
Blog Post Items for Angela Quarles’ release
MUST LOVE MORE KILTS
Book Info

Must Love More Kilts
Time Travel Romance
Release Date: August 29, 2017
Length: Novel (63,000 words)
Ebook Price: $4.99 
ISBN: 978-0-9905400-9-0
Content advisory: Adult language, explicit sex

Blurb
What if your husband turns out to be the man sent to kill your ancestor?

A choice to make…

Highland Games fanatic Fiona Campbell believes her only value is her family's history, myths, and legends. So when she travels back to 1689 Scotland and discovers she's the Fiona of family legend, you'd think she’d be excited. And she is. Except that the legendary warrior she’s to save her ancestor from is the hottie in a kilt she just handfasted.

A heart to heal…

Duncan MacCowan once trusted his heart to the wrong woman, but when a strange lass drops into his life and pries opens his heart again, he impulsively handfasts her. Yet before he can finish spinning fancies of their domestic bliss, she flees on the night of their wedding, leaving him even more convinced that he can’t trust his instincts where his heart is involved.

A family legend that will tear them apart

Fiona wants to shake her fist at Fate—she finally meets the man of her dreams but can’t have him because of the family legend? Not cool, Fate, not cool. Duncan believes he’s just terrible at picking women and destined to be alone. But as the heat of their attraction flares, how far can they tempt Fate for love?
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Excerpt One
CHAPTER ONE
“So you’ve returned,” Duncan rasped, the words catching, slicing through a too-dry throat. “The woman who one moment handfasted with me”—he swallowed to ease his throat and blinked, hoping to keep the phantasm in view—“and the next turned me out of bed in disgust.”
Was…was the lovely nighean wiping his brow indeed his Fiona?
His Fiona.
Ach, fever-addled his mind was. The handfasting, her disappearance… But that was several weeks past. More events had transpired, he was sure.
Sharp pain speared his shoulder and filtered across his chest, a reminder.
The battle…
“What happened?” The words scratched past his parched throat, but he’d be damned if he let that stop him. Wincing, he rolled upward, but his muscles protested, and he dropped back against the unforgiving mattress, jarring the pain in his shoulder. The movement set his world spinning, his head strangely a-whirl. Mo Chreach, what ailed him?
He clamped his eyes closed, as if to shield his roiling stomach.
A warm hand pushed against his chest, the touch gentle but firm. “Easy now,” her melodious, oddly accented voice said near his ear.
Day and night that voice had haunted him since first he’d heard it.
She pushed her arm under his shoulders and gripped him tight, the fabric of her clothing cool against his heated skin. Her scent, like the freshest grass in spring and the sweetest flowers, enveloped him. “Try to drink this.” She raised him slightly.
He cracked an eye open again. Aye. ’Twas Fiona. Feverish he might be, but never could he be forgetting the night she secretly pledged herself to him and then pushed him away.
Nor could he ignore how her nearness now acted as a balm. A balm which soothed his confusion and pain.
His eyes had a dry, dragging weight to them. He blinked. Forced them open. Though darkness cloaked the room, save a lone, flickering candle near the bed, he recognized the bare stone walls and sparse furniture of his own chamber. How…?
“It wasn’t disgust.” Her voice was small, tentative.
Before he could reply, she pressed the tin cup to his mouth, the metal cool against his parched, dry lips. He took a sip, quickly swallowing. Bitter. Metallic. Not as putrid as old Hamish’s concoction. Och, she could be poisoning him, to be sure, but his mind was so clouded, his body so racked with pain, that he cared not.
He eased back against the pillow and closed his eyes, the exercise strangely exhausting.
“What happened?” he asked again.
“What do you remember?”
Smoke from the discharge of hundreds of rifles and the scattered cannon of the Williamites. Confusion as the battle waged in the twilight. The vacant eyes of their chieftain fixed on the blue-night sky. And then… “Yourself. And Traci appearing at the battle. Dundee, shot.”
“No,” she whispered. He shouldn’t find even the tone of her voice lovely, but curse him, he did. “You were shot. You took the bullet meant for him.”
Shot. He edged his hand up his chest, the action disconcertingly hard to achieve. His fingers searched, touched. Met with stiff fabric. That explained his shoulder. The ungodly pain. But he’d suffer that and more if it meant Dundee lived.
Did he? “And Dundee? Iain?” He dropped his arm back to his side.
“Both survived the battle.”
A light feeling suffused him, the relief easing the last of his tension, though it highlighted the pain clamping down on his shoulder, throbbing. “I must be going to the great hall. Help me arise, woman.”
She pushed against him, her enticing scent shrouding him anew. Near her elbow, the candle lent enough light to caress the gentle, sloping line of her neck, delicate jaw, round cheek, and…
Holy Mother. Those eyes. Those gray-blue, intelligent but playful eyes. Eyes that had also drawn him that first night they’d met.
So enthusiastic, she’d been. Her smiles. Och, made just for him they seemed, though he’d told himself it couldn’t be so. But as the night spun onward, and his defenses crumbled, he’d thought… Well, he thought he’d finally found the one person who made him feel wanted for himself, not for what he could do for them. Aye, he’d finally and inexplicably felt at home.
As they handfasted in secret, trusting his instincts, he spun fancies as to the shape of their shared life. The little ones they’d create together. The belonging he’d feel. Already felt.
However, when they were to lay together, she recoiled, and he cursed himself for a fool. Cursed the whisky he’d consumed. For he’d forgotten his heart’s poor judgment. Longing speared through him anew, rivaling the pain in his shoulder.
Concern marred her forehead, but he’d be unwise to believe it meant anything more. They’d handfasted, aye, but that meant nothing if the other didn’t acknowledge it. Especially in these modern times with the Kirk frowning on such declarations, and with no witnesses.
Excerpt Two – First Kiss
They were under attack!
Now Fiona’s stomach roiled for more reasons than just the motion of the ship as she and Duncan scrambled across the deck of the galley, Duncan pulling her along.
Near the mast, he lifted a plank on the deck and shoved her into the dark recesses between the rowing benches. “Stay here,” he barked.
Numb to do anything other than obey, she squatted. Muffled musket fire sounded outside, as well as the occasional boom of a cannon, rocking the ship.
He jumped into the space with her and crouched, rooting around. He pulled a sword out. “Here, take this.” He tossed it to her, and she caught it in trembling hands. “But remain here, aye? Don’t be coming out until I tell ye.”
Another explosion rocked the ship, the sound louder than any of the previous ones. The ship lurched to the side, and she fell back against the wooden bench.
Caught off guard, Duncan rolled toward her. He grabbed a bench seat, but his forward momentum swung him toward her, his face serious, his gaze holding hers.
Holy shit. Holy shit. Holy shit.
They were under attack!
It seemed like that was all her mind could do, repeat that phrase—and holy shit—over and over, while her heart beat louder than the exploding cannon and icy fear gripped her stomach.
She clamped down on the bench with one hand, resting against it, the sword gripped hotly in her other hand as chaos raged up above.
He must have thought she looked ready to raid the enemy ship instead of raiding the future for the biggest bottle of Tums, because he continued, “I mean it, Fiona. We’ll outrun them. We must, for they have cannon, and we do not. To be safe, though, pray for the wind to die.”
Somehow she found her voice. “Die? Don’t we need…?” She breathed fast and hiccupped. “Don’t we need the wind for the sails?”
“They do, aye.” He pointed to the benches on either side of them. “But we can row. They can’t. Never fear. If we cannot outrun them, we’re equipped to handle the swine if they dare board us. I’m betting they won’t be having the nerve.”
She nodded. “But I reserve the right to leave if the ship starts to sink.” A watery grave was not for her if she could help it.
He crouched closer to her, her knees touching his shins. He grabbed her face, his eyes searching hers for a beat. On a groan, he swooped down and pressed a quick but fierce kiss on her lips. “We’ll not be sinking.” His eyes and voice were full of conviction. With that, he leaped out, replaced the plank, and left her in complete darkness, only broken when the orange light of distant cannon fire bled through the cracks.
She touched her lips with trembling fingers, his warmth and taste still lingering there, she’d swear. And she concentrated on that sensation instead of the fear touching, clawing, her everywhere else.
Excerpt three (Goes with teaser1b)
The dark shape eased up from the water—a man—and promptly leaned down, hands on his knees.
Still, she stayed hidden.
Slowly, the man straightened. Looked back toward the ship. Something spurred him, because he charged up the shore, scanning the area as he went. Whoever it was, his trajectory angled him away from her hiding spot.
She relaxed but kept watch, because if it was Duncan? She’d scamper on over to that bad boy.
It looked like his body structure and height, but she couldn’t tell enough to risk exposure. Something about his silhouette didn’t look quite right.
He cupped his hands and called out in a low urgent tone. He turned away, did it again, and then faced her direction. This time the word carried clearly. “Fiona!”
Her blood nearly evaporated with relief.
She scrambled up. “Here! I’m here. I’m here.” Her voice pitched frantic and high as she staggered over the dark ground toward the darker shape.
Duncan closed the distance in several ground-eating strides. Next thing she knew, a huge, wet Highlander had her whisked up into a blessedly sweet, bone-crushing hug.
Her heart pounded so hard she was sure it was knocking against him. And she’d swear she felt his against her chest.
He was murmuring in her ear, the Gàidhlig too low and too rushed for her to understand.
And squeezing pretty hard, but she was squeezing the shit out of him too.
Yeah, she was also relieved.
And then… Oh my. She realized why his silhouette had been off.
The man was buck naked.
Pressed against her.
He’d swam naked from the galley. Picturing that, with maybe his ankle-knife clutched between his teeth, had her unable to emit another sound for quite a while.
He set her on her feet and engulfed her face in his huge hands. Which was good. Because she really, really wanted to look down. Which wouldn’t be good, because it was too dark to actually see, and she’d end up looking like some near-sighted perv getting too up close and personal. She could just discern the strong lines of his face and his eyes searching hers. His curly brown hair was plastered dark against his skull. Though several hanks couldn’t resist curling against his left temple. Then those hands of his were touching her all over. “Are ye all right, lass?”
Excerpt four
She clapped a hand to her mouth. “Goodness. I can’t believe I yawned right in your face.”
He chuckled. “You’re tired. We must rest.”
She snuggled her cheek against his chest and shifted closer. He suppressed a groan. She was draped, provocatively and innocently, across him. If she moved a scant inch farther onto his body, she’d find sure proof of what her nearness was doing to him.
He lay there with both arms straight on the ground.
Soon her soft snores filled their small ground shelter. He watched the top of her head and the gentle slope of her nose as it rose and fell with the movement of his chest.
He lifted the hand by her back. Dropped it. Angled his head back and closed his eyes tight, jaw clenched.
Torture. Torture of the worst kind.
He returned his gaze to her head. Slowly, slowly, he raised his hand and—so lightly he barely felt it himself—rested his arm across her back, his hand cupping her shoulder.
Jesus, his heart pounded, but he dared not do more. Already he took more liberties than ’twas right.
Body heat. ’Twas purely to conserve body heat. Nothing else.
She stirred and murmured, and he tensed. But she said nothing else, and her breathing grew regular.
He relaxed. Having her so close to him, inside his protective embrace—Criosd. He’d give anything to remain like this, holding her, forever. But ’twas foolish to wish so.
Nothing wrong with imagining, though. Reality would return soon enough.
Still, he marveled at the strength of this woman. Physical and mental. A great wife for a warrior. Again, he squeezed his eyes tight. Now he was indulging too much in his imaginings.
Yet the thought wouldn’t let him go.
This felt…right.
This felt wonderful.
And as the day lengthened, Duncan wondered if he’d allowed his experience with Margery to cloud his judgment. He wasn’t necessarily fated to fall for cold and deceitful women.
Stupidly, a seed of hope sprouted in his chest. Hope that he could have something with Fiona. And hold her again like this. Without a pretense.
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