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Haunted
by the Highlander


The mist curled off the loch,
wrapping Inverrock Castle in a ghostly blanket. Samantha peered out of the
backseat window of the car and grimaced. With its four grey towers, pointed turrets
and dark stone walls, it looked every bit the haunted castle. She glanced
around at her three friends and wondered why she’d agreed to this. They gaped
up in awe at the keep as it sat on the edge of the loch.


Honestly, who wanted to spend a
weekend being scared? She folded her arms across her chest and slumped back
against the seat as Annie expertly navigated the winding road towards the keep.
Masking a yawn with the back of her hand, she sighed. A nice relaxing weekend
away was what she needed. Some pampering in a spa perhaps. Then maybe she’d
finally be able to sleep through the night. 


Lucy grinned at her. “Isn’t it
amazing, Sam? Looks sooo spooky.”


“Yes,” Samantha agreed. “So
spooky.”


“It will be fun, Sam,” Annie said
over her shoulder. “You need to lighten up and this is the perfect
opportunity.”


“Oh yes,” Samantha said drily,
“nothing quite as fun as being scared to death.”


Fran turned around in her seat
and eyed Samantha seriously. “Don’t be daft, there’s no real ghosts. It
will just be actors and stuff. You’re not really scared, are you?”


Samantha squirmed in her seat.
“Not really. I could just think of better things to do than spend my
weekend hunting for ghosts in the middle of Scotland.”


“What like moping around your
flat and thinking of David?”


Narrowing her eyes at Fran, she
pursed her lips. “I do not mope. And I don’t care about David. I was the one
that kicked him out, remember?”


Fran snorted and Samantha braced
herself for it. As much as she loved her, you could always count on Fran to be
blunt.


“Only after he fucked up for the
billionth time. You should have given him the boot long ago, Sam.”


“I know, I know. It’s not David I
miss anyway, it’s—”


“The sex!” Lucy piped up.


“It is not the sex! That was never
any good to begin with.” Samantha blew out a breath. Why exactly had she stayed
with David for so long? It was hard to remember now. “It’s going to bed in
someone’s arms each night, all safe and warm.”


“Well, maybe we’ll find you a
sexy Scotsman to keep you warm,” Annie said as they pulled into the empty carpark
in front of the castle.


She sniffed to herself. It was
unlikely she’d find anyone to match her tastes. David had been appalled when she’d
suggested trying new things. She’d tried to entice him into giving her just a
little spanking but he was having none of it. Surely if you loved your partner,
you’d be willing to give something a try? Guess David had never loved her. Good
job he was gone really. But it didn’t help her desires. At one point, Samantha
had even debated joining the local BDSM club but she’d shrugged that idea off
quickly. It was not a spanking from a stranger that she wanted but one from a
man she trusted and respected. 


Samantha peered up at the gloomy
windows. Even though it was only mid-afternoon, the sky was as grey as the
stone castle and it felt more like dusk. A shudder trickled over her spine as
she unclipped her belt and stepped out of the car.


Meeting Annie’s gaze with a
raised brow as they all stopped and stared up at the great stone monster,
Samantha shook her head. “I doubt there’s any gorgeous Scotsmen in there. Not
anymore anyway.”


Lucy giggled and looped her arm
through Samantha’s as Annie pulled the suitcases out of the boot. “Maybe you’ll
be lucky and be haunted by a hunky Highlander.”


“Thanks, Luce, that’s really
going to help me sleep tonight.” Not only did she suffer with insomnia, but her
horrible older brother had also pulled several pranks on her as a child, all of
which had been designed to make her as scared as possible of the dark.


Unhooking her arm from Lucy’s,
she grabbed her suitcase and set it on its wheels. Her chest became heavy as
the four of them approached the large double doors of Inverrock Castle. Yeah,
just what I need, she thought with a smirk, another reason not to sleep.


The doors groaned - of course -
open and a small, plump woman with short grey hair greeted them. “Welcome,
welcome,” she said as she ushered them into the hall.


Samantha gazed around, aware her jaw
had dropped. The inside of the castle was rustically beautiful. The walls were
still bare stone and iron chandeliers hung from the ceiling. A dark carved
staircase curled around to the next floor. Animal horns and swords and heraldic
crests hung from the walls. 


“Wow,” Lucy breathed.


The old woman smiled. “Welcome to
Inverrock Castle. I’m Aileen and I’ll be looking after you during your stay.”


Annie stepped forwards, taking
charge as usual. “Hi, I’m Annie, we spoke on the phone. Thanks for having us,
it’s just beautiful.”


Aileen nodded and grabbed some keys
off the reception desk. “We’re keen to see what you think of our haunted tours.
If all goes well, then we’ll be doing them regularly.”


Samantha lips twisted. “Well, the
setting is right for it.”


Aileen nodded with a grin. “Yes,
and it does help that we do have our own ghosts here at Inverrock.”


The smile dropped from her lips
and Samantha clutched tightly to her suitcase. “Oh.”


“Not to worry,” Aileen reassured
her as her eyes twinkled. “They’re very friendly.”


Why did that not make her feel
any better? Bloody Annie. She should never have agreed to come along. Annie worked
for the company that were helping Inverrock with their publicity and had jumped
at the chance to try out their ghost hunt experience. How the hell Samantha got
roped into it too, she couldn’t exactly remember. She was pretty sure someone
mentioned a four-poster bed. With her insomnia, it was probably the only
enticement she needed. It was only when they had piled into the car, did she
remember the part about hunting for ghosts.


“Well, here’s your room keys.”
Aileen distributed them between them. “Just go up the stairs and turn left.
You’re not all together I’m afraid, but you are all in the east wing. Dinner is
at seven and then the tour will start at ten.”


Thanking Aileen, they all dragged
their suitcases up the wide stairs and set out to find their rooms. The east
wing was divided by a long corridor, lined with family portraits. The squeaking
of their suitcase wheels echoed against the wood panelled walls. Samantha found
her room and stopped in front of it. Room thirteen. She rolled her eyes.
Naturally.


Slotting the iron key into the
heavy oak door, she froze as a strange sound reached her ears. Her pulse thudding
erratically as she listened intently. She jolted. There it was again, an odd
moaning sound. 


“Found it!” Lucy called out from
the other end of the corridor as she fumbled with her keys. “Sam, what’s
wrong?”


Straightening, she shook her
head. “Nothing,” she said brightly. “Nothing,” she muttered again. Bloody
idiot, your imagination is on overdrive. Damn that Aileen and her ghost
stories. They may be hunting for ghosts tonight but she sure as hell didn’t
want to find any.


Pushing open the door, Samantha
released a breath. A four-poster bed. Yes! Hopefully she’d sleep well in
a bed like this. Wheeling her suitcase to one side, she threw herself down on
the bed, and the heavy satin throw and decorative pillow enveloped her. She stroked
over the luxurious fabric and sighed. Once, many years ago, on a trip to Italy,
she’d had a night of mind-blowing sex in a four-poster bed. Marcello had
introduced her to the delights of a firm hand and some carefully tied
restraints. They had messaged back and forth for a while when she returned to
England but life took over and Marcello soon became a distant memory.


Her room, unlike the rest of the
castle, had a cosy feeling to it, its thick velvet curtains and dark wood
adding warmth to the grey stone. The bed canopy was the same red material as
the curtains and Samantha fought the urge to untie them and hide away from the
world. Why was it that daytime was the only time she could sleep on her own?


Maybe Annie was right, maybe she
did need to find another man, preferably one like Marcello. It was not like
she’d made any attempts to meet anyone since her split from David six months
ago. Bloody hell, had it really been that long? No wonder she couldn’t sleep.
She sat up abruptly. She needed to get laid.


Next weekend, she decided. Next
weekend, she’d persuade the girls to go out on the town and she’d find herself
a nice man for the night. Laughing at herself, she climbed off the bed and
unzipped her suitcase, flinging her clothes over the dark chair that occupied
one corner of the room. Yeah, right. Samantha had never done one-night stands
and she doubted she was going to start now she was nearing her thirties. What’s
more, she’d never find the dominant man she was after. 


Pausing to stare out of the
window, she conceded the Inverrock loch was beautiful - at least in an eerie
way. Surrounded by mountains and rocks, she imagined on a sunny day it would be
breath-taking. 


A flash of something caught her
eye and she pressed her nose against the cold glass. Tartan. She was
sure she had just seen the flick of a kilt rounding the corner of the castle.
But Aileen had said they were the only guests. Maybe it was one of the actors
or something. 


Another yawn overtook her and
Samantha slumped back down on the bed. They were going to be up late hunting
ghosts so she might as well close her eyes for a bit. Images of hunky kilted
men swam before her eyes as she sunk into slumber.


***


Jolting upright, Samantha
clutched at her chest as her heart raced.


“Sam,” Lucy called through the
door as she bashed at it. “Are you coming?”


Glancing around, she realised the
room was shrouded in darkness. Pushing down that stupid feeling of someone
being behind her as she fumbled for the light switch, she slipped on her
trainers and lifted the latch on the door.


“Come on, we’ll be late for
dinner.”


Looking Lucy up and down,
Samantha glanced at her worn jeans. “Shit, Lucy, I didn’t realise we were
dressing for dinner.”


“Well, hurry up and dress. I’ll
see you downstairs.”


Nodding, she slammed the door and
scurried over to the chair where she’d abandoned her clothes. Flinging off her jeans
and jumper, she grabbed her red dress and slipped it over her head before
smoothing down her hair and slashing some lipstick across her mouth. Manoeuvring
her cleavage into place, she flicked a look in the mirror and nodded with satisfaction.
Not bad for five minutes. The red set off her blonde hair and pale skin nicely
and the tight bust of the dress emphasised her pert breasts. 


A breeze fluttered between her
thighs and she remembered she hadn’t put any knickers on yet - a habit she’d
got into recently when wearing trousers. Flinging her clothes off the chair,
she scowled. She had packed a pair surely? Wrenching open her suitcase, she
shook her head. Obviously not. Oh well, if it was good enough for a Scotsman,
it was good enough for her. Besides, her skirt was fairly long, brushing just
above her knees and it was not like there was anyone to flash. The girls had
seen it all before and probably wouldn’t care less.


Stepping into her heels, Samantha
hauled open the door and shivered as a cold breeze flowed over her. The hallway
was dimly lit and the shadows moved, though she couldn’t figure out why. The
breeze stopped abruptly and she pulled her door shut quickly and hastened down the
stairs, her heart beating a tattoo in her chest. God, this place was creepy.


Giggles emanated from the room to
the left of the entrance way and Samantha blew out a long breath as she found
her friends in the dining room, sat at a long dark wood table.


Lucy looked her up and down and
whistled. “Nice, Sam.”


She rolled her eyes and seated
herself next to Lucy as Fran pushed a bottle of red across table. Pouring a
generous glass, she took in her surroundings. The ceilings were lower in this
room and the chandelier hung close to the table. A large fireplace sat behind
her and it roared audibly with each gust of wind. 


“Cheers, ladies,” Annie said with
a smile as she raised her glass.


Everyone echoed the sentiment,
taking large sips of their wine and Samantha felt the soothing warmth of the
alcohol work its way through her. She smiled at her friends and then at Aileen
as she brought in steaming plates of stew. It was not haute cuisine but it
looked delicious. Maybe this weekend wouldn’t be so bad after all.


***


Full of wine and good food,
Samantha sat back in her chair and patted her stomach. “God, I’m done in.”


“I hope not,” Annie said with a
grin. “We’ve still got ghosts to hunt down.”


“Don’t remind me.”


As if summoned, Aileen appeared
behind them. “Ladies, it’s time to start the ghost tour. We’ll be turning off
the lights so do be careful.” 


Samantha came to her feet and put
a hand to her head as it swam. Yep, too much red. This should be fun.


Aileen handed them all torches
before poking at the fire until the flames died to a gentle glow. The lights
went out suddenly and they all screamed as they were thrown into darkness. 


A torch came on and they all
followed suit as Aileen laughed. “We’ll start in the library. It’s said that
the late laird of Inverrock likes to reside there. He likes to re-arrange all
the books so watch out for flying books.”


Clutching her torch to her chest,
Samantha gulped and shuffled after Lucy, training her torch on her back. As
they sidled out of the dining room, her torch flickered and gave up.


“Fuck.” She stopped and hit it
with her palm. It flickered briefly but refused to turn back on. “Lucy?” she
called but no one responded. Blinking, she peered through the gloom but she
couldn’t see a thing. Should she follow after them? She glanced around and her
gaze latched on to the dim glow of the fire. No, it would be better for her to
stay here and wait for them. 


Fumbling her way back to her
chair, she grasped a bottle of wine and put it to her lips. Well, at least she
wouldn’t have to hunt for ghosts. There were worse ways to spend an evening
than nursing a bottle of merlot.


The warmth of the wine trickled
through her body and pooled in the pit of her stomach. She let her legs fall
open and giggled to herself as cool air brushed at her bare sex, feeling silly
and horny at the same time. Yep, she needed a man.


“You lost?”


Samantha screamed and flung the
bottle in the air, sending its contents sloshing across her dress as it
clattered on the table, by some miracle not smashing.


A man stepped into the amber
light of the fire and she gasped. Tall? Check. Dark? Check. Handsome? Hell,
yeah. And he wore a kilt. A kilt for Godsakes!


Attempting to control her
breathing, she slapped a hand across her chest and cast her gaze over him,
taking in the sight of his strong legs, up to his blue kilt, to his black
woollen jumper. Finally she studied his face. She couldn’t see the colour of
his eyes but his face was the sort of rugged handsome you’d expect in the
middle of the Highlands. Chiselled jawline, dotted with stubble and eyes that
crinkled with amusement. Samantha’s mouth dried as his lips split into a grin. 


 “Sorry, I didn’t mean to scare
you.”


Coming unsteadily to her feet,
Samantha waved away his apology. “No, it’s okay. I’m just a little jumpy…all
the talk of ghosts and whatnot…”


He nodded and curled his hand
around her elbow as she wavered. His fingers were warm and coarse and sent a
surge of awareness straight to her pussy.


“I didn’t think there were any
other guests staying here this weekend,” she said as she plucked at the
neckline of her dress, now soaked in wine.


“I’m not exactly a guest,” he
said with a smile, his fingers remaining on her arm.


“Oh.” Tugging her sodden dress
away from her chest towards the light of the fire to inspect the damage, she
belatedly released that she’d given him a good look at her cleavage. She
snapped her hand to her side and flushed as he eyed her with a knowing grin.


“You could do with a change of
clothes, I think.”


“Yes, though I don’t trust myself
to find my way back to my room…not after…” She motioned to her discarded bottle.
She was not drunk exactly, just very tipsy. There was no way she’d make it up
those stairs in the dark in one piece.


“Not to worry, lass, I know this
place like the back of my hand.”


Lass. His broad accent rolled over her,
sending her knees weak and she nodded mutely as the man released her elbow and
wrapped his arm around her, clasping her hip in his hand. Warmth pooled in between
her legs as he urged her forwards with confidence.


“Not interested in hunting out
ghosts then?” he asked as he helped her up the stairs. The meagre night
illumination filtered in through the windows but she could still barely figure
out where to step next. Her guide seemed perfectly confident, however, and steered
her easily up the stairs and into the east wing.


“I can’t say it’s my kind of
thing, no.”


“What’s your thing then?”


You. She shrugged as heat spread
across her chest. “I don’t know. Peace and quiet, I suppose. I don’t see being
scared to death as entertainment.”


“Inverrock is peaceful most of
the time.”


“Yes, I suppose it must be. You
don’t think it’s haunted then?”


“Ah, I didn’t say that.”


He stopped outside her door and
Samantha frowned. She didn’t remember telling him her room number. God, she was
more drunk than she realised.


“So it is haunted?”


Though it was dark, she could
sense his gaze on her, his mouth probably twisted in amusement.


“Maybe.”


“What’s that meant to mean?”


“Inverrock is centuries old. Its
history spans all the way back to the 11th century. A place like this holds
memories. Whether they are ghosts or not, I can’t say.”


She shoved her key clumsily into
the lock and pushed open her door. She felt the kilted man follow closely behind,
the heat from his body quickly traversing the space between them. She breathed
deeply and frowned. She expected the smell of cologne or perhaps soap but she
couldn’t smell anything. Not even the scent of male musk.


Facing him again, she noted that
the light coming in through her windows was brighter here and she could see his
features clearly. Jesus, he was sexy. So broad and rugged. He towered over her
small frame. Her gaze landed on his lips which were, as she had suspected,
tilted in amusement. 


“Have you seen any
ghosts?”


“In a manner of speaking.”


“What does that mean?”


He chuckled but said nothing and
Samantha shook her head. What an elusive man he was. Picking her way carefully
across the floor, she swore as she stumbled over her trainers.


“Are you okay, lass?”


“I’m fine,” she snapped. Her shin
smashed into the chair and she yelped, clutching at her leg. She hopped around
for a moment and stumbled, falling with a cry to the floor.


There was a rasp and a crackle as
the man lit a match and set it to the candles on the mantelpiece. He looked
over her with a raised brow.


“Who carries matches around in
this day and age?” she muttered to herself as she pulled herself to sitting and
inspected her shin.


“I do, especially in an old place
like this.” He knelt down in front of her and brushed his fingers over her leg.



She gasped but couldn’t bring
herself to withdraw her leg from his touch. Her skin tingled with awareness.


“No permanent damage,” he
concluded, meeting her gaze from under his brow. “Though you’ll probably have a
bruise in the morning.”


Samantha stared at him as his
fingers lingered on her calf, stroking absently. An odd pressure pushed against
her back, like icy cold fingers, and with a slight cry, she flung herself
forwards. She looped her arms around the man’s neck and he gave a startled
grunt before wrapping his arms around her waist.


He gazed down at her and she
realised now his eyes were green. Deep, dark green and they sucked her in.
“S-sorry,” she flustered but before she could pull back from him, he swooped
down and captured her lips.


A vague part of her wondered if
she should pull away - I don’t even know his name - but his tongue
invaded her mouth and all thoughts of escape left her and she moaned against him.
God, this man knew how to kiss! 


His lips were oddly cool but her
body surged with heat as his tongue clashed with hers and she snaked her hand
up through his hair, tugging at the silky strands. He growled and pressed the
kiss deeper, increasing the ache between her thighs as his hands kneaded her
back. The man hauled her onto his lap and she stiffened and made a sound of
surprise as the evidence of his desire prodded her bottom.


Releasing her mouth, he looked at
her with regret. "Sorry."


Samantha shook her head rapidly.
"Don't be...I..." She sucked in a breath as she noted the hungry look
in his eyes. He wanted her just as much as she wanted him. This gorgeous, sexy
Scot wanted her. She allowed a smile to thread its way across her face.
"I'm not."


Studying her for a moment, he
tangled a hand into her hair and swept it back from her face. "Good,"
he said before claiming her lips once more. 


Samantha relaxed into him and let
the desire sweep through her body once more. Her skin prickled, her body
throbbed. Never had any man had such an effect on her. Not even Marcello. Why
not shag him? If the pulse of his cock was anything to go by then this was
where it was heading. A hand curled around her neck, his callused tips sending
a shudder down her spine and she sighed, gripping him tighter. Yes, why not
indeed. 


Curious fingers snaked under the
neckline of her wet dress and she arched up into his touch. He groaned at the
feel of her soft flesh before pressing down across her stiff nipple. He plucked
and pulled roughly at it until she whimpered. With a sudden movement, he thrust
her dress around her shoulders, taking the straps of her bra along with it and
his mouth was suddenly on her breast. 


The moist heat of his mouth made
her cry out as he pressed her back against his arm, cradling her as his teeth went
from one breast to the other.


"God, you taste good,"
he murmured against her skin. "You are so bloody gorgeous, lass."


Her heart twinged in appreciation
and she threw back her head and gave herself up to his mouth, digging her nails
into his scalp in a bid to keep him in place. His mouth left her skin and she
shuddered as the air chilled around her. The man drew her back up to sitting
and palmed her flesh as he kissed down her neck. 


"I want to fuck you,"
he told her as he unhooked her bra.


Samantha nodded mutely, her eyes
wide as his coarse words sent a flutter to her dripping cunt.


He didn’t say anything, just
stared down at her, tracing every inch of her with his gaze. Her nipples
hardened so much that they ached. She stared back as she waited. Waited for him
to make a move. Waited for that hard cock to be unleashed. Her heart pounded in
her ears.


A hand clasped over her breast
again and she sighed in relief as he plucked at her nipple before giving it a
sharp tug. She released a small cry of surprise as her pussy flooded and she
flopped against his shoulder, his strong arm around her back.


Cradling her as if she were a
delicate treasure, Samantha enjoyed the moment, as the feeling of being
protected mingled with the apprehension of what he could do to her with his
muscular body and rigid shaft.


“I want to fuck you,” he murmured
into her ear as he dipped his head to nip at her lobe, “really, really hard.”
His hand slipped from her breast and pushed underneath the fabric of her dress.
She heard the little moan of appreciation as his hand encountered her slick,
bare pussy but barely had time to register it before his fingers pressed
sharply into her sheath.


Galvanised by the intrusion of
his powerful fingers, she arched back into his arm and he used the opportunity
to bite down on her neck, securing her flesh between his teeth as if claiming
her. She shuddered and gasped.


God, she’d never had such a
strong reaction to a man. She gripped at his arms, relishing the feel of his
undulating muscles as he finger-fucked her roughly, his thumb occasionally
rasping across her clit. His take-control manner plucked at the submissive, feminine
part of her. The part that wanted to be needed and desired by a dominant,
commanding man. The part that no other man had reached for many, many years.


His fingers left her abruptly and
he threaded a hand roughly into her hair, jerking her head away from him.  “Stand
up,” he commanded hoarsely.


Instinctively obeying, Samantha
pushed herself to her feet, her legs wavering underneath her. She didn’t need
to worry though. The Scotsman was standing in an instant, flattening his hard
body against hers as he forced her dress off her, leaving it to slip to the
floor. His hands cupped possessively at her hips, coaxing them back into him so
she could feel his throbbing cock rubbing against her arse.


“Jesus, you are so hot.”


Samantha simply sighed as he worked
himself against her, mimicking a fucking motion. Her pussy clenched with every
thrust of his kilt-cladded dick until moisture trickled down her leg. Shit, she
would kill to have him buried inside her needy cunt right now.


He squeezed briefly at her arse
cheeks, and she whimpered as it felt like his fingers had left imprints in
them, before spinning her round and bringing his mouth down on hers. Swallowing
her moan, he swept his tongue over hers before drawing back and nibbling at her
lip. His fingers worked over her back and arse, kneading and stroking her skin.
Samantha tried to do the same but his shoulders were so broad and his kisses so
consuming that she barely managed to cling onto him. Just when she thought she
might press her fingers underneath his jumper, he hauled her into his arms,
grasping her buttocks so that she had to wrap her legs around him. Her heels
slipped off and clunked to the ground, the sound echoing through the room.


With a growl, he drove her back
against the wall, her spine meeting heavily with the textured wallpaper.
Christ, she hadn’t had sex like this since Marcello. This Scotsman sure had the
dominant thing going on. Samantha squealed as he explored her mouth further and
she dug her nails into his neck. Just as she eased into his kiss, he surprised
her by hefting her higher, shifting her legs over his arms and then up and over
his shoulders. 


Crying out at his sudden show of
strength, Samantha found herself pinned halfway up the wall, with his head
buried in her soaking pussy. His hands held her steady and her nervousness
quickly dissipated at being so high up as his tongue lapped at her, stroking boldly
across her folds with the flat of his tongue. 


He licked forcefully over every
part of her sex before settling over her nub, drawing it briefly into his mouth
before massaging his tongue over it in small circles. Samantha bucked against
him as her legs clamped around his head.


"Fuck," she cried out
as he sucked at her clit.


No one had ever paid such
attention to her pussy before. Her sheath clenched and pulsed against his
tongue as he probed it. She could feel the tension building, the unbearable
need for release making her sex swell as he continued his torturous routine.
Sweeping, licking, sucking. It was almost too much to bear.


And then he drew her bud into his
mouth again and tugged on it rhythmically with his teeth until the pleasure
crescendoed, ricocheting through her body and she quaked against him. He held
her firm, keeping his mouth buried between her thighs as he licked away her
juices.


When the spasms slowed, he
withdrew carefully and dropped her to the floor with ease, sliding her body
down his. She bit back a moan as the length of his shaft touched all too
briefly to her tender folds.


"You taste so damned
good," he told her before kissing her.


She inhaled the musky scent and
tasted herself on his tongue. It was so decadent, so sinful and her sex pulsed
back into life as the need to taste his sex overtook her.


Blinking away the satisfied haze
that her climax drowned her in, she tugged at the waist of his kilt before
bunching the fabric in her hands. She waited a moment, as if waiting for
permission and he nodded. With a smile, she dropped to her knees and hauled his
kilt up and over his straining erection.


"Oh God," she breathed
as she came face to face with his pulsing, shining cock.


A small drop of pre-cum hung from
the end and she darted eagerly forwards to lick it up, savouring its salty
taste on her tongue. 


"Uhmmmm," she moaned as
she wrapped a hand around his shaft, feeling it surge under her fingers, and
drew it into her mouth. 


Circling the smooth head with her
tongue, she explored his ridges, pressing against the sensitive underside of
his dick and drawing back. His hands in her hair urged her forwards once more
and she took him as far back as she could.


“That’s it, take it deep, lass.”


The man grunted with surprise as
she swallowed and drew him further down her throat, taking most of his length.
Samantha grabbed his hard buttocks and held him there for a moment before
working up and down his cock as he enthusiastically screwed her mouth. His
distinctive male tang on her tongue sent a curl of need straight to her still
twitching pussy.


His buttocks flexed beneath his
kilt as he rocked back and forth and emitted small groans and harsh breaths.
Samantha stared up at him as he towered over her. In spite of the spit
dribbling down her chin, she would happily have him fucking her mouth all day.
God, he was so bloody gorgeous, especially with his jaw clenched tight in
pleasure. The pleasure that she was giving him.


Feeling the sudden surge of his
cock, Samantha picked up the pace. His legs vibrated with unspent power as his
fingers pressed into her scalp, holding her in place until his cock exploded,
sending streams of hot cum straight down her throat. She gulped and shuddered
as he milked himself against her throat. 


“Mmm, swallow it,” he ordered huskily.


He went to pull out but she
gripped his arse and held him in place as she licked and sucked his semi-hard
shaft clean.


His fingers curled around her and
he hauled her to her feet. She wanted to protest - I could lick his cock
forever - but his muscular arms came around her and he held her tight as he
swept her hair back from her face, pressing an urgent kiss to her mouth. She
used the opportunity to force her hands underneath his jumper and shirt. 


“Oh…” she sighed as her hands met
with sleek, warm flesh.


The man laughed and pulled off
his jumper and shirt. His hand went to his kilt but she touched his arm and
shook her head. “Keep it on.” He raised an eyebrow as he grinned at her.
“Please?” she begged.


He shrugged and kicked off his
boots, yanking off his socks with them. Samantha expelled a heavy breath as she
studied him, completely forgetting her own nudity. His chest flexed with every
breath and he reminded her of a warrior. Somehow, without the bulk of his
jumper, he appeared even more daunting. 


“Are you done, lass?”


Samantha giggled and nodded
before flattening herself against him. His breath hissed between his teeth as
their skin connected and her skin prickled at the contact, her nipples pressed
hard against him. 


The Scotsman rubbed his large
hands over her, sweeping over her buttocks as he kissed at her neck. Abruptly,
he turned her around and urged her towards the bed.


“Kneel down,” he commanded as her
knees hit the edge of the bed.


Her heart kicked up as she got
down onto her knees, his hand pushing lightly on the back of her neck. The
light pressure of his hand pressed her over the bed so that her bottom jutted out
and she rested her head against the thick satin throw as a shiver on
anticipation threaded through her.


He knelt down beside her and
smoothed his hand over her arse, dipping briefly between her legs and making
her jolt towards his fingers. 


“You seem like the kind of girl
who would enjoy a spanking,” he mused.


A strangled noise left her
throat. Oh God, yes. How did he know? Was it the way her bottom bucked
into his hand that gave it away?


“Do you like a spanking, lass?”


“Yes,” she whimpered as his hand
continued to stroke agonisingly slowly across each arse cheek, “Yes, yes, yes…”
she continued to whisper.


His palm came down so suddenly that
she’d barely had time to realise he’d stopped caressing her. She yelped as the
sharp slap resonated in her ears and her bottom smarted. The scent of her
arousal suffused the air as he smacked again and again, shifting his attention
from one buttock to the other. Her skin stung and she snivelled as the blows
became heavier, the man seemingly intent on spanking every inch of her
trembling arse, but she’d never felt so alive. 


She squealed as he gave her four
more sharp smacks. Two to each cheek, harder and stronger than the previous
ones. Then his lips came down and tickled across each heated buttock before trailing
up her spine and sweeping aside her hair and kissing the back of her neck. His
kilt chafed against her arse as his erection prodded into her and his hands
came underneath her to cup at her breasts, drawing her upright and against him.


He kissed his way across her
shoulders, nipping lightly at her skin as he plucked at her nipples. She rubbed
herself against his cock as the ache in her cunt became unbearable.


“Please,” she murmured.


“Please what?”


“I need your cock…in me…” she
grated out as his sharp tugs on her nipples stole the breath from her.


He chuckled and hefted her into
his arms, hooking one under her legs. He lifted her easily and climbed onto the
bed. The mattress sank beneath him as he lay back and positioned her over him.
She sucked in a breath as she took in all that muscle laid out just for her.


“Ride me,” he said.


Hell, yes. Samantha grinned, aware that
she probably looked like the Cheshire cat when she did so. She flipped up his
kilt and gave his erection a quick rub, feeling it harden further beneath her
fingertips. She shifted forwards, settling her drenched folds over him, teasing
them both as his velvety head slipped across them.


His large hand came suddenly
around her neck as the other one gripped at her hip and he shoved her downwards,
impaling her viciously on his thick length. 


“Fuck,” she cried out at the
sudden intrusion as he urged her up with the hand on her neck before directing
her down onto him again.


The hand around her neck remained
firm, not squeezing but simply controlling her. The heat of his fingers wrapped
around her made her feel oddly protected, the knowledge of all that contained
strength tugging at that hidden womanly part of her once more. Here she was
completely at his mercy, giving over every ounce of her trust and he knew
exactly how far to push that trust. How to give her everything she needed.


Pressing his hips into her, he
grunted as her sheath clenched around him. With the positioning of his hands,
Samantha barely had to do anything. He controlled her movements, allowing him
to pound upwards into her until she vibrated with need and their skin sheened.
The hand on her hip closed suddenly over her sex and he pressed his thumb into
her clit. He held it there as their violent rocking motion made her nub run
furiously over his callused digit.


Her body tightened as the
sensation in her pussy verged on the edge of unbearable and his hand on her
neck became more determined, plunging her down onto him with increasing force.


“Oh, oh, oh,” she squealed.


“Say my name,” he groaned. “Finn.
Say it,” he commanded.


“Oh, Finn…” she cried out as the
tension claimed her, her pussy pulsing as her orgasm surged through her clit
and inside of her, spiralling through her body.


“Sam…” he muttered against her
hair as she collapsed forwards and he thrust up into her, his salty spray
surging into her pulsing cunt. 


His harsh breaths blew into her
hair as they both sagged and Samantha felt the lethargy of satisfaction seep
into her body. With her cheek pressed against his solid chest and his cock
still in her, she was sure she could stay here forever.


“Finn,” she murmured
experimentally to herself. What a man! God, she’d never come so hard before. 
She thought of her friends off hunting ghosts and grinned. Yeah, she definitely
got the better end of the deal.


Finn eased her off him and
settled her into his arms, kissing her as she curled into his embrace.


“I’m glad you found me,” she
whispered as her lids drifted shut. “I’m glad I didn’t have to spend the night
with the ghosts.”


Finn chuckled softly. “I’m glad I
found you too, lass. You are something special.”


“Can we do some more?” she asked
quietly as she smothered a yawn.


“You can count on it.”


***


Stretching, Samantha blinked and
frowned as she took in her surroundings. Oh yes, the castle. The room was still
dark, the heavy curtains blocking out most of the light but the digital clock
on the bedside said it was 8 am. Bloody hell, she’d slept the whole night!


She sat up suddenly and stared at
the empty pillow beside her. 


Finn.


Tilting her head, she trailed her
fingers over the pillow. It was cold. Where had he gone? He’d promised her
more. She hadn’t expected to fall asleep for so long, not with her insomnia,
but she thought he’d still be here in the morning. 


The pillow wasn’t even indented.
Had she just dreamt him up? Shaking her head, she forced her stiff body out of
bed, ignoring the sinking in her stomach. Maybe he just wanted one night and
didn’t want to have to deal with the morning after. He hadn’t seemed the type,
but what did she really know about him? Maybe he spent every weekend seducing
lost guests.


Who was he anyway? Staff? He’d
never said and she’d been too lost in desire to ask. She paused in from of the full-length
mirror and turned around to study her arse. She frowned. After the spanking
he’d given her, she expected at least a little bit of redness. Maybe she really
had dreamt him up. 


No, it wasn’t possible. She
wasn’t that drunk.


Pulling on her jeans, she picked
up her bra that had been flung to one side and glanced around the room. Her
discarded clothes were the only sign that anything had happened, and she knew
that she could have been the one to fling them off. 


Grabbing a clean jumper from her
suitcase, she yanked it over her head, brushed her teeth at the sink in the
corner and ran a brush through her hair. She was about to leave, desperate to
see if she could track down the elusive Finn but stopped and put on a dash of
lipstick and mascara, just in case she did run into him. She didn’t want him
regretting what he’d done with her. 


Throwing open her door, she
slammed it shut behind her and scurried along the hallway and down the stairs.
Her heart sank as she found the dining room empty. She was about to search the
rest of the house, hoping to catch a glimpse of Finn when Aileen came into the
room pushing a trolley with a teapot and cups on it.


“Oh, good morning. I didn’t think
any of you lasses would be up yet, so I’m a bit late setting up breakfast I’m
afraid.”


“Oh,” Samantha said for want of
anything else to say.


“Sit down and I’ll bring out your
breakfast in just a minute.”


Darting a glance around, Samantha
nodded and sat meekly. Well what else could she do? Start turning the castle
upside down to search for her mystery man?


Aileen was setting out the teacups
when the other girls came into the dining room.


“Sam!” Lucy exclaimed. “What
happened to you last night?”


“I got lost,” Samantha told her
as her cheeks flamed.


“We were worried about you but
when we got back to your room, your door was locked and we figured you’d gone
to bed.”


“Did you find any ghosts?”
Samantha asked brightly, desperate to change the subject.


Annie snorted. “Hardly, but that
didn’t stop Lucy from jumping at every noise.”


“It was pretty spooky,” Fran said
as she snatched a piece of toast from the plate that Aileen placed on the
table. “But we definitely didn’t see any ghosts.”


“I don’t know,” Lucy said with a
mock shiver. “I sure felt some weird things. Changes in temperature, cold
fingers…and I’m sure I saw some orbs.”


“Orbs!” Annie laughed. “What
nonsense.” She took a sip of her tea and eyed Samantha over the rim. “Sorry you
missed out, Sam.”


Samantha shrugged nonchalantly.
“It’s ok. I slept really well actually. I think I needed it.”


Annie’s eyes narrowed but she
didn’t say anything. Of all her friends, Annie was the cleverest. She didn’t
know how, but Annie had definitely figured out that something was up.


Eating her breakfast in silence,
she listened with a vague smile as the girls recounted their adventures. Lucy
was particularly enthusiastic in telling her about her ghostly encounters. “You
should have felt it, Sam. Like cold fingers travelling up my back. It was
definitely a ghost.”


Samantha scowled. Cold fingers?
She shuddered as she remembered the feeling that had spurred her into Finn’s
arms. A ghost? She smirked inwardly. Don’t be daft, Sam.


When they finished their
breakfast, Aileen cleared away the crockery. “Would you like a tour of the
castle in the daylight?” she asked as she shifted everything back onto the tea
tray.


“Absolutely!” Samantha declared
enthusiastically.


Even Aileen gave her an odd look
at her enthusiasm and Samantha lowered her gaze. She just had to find
Finn. 


“Let me clear up and then I’ll
give you the tour,” Aileen said as she wheeled the trolley out.


“Didn’t know you were that into
castles,” Annie said with a sly smile.


“I-I just thought it would be
interesting,” Samantha offered lamely.


Lucy, the only one who seemed
unaware of Samantha’s discomfort, piped up, “Well, I can’t wait to look around.
It’s so beautiful here. What I wouldn’t give to live in a place like this.”


Samantha nodded her agreement and
sighed. In spite of the spookiness, the castle was beautiful and almost homely with
its heavy drapery and dark wood furniture. Of course, the fact that she had encountered
a gorgeous Scotsman and slept better than she had in months here
probably added to its appeal.


With everything cleared away,
Aileen led them back out into the hallway and into one of the drawing rooms. It
was decorated similarly to the rest of the house with rustic wood furniture,
shields on the walls and family portraits. 


Samantha froze as she stared up
at the portrait above the fireplace.


Finn.


It had to be. Stood in the same
kilt she’d seen him in last night, he was posing in front of the windows that
looked out onto the loch. 


“Handsome, isn’t he?”


Samantha jolted as Aileen peered
over her shoulder.


“Yes,” she admitted with a smile.


“Laird Finnean McLaughlin.”


Samantha’s brows darted up.
“Laird?” Holy shit, I’ve slept with a laird!


“Yes. This was painted about
twenty years ago now…”


“Twenty years—?”


“…shortly before he died,” Aileen
continued.


Samantha gulped. “He died?”


Aileen offered her a sad smile.
“Yes, far too young, I know. A road accident.”


“He’s dead?” Samantha stared back
up at the picture, her gut churning. The man she had made love to was dead? A
sharp pang of sorrow struck her heart, mingling with the incomprehension. What
was he then? A ghost? Samantha snorted at herself. No, don’t be ridiculous. It
was a dream. It had to be. But how had she known what he looked like?


Aileen gave her a funny look and
moved away to the other girls who were admiring the view outside. Samantha
couldn’t pull her gaze away from the handsome man in the painting. He had
seemed so real. She’d even hoped that maybe… maybe there would be a future... I’m
losing my mind. That was the only explanation. I was planning a future
with a figment of my imagination.


Unless…unless he really was a
ghost. What had he said? That places like this held memories. He’d told her
that this castle dated back to the 11th Century. How could she have made that
up? She didn’t even know that until he’d said so. 


Bloody hell, she’d made love to a
ghost. It all made sense now. The way he’d disappeared, the strange sensations,
the amazing orgasms… Jesus, he’d even known her name and she didn’t pick up on
the fact that she’d never told him it.


One of the girls called to her,
but she didn’t register who as she turned dazedly away from the picture.
Walking over to the window, she nodded numbly as they made comments about the
scenery. 


Something caught her eye and she
looked up and jumped. “Finn!”


He strolled into the room and
Samantha could feel the blood drain from her face. She backed away as he
approached. She darted a glance at Aileen who appeared completely unperturbed
by the ghost of the dead laird.


The other girls all fixed her
with a look of concern, which quickly gave way to simpering smiles as they
spotted Finn. 


He looked so real. They probably
didn’t even realise he was a ghost. She edged behind Annie as he greeted them
warmly. Samantha could feel her legs quaking beneath her as she stared at him.
How could he just be strolling around like that? Didn’t ghosts only come out at
night?


“Did you have a fun night?” he
asked them, fixing his gaze onto hers.


Her cheeks flamed and she took
another step back, her head swimming. With a sudden cry, she spun on her heels
and ran out of the room and up the stairs, taking the steps two at a time. A
ghost! She’d shagged a ghost!  Sprinting along the hall, she fumbled with the
lock on her door. As she pressed it open, he came to her side and grabbed her
arm.


Samantha screamed and tried to
tear herself away from him but his grip was too strong. The spinning in her
head increased and stars swam across her vision as the shock took hold. How
could she possibly escape a ghost?


Her legs gave way and he scooped
her easily into his embrace. She was vaguely aware of him kicking open her door
before slamming it firmly shut and laying her on the bed. 


“Sam?” he said quietly.


Her vision cleared and she bolted
upright, huddling into the headboard and pulling her knees to her chest as she
stared at him, wide-eyed.


“Sam, what’s wrong?


“Y-you…you…you’re…” she
stammered.


“Look, I’m sorry I didn’t see you
this morning. You were fast asleep and I couldn’t bring myself to wake you. I
had to help Aileen with the breakfasts.”


“B-b-but you’re…you’re a ghost!”
she managed to squeak out.


He laughed and then paused as he
noted her quivering body. “What are you on about, lass?”


“Y-you’re dead.” God, he
didn’t even know it. “Aileen said. You died twenty years ago.”


“You really think you slept with
a ghost last night?” His eyes twinkled with amusement but Samantha couldn’t
feel anything but pure sadness. Maybe he had unfinished business. She’d have to
help him find his way to the afterlife…or something… 


“I think…” He reached out and put
a very warm, very real hand over hers. “…that Aileen may have been talking
about my father.”


“Y-your father?”


“I’m named after him and I bear
quite a resemblance to him. He died when I was ten.”


Samantha sagged against the
headboard and buried her head in her hands. “Oh my God.”


“You really thought I was a
ghost?”


She peeked at him from between
her fingers. “No…?” 


“You did, didn’t you?”


“Well, it was so spooky, and you
just turned up out of nowhere, and then you disappeared this morning and…and
you were so good in bed…”


“I was, was I?”


“Yes,” she said tightly, swatting
at his arm. “Oh my God, I am such an idiot.”


Finn shuffled forwards and drew
her into his arms. She relaxed into him, enjoying the warmth of him. How could
she ever have thought he was a ghost?


“You know, I may not be a ghost
but it is said that the real ghosts of Inverrock like to try their hand at
matchmaking. Maybe they delivered you into my arms.”


Samantha considered the strange
sensations that had urged her into his embrace and nodded. Instead of feeling
scared, she could only feel grateful. Maybe ghosts weren’t so bad after all.


“So…what are you planning for the
rest of the day?” he asked as he stroked a thumb across her hand. 


“I don’t know. I think the girls
wanted to go out on the loch.”


“And after that?”


“We hadn’t decided yet.”


“Room service?”


Samantha laughed and tilted her
face to his. “Maybe…”


Finn enveloped her jaw in his
hand and coaxed her lips open with his, delving into her mouth with his tongue.
“You know I’m a laird, right?” he murmured as he kissed down her neck.


“And…?” she said with a sigh.


“Well, that means whoever I marry
would become a lady?”


Samantha grinned and twisted her
hand into his hair as he worked his mouth across her collarbone and his hand forged
a path up her jumper and over her breasts.


“And…?”


“Wouldn’t you like to be a lady?”


“I’m definitely not a lady,”
Samantha said with a laugh.


“Hmmm,” he said as he tweaked at
her hard nipples, “you may be right. But you could be.”


Samantha kissed him hard as he
brought his head up from her chest. “I’ll think about it.” 


The glint in his eye told her
that he was determined to make her his lady. And the ghosts of Inverrock
obviously wanted it. Samantha grinned to herself. She looked forward to being
persuaded. Maybe he would take her over his knee and spank her until she
agreed. She couldn’t wait to find out…


The
End
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