
        
            
                
            
        

    
    
      
    

    
      Reclaiming
    

    
       his 
    

    
      Bride
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Bethany Hauck
      





    
    
      Copyright © 2019 by Bethany Hauck
    

    
      All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof
    

    
      may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever
    

    
      without the express written permission of the publisher
    

    
      except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.
    

    
      Printed in the United States of America
    

    
      First Printing, 2019
    

    
      	
        
      

    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      KDP Publishing
      





    
    
      Books by Bethany Hauck
    

    
    
    
      
        
          	
            
              The McCabes
            

          
          	
            
              The Johnsons
            

          
        

        
          	
            
              An Honest Mistake
            

            
              (Jacqueline and Connor)
            

            
              
            

            
              A Good Man
            

            
              (Ross and Angela)
            

            
              
            

            
              The Man of Her Dreams
            

            
              (Ham and Flora)
            

            
              
            

            
              A Nightmare Marriage
            

            
              (Fiona and Logan)
            

            
              
            

            
              A Man of Honor
            

            
              (Alastair and Mairi)
            

            
              
            

            
              Her Brave Knight
            

            
              (Owen and Emelia)
            

            
              
            

            
              His Audacious Bride
            

            
              (Eadan and Kirstie)
            

            
              
            

            
              The Irishman’s Daughter
            

            
              (James and Nellie)
            

            
              
            

            
              His by the King’s Command
            

            
              (Rory and Linsey)
            

            
              
            

            
              Coming Soon
            

            
              A Perfect Match
            

            
              (Craig and Peigi)
            

          
          	
            
              Married on the Oregon Trail
            

            
              (Kenny and Callie)
            

            
              
            

            
              A Reluctant Trail Bride
            

            
              (Lily and Nick)
            

            
              
            

            
              Bride for Sale
            

            
              (Henry and Sam)
            

            
              
            

            
              Coming Soon:
            

            
              
            

            
              New Neighbor, Old Love
            

            
              (Michelle and Calum)
            

            
              
            

            
              
            

            
              
            

            
              
            

            

            
              
            

            
              Other Books:
            

            
              
            

            

            
              
            

            
              
            

            
              Reclaiming his Bride
            

            
              
            

            
              The Forgotten Bride
            

          
        

      
    

    




    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Table of Contents
    

    
      
    

    
      C
      
        hapter 1.  What Now?
      
              
    

    
      
        Chapter 2.  Broken Dreams
      
              
    

    
      
        Chapter 3. A Boon
      
              
    

    
      
        Chapter 4.  Lessons in Loving
      
              
    

    
      
        Chapter 5.  She’s Gone
      
              
    

    
      
        Chapter 6.  Facing The Past
      
              
    

    
      
        Chapter 7.  My Son
      
              
    

    
      
        Chapter 8.  Confessions
      
              
    

    
      
        Chapter 9.  A Long-Awaited Wedding Night
      
              
    

    
      
        Chapter 10.  Trusting Him
      
              
    

    
      
        Chapter 11.  Finally Home
      
              
    

    
      
        Epilogue
      
      




      Chapter 1.  What Now? 
    

    
       
    

    
      Pleasantville, New York 1806
    

    
      
    

    
              Lorna Walsh stood in the small cemetery behind the church and watched as they lowered the coffin where her husband now rested into the ground.  She wiped a tear off her cheek, trying to stay strong for her children.  She squeezed each of their hands, trying to remind them both that they still had her, and each other. 
    

    
      Part of her was thankful Katie and William were too young to understand what was happening in front of them, but another part was sad they’d never remember the man she’d agreed to marry only an hour after meeting him.  
    

    
              Patrick may not have been the perfect husband, but he had been a wonderful father.  He’d always been kind and provided well for their small family.  He also worked hard, and the farm where they raised sheep was in excellent condition.  Loren was grateful to her husband for that.  Patrick had left her with enough money that at least she’d have time to figure out her future, and decide what would be best for their son and daughter.  Neither Lorna or Patrick had any other family in America, they were the first to make the voyage across the ocean, so Lorna had only herself to rely on now that Patrick was gone.
    

    
      Lorna knew how lucky they’d been that first day almost three years ago when their ship docked in New York, and they ran into Seamus Dermot.  Seamus had been at the docks looking to book passage on a ship back to Scotland, and he wanted to leave within the next two weeks.  Seamus was hoping once he found a ship, he’d have a week or two to sell the farm, where he raised sheep, before he had to leave.   
    

    
       Seamus heard Lorna and Patrick talking as they walked past him on the dock.  The couple had been discussing their future. Wondering where they were supposed to go next now that their voyage was over.  Hearing Lorna’s familiar burr and Patrick’s Irish brogue, he’d approached them and introduced himself.  Having come from a Scottish father and Irish mother, the opposite of Lorna and Patrick, Seamus had instantly taken a liking to the young couple.  What a blessing that meeting had turned out to be, for all of them
    

    
      After only speaking for a few minutes, Lorna and Patrick learned that Seamus recently received a letter from his older brother.   Reading the letter, Seamus found out that his father passed away, making his brother the new Laird of his family Keep.  His mother, who’d never considered Scotland her home, was ready to return to Ireland.  Especially now that all her children were grown.  Seamus knew his mother had probably gone to Ireland already since the letter had been written three months earlier.  He wasn’t happy with his brother for letting her go, but he knew where his mother’s family lived, and he would find her. 
    

    
      Seamus explained his plan to return home.  He also mentioned the farm he needed to sell.  Patrick asked a lot of questions, becoming excited when he heard Seamus raised sheep for wool and mutton.  He looked over at Lorna, and after a small nod from her, asked Seamus what he wanted for his property.  
    

    
      Lorna had her dowry packed in her trunk, and it was a substantial one.  The only problem was, she didn’t know what to do with the Scottish currency in this new country called America.  Seamus came up with the solution.  Since he was returning to Scotland, and they were looking to buy a farm, he’d take the Scottish currency in payment for his land.  Patrick, who’d been brought up tending his family's flock of sheep back in Ireland, quickly agreed.  Two days later, the paperwork was complete, and Lorna and Patrick owned a farm five miles outside the village of Pleasantville.  
    

    
      Seamus traveled with them for two days to get to their new home and stayed with them for a little more than a week until his ship was due to leave.  During that first day, Seamus had shown Patrick the boundaries for the seventy acres of land they’d purchased from him, and introduced both Lorna and Patrick to the two collies who helped herd his flock of almost one-hundred sheep.  Seamus wouldn’t be taking the dogs with him since they were considered part of the stock, and now belonged to Patrick and Lorna.  
    

    
      After a tour of the farm, Seamus took them to the homes of a few neighbors that lived within an hour's ride of their new land.  He introduced them to everyone, and the neighbors seemed to welcome them. 
    

    
      The next day, Seamas made sure Lorna and Patrick went with him into town, where he introduced the couple to the owner of the mercantile, Mr. Curruthers.  The next place they went was to the sawmill, again they met the owner, Mr. Daugherty, and placed an order for lumber.  Their last stop that day had been to meet  Reverend Banks at the church.
    

    
      Two days after that, the lumber was at the farm, and Patrick and Seamus, with the help of a few of those new neighbors, added a second floor onto the small cabin Seamus built and had lived in for the last five years.  Now instead of having one bedroom downstairs, there were three upstairs, and the kitchen and parlor had been enlarged to accommodate the bigger family.
    

    
      Once Seamus left to go back to Scotland, Lorna and Patrick settled into their new routine.  They’d both rise early, and while Lorna made breakfast, Patrick went out to the barn to milk the cow, feed the stock, and gather the eggs.  Once Patrick ate and left for the day to tend to the sheep and property, Lorna took care of the house and children.  
    

    
      When they first arrived, Lorna had to learn to do a lot of things she’d never worried about doing before.  Her Da over in Scotland was a Laird, and many servants worked in his castle.  Lorna used to help with some of the cleaning and cooking, but doing laundry, scrubbing dishes, and taking care of children had all been new to her.  Lorna didn’t mind the hard work, it kept her mind off of her home in Scotland, and the man she’d left behind. 
    

    
       If Lorna was being truthful, those household skills had been easier to learn than getting used to the differences in the words the two countries spoke.  Saying ‘yes’ and ‘no’ instead of ‘aye’ and ‘nay’.  Being a ‘mama’ and ‘papa’ instead of a ‘mither’ and ‘da’.  Eating breakfast instead of breaking her fast.  She was still trying to get used to it all, and sometimes still said what was familiar to her.
    

    
       As the men in town finished filling in the grave, Lorna again thought about her future and the future of her children.  Luckily, Patrick had increased their flock over the last two years.  In fact, their flock had grown so big, that last year during the lambing season, Patrick decided he couldn’t handle the work alone anymore.  To help with the chores, he hired two brothers, Jason and Alan Jackson.  
    

    
      The brothers were also from Ireland, and their family also raised sheep.  Thankfully, they already knew how to sheer, butcher, and help at lambing time.  Hiring Jason and Alan worked out so well, that Patrick, with the brother’s help, built a small cabin between the barn and field were the men now lived.  
    

    
      Two days ago, after Lorna confided in the brothers and told them her concerns, they’d both promised to stay on and continue doing their job for as long as she needed them.  Thank goodness she wouldn’t have to deal with the farm chores on top of everything else.
    

    
      One by one, the people at Patrick’s funeral began to leave; each of them stopped in front of Lorna and expressed their condolences.  Lorna knew she greeted and thanked each person for coming, but besides that, she had no idea what she said.  Once the last person was leaving, which seemed to take forever, she picked up two-year-old William, took three-year-old Katie by the hand, and walked back to the small carriage Lorna preferred to use.   
    

    
      She put both children in first, then climbed up on the seat so she could sit between them.  Once the children were secure, she gave the horse a gentle tap with the reins and turned the animal towards home.  She was relieved when William laid his head down in her lap and fell into a deep sleep, then Katie leaned against her other side and dozed off too.  Lorna sighed, the last two days had been stressful for all of them, and she could use a little peace and quiet.  She hadn’t even gotten a chance to think through what happened just two days before, when once more, her life changed drastically.  She looked at the children one more time and then let her mind wander back to that horrible day.
    

    
      The morning started out the same as any other.  After breakfast, Patrick had gone to tend the sheep, like he always did.  Lorna watched as he left the barn on foot, heading towards the pasture the flock had been moved to the day before.
    

    
        One minute the sky was blue, and the next, dark clouds rolled in as an unexpected storm hit the area, taking everyone by surprise, and it was a big one.  Unfortunately, no one was with Patrick when lightning hit the tree he was standing near.  The blast from the lighting might have stunned him, but Patrick had been severely injured when the big tree limb fell.  When he was late coming back to the house for dinner, Lorna became worried and sent the two farmhands out to find him.  It took Jason and Alan almost an hour to locate Patrick, and when they did, he was pinned under the tree, and he’d already died.
    

    
      It took the two men another hour to cut the branch into small enough pieces to move it, and then pull Patrick out.  They brought the body back to the house, where Lorna cleaned Patrick up, and then prepared his body for burial.  
    

    
      Alan rode into town and talked with Reverend Banks.  The Reverend immediately left town and came to console Lorna, to see if he could provide any comfort, and offer his assistance. When he asked what she wanted to do about a funeral, she wasn’t sure.  Back in Scotland, there was a cemetery inside the Keep walls behind the kirk where all family members were laid to rest.  By the time Reverend Banks left, with Patrick’s body, arrangements had been made to bury him in the cemetery at the church. 
    

    
      Lorna pulled the buggy up next to the barn and gave a grateful smile to Alan as he came out and took the reins from her.  He’d been at the funeral with his brother Jason, but not knowing how long she’d be tied up in town afterward, Lorna told them both to go on home without her.  No matter how much grief the family was suffering, the animals still needed to be tended.
    

    
      “Let me take care of the horses for you,” Alan told her.  Lorna nodded as she picked William up, glad she didn’t have to deal with the horses too.  “Do you need me to take Katie to her room for you?”
    

    
              “Nay,” Lorna answered.  She was tired, and her burr was always more noticeable when she was tired.  “I’ll come back out for her once I have William settled.”
    

    
              “Jason is out checking on the flock, but if you need anything from either of us, all you have to do is ask,” Alan told her.
    

    
              “Thank you, and your brother,” Lorna replied, “you’ve both done more than I could ever ask for.  Right now, I’d just like to put the children down, and then lie down for an hour or so myself.”
    

    
              “Everything is taken care of out here,” Alan assured her, “and the neighbors have brought enough food by that you won’t need to cook for a few days.  You go ahead and rest Mrs. Walsh, Jason and I have everything under control.”
    

    
              Lorna nodded again and carried William into the house and up the stairs to his room.  She took off his shoes and tucked him into his bed before going out to get Katie and doing the same thing.
    

    
              Once the children were settled, she went into her bedroom and laid down on the bed she’d shared with Patrick for close to three years.  The bed where during those years, nothing more than sleeping took place.  Not because Lorna didn’t want more to happen, it just wasn’t possible.
    

    
              She laid there for a long time, with thoughts of home in the Scottish Highlands going through her head.  She’d always wondered if leaving had been the right thing to do, but at the time, her heart was broken, and she couldn’t stay.  
    

    
              She thought of her Da, Elliot MacNee, and her mither, Sorcha.  Even almost three years later, she couldn’t believe how much she still loved and missed them.  Thinking back to her childhood, Lorna remembered how that’d always shown her how much they loved her; they all shared a special bond.  She was trying so hard to make the same kind of bond with William and Katie.
    

    
      Lorna knew she hurt both her parents with the way she left, but she wrote to them every few months, telling them about her new life, and trying to convince herself as much as her parents that she loved every minute of it.  Each letter took almost three months to reach Scotland, and Castle Sween, but her parents always took time and wrote back.  She knew from their letters that they missed her as much as she missed them, they told her so in every letter she received.
    

    
              She wondered if it would be possible to sell the farm and go back to Castle Sween.  Would the children be able to handle possibly more than two months at sea on a ship?  It had been a hard 
      journey the
       first time they crossed, and that was with Patrick by her side, supporting her and Katie.  Nay, she quickly ruled that idea out, Lorna knew she could never return, and for more reasons than the hard weeks at sea.
    

    
              First, the ship would never let a single woman book passage and travel alone, and they most certainly wouldn’t want a single woman traveling alone with two small children.  She could ask Jason or Alan to go with her, and then pay for their passage back again, but that wouldn’t be fair to either one of them. 
    

    
      Second, although her 
      Da and
       Mither would welcome her and her children at Castle Sween, she knew her brother, Calvin, would not.  The two of them had never been close, not with more than a ten-year age difference between them.  
    

    
      Calvin had never been cruel; he didn’t hit her tease her.  They just had nothing in common.  Calvin always preferred it if Lorna stayed away from him.  He’d made it clear to her when she was a small lass that she should make sure she was wed before their Mither and Da passed on.  Calvin had no intention of being stuck providing for her and her needs.  Castle Sween would belong to him and the woman he would one day marry.  There was no place for Lorna there.
    

    
      The third and last reason she couldn’t go home was Thomas.  Thomas Grant.  Even three years later, just thinking his name made her want to break down in tears, or hit something.  He’d broken her heart.  Her Da didn’t write about Thomas in his letters anymore, because she’d asked him not too.  All Lorna knew was that Thomas married his leman shortly after she’d left, but what other choice did he have.  
    

    
      Lorna sat up and shook her head.  It never did her any good to think of Thomas.  It still hurt too much, and that made her angry.  Knowing she’d never get to sleep now, she instead got out of bed and pulled out a parchment of paper and some ink.  Taking a seat at the small table next to her bedroom window, she began to write another letter to her parents.  
    

    
      She wrote about Patrick’s accident and the funeral.  She made sure her parents knew she was well, as were their grandchildren.  She tried to assure them both she’d be alright on her own, especially with the help of Jason and Alan.  
    

    
      She felt a tear roll down her cheek and quickly brushed it away.  She’d cried enough the past few days. Damn thoughts of Thomas, why couldn’t she just put it all behind her, forget him, and move on?
      




      Chapter 2.  Broken Dreams
    

    
      
    

    
      Three Years Earlier in Scotland:
    

    
      
    

    
              Lorna was so excited, Thomas was home, and he was coming to see her at Castle Sween.  They’d been betrothed since she was ten and he was four and ten summers. They saw each other many times each year, but today was special, because Thomas was going to make everything official, and set a wedding date.
    

    
      She’d asked her parents to let her greet Thomas alone.  She hadn’t seen him in almost a year, and she’d missed him.  As Thomas rode through the gates, Lorna’s heart began to pound.  He was so handsome with his reddish-brown hair, green eyes, and that adorable dimple on his left cheek.  He turned and looked at her, and as soon as their eyes met, his face lit up with a smile.
    

    
      “Lorna,” he said as he dismounted, “you’ve grown even more beautiful over the last year.”  Lorna blushed.
    

    
      “You’ve been gone so long, Thomas, I was beginning to wonder if you’d ever come home,” Lorna teased.
    

    
      “You knew I’d be coming home,”  Thomas said, kissing the back of her hand, “I wrote to you every fortnight.  Do you think I’d let anyone else get the chance to marry you?”  Once more, they looked at each other and grinned.
    

    
      Their parents may have betrothed them at an early 
      age,
       but neither Lorna or Thomas ever tried to get out of the agreement. The two of them had always gotten along.  Even when Lorna was still a girl, and Thomas, a young man he’d been kind to her.  Thomas always made certain he greeted her and kissed her hand when they saw each other, and Lorna had loved him for as long as she could remember for it.  
    

    
      Lorna thought about the last time they’d been together, almost a year before.  Her Da and Mither trusted the two of them, and they’d been permitted by her parents to go for a ride together, just her and Thomas.  In a field far enough away from the castle and village that they wouldn’t be seen, their shared kisses had almost gone too far.  
    

    
      Thomas would never tell Lorna the truth, but it was because of what happened in that field that he’d gone away for the past year.  He knew he’d never be able to keep his hands off of her until she was seventeen, which 
      had
       
      still been a
       year away.  He’d only been twenty himself at the time and had virtually no experience with women.  
    

    
      His brother Dylan was the one that suggested a year in Glasgow to learn more about the business dealings of running a Keep, and other things.  Thomas agreed, even though he knew he’d miss Lorna.  What he hadn’t known at the time, was how much he’d miss her.  He’d thought about her every day.  Now that he’d returned home, he was excited about marrying Lorna and having her by his side.
    

    
       Lorna led Thomas into the castle, where he greeted her parents.  They’d always liked Thomas, and Lorna’s Da had been good friends with Thomas’s Da.  Laird Grant had been a good man, but a hunting accident three years earlier ended his life.  Thomas’s mither died two years before that.
    

    
      Thomas stood and talked with Elliot, Lorna’s da, and Sorcha, her mither for a few minutes, filling them in on Dylan and his wife Ava.  Elliot had been a big help to Dylan, who’d been thrown into the role of Laird at the age of three and twenty.  He gave his advice whenever Dylan asked, and there was no one Dylan trusted more.  The McNee’s had all been at the wedding. Elliot and Sorcha were glad to hear that Dylan and Ava were happy, and hoping for a bairn in the near future.
    

    
       Lorna’s brother, Calvin, was nowhere to be found, but that wasn’t unusual.  He never made an effort to be part of her life.  The relationship they shared was strange.  They ate meals together as a family, but Calvin was a bit of a loner and preferred to only participate in the discussions by answering questions. He was always polite and never disrespectful to either of his parents. Lorna and Calvin rarely had a private conversation with each other, and if they did, it was cordial, but never personal.   
    

    
      “What do the two of you plan on doing today?” Elliot asked the two youngsters.
    

    
      “I wanted to take Thomas on a picnic,” Lorna told her Da.  “If you don’t mind us missing the evening meal.”
    

    
      “Nay,” Elliot told them, “the two of you will be wed soon, I see no harm in it.”
    

    
      “Just be back before sunset,” Sorcha added, smiling at the young couple.
    

    
      “Aye,” Thomas told them, “we’ll be back well before that time.  I still have to ride home later.”
    

    
      “You’re welcome to stay at Castle Sween tonight if you’d like,” Elliot offered.
    

    
      “Nay,” Thomas answered, “thank you for the kind offer, but my brother will be expecting me home.  He’ll worry if I don’t show.  It’s less than a two-hour ride.”
    

    
      “Then you must leave well before dark,” Sorcha said graciously.  “I’d hate to see Dylan worry.”
    

    
      Lorna grabbed Thomas by the hand and pulled him to the kitchen to collect the basket of food she’d asked the cook to prepare.  Leaving the kitchen, their next stop was at the stables, where two horses were already saddled and waiting.
    

    
      “Where do you intend to take me?” Thomas asked, smiling at her.
    

    
      “Back to our field,” Lorna whispered and then grinned.
    

    
      “Aye,” Thomas said, “I did enjoy our last trip there, although I was very frustrated when we left.”
    

    
      “Aye,” Lorna said, blushing.
    

    
      The conversation between them was easy as they rode out to the field next to a loch far enough away from the Keep that no one could spot them from on top of the wall.  Thomas told Lorna all about the things he’d been doing in Glasgow, well most of them, which was less than a two-hour ride beyond the Grant Keep, Doune.  Lorna spread out the plaid she’d brought for them to sit on and laid out the food.  They both ate and continued to talk.
    

    
      “I’d like to marry in a fortnight,” Thomas told her  “if you agree.”
    

    
      “I’d marry you tomorrow,” Lorna answered.  “I love you, Thomas, and I can’t wait to be your wife.”
    

    
      “I’m glad to hear it,” Thomas said, “because, Lorna MacNee, I love you too, and once we wed, I’m never letting you go.  If your Da agrees, I’d like you to come to Doune a few days before the wedding.  That way you’ll have some time with Ava, Dylan’s wife.  She can show you what your duties will be, and you’ll learn the rules of the Keep.”
    

    
      “I know Ava, Thomas.  I have been to Doune,” she said teasingly.  Then becoming more serious, she asked, “what rules?” 
    

    
      “There will be rules, Lorna. Ava follows them too, but she understands Dylan only wants to keep her safe.  I want to keep you safe,” Thomas told her.  “You will follow them, Lorna.”
    

    
      “If I agree with them,” she replied.
    

    
      “If you agree with them or not,” Thomas insisted, “you will not like the consequences if you don’t.”
    

    
      “I don’t like where this conversation is going,” Lorna said.  “I will not sit here and listen to you talk to me like a bairn.”
    

    
      “Maybe a demonstration is what you need,” Thomas said, reaching out and pulling her down over his stretched out legs.  Figuring they’d be married soon, and it didn’t matter, he pulled her skirt and shift up, baring her to the waist.
    

    
      “Thomas, what do you think you’re doing?” Lorna cried out.  “Unhand me right now.”
    

    
      “Nay,” Thomas said, rubbing his hand across her bare flesh.  She was warm and soft. “You need a lesson on what happens to lasses who don’t listen to their husbands at Doune.”  
    

    
      Then he brought his hand down on her backside.  First one cheek, and then the other.  
      Smack, smack.
        “Stop struggling, Lorna, I intend to go easy on you, this time.”  
      Smack, smack.
        “The rules should be easy to follow.”  
      Smack, smack.  
      “You will always tell someone where you’ll be when you leave the castle.”  
      Smack, smack.
        “You will always take a guard or escort with you when you leave the keep.”  
      Smack, smack.
        “And you will speak to me respectfully at all times in front of the men.”  
      Smack, smack.
       
    

    
      Thomas flipped Lorna back over and sat her on his lap.  Tears were on her cheeks, and he gently wiped them away.  He pulled her into his chest and held her close as she calmed herself.
    

    
      “Are those the only rules?” Lorna asked quietly.
    

    
      “Nay,” Thomas told her, “you will also not put yourself in any danger, ever.  I love you too much to let anything happen to you, Lorna.  Can you follow these rules?”
    

    
      “Aye, Thomas,” Lorna said, looking up at him, “they’re reasonable.”
    

    
      Thomas brought his lips down on hers and kissed her gently.  Lorna wrapped her arms around his neck and held on, making the kiss linger.  Thomas thrust his tongue past her lips and touched his to hers.  Lorna groaned.
    

    
      Thomas didn’t want to stop, and neither did Lorna.  The spanking Thomas had given her made her feel funny, and for some reason, she craved his touch more than she ever had before.  With the wedding only a fortnight away, they both decided waiting didn’t matter, and within minutes they were stretched out on the plaid together, naked.
    

    
      “Are you sure?” Thomas asked as he played with her nipple.
    

    
      “Aye, Thomas,” Lorna answered, “show me what to do.”
    

    
      “You don’t need to do anything,” Thomas assured her, “I’ll take care of you.”
    

    
      He leaned forward and licked one of her already hardening nipples as he cupped the other breast.  Lorna moaned, and his hand slid lower.  As he kissed her again, his fingers slid between her folds, finding her already wet and ready for him.
    

    
      Thomas found her clit and slowly rubbed it.  Making circles around it and then letting his thumb flick over the hardening nub.  Lorna moaned again and thrust her hips up at him.
    

    
      “Please, Thomas,” she said, wanting more, but not knowing exactly what she wanted.
    

    
      “Let me make you feel good,” Thomas said, scooting down between her legs and letting his tongue replace his fingers.  
    

    
      He licked and sucked, making her moan and grip his head between her hands, not wanting him to ever stop. He found her opening and pushed a finger up inside her, she was tight, but didn’t seem to feel any discomfort.  He sucked her clit into his mouth and added a second finger in her cunny.  With a squeal, her cunny gripped his fingers tight as her nub spasmed under his tongue.
    

    
      Thomas slowed his ministrations down, and once Lorna calmed a bit, he slowly climbed over her.  He lined his cock up at her opening and asked one more time, “are you sure, Lorna?  I can wait for a fortnight.”
    

    
      “Nay, I don’t want to wait,” Lorna said, “please, Thomas, love me.”
    

    
      Thomas grinned down at her and slowly pressed forward until he came up against her barrier.  He kissed her once more as he thrust his hips forward, breaking through her innocence.  He felt Lorna flinch.
    

    
      “Are you alright?” He asked, holding himself still.
    

    
      “Aye,” Lorna said, moving her hips a bit and experimenting.  “It hurt a bit for just a moment, but I think I’m alright now.”
    

    
      Thomas nodded and slowly pulled his cock most of the way out of her cunny before pressing forward once more, burying himself fully into her.
    

    
      “You feel tight,” Thomas said, “and wet.”
    

    
      “Is that bad?” Lorna asked.
    

    
      “Nay, lass,” Thomas said, “that’s good,”  He pulled out and pushed back inside her again.  “Very, very good.”
    

    
      They didn’t speak again.  Thomas began pulling out and thrusting into her again and again, and kissing her like he just couldn’t get enough.  Lorna wrapped her arms and legs around him, not wanting it to ever end.  Too soon for both of them, Lorna’s cunny gripped his cock as she again reached her pleasure.  Thomas tried, but he couldn’t hold back, shooting his seed far up inside of her.
    

    
      Once they’d both caught their breath, Thomas rolled off of Lorna, taking her with him.   He rubbed her back softly, enjoying having her in his arms.
    

    
      “I can’t believe we just did that,” Lorna said and giggled.
    

    
      “Aye,” Thomas said, grinning, “the wedding will have to take place in a fortnight now.  Maybe we created a bairn already.”
    

    
      “I wish it were in a sennight,” Lorna said and sighed.
    

    
      “You’ll come to Doune a few days before the wedding?” Thomas asked.
    

    
      “Aye,” Lorna answered, “I’ll come.  I’ll miss you until then.”
    

    
      “And I, you,” Thomas said, “but we’ll be together after that until the end of our days.”
    

    
      Then he kissed her again, and once more they shared their love for one another before getting dressed and riding back to Castle Sween.  
    

    
      Thomas and Lorna spent some time with both her parents in Elliot’s study after their return.  Soon wedding plans were confirmed, and everyone was happy. Lorna walked Thomas to his horse and kissed him goodbye, looking forward to their wedding day, and night.
    

    
      **********
    

    
              “Why did Da ask me to escort you to Doune?” Calvin asked, complaining for at least the tenth time since they’d left home.  “I was supposed to visit Ayla Buchanan today.  Doune is an hour ride out of my way.”
    

    
              “Don’t let me ruin your plans,” Lorna said, tired of hearing him complain, “we’re almost halfway there, and you would’ve had to go this way anyway.  We can go our separate ways when you need to.  
      Da never
       needs to know.”
    

    
              “Nay,” Calvin said, “if something happens to you, Da will blame me.”
    

    
              “Nothing will happen to me,” Lorna assured him.  “I’ve ridden this route to Doune many times.”  This was true, but she didn’t tell him it was always with an escort, “and never had a bit of trouble.”
    

    
              “And what about your Dowry?” Calvin asked.  “Da said I was to give it directly to Thomas when we arrive.”
    

    
              ‘I can take it,” Lorna told him.  “No one will know I’ve got it.  Don’t start worrying about me now, Calvin, you never have before.”
    

    
              “Nay,” Calvin admitted, “I haven’t.  You’ve had Mither and Da’s attention since you were born.  You didn’t need mine too.  Once Mither and 
      Da are
       gone, I’ll be the Laird of Castle Sween.  You won’t be welcome to stay there anymore.”
    

    
              “Aye,” Lorna said, holding back her tears.  His words weren’t a surprise, he’d told her this before, but they still hurt.  “I know you mean those words, Calvin, and I won’t be back for more than an occasional visit to friends once our parents are gone.”
    

    
              “As long as you understand,” Calvin said.  He took the bag of coins that was tied to his saddle and handed it to her.  She tied it onto her horse and once more grabbed the reins, ready to ride. 
    

    
              “I’ll see you in a few days with Mither and Da for your wedding,” Calvin said, as they prepared to go their separate ways.  “You may not believe me, Lorna, but I do hope you find happiness in your marriage.”
    

    
              “Aye,” Lorna said, “and I hope you find a lass that will make you happy.”
    

    
              “I will,” Calvin said, and he actually grinned at her, “but I don’t plan to marry for a few years yet.”  
    

    
              Lorna only watched for a moment as Calvin rode away.  She turned her horse back towards Doune and kicked it into a canter.  She was only a few miles from her destination when she spotted a carriage traveling with two guards.  It looked like it was also heading to Doune.
    

    
              Lorna stopped her horse and watched the travelers for a minute.  Once she decided they weren’t a threat, she called out a greeting as she carefully approached.  The guards stopped, and once they did the same and deciding she wasn’t a threat, they waved her forward.  The carriage stopped, and a woman stuck her head out the window.
    

    
              “And what have we here?” The woman in the carriage asked, looking at Lorna.
    

    
              “I’m Lorna MacNee,” she introduced herself.  “I was on my way to Doune when I spotted your carriage.”  The woman’s eyes lit up.  Lorna disliked her instantly.
    

    
              “I was just about to stop for a break to stretch my legs and get a bite to eat,” the woman said.  “My name is Lorraine Anderson, and I’d be happy if you’d join me, Lorna MacNee.”
    

    
              Lorna didn’t want to, she didn’t want to spend time with the woman, she wanted to get to Doune, but she didn’t want to be rude either.  “I’d love too,” she said, trying to smile.
    

    
              As the woman climbed down from the carriage, Lorna couldn’t help but notice she was pregnant.  Probably close to her sixth month.
    

    
              “Aye,” Lorraine said.  Seeing that Lorna was staring she put a hand on her stomach, “I’m hoping it’s a lad.  His Da would be so happy.”
    

    
              “Does your husband live at Doune?” Lorna asked.
    

    
              “Nay,” Lorraine answered, “I’m not married, but I will be soon.  The babes Da doesn’t know about him yet.  I’ve traveled from Glasgow to tell him.”
    

    
              Lorna didn’t know what to say.  She nodded her head, trying to think of a way to get out of the uncomfortable situation.
    

    
              “Thomas will be so happy,” Lorraine said, trying to hide her smirk.  She knew who Lorna was.  Thomas had told her all about his betrothed.  In fact, she was his favorite subject.
    

    
              “Thomas?” Lorna asked.  She suddenly felt sick to her stomach.
    

    
              “Aye,” Lorraine said, “Thomas Grant.  The two of us became very close while he was in Glasgow.  It was scandalous, but he just about lived with me.  The two of us were so in love, but then I had to leave and go to Edinburgh for a while.  My poor Thomas was so upset that I had to go.”  Lorraine could see her words were getting to Lorna, the woman stood, now pale as snow, in stunned silence, while Lorraine went on.  “I realized I was with child while we were apart.  I came back to Glasgow as soon as I could, but when I returned, Thomas was already gone.  It took me a while to find out where Doune was, and then arrange an escort to get here.  Do you know my Thomas?”
    

    
              “Aye,” Lorna said, walking back to her horse.
    

    
              “Where are you going?” Lorraine called out as she watched Lorna mount and then turn her horse in the opposite direction.  “I thought you were going to Doune?”
    

    
              “Nay,” Lorna said quietly, “I don’t need to go there anymore.”
    

    
              Lorna rode off quickly and never looked back.  She couldn’t stop the tears that were running down her cheeks as she sobbed.  She didn’t know where to go next.  She couldn’t go back home and face her Mither and Da.  She couldn’t go to Doune.  She finally decided to ride into Glasgow.  She’d have a day or two before anyone noticed she was missing to figure out what she wanted to do next.  
    

    
              Lorraine watched Lorna ride away and laughed.  She knew Thomas would marry her once he found out about the bairn, as long as his betrothed was out of the picture.  He was that kind of man, even if the 
      babe
       wasn’t his.  But that was information she never planned to tell Thomas.
    

    
      **********
    

    
              Lorna sat by the river in Glasgow and watched as some of the boats come in and docked while others pulled up their anchor and sailed away.  She still had no idea what to do, but at least she’d managed to stop crying. One minute she was heartbroken, and the next, she was angry.  How could Thomas tell her he loved her and then sleep with another woman?  She wished she could board one of the ships to wherever it was going and start over again.  She barely noticed when a man holding a small child sat down next to her.
    

    
              “Are you alright, lassie?” he asked.
    

    
              “Nay,” Lorna answered truthfully.
    

    
              “Want to tell me your troubles?” he asked.  “Then I’ll tell you mine.”
    

    
              Lorna couldn’t help but grin sadly.  The baby he held was one of the cutest she’d ever seen.  “I can’t burden you with my problems, I don’t even know your name,” she finally answered.
    

    
              “That’s easy enough to correct,” he said to her.  “I’m Patrick Walsh, and this is Katie, my daughter.”
    

    
              “What are you doing in Scotland, Patrick?  If I’m not mistaken, you’re Irish,” Lorna commented.
    

    
      “That I am,” Patrick answered.  “I’m trying to get to America.  Me and my girl Katie need a fresh start.”
    

    
      “America?” Lorna asked.  “That’s so far away.”
    

    
      “That it is,” he answered, “but sickness came through our village a few months ago.  I barely survived, but my wife died.   Luckily Katie here never got sick.  We caught a ship out of Dublin which brought us here.”
    

    
      “Are you waiting for your next ship?” Lorna asked.  “The one that will take you to America?”
    

    
      “I’m trying to find my next ship,” Patrick answered.  Seeing the confused look on Lorna’s face, he went on and explained, “none of the ship’s Captains seems to want to take a single man and his baby daughter as passengers.  They’re afraid that I won’t be able to pull my weight.”
    

    
      “How old is Katie?” Lorna asked, playfully grabbing one of the little girl’s toes, and being rewarded with a grin.
    

    
      “She’ll be a year old soon after we land in America,” Patrick answered.  “She’s a good lassie though.”  Patrick sat back and sighed.  After a few minutes, he spoke again.  “You’ve heard my problems, so why don’t you tell me yours?”
    

    
      “Why do you think I have problems?” Lorna asked.
    

    
      “You’re sitting here, alone, with tears in your eyes and a frown on your mouth.  Tell me why,” he coaxed.  “Maybe I can help you, or it’ll help me get my mind off my problems by focusing on someone else’s.”
    

    
      Lorna thought about it.  Patrick seemed nice, and he was very handsome. She did need to talk to someone, and a stranger seemed better than her mither, who would be mortified, or her da, who would want to skewer Thomas with his sword, or worse, shoot him with the pistol he’d purchased a few years ago.  
    

    
      Lorna decided she’d never see Patrick Walsh again once he left for America, so what could it hurt.  Maybe talking about it with someone would help her make some decisions on what to do next.  
    

    
      She started at the beginning, telling him about the betrothal the two da’s had agreed to when Lorna and Thomas were both young.  She left nothing out, even telling him what happened in the field.  At the end of her story, she had tears rolling down her cheeks as she told him about Lorraine, and the 
      babe
       she carried.
    

    
      “That is a sad tale, lassie,” Patrick told her once she finished.  “So what do you want to do now?  Go back home to your family?”
    

    
      “Nay,” Lorna answered quickly.  “I’d like to just disappear; maybe I can join an abbey.”  They both sat quietly for a few minutes, each thinking about their problems, and each 
      others
      .
    

    
      “If you really want to leave here and start over, then marry me, and come to America with me,” Patrick said suddenly, and when he saw she was about to argue he spoke again.  “I’m a good man, and I promise to treat you kindly.  I’ve got enough coin to buy a small farm, and I’ll raise sheep.  We’d have to start small, but I’ve heard there’s good land for raising a flock in a place called New York.”
    

    
      “You can’t be serious,” Lorna said, actually considering it.  Thomas was never going to be hers now, and she didn’t think she could stand seeing him with another woman.
    

    
      “Very serious,” Patrick told her.  “We can marry right now.  I found a ship that leaves in just a few hours.  The Captain said if I’d have been a married man he’d take me on.  It seems that they’ve transported many families to America on his ship, but the men are required to help move supplies, and the women help prepare the meals.  Come with me, lass, it solves both of our problems.”
    

    
      Lorna thought hard about it for a moment.  He was right; it would solve both of their problems.  Could she do it?  Could she hop on a ship and sail away?  She thought about Thomas and how it would feel seeing him with that awful woman, Lorraine Anderson.  She made a decision.
    

    
       “Alright,” she said, “I’ll go.”
    

    
      “There is something I must tell you,” Patrick said, and Lorna could tell he was blushing.  “It’s something I want to be very honest about.”
    

    
      “What is it, Patrick?” She asked.
    

    
      “If we wed, there can never be relations between us.  The sickness I had, it left me unable to…,” Patrick stopped, not knowing what words to use.  
    

    
      “You mean in the marriage bed?” Lorna asked.  “You can’t…?” this time she was stumped, but Patrick knew she understood.
    

    
      “That’s right, I’m so glad you understand,” Patrick said, not looking at her.  “I ran a high fever, had a rash, I couldn’t eat and only drank the liquids they forced into me for more than a week.  The healer in our village didn’t think I’d survive.  It did something, and I just can’t.  But I can promise you, after what you’ve told me, if there’s a babe coming in a few month's time, I’d welcome it as my own.”
    

    
      “Would you really?” Lynsey asked. Her menses should have started two days ago, and hadn’t.
    

    
      “Son or daughter,” he said and grinned a bit at her.  “What do you say…?”  Again he stopped, grinning sadly at her, he said, “do you realize you haven’t told me your name.  I’ve asked you to marry me, and I don’t even know your name.”
    

    
      “Lorna,” she answered, half-heartedly grinning back at him.  He was nice, and he did have a solution to all of her problems.  “Lorna MacNee.”
    

    
      “Nice to meet you, Lorna MacNee.  As I already said, I am Patrick Walsh, and I’d love it if you would agree to be my wife, and 
      Katie’s new mum
      ,” he said, standing up and giving a small bow with Katie still in his arms.  The movement made the little girl giggle.
    

    
      Lorna couldn’t help it, and she giggled too.  “Aye, Patrick Walsh, why not, I’ll marry you,” she said.
    

    
      An hour later, they were married. They’d gone to some of the shops in the area first, buying Lorna some clothing to wear and other things she’d need on the ship.  After the short wedding, Patrick insisted she write a missive to her parents, explaining exactly what happened.  He then found and paid a traveling merchant that would be riding near Castle Sween the next day to deliver it.  A couple of hours after that, they’d secured passage on a ship and were tucked safely away in a cabin as it pulled up its anchor and headed out to sea.
    

    
      During the second week at sea, Lorna decided that she’d been correct, and a bairn would be born half a year after their arrival in America.  She told Patrick, and as promised, he was thrilled.  
    

    
      A week after that, Lorna knew her marriage to Patrick would never be more than a friendship, but she’d have to settle for that. She finally told him about her dowry, which she still had with her.  Patrick was speechless for a moment; he couldn’t believe the amount she’d carried and traveled with, alone.  Six weeks later, they docked in New York, and her new life began.
      




      Chapter 3. A Boon
    

    
      
    

    
      Back at Castle Sween, Two Months Before Patrick Died:
    

    
      
    

    
              Thomas ran up the steps to the door of Castle Sween, still wondering why Elliot MacNee summoned him.  It’d been years since the man wrote him directly, and he didn’t blame him or Sorcha for their coldness towards him.  Thomas knew Elliot and Sorcha blamed him for Lorna leaving; they’d told him so that day in the hall two and a half years ago.  Hell, they should blame him, he blamed himself. 
    

    
      He hoped Lorna’s parents were both well after the tragedy the family had just suffered. He’d seen the pair at Calvin’s funeral just a sennight before, and although they were sad, they seemed healthy.
        
      He and Dylan didn’t stay at Castle Sween long, after what happened with Lorna, the families weren’t as close as they used to be.
    

    
      Calvin had taken a serious fall off his horse while galloping across a field.  No one knew for sure what happened, but with winter just ending, the ground was still covered in frost most mornings.  Calvin’s horse had either slipped on the wet ground or stepped in a hole, either way, it didn’t matter, the horse broke its leg.  As it stumbled, Calvin flew over its neck and head, landing hard on the ground, headfirst.   Calvin was already dead when the men out on patrol from Castle Sween came across him.  The screams of the injured horse led them to the scene, and the animal had been put down to end its suffering.
    

    
      Thomas entered the hall to find both Elliot and Sorcha finishing breaking their fast.  The pair still looked sad, but when Sorcha turned her eyes to him, Thomas saw something else, hope.
    

    
      “You got here quicker than I thought you would,” Elliot said, standing to address him.  “I just sent the missive off to you last night.  I thank you for honoring my request to see you so quickly.”
    

    
      “Your missive sounded urgent, so I left as soon as the sun began to rise,” Thomas told him.  “You mentioned needing my help with an important matter, and I’ll gladly offer you any assistance I can.”
    

    
      “You may change your mind when you hear my request,” Elliot said.  “I have a boon to ask, but I won’t think badly of you if you refuse.”
    

    
      “I’ll do anything you ask,” Thomas assured him, hoping for a chance to make amends with the family, “all you need to do is tell me, and I’ll get it done right away.”
    

    
      “This boon will take you a long while to accomplish,” Elliot said, and when Thomas went to interrupt he held up his hand to silence him.  “Let me finish.  With Calvin gone, I have no heir in Scotland to leave Castle Sween to.”  Thomas looked away, not wanting Elliot to see his true feelings about Calvin.  Elliot knew though, and added, “I know Calvin would have been a terrible laird, I wasn’t blind to his faults.”
    

    
      “He may have settled into the role with time,” Thomas said, and Elliot knew the words were spoken out of kindness, not truth.
    

    
      “Aye, possibly,” Elliot said, “but that doesn’t matter anymore.  Sorcha and I have talked this matter over for a sennight, and there’s only one solution.”
    

    
      “Which is?” Thomas prompted.
    

    
      “My heir, the only one that I have left, now lives in America.  Lorna has a son, named William,” Elliot explained, then winced a bit at the pained look on Thomas’ face.
    

    
      ‘Lorna had a baby?’ Thomas asked himself, hating the idea of Lorna having a baby with someone else.  He looked over at Elliot and Sorcha, hoping he didn’t say the words out loud.
    

    
      He already knew Lorna lived in America with her husband; she had for the last two and a half years.  Of course the couple would have a bairn by now, and probably a second on the way.  No man would be able to keep his hands off of Lorna in his bed; she was a beautiful young woman.  The thought of Lorna with another man made him feel sick, so he blocked the image out as quickly as he could.  
    

    
      Although the news of her having a babe came as a surprise, it was only because Elliot and Sorcha never told him anything about Lorna, or her life in America.  On the occasions that the two families crossed paths, the conversations had been cordial, but not personal like they used to be.  
    

    
      The last information Thomas had gotten on his once betrothed was over two years ago when Elliot showed him the missive she’d written, and 
      then had delivered
       to Castle Sween the day after she left.  Thomas was still hurt, and a bit angry, that Lorna left without even allowing him to explain.  Although, he knew his explanation might not have helped him much.  
    

    
      The day Lorraine arrived at Duone had been hectic, and at that time, Thomas didn’t know Lorna had found out about Lorraine and the bairn.  He barely had time to even think about Lorna for the first few hours.  Instead, he had to deal with Lorraine, and his brother Dylan. 
    

    
      The woman had been all over him, confessing her love for him, and insisting he marry her.  It took him two days to be able to get away from Doune, since Dylan and Ava refused to let him leave them alone with Lorraine.  He didn’t know what to do; he couldn’t take Lorraine with him to talk to Lorna.  Finally, on the morning two days after Lorraine’s arrival, and Lorna’s failure to show up at Doune, he’d left before sunrise, long before anyone else got up.
    

    
      “Are you paying attention, lad?” Elliot asked, interrupting his thoughts.
    

    
      “Aye,” Thomas said, “Lorna’s son is your heir, but he’s in America.”  Elliot nodded.
    

    
      “Pay attention, Thomas, this is important.  I need the boy to come back to Scotland, so I have time to teach him what his duties will be,” Elliot explained.
    

    
      “I understand that,” Thomas said, “but why did you ask to see me?”
    

    
      “Didn’t you hear me the first time?  I need you to go fetch the lad,” Elliot told him, “and tell Lorna what happened to her brother.  I don’t want to write to her about the accident.  Even though they were never close, a letter is not the way she should learn about Calvin’s death.”
    

    
      “You want me to go to America and tell  her about Calvin?” Thomas asked, still not sure he understood what Elliot wanted from him.
    

    
      “Aye,” Elliot answered.  He was beginning to think he lad was going soft in the head; he’d already explained this.
    

    
      “And talk her into giving me her son so I can bring him back to Scotland?” Elliot asked.
    

    
      “Nay!” Elliot quickly said, “I want you to persuade her whole family into coming back to Scotland!  There’s plenty of room here at Castle Sween for all of them.”
    

    
      “Even her husband?” Thomas asked. 
    

    
      “Even her husband, if he’ll come,” Elliot answered.  “I know what I’m asking you to do is more than you expected, Thomas.  I also know this won’t be easy for you.  But Sorcha and I believe you’re the only one who might be able to get Lorna to listen and come home.” 
    

    
      “You think she’ll sell her land,  pack up her home, board a ship, and return to Scotland because I’ve asked her too?” Thomas asked.
    

    
       “That’s exactly what we think.  We miss our daughter, and although she tries to make her life in America sound wonderful, I know by her words she’s not truly happy,” Sorcha answered this time.
    

    
      “She isn’t?” Thomas asked skeptically.  “What did she write to make you believe that?”
    

    
      “I’m her Mither, I can tell,” Sorcha explained.  “It isn’t what she writes, it’s what she doesn’t write.”
    

    
      “Is her husband unkind to her?” Thomas asked.
    

    
      “I don’t believe so,” Sorcha answered, “but I don’t think there’s a great love between them either. There might be a friendship, but not much more.  
    

    
      “But they have a bairn,” Thomas said.
    

    
      “Aye,” Sorcha answered, “and when she writes of the children, I feel the love for them in her words.  I don’t when she writes of her husband.  There’s no love in her words, but she didn’t marry for love.”
    

    
       No one said anything for a few seconds after that.  They all knew why Lorna married.  Thomas had broken her heart, and she’d run as fast and far away as she could.  
    

    
      “I don’t know if I’m the right person to send,” Thomas answered truthfully.  “I’m sure Lorna hates me now.”
    

    
      “Sorcha and I have discussed it, and we’re convinced you’re the perfect person to send.  She needs to deal with her past here in Scotland, or she’ll never feel she can come home.”
    

    
      Thomas sighed, thinking over what he wanted to do.  There was nothing holding him here in Scotland.  Dylan wouldn’t like it, but he’d understand.  The trip to America and back would take six months, or maybe even a year if he couldn’t talk Lorna into leaving before winter.
    

    
      “Aye,” Thomas finally said, “I’ll go.  Maybe it’ll be good for both of us to deal with the past.”
    

    
      “When will you be able to leave?” Elliot asked him.
    

    
      “Within the next fortnight.  I’ll have to go home and speak with Dylan, and then pack.  I should be able to find a ship in Glasgow fairly quickly.”
    

    
      “Bring our daughter and her family home,” Sorcha said, “I do so want to meet my grandchildren.”
    

    
      “Grandchildren?” Thomas asked.
    

    
      “Aye,” Sorcha answered, “there’s William, Lorna and Patrick’s son, and Katie, a daughter Patrick had with his first wife.  Lorna loves the lass like her own, and so will we.”  Again Thomas nodded.
    

    
      “Then I’ll leave you now and be on my way.  Hopefully, in half a year's time, I’ll return with the rest of your family,” Thomas told them, giving a small bow.
    

    
      “Safe travels, Thomas,” Elliot said, stepping forward and clasping his hand.  He pushed a small bag of coins into Thomas’s palm,  “this should cover your expenses, and Lorna’s families.  I know after the way we’ve treated you the last few years, I had no right to expect you to say aye, but I’m glad you did.  I want to thank you.”
    

    
      Thomas nodded, then turned and walked out of the hall.  He hurried down the steps and mounted his horse.  He quickly turned the animal toward Doune and rode off.
    

    
      “Are you sure about sending him?” Elliot asked Sorcha as they stood in the doorway and watched Thomas ride away.
    

    
      “Aye,” Sorcha answered.  “I feel it’s the right time for the two of them to come together again.”
    

    
      “And if you’re wrong?” Elliot asked.
    

    
      “When have I ever been wrong?” Sorcha asked.  
    

    
      “True.  Let’s hope this isn’t the first time, my love,” Elliot said, picking up her hand and kissing the back of it.  He sighed and added, “but I don’t see how things will work out between them with her already being married.”
    

    
      “Have a little faith, Elliot,” Sorcha answered, knowing she was right.
    

    
      **********
    

    
              “You’re going where?” Dylan Grant asked, leaning forward in his chair to make sure he heard correctly.
    

    
              “To America,” Thomas told him again.  “I’ll be back within a year.  Half that time if things go well.  You don’t need me here at Doune.”
    

    
              “First of all, you’ll always be needed and welcome here at Doune.  Secondly, why?” Dylan asked.  “Lorna is married now.   I know you loved the lass, but it’s time for you to let her go, move on, and marry someone else.”
    

    
              “That’s easy for you to say,” Thomas told Dylan, “you’ve married the woman you love.”
    

    
              “Aye, I have,” Dylan agreed, “but if you’d give someone else a chance, you might find love again too.”
    

    
              “I think that’s why I need to go do this,” Thomas admitted.  “I’ve never been able to move on, and I don’t know if I will ever be able to.  Maybe if I get a chance to explain everything to Lorna, I’ll finally be able to do that.  She left because of me, Dylan.  You know I feel guilty about that.”
    

    
              “Aye, brother,” Dylan agreed.  “I know you do.  So do I if I’m being honest.”
    

    
              “You have nothing to feel guilty about,” Thomas tried to assure him.
    

    
              “Aye, I do,” Dylan said, “it was me that sent you to Glasgow, and me who urged you to find a leman.  You wouldn’t have done either of those things without my urging you to do so.”  Thomas shrugged as Dylan continued, “but do you know what I feel the worst about? You having to marry that awful woman.”
    

    
              “That’s beside the point now,” Thomas told him, he 
      hated
       talking about his marriage.  “The marriage didn’t last long, and although I’m happy not to have had to spend the rest of my days married to Lorraine, I still feel bad about the bairn.”
    

    
              “Aye, so do I.  I still don’t understand why she thought the bairn would survive,” Dylan said.  “How could a mither do such a thing to her babe?”
    

    
              “I don’t know, brother,” Thomas said, “but at least we know the bairn wasn’t mine.  Let’s not talk about Lorraine anymore, that’s a part of the past I’d rather forget.”
    

    
              “Aye,” Dylan agreed, then to change the subject he asked, “if you’re successful, how will you feel traveling for months on a ship with Lorna and her husband?”
    

    
              “And their bairns,” Thomas added.
    

    
              “Aye,” Dylan said, “and their bairns.”
    

    
              “I’ll have to accept that they’re together,” Thomas told him, “especially if they return to live at Castle Sween.  I’ll have to get used to seeing them together.  The Keeps are too close to never have contact with each other.”
    

    
              “You know you’ll be missed,” Dylan said, accepting the fact that Thomas’s mind was already made up, and there would be no talking him out of going to America.  “I was hoping you’d be here with me when Ava gives birth to our bairn.”
    

    
              “A bairn?” Thomas asked.  “Ava is pregnant?”
    

    
              “Aye,” Dylan said grinning.  “We were beginning to wonder if it would ever happen, but it has, and I’ll be a Da in six months.”
    

    
              “Congratulations!” Thomas said, “tonight let’s drink and celebrate.  Tomorrow I’ll pack my things, and the next I’ll go off on a grand adventure.”
    

    
              “Thomas, I do hope you find the closure you’re looking for,” Dylan said, filling two cups with whiskey.  He handed one to Thomas and took one for himself.  
    

    
              “So do I, brother.  To Ava,” Thomas said, and then took a drink.
    

    
              “Aye,” Dylan said, “to Ava.  The woman I love more than life itself.” 
    

    
      “Hang onto her, brother,” Thomas said, “I’d hate you to feel as I do most days.”  Dylan nodded.
    

    
              They drank well into the night, reminiscing and laughing about their childhood.  Ava came down and collected her husband after midnight.  Thomas watched them go, knowing he would miss his brother and sister by marriage.
    

    
              Thomas left early two days later.  He made the ride to Glasgow before midday.  His first stop was at the stables, to make arrangements for his horse to stay there for a few days. Dylan would then have the animal picked up and taken back to Doune. Thomas then went to an inn nearby to secure a room for the next sennight.  His last stop of the day was at a  tavern next to the docks where he could inquire about booking passage to America.
    

    
              Five days later, he was stowed away in a small cabin on a cargo ship.  He’d have to help the crew now and then on the voyage, moving some of the freight, but that was alright with Thomas.  
    

    
      For now, he’d been told by the captain to stay in his cabin and out of the way.  He sat on the small cot in the room, his thoughts on Lorna.  What a mess he’d made of both their lives.  If only she’d stayed, he would have found a way to earn her forgiveness and married her as they had planned.  He thought back to when it all went wrong.
    

    



      Chapter 4.  Lessons in Loving
    

    
      
    

    
      Glasgow: The Year Thomas Spent There
    

    
      
    

    
               Thomas looked around the city as he rode through Glasgow.  Maybe Dylan was right about the things they’d talked about a fortnight ago in Doune’s hall.  Perhaps he did need to have some time away before he married Lorna.  Dylan had been very convincing about a lot of things that night.
    

    
      A Fortnight ago he’d still been at Doune, sitting up late with his brother, and drinking far too much whiskey.  Dylan was newly married.  He and his wife Ava only being married a little over two months.  Dylan was drowning his sorrows, frustrated that his new wife would be untouchable for the next few days.
    

    
      “Four days,” Dylan complained.  “I haven’t gone for four days without a woman since I was twenty summers, the same as you are now.”
    

    
      “How many women have you been with?” Thomas asked, drinking more.
    

    
      “Why do you ask?” Dylan wanted to know.
    

    
      “No reason,” Thomas answered, although he blushed a bit, “I  don’t ever remember you sleeping with a lot of women.”
    

    
      “Truthfully, not that many,” Dylan answered.  “I always preferred a 
      leman
       to a number of tavern wenches. I’d rather a lass only be sharing her charms with me. A few years back, when Da sent me to Glasgow to learn more about the business side of running the Keep, I found myself one by accident, and after that, I kept a leman at all times.”
    

    
      “You never told me that,” Thomas said.
    

    
      “Nay,” Dylan answered, “I never told anyone but Da.  I liked to keep my personal pursuits private.”
    

    
      “What did Da say when you told him?” Thomas asked, curious.
    

    
      “Don’t let your Mither find out, she'd skin me alive,” Dylan answered loudly, imitating their Da, who always spoke loudly.  They both laughed.
    

    
      “Do you still keep a leman?” Thomas asked once they calmed themselves.
    

    
      “Nay,” Dylan answered, laughing again, “I value my life too much to attempt it.”
    

    
      Thomas grinned, “Ava wouldn’t accept it I take it.”
    

    
      “Nay,” Dylan said, “but she does receive the best of what those women taught me.”
    

    
      “I’ve had too much to drink,” Thomas said, “I have no idea what you mean.”
    

    
      “In our bed,” Dylan explained, “I know how to give my wife pleasure, and she’s thankful for that. Now answer the same question, brother.  How many women have you been with?”
    

    
      “I’ve never been with a woman,” Thomas admitted, “I’ve been betrothed to Lorna, and I’ve been faithful to her.”
    

    
      “Good god, Thomas!” Dylan almost shouted.  “Never?”
    

    
      “Nay,” Thomas said.  “I’ll not dishonor Lorna that way.”
    

    
      “Do you even know what to do with a woman in bed?” Dylan asked.  
    

    
      “Aye,” Thomas answered.  “Da told me much when I was younger.”
    

    
      “Not even a tavern wench?” Dylan asked.  
    

    
      “Nay,” Thomas said.  “Don’t worry, Dylan.  Lorna and I will figure it out on our wedding night.”
    

    
      “Nay, brother,” Dylan said, “you cannot go to your marriage bed not knowing what to do.  Lorna will be frightened, and you need to know how to please her.”
    

    
      “You worry too much,” Thomas told him. 
    

    
      “Have you ever even touched a woman’s cunny?” Dylan asked.
    

    
      “Nay,” Thomas answered.
    

    
      “Not even Lorna?” Dylan asked.
    

    
      “That’s none of your business,” Thomas answered, blushing again.
    

    
      “You’ve answered my question,” Dylan said and chuckled.  “You need some experience, little brother.”
    

    
      “So what do you want me to do?” Dylan asked.
    

    
      “Go to Glasgow, as I did.  You can work with some of the businesses we trade with.  Learn what happens to the grain, and the meat we sell there,” Dylan told him.  “I’ll give you a generous allowance, and if you apply yourself, you’ll learn plenty.”
    

    
      “What about Lorna?” Thomas asked.
    

    
      “She can get by without you for a year,” Dylan told him. 
    

    
      “Do you think so?” Thomas asked.
    

    
      “Aye,” Dylan said, getting frustrated with his love-sick younger brother, “and for god’s sake, find a leman, learn how to please a woman.”
    

    
      “Nay,” Thomas said, “I can’t do that.  It would hurt Lorna if she found out.”
    

    
      “The lass never needs to know,” Dylan told him.  “Trust me in this, Thomas.  Ava knows I’ve been with other women, and it doesn’t bother her, as long as there are no others now that we’re wed.”
    

    
      “You’re sure that’s what I should do?” Thomas asked.
    

    
      “You’re only twenty summers, brother,” Dylan told him.  “You need some experience; trust me.” 
    

    
       Thomas smiled as he remembered the conversation.  He’d rode to Castle Sween a few days later and told Lorna that Dylan was sending him to Glasgow to learn more about the business side of running a Keep.  She was sad he’d be gone so long, but understood.  Then they’d gone for a ride, and things had gotten out of hand when they’d shared a few kisses.  
    

    
       Thomas was about to change his mind and tell Lorna he couldn’t leave her, until he slid his hand up Lorna’s thigh and touched the hair that covered her cunny.   At that moment, he realized he had no idea what to do next.  He’d quickly put an end to what they were doing and gently pushed Lorna away from him.  Thomas knew then that Dylan was right, he needed some experience, and he was determined to learn so he could do things right on his wedding night.  A sennight later, everything was arranged, and Thomas left. 
    

    
      Thomas stopped at one of Glasgow’s stables and was pleased to find a stall had already been paid for to keep his horse.  The Grants owned a small house in the city, and Dylan had promised to alert the small staff that stayed there that Thomas would be coming for an extended period of time.  After a short walk from the stables, he arrived at the house and was glad to see he’d been expected.
    

    
      Thomas greeted the small staff and then put his things away in one of the bedchambers upstairs.  After he was done, he sunk down on a chair near the window, thinking about what to do next. He had appointments for the next two days with some of the businesses Doune dealt with; there were no problems there. Thomas bit his lip, thinking about the one problem he did have.  Dylan told him to find a leman, but he’d forgotten to explain how Thomas was supposed to do that.
    

    
      **********
    

    
              A fortnight later, Thomas was at a dinner party with some of the wealthier men in Glasgow.  There must have been close to one-hundred people there, many of them members of the King’s court when he was in the city.  Thomas sipped on a glass of wine, wondering how he’d gotten into this situation.  He didn’t belong here among this kind of wealth.  The Grants did well, but would never be at the level of most of the people in the room.  
    

    
              He was amused as he watched a woman a bit older than he was making her way around the room.  She stopped and flirted with one man after another.  She was pretty, but not beautiful like Lorna.
    

    
              “Stay away from that one,” Angus McLeary, the owner of more than one of the grain mills located around the city, told him.
    

    
              “Who is she?” Thomas asked.  
    

    
      He’d been invited by Angus to join the party he now attended.  The Grants sold a good portion of their grain crop to Angus’ mills each year.  The older man seemed to know everybody and liked to gossip about them all.
    

    
              “Lorraine Anderson,” Angus answered., “and she’s on the hunt.”
    

    
              “For what?” Thomas asked.
    

    
              “A new man,” Angus answered.  
    

    
              “I’ve no idea what you mean,” Thomas told him.
    

    
              “The woman has been the leman to at least a handful of the men here tonight,” Angus explained.
    

    
              “She is pretty,” Thomas commented, once more thinking about his conversation with Dylan.
    

    
              “Aye,” Angus answered, “and if you want her, I’m sure you could get her.  I’ve seen her look your way more than once tonight,”  
    

    
      Thomas shrugged and asked, “what does a leman expect?”
    

    
      “You to pay for everything, lad,” Angus said, slapping Thomas on the back and laughing.  “Never forget that,”  then Angus turned and walked away.
    

    
              Thomas decided he’d stayed at the party long enough.  He walked outside and stood out front, taking in the fresh air while a servant went to fetch his horse.
    

    
              “I don’t believe we’ve met,” a woman’s voice sounded behind him.  Thomas turned to find Lorraine Anderson staring at him.
    

    
              “Nay, we haven’t,” he answered, taking a step forward and bowing in front of her as he said, “I’m Thomas Grant.”
    

    
              “Lorraine Anderson,” she said, offering her hand, and as he took it, she gave him just enough of a curtsy that he could see down the front of her gown.  “What brings you to Glasgow, Thomas?” Lorraine asked, putting her hand on his arm.
    

    
              “Business,” Thomas answered.
    

    
              “No time for pleasure?” she asked, letting her hand 
      stroke
       his arm.
    

    
              “Plenty of time,” Thomas told her.  He was nervous but trying not to show it. 
    

    
              “Will you be staying in Glasgow long?” Lorraine asked him, backing him into a darker spot in the trees.
    

    
              “A year,” Thomas answered, and then groaned when her other hand cupped his cock and balls.  The material of his kilt the only thing between their bare skin
    

    
              “Are you married, Thomas?” Lorraine asked.  Squeezing his cock as it hardened under her hand.
    

    
              “Nay,” Thomas answered.  Lorraine put her hand under his kilt, fisted his cock, and stroked it slowly.  “I’m betrothed.”  Thomas bit his lip to stop a groan.
    

    
              “Does she pleasure you like this?” Lorraine asked, continuing to stroke him.
    

    
              “No one’s ever pleasured me like this,” Thomas admitted, beginning to pant.
    

    
              “You have been with a woman before, haven’t you?” Lorraine asked, beginning to enjoy herself.
    

    
              “Nay,” Thomas answered truthfully.  “My brother, Dylan, sent me here for business.”  Thomas moaned as Lorraine squeezed his balls.  “He told me to find a leman.”  Another stroke to his cock and he groaned again.  “He said I needed to learn to pleasure a woman before I wed.”
    

    
      “I could help you with that,” Lorraine answered.  Stroking his cock faster.  “You help pay for my expenses, and I’ll teach you everything I know about pleasuring a woman.”
    

    
      “When would we start?” Thomas asked, his eyes wanting to roll back in his head.
    

    
      “Tonight,” Lorraine told him.  “You’ll follow my carriage back to my home.  You’ll learn to pleasure a woman in my bed, but for now, here’s a sample of the pleasure I can bring you.”
    

    
      Lorraine gripped his cock tighter and began stroking him faster.  With her other hand, she cupped his balls, squeezing them almost to the point of pain.  With a groan, Thomas climaxed, shooting his seed into Lorraine’s hand.  
    

    
      “And that’s just for starters,” Lorraine said, pulling out a handkerchief and wiping her hands clean on it.  Thomas was still trying to catch his breath.  Lorraine tucked the handkerchief away and motioned for Thomas to follow her, saying, “come along now; there’s plenty you can still learn tonight.”
    

    
      **********
    

    
              Thomas had never been shy, but he couldn’t believe how fast Lorraine stripped off both of their clothes once they reached her bedchamber.  She put a hand on his chest, making him walk backward.  When the bed was behind him, she gave Thomas a playful shove, making him fall back onto the mattress.
    

    
              “This is going to be fun,” Lorraine said, straddling him.  Letting her cunny rub against his already hardening cock.  She leaned forward, licking his nipple until it hardened under her tongue.  “Now you try,” she said, leaning forward even more, so that her breasts hung in front of his mouth.
    

    
              All thoughts of Lorna left Thomas at that moment.  He sucked her nipple into his mouth.  Letting his tongue swirl around it until it was as hard as his own.
    

    
              “Bite it,” Lorraine said, “but not too hard.”  Thomas did, and Lorraine groaned.  “Now the other one.”  Thomas moved his mouth from one breast to the other.
    

    
              “The mouth feels good on lots of different parts of the body,” Lorraine said, moving down his body slowly, using her tongue to trace a path.  She let her tongue move down his chest, his stomach, and then up the length of his cock.  She licked around the tip for a moment before sucking him into her mouth.  
    

    
              Thomas groaned again and thrust his hips up at her, trying to push his cock further into her mouth.  Lorraine grinned before taking him deeper and letting the tip of his cock hit the back of her throat.  She continued to suck him until his breathing changed, and she knew he was close to reaching his pleasure again.  She pulled back slowly, letting his cock pop out of her mouth.
    

    
              “Not yet, lover,” Lorraine said, laying down on the bed and spreading her legs.  “You get up now, and kneel between my knees.”  Thomas did.  “Give me your hand,” Lorraine told him, and again, Thomas did.  Lorraine put his hand on her cunny, keeping her hand on his, she pushed both of their fingers through her folds.  “Feel how wet I am?”
    

    
              “Aye,” Thomas answered.
    

    
              “That means I’m ready for your cock,” Lorraine told him.  She took his hand and pushed one of his fingers up inside her with one of her own.  She showed him how to pump his finger in and out of her.  “Harder, Thomas, put two fingers in me and do it harder.”
    

    
              “Like this?” Thomas asked, pumping his fingers in and out of her opening.
    

    
              “Aye,” Lorraine said, then she took his other hand and placed it on her clit.  The little nub was already hard, like Thomas’s cock.  “Rub it,” Lorraine said.  Thomas did what he was told.  “Faster.  Now harder with your fingers.  That’s it,” Lorraine said just before her cunny gripped his fingers and he felt that little nub spasm under his fingers.
    

    
              “Did I do it right?” Thomas asked.
    

    
              “Aye, lover,” Lorraine said.  “You did just as I told you.  Keep doing that, and your betrothed will be a happy woman on your wedding night.”
    

    
              “Did I give you pleasure?” Thomas asked, grinning down at her.  Lorraine grinned back and nodded.
    

    
              “Now let me pleasure you,” Lorraine said, pushing him, so he once more fell back onto the mattress.  
    

    
              Lorraine quickly straddled his hips.  She grabbed his cock, lined it up at her opening, and sank down on it, taking it all in before grinding her hips.  Neither of them said anything as she began to ride him.  
    

    
              Thomas grabbed hold of her hips, pulling her down as he thrust up inside of her.  Thomas didn’t last long, and once more he shot his seed, only worrying afterward that he’d done it inside of her.
    

    
              Once it was over and they’d both caught their breath, Thomas said, “don’t you worry about a bairn taking hold in your belly?”
    

    
              “Nay,” Lorraine told him, “I take herbs every morning to prevent that.  I’ll bring no bastards 
      into
       the world.”
    

    
              Thomas nodded, wondering what he was supposed to do next.  Should he get up and get dressed?  Lorraine answered the question for him when she once more scooted down the bed and began using her tongue on his cock and balls.
    

    
              For the next five months, Thomas spent one or two nights a week with Lorraine.  She instructed him on how to use his mouth and fingers to make a woman happy, as she used her mouth and fingers on him. Lorraine also showed him lots of different positions for joining, and not all of them included a bed.  During that time, Thomas was always truthful, making sure Lorraine knew his plans hadn’t changed, and he would wed Lorna when he returned to Doune. 
    

    
      Finally, six months before he would be leaving Glasgow and his marriage would be taking place, Thomas told Lorraine it was time they ended things.  He felt he’d learned enough, and he thanked Lorraine for her help.  Thomas was tired of feeling guilty, knowing Lorna would never approve of what he’d been doing.
    

    
      Lorraine wasn’t happy to be dismissed.  She knew Thomas had been honest with her from the very beginning about their relationship only being temporary, but she’d hoped to change his mind.  He was handsome, and he’d turned into an amazing lover.  She liked Thomas, he actually talked with her, and most of the time she enjoyed their conversations. If Lorraine could just get him to quit talking about his favorite subject, which was his betrothed, Lorna.
    

    
              Lorraine was trying to come up with a plan, a way to keep Thomas for herself.  Then a missive came from her sister in Edinburgh.  Their father had died, and Lorraine’s sister demanded she come back home, and help settle his affairs.  If Lorraine refused, then her sister would see to it that none of their father’s estate would be given to her.  Lorraine left the next day. 
    

    
       
      




      Chapter 5.  She’s Gone
    

    
      
    

    
      Doune:  The Day Lorna Left For America
    

    
      
    

    
              Thomas worked out in the yard in front of Doune, helping do whatever chores needed to be finished.  Lorna was coming today, and he wanted to be outside to greet her when she arrived.  In three days, they'd be wed, and he’d have her in his bed every night for the rest of their lives.
    

    
              Hearing the guards up on the wall shout that someone was coming, Thomas walked to the gate to get a glimpse of his betrothed as she approached.  The carriage rolling towards Doune was a surprise.  The missive he’d received from Lorna said she’d be riding her mare over with Calvin as an escort. Calvin didn’t plan to stay, but he’d be coming back with their parents on the morning of the wedding.  The MacNees planned to bring Lorna’s trunks with them then.
    

    
              Thomas stepped out of the way as the carriage came through the gates and stopped in the Keep yard.  He walked over and opened the door, expecting to find Lorna inside.
    

    
              “Thomas!” Lorraine said, throwing her arms around his neck and kissing him in front of everyone.  “I’ve missed you so much.”
    

    
              “Lorraine?” he asked, trying to push her away from him.  “What are you doing here?”
    

    
              “I came to see you,” Lorraine said, offering him her hand so he could help her down.  He didn’t take it, so she exited the carriage on her own.  Thomas didn’t see the hand, he was too busy staring at her abdomen, he couldn’t miss the bulge in her middle, and his stomach rolled.  
    

    
      “Why are you here, Lorraine?” he asked again.
    

    
      “I needed to see you,” Lorraine answered.  “I arrived back in Glasgow a week ago and went to see you at your home there. The maid I talked to said you’d already come back to Doune. I wanted to let you know; I’ve been keeping your son or daughter safe.”
    

    
              “My son or daughter?” Thomas asked.
    

    
      “Aye,” Lorraine answered, “aren’t you happy, lover?”  
    

    
              “Thomas,” Dylan said from behind him, “
      who
       is this?”
    

    
              “You must be Dylan,” Lorraine said, stepping away from Thomas and over to where Dylan and Ava stood.  “Thomas told me so much about you.  And this must be your lovely wife, Ava.”
    

    
              “Aye,” Dylan said, looking away from Lorraine and glaring at Thomas.
    

    
              Lorraine had been hoping for a warmer reception, not getting it, she spoke again.  “I’m Lorraine Anderson.  I was a special friend to Thomas in Glasgow.”  She held up her hand for Dylan.  Only because of the good manners his mither taught him did Dylan take it.
    

    
      “Did you travel to Doune with your husband?” Ava asked quietly, looking at Lorraine’s stomach.
    

    
      “I have no husband,” Lorraine said, “but I do carry Thomas’s bairn, and I was hoping he’d make a respectable woman out of me.”
    

    
      “Nay,” Thomas said quickly.  He had to put an end to this. Lorraine was going to ruin everything. Lorna was due to arrive at any time.  How would he explain this to her?  Was the bairn really his?  He’d ended things with Lorraine more than seven months ago.  “How do you know that’s my bairn.  How many months along are you?” 
    

    
      “The bairn should be here in a little more than a month,” Lorraine lied and said.  She wasn’t even six months along, and the father was a married man in Edinburgh.
    

    
      “You’re carrying small for eight months,” Ava commented.  Her mither was a healer, and Ava helped her birth many bairns.  She knew what a woman looked like in her final month of pregnancy.
    

    
      “Aye,” Lorraine said, “the bairn may be small, but it’s healthy.  Come give me a kiss, Thomas, I missed you so.”
    

    
      Thomas stood there, not knowing what to do.  It was Ava who finally spoke and broke the silence.  “Come with me, Lorraine.  You don’t mind if I call you Lorraine do you?”
    

    
      “Of course not,” Lorraine said, smiling back at Thomas, “we’ll be family soon anyway.”
    

    
      Ava gave both men a look, showing her irritation, then she pasted a smile on her face and said to Lorraine, “you must be exhausted, and I’m sure you could use a place to lie down.  I’ll have you taken to a room where you can rest for a while.”
    

    
      “Thank you, but I rested in the carriage,” Lorraine said, then she turned back to Thomas and said, “Wouldn’t you like to come with me, Thomas?  It’s been so long since we’ve been alone together.”  Lorraine winked at him, and Thomas looked away.
    

    
      “Nay, Lorraine,” Thomas said, “I’ll not be spending time alone with you.”
    

    
      ”I’m sure Ava doesn’t mind helping me then.  I’ll just go and clean up a bit.  I’ll be seeing you soon, my love,”  Lorraine said.
    

    
      Thankfully, Ava led Lorraine away before Thomas could say anything else.  He wanted to grab the woman and shake the truth out of her.  He didn’t believe the bairn was his but wasn’t sure how to prove it.
    

    
      “Is what she said true?” Dylan asked.
    

    
      “Aye,” Thomas answered, “she was my leman in Glasgow.  But I haven’t seen her in more than seven months.”
    

    
      “Do you think the bairn is yours?” Dylan asked.
    

    
      “I don’t know for sure,” Thomas said quietly. “It’s possible.  What do I do now?  Lorna is due at any moment.”
    

    
      “You’ve gotten yourself into quite a bit of trouble, but if the bairn is yours, you know what you’ll have to do,” Dylan told him, then looked away because of the pain he saw on his brother’s face.
    

    
      “Nay!  I won’t marry Lorraine,” Thomas objected.  “I’m marrying Lorna.  I love her Dylan, and she loves me.  This will break her heart.  It’s breaking mine.”
    

    
      “Then for your sake, Thomas, I hope you can find a way to work things out,” Dylan said, trying to be honest.
    

    
      “How?” Thomas asked.  “Tell me what to do.”
    

    
      “I don’t know, brother,” Dylan answered, “but we can’t stay out here like a couple of cowards.”  He slapped Thomas on the back, and the two walked into the castle together.
    

    
      **********
    

    
              Two days later, not long after the sun rose, Thomas rode into the yard at Castle Sween. Although he was relieved Lorna hadn’t come to Doune as planned, he needed to find out why she hadn’t arrived at Doune like expected.  At first, he’d been worried, but he knew that if something happened, and Calvin hadn’t returned from escorting her, there would have been men from Castle Sween already at their gates.
    

    
              He’d spent the whole ride over trying to figure out how to explain Lorraine to Lorna.  The woman was making him crazy.  Always hanging on his arm, trying to steal a kiss, and calling him ‘my love’ or ‘lover’.
    

    
              Thomas tried to explain to Lorraine that he was getting married to Lorna in a matter of days.  He was not going to change his plan.  Now if he could just get Lorna to understand what happened with Lorraine.  If the bairn Lorraine carried was his, he’d offer to keep it at Doune, and Lorraine could go on with her life.  He was hoping Lorna would agree to raise the child as her own.
    

    
              “I can’t believe you have the nerve to show your face here,” Elliot MacNee said, storming out of the castle doors with Sorcha right behind him.  
    

    
              “I’ve come to speak to Lorna,” Thomas said, taken by surprise by Elliot’s anger.  Did they already know about Lorraine?.  “Where is she?  She was supposed to be at Doune two days ago.”
    

    
              “She left,” Elliot said bitterly.  “She heard about your other woman and bairn, and now she’s gone.”
    

    
              “Gone where?” Thomas asked, his heart 
      was beginning
       to pound.  
    

    
              “To America,” Elliot said.  “I don’t know much more than that.  You might as well come inside and read the missive she wrote.  It was delivered yesterday afternoon.”
    

    
              “I don’t understand,” Thomas said, “why would she go to America?”
    

    
              “She didn’t feel she could stay and watch you with another woman,” Sorcha told him.
    

    
              “But I still planned to marry her,” Thomas said, “I can explain about Lorraine.  I don’t love her; I love Lorna.”
    

    
              “Is the bairn yours?” Elliot asked.
    

    
              “It’s possible,” Thomas answered truthfully.   “But I think Lorraine is lying, and the babe is some other man’s.”
    

    
              “Can you prove it?” Elliot asked.
    

    
              “Nay,” Thomas answered, “I can’t.”
    

    
              “Then even if there’s only a small chance the bairn might be yours, you know what you’ll have to do,” Elliot told him before taking Sorcha gently by the arm and escorting her back into the castle.
    

    
              Thomas followed Elliot and Sorcha into the hall at Castle Sween.  The missive Lorna had written and sent was still sitting on the table where the family ate their meals together.
    

    
              “Here,” Elliot said, picking it up and thrusting it at Thomas.  “This is all we know.”
    

    
              Elliot took it from him and sat in the nearest chair before he started reading.  It wasn’t long, and he read it out loud.  His heart broke a little with each sentence.
    

    
              “Dear Da and Mither,” he began, his voice barely more than a whisper.  “I know you think I’ve arrived at Doune, but things didn’t go as planned.  Thomas has been seeing another woman, and they have a bairn on the way.  I can not bear to stay in Scotland and watch him marry and love someone else.  I’ve met a very kind man named Patrick Walsh.  The two of us married in Glasgow, and by the time you read this, we’ll be on a ship sailing to America.  We plan to start a new life there together.  I love you both so much, and I will miss you every day.  Be well, and I’ll write again once we’re settled.  Your loving daughter, Lorna.”
    

    
      “America,” Sorcha said, fighting back tears, “that’s so far away.”
    

    
      “She married?” Thomas asked, although he already knew the answer.  “How could she marry someone else?  I know she loves me.”  
    

    
      “She was hurt, Thomas, and angry,” Sorcha said.
    

    
      Thomas didn’t know what else to say.  He was hurt and angry too.  He threw the missive back down on the table, stood, and walked out of the castle without even saying farewell.  He mounted his horse in the yard and turned back towards Doune.  Lorna was gone, nothing else mattered.  
    

    
      Two days later, he married Lorraine, but refused to share a bed with her.  She’d ruined his life, and he didn’t want any woman in his bed if he couldn’t have Lorna.
    

    
      **********
    

    
              “Something is wrong,” Ava told Thomas as she came out of Lorraine’s bedchamber.  “There’s too much blood, and I can’t get the bleeding to slow down.  I’m worried about her, and the bairn.”
    

    
              “She’s dying?” Thomas asked. 
    

    
              “Aye,” Ava said.  “But there’s more going on than just the bairn not wanting to come out.  She wants to speak to you, Thomas.  Please, be kind.”
    

    
              Thomas entered the room behind Ava.  Lorraine was in the middle of another birthing pain, and even though Thomas didn’t care for her, he did feel sorry for her.  He breathed a sigh of relief when the pain passed.
    

    
              “Come, sit with me, Thomas,” Lorraine said weakly, “I have some things I must tell you.”
    

    
              “Aye,” Thomas said, sitting next to her on the side of the bed.  Lorraine grabbed his hand, and he forced himself not to pull away from her touch.
    

    
              “I’m sorry,” Lorraine said, “for everything I’ve done.  I’ve wronged you in so many ways.”
    

    
              “Nay, don’t talk like that,” Thomas tried to object.  “You only need to worry about birthing our babe now.”
    

    
              “But that’s what I need to tell you,” Lorraine said.  “I need to die with my conscience clear.  This isn’t your bairn, Thomas.”
    

    
              “But you said…,” Thomas began, but was quickly cut off as Lorraine had another birthing pain.  She squeezed his hand until it passed.
    

    
              “I lied,” Lorraine finally told him once she caught her breath.  “The bairn’s Da is a man I met in Edinburgh, but he’s already married.  I didn’t want to birth a bastard, and I knew you were a good man and would do the right thing.  I thought I was far enough along and the babe would be fine.”
    

    
              “Far enough along for what, Lorraine?” Ava asked.
    

    
              “A healer in Edinburgh gave me some herbs.  She said that when I was ready for the babe to come, I should take them, and they would start the birthing pains,” Lorraine explained.
    

    
              “When did you take them?” Ava asked.
    

    
              “Last night,” Lorraine said weakly.  “My stomach was already so swollen.  I didn’t think it would matter if the babe came a bit early.”
    

    
              “When is the babe really due?” Ava asked.
    

    
              “Not for another two months,” Lorraine answered.  “But I had to lie to get Thomas to marry me.”
    

    
              “You knew I was supposed to marry Lorna,” Thomas said, he was angry, and this time he did try to pull his hand away.
    

    
              “Aye,” Lorraine said, hanging on tighter, “I knew.  I met your betrothed on the road coming to Doune.  Everything you told me about her was true; she’s very beautiful.  I told her the babe I carried was yours.”
    

    
      “You told her?” Thomas asked.
    

    
       “I’m sorry, Thomas,”  Lorraine said.
    

    
              “You’re sorry?” Thomas asked sarcastically.  “You ruined my life, and you’re sorry?”
    

    
              “Aye,” Lorraine said, “please believe me.  I thought you would come to love me once I had the bairn.”  Another pain hit, and Thomas watched as Ava pulled the bloody clothes out from between Lorraine’s legs and replaced them with clean ones.
    

    
              “I loved her, Lorraine,” Thomas said, “I told you that in Glasgow.”
    

    
              “Aye,” Lorraine said.  “You did.  Please forgive me, Thomas.”
    

    
              “Nay,” Thomas said, pulling his hand out of hers and standing.  He didn’t say anything else, he just walked out of the room, shutting the door softly behind him.
    

    
              Two hours later, Lorraine was dead.  The bairn she finally birthed, a lad, died soon after its birth.  Ava explained he’d been born much too early.  They held a funeral for both the bairn and Lorraine the next day.  No one from the surrounding clans had been notified or invited.
    

    
              The next fortnight Thomas drank heavily.  He couldn’t get the thought of Lorna married to someone else out of his head.  He wanted to hit something.  It wasn’t until he finally got into an altercation with Dylan that he sobered up, and although things would never be the same, he went on with his life.
    

    



      Chapter 6.  Facing The Past
    

    
      
    

    
      Pleasantville, New York 1806
    

    
      
    

    
              As the last hymn ended Lorna sat back down on the bench in the small church in Pleasantville where she attended Sunday services.  She watched as the townspeople and those from the neighboring farms stood, and waited for their turn to walk out of the church door.  She couldn’t see the door from the back pew where she sat with the children, there was a wall in the way, but she knew each person stopped and shook Reverend Banks’s hand before walking down the steps to their wagons.
    

    
              “Can we go home now, Mama?” Katie asked, tired of sitting.
    

    
              “Soon,” Lorna assured her.  She reached into her small handbag and pulled out a cloth.  Lorna unwrapped the contents and pulled out two cookies she’d baked the day before.  She handed one to Katie and the other to William.  “If you behave, I’ll let you have another cookie when we get home.”
    

    
              “Alright, Mama,” Katie said, sitting back down and enjoying her treat.  William did the same.
    

    
              Lorna glanced at the line of people waiting their turn to walk outside; she was ready to go 
      home herself
      .  When she’d spoken to the Reverend this morning, he’d asked her to stay after the service, because he needed to speak with her about something important.  Lorna wanted to tell him no, but didn’t.  She hoped he wouldn’t talk outside for too long.  The children wouldn’t be able to sit still much longer.
    

    
              “Mrs. Walsh,” Reverend Banks said as he came back into the church.  “Thank you for staying to speak with me.”
    

    
              “You said it was important, Reverend,” Lorna reminded him.
    

    
              “Yes,” Reverend Banks agreed, “
      it is
       important.”  Reverend Banks paused, and Lorna had a feeling she wasn’t going to like what he had to say.
    

    
              “If it’s bad news, Reverend, just tell me,” Lorna prompted.  
    

    
              “I don’t know if it’s bad news,” Reverend Banks said, trying to soften what he was about to say, “but I’ve had more than one person approach me the last two weeks, worried about you and your situation.”
    

    
              “My situation?” Lorna asked.  “What situation?  I may be a widow, but Patrick left me with a bit of money, and a farm that does well.  I would say my situation is better than most people.”
    

    
              “I’m not talking about the farm,” Reverend Banks said, “we all know Patrick was successful with your flock.  I’m talking about a widowed woman living with two single men.”
    

    
              “What are you suggesting?” Lorna asked, “I don’t live with two single men; I live with my children.”
    

    
              “They may not live in the house with you, but you have two single men living on your farm,” Reverend Banks told her.  “Some see that as improper now that Patrick is gone.”
    

    
              “Jason and Alan do the chores, and take care of the animals, that’s all,” Lorna explained.  “As I already said, they don’t live with me, they live in a house of their own, that Patrick helped them build.”
    

    
              “That’s not the point,” Reverend Banks said, “now that Patrick has passed, you can not have two single men living on your property.”
    

    
              “They’ve lived on the property for more than a year,” Lorna protested, “in a house that Patrick helped build.  They’re good men, Patrick trusted them, and so do I.  I will not ask them to leave, I need them.”
    

    
              “But people are beginning to talk,” Reverend Banks explained, trying to get Lorna to understand the problem.
    

    
              “Let them talk!” Lorna told him, beginning to lose her temper.  “I have nothing to be ashamed of.”
    

    
              “No one is trying to shame you,” Reverend Banks said, knowing Lorna wasn’t taking what he was telling her as well as he hoped she would.  “You’re a member of this community, and the people care about you.”
    

    
              “Talking about me behind my back is not caring about me,” Lorna said, “it’s gossip, and meant to harm me and my family.”
    

    
              “That’s not true,” Reverend Banks protested.  “We all care, and there’s a simple solution that would end all the talk.”
    

    
              “Nothing is simple.  What would you like me to do?” Lorna asked.  She couldn’t believe what she was hearing.
    

    
              “Marry one of them,” Reverend Banks answered.  “It will stop all the talk, and you can go on with your life the way you have been.”
    

    
              “Marry Alan or Jason?” Lorna asked, her face flushed with both disbelief, embarrassment, and anger.  “Patrick hasn’t even been dead for a month, and you’re already suggesting I marry someone else?”
    

    
      “Yes,” Reverend Banks said.  “I know it’s soon, but the people in Pleasantville would understand, and even be pleased.”
    

    
      “Let me make myself clear, Reverend,” Lorna told him, using every bit of her self-control not to yell at the man, but failing.  “I don’t plan to marry anyone in the near future!  Especially a man I didn’t pick and choose to marry myself!  If you want the truth, Reverend, at this time,  I don’t plan to marry again, ever!”
    

    
              “I’m going to be honest with you, Mrs. Walsh, after this little outburst, I believe the others are right, you need a man,” Reverend Banks said, “and soon.”
    

    
              Lorna had heard enough, and she lashed out.  “I don’t need a man, and I certainly don’t plan to get married again any time soon!”  Lorna went to stand; she was angrier than she ever remembered being before.  Reverend Banks put a hand on her arm, trying to calm her.
    

    
      “They’re both good men,” Reverend Banks said, “if it will make things easier, I could talk to Jason and Alan for you.”
    

    
      “Nay,” Lorna cried, “I won’t do it.  Alan is seeing a girl here in town, and Jason has his heart set on a girl on a nearby farm.  They aren’t interested in me.”
    

    
      “With the farm you own, no man would say no to marrying you,” Reverend Banks tried to reason with her.
    

    
      “So you think the only thing important in a new husband is that he wants my farm?” Lorna asked.  “What about love?  What about loving my children?”
    

    
      “Love could come with time,” Reverend Banks told her.
    

    
      “But that doesn’t always happen, now does it, Reverend?” Lorna stated, she knew this was true better than most people.  “Then all that’s left to hope for is friendship.”
    

    
      “Wouldn’t that be better than what you have now?” Reverend Banks asked.  
    

    
      “Nay, it wouldn’t be better,” Lorna said.  “I married once for convenience instead of love, and I won’t do it again.  I’d rather live the rest of my days alone before I repeat that mistake.  Good day, Reverend!”
    

    
      “Mrs. Walsh,” Reverend Banks called after her, “please stay.  We need to talk about this.”
    

    
      This time there was no stopping Lorna, and the Reverend knew it.  She took each of the children by the hand and walked out of the church.  Katie and William struggled to keep up, and when William stumbled, she finally slowed.
    

    
      “I’m sorry,” Lorna said, squatting down in front of her son.  “Mama’s angry, but not at you.”
    

    
      “It’s alright, Mama,” Katie told her.  “I wish Papa was here.”
    

    
      “I know you do, sweetheart,” Lorna replied, cupping Katie’s cheek in her palm.
    

    
      “Papa,” William parroted his sister.  Lorna cupped his cheek with her other hand.
    

    
      “I know you both miss your Papa,” she told the children, “but I promise you both; we’ll be alright.”  Katie nodded, and again, William copied her and did the same.
    

    
      Lorna put the children in the carriage before climbing in herself.  She needed to stop at the mercantile, which wouldn’t be open for long on Sunday.  She steered the horse in the direction of the store.  She stopped the carriage out front and helped each of the children down before securing the reins to the post out front.  
    

    
      Thinking about what the Reverend just told her, she glanced up and down the street.  Wondering who’d been talking about her and her ‘situation’.   She glared at two women standing in front of the dressmaker’s shop, two doors down.  Mrs. Curruthers and Mrs. Smith both looked uneasy and quickly turned and walked away.
    

    
      Lorna took a step back when she saw the back of a man walking into the sheriff’s office.  She wished she 
      could’ve
       caught a glimpse of his face, because if she wasn’t sure he was in Scotland, she would’ve bet money on it that the man was Thomas.  
    

    
      Lorna shook her head, trying to clear her thoughts.  Too many thoughts of Thomas the last few weeks and not enough sleep was making her imagine seeing the man in places he couldn’t possibly be.  She grabbed each of the children by the hand once more and walked up the steps.
    

    
      “Come along, children,” she said, and then led them into the mercantile to fill her list.
    

    
      **********
    

    
              Thomas Grant was beginning to think he’d never get to Pleasantville, New York.  The voyage across the ocean should have taken seven to eight weeks, but due to a couple of big storms they’d had to change course to avoid, it’d taken almost ten.  Then, after docking and leaving the ship in New York, he went in search of someone who could tell him where Pleasantville was.  Once that was accomplished, he arranged a way to get to the town.
    

    
              After renting a horse from a livery, he rode north, the direction which he’d been told Pleasantville was located.  Not knowing the land, somewhere along the way he veered off in the wrong direction and ended up in a town twenty miles to the west of where he needed to be.  Finally, almost a week after arriving in America, he reached his destination.
    

    
              Not knowing where Lorna and her family lived, he decided the best person to ask would be someone who knew everyone in the area.  That person would either be the local sheriff, or the Reverend at the town’s kirk.  Thomas lucked out when he saw the sign for the sheriff’s office and stopped.
    

    
              “Excuse me,” Thomas said, stepping into the man’s office, “my name is Thomas Grant, and I was hoping you’d be able to help me find someone.”
    

    
              “You’re a long way from home, aren’t you?” the sheriff asked, hearing the strong Scottish burr.
    

    
              “Aye,” Thomas answered, “I am.”
    

    
              “You looking for someone from home?” the sheriff asked.
    

    
              “Aye,” Thomas answered again.  “I’m looking for Lorna MacNee; her parents sent 
      me with a
       
      message that
       I need to deliver.”
    

    
              “There’s no Lorna MacNee in these parts,” the sheriff told him.
    

    
              “Lorna Walsh,” Thomas corrected himself, “she married right before leaving Scotland.  She’s supposed to live around these parts with her husband, Patrick, and their two bairns.”
    

    
              “Now I do know Lorna Walsh,” the sheriff answered.  “You say you have a message for her?”
    

    
              “Aye,” Thomas said, “from her parents.  Her brother Calvin died, and they didn’t want her to find out in a letter.”
    

    
              “Were they close?” the sheriff asked.
    

    
      “Not really,” Thomas answered, “but he was still her brother.”
    

    
      “This may sound cold, but I’m glad to hear it,”  the sheriff said,  “Mrs. Walsh might not take another death so soon very well.”
    

    
              “Another death?” Thomas asked.  
    

    
              “So you haven’t heard about her husband, Patrick,” the sheriff answered, “he got caught in a storm almost a month ago.  Lighting hit a tree, and one of the biggest branches snapped off.  No one knows how, but Patrick was crushed underneath it.  It killed him.”
    

    
              “Lorna is a widow?” Thomas asked.
    

    
              “She is,” the sheriff answered, “but from what I’ve been hearing, if the people of this town get their way, she won’t be for long.”
    

    
              “What do you mean?” Thomas asked.
    

    
              “There’s more than one man in this town that would like to take Mrs. Walsh for a wife. She’s a good looking woman, and Patrick left her financially comfortable.  The farm they bought is on good land, and growing steadily every year,” the sheriff explained.  
    

    
              “Is that so?” Thomas asked, still trying to process the information that Lorna wasn’t a married woman anymore.
    

    
      “Do you plan on staying in America long?” the sheriff asked.
    

    
              “Only as long as I need too.  Can you tell me where I might find Lorna?” Thomas asked.
    

    
              “Sure can,” the sheriff answered, “take the road out of town heading north.  Stay on it for about five miles.  When you see a big white farmhouse on the left-hand side of the road, that’s where you’ll find Mrs. Walsh, if she’s home.”
    

    
              “Where else would she be?” Thomas asked.
    

    
              “It’s a Sunday afternoon.  Most people around these parts just got out of church, so they’ll either be in town at the store or out visiting with neighbors.”
    

    
              “I could use a few things myself,” Thomas said.  He’d used most of his shaving soap on the voyage, and he sure 
      liked
       the look of the hat and boots he’d seen the men in this country wearing. Thomas wouldn’t mind buying himself one of each, and if they had his size, he’d even take a pair of the boots back to Scotland for Dylan.  Maybe he’d also pick up some candy for Lorna’s bairns. 
    

    
      “Mr. Curruthers only keeps the place open for a few hours on Sunday, so if you need things, you better stop there first,” the sheriff told him.
    

    
        “Aye, can you give me directions to this store?  Then I’ll head out to Lorna’s place and talk with her,” Thomas said.
    

    
              Thomas left the sheriff’s office soon after.  He mounted his horse and rode the short distance to the mercantile.  He was still thinking about Lorna and what he wanted to say to her.  He couldn’t believe her husband was dead, and wondered how that might affect her parent's plan for her to return to Scotland.  Would she want to go?  He entered the store and went directly to the counter. 
    

    
              “You must be new in town,” Mr. Curruthers, the owner of the mercantile, said, as Thomas stopped in front of him.  “I know everyone around here.”
    

    
      “Aye, “Thomas answered, “I just arrived in the country a sennight ago.  I came to speak to an old friend.”
    

    
      “What can I help you with?” Mr. Curruthers asked him.
    

    
      “I need a few things. Some shaving soap, a few pieces of that stick candy you got, and I’d like to look at a pair of them boots I see everyone in town wearing,” Thomas answered. 
    

    
              Lorna froze behind the shelves where she was looking at material to make Katie some new clothes.  She knew that voice, she’d never forgotten it, but why was Thomas here in Pleasantville?  The old friend he came to speak to could only be her.  Did she want to speak with him?  Nay, she did not.  There was nothing they needed to say to each other.  She needed to get out of the store and away from Thomas.
    

    
              “Here’s the soap and candy,” Mr. Curruthers answered, “and there’s a stack of boots in the corner.  If I don’t have your size, I can always order a pair, although they might take a few weeks to get here.  You plan on staying in town long?”
    

    
              “Nay,” Thomas answered, “not long.”
    

    
              “You from Scotland?” Mr. Curruthers asked.
    

    
              “Aye,” Thomas answered, “and I’ll be heading back there as soon as I can.”
    

    
              “Your old friend wouldn’t happen to be Mrs. Walsh now would it?” Mr. Curruthers asked, looking back towards the yard goods to see if he could spot Lorna.  “She used to talk just like you when she first came to town.”
    

    
              “Aye, I am looking to speak with Lorna Walsh,” Thomas said.  “Do you happen to know where I can find her?”
    

    
              “She’s here,” Mr. Curruthers answered, again trying to spot Lorna, who was trying to make her way to the door with Katie and William without being seen.
    

    
              “Here in Pleasantville?” Thomas asked.
    

    
              “No,” Mr. Curruthers answered, “here in the store.”
    

    
              Thomas turned just in time to see Lorna run out the door.  He had to stop and pay for his purchases before following her.  By the time he made it outside, she already had the children loaded in the carriage and the reins in hand.
    

    
              “Lorna!” he yelled.  “Stop!  I need to speak with you.”  
    

    
              Lorna looked back for just a second before bringing the reins down on the horse's rump harder than necessary.  Not used to such rough treatment, the animal was frightened and jumped before taking flight and running.  Lorna gripped the reins tighter, trying to gain back control.  
    

    
      The carriage hit a bump, and William bounced off the seat.  Lorna let go of the reins and grabbed her son before he fell over the side.  Lorna once more plopped William down on the seat next to her and looked for the reins, but couldn't find them.  She tried not to panic as the carriage went down the road, now out of control.
      




      Chapter 7.  My Son
    

    
      
    

    
      Thomas only watched for a second before mounting his horse and trying to catch Lorna’s carriage.  She’d be lucky if it didn’t tip over the way it was bouncing down the dirt road.  He watched as her carriage hit a big hole, and the small boy with her was almost thrown out the side.  Lorna must have let go of the reins to catch him, which meant no one was in control of the carriage.
    

    
      He kicked his horse’s flank, making it go faster.  Once he was even with the out of control animal, he reached over and grabbed the dropped reins.  Bringing the horse and carriage to a stop in front of the church.
    

    
      Now that Thomas could breathe again, he was angry.  How dare Lorna endanger herself and her children the way she just did.  If the carriage would have flipped over, it could have killed them all.
    

    
      “Give me the reins, Thomas,” Lorna said, refusing to look at him.  “I thank you for your assistance, but I’ll be fine now.”  She used her body to shield William, who was the spitting image of Thomas.  
    

    
      “I don’t think so,” Thomas said, keeping his voice calm, the children were already upset, scared, and crying.  “Get out of the carriage, Lorna, so we can talk.”
    

    
      “I have nothing to say to you,” Lorna said.  “I don’t even understand what you’re doing here.”
    

    
      “I’m here because I have things to say to you, though some of them needed to be said three years ago,” Thomas told her.  “Get down from the carriage.  Your children are frightened and need to be comforted.”
    

    
      “Don’t tell me what to do, or how to parent my children,” Lorna said, stressing the word ‘my’.  “I have no intention of listening to anything you have to say.”
    

    
      “Lorna,” Thomas said in a warning tone, reaching his arms up to Katie, who had tear tracks on her cheeks but seemed to be calming down somewhat now that the horse had stopped.  Katie looked at her mother before letting Thomas pick her up.  The little girl was still shaking, but Thomas could see that Lorna was too.  The wild ride, although short, scared them all more than Lorna would admit.
    

    
      Katie looked at Thomas for a second before wrapping her arms around his neck and squeezing him tight.  She said softly in his ear, “I want my Papa, but he’s an angel now.”
    

    
      “I know, sweetheart,” Thomas said, his heart going out to her.  She was a pretty little thing.  He wrapped his arms around her and hugged her a little harder.
    

    
      “Katie,” Lorna said, her voice shaking, “get back in the carriage, it’s time to go home now.”
    

    
      “Is everyone alright?” Reverend Banks asked as he ran down the steps of the church.  “I was watching out the window, and I can’t believe no one was thrown out of the carriage.”
    

    
      “We’re fine, Reverend,” Lorna said.  “Mr. Grant was just leaving, and so are we.”
    

    
      “What possessed you to drive your wagon like that, Mrs. Walsh?” Reverend Banks asked. “You’re lucky you didn’t kill yourself, or one of the children.  This is why I said what I did earlier.  You need a husband, one that isn’t afraid to take you in hand for doing such a foolish thing, especially with the children.”
    

    
      “We’re all fine,” Reverend,” Lorna said again.  
    

    
      “Excuse me, Reverend,” Thomas said, turning to the man and setting Katie down, “my name is Thomas Grant, and I’m an old friend of Lorna’s from Scotland.  I’d like to have a word with her in private.  Would you mind watching the children, and letting us have to use of your kirk for a few moments?”
    

    
      “Of course not,” Reverend Banks answered.  Looking between the pair and trying to figure out what was going on.
    

    
      “It’s not a kirk; it’s a church,” Lorna snapped.  She pointed to herself and then Thomas and added, “and we have nothing to talk about.”
    

    
      “Aye,” Thomas said, grabbing her by the wrist and pulling her towards him.  When she pulled back, Thomas gave a tug, and Lorna found herself lying over his shoulder with his arm over her thighs, holding her in place.
    

    
      It was then that Thomas got a good look at William.  The boy had his hair and eye coloring.  When William looked at Thomas holding Lorna on his shoulder he grinned, and the dimple on his left cheek confirmed to Thomas what he already suspected.
    

    
      “How old is the boy?” Thomas asked Lorna as he reached his hand towards William.  “Come on, son, let me help you down.”
    

    
      “He’s my son,” Lorna snapped again, trying to push herself off of Thomas’ shoulder.  “Put me down and leave us alone, Thomas, go back to Scotland, to your wife and bairn.”
    

    
      “I don’t have a wife or bairn in Scotland,” Thomas said as he helped William down and set him on the ground next to his sister.  He put his hand on the boy's head and smiled down at him as he said, “my bride ran away, and it seems she took my son with her.”
    

    
      Reverend Banks couldn’t believe what he was hearing or seeing.  Looking from William to Thomas, there was no denying the resemblance between the two.  He finally spoke up and said, “leave the children with me,  I can’t watch them long, but it seems you do need to 
      talk, in
       private.  I only have a few minutes before my meeting with Mrs. Curruthers and Mrs. Jones. ”
    

    
      “Nay!” Lorna yelled, beginning to cause a scene, “I don’t want to talk to him.”
    

    
      “Be quiet,” Thomas said as he swatted her backside.  “Thank you, Reverend.”  He turned and headed towards the church.
    

    
      Once inside, Thomas set Lorna down but held onto her arm so she couldn’t run away.  She tried to shrug out of his hold, but it didn’t work.
    

    
      “Let go of me,” Lorna shrieked.  “I don’t want to talk to you, Thomas Grant.”  
    

    
      She needed to end this and get back to her carriage before the Reverend’s meeting.  Mrs. Curruthers was the biggest gossip in town, and Mrs. Jones wasn’t much better.
    

    
      “Nay, I won’t let you go,” Thomas told her.  “You ran away without speaking to me three years ago; I’m not going to let it happen again.”
    

    
      “You were sleeping with another woman,” Lorna yelled, “and she carried your babe.”  Without thinking, Lorna reached out and slapped Thomas on the cheek.  
    

    
      “I deserved that,” Thomas said, rubbing his jaw,  “but don’t do it again.”
    

    
      “I should hit you ten times,” Lorna said, and she lashed out and slapped him on the other cheek.  
    

    
      Lorna was shocked by her behavior, but she tried not to show it.  After all the time that had passed since finding out about Thomas and that horrible woman Lorraine, her sorrow and heartbreak may have lessened, but it had turned to anger, and it seemed to be taking control of her actions.
    

    
      “That’s it,” Thomas said, “if you don’t want to stand and speak with me as you should’ve three years ago, then we’ll do it this way.”  Thomas sat down on the nearest pew and pulled Lorna face down over his knees.
    

    
      “Thomas,” Lorna protested, trying to push herself back up, “stop this; let me up.”
    

    
      “Nay,” Thomas said, feeling much calmer with Lorna in this position, knowing she couldn’t get away from him and would have to listen to what he said.  “I like you like this; you can’t get away.”  He proceeded to pull her skirt up to her waist, and then he reached underneath her and untied her drawers, pulling them down to her knees.
    

    
      “Thomas, stop,” Lorna said, trying to reach back and cover herself.  “You can’t do this; we’re in church!  You have no right to spank me anymore!”
        “I don’t think the good lord will complain about a bit of well-deserved discipline in his house,” Thomas said, bringing his hand down.  
      Smack, smack.
    

    
      “Thomas, stop!” Lorna demanded.  “You can’t do this to me.”
    

    
      “Do you remember that last afternoon we spent together?” Thomas asked, but he didn’t give her time to answer before he continued.  “I do.  I remember every minute of it.”  
      Smack, smack.  
    

    
      “I remember,” Lorna quickly answered, Thomas’s hand hurt, but it also made her remember other things about that afternoon.
    

    
      “I told you then that putting yourself in danger would earn you a punishment,” Thomas said.  
      Smack, smack.
    

    
      “That was as your wife, and I am not your wife!” Lorna shouted.
    

    
      “Nay,” Thomas said, “not just as my wife.  Today you not only put yourself in danger, but also my son.”  
      Smack, smack.  
      This time it was Thomas that put the emphasis on ‘my’.
    

    
      “He’s not your son!” Lorna said.
    

    
      “Don’t lie, Lorna,” Thomas said.  “I can understand why you were upset with me, but what I’ll never understand, is why you ran away without even giving me time to explain.”  
      Smack, smack.
    

    
      “What was there to explain?”  Lorna responded.  “Did you sleep with that woman?”
    

    
      “Aye,” Thomas answered, “I won’t lie.  But you could have let me explain why I did it.”  
      Smack, smack.  
      “The babe she carried wasn’t mine.”  
      Smack, smack.   
      “Even if the bairn would have been mine, I still planned on marrying you.”
       Smack, smack.
    

    
      “And then what Thomas?  Were we supposed to share you?  Were you planning to spend one night in my bed, and then the next in hers?” Lorna asked, trying not to cry again.
    

    
      “Nay,” Thomas objected, “Is that what you thought?  I didn’t even know Lorraine was coming to Doune.  I didn’t invite her.”
    

    
      “I ran into that woman on the way to your Keep,” Lorna said, “and she told me the bairn was yours.  She told me!”
    

    
      “She lied,” Thomas said.  “I did marry her, but only after reading your missive, and learning you married someone else.  It didn’t seem fair to let the bairn be born a bastard.”
    

    
      “So you’re married,” Lorna said, “let me up, Thomas.  You’re a married man, with a bairn of your own at Doune.”  She 
      balled up her
       hand and hit his leg as hard as she could.
    

    
      “I’m not married anymore,” Thomas told her.  
      Smack, smack.  
      “Lorraine took some herbs to bring the 
      babe
       into the world early.  They made her bleed, and she died.  So did the babe she carried.”  
      Smack, smack.  
      “I only married her because you left.”  
      Smack, smack.
    

    
      “Please let me go, Thomas,” Lorna pleaded with him, not wanting to hear his excuses, and needing him to quit touching her.  
    

    
      His hand on her bare skin was making it impossible to stop her memories of that day in the field when they created William.  How could she 
      want
       him to touch her in all those personal places when she hated him.  She told herself it was only because no man had touched her in such a long time that she could feel her cunny getting wet.
    

    
      “Nay,” Thomas answered.  “If I let you up, you’ll just run again.”  
      Smack, smack.  
      “I won’t let you run, this time we’re going to talk.”
    

    
      “Is that why you’re here, in America?”  Lorna asked.
    

    
      “Your Da sent me,” Thomas told her.  
    

    
      He thought he saw some wetness on Lorna’s thighs when her legs parted for a fraction of a second.  He rubbed her thigh, and let his fingers slide between her legs, just enough to confirm his suspicions with his fingertips.   Lorna still wanted him as much as he wanted her. 
    

    
      “I can’t talk with you like this,” Lorna said, feeling her cunny getting wetter, and not wanting Thomas to notice.  “Please, let me get up.”
    

    
      Thomas sighed and answered, “if you promise to behave, I’ll let you up.  But I swear to you, Lorna if you run, this time I’ll catch you, and I’ll take a belt to you.”  
    

    
      Thomas didn’t even realize he was rubbing her arse where the skin had turned red with his palm as he slid his fingers up and down the outside of her folds.  Lorna began to breathe heavier, and spread her legs a bit more, wanting Thomas to touch her in a place only he’d ever touched before.  She let out a soft moan as one of his fingers finally slid into her cunny, finding that little nub and making circles around it.  She knew she needed to put a stop to this, 
    

    
      Lorna tried to tell Thomas to stop.  She really did, but she couldn’t.   It wasn’t until they heard the clearing of a throat that Thomas and Lorna remembered where they were.  Reverend Banks had entered the church, with Mrs. Curruthers and Mrs. Jones following right behind.  They all came to a stop when they saw Thomas, with Lorna over his knee.  From where they were standing, it was impossible not to see exactly where Thomas’ fingers had been, and that Lorna had been enjoying it.
    

    
      “What is going on here?” Mrs. Curruthers asked, clutching her throat.
    

    
      “This is scandalous,” Mrs. Jones added.  “He’s touching her bare skin, in an inappropriate place.  Do something, Reverend!”
    

    
      “Young man,” Reverend Banks began, “what is the meaning of this?  You’ve ruined Mrs. Walsh’s reputation.”
    

    
      “No!”  Lorna protested as Thomas lifted her back onto her feet and then stood up beside her, “no one needs to know.  Thomas spanked me, nothing more.”
    

    
      “Spanking a woman is for a father to do, or a husband,” Mrs. Curruthers said, “not a man you barely know.  That man’s hand was doing more than spanking you; we all saw where his fingers were.  Wait until I speak with Mr. Curruthers, he’ll have you run out of town.”
    

    
      “Be quiet!  I’m not a stranger; I know Lorna well.  We grew up together back in Scotland,” Thomas said, not liking either of the women.  “In fact, we were to be wed not too long ago, even though that information is no business of yours.”
    

    
              “Well I never,” Mrs. Curruthers said.  “You have no right to speak to me like that.  It’s because of you Mrs. Walsh will be an outcast to the community.  No one will want to be near a loose woman.”
    

    
      “If anyone hears of what happened here, it’ll be because of you, not me,” Thomas said, pointing at the woman.
    

    
      “Now let’s calm down,” Reverend Bands interrupted.  “Are you married, 
      Mr….
      ?”
    

    
      “Grant,” Thomas answered.  “My name is Thomas Grant.  Nay, I’m not married.”
    

    
      “And you and Mrs. Walsh were once engaged to be married?” Reverend Banks asked.
    

    
      “Aye,” Thomas answered, “we were betrothed, for years, since we were both children.”
    

    
      “But we aren’t any more!” Lorna said, not liking where the conversation seemed to be going.
    

    
      “To save Mrs. Walsh’s standing in the community, I can marry the two of you now,” Reverend Banks suggested.  “It would solve everything, and there won’t be any damage done to Mrs. Walsh’s reputation.  Do you have any objection to the marriage, Mr. Grant?”
    

    
      “Now hold on!” Lorna once again protested, “I haven’t agreed to marry anyone.”
    

    
      “I have no objection,” Thomas answered, ignoring Lorna.  His heart was pounding at the prospect of making her his wife.  He never thought he’d have the opportunity again.
    

    
      “I will not marry Thomas,” Lorna said, “it’ll just be a matter of time before he has another woman in his bed, just like the last time.”
    

    
      “There will be no other women in my bed,” Thomas said to her, then he turned back to Reverend Banks.  “We can have the ceremony now if you’d like.”
    

    
      “Nay,” Lorna said.  “I will not marry again.  I will not, especially to you, Thomas Grant.  You slept with another woman, and married her because she carried your bairn.”  The two women were still listening and gasped.
    

    
      “We were not married when I slept with Lorraine, and the only bairn I put in a woman’s belly, was yours!” Thomas argued.  Once more, the two-woman gasped, and Lorna was so stunned by his words in front of others that she didn’t know how to respond.
    

    
      “What child is he talking about?” Mrs. Jones asked.  “Where is this child that was born out of wedlock?”
    

    
      “Be quiet!” Lorna shouted at her.  “My son was not born out of wedlock.  Patrick married me, and William was his son.”
    

    
      “Nay,” Thomas said, “he wasn’t.  He’s mine.  Your husband may have raised him, but it was 
      my seed
       that created him.  He is mine, and he’ll be even more mine after we wed.”
    

    
      “You’re not listening, Thomas,” Lorna said, “I will not marry you.”
    

    
      “You must,” Mrs. Curruthers said, “he’s seen you naked.  The entire town will shun you if you don’t marry him.”
    

    
      “No one needs to know what happened here,” Lorna tried to reason with the woman, even though she knew it wouldn’t do any good.
    

    
      “There’s no way to keep it a secret,” Mrs. Jones said.
    

    
      “I’ll have to ask Mr. Curruthers to ban you from the mercantile,” Mrs. Curruthers said, “we can’t have a woman like you roaming around the aisles.”
    

    
      “A woman like me?” Lorna asked.  “I was a good wife to Patrick, and 
      I’m a damn
       good mither.  Maybe you should worry about yourself instead of talking about everyone in this town behind their backs.  I know it was the two of you that suggested there was something improper going on at my farm with Alan and Jason!”
    

    
      Mrs. Jones looked away, confirming to Lorna that she was right. Mrs. Curruthers just glared at her.  Lorna knew she’d made an enemy.
    

    
      “A woman like you isn’t fit to raise children,” Mrs. Curruthers said, “I think it’s time to talk to the sheriff, he may be able to do something about it.”
    

    
      “You want to take my children away?” Lorna asked.
    

    
      “The little girl isn’t even yours,” Mrs. Jones said.  “She’s going on four years old, and you and Patrick weren’t even married for three years.”
    

    
      “Stop,” Thomas said, noticing the children standing in the doorway, listening to everything that was being said. 
    

    
      Katie looked like she was going to cry, and William was clutching her hand, scared of the yelling and finger-pointing going on between the adults.  Thomas squatted down and held out his arms.  Both Katie and William walked over to him, slowly.  He picked each of them up in one of his arms.  Katie once more buried her head 
      in his
       shoulder.
    

    
      “It’s alright, sweetheart,” Thomas said quietly to her.  “Everything is going to be alright.”
    

    
      “I want my Papa,” Katie said again.  “Don’t let them take us away from Mama.”
    

    
      “Want Papa,” William parroted like he always did. “Mama.”
    

    
      “I can’t bring your Papa back,” Thomas said, not looking at Lorna, but focusing all his attention on the two children, “but if you want, I’d like to be your Da.”
    

    
      “Mama has a Da,” Katie said, lifting her head and looking at Thomas, “but he lives far away.  All the way across the ocean.”
    

    
      “I know him, your Grandda,” Thomas said.  “He wants to meet you 
      both, very
       much.  Would you like to meet him?”  Katie nodded, so did William.
    

    
      “Thomas!” Lorna said, trying to stop him from saying more, or making promises he wouldn’t be able to keep.
    

    
      “I think we need to come back later for our meeting,” Mrs. Curruthers interrupted, speaking to Reverend Banks and Mrs. Jones.  “I need to speak with Mr. Curruthers immediately.”
    

    
      “Nay!” Lorna said, once more reverting back to the Scottish word she’d been raised on.  “Please, can we not keep what happened here between us?”
    

    
      “I think not!” Mrs. Curruthers said, “and then I’ll be speaking with the sheriff.”
    

    
      “Mrs. Curruthers,” Reverend Banks said, trying to calm the situation down, “let’s not do anything hasty.  Mrs. Walsh is a kind woman, and she’s always been more than generous to the town.”
    

    
      “That was before we knew of her past.  No wonder she left home and came to America, where no one knew her,” Mrs. Jones said.  “She was letting that man touch her, and inside a church, God’s very own house.”
    

    
      “Enough!” Thomas said softly but forcefully, not wanting to scare the children he still held in his arms.  “There will be no reason to speak with anyone.  Lorna and I will wed.  Right now.”
    

    
      “Thomas,” Lorna went to protest, but Thomas cut her off.
    

    
      “Do you want to risk losing your children?” he asked her quietly so no one else could hear.
    

    
      “Nay,” Lorna said, holding back tears.
    

    
      Thomas looked at Lorna, waiting for her to make a decision.  He knew she wanted to refuse, but there was no way she could.  Finally, Lorna nodded, letting Thomas know she would go through with a wedding for Katie and William’s sake.
    

    
      “Let’s get this done,” Thomas said to Reverend Banks as he handed William to Lorna.
    

    
      “You can’t marry holding children,” Mrs. Curruthers said, stepping forward and trying to take Katie from Thomas’s arms.  The child wrapped hers around his neck even tighter, refusing to let go.
    

    
      “Do not touch her!” Thomas said, turning his body, so he was between the woman and the little girl.  “Do not ever touch her.  From this moment on, she is my daughter, and you are not the type of woman I would ever let near my children!”
    

    
      “There’s no reason to be rude,” Mrs. Jones said.
    

    
      “There’s every reason,” Thomas said to her, and if he didn’t know better, he’d have sworn Lorna almost grinned.  “I’ve just arrived in town today, and I can already tell you two are the type of women who enjoy talking about others.  I may not be the most religious man, but I do know the good book says something about those without sin 
      casting
       the first stone.  Isn’t gossiping a sin, Reverend?”  
    

    
      Reverend Banks coughed into his hand to cover his own grin.  Thomas was right;  the two ladies did create a lot of problems in town with their gossip.
    

    
      “Let’s get on with things, Reverend, I'd like to take my family away from these two women as soon as possible.”  This time he knew Lorna grinned, although she quickly looked away.
    

    
      Minutes later it was done, Lorna and Thomas were now man and wife.  Without speaking, they loaded the children into the carriage and rode away.  Once again, Lorna's life had changed, and once again, it was because of Thomas.
    

    



      Chapter 8.  Confessions
    

    
      
    

    
              
      Lorna and Thomas barely spoke to each other as they rode back to the farm.  They didn’t need to.  Katie asked Thomas at least a hundred questions about himself and Scotland.  Lorna was surprised by his patience as he answered each one.
    

    
              “I have a Grandma too?” Katie asked.
    

    
              “Aye,” Thomas answered, “but in Scotland, you would call her 
      Grandmither
      .”
    

    
              “Is she nice?” Katie asked, and Lorna couldn’t stop a small laugh from escaping.
    

    
              “I’ve told you about my Mither and Da,” Lorna answered, “they are very nice.  They sent you a doll last year, don’t you remember?”  Katie nodded and smiled at her before turning back to Thomas.
    

    
              “Do you have little people in Scotland?” Katie asked, and when Thomas looked confused, Lorna answered for him.
    

    
              “Nay,” she said, smiling down at Katie, “the little folk your Papa told you about only live in Ireland, where Papa was from.”
    

    
              “Little folk?” Thomas asked, lifting an eyebrow and grinning.
    

    
      “Leprechauns,” Lorna answered.  “Patrick told the children stories about them all the time.”
    

    
              “Will you take us to Scotland?” Katie asked as she yawned.  It’d been a long day. “I would like to see my Grandda and 
      Grandmither
      .” She sat snuggled between Thomas and Lorna, while William already slept in Lorna’s lap.
    

    
              “I need to speak with your Mama about that,” Thomas answered, letting go of the reins with one hand and brushing a loose piece of hair out of Katie’s face.
    

    
              “This is our home now, Thomas,” Lorna said quietly.  “I can’t just leave it.”
    

    
              “Do you miss Scotland?  Do you miss Elliot and Sorcha?” Thomas asked.
    

    
              “Of course I do,” Lorna answered.  “I’ve always missed them, but you know why I left.”
    

    
              “Let’s get the children home, and then we’ll talk,” Thomas said.  “I know you’re still angry with me, but I’ll explain everything that happened, and maybe you’ll be able to forgive me, even a little bit.”
    

    
              “Don’t count on it,” Lorna mumbled as Katie joined her brother and fell asleep against Thomas’ side.
    

    
              They rode the rest of the way back to the farm in silence.  Both lost in their own thoughts.  Lorna remembered the day she ran into Lorraine on the way to Doune, and how she’d run away without seeing Thomas.  Would things have turned out differently if she’d stayed? Thomas was trying to figure out how to explain everything that happened in Glasgow.  Hoping he could explain it in a way that might earn Lorna’s forgiveness.
    

    
              Jason came out of the barn as the wagon rolled to a stop next to it.  He tried not to let his surprise show when he saw a man he’d never met holding the reins.  He couldn’t help but wonder what was going on.
    

    
              “Hello, Jason,” Lorna greeted him.  “How is everything today?”
    

    
              “Everything’s fine,” Jason assured her, “looks like you’re going to have another good lambing season.”
    

    
              “That’s good to hear,” Lorna told him as Thomas helped her out of the carriage with William still in her arms.  Seeing him glance at Thomas again, she said, “Jason O’Neal, I’d like you to meet Thomas Grant.”  Thomas looked at her, waiting for her to continue.  She swallowed and then added, “my husband.”
    

    
              “Oh,”  Jason replied, not sure what to say at first.  Then he repeated himself saying, “Oh!  It’s nice to meet you, Mr. Grant.”
    

    
              “Jason and his brother Alan work here on the farm.  I don’t know what I’d have done without them.  They live in that house over there,” Lorna explained pointing.
    

    
              “Thomas is fine with me, Jason.  I know this marriage is a surprise to everyone, even to Lorna and myself,”  Thomas told him.  “If you wouldn’t mind, I’d like a word with you and your brother tomorrow.”
    

    
              “Of course, Thomas,” Jason answered, worried he and Alan were going to be replaced.
    

    
              “Thomas,” Lorna went to interrupt, wondering what he might want to speak with the O’Neal brothers about.
    

    
      “We’ll speak inside, Lorna, once the children are settled,” Thomas told her, but not unkindly.  She nodded as Thomas picked Katie up.  He followed her into the house and then carried Katie into the room Lorna pointed too.  He laid the little girl down on the bed and took off her shoes before covering her up.  Lorna did the same with William in the room next door.
    

    
      Once they both finished, Thomas followed Lorna downstairs to the kitchen where she put some water on to heat.  Neither of them spoke yet.
    

    
      “Would you like some tea?” Lorna asked, breaking the uncomfortable silence.
    

    
      “I’d like something stronger, if you have it,” Thomas commented.  He was surprised when Lorna walked over to a cabinet and opened it, taking out a small glass and a bottle of whiskey.
    

    
      “Patrick kept this here,” Lorna said, then grinned and added, “for medicinal purposes, of course.”
    

    
      “Tell me about him,” Thomas said, pouring himself a glass.  “Was he good to you?  Did you love him?”
    

    
      “What does any of that matter?” Lorna answered his question with one of her own.  “He’s gone now.”
    

    
      “I’d like to know, Lorna,” Thomas said.  “You were married to him for almost three years.
    

    
              Lorna said nothing as she made her tea.  Trying to get her thoughts together.  Should she tell Thomas the truth?  Once her tea was made, she sat down at the table with her cup and motioned for Thomas to take the chair across from her, which he did.
    

    
              “Patrick was a good man, and an excellent father,” she began.  “I met him at the harbor in Glasgow, the day I found out about Lorraine Anderson.”
    

    
              “And you married him that day?” Thomas asked.
    

    
              “Aye,” Lorna said softly  “He wanted to get to America.  His wife had died, and he wanted a fresh start for Katie and himself.  They wouldn’t let him on any of the ships because he had a babe, and no wife.  He was nice, and after he told me his problem, I told him about mine.”
    

    
              “Was it his idea to marry?” Thomas asked.
    

    
              “Aye,” Lorna again answered.  “But it seemed like the perfect solution at the time.”
    

    
              “Did you ever regret it?” Thomas asked.
    

    
              “Not at the time,” Lorna answered honestly, “but later, once we were on the ship and I had more time to think things through, I did.”
    

    
              “Was he a good husband?” Thomas asked.
    

    
              “He provided for us all, but there was never any love between us.   We were friends though,” Lorna told him.
    

    
              “When did you realize you carried my babe?” Thomas asked.
    

    
              “On the ship,” Lorna answered.  
    

    
              “And you passed my son off as his?” Thomas asked.
    

    
              “Nay!” Lorna objected, “I would never do such a thing.  Patrick always knew William wasn’t his, but he claimed him and treated him like his own.  Patrick was thrilled to have a son.”
    

    
              “Why didn’t you have any other children?  Didn’t he want a son of his own?” Thomas asked.
    

    
              “Patrick couldn’t.  He had the same sickness in Ireland that took his wife, it made it impossible for him to father more children,” Lorna explained, her cheeks turning red.
    

    
              “That isn’t anything to be ashamed of,” Thomas said, seeing her embarrassment.  He reached across the table and took her hand, “Dylan and Ava were beginning to wonder if there was something wrong with one of them, but Ava finally conceived.”
    

    
              “You don’t understand,” Lorna said, “it wasn’t that Patrick couldn’t produce a son, he just...couldn’t do anything.”
    

    
              “You mean he couldn’t perform in the marriage bed?” Thomas asked.
    

    
              “Aye,” Lorna answered, her cheeks bright red, and she looked away.  She tried to pull her hand out of Thomas’s, but he refused to let go.
    

    
              “Lorna Grant,” Thomas said, and Lorna jumped at the use of her new name, “are you telling me the only man you’ve ever been with, is me?”
    

    
              “Aye,” Lorna answered softly, still looking away and missing Thomas’s grin.  “But even if he could, I don’t think it would have mattered.  Patrick was still in love with Katherine, his wife that died.”
    

    
              “Patrick was a fool,” Thomas told her, reaching across the table and putting his other hand over hers.
    

    
              “Nay,” Lorna said, once more trying to pull her hand away.  Thomas’s touch did things to her and made her crave more.   “Patrick may not have been much of a husband, but he was a good man.  He was very kind and good to the children.  Now it’s your turn, why are you here, Thomas?”
    

    
              “I came to see you,” Thomas told her.  “Your Da sent me.  I have some news from home that he didn’t want to share in a letter.”
    

    
              “Did something happen to my mither?” Lorna asked, now worried.
    

    
              “Nay,” Thomas answered, “Sorcha is fine.  It’s Calvin, Lorna; there was an accident.”
    

    
              “Is he alright?” Lorna asked.  Even though the two hadn’t been close, he was still her brother.  “What happened?”
    

    
              “Nay, he didn’t survive,” Thomas told her gently.  “You know Calvin liked to ride fast.  He must have been galloping across an open field.  The horse stepped in a hole or slipped on the wet ground, and it’s leg broke.  Calvin was thrown.  When they found him, he was already gone.  He’s buried behind the kirk at Castle Sween.”
    

    
              “When did 
      it happen
      ?” Lorna asked.  For the second time that day, she fought back her tears.
    

    
              “Almost three months ago,” Thomas answered.
    

    
              “How are Da and Mither?” Lorna asked.
    

    
              “Sad, but hopeful,” Thomas answered truthfully.
    

    
              “What are they hoping for?” Lorna asked.
    

    
              ‘They’re hopeful that you’ll come home,” Thomas told her.  “William is now the heir to Castle Sween.  Elliot asked me to come and try to convince you to return.  Your parents were hoping you’d bring your entire family to live there.”
    

    
              Lorna took a deep breath, wondering what to do.  She’d dreamed of going home so many times.  America was alright, but it would never be home.  Returning to Scotland never seemed like a possibility with Calvin alive, but now that he was gone, could she?  Would Katie and William be happy there?
    

    
      She was still in a state of shock over finding herself wed to Thomas, and this time, she was determined to think things through and not make a quick decision.  What about what happened before she left?  Would Thomas sleep with other women as soon as he got the opportunity?
    

    
              “I think it’s time you tell me about Lorraine Anderson,” Lorna said, looking down at her cup of tea.
    

    
              “Do you remember that day in the field?  Not the day we made William, but that day a year before?” Thomas asked her.
    

    
              “Aye,” Lorna answered, “but I don’t see what that has to do with your leman.”
    

    
              “It has everything to do with Lorraine,” Thomas told her.  “We were kissing, and you let me touch you.”
    

    
              “I remember,” Lorna said, she didn’t think she could be any more embarrassed.
    

    
              “I stopped.  Do you remember that?” Thomas asked.
    

    
              “Aye,” Lorna said, “you said we couldn’t go any further.  I was glad one of us had the sense to put an end to things.”
    

    
              “I only told you that because I didn’t know what to do next!” Thomas admitted, now it was his turn to be embarrassed.  “You have to know, Lorna, at that time, I’d never been with a woman.  I touched you, and I realized that didn’t know what I was supposed to do, and I was afraid I might hurt you.”
    

    
              “You were twenty at the time, Thomas,” Lorna said, shocked by his words.  “I assumed there must have been a few women while I was still a girl.”
    

    
              “Nay,” Thomas told her, “I was only four and ten when we became betrothed, still a lad.  By the time I was old enough to be interested in bedding a woman, it felt wrong, because I already had feelings for you and didn’t want to hurt you.”
    

    
              “I don’t understand,” Lorna told him, “why did you change your mind after so much time and bed another woman?”
    

    
              “Because I talked to Dylan, and he said I needed to learn to please you before our wedding night. He said you'd be scared, and it was important for me to know what to do.  He said what happened on our wedding night... He said lots of things, Lorna, and at the time they were convincing.  I now wish I’d never listened to him, but I did, and that’s nobody’s fault but my own.  I met Lorraine my first month in Glasgow.  She’d been a leman to more than one man in the city.”
    

    
              “And you offered to make her yours?” Lorna asked.
    

    
              “Aye...Nay!” Thomas answered, “I was truthful.  I told her I was betrothed and planned to wed when I left Glasgow.  She propositioned me.”
    

    
              “And you accepted,” Lorna stated.
    

    
              “Aye,” Thomas said, “I did, but only so I could learn how to please you.  I visited her at her home for five months.  Once, but sometimes twice a week.  I never 
      stayed all
       night or slept in her bed, because you’re the only woman I ever wanted to sleep with in my arms.”
    

    
      .        “Did you fall in love with her?”
    

    
              “Good God, nay!” Thomas answered, “I stopped seeing her more than six months before I came home.  I felt guilty every time we were together, and Lorraine knew that.  Truthfully, I used her, and she knew that too.  I never lied to her.”
    

    
              “What about the bairn?”  Lorna asked.
    

    
              “It wasn’t mine, and Lorraine knew that too.  She confessed everything before she died.  She knew who you were that day when you ran into her on the way to Doune.  She thought once you left, I would marry her, and she could pass the 
      babe
       off as mine.”
    

    
              “You did marry her,” Lorna said, “I know you did.  Da wrote to me and told me so.”
    

    
              “I only married her because you left,” Thomas explained,  “but I refused to share a bed with her.”
    

    
              “The entire time you were married?” Lorna asked.
    

    
              “The marriage only lasted a month,” Thomas answered, “but aye, she had her own bedchamber at Doune.”
    

    
              “And since then?” Lorna asked, not sure why it mattered.
    

    
              “There’s been no one,” Thomas admitted.
    

    
              Lorna had so many more questions, but Katie walked into the kitchen, still rubbing the sleep out of her eyes.  She looked at the two adults, wondering what was going on.  Her Papa and Mama never sat and talked at the table holding hands like this.
    

    
              “Did you have a good sleep, sweetheart?” Thomas asked.  Katie nodded and slowly made her way to Lorna’s side.
    

    
              “I’m hungry, Mama,” she said.
    

    
              “I’m sure you are,” Lorna said, pulling her hand out of Thomas’s grip and getting up to find something for Katie to eat, “we all missed lunch today.” 
    

    
              Once Katie was sitting at the table eating, Lorna began preparing supper.  She started cutting up meat and vegetables, throwing it all in a pot.
    

    
              “You cook?” Thomas asked.
    

    
              “Aye,” Lorna said, “but not well.  Be thankful you didn’t have to suffer through the meals I made when we first arrived.”
    

    
              “You have no servants in the house?” Thomas asked.
    

    
              “No, Thomas,” Lorna said, and laughed sadly, “here in America, I have to cook and do the cleaning for my family.”
    

    
              “What about the brothers?” Thomas asked.
    

    
              “They take care of the farm, nothing more,” Lorna explained.  “The chores take up most of their time.  What do you want to speak with them about tomorrow?”
    

    
              “I want to take you and the children back to Scotland if you’ll agree to go,” Thomas explained, walking up behind her and putting his hands on her waist.
    

    
              “I’d like to do that,” Lorna admitted.  She wanted to add, ‘but I don’t trust you not to break my heart again,’ but she didn’t.  “I’ve thought about going back a lot since Patrick died.”
    

    
              “You’ll need to sell the farm, and I think Alan and Jason should get the chance to buy it first,” Thomas suggested.  “What do you think?”
    

    
              “I agree,” Lorna said, turning around in his arms.  She spoke quietly as she asked, “but what about us?  How do we treat this marriage?”
    

    
              “Like any other marriage,” Thomas answered, pulling her closer.
    

    
              “You want to share my bed?” Lorna asked.  Her heart began to race, and she wasn’t sure if it was excitement or fear causing it.  Thomas broke her heart once, and she was determined not to love him and give him the chance to do it again.
    

    
              “Aye,” Thomas said, “a husband usually shares a bed with his wife.”
    

    
              “But we haven’t even seen each other in years,” Lorna half-heartedly protested.
    

    
              “Are you afraid to share a bed with me?” Thomas asked.  “I won’t hurt you, Lorna.”
    

    
              “I’m not afraid of you, Thomas,” Lorna said, although the words came out in a soft, strange, breathy voice.
    

    
              Lorna nodded and turned away from him again, wondering what the night held for them.  Images of that afternoon in the field away from Castle Sween going through her mind.  Thomas had done a  few shocking things to her that afternoon with his mouth and tongue.
    

    
              “Thomas, can I ask you something?” she said softly, almost too embarrassed to ask her question, but needing to know the truth.
    

    
              “Of course, Lorna.  You can ask me anything,” Thomas answered, turning her back around so she faced him once more.
    

    
              They heard a giggle and turned their heads to look at Katie.  She sat at the table, grinning at the two of them.  She’d never seen her Mama act like this with her Papa. 
    

    
              “Your face is red, Mama,” Katie commented.
    

    
              “Why don’t you go out and play in the yard now, Katie,” Lorna said, seeing the little girl was finished with her meal.  Katie got down from her chair and ran out the door.  Lorna hesitated,  too embarrassed to ask.
    

    
              “Go ahead, Lorna,” Thomas prompted.
    

    
              “Those things you did with your mouth that day in the field,” she paused, collecting her thoughts, “did you learn them from her?  From Lorraine?”
    

    
              “You mean when I put my lips here?” Thomas said, touching her throat.
    

    
              “Aye,” Lorna whispered, he was standing so close.
    

    
              “And here?” Thomas said, letting his knuckles barely touch her nipples.
    

    
              “Aye,” Lorna whispered again.  Thomas brought his head down lower, his lips only inches from hers.
    

    
              “And here?” Thomas said, gently cupping her cunny.
    

    
              “Aye,” Lorna said once more, wanting him to kiss her.
    

    
              “That’s only a fraction of what she taught me,” Thomas said, kissing her gently, and after a slight squeeze, he released her cunny.  “I’ve waited for three years to show you more.”  He kissed her once more and asked, “will you let me show you tonight, Lorna?”
    

    
              “Aye,” Lorna whispered once more, and then jumped away from Thomas as Katie came running through the door.  She had a frog in her hand that she couldn’t wait to show her new Da.
    

    
      Loren turned back towards the counter, once more working on the dinner she’d already started.  She’d felt funny ever since the spanking in the church, and she didn’t want to admit it, but she was beginning to look forward to bedtime.
    

    



      Chapter 9.  A Long-Awaited Wedding Night
    

    
      
    

    
      “Thank you for sending me a Da, and please tell Papa I love him,” Katie said, finishing her prayers.  Lorna knelt next to the bed with her while Thomas stood in the doorway and watched.  “Amen.”
    

    
              "That was a very nice prayer,” Lorna told Katie as she tucked her in. 
    

    
              “Are we going to Scotland, Mama?” Katie asked.
    

    
              “It’s possible.  Would you like to?” Lorna asked.  
    

    
              “Can I say ‘aye’ once we’re there?” Katie asked and grinned.
    

    
              “Aye and Nay,” Lorna said; giggling with Katie and tickling her belly.
    

    
              “Will William come too?” Katie asked.
    

    
              “Of course.  You, me, and William will all go,” Lorna answered.
    

    
              “And Da,” Katie said.  It was amazing how quickly she’d taken to Thomas.  Lorna knew Katie was missing Patrick, but she didn’t realize how much until she watched how Katie had taken to and then clung to Thomas.
    

    
              “And Da,” Lorna said, stealing a look back at Thomas who was standing in the door smiling.
    

    
              “I want to go to Scotland, Mama,” Katie said and yawned.  “I want to meet my Grandda and Grandma.”
    

    
              “We told you, in Scotland, she’s called 
      Grandmither
      ,” Lorna explained, “but if you slip and call her Grandma, she wouldn’t mind.”
    

    
              “Do you think she’ll like me?” Katie asked. 
    

    
              “Very much,” Thomas answered from the door. “You’ll also have an Uncle Dylan and Aunt Ava.”
    

    
              “I’ve never had an Aunt or Uncle,” Katie said, yawning again.
    

    
              “By the time we return, you should have a new cousin too,” Thomas told her, “would you like that?”
    

    
              “Yes,” Katie said, then she giggled and said, “aye.”
    

    
              Thomas couldn’t help but laugh with her.  Lorna kissed her on the head once more.  “Goodnight, Katie girl.”
    

    
              “Goodnight, Mama.”
    

    
              Thomas walked over to the bed and leaned down, kissing Katie in the same spot Lorna did, “goodnight, Katie.  Sweet dreams.”
    

    
              “Goodnight,” Katie answered, then she grinned at him once more and added, “Da.”
    

    
              Thomas had a lump in his throat and didn’t think he could talk, so he just nodded at her.  She really was the sweetest little lass he’d ever met.  William was easy for him to love since he was his son, but Thomas didn’t understand how quickly Katie had worked her way into his heart.
    

    
              Lorna and Thomas walked out of the room, closing the door quietly behind them.  Lorna went to William’s room and peeked in; she always put him down an hour before Katie, so he was already fast asleep.  She went back downstairs and locked both doors while Thomas watched.
    

    
              “Do you get many unwelcome visitors here at night?” Thomas asked grinning.
    

    
              “No,” Lorna answered, “it was something I never worried about while Patrick was alive, but since he’s been gone, and just me and the children have been living here, I’ve gotten used to locking up at night.”
    

    
              “Do you need to do anything else?” Thomas asked.
    

    
              “No,” Lorna answered again.  “I usually sit and sew for an hour or so once the children are sleeping.”
    

    
              “Let’s go to bed, Lorna,” Thomas said, holding his hand out to her.
    

    
              “Thomas,” Lorna said, but he interrupted her.
    

    
              “It’s our wedding night, Lorna,” Thomas said, “a wedding night I’ve been looking forward to for ten years.  Come, let’s go to bed.”
    

    
              “Ten years?” Lorna asked, “We were only to wed three years ago.”
    

    
              “I’ve been waiting to share your bed since our betrothal when I was four and ten,” Thomas told her.  She took his hand, and he pulled her behind him up the stairs.
    

    
              They entered the bedroom, the same one Lorna had shared with Patrick.  She stopped and stared at the bed, looking forward to the new experiences she’d soon have there.
    

    
              “Is it too hard for you, thinking about being in this bed with me?” Thomas asked.
    

    
              “Nay,” Lorna answered, “there was no intimacy between Patrick and myself in it.  At most, Patrick kissed my cheek  before rolling over and going to sleep.”
    

    
              “Then let me show you how good a bed can be,” Thomas said, turning her around and undoing the buttons on the back of her dress.  
    

    
              Thomas let his fingers brush against the bare skin on her neck, and once the buttons on her dress were unfastened, he slid it off her shoulders and let it fall to the floor.  Lorna brought her arms up to cover her breasts, although Thomas still stood behind her.
    

    
              “Nay,” Thomas said, wrapping his arms around her and gently pushing her arms down to her sides.  
    

    
              Lorna let him, anxious to see what he was going to do next.  She wasn’t disappointed when he brought his hands back up and cupped both breasts over her camisole, pulling Lorna towards him so her back pressed against his front.  He pinched her nipples, and Lorna gasped and then moaned.  She felt his cock harden and press into her back.
    

    
              “I remember how much you liked this before,” Thomas said, rolling her nipples between his fingers and thumbs.
    

    
              “Aye,” Lorna said, leaning back against him and closing her eyes.
    

    
              Thomas pulled his hands away, and before Lorna had a chance to respond, he scooped her up in his arms, carried her over to the bed, and set her down on the side of it.
    

    
              “What are you doing, Thomas?” Lorna asked as he knelt on the floor in front of her.
    

    
              “Taking off your boots and stockings,” Thomas said, grabbing her foot and undoing the laces on her boot.
    

    
              “I can do it,” Lorna said.
    

    
              “Nay,” Thomas said, “let me.”
    

    
              He peeled off one boot and then the other.  He set them on the floor at the foot of the bed before reaching for the ties on her stockings.  He undid each one and rolled them down her legs.  Soon she was sitting in front of him wearing only her camisole and drawers.
    

    
              He undid the ties on her camisole, pulling the sides apart and exposing her cleavage.  Thomas leaned forward and placed a kiss on the exposed skin.  He heard Lorna’s breathing change as he grabbed the bottom of the garment and pulled it up over her head.
    

    
              “Thomas,” Lorna whispered as he gently pushed her down on the bed and latched on to one of her nipples with his lips and teeth.
    

    
              “You’re so beautiful, Lorna,” Thomas said, flicking her hardened nipples with his fingers.  “I want to give you so much pleasure.”
    

    
              “Yes, Thomas,” Lorna replied.
    

    
              He kissed her then, thrusting his tongue past her lips, and then gently touching it to hers before pulling it back.  Lorna’s tongue followed it’s path, and this time, it was her tongue passing his lips and searching out Thomas’s.
    

    
              Thomas let her explore his mouth and control their kiss as he untied the ribbon on her drawers.  Once it was undone, he broke the kiss, stood, and stripped the drawers from her body. Lorna didn’t move as he pulled his shirt over his head, baring his torso.  Thomas looked down at her lying before him, naked, and the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen.
    

    
              Because of the way he’d sat Lorna on the edge of the bed, her knees and calves still hung over the side.  Lorna watched as Thomas knelt on the floor in front of her once more.  She squealed when he grabbed her knees and pushed her legs far apart; placing his shoulders between them.
    

    
              “Thomas,” Lorna said, “
      what
       are you doing?”
    

    
              “You don’t remember?” Thomas replied and chuckled.  “I’m going to make you feel so good.”
    

    
              He pushed her knees out even further, making her cunny open so it exposed everything to him.  He leaned forward; driving his tongue into her opening and collecting some of her juices before pulling it back out and swirling it around her clit, which began to harden almost instantly.
    

    
      “Thomas,” Lorna whispered, not really wanting anything from him, just needing to say his name.
    

    
      Thomas was relentless, driving his tongue in and out of her, 
      swirling it around
       her hardened nub, and flattening it and putting pressure on that special spot.  He repeated the pattern, over and over.  Lorna began rocking her hips, trying to create as much contact with his mouth as possible.  It took a few minutes, but finally, Lorna moaned, arched her back and orgasmed so hard she would have come off the bed if Thomas wasn’t holding her down at the hips.
    

    
      Lorna lay there stunned as Thomas stood and unbuttoned his britches, his cocked popped out.  He stood on one leg as he tried to peel the material off his legs.  Lorna finally laughed as she watched him.
    

    
      “Why men wear these silly things I don’t understand,” Thomas said, finally sitting down on the bed so he could finish peeling the clothing off his legs.
    

    
      “Missing your plaid?” Lorna asked, pushing herself up, so she was propped up on her elbows.  
    

    
      “Aye,” Thomas said, finally getting the britches off,  “at home, I’d have flipped my kilt up, and you’d already have screamed my name at least once.”  
    

    
      Thomas moved so fast that Lorna didn’t have time to react.  One minute he was sitting on the bed talking to her, and the next she was flat on her back with Thomas stretched out on top of her.  They lay skin to skin, with Thomas’s hard cock pressing between her thighs.
    

    
      “Open your legs for me,” Thomas said, kissing her.  Lorna opened them slightly.  
    

    
      “More,” Thomas said, kissing her harder and longer.  Lorna grinned and opened them a tiny bit more.
    

    
      “More,” He said once more, kissing her so long and hard Lorna had to turn her head away to catch her breath.  She opened her legs wide, feeling the cool air against her slick skin.
    

    
      Thomas lined his cock up at her opening and began to press forward, slowly.  Lorna was so wet that he slipped in easily.  He looked down, and her eyes were closed.
    

    
      “Open your eyes, Lorna,” he said, pushing her knees up and burying his cock in her as deeply as he could.  Lorna looked at him as he said, “I want you to remember who’s loving you.”  He pulled his cock out and pushed back inside.  “You’re mine, Lorna.”  He pulled out and pushed in twice more; both of them beginning to breathe heavier.  “Mine,” he said again, never looking away from her.  
    

    
      Lorna felt the emotion in his words as he pulled his cock out and drove it back into her.  She wanted to say similar things to him, but was afraid to.  She held herself back; she would enjoy his body, but she wouldn’t give him her heart this time.  She couldn’t survive a heartbreak like that again.  Lorna wrapped her arms around his neck and her legs around his waist, raising her hips and meeting his every thrust.
    

    
      Thomas knew he was close, and so was Lorna, he reached his hand down between them, taking her clit between his finger and thumb, he pinched it, applying pressure slowly, until he felt Lorna’s cunny tighten around his cock.  She wrapped her limbs around Thomas’s body tighter, burying her face in his neck as she screamed out her pleasure.  Thomas thrust into her a few more times before joining her, pushing his cock up as far into her as he could.
    

    
      Thomas waited for both of their breathing to return to normal before rolling onto his side and pulling her close to him; her back to his chest.  He threw an arm over her, cupping her breast in his hand.
    

    
      “You’re very quiet,” Thomas said in her ear.  
    

    
      “Aye,” Lorna answered, “just thinking,”
    

    
      “About what?” Thomas asked.
    

    
      She didn’t want to tell him the truth, that she’d been thinking about him, and wondering if they could ever get back the trust and love they once shared.  Instead, she lied.
    

    
      “I was thinking about what you said; that you were going to teach me something new,” Lorna teased, “but I remember doing most of those things last time, just without a bed.”
    

    
      “Give me a few minutes,” Thomas said, nuzzling the back of her neck, “and we can go again.”  
    

    
      Lorna couldn’t hold back her laugh, and Thomas joined her.  The more time she spent with him, the harder she knew it was going to be to guard her heart.  Lorna snuggled in closer, and before long they both fell into a deep sleep.
    

    
      **********
    

    
              Lorna woke in the middle of the night, needing to relieve herself.  Since Patrick died, she’d been using the chamberpot in the room when she woke, but she didn’t feel comfortable doing that with Thomas sleeping there.
    

    
              She threw her wrapper around her naked body and tied the belt at her waist.  She tiptoed out of the room and down the stairs.  She went outside and used the outhouse before making her way back to the bedroom.
    

    
      A candle that sat on the small table next to the bed was now lit, and the bed was empty.  Before Lorna could turn and look around for Thomas, she heard the door close behind her, and then Thomas’s strong arms wrapped around her once more.  He untied her wrapper before pulling it off her shoulders and letting it fall around her feet.  He tightened his hold on her; one hand holding her breast while the other slid between her legs and cupped her cunny.
    

    
      “Time for something new,” Thomas said, walking her forward and pushing her torso down to rest on the bed.
    

    
      “This could be interesting,” Lorna said, her heart beating wildly once more.
    

    
      Thomas used his foot to push her feet apart, once more exposing everything between her legs to him.  He ran one finger up and down her cunny.  He started at her clit, and let his finger trail upward to her opening.  He did it over and over until he felt wetness begin to gather, and Lorna moved her hips, trying to catch his finger and take it inside.
    

    
      Lorna sighed when he finally thrust a finger up inside her.  He pulled his finger out and then used two when he reentered her.  Lorna began thrusting her hips back, matching Thomas as he pulled his fingers out and pushed them back inside, looking for a particular spot.
    

    
      Thomas let go of her hip and brought his other hand down and began playing with Lorna’s clit.  He pulled his fingers out of her cunny; they were so wet they glistened in the candlelight.  He used one finger and smeared the wetness around her back hole, before pushing the tip of his finger inside.
    

    
      Lorna was going to protest until Thomas began rubbing her clit harder and faster.  She tried to pull away as he pushed his finger further into her backside, it burned, but not in a bad way.  
    

    
      Thomas worked his finger in and out of her bottom, each time going a little deeper.  Lorna’s clit was so hard he knew she was close to reaching her pleasure.  Thomas began pumping his finger in and out of Lorna’s arse, more than pleased when once again she started rocking back against his hand, trying to take him deeper.
    

    
      As Lorna’s orgasm began, Thomas pulled his finger out of her arse and lined his cock up at with her cunny.  He began to press forward, rocking his hips, and causing Lorna’s orgasm to continue.
    

    
      “Let me in,” he said to her, slapping her on the arse.  
      Smack.  
      Pushing forward more, “you’re so tight.”  
      Smack.
    

    
      Lorna didn’t know what to concentrate on.  Thomas’ cock in her cunny, his fingers working her clit, or his hand striking her arse.  The combination was almost too much, and every time she’d think her orgasm was ending, he’d do something, and it would start again.
    

    
      Thomas gripped Lorna’s hips and began thrusting into her as fast and hard as he could, her cunny gripping his cock was so tight.  Once he felt Lorna begin to relax, he slapped her once more, 
      smack,
       and drove himself into her, his seed erupting from his cock.
    

    
      Thomas laid on her back for a moment before pushing off of her and standing.  He pulled her up and turned her into his embrace.  He kissed her long and hard.
    

    
      “Was that new?” he asked, grinning down at her.
    

    
      Lorna laughed before she said, “aye, that was new.”
    

    
      Thomas tucked her into bed and then climbed in next to her, once more pulling her into his arms.  They had a couple more hours to sleep before it would be time to get up and start the morning chores.
    

    
      **********
    

    
              Lorna woke at her usual time, just as the sun was beginning to rise. She was laying on her side, facing Thomas.  The night had been warm, so neither of them had covers on.  Lorna got up on her knees, staring down at his naked body.  It was the first time she’d gotten a good look.  Thomas woke and slipped his fingers between her legs, finding her still wet from their coupling a few hours earlier.
    

    
              “Are you sore?” Thomas asked, pushing a finger up inside of her.
    

    
              “Tender,” Lorna said, “but not sore.”
    

    
              Lorna was staring at Thomas’s cock.  Watching it grow bigger, and she was fascinated by it.  She reached out with just one finger and touched it, Thomas jerked, and she pulled her hand back.
    

    
              Thomas laughed and grabbed her around the waist.  He lifted her up and over his body.  He brought her down so she straddled him, landing directly on his cock, and impaling her with it.  Lorna gasped, then leaned forward, placing her hands on Thomas’s chest.
    

    
              “Ride me,” Thomas said, lifting her hips so his cock slid part of the way out before letting go and letting her fall back on him.  Lorna ground her hips down, finding the perfect angle so her nub rubbed against his skin.
    

    
              “Like this?” Lorna asked, using her hands to steady herself as she rocked her hips forward and back.
    

    
              “Aye,” Thomas said, putting his hands behind his head and letting Lorna experiment.
    

    
              She rode him slowly at first, trying out different angles until she found the best one.  She picked up her pace, grinding her pelvis down on him, trying to take him deeper.  
    

    
              Thomas waited until her cunny gripped his cock once more before bringing his hands down and gripping her waist, lifting her and slamming her down on his cock.  Once more she was tight but so wet he slipped in and out of her easily.  Thomas thrust his hips up one last time, his orgasm stronger than any he’d ever felt before.
    

    
              Lorna collapsed on Thomas’s chest, trying to catch her breath.  She could hear his heart pounding, and wondered if he’d enjoyed the night as much as she did.
    

    
              “Lorna?” Thomas’s voice broke into her thoughts.
    

    
              “Aye, Thomas,” Lorna answered.
    

    
              “That was amazing,” Thomas told her, kissing the top of her head.  “I always knew it would be.”
    

    
              “Aye,” Lorna said, “I did too.”
    

    
              “I love you, Lorna,” Thomas said, kissing her and hoping she’d say it back.
    

    
              “Don’t say that, Thomas,” Lorna said, breaking the kiss and looking away. 
    

    
              “Why not?” he asked.  “It’s true, and you love me too.”
    

    
              “Nay,” Lorna said.
    

    
              “You do, Lorna,” Thomas insisted, “I know you do, and I’m not giving up until you say it back.”  Thomas heard a thump come from one of the children’s rooms.
    

    
              “I hear the children,” Lorna said, jumping out of the bed.  “It’s time I started breakfast.”
    

    
              Thomas watched as Lorna dressed and then hurried from the room.  He knew he was right, Lorna still loved him as much as he loved her.  No woman responded to a man the way she did unless her heart was involved.
    

    
              Lorna entered the kitchen and quickly looked around, happy to have a few minutes to herself.  She needed to think and figure out a way to guard her heart against Thomas.  Her brain told her she’d be a fool to fall in love with him again, but she was afraid her heart wasn’t going to listen, and it was already too late. 
      




      Chapter 10.  Trusting Him
    

    
      
    

    
              Lorna carried William as Thomas led them down the dock to the ship they’d be traveling back to Glasgow on.  He carried Katie and kept one hand on Lorna’s back.  Lorna could feel the tension in him and now regretted her actions that morning at the inn.  They’d been married for a month already, and until that morning, everything seemed to be falling into place.  
    

    
      Alan and Jason were excited when Lorna and Thomas offered them the opportunity to buy the Walsh farm.  They’d been saving their money, and although Lorna could have gotten more for her land, the price they paid was still on the low side of fair.  
    

    
      It was already the perfect set up for the two brothers, and since there were already two houses on the property, they each decided to live in one.  Alan proposed to his girl, and she said yes. Once they married, she’d be moving into Lorna and Patrick’s old house with him.
    

    
      Once the farm was sold, Lorna and Thomas packed up the family's personal belongings.  It took less than a week.  There wasn’t much, and they only filled three good-sized trunks.  The only 
      things
       Lorna needed to take were clothing for her and the children, some of Patrick’s things she wanted Katie and William to have when they got older, and a few trinkets she’d purchased since arriving in Pleasantville.
    

    
      They then traveled to the big city, also called New York, to look for a ship.  Thomas rented them rooms at one of the best hotels they could find.  They stayed there for a week, looking for a ship with rooms fit for passengers, and not just cargo.  Once a ship was found, they had a few days to take the children around the city and see some of the sights.  Thomas rented a carriage, and Lorna enjoyed herself; it was becoming harder and harder to guard her heart.
    

    
      Lorna and Thomas had been getting along so well, and Lorna was almost certain that Thomas paid for a two-bedroom suite on the top floor so they could enjoy their privacy at night.  Once the children slept, Thomas would talk her into going to their bed early, but Thomas and Lorna were getting very little sleep.
    

    
      Today they were finally leaving America, and this morning the family had gotten up very early.  Thomas paid to have their trunks moved the day before. So they already sat on the ship the family needed to board in the next hour.  Lorna made sure both the children were dressed, and then searched the room, making sure nothing of importance was getting left behind.  There was no way to come back for it.
    

    
      Thomas ran down to the restaurant to see if he could purchase some toast and milk. Lorna wanted the children to eat a small meal, a little something to hold them until they boarded the ship and settled in their room.  He was relieved to find the restaurant already open and serving breakfast to other early morning travelers.
    

    
      Thomas ran back up the stairs, wanting to collect his family as fast as he could.  The restaurant was cooking their breakfast, and he wanted to get back down to it as quickly as he could.  Thomas was running down the hall to their rooms, knowing they were on a tight schedule.  He barely had time to save the woman that walked out the door of the room next to his and Lorna’s, right in front of him.
    

    
      Thomas had to react quickly.  He knew he’d never be able to avoid her, and as they collided, he grabbed the woman around the waist.  As they fell, he twisted his body so the woman came down directly on top of him.
    

    
      “I am so sorry,” Thomas told her, still holding her hips.  He grinned himself when the woman burst out laughing, trying to push herself off of him.
    

    
      “Thomas?” he heard Lorna say.  
    

    
      He looked up at her, still grinning until he recognized the look of disgust on Lorna’s face.  It took him a second to think about what Lorna was seeing.  A strange woman straddled his hips, as they both lay there laughing.  He had to admit, if it was Lorna and another man lying there, he’d probably kill the poor bastard, and make sure Lorna didn’t sit for a sennight.
    

    
      “This isn’t what it looks like, Lorna,” Thomas said, helping the woman to her feet.  “I am so sorry,” Thomas said to her.  “Are you alright?”
    

    
      “I’m well,” the woman assured him, putting a hand on his chest.
    

    
      “In the hallway, Thomas?” Lorna said, “at least last time you kept your leman a secret.  Are you taking her on the ship with us?”  
    

    
      “Lorna!” Thomas yelled.  “You’re being ridiculous.  I ran this poor woman down; there was nothing inappropriate going on.”
    

    
      As Thomas talked, Lorna turned and walked back into the room, slamming the door.  Thomas was embarrassed by her behavior.
    

    
      “I’m very sorry, my wife...,” Thomas started to say, but the woman cut him off.
    

    
      “No need to be sorry,” she told him, bringing her hand up and stroking his cheek, “I can see why she’s so protective of you.  I’ll be here for a few more days.  If you’re in the mood for a bit of fun one night, just knock on my door.”  She winked at him, then turned and went down the stairs.
    

    
      Thomas stood and watched her go, not believing what she’d just said to him.  Lorna came out of their room, holding both of the children by the hand.
    

    
      “We need to talk about this, Lorna,” Thomas said, “what you think you saw is wrong.  I’ve never seen that woman before this morning.”
    

    
      “If you say so, Thomas,” Lorna replied, not looking at him.  
    

    
      Thomas knew there would be no reasoning with her now.  What she needed was a trip over his knee, since that seemed to be the one place she always listened to him.  Deciding to wait to speak to her until they had more privacy, he led them back to the restaurant, where they ate a meal, mostly in silence.
    

    
      By the time they reached the ship, Lorna had thought things through.  She knew Thomas would never try to take a woman in the middle of a hotel hallway.  Lorna wanted to tell him she believed him, but her one-word answers, and refusal to look at him as they ate breakfast, had put him in a bad mood.
    

    
      Once on the ship, they were shown to their rooms.  The section of the ship where they’d be staying had twelve cabins for passengers, and Thomas paid for two of them that had a connecting door.
    

    
      They met some of the other passengers soon after the ship pulled up anchor at a small gathering in the galley.  Lorna liked young Katlynn McGuire the second she met her.  The lass was only four and ten, and was traveling to Scotland with her grandfather.  He wanted her to see the country he grew up in before he died.  Katlynn loved small children, and within an hour of meeting Katie and William, she was all Katie could talk about.  Thomas liked the McGuires too, and he spent quite a long time talking with Sam, Katlynns grandfather.  Lorna couldn’t help it; she smiled at Thomas.  His kindness to others beginning to make her feel better about the incident at the hotel that morning.
    

    
       Lorna’s good feelings towards Thomas didn’t last, and they faded away quickly once they met Miss. Marissa Stanwick and her brother, Mr. Malcome Stanwick. Lorna hated the woman soon after they were introduced.  Miss Stanwick was constantly looking at Thomas, and kept touching his arm.  Thomas seemed to find it funny, and talked with the woman far longer than Lorna felt was necessary.
    

    
      “What is your problem, Lorna?” Thomas finally asked once the children were sleeping, and they were in their room alone.
    

    
      “My problem?  You and Miss. Stanwick are my problem.  You’re flaunting your attraction for each other in front of everyone,” Lorna stated.
    

    
      “I’m not attracted to Miss. Stanwick,” Thomas told her.
    

    
      “You were letting her touch you,” Lorna hissed.  “You’re a married man; she shouldn’t be touching you.”
    

    
      “She’s only being friendly, Lorna.  You’re being ridiculous again,” Thomas told her, “and I’m getting very tired of it today.  I’m tempted to take my belt to your arse.”
    

    
      “Don’t you dare, Thomas,” Lorna said.
    

    
      “Are you daring me, Lorna?” Thomas asked.
    

    
      “Nay,” Lorna said right before Thomas kissed her and began taking off her clothes.
    

    
      “Let’s not fight,” Thomas told her, “you’re the only woman I want, Lorna.  The only woman that will ever be in my bed.”  He kissed her again.  “Would it make you happy if I promise to avoid Miss Stanwick as much as I can, without being rude?”
    

    
      “Aye,” Lorna answered truthfully.  “I don’t like that woman, Thomas.  She wants more from you than friendship.”
    

    
      “You’re wrong, Lorna, but for you, I’ll keep my distance,” Thomas said, kissing her again.  
    

    
      Lorna let Thomas love her, and of course, before the night was over he showed her something new.  It was an incredible night.  Once more before he fell asleep, Thomas told her he loved her.   She wanted so much to trust him with her heart and be able to say the words back, but not yet.
    

    
      **********
    

    
              “Thomas, wake up,” Lorna said to him, shaking his shoulder.
    

    
              They’d been out to see for almost three weeks, and Thomas seemed to sleep like the dead from the rocking motion.  Lorna wasn’t so lucky, and she was looking forward to sleeping in a bed on land again.
    

    
              “What’s wrong?” he asked as he woke.
    

    
              “Someone is crying.  Don’t you hear it?” Lorna asked.
    

    
              “Aye,” Thomas said.  “Sounds like the lass in the cabin next to us.”
    

    
              “Katlynn,” Lorna told him. “She’s a nice girl.  Very good with Katie and William.  Put on some britches and go see what’s wrong.”.
    

    
              “No more britches,” Thomas said, grabbing his plaid and wrapping it around his hips.  “We’re almost halfway home; I can dress like a Highlander again.”
    

    
              “Hurry, Thomas,” Lorna urged.  She could hear other people outside their door in the corridor.
    

    
              “You stay here,” he said, pulling his boots on.  “I need to know you and the bairns are safe.”
    

    
              “We’ll be alright,” Lorna assured him. “I won’t step foot out of the cabin.”
    

    
              Thomas opened the door and stepped out into the corridor.  The captain was there, as were the Stanwick's and a few others.  Katlynn sat against the wall, with her head buried in her arms, sobbing.
    

    
              “What happened?” Thomas asked.
    

    
              “From what I understand, Miss. McGuire woke not too long ago because her grandfather was making strange noises.  She went to his bed and saw him clutching his chest and struggling to take a breath.  She ran for help, but by the time the Stanwick’s got here, he was already dead,” the captain answered.  “We believe the old man’s heart gave out.”
    

    
              “What will happen to the girl?” Thomas asked.
    

    
              “Her passage is paid to Scotland,” the captain answered, “hopefully, she has family there.”
    

    
              Thomas walked back to his cabin door and opened it.  Lorna was now dressed in her nightdress and wrapper.  “Katlynn needs you,” he said quietly to her.  “Her grandfather passed away.”
    

    
              “Oh no,” Lorna said, rushing out the door.
    

    
              “She can’t stay in that cabin alone,” a woman Lorna only met a few times was saying.  “She’s too young.”
    

    
              “What do you want us to do with her?” the captain asked.
    

    
              “She’ll be staying with us,” Lorna told everyone as she knelt next to Katlynn and pulled the young girl into her arms.  Katlynn latched onto her and sobbed as Lorna spoke quietly into her ear.  After a few minutes, Lorna helped Katlynn up and walked her into the cabin she shared with Thomas.  
    

    
      Thomas decided to give Lorna and Katlynn some time alone.  He helped the captain wrap the body move it out of the cabin, and into a storage area up on the deck.  They’d have a funeral for Sam McGuire in the morning.  When Thomas finally went back to his cabin, he was pleased to find Katlynn calmed down and talking with Lorna.
    

    
      “Not in America either?” Lorna was asking.
    

    
      “No,” Katlynn answered. “It’s been just me and Grandpa for as long as I can remember.  My Mama and Papa died when I was just a baby.  Grandpa said my Grandma died years before that.  There’s no one.  What will they do with me?”
    

    
      “No one will do anything to you,” Lorna told her.  “If there’s nowhere for you to go to in Scotland, and no one to go back to in America, then you’ll stay with me and Thomas.”
    

    
      “But you barely know me,” Katlynn said, “and Mr. Grant might not want me intruding on your family.”
    

    
      “If my wife says you go with us, then you go,” Thomas interrupted.   He sat down next to Katlynn and told her,  “I know you feel alone right now, but I’ll make you a promise, you can stay with Lorna and myself as long as you like.”
    

    
      “Do you mean it?” Katlynn asked.
    

    
      “Aye,” Thomas said, and the smile he sent Lorna made her heart melt a little bit more.
    

    
      **********
    

    
              “How much longer until we get to Scotland?” Katie asked.
    

    
              “The captain said we should be there tomorrow or the next day,” Lorna answered.
    

    
              “I’m hungry,” William said.  
    

    
              Katlynn laughed and said, “you’re always hungry.”  She turned to Lorna and asked, “would you like me to take William and Katie to the galley to see if there’s anything to eat?”
    

    
              “That would be wonderful, Katlynn,” Lorna told her.  “They’ll be ready for bed soon, but I could use a bit of fresh air myself.  Maybe I’ll take a quick walk on the deck.”
    

    
              “Don’t rush, Mrs. Grant.  I’ll bring them back and put them to bed.  I planned on getting to sleep early myself tonight,” Katlynn told her.
    

    
              Lorna left the cabin and made her way up to the deck.  She hadn’t seen Thomas in a couple of hours.  He was angry with her again, and once more it was because of Marissa Stanwick.  They seemed to be arguing more and more about the woman for the last two weeks.
    

    
              Thomas had promised to keep his distance from Miss. Stanwick, and for the first month of the trip he’d done just that.  Lately, it seemed the woman made sure she showed up everywhere Lorna and Thomas went.  
    

    
      If she was only on the same deck, or in the same room, it wouldn’t have been a problem, but Miss. Stanwick made it a point to always sit next to Thomas, and she was constantly touching his arm, smiling at him, and demanding all his attention.  One night she even placed her hand on his thigh, and then acted like it was an accident.  Lorna knew better, but Thomas wouldn’t listen. 
    

    
      When she complained to Thomas, he told her she was imagining things.  He denied having any relationship with the woman, other than the times they’d been out of their cabin and happened upon her together.  
    

    
      Lorna told him the woman wanted him as more than a friend, and if he couldn’t see it than it was because he was enjoying her attention.  Lorna even suggested they were already sharing a bed; although, even she knew when she accused him of it, she was being ridiculous.  Thoughts of her husband and Miss. Stanwick together were making Lorna crazy.
    

    
      Lorna rounded the corner on the deck at the back of the ship and came to a complete stop.  Thomas was taking Marissa Stanwick into his arms, and she seemed to melt against him.  Lorna saw red.
    

    
      “Get your hands off of my husband!” she yelled, grabbing Marissa’s wrist and pulling her away from Thomas.  “You whore.  Throwing yourself at a married man.”
    

    
      “Lorna!” Thomas scolded, “stop this.  Miss. Stanwick slipped on the deck; I merely caught her.”
    

    
      “She touches you all the time,” Lorna said, and she actually pushed Marissa Stanwick with both hands, almost making her fall. “And you let her,” Lorna added, this time pushing Thomas.
    

    
      “Lorna,” Thomas said, trying to grab her wrists.  “Stop this.  You have to stop doing this.”
    

    
      “Nay,” Lorna said, pulling away from him and turning back to Marissa, “stay away from him.  Stay away from my husband.”
    

    
      Thomas had heard enough.  He picked Lorna up and threw her over his shoulder.  He carried her like that past most of the crew.  Thomas figured she’d already caused a scene on deck, so why stop now.
    

    
      He went down the stairs; making his way towards their cabin.  Katlynn was just bringing William and Katie back to the room she shared with them.   Thomas stopped them, and Katlynn tried not to stare at Lorna, hanging over Thomas’s back.
    

    
      “Take the children on deck, but don’t let either of them get close to the side. The fresh air is good for them.  I need a good half-hour to discuss something in private with Mrs. Grant.  Here’s the key to the room, take the children in through their door tonight.  I’ll be in to kiss them goodnight, but their Mama isn’t feeling well, and I’ll be putting her to bed soon.”
    

    
      “Thomas,” Lorna finally spoke and tried to protest.
    

    
      “Be quiet,” Thomas said, slapping her arse, hard.  
      Smack!
         
    

    
      “Can you do that, Katlynn?”
    

    
              “Yes, Mr. Grant,” Katlynn answered.  She took the key and William’s hand, leading Katie and William back to the stairs and the deck above.
    

    
              Thomas carried Lorna into the bedroom they shared and tossed her on the bed.  “Strip,” he told her.
    

    
              “What?” she asked.
    

    
              “Strip, Lorna,” Thomas said.  “I want you totally bare.  Hurry, so we can get this done before the children come back.”
    

    
              “Thomas,” Lorna again tried to speak.
    

    
              “Don’t talk, just strip,” Thomas said again, “because I won’t stop until I’m ready, and tonight, I don’t care if the children hear us or not.”
    

    
              Lorna could tell Thomas was furious with her.  She took off her clothes and laid them over a chair.  She was used to being naked in front of him, and usually, it didn’t bother her, but somehow this felt different, and she fought the urge to cover herself.
    

    
              Thomas stacked two pillows on the side of the bed, then took Lorna by the arm and led her to them, pushing her torso down so the pillows raised her hips.  Lorna knew she was about to get a spanking, but she gasped when Thomas pulled off his belt and folded it in half.
    

    
              “Thomas,” Lorna said once more.
    

    
              “Be quiet, Lorna, you’ve said enough,”  Thomas leaned down so he could speak directly into her ear.  “Tonight I’m going to talk, and this time, you’re going to listen.  Spread your legs; I want access to your thighs.”  Lorna did, hoping her quick compliance might earn her some mercy. Thomas stood back up.
    

    
              “I’m tired of this, Lorna,” he said, bringing the belt down on her backside in a way that it covered both sides.  
      Swish, thwack!
        “I love you, but I’ve had enough!”  
      Swish, thwack!  
      “You have to quit thinking I’m trying to get every woman I meet into my bed!”  
      Swish, thwack!  
      “I don’t want any woman, but you!”  
      Swish, thwack!
    

    
              
      Lorna went to jump up; her arse was on fire.  Thomas put his hand on her back and pushed her back down.  He kept his hand there, and although she tried, she couldn’t get up.
    

    
              “Stop, Thomas.  You’re hurting me,” Lorna cried out.
    

    
              “I said no talking,” Thomas scolded, the belt coming down again, but this time across her thigh.  
      Swish, thwack!
        “You attacked Miss. Stanwick, and almost knocked her down.”  
      Swish, thwack!  
      “Did you care about hurting her?”  
      Swish, thwack!
        “No, Lorna, you didn’t. You’ve already decided you hate the woman, and no matter what she says or does, you find fault.”  
      Swish, thwack!
    

    
              
      “I’m sorry!” Lorna cried, knowing Thomas was right.
    

    
              “No talking,” he said once more.  
      Swish, thwack!  
      “Miss. Stanwick slipped on water, and what you saw on the deck was me catching her.”  
      Swish, thwack!
        “Now listen to me, Lorna, because I want to make myself very clear.  
      I
       love you.”  
      Swish, thwack!  
      “I will never dishonor you with another woman.”  
      Swish, thwack!
        “There is no one for me but you.”  
      Swish, thwack!
        “Do you understand, Lorna.  It’s you, just you.”  
      Swish, thwack!
    

    
              
      Thomas hoped he’d made his point.  He just couldn’t do it anymore.  He pulled Lorna up off the bed and picked her up in his arms.  He sat down in a chair and set her on his lap.  He let her cry for a long time.  Neither of them spoke, Thomas had said enough.
    

    
              Once Lorna was calm, Thomas got up and placed her in their bed, tucking the covers in around her.  He kissed her softly on the head, and then on the lips.
    

    
              “I want you to think about what you want out of this marriage.  I’m tired of this, Lorna, I know it’s my fault, but I’m beginning to wonder if it’s even possible to earn back your trust.”
    

    
              Lorna went to talk, and Thomas put a finger on her lips.  He shook his head, silencing her.
    

    
              “Think tonight, Lorna, and we’ll talk tomorrow,” Thomas kissed her once more.  
    

    
              They heard the children come in through the door to their room.  Thomas left Lorna and went through the connecting door to help Katlynn get them cleaned up and changed, leaving Lorna alone.
    

    
              She laid there for a long time, thinking.  Thomas came back and joined her in the bed.  It was the first night since their marriage that he rolled away from her before going to sleep.
    

    
              Lorna didn’t sleep.  She laid there all night, thinking about everything, and having a hard time finding any fault with Thomas, or his behavior.  If only she could be sure his words were real, and she wasn’t just being told what her heart wanted to hear.
    

    
      
    

    



      Chapter 11.  Finally Home
    

    
      
    

    
      Lorna stood on the deck of the ship and watched as the outline of the city of Glasgow came into view.  Today she would finally be back home, in Scotland.  She wanted to cry she was so happy.  If only she could figure things out with Thomas, and learn to trust him again.
    

    
      The ship Thomas had booked passage on made the trip in almost record time, a few days short of seven weeks.  The weather had been perfect, and besides a few small storms, they’d seen mostly sunny skies and steady winds.
    

    
              The fresh air seemed to clear her mind a little.  She wondered if she’d feel that now familiar knot in her stomach every time Thomas looked or talked to another woman for the rest of her life.  Did she really think he wanted to take every woman he met to his bed?  Nay, she didn’t, and he showed her all the time how much he loved her.  She was beginning to realize the problem was her, not him.
    

    
      Even last night, as he was taking his belt to her arse, he declared his love for her, and only her.  She sighed, knowing she couldn’t fight her feelings much longer, she did love the man, and she was going to have to either tell him soon, or let him go.  But things had changed, and letting him go didn’t feel right.
    

    
              This morning it dawned on her, her menses were four days late.  The only other time that happened was when she carried William.  Lorna was almost certain she carried Thomas’s bairn, again.  She hoped Thomas would be as happy about the news as she was, but she’d wait a fortnight before telling him, just to make sure.
    

    
      Lorna knew Thomas wouldn’t be happy with her when he woke up and found her gone from their cabin.  He’d told her more than once he didn’t like her up on deck alone, but she needed some time to herself this morning, to think.  The spanking last night had been the worst he’d ever given her, and she’d been up the rest of the night thinking about everything Thomas said.  She’d felt his frustration every time his belt made contact with her backside and thighs.
    

    
      The trip back to Scotland had been relatively easy, especially with Katlynn’s help.  What a blessing it’d been to meet her on the ship.  Thomas already offered to take the young girl with them back to Castle Sween to be 
      the
       children’s nurse, and thankfully, she’d accepted.  William and Katie loved Katlynn, and it seemed like the right thing to do, for everyone.
    

    
      Lorna heard movement behind her and stepped behind a stack of crates, not ready to be found yet.  The sun was just beginning to rise, and only the crew seemed to be up and moving about.  Lorna peered around the crates, wondering who else could be up already, but knowing it was probably Thomas.  She spotted Marissa Stanwick, looking lovely as always, strolling the deck.  She was the last person Lorna wanted to see or talk too.
    

    
      “Thomas!” she heard Marissa call out, “Thomas!”
    

    
      Lorna watched through a crack as Thomas stepped out on the deck.  Hearing Marissa call his name, Thomas stopped, and Lorna saw him scowl before making his way over to where Marissa was standing.  Lorna knew Thomas well, and the look on his face let her know he wasn’t looking forward to talking with the woman, especially after last night.
    

    
      “Good morning, Miss. Stanwick,” Thomas greeted her politely.
    

    
      “How many times do I need to tell you, please, call me Marissa,” she replied, putting a hand on his arm, and leading him in the direction where Lorna was hiding.  A place on the ship where they were unlikely to be seen.
    

    
      “I don’t believe that would be appropriate,” Thomas told her, stopping and taking a step back as he scowled again.
    

    
      “What are you doing walking the deck so early?  Were you, by chance, looking for me?” Marissa asked him.
    

    
      “Nay,” Thomas answered, “why would I be looking for you?  I was looking for my wife.”
    

    
      “Why?” Marissa asked, “after the way she treated you last night; I’d think you’d be trying to get as far away from that harpy as possible.”
    

    
      “Don’t talk about my wife that way,” Thomas warned her.  “Now please, if we’re done here, I need to find her.”
    

    
      “ I haven’t seen her, but I’m glad I ran into you.  I’ve been meaning to speak with you privately,” Marissa said, stepping towards him again.
    

    
      “About what?” Thomas asked, scanning the deck for Lorna, and becoming worried when he didn’t see her.
    

    
      “About us,” Marissa said, pressing herself against him.  “I’ve noticed the way you look at me, and I feel the same way.”
    

    
      “I don’t look at you in any certain way,” Thomas said, taking her shoulders and pushing her back from him. 
    

    
       Lorna couldn’t believe her bad luck.  She was still peering through the crack between the crates when Thomas and Marissa stopped on the other side.  They were so close that she’d either be forced to listen to their conversation or expose herself, and she wasn’t ready to do the latter.  
    

    
      When Marissa pressed herself against Thomas, Lorna was ready to jump out of her hiding spot, grab the woman by her hair, and throw her over the side of the ship.  It took all her self-control to stay where she was and let Thomas handle the situation.
    

    
      “I understand, you don’t want your wife to see us.  We could go to my cabin,” Marissa said, putting a hand on his chest again, and after looking around to make sure no one was looking, she let her hand slide lower, “we’d have more privacy to continue this.”
    

    
      Thomas couldn’t believe what he was hearing, Lorna was right, the woman was trying to interest him in more than friendship.  Although he still wasn’t happy with the way Lorna behaved last night, he now understood his wife’s concern.  Thomas grabbed Marissa’s hand and pushed it away from him.  He stepped close to her before he spoke, wanting to make sure there would be no misunderstanding this time.
    

    
      “We do not need privacy and never will.  I am a married man.  A happily married man who is very much in love with his wife.  I don’t want what you’re offering, and will never allow you, or any other woman in my bed,” Thomas said, “do you understand what I’m telling you?”
    

    
      “But, Thomas, we could 
      be so good
       together,” Marissa said, once more trying to touch him.  “Especially in bed.”
    

    
      “I’m happy with the woman I already have in my bed,” Thomas told her, “she takes care of all my needs.”  Then he threw his hands up and said, “I can’t believe this.”
    

    
      “Can’t believe how much you want me?” Marissa asked, ignoring everything he’d said to her.
    

    
      “Nay,” Thomas said, “I don’t want you.  I’ve never wanted you.  I can’t believe I punished my wife because of you.  She was right, and I didn’t listen to her.  I think this is the last time we ever need to speak, Miss. Stanwick.  I hope you enjoy the rest of your journey, but please, stay away from me, my wife, and the rest of my family.”
    

    
      “You’ll never know what a good thing you just missed out on,” Marissa said, stepping back and turning away
    

    
      Thomas watched her go, but yelled out one last time to her, “I lost the best thing in my life once, and I would never chance losing her again, not for any woman.”  Marissa picked up her pace and almost ran back to her cabin.
    

    
      Thomas was still watching Marissa when he heard Lorna’s voice behind him.
    

    
              “Did you mean it?” Lorna asked him.
    

    
              Thomas turned to look at her.  She had tear marks on her cheeks, but she was still the most beautiful woman he’d ever laid eyes on.
    

    
              “Mean what?” Thomas asked, stepping forward and wiping the tears off her cheeks.
    

    
              “All of it.  That you love me, that you’ll never want any other woman in your bed, that I’m the best thing that ever happened to you...all of it, Thomas.  Did you mean it?”
    

    
      “Every word,” Thomas told her.  “I fell in love with you when you were four, and I was eight.  You climbed a tree in your Da’s apple orchard, and couldn’t get down.  I climbed up and rescued you, and you kissed my cheek as a reward.”
    

    
      “I remember that,” Lorna said and laughed, “you were the gallant knight, and Dylan was the evil King.  He told me to climb the tree; it was Dylan’s fault I was up there!”
    

    
      “If we’ve learned anything from all we’ve been through, it’s never listen to Dylan,” Thomas said, and when Lorna giggled, he pulled her into his arms and hugged her tightly.  
    

    
      “I love you, Thomas,” Lorna said, laying her head against his chest.  Thomas grabbed her shoulders and pushed her away from him, just far enough so he could see her face.
    

    
      “Say that again,” he told her.
    

    
      “I love you,” Lorna said again, and then grinned.
    

    
      “One more time, just so I know I heard you right,” Thomas said, a big smile on his face.
    

    
      “Damn you, Thomas Grant, I love you.  I’ve always loved you.  I’ll love you until the day I die, and probably long after that.  Is that good enough?” Lorna said, beginning to laugh.  
    

    
      Thomas covered her mouth with his until one of the sailors walked by and whistled.  Lorna blushed as Thomas pulled away from her.  They both looked towards the shoreline, they were close now and would be on land again in just a few more hours.
    

    
      “Are you ready to go home, love?” Thomas asked.
    

    
      “Aye,” Lorna said, “take me home, husband.”
    

    
      **********
    

    
      Lorna and Thomas rode through the gates of Castle Sween in a carriage less than a sennight later.  Once they got off the ship, they had to stay in Glasgow long enough for Thomas to send a missive to Dylan, who then sent a carriage to collect them.  That took three days.  
    

    
      Once they arrived at Doune, Thomas and Lorna announced they were wed, and Ava and Dylan were thrilled.  Although he knew Lorna was anxious to get home, Dylan asked them to stay for a day or two, and they agreed. Lorna knew Thomas missed his brother as much as she missed her parents.  The two of them had always been close.  
    

    
      For two days, Lorna and Thomas rested, while letting the children play and get to know their new cousin.  Ava had given birth to a son, who the couple named Dylan Thomas, less than a month before.  Katie and William were interested in the bairn for only a few minutes before deciding there were more interesting things to do.  
    

    
      Dylan and Ava took to Katlynn immediately and were thankful when she offered to help care for Dylan Thomas while she was there.  The lass had a gift with children.  By the end of their two-day stay, Katlynn agreed to stay with Dylan and Ava for the next month, to help train a nurse for their son.
    

    
      Not wanting to ruin the surprise, Lorna sent no warning to her parents.  Elliot was the first to come out the doors of Castle Sween, wondering who the unexpected visitors might be.  Thomas opened the door of the carriage and stepped out first.  Elliot’s heart began to pound as he watched the door to see who came out next.
    

    
      “Thomas,” he finally said, approaching the carriage and trying to see how many people were still inside. “Welcome home.”
    

    
      “Good to see you, Elliot.  I’ve brought some people you’ve been wanting to meet,” Thomas said, reaching back into the carriage and lifting a pretty little girl into his arms
    

    
      “Katie,” he said to the lass, “this is Elliot MacNee, your Grandda.”
    

    
      Katie wrapped her arms around Thomas’s neck a little tighter as she looked at Elliot and smiled.  They heard a shriek as Sorcha came running down the steps.  
    

    
      “They’re here,” she yelled.  “They’re finally here!”
    

    
      “Mither!” the cry came from the carriage as Lorna launched herself out the door and into Sorcha’s arms.  “I missed you so much, Mither!”
    

    
      “And I you,” Sorcha told her, hugging her tightly.  “We received your letter, I’m so sorry to hear about your Patrick.  That must have been so hard for you to go through alone.”
    

    
      “Aye,” Lorna said.  “It was, and I’m sorry about Calvin.”
    

    
      “Aye,” Sorcha replied, wiping tears off Lorna’s cheeks and her own.
    

    
      “Is she my 
      Grandmither
      ?” Katie asked Thomas. She watched her Mama and the older woman hug, talk at the same time, and then hug again.  Thomas laughed at the look of confusion on the little girl’s face.
    

    
      “Aye,” Sorcha answered, letting go of Lorna who was quickly pulled into a hug by Elliot.  She walked over to the little girl and smiled at her, “I am, and this 
      Grandmither
       has been waiting for years to hug you.”  She held out her arms, and Katie let go of Thomas as he placed her in Sorcha’s arms.
    

    
      Thomas reached into the carriage one more time, lifting out William.  Lorna watched as her parents got their first look at their grandson.   There was no denying William favored his Da in looks, especially when Thomas was holding him and you looked at the two of them together.
    

    
      “And this is William,” Thomas said, and then to put an end to what they were all wondering, he added, “my son.”
    

    
      “Aye,” Elliot said, “I think we can see that.”
    

    
      “Lorna?” Sorcha said, looking at her daughter and fighting back a grin.  “Is this true?”
    

    
      “Aye,” Lorna answered, not looking at either of her parents.
    

    
      “And what do you intend to do about this?” Elliot asked Thomas.
    

    
      “I’ve already done it,” Thomas said, handing William to his Grandda and walking over to Lorna.
    

    
      “And what have you done?” Sorcha asked, shifting Katie from one hip to the other, and hugging her tight once more.
    

    
      “I’m married to Thomas, Mither,” Lorna said. Thomas wrapped an arm around her waist and pulled her against his side.  She smiled up at him.  “We married two months ago, back in Pleasantville.”
    

    
      “I see,” Sorcha said, smiling at Elliot.  “I think Grandda and myself are going to take these two little ones to the kitchen.  I believe cook was making pastries today, and I know there are some fruit ones waiting with their names on them.”
    

    
      “Can we go see?” Katie asked both her Grandparents.
    

    
      “That sounds like an excellent idea,” Elliot answered, handing William to Sorcha as he took a turn with Katie. He lifted the lass up to sit on his shoulders before he turned and started to walk away.
    

    
      “The two of you will be staying in your old room, Lorna.  For now, we can bed the children down in your solar, at least until you hire a nurse and get the nursery set up,” Sorcha called out over her shoulder as she followed Elliot. 
    

    
      “Mither,” Lorna said and laughed.  “How long will you be gone with the children?” Sorcha didn’t answer and kept walking.
    

    
      “Why didn’t either of them seem surprised that we’re married?” Thomas asked.
    

    
      “I was thinking the same thing,” Lorna told him.  “It was strange, wasn’t it?”
    

    
      “Aye,” Thomas answered.
    

    
      “I wonder what’s going on?” Lorna asked.
    

    
      “Do you know what I wonder?” Thomas asked, turning her to face him and pulling her into his arms.
    

    
      “What do you wonder?” Lorna asked.
    

    
      “I wonder how long they’ll be gone.”  He kissed her.  “And I wonder what your old bedchamber looks like.”  He kissed her again.  “I wonder if the bed is going to be big enough for both of us.”  Another kiss, longer this time.   He whispered in her ear as he said, “and I wonder how many times I can make you call out my name before either of the children come looking for us.”  The last kiss took Lorna’s breath away.
    

    
      “No reason to wonder,” Lorna said, grabbing Thomas by the hand and pulling him towards the castle.  “I think we deserve a rest after our travels.  A long rest, while Mither and Da enjoy their grandchildren.”
    

    
      “Aye,” Thomas said, scooping her up in his arms. “Just tell me where to go.  I’ve got a few new things to teach you.”
    

    
      “Oh, Thomas,” Lorna said giggling, “I love you, and you’re new things.”
    

    
      Thomas was happy as he ran up the stairs with the woman he’d always loved in his arms.  
    

    
      **********
    

    
              “You were right, my love,” Elliot said to Sorcha as they watched William and Katie eat an apple pastry under one of the trees in the garden.
    

    
              “I told you, Elliot, never doubt me when it comes to matters of the heart,” Sorcha answered and smiled.
    

    
              “Are you happy?” Elliot asked Sorcha as Katie and William got up and chased each other around the garden.  Their grandparents couldn’t help but laugh watching them.
    

    
              “Very happy, and so is our daughter,” Sorcha answered.
    

    
              “She is, isn’t she,” Elliot replied.
    

    
              “Come on, Grandda, come chase us!” Katie yelled at Elliot.  
    

    
              Elliot turned and roared as he brought his hands up like a monster.  The children both screamed, laughed, and then ran, with Elliot in pursuit.
    

    
      Sorcha stood and watched, her heart full now that her family had returned. She’d known for a long while it was only a matter of time before it would be right for Thomas to go reclaim his bride.  She was grateful that time had finally come.  They were home, where they all belonged. Together.
      




      Epilogue
    

    
      
    

    
      Eight Months Later:
    

    
      
    

    
              “Don’t fight it,” Ava said as another birthing pain gripped Lorna.  “Breathe through it, and try to relax as much as you can.”  Lorna tried, but nothing dulled the pain of birthing a bairn.  Lorna let out a scream, hoping this labor went as fast as the last one, because once the babe was placed in her arms, Lorna knew all the pain would be worth it.  
    

    
              Once the pain ended, Lorna laid her head back, trying to catch her breath.  She was going to have to have a serious talk with Thomas about how many bairns he wanted, because the man seemed to plant one in her belly every time they coupled.  At this rate, they’d end up with at least a dozen, and Lorna wasn’t sure she was willing to go through labor that many times.
    

    
              “I believe it’s time to start pushing,” Sorcha told Ava as she looked between Lorna’s legs, “I can see the top of the bairn’s head.”
    

    
              “Already?” Ava asked, taking Sorcha’s place and peering between Lorna’s legs.  “I think you’re right,” Ava told Sorcha.  Then to Lorna, she said, “your labor has gone quickly, you’re a very fortunate woman.”
    

    
              “It did with William too,” Lorna said, resting before the next pain came.  “The doctor in Pleasantville barely walked in the door before I pushed him out. Patrick wasn’t like Thomas; he wanted nothing to do with birthing the babe.  I was beginning to think I was going to have to catch the bairn myself.”
    

    
              “I still say he shouldn’t be here,” Sorcha said, shaking her finger at Thomas.
    

    
              He sat behind Lorna, supporting her weight and holding her hands as she labored.  At the moment, he was using a cool cloth to wipe her face and neck.
    

    
              “Lorna wants me here,” Thomas said in his defense.
    

    
              “I need him here,” Lorna said, smiling over her shoulder at Thomas.
    

    
              “I’ve never heard of a man being in the birthing room,” Sorcha said, but couldn’t hide her grin.  It was wonderful to see Lorna and Thomas so happy with one another.
    

    
              “Here comes another one,” Lorna said, gripping Thomas’s hands and squeezing.  “Can I push now? I need to push!”
    

    
              “Aye,” Ava said, looking once more between Lorna’s legs.  “Push hard.”
    

    
              Lorna spent the next quarter-hour pushing her babe out.  She was exhausted by the time it was over, but Thomas was amazed, and couldn’t stop staring at the bairn.  He’d never seen anything so small.
    

    
              “It’s a lass,” Sorcha said, wiping the babe off and handing her to Ava.  “A beautiful lass.”
    

    
              “What are you going to name her?” Ava asked as she finished washing the babe and wrapped her in a blanket.  
    

    
              “Elizabeth Sorcha,” Lorna answered.  “After her two Grandmithers.”  Sorcha nodded and smiled, unable to speak.
    

    
              Once the birthing was over, Thomas picked Lorna up and carried her to a chair while Ava and Sorcha changed the bed linens.  He made himself useful and changed Lorna’s nightdress, helping her wash up first before slipping the clean gown over her head.
    

    
              “You’re amazing,” he said quietly to her, giving her a soft kiss.  She just smiled at him.
    

    
              He put her back into their bed and pulled the bedcover up to her waist.  “Are you ready?” he asked Lorna as he handed her their daughter.  The babe let out a cry, and Lorna opened her nightdress and held the babe to her breast.  She latched on right away.
    

    
              “Aye, bring them in,” Lorna said, smiling at him before looking down at her new babe.  She unwrapped the bairn as she fed and began counting fingers and toes.  Thomas opened the door of the bedchamber and walked into the solar.  
    

    
              “Is the babe here, Da?” Katie jumped off her 
      grandda’s
       lap and asked excitedly.  Dylan and Elliot both jumped to their feet.
    

    
              “She is,” Thomas answered.  “But remember, you must be very gentle with her.”
    

    
              “Another sister?” William asked, disappointed it wasn’t a brother.
    

    
              “Maybe it’ll be a brother next time,” Thomas answered as he tousled his son’s hair.  “Would you like to see her?”
    

    
              “Aye,” Katie said, shooting past Thomas and running into the room.  Thomas picked William up and placed him on his shoulders, following behind.
    

    
              “What’s she doing?” Katie was asking Lorna.
    

    
              “Eating,” Lorna answered. “This is the way a bairn feeds for a long time.”
    

    
              “Did you feed me like that?” Katie asked.
    

    
              “Nay,” Lorna said, stroking Katie’s cheek.  “Your Mum did though.  She loved you very much, and so do your Da and I.”
    

    
              “Can I hold her, Mama?” Katie was asking Lorna as she knelt on the bed, still staring at the babe in Lorna’s arms.  Elizabeth had fallen asleep as she nursed.
    

    
              “Aye,” Lorna answered.  Thomas placed William on the bed and then positioned Katie so Lorna could place the bairn in the four-year-olds arms.  “What do you think?” Lorna asked Katie.
    

    
              “She’s very wrinkly,” Katie said, scrunching up her nose.
    

    
              “She’s too little to do anything,” William complained.
    

    
              “Do you want to hold her next?” Thomas asked his son.
    

    
              “Nay,” William answered, hopping off the bed, “can I go to the kitchen now?  Cook said she’d make me a pastry if I was good today.”.
    

    
              Lorna laughed, “she will grow, William.  But it will take time.”  William didn’t answer but looked at the babe once more.
    

    
      Thomas picked William up and carried him back out to the solar where Katlynn was waiting.  Thomas passed William to her, telling her, “the lad is hungry, would you mind taking him to the kitchen?”
    

    
              “He’s always hungry,” Katlynn answered, “And Katie?”
    

    
              “I’m hungry too,” Katie said, running out of the room, already bored with her new baby sister.
    

    
              Thomas watched them leave before returning to his wife, where he found Elliot and Sorcha fawning over their new granddaughter.
    

    
              “I think it’s time for us to take our leave,” Dylan said to Ava, who had her own babe to take care of.  “Congratulations, Thomas,” Dylan said, slapping his brother on the back as he walked past him.
    

    
      “I think it’s time for us to let our daughter rest,” Sorcha said to Elliot as Lorna yawned.
    

    
      “Aye,” Elliot said, handing the babe back to Lorna.  He leaned down and kissed Lorna on her head before he whispered, “thank you for coming home.”  Lorna smiled at him as he added, “and for my grandchildren.” 
    

    
      Coming back to Scotland was the best decision Lorna ever made.  She was happy to be living at Castle Sween again, and loved having Thomas as a husband.  Katie and William thrived in the new country, enjoying the attention of their Grandparents, and new Aunt and Uncle. 
    

    
      “He should be thanking you,” Lorna told Thomas as he laid down on the bed next to her and pulled her and the bairn close to him.
    

    
      “Why do you say that?” Thomas asked.
    

    
      “Because if it wasn’t for you coming to find me,” Lorna said, “I wouldn’t have come back.”
    

    
      “You would’ve,” Thomas told her, “because we may have lost our way for a bit, but you and I belong together Lorna Grant, and somehow, we were bound to find our way back to each other.”
    

    
      “Do you believe that?” Lorna asked, snuggling closer.
    

    
      “Believe it or not, it doesn’t matter,” Thomas told her, “because now that you’re mine, I’ll never let you go..”
    

    
      “Is that so?” Lorna asked teasingly, “maybe next time I’ll have to run further away.”
    

    
      “There’s nowhere you could run that I wouldn’t find you,” Thomas said, kissing her head.  “In case you haven’t figured it out, I love you, Lorna, more than anything else on this earth.  If you ever run again, I’d spend the rest of my life trying to find and retrieve you.”
    

    
      “I’m not going anywhere,” Lorna said, her eyes getting 
      heavy
      .  “I love you, Thomas, and you’re stuck with me.”
    

    
      “Forever,” Thomas said, kissing her one last time before Lorna closed her eyes  
    

    
      Lorna’s lips curved up as she smiled.  This time she had to agree with her husband, he was right; she was exactly where she belonged, in Thomas’s arms, forever.
      





    
    
      Thank you for reading “Reclaiming his Bride.”  If you have comments, questions, or concerns, you can contact me in the following ways:
    

    
      
    

    
      Email- 
      
        bethanyhauck11@yahoo.com
      
    

    
      Facebook- 
      
        www.facebook.com/bethnyhauck11
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Happy Reading,
    

    
      Bethany
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