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When Dougal MacNeil refused to do an evil
witch's bidding he saved his honor, but lost the chance of a
life with his soul mate.  Now, almost three hundred years
later he has a chance to finally have what he's always wanted, a
life with the woman he's always loved, or the re-incarnation of her
anyway.  In this life, she's already married to man he calls
friend.

 


Dougal is shocked when the couple asks him to
join them in their bed, but unable to walk away. Will sharing
her love with another man shatter his heart forever, or can this
traditional Scotsman find his happy ending with a new
beginning?
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This story is for the readers who would not
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A special thank you goes out to Vanessa Jaye,
for being there when I needed her. And for JoAnn, you were a
life-saver. I owe you both, big time.


Chapter 1

 


 


He heard them before he saw them.

The soft moans and rhythmic slapping of flesh
on flesh penetrated seconds before Dougal turned and saw the couple
on the landing above. He halted with one foot on the next step,
closed his eyes, and sucked in a deep breath. His neighbors were at
it again.

For a moment Dougal simply stood there,
listening to Katherine’s sighs and John’s grunts echoing through
the otherwise empty space as his fought to control his own
emotions. He should’ve taken the elevator, but why bother to get in
a lift he didna trust when he could use the emergency stairwell to
walk up to his fourth floor apartment? He never used the lift, and
his friends knew that. They’d laughed at his ‘quirk’ before, and
now they were using it to torment him.

He opened his eyes, intending to turn and go
back down the stairs, but instead he moved forward, up the steps,
until he had a clear view of where John had pinned his wife to the
wall, and was thoroughly fucking her...right next to the door
Dougal needed to go through.

Mind frozen, he put one foot in front of the
other, continuing closer. Katherine’s arms and legs were wrapped
around the man, gripping him as his hips pumped rhythmically
against her. Dougal’s gaze locked with hers over John’s shoulder as
Dougal moved up the steps and his cock grew.

The timbre of her moans changed, deepening as
she held her husband tight and stared deep into Dougal’s eyes.
“Yes,” she gasped. “Yes, John, now.”

The man shifted his stance, bending his knees
and turning his head to stare at Dougal coming up the stairs as he
pumped harder, faster. Katherine bounced against the wall, her gaze
never leaving Dougal’s as her moans turned into a chant. “Yes, yes,
fuck, yes.”

Anger at their blatant behavior began to mix
with the lust running hot in his veins. It wasna the first time
he’d seen them go at it, and he feared it wouldn’t be the last.

It had started just over a month ago, when
he’d stepped out onto the small patio off his unit to enjoy the
sunset and movement from the corner of his vision had caught his
attention. He’d turned to see the couple on another patio fifteen
feet from him, John sitting and watching the sunset, his wife on
her knees with her head in his lap. He’d quietly watched her suck
the man off before backing into his unit to give them some privacy.
Since that night it seemed that the couple worked to make their
rutting as loud and obvious as possible. If he couldna see them, he
could hear them through the walls, and it was driving him fucking
daft.

“Christ, you feel good,” John panted.
“Your pussy is so tight, so wet. That’s it, squeeze me,
baby.”

Without saying a word Dougal tore his gaze
away from them and forced himself to move. Striding forward, he
yanked the door open and continued to his apartment as if they
weren’t there. As if the sight of them together wasna torture.

It wasna like he’d never seen people rut
before. He’d been raised in a time and place where families lived
in one-room cottages and privacy was nonexistent. That wasna what
bothered him about his neighbors’ habit of near-public fornication.
What angered him was that he wanted to be the man betwixt her
thighs and he shouldna covet another man’s wife, especially a
friend’s.

 


By the time Katherine’s orgasm had faded,
Dougal was gone. She nuzzled her head on John’s shoulder and sucked
on his neck, right behind his earlobe.

“Fuck!” he cried out, his hips slamming
into hers one final time as the heat of his come warmed her
suddenly cold insides. She clutched him to her, holding him tight
as her heart rate slowed and she tried not to cry. When John cupped
a large hand to her cheek and brushed his thumb under her eye and
over her cheeks a couple of times she knew she’d failed.

“Hey, hey, hey, there. What’s
wrong?”

“He didn’t say anything,” she
whispered. “He barely even looked at us.”

“I know,” her husband said. Always
sensitive to her emotions John hugged her tight for a minute before
kissing her on the cheek and pulling back. “But he didn’t turn
around and hide when he heard us either. He had to know we were
here, right now, at this time, on purpose. And we all know he saw
us. There’s no more hiding for any of us.”

He kissed her, again, nipping her bottom lip
sharply before pulling back with a devilish grin. “It’s okay, Kat
girl, we’ll get him. We just have to be more straightforward. After
all, he’s Scottish, and obviously a bit dense.”

She laughed at that, as John had intended.
This man, whom she’d loved forever, lived to make her laugh and
smile. Warmth crept back into her soul as she watched him do his
pants back up and straighten his clothes. She loved him so much,
this man who was willing to give her everything she wanted—even
another man.

Of course, her having another lover fed into
John’s exhibitionist and voyeuristic kinks, so it wasn’t like he
wouldn’t get anything out of it. For him, this was simply an erotic
adventure, but in her heart Katherine knew that Dougal MacNeil was
going to be so much more than that. He affected her in a way John
never had, and he’d yet to do more than speak to her.

John reached for her hand and tugged her into
the hall of their condo building. “Come on, love,” he said. “The
time for subtlety is over.”

 


Dougal fought the emotions roiling around in
his gut as he showered. After being born in the eighteenth century
and being trapped in a crystal ball for almost three hundred years,
showering was a new pleasure for him. So many of life’s modern
‘conveniences’ werena actually convenient. Like driving. Dougal had
been able to see out from the crystal, even when others could not
see him, so he knew of motorized vehicles before being freed—for
almost a year now. The idea of them was very convenient, but he’d
found that the reality of them was not so. How was it convenient
when everyone drove such a vehicle and the roads became so crowded
nobody moved? Steering a truck around another wasna as easy as
steering your horse around another. The ability to have hot water
at the twist of a wrist was something special though.

The hot water rolling over his skin made for
a pleasurable, almost comforting sensation. One he needed after
seeing his friends in the stairwell. He really didna know what to
think of them, but their antics were getting harder and harder to
ignore. Glancing down, he sighed. That was not all that was too
hard to ignore.

Fisting his cock, he closed his eyes and
imagined himself between Katherine’s thighs as he stroked from root
to tip. Her creamy hotness sucking at his cock, tight and slick as
her nails dug into his shoulders and the heels of her feet bounced
against his back, urging him on like an eager rider. Hot breath
would dampen his skin as she chanted his name with every
thrust.

The vision shifted from the wall to a bed,
both of them naked as he pinned her arms above her head and watched
her head thrash back and forth as he thrust deep. His heart soared
at the passion clearly stamped on her familiar face as her cunt
clenched around him. Her back arched and her lips called his name
as his cock throbbed, pulsed mightily and he shot his seed into
empty air.

Gasping, Dougal braced his head against the
cool tile of the shower wall and fought to remain standing as his
heart pounded and tears filled his eyes. In his mind, Katherine had
shifted to another as he fucked her, his lust turning to love as he
realized why he felt such a connection to his friend’s wife.

Leona.


Chapter 2

 


 


Katherine rushed home from her shift at the
gift shop the next afternoon, full of anticipation for what was to
come. She and John had debated long into the night what their next
step should be.

Would it be better for John to have to a
man-to-man talk with Dougal over a few beers, or for them both to
talk to Dougal together and ask him to join them for some bedroom
fun? They’d finally decided that seduction was still the best way
to go, only this time it was up to her alone. She was going to
knock on his door, seduce him, and then tell him John wanted to
watch.

Just the idea of it had her inside trembling
with a cocktail of arousal and nerves.

Once home, she showered and shaved, readying
herself to go to Dougal while the memory of the first time they’d
met replayed in her mind.

She’d worked the closing shift that night,
and had stopped at the pub that was on the main floor of their
building before heading up to the apartment. John hated to cook so
whenever she worked late, he ate dinner in the pub. A few weeks
earlier he’d met their new neighbor down there, and the two of them
had hit off, so she fully expected to find him at the bar and
figured maybe she’d finally get to meet the Scotsman John was
always talking about. She’d walked into the pub to see John almost
fall off his bar stool because he was laughing so hard, and she’d
immediately liked Dougal without even meeting him.

Her husband had few friends among his
colleagues, saying they were all stuffed shirts only interested in
money and golf. While she didn’t believe that was all the other
doctors cared about, she did care that in the five years since John
had moved back to Pearson, he hadn’t shown any interest in either
reconnecting with old friends or making any new ones—until
Dougal.

John had greeted her with an enthusiastic
kiss that night and then, cuddling her against his side, he’d
introduced her to his drinking companion. “Kat, honey, this is
Dougal MacNeil. He moved in to the apartment next to us a couple
months ago. Dougal, my wife, Katherine.”

Dougal had stood to greet her and saliva’d
pooled in her mouth as she’d gazed at a solid six and a half feet
of powerful maleness. He’d looked her over with piercing green eyes
and a fire had sparked to life low in her belly. Holy intensity,
batman!

“Yer wife is gorgeous,” he’d said to
John, his accent sending shivers down her spine. Everything about
the man had called to her, made her want to strip naked and yell,
‘Take me’.... and her husband had known it.

They’d all had a drink together then, with
John doing most of the talking as Katherine snuck looks at the near
silent Dougal from beneath her lashes.

“You want him,” John said when they’d
left Dougal at the bar to go up to their apartment. “That dark and
dangerous vibe of his got you all wet, didn’t it?”

Hesitant, she met her husband’s gaze and
nodded slowly.

John laughed and swung her into the corner of
the elevator, pressing her against the wall with his body and
reaching under her skirt with a quick hand. “Let me see how much.
Oh yeah, look at that,” he said as his fingers dipped under the
elastic of her panties, “your pussy is drenched.”

The elevator pinged and John moved. Grabbing
her hand, he pulled her down the hall to their door and hurried her
inside. Slamming the door closed behind them, he stripped off her
clothes as he urged her through the apartment to the bedroom.

“The two of you would look so hot
together,” he said as his fingers made quick work of the buttons on
her blouse and the zipper of her skirt. “Him so big and dark, you
so fair and delicate. You look delicate, but we both know how
strong you are, don’t we?”

Kat’s pulse pounded as the images of what
John was describing flowed through her mind, and her fingers
trembled when she ripped his zipper open and delved inside.
Wrapping her fingers around his hardness, she squeezed and stroked
as she leaned in and kissed him. John’s tongue dove between her
lips, swirling over her tongue, dueling with her as he backed her
toward the bed. They fell onto the mattress together and John
settled between her thighs. Arms stiff, he braced himself above her
and thrust deep as he stared into her eyes.

“You’d be beautiful. He’d trail those
massive hands of his over your fair skin, pinching your nipples,
slapping at your thighs and fingering that hot cunt of yours. Oh
yeah, he’d slide those fingers inside and fuck you with them while
you trembled and begged for more.”

She tossed her head back and rocked her hips,
moaning as John picked up the pace. “Tell me, Kat,” he whispered as
he scraped his teeth against her neck. “Tell me how you want me to
watch as he fucks you senseless.”

“Yes,” she gasped. Her insides
tightened and pleasure rippled through her body from brain to sex.
“I want you to watch his ass pump up and down as he fucks me hard
and fast. I want you to watch as he bends me over and flogs my ass
before stuffing his big dick inside me and making me scream as I
come.”

Their gazes locked and John reached between
them to pinch her clit. Fireworks went of inside her body and John
thrust deep, his cock jerking inside her as he came hard.

He’d collapsed on top of her, both of them a
bit stunned by the intensity of their lovemaking. Sex with John was
always fun, sometimes tender, but rarely ever intense.

They’d always been a sexually adventurous
pair, temping fate with sex in public places and sharing their
fantasies, never hiding their desires from each other. Maybe it was
because they’d been childhood friends, and then high school
sweethearts, that they were so open and comfortable with each
other. They’d always shared everything and had no secrets.

John had gone off to Vancouver for college
right after they’d graduated, and they’d taken that time apart to
explore individually. They’d each learned things about themselves
that would stick forever, but neither had ever found love with
another. The few men she’d dated in the years John was away had
always made her feel like a deviant nymphomaniac, when she told
them she liked to be treated a bit rough sometimes, or that she
wanted to play with toys, or that she enjoyed anal sex. Most were
okay with one kink, but none of them had been accepting of them
all, let alone encouraged her to push her own sexual limits.

When John had moved back to Pearson ten years
after leaving, and they’d naturally come together again, he’d been
thrilled at her inhibition. She’d been thrilled that he didn’t find
her desires weird or deviant— merely a little kinky.

Katherine grinned.

John was a little kinky too, only his kink
was all about the visual. John watching her have sex with another
man had been a fantasy they’d used to heat things up often. They’d
even talked about living it out, but they’d both agreed it would
only ever happen if they found the right man. Someone they could
both like and respect.

She knew many people would judge and think it
depraved that she and her husband wanted another man in their
relationship, but there were times when she craved more than John
could give. Being dominant and a bit rough with her wasn’t natural
to him so when he took on that role for her, neither of them truly
enjoyed it. Having someone who naturally did that with Katherine,
and who John, by watching, could also enjoy seemed like the perfect
solution for them. After almost four years of looking, with no hint
of ever finding someone who fit their criteria, Dougal MacNeil had
moved in next door to them.

The quiet Scot set off her radar the instant
she’d met him. Bigger than a linebacker with long dark hair,
piercing green eyes and a palpable aura of power made him the
perfect complement to the erotic playfulness of her husband.

Dougal was the right man, and the night John
had introduced her to him had made that clear to them. Now she had
to figure out how to make it clear to him.

 


Dougal was just pulling the pizza from the
oven when someone knocked on his door. For an instant he ignored
it, but manners bred deep made it so he couldna do it. Putting down
the large knife he’d picked up to cut the pizza, he strode to the
door, knowing it could only be one of two people on the other side,
and he was not eager to see either one of them.

He opened the door and yearning flowed
through him when he saw Katherine standing there, a small smile on
her full lips and desire glinting in her eyes. “Hi Dougal. Can I
come in?”

His heart rejoiced at seeing her, but reality
wasn’t far away. She wasn’t his anymore. Unsure of what to say, he
said nothing, just stepped back and led her into his space. When
they got to the main room, he turned to face her. “How are you,
Katherine?” he asked, pushing the polite words past his dry
throat.

“I’m okay,” she said as she walked
around his place, trailing a fingertip over the bookshelf full of
DVDs and historical tomes there.

He’d never been happier that his father had
insisted on him learning to read than he was after he’d been freed
from the crystal trap. Thanks to his father for being such a
stubborn bastard, Dougal had been able to adjust to modern times
quickly, get a job, and start to build a life. It might not be the
life he’d always envisioned for himself, but he was proud of his
ability to change with the times.

“I could be better,” Katherine said,
pulling his thoughts back to her as she turned away from the
shelves and studied him for silent moment. He thought then how
special she was. It wasna the way her hair flowed down her back or
even the lushness of her curves that enticed him. Instead, in a
time when everything, and everyone, was polished and perfected
beyond measure, it was her natural beauty that shone
brightest.

“Sorry to hear that,” he said curtly.
“Is there something I can do for you?”

Her hand fell from the bookcase to fidget
with the front of her dress and her smile faltered. Then, as if
girding herself, she straightened up. Her shoulders went back and a
gleam that made him catch his breath came into her eyes. “Do you
know why John and I were in the stairwell when you came home from
work yesterday?”

“I’d say t’was fairly
obvious.”

“Was it?” she asked. “If so, then why
did you just walk by without saying anything?”

“What did you want me to say? Get a
room?”

She moved closer, her eyes soft and her lips
lifting in a tremulous smile as she placed a delicate hand on his
chest and titled her face up to his. “You were supposed to say,
‘Can I have some of that?’”

It took a second for her meaning to get
through the arousal clouding his head, and then realization dawned.
She was there to seduce him!

Lust ripped through him and he fought the
urge to grab her and make her his. Fisting his hands, he forced the
words that would send her away past stiff lips. “Go home to yer
husband, Katherine.”

Disappointment clouded her bright eyes and
Dougal’s chest tightened at the unintentional hurt he’d caused her.
But she wasna ready to give up. “I think you can give me something
my husband can’t, something I want.”

“What you need is to go home to yer
husband,” he repeated, his control straining. “Yer a grown woman,
Katherine, a married one, not a little girl who can just point at
what she wants, expect to get it, and damn the
consequences.”

She stroked her hands over his chest and up
over his shoulders as she leaned in. The sweet clean scent of
female filled his senses and Dougal began to tremble. He’d not had
a woman since Leona, and here she was, here in his arms again. Only
now she was someone else’s wife, and he had no right to lay hands
on her.

“Katherine,” he groaned, weakening,
“John is my friend.”

“John’s okay with it, Dougal. He knows
I’m here, and knows what I’m doing.” She hesitated, suddenly unsure
of herself. “Don’t you want me?”

He gripped her by the arms and “Of course I
want ye. Yer the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen, and if it
were possible you’d be mine until the day I died.”

“Then take me, Dougal. Take
me.”

Stunned, he simply stared at her like a daft
cadger until one of her roving hands slid between his legs and
cupped his balls.

 


John Rollins sat in his favorite chair, head
back and eyes closed as he pretended to listen to the news on the
T.V. His wife was next door right now, seducing his friend. Or so
he hoped.

For weeks John had enjoyed the Scot’s company
as they watched sports in the pub. After running into each other a
couple times a week down there, they’d become fast friends. Dougal
taught him the intricacies of soccer while John tried to teach
Dougal about American football. It had made for many laughs and
John appreciated the guy’s subtle humor and the almost medieval
sense of honor he’d shown in their betting. When he’d introduced
Kat to their neighbor, the tension in her body had made him take a
closer look at the man.

He’d loved Katherine since he was seven years
old. Even when he’d gone off to college and med school he’d always
known he’d return to Pearson and make her his wife. Katherine had
always been loving as a girl, but as a woman she was more than
that. She was so open and uninhibited, ready to do anything for
him. But he couldn’t give her everything she needed to be happy and
complete.

As an ER doctor he spent twelve to fifteen
hours a day fixing some people and telling others how to take care
of themselves. The last thing he wanted to do was take on more
responsibility when he came home. He loved it when Katherine
pampered him by cooking his favorite foods and massaging his tense
shoulders and neck without him having to ask, but it just wasn’t in
him to command her to do more. Or to take complete control of her
in the bedroom the way she craved.

Sex was fun for John, a game of giving and
receiving pleasure... and occasionally finding semi-public places
to do that without being caught or arrested.

Katherine was adventurous enough to indulge
him in that, and she got just as much pleasure from their near
public antics as he did, but only because it pleased him. Since he
often enjoyed watching even more than doing, and he was secure in
her love for him, he’d been the one to suggest they find a third.
Just thinking about how Dougal would look mounted over his wife,
buried deep in her juicy pussy while she writhed and thrashed in
pleasure beneath him was making his dick rock hard.

As if his wife could read his mind, Katherine
knocked three times on the shared wall between the two apartments
in their pre-arranged signal. Jumping up from his chair, John was
surprised at how eager he was to get this next phase in their life
started. His heart pounded and hot blood rushed to his aching groin
as he made his way to Dougal’s apartment. When he raised his hand
to knock, it actually shook.

The door opened almost instantly and John
stared at one furious Scot.

“Are ye off yer fucking nut, man? Ye
want me to fuck yer woman? Yer wife?”


Chapter 3

 


 


If Dougal hadn’t been seriously pissed, John
would’ve simply stepped back and laughed because his accent had
grown so thick John could barely understand him, but the near fury
on Dougal’s face brought an unexpected surge of fear into John’s
heart. What if they’d completely misjudged him?

“Where is she?” he demanded, shoving
Dougal back and following him into the apartment. “If you’ve hurt
her I’ll fucking kill you!”

“John,” Kat called, stepping forward
quickly, “I’m fine.”

He saw her standing there in the middle of
the living room and relief washed though him. In that instant he, a
completely non-violent man, wanted to beat Dougal for scaring
him.

Knowing him as well as she did, Katherine
rushed over to him and gave him a quick hug. He gave her a hard
squeeze, glaring at Dougal over her shoulder. “You’re sure you’re
okay?”

Guilt for letting her try to seduce Dougal
alone settled in John’s gut. He knew she’d struggled with feeling
like a freak before, first for craving a man to take control and
use her sexually, then for liking the idea of having two men in her
bed. Dougal might not have hurt her physically, but if he’d said
anything to make her feel dirty or slutty, he was going to pay.

Kat stepped back, cupped John’s face between
her hands and forced him to look at her. “I’m fine, sweetheart,”
she said with a big smile. “Completely and totally okay. He wants
me, there's no doubt there. It just turns out Dougal is just a bit
more traditional than we anticipated. He doesn’t believe I have
your permission to be with him. I didn’t even have a chance to
explain what we’re ultimately hoping for.”

John looked deep into her eyes, searching for
any lingering hurt or shame, and saw none. The tight fist in his
chest relaxed and he turned to Dougal. “Got any beer?”

Dougal nodded at Katherine, and she left to
get their drinks.

And that, John thought to himself as he
watched his wife walk quickly to the kitchen, is what he does for
her that I can’t do.

Dougal hadn’t asked her to get them, he
hadn’t told her to get them. He’d just nodded at her, like he was
giving her permission to serve them, and she’d known what to do
without a word spoken. They already had a connection.

Shit, was it really smart to invite a man
with that kind of power over his wife into their home?

When Katherine came out of the kitchen a
minute later, she held two bottles of open beer, her cheeks were
flushed and her eyes were practically glowing with happiness when
she met his gaze. How could it possibly be wrong when it could make
her so happy? It had to be the right thing to do.

No one spoke as Katherine handed Dougal a
bottle, then him. When she finally stood still next to John, Dougal
stared at them, thick brows drawn down in a scowl. “Do ye not love
her?” he asked.
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