” he sneered. “A romantic fool, just like your dead mother.”
There was nothing to say to that, except that it was true. She was a romantic like her mother, and that character flaw had never made the laird’s dead wife happy. Was Elspit about to suffer the same fate? She raised her chin and stared back at him, trying to be strong. Because Ewen was in grave danger and she would do anything to save him.
“Ewen Campbell deserves to be flogged,” he said, every word dropping like lead shot at her feet. “And then he deserves to hang.” 
All her courage vanished. “Please don’t hurt him, Father,” she begged. Elspit might hate herself for being such a craven coward, but this was Ewen, her love, her sweetheart, the boy she had adored since the moment his family first came to Castle Tighe. She had been fourteen and she still remembered seeing him at that moment, weary and beaten, yet taller than all his brothers, standing with such dignity before her father in the hall.
Now her father was staring at her in a way that made her heart sink even further. “Tell me what you will do to save him, Elspit? If I were to banish him instead of flogging him and hanging him? If I sent him and his family away from Castle Tighe …”
“No!” Was that her voice, hollow and full of pain? “I love him.”
Her father shook his head at her as if she was a halfwit. “What has ‘love’ to do with anything? Your husband has already been decided.”
“Ewen will not leave me,” she said it proudly, knowing it was true.
The laird leaned in closer and she could smell the pungent, unwashed scent of his body beneath his fine clothes. “Then you must make him,” he hissed. “I want him and his self-righteous kin gone, Elspit. I am tired of being told my ambitions are wicked and unlawful, and having their lofty relatives rubbed in my face. Have no doubt though, I will be rid of him if you do not tell him you are going to marry our neighbour. Make him think that Grant is wealthy enough to give you your heart’s desire, and that heart’s desire is not this boy. Make him believe you, Elspit, or else I promise you he and his brothers will die, whatever the repercussions.”
I cannot do such a thing, she told herself. Surely it would be better to die? But while she would gladly give up her own life, she could not do that to Ewen. She must save him and set him free, and if that meant he would hate her forever more, she would still do it. 
All the while her brain was twisting and turning as she returned her father’s implacable gaze. There must be a way ...there must be a way ... But there wasn’t, and eventually there was nothing left to do but admit defeat.
“Very well,” she whispered through trembling lips. “I will do as you ask. Only please do not hurt him.”

      ***The dungeon at Castle Tighe was gloomy and rank and seeing Ewen chained in there broke her heart all over again. When he saw her he began to pull against his restraints, calling her name and desperately trying to reach her.
She might have gone to him but she noticed the red mark on his cheek. Someone had struck him. There would be more of that if she didn’t get him away to safety.
Elspit stood aloof, just out of reach. She was alone. Her father had told her she must do this on her own, so that it would not appear she was being coerced. Besides, he knew she had no choice. She would do anything to save the boy she loved, even deliver herself into the hands of another man. 
“I have come to tell you that you and your family must leave,” she told him, swallowing to lubricate her dry throat. “You will be released and then you must go.”
He had been struggling but now he stilled and stared at her as if she was a stranger. “He is making you say this!” he declared angrily. “I will not leave you, Elspit. I will never leave you.”
Elspit had rehearsed her lines so many times but now they stuck in her throat. She had meant to lie to him, tell him she did not care for him after all, and that she wanted a wealthy husband and not someone poor and landless. She had meant to be cruel, so cruel that he would hate her forever more. But now the time had come she found she could not do it. 
“Ewen,” she said, her voice trembling. “You must go. I am marrying Donald Grant. It is arranged. My father wishes it because he wants Grant’s land just as he wants all our neighbours’ lands. He has no honour. Your father is honest and brave, he is not like mine, and he is not afraid to say what he thinks. Lately his words have been turning some of my father’s men against him. That is why you must leave. If you do not then … I fear you will all die.”
Ewen was white faced and shaking with rage. “If your father touches any of us he knows the duke will crush him. He would not dare, Elspit. It is a lie. Stay strong. I will not let this happen.”
“Oh Ewen,” she whispered brokenly, “how can you stop it?”
“I will not go,” he said stubbornly, watching her tears as if each one washed away a piece of his heart. 
“You must or you will die. And not just you, but your father and brothers too! He says he will slaughter you all and take the consequences. Please, let me do this for you. Let me save you, Ewen.”  
He shook his head and he kept shaking it, but as she continued to beg and coerce, his expression began to change from stubborn determination to miserable acceptance. She watched his eyes grow dull.
She had won, and Elspit was relieved. At the same time her pain was almost more than she could bear. He was leaving her, and she was glad of it, but his going meant she would never be the same girl again. Something inside her would die because Ewen was her sun, and without him she would live in endless darkness.
“I will come back for you,” he vowed, his voice low and hoarse with emotion. “I will marry you.” He was staring at her as if he were a flint and she the tinder. Elspit burned with longing. 
“No. You must live your life,” she said. “Go to your duke and ask him to give you work so that you can restore your lands. I want you to.”
“I don’t care how long it takes, I will come back.”
She tried to smile, praying he would do as she asked, and then she turned and walked away.
He did not see her once she was outside the cell, slumped against the filthy wall, her legs giving way, her hand over her mouth to stop the sobs. He could not know the agony she was feeling. She kept telling herself that Ewen and his family were safe now, that she had saved them, and it did not matter what happened to her.
With Ewen gone, nothing mattered.
And yet she remembered his burning look, and his angry words, and although she knew it was impossible and she would never see him again, she yearned to be wrong. 







  
  Chapter 2
 EWEN



1708, 10 years later, Castle Tighe
Ewen’s armour was heavy and he couldn’t wait for Robbie, his squire, to remove it. He circled his aching neck and rubbed at his gritty eyes. There was blood ingrained into the pores of his skin. It had been a hard battle but he had won it.
Castle Tighe was his. 
He staggered a little, suddenly light headed. It wasn’t just weariness. This victory was one he had lived waking and sleeping for ten long years and now it was over. It was as if he had lost a part of his life and for a moment he felt adrift. But then he reminded himself it wasn’t entirely over. The best part was yet to come. 
Elspit.
Since her father had driven him away like a scabby sheep with its tail between its legs—at least that was how it had felt to him—Ewen had been in the household of his kinsman the Duke of Arran. It had taken time for his family to gain the duke’s trust and support—Tighe had tainted them with his dishonest ways and they had had to prove themselves. As the days and months turned into years, Ewen had wondered whether he would ever achieve his heart’s desire. He had sworn he would return for Elspit and instead he was kicking his heels and dreading what was happening to her. 
His father, knowing how Ewen felt, had reminded him that Elspit had married elsewhere. He thought his son should set aside the past and look to the future. There were advantageous marriages to be made, and willing women to bed. Although Ewen had resisted marrying, he was a young and healthy male, and he had been tempted by the women.  
During their years apart he had never wavered in his vow to return to Elspit. He just hadn’t realised it would take so long.
One year ago the kingdoms of Scotland and England had united, and although some of the clans refused to acknowledge the new state of affairs, the Duke of Arran had been at the forefront of the negotiations. He did well from being on the winning side and so did his friends, among them the Campbells. 
Ewen was finally able to fulfil his vow, and when that day came he had ridden forth with vigour. He was determined to free the girl he loved and make her his at last. Remembering their last meeting in the dungeon was painful—he had left her to be forced into marriage with an old man, and his heart had been broken and his pride tarnished because he could not be her champion. 
Ten years was a long time and perhaps they would no longer feel the same way about each other, but even so, he could fulfil his vow at last. He could redeem himself in her eyes and his own.
At least he hoped so.
He had come face to face with Elspit’s father when Castle Tighe surrendered to him and his men. The laird had not changed except to grow fatter. Ewen had learned that Elspit’s husband, Donald Grant, was dead—he had collapsed not long after their wedding. Elspit had not remarried because her father was satisfied with his son-in-law’s lands and wealth, and a new husband for Elspit would mean sharing. But it was a dangerous windfall. The Laird of Tighe had grown so bloated with land and wealth that there were many others who now wanted what he had.
Ironic, thought Ewen, that if he and his brothers had still been in the employ of the laird, they would have helped him to hold on to his ill-gotten gains. Instead the man was now a prisoner, on his way to the duke’s dungeons, which were much bigger than those at Castle Tighe. It was doubtful he would ever leave them. 
“You think you can win my daughter back?” the laird had sneered, when Ewen stood victorious before him. “She can have any man she wants, why would she want someone who ran away to save himself?”
It wasn’t true. He hadn’t run away, he’d left at Elspit’s request to save his father and brothers, but still it stung to hear it. Tighe could see it too, and his smile grew broader.
“Besides my daughter has a real man now. Lord Cameron has asked for her hand and she has consented. You are too late, Ewen. She will not be satisfied with second best.”
Ewen had resisted the impulse to strike the bound man and walked away, but heard him laughing as he was bundled into the prisoners’ wagon.  
He told himself this talk of the Cameron was nothing but her father’s lies. Elspit had known he would return and take her as his wife. She trusted him. And yet suddenly this did not feel like the happy ending he had envisaged. Any joy he might have felt had been soured by Tighe, and he wondered again whether he had waited too long. 
Finally freed of his armour Ewen stood, stretching the hard muscles of his back and arms. He had always been strong but these were muscles he had built up over the years of fighting, in play with his brothers, and in earnest with the duke’s enemies. There had been many battles to win before he was able to finally set out for Castle Tighe, and every one of them had meant another step on his way to fulfil his promise to Elspit. But would she understand that? Or would she see only that he had taken a very long time to come to her?
Or had she not even noticed his absence? Maybe she had been too busy planning a new wedding to the Cameron?
Robbie had set out a bowl of water and towels, and Ewen washed quickly, changing into a fine woollen kilt and linen shirt with lace at the throat and the wrists. He donned a blue velvet jacket—one of those willing women had told him once that it matched his eyes—and strapped his sword to his hips. 
“What have you heard of the ladies of the castle, laddie?”
His squire was busy cleaning the armour, but looked up at the sound of his lord’s voice. He smirked. Ewen had heard Robbie boasting of his master’s prowess with women on more than one occasion, and right now he could see he believed his master was in need of a woman for the night. Ewen did not correct him. The lad would not believe him if he did. 
“There are many pretty ladies, my lord. The Laird’s daughter is very beautiful, they say, although her heart is given elsewhere. But I’m sure if she set eyes on you she would forget all about other men,” he added enthusiastically.
Ewen snorted a laugh to hide his disquiet. If his thoughts had been uneasy after Elspit’s father’s gloating speech they were more so now. 
“Tis said that tomorrow the Stewart lady will arrive with your father,” his squire added. “I can be discreet, my lord, if you do not wish her to know you have taken a woman to your bed tonight.”
“You are anything but discreet,” Ewen retorted, his thoughts too full of Elspit to take note of the boy’s choice of words.   
For ten years Ewen had had a vision of how his meeting with his lady love would proceed. He would go to the great hall and there, before all his men and those of hers who had surrendered, he would take her hand and humbly beg for her to accept his proposal of marriage. 
But matters had changed. There would be no begging. 
He would not give her a chance to run away to this new man. He would strike quickly and without warning. Ewen the boy might have had some foolish antiquated notion of chivalry but Ewen the man had learned to make haste when it came to taking what was his.







  
  Chapter 3
 ELSPIT



Her Ewen had changed. Although she had to remind herself that he was not hers anymore. The handsome boy with a devilish grin and brilliant eyes she remembered had turned into an experienced soldier with cold, piercing eyes and thoughts he kept to himself. There were parts of him she recognised, of course. His hair was still fair, though cut close to his head, and the way he ran his hand down over his face when he was deep in thought was familiar. But he was more warrior now, and inside that war hardened façade was a stranger who had lived a life Elspit had had no part of. 
She had seen him from her window, down below in the bailey, giving orders in a voice too low to be heard above the noise. She could see his men listening carefully, faces bright with hero worship, before hurrying to do his bidding.   
Elspit had been locked in her rooms in the tower since the fighting began, barricaded inside with her ladies. Around them the battle waxed and waned, but they knew nothing of her father’s fortunes. It was only when a victor was finally announced that she realised just who it was. 
Ewen had come for her!
Or had he? Rumours were already flying that he had laid claim to Castle Tighe because the Duke of Arran ordered him to, and now he had been given it as a prize of war. That, and the extensive lands belonging to her father and her husband. For a man who began his campaign with nothing Ewen had risen high.
The shining hope that he had done this for her began to be eaten away with each new rumour, and her doubts grew. 
Over the years Elspit had heard news of her Ewen, from time to time. Whenever conversations contained his name her hearing grew sharper. His victories, his rise in the duke’s affection, and the important women he was paired with in possible future marriages. Why would he come for her when he had so much now? Did he even think of her?
“I know you and he were close once.”
The soft voice brought her from her thoughts. Rosina, her chief lady in waiting, was a woman wise beyond her years. Elspit trusted her to speak sense. Rosina had once been a great lady in her own right, before Elspit’s father stole what was hers and brought her as a captive to Castle Tighe. She had remained ever since.
“Men such as Ewen Campbell learn to harden their hearts, and he has had enough years of fighting and bloodshed to grow iron clad. You should not expect him to be the boy you loved, lady,” she added softly, grey eyes gazing deep into Elspit’s dark ones. “How can he be?”
“Of course not,” Elspit said, even while her heart was floundering in her chest, because she had indeed hoped he would be the same. Foolish as it was, she had thought she would see that golden hero staring up at her. All this time she had been dreaming of the Ewen she remembered coming to her as he’d promised, and the years passed and passed, and now he was here. But he was not the Ewen she remembered, and with a sad sigh she admitted to herself that neither was she the Elspit he had left behind.   
A loud pounding on their door made them all jump.
“Ladies!” it was a stranger’s voice. “I come from Ewen Campbell.”
Rosina met her eyes and the warning was there. 
“What do you want?” One of the older ladies had risen creakily to her feet. 
“My master has requested that Lady Elspit join him for supper in the great hall.”
Elspit went still, although inside she was filled with a cacophony of emotions, all clamouring to be heard. 
“You have no choice but to do as you are bid,” Rosina reminded her. “Be distant and chilly, as befits a lady in her own castle. Polite enough so he will not take offence. That way you can persuade him to let you go to your friend to the north. If he will agree to give you safe passage then you will be free of Castle Tighe forever. Isn’t that what you have wanted?”
It was a wish she had often expressed. To be free of her father and his violent, greedy ways. But that was before Ewen came back to her.
Ten year old Mary, one of her younger ladies and Rosina’s daughter, leaned forward. Like her mother, she was old beyond her years. She had been out and about until just before the knock on the door, sent by the others to reconnoitre since she was quick and light on her feet.
“My lady, I spoke with Ewen Campbell’s squire, Robbie. He could not stop boasting about his master. It seems that my lord has a reputation among the ladies, and his squire is already seeking someone to pay a visit to his room tonight. But there is more.” She swallowed. “The Duke of Arran has drawn up a marriage contract between Ewen Campbell and one of the Stewart ladies. Robbie said it would be most beneficial for them both, and she is arriving tomorrow. They will wed here, in the chapel.”
Elspit knew then that she truly was still the same romantic fool. Had she really believed that their love could burn so strong that it would last for ten years? Had she really thought that Ewen would come for her and not the lure of land and wealth and an advantageous marriage?  
“Thank you, Mary,” she said, aware that the others all looked away from the pain that must be etched on her beautiful face. 
Despite her true feelings being obvious to those in this room, Elspit knew she must keep them from Ewen at all costs if she was to retain her pride. Rosina was right. She must be polite and chilly, the lady of the castle, and he must never, never know how much her heart was breaking. 
She leaned closer to Rosina and spoke softly. “I must leave Castle Tighe as soon as possible, and certainly before this Stewart bride arrives.”
“Do not order him to release you. Powerful men do not like to be told what to do. Instead, ask him for his permission.” Her fingers closed on Elspit’s, her eyes reflecting her friend’s pain. “I would go with you but there is Mary and my mother … I cannot leave them.”
Rosina had her own pain to bear. Once, Ewen’s brother, young Dugald Campbell had hand fasted with her, only to have the promise of marriage overturned by Elspit’s father. He had made fun of the age difference between the two of them, asking why a young buck like Dugald would want to marry a spinster past her prime. Rosina had loved the boy, Elspit had no doubt, but she never spoke of it. Over the years the two women had drawn comfort from their friendship.
Elspit nodded shakily. “I will ask,” she agreed. “And when I am settled I promise I will send for you and Mary and your mother.” Then, raising her voice to the man still waiting beyond the door, “Tell Ewen Campbell I accept his request to join him for supper!”
Footsteps as the man returned the way he had come. The ladies were silent but Elspit knew as soon as she was gone the whispered gossip would begin. Many of them may not have been here ten years ago but they had all heard the story of Ewen and Elspit. Their great love broken apart by her father and the sacrifice she had made. Perhaps they too had been longing for a happy ending.  
Rosina’s warm hand on hers brought her thoughts back to the present. “You should wear the rose pink gown, Elspit. Nothing else sets off your beauty quite like it.”
Elspit wanted to ask her why it mattered whether she was beautiful of not. Would Ewen even notice? Would he care? Surely it would only make her seem more desperate for his attention. 
“A lovely woman can soften a man’s heart,” Rosina explained. “And you do want him to grant you safe passage, do you not?”
The days when she may have fought for Ewen were gone. She was no longer in a position to order him to obey her wishes. She was a defeated and landless lady who must now rely upon the kindness and generosity of the victor.
“Yes,” she said, and her voice sounded strained, “that is exactly what I want. I cannot be here when the Stewart woman arrives. It would be too awkward.”
But the truth was her broken heart could not bear it.

      ***Elspit knew she was looking her best, and Rosina was right, these finer details did help. Ewen watched her as she walked the length of the great hall toward the raised dais and the chair that had once belonged to her father. Her back was straight and her chin up, her rose pink hem swishing about her velvet slippers. She was even wearing her ruby necklace, because she wanted to remind him that she was the daughter of the Laird of Castle Tighe and must be treated with respect.
At least, that was what she hoped to convey. But from the clench of his jaw and the cold stare of his eyes, she had to wonder just how much respect he had left for her. He did not take his gaze from her for a single moment, and she stared back, seeking some remnant of the boy Ewen, who had once loved her and wanted to marry her. The Ewen who, despite his lust for her, had vowed they would both remain pure until they lay together in their marriage bed. 
Those vows had long ago turned to ashes. She had married old Donald Grant and suffered the indignity of his bed, and Ewen must have bedded many beautiful women. The past ten years were heavy with memories and not the ones she had dreamed they would share. Things between them could never be the same again.  
Either side of her in the great hall sat the Campbell men, drinking and talking and making themselves at home. Some of her servants had joined them, and the girls were flirting, a couple even daring to sit on the laps of the men. She couldn’t really blame them. Her father had not been a good master, and if they could better themselves with the vanquishers then why not? Although she had always tried to show kindness and speak up for her oppressed people, there was only so much she could do. Only the older servants remembered what it had been like before her father’s greed had caused him to fall out with every other landowner who did not bend to his wishes.
“Can we leave with you?” her ladies had asked her earlier, worry in their eyes. “What if Ewen Campbell marries us off to his men? Or worse!”
“I will ask him,” she had promised. “And if he says no, then I will demand assurances for your safety.”
Right now she wondered if she was wasting her time asking him for anything. There he was, standing to one side of the laird’s chair, awaiting her arrival with such a hard, imperious stare. She wanted to look down at her feet but that would be cowardly, and Elspit refused to be thought afraid of this man she had once loved. He was taller than she remembered, and his shoulders were broader. His blond hair that once fell in waves to his shoulders had darkened and been cut short in the manner of a soldier, and his handsome face was so sombre. His blue eyes slid over her, slowly perusing her breasts before dropping to the dip of her waist, and then the curve of her hips, and finally to the slippers she wore on her feet.
Was he counting off the reasons she was no longer the girl he had loved long ago? The little lines about her eyes, her hair no longer quite so lustrous, the fuller curves to her breasts and hips ... did they all add up to convince Ewen he was better off with the Stewart bride? 
She almost stumbled when his gaze returned to her face. There was heat in those blue eyes, or so she thought, before he quenched it. Perhaps he remembered after all. Or perhaps his squire was right, and he merely required a woman for the night to satisfy his lust.
Elspit forced herself to keep walking, elegant, graceful, one foot after the other, until finally she stopped before him. Her head tipped back and then, keeping her eyes on his, she dropped into a low curtsey.
“My lord.”
The blue eyes blazed but again before she could pinpoint the emotion behind them, he shut it down. Was he enjoying her being brought low? If he knew how much she had missed him, how every day she had longed for him, he would be even more triumphant. She couldn’t tell him, she daren’t, because it seemed more than likely that Ewen had turned into the sort of man who would use her weakness against her.
“I wish to ask you—” she began through stiff lips.
He held out his hand and for a moment she stared at it, wondering what he wanted. With an impatient grunt he stepped down from the dais and reached to take her hand in his.
“You will sit by me tonight,” he said, his voice low and gruff, and yet there were traces of Ewen in it. Ebbs and flows she recognised. 
I loved you once, she thought.
“You are very generous,” she said mechanically, “but I wish only to ask for safe passage from Castle Tighe to the Cameron stronghold in the north. This place is yours now and I do not belong in it. If you will arrange this I will be on my way.”
He went very still. After one glance at his tight clenched jaw and searing eyes, Elspit did not look again. Had she had angered him?  
The servers were approaching to pour their wine, and Ewen tightened his grip on her hand, making her wince, and led her to the main table. She sat uncomfortably, feeling the icy tension in the air. Once she was seated he took the chair beside her and nodded brusquely at the servants.
Wine was poured, and she sipped, trying not to make her trembling hand obvious. 
“So you cannot stay, my lady?” His voice brought her head around and she found him watching her through narrowed eyes. “Not even for another day?”
Did he see the emotion in her face, the disappointment in her smile? She hoped not. She worked hard to make her expression a total blank.
“There is still tonight,” he reminded her. “And you and I have business to finish. Do we not, Elspit?”
Her chin dropped. Did he mean what she thought he did? “My lord—”
“My name is Ewen, as you know only too well.”
“That was long ago.”
“Ten years is not so long.”
It was for me!
She said nothing, what could she say? Those blue eyes bored into hers and she remembered them smiling at her, or heated with desire and warm with love. Now she could see nothing in them, his feelings were closed off to her behind a wall.
“Your father?” she asked him breathlessly, seeking to find safer ground. “And your brothers? Are they well? Are they here too?”
“Not yet. They will arrive tomorrow.”
So it was true. He was going to marry the Stewart woman. She said nothing, looking down into her wine. If he thought her a steely bitch then that was what she would be, because if he knew the heartache she had endured these past ten years ... if he knew how she felt now, how much her heart ached, then she wasn’t sure she would be able to survive the humiliation.
“Tell me again where you would go if I gave you permission to leave?” he spoke abruptly, his voice deeper and rougher than it used to be. He was definitely a man now.
Elspit clasped her hands in her lap, staring out at the great hall and the people in it. They were talking in low voices, interspersed with laughter, but mostly they were staring up at the dais where Ewen and his captive sat. Because she was his captive, she knew it now. And it seemed that they were this evening’s entertainment too. 
“I have a friend to the north who will offer me sanctuary.” Honora Cameron was a distant relative of her mother, and over the years they had written to each other and on one memorable occasion, Honora had visited Tighe. Elspit knew she would be safe with her friend and the Cameron family. There had been talk of her marrying Honora’s brother but that was nothing but her father’s wishful thinking—Lord Cameron was in love with another. 
Ewen said nothing for a moment and then, “Eat,” he growled. “I would not want you to faint. You need to keep up your strength for tonight.”
She glanced at him quickly, before she could stop herself, her eyes wide. “What do you mean?” she whispered.
He smiled, the corners of his lips tipping up. He was still a handsome man, but his experience and maturity had given him an extra rugged quality that drew all the female eyes in the hall. Suddenly she found herself wondering about his future wife. Was she beautiful? She must be. The thought of his impending marriage stung her deep and she clenched her jaw to stop from crying out. 
“I mean that I am the ruler of Castle Tighe, lady,” he explained, and leaned in closer as if he was sharing secrets with her. “Remember how your father chained me in the dungeon? Well I have not forgotten. I wanted to save you then, I would have given my life for you, but you would not let me. Now here we are, and there is unfinished business between us.”
She stared back at him. “Unfinished business?” she breathed. The way he spoke the words made her think he was threatening her, and yet the quickening of her heart was not because she was afraid. It was the way he was looking at her. As if he craved her. The heat in his gaze singed her skin. She was feeling that almost forgotten ache in her breasts and between her thighs, so that she shifted on her chair, unable to help herself. She wasn’t remembering the Ewen of ten years ago. She was thinking of this Ewen, the man, the warrior, with his mouth and hands on her, turning her mindless with desire. So many nights she had reached between her thighs to pleasure herself, pretending he was with her still, and now at last he was here.
“Ah I see you have remembered.” Suddenly he was so close, his breath warm against her ear as he leaned in so that only she could hear what he had to say. She wondered what the watchers in the great hall must think, seeing them so intimate. 
“You confuse me, my lord,” she said in a hard little voice.
“Do I? Then let me be plain. You are something that I have always thought of as mine, Elspit, and tonight I am going to take you.”
Goosebumps rose on her arms and she swallowed. If she thought her breasts were aching before, now they were heavy and desperate for his hands, the nipples hard points beneath her gown.
“I am no longer yours to take,” again she found her voice.
He smiled and suddenly she saw Ewen, her Ewen, in his stranger’s face. Wicked and teasing, lust in the curl of his mouth, his bottom lip still plump, making her long to suck on it. 
“I think you’ll find you were always mine to take,” he said, closing in again. 
She felt his tongue, warm and wet, against the skin near her ear, and jumped. “Please,” she breathed.
“I fully intend to please you,” he growled. 
Elspit found her mouth go dry. If she had thought the Ewen of the past was gone then she knew now she was wrong. He was here, and he wanted her. He might be marrying another woman tomorrow but she could not deny the heat in his eyes, or the clenching need in her belly. 
This was wrong, so wrong, but it felt so right. She had waited for him and now he was offering to make her wait worthwhile. All those nights she had pleasured herself with her fingers, dreaming of him, and he was here. She couldn’t believe she was asking herself these questions, but … what if she said yes? If she agreed to this? 
It occurred to her then that her agreement might make him think she loved him still, and she knew she couldn’t bear that. She was holding on to her pride by her fingernails, it was all she had left. She must make him believe that she would agree to spend the night in his bed only if he would agree to let her go.  
“Will you give me a leave pass for tomorrow?” she asked him, her voice not sounding like her own. “If I say yes?”
He stared at her for a long moment while she waited, frozen, hardly daring to breath. When had her sweet Ewen learned to make his expression so unreadable. “Tomorrow I will sign the papers,” he said, and taking her hand kissed her fingertips.
Her breath stuttered and her fingers trembled. Her eyelids flickered and threatened to close but she held herself firm. Not yet, not yet ... 
“Then I will say yes.”
His blue eyes flared with triumphant desire, and she thought he would rise immediately and carry her away, but just then one of his men approached the table and was bowing before him. “My lord.”
Elspit didn’t know whether to be relieved or disappointed. With Ewen’s attention elsewhere, she was able to relax a little. The tips of her breasts felt uncomfortable against the wool of her gown, and she tried to be calm, telling herself that she must not let him see how he made her feel. That she was still attracted to him, that she still loved him. Being held captive in her own castle by a man who was about to wed another was bad enough, but for him to know how she felt would make things far worse.
One night with him. One night in her bed with his body lavishing hers unselfishly in the way he used to. That had been love, despite the restriction he had placed upon them, or perhaps because of it. But this time, if she could believe what he said, then he would complete the act. He would finally make her his. 
Ewen’s chair grated back on the floor as he stood up. “I have a matter to attend to,” he said, looking down at her from what seemed a great height. The fire in his eyes had necessarily been contained but she was not fooled. It still smouldered, and his nostrils flared as if he could smell her arousal. Suddenly he was close again, leaning down so that his breath stirred the curls of her dark hair. “Go to your bedchamber and wait for me there,” he murmured.
She wanted to agree more than anything, but her pride demanded she pretend reluctance. “And if I do not?” she asked him softly.
“Then I will lock you in the dungeon,” he said.
Shocked, her mouth fell open, but he was already striding away down the great hall.







  
  Chapter 4
 EWEN



Ewen followed his man from the great hall, his head full of the girl he had been dreaming of for ten years. Elspit had grown into an even more beautiful woman, and although outwardly she was cool and detached, he did not believe for a moment that the girl he had loved was not still there inside her. Behind her wary eyes she had been unable to disguise her lust for him, try though she might. 
He had felt enormous satisfaction in seeing Elspit walking toward him in the great hall. Mine! A voice in his head had roared. At last! And then instead of smiling with love and relief, instead of clasping her arms about him, she had asked him for permission to go north to another man.
It wasn’t going to happen.
That proud and beautiful face, the way she held herself, as if she was afraid she might break. He’d felt a fresh wave of fury wash through him. He had been dreaming of her throwing herself into his arms but he knew now she would not allow him to see her vulnerability. The years apart had not been congenial for either of them, but although Ewen had spent them working toward a happy ending, Elspit had been wed to a man she did not love and forced to live in Castle Tighe and witness her father’s increasing appetite for viciousness.
He should feel sympathy for her but instead he was angry. Full of rage. Rage at himself and her father and the circumstances that meant he could not be the champion for her that he had longed to be.     
And then he had made his demand and, as he leaned in close to her, smelling her skin, tasting it, her breath had hitched. He’d caught the scent of her, and his hands ached to touch her. His mouth wanted to trace her every curve, and his cock grew hard and heavy with the need to push deep inside her. He had come to claim her and she knew it now, just as he knew with deep satisfaction that whatever changes had occurred in their years apart, she wanted him too.
She wanted him too.
But she also wanted to set off for another man immediately afterwards.
Shards of pain pierced his chest, dug into his heart until the blood ran freely. Was his long wait, was his sacrifice, all for nothing? 
“Here, my lord.” 
The voice interrupted his unhappy thoughts and he forced himself back to the present. His man had brought him to the castle wall and now they both surveyed their grim discovery. Heads upon pikes. They were a grisly sight, the faces unrecognisable, but he had heard of neighbours being kidnapped and lands stolen. Elspit’s father had much to be sorry for, and Ewen would see that he was.
“We will look over the barracks while I am here,” he said. “And the armoury. I want to be ready if there is any retaliation from Tighe’s friends.”
The man smirked. “I doubt he has any friends left,” he said. “There will be rejoicing, my lord, now you are here.”
Ewen grunted. It would be pleasant if his arrival was greeted with genuine relief and celebration, but he was used to the clan ways. Allegiances went deep, and even those who might hate Tighe would still feel the need to avenge him simply because it was ingrained in their blood and bone.
All the same he was confident of eventually winning most of them over. He might have to break a few heads and make a few threats, but in time they would come around to accepting his rule. Ewen considered his situation as he descended the stone stairs. He had grown into a good and fair leader during his service with the duke. His own men were loyal; they trusted him and would follow wherever he led. Once he was married he could claim the right to be master of Castle Tighe and not many would deny him.
For ten years he had dealt with his sense of failure when he left Elspit behind. For ten years he had waited for his chance to return and make good on his promise, rescue her like the hero he wanted to be, and claim her heart and body. And now she wanted to leave him.
Well, he was going to remind her of what they had meant to each other. He was going to show her that their passion hadn’t faded, and in fact had only grown stronger—on his part anyway. Maybe he was arrogant but he believed he could reach her through his mouth and his hands, and rediscover what they had lost. He could change her mind about leaving him for some northern lord.
Finished his inspection, Ewen made his way back to the great hall. It was still noisy with celebration and merriment—he had promised his men one night of carousing before they must return to duty. Ewen even thought about joining them in an ale or two, but only for a moment.
Elspit will be waiting. 
His body tightened, his heart began a slow, heavy beat. These were sensations he had not felt in a very long time. During the ten years apart there had been many willing women and he had found what pleasure he could with them, but this was different. Finally he was going to bed the one woman he had craved since he was a boy.
And yet he had doubts. Although Ewen was always kind to the women who came to him for his pleasure, he had seen many other men who were brutal in their treatment of those they considered less important than themselves. His father, Hamish Campbell, had brought Ewen and his brothers to manhood with the staunch belief that they must treat women with honour. 
Now he wondered as he had a thousand times before … Had Elspit been forced when she wed her husband? The visions of her being dragged to the altar had plagued him night after night when he left, until he shut them out as a matter of survival. If he hadn’t he would have ridden back to Tighe and got himself killed. There had been one memorable night when he was mounted and ready to go before his father and brothers dragged him from the saddle. They had spent the remainder of the dark hours talking sense into him, with the help of a bottle of whiskey. 
Your time will come, they had told him over and over again until he was forced to believe it. And now, finally, that time was here. But was the Elspit waiting for him in her room the same Elspit as he had left behind?







  
  Chapter 5
 ELSPIT



She felt as if her body was on fire. For ten years she had not had a man touch her like that, whisper in her ear, making her clench her thighs, the flesh between them swollen and wet. She had always been this way with him, but all she had had of late were her nightly imaginings, and they hadn’t brought her to the level of excitement she was feeling now. 
He was going to make her his, just as he’d always said he would.
Pleading weariness, she had sent her ladies to bed, ignoring the suspicious glance Rosina had given her. But as she waited and time slipped by, her thoughts began to twist and turn, overpowering her desire, filling her with doubts. Was it such a good idea to give Ewen this one night before she left for the north? Would it really bring her relief or would a taste of him only make her hungrier and lonelier than ever? 
He was marrying another woman, and they would live here at Castle Tighe, while she would be far away. 
Elspit sat down on her four poster bed and stared at the door. Perhaps she should lock it? Why wasn’t he here? 
He might already have found another woman for the night. 
The words dragged sharp claws across her heart. Jealousy or fury, or both. No matter how she pretended otherwise, Elspit knew with despair that she still loved him. The strength of her love had not changed and if tonight was all she could ever have with him then she was willing to pay the price.
With a sigh, Elspit rose and went to the window. She opened the shutters a crack, peering down from her tower room into the walled garden she had designed. Her father had sneered that her efforts to create something pretty was a waste of time, but she had enjoyed the process, and now she enjoyed walking among the flower beds, tending to the plants, dreaming away her days.
What else was she to do? Her advice was not wanted, and apart from being present when her father demanded it, she was mostly left alone. She knew he was a bad man, and she did her best to help their people, sending out food to those who needed it, handing coins to others. Now such kindness would be the prerogative of Ewen’s wife. For the sake of her people, Elspit hoped the Stewart woman was generous. She had heard that powerful people were often thoughtless.
The door opened behind her open.
Her heart jumped and her breath caught, as she turned to face the room.
Ewen stood there, big and dominant and silent. Watching her. His face was as expressionless as before, nothing to show her what he was really feeling, but his gaze slid down over her body as it had in the hall. Taking his time. She felt the brush of his regard on her breasts and before she could help herself she reached to cover them.
Now his eyes blazed and for a moment she thought he would lose all control and cross to her, catch her up in his arms and throw her onto the bed. Instead he clenched his fists and remained before the closed door. 
“You are not in bed, lady,” he said as if something in his throat was restricted. 
“I didn’t know I was supposed to be,” she retorted, her pulse thudding and her legs almost too weak to hold her up.
“And yet you are here, awaiting me,” he reminded her.
He was reading her, seeing her desire, and she could no longer hide it. Still watching her, slowly, as if seeking her permission, Ewen reached up and began to unbutton his jacket, and all the while those hot, lustful eyes were on her.
“Should I drop to my knees before you? Is that what the other women do?” she jeered, but her voice was breathless. 
“You are not other women,” he told her curtly.
She knew then that this was going to happen. He was going to join her in her bed and he was going to take her body with his. For a moment her head swam, a pulse beating in her throat, her skin prickling. Her nipples were hard and before she could stop herself her hands slid over them, pinching the taut buds with her fingers.
The sensation made her gasp and close her eyes. When she opened them again he was still watching her, his chest rising and falling with each hard breath. He shrugged off his jacket, and his white shirt was fine indeed. He reached up to untie the cords at his throat and reaching over his head, dragged it off. The muscles of his chest were hard and his stomach flat, and a dark trail of hair ran down from his belly button and under his kilt. Elspit’s memories had not done him justice.
“Take off your gown,” he growled. “I want to see you. I’ve dreamed about you for so long ... I want to know if you really are the temptress of my imaginings.”
If he had stepped closer she might have refused but he stood at the door, waiting. Elspit’s fingers trembled as she began to undo the fastening at her wrist and throat, the bodice of her gown opening to show her chemise. It was of the palest pink, and when her gown fell around her feet, she stood in only that translucent garment.
His eyes flared and his gaze roamed over her again. She was certain that, with the only light a candle by her bed, he could see the shape and texture of her body through the cloth. The rose pink of her nipples and the dark curls between her thighs.
“You are even more beautiful,” he said it with reverence. 
Elspit gave a soft cry. That was when he moved toward her, and she saw that he was all muscle. There was a scar on his side that looked barely healed, and she reached out, not quite daring to touch him. 
“You are hurt,” she whispered.
“The only thing that hurts is here,” and he caught her hand and pressed it against his cock, hard and erect beneath his kilt. 
Her fingers began to move, caressing him, tracing the length and girth of him.
“Lady,” he warned on a groan.
Elspit’s gaze lifted slowly to his. She felt as if she had drunk too much wine. 
“I want to see you,” he told her huskily. “I want to see all of you.” 
Somehow she managed to unfasten the tiny buttons at the front of her chemise, and when it fell to the floor the light from the candle made her skin glow.
His jaw clenched, and his hands fisted at his sides. His gaze had dropped to her breasts and he reached out to trace the shape of one with his finger. Then he unfastened his kilt, tossing it aside, and she saw how aroused he was. His cock jutted up toward his belly, big and handsome, just as she’d remembered it. 
“All yours,” he told her. “Always was.”
Before she could think to answer him or make a sound he had lifted her in his arms, cupping the globes of her bottom as he swung her up. Her legs fastened about his hips and her arms slid around his neck, holding on. All that bare flesh, hard muscle, and abrasive hair. She wanted to rub herself all over him like a cat in heat. She pressed her face into the warm hollow of his throat and licked his skin.
He tasted of salt and sweat and man. He tasted like Ewen Campbell. 
“I’ve waited ten years for this moment,” he said, “and now here it is. I am going to take you until you can’t remember a time I wasn’t here. I’m going to take you until you become a part of me.”
“Yes,” she begged him. “Yes, Ewen.”
He turned to the bed and she felt the soft mattress beneath her bare skin, and the heavy weight of Ewen on top of her. His mouth was feeding off hers, tongue and lips and teeth. Sucking and biting. His hands were kneading her breasts, filled with the heavy weight of them, while his muscular legs pressed between hers.
Elspit moaned and arched against him, feeling the hard length of his cock sliding between her thighs. The head of it bumped against the sensitive nub above her entrance and she gasped and clutched at his shoulders.
“I’m going to lick you all over,” he rumbled. “Taste you and feast on you and mark every inch of you. But first I am going to fuck you.” 
The crude words should have made her draw back but the look in his eyes as he said them … Ewen was going to claim her in the most fundamental of ways. She felt her core spasm, and then he drew his hips back and, staring into her eyes, thrust. There was no easing inside her channel, no waiting for her to adjust to his size. He drove into her until the base of his cock knocked against her clit. 
“Oh God,” she wailed. Because he was big and she had only been bedded for one brief week, before her husband died. And no, it had never been like this. Never.
Ewen held himself inside her as if he wanted to mark her, possess her, make her forever his. Before finally he began to move.     







  
  Chapter 6
 EWEN


Her mouth was open under his, warm and sweet, and his tongue dove in. He’d forgotten how she tasted, but in that instant it came back to him. He groaned into her mouth, unable to help himself. His cock was painfully hard, threatening to burst, but he needed to hold on. She wasn’t there yet and it was important to him that they reach their peak together. 
Her breasts were squashed against his chest, her rosy nipples hard against his coarse hair. He could tell she wanted him just as much as he wanted her—he’d known from the moment she turned from the window to face him. Any doubts he might have had about her desire for him had vanished at that moment. Now he slid his palm down to cup her hip, arranging her so that when he withdrew and thrust again he could pleasure her with the drag of his cock against her swollen bud. It was something he had learned during the long hours with those willing women, although he had never put it to practical use. Not until now.
She made a wordless sound, pressing up against him, and a tear ran out of the corner of her eye. He almost stopped but then he realised she did not seem to be aware of it. This was not pain or sadness but an overflow of emotion, as if she was feeling a pleasure too great to contain. 
“Wait for me,” he whispered

      ***
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