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	Summary

	 

	Skye Bancroft, assistant art director at a small New York publisher, is used to dealing with the occasional spoiled and egocentric model. After all, it’s part of her job description. But during a photoshoot, she didn’t count on one to become so delusional as to think himself a Highlander from 1814 Scotland.

	 

	Cailin Thorburn is every woman’s dream: A warrior who is fierce, passionate, and protective. Rendered unconscious during battle, he awakens in another place, time, and in another man’s body. Could this be magic? Convincing the bonnie lass, Skye, that he is Cailin is a daunting task.

	 

	Regardless of his strange time travel story and sexy Scottish burr, believing this extraordinary man is from another era becomes hard to deny. The attraction between them sizzles and Skye is left to wonder: Is Cailin truly as he claims?

	 


 

	 

	Dedication and Acknowledgements

	 

	My Highlander Cover Model was previously published in 2013. It has been revised, re-edited, and more than nine thousand words added.

	 

	The lyrics to the song Cailin sings was co-written with my own hero, Mr. Gerrard. As always, he continues to be a huge support.

	 The lovely cover is by Cora Graphics.

	 

	I had a lot of fun revisiting this story as time travel is one of my favorite fantasy elements. This book is pure fantasy, no basis in reality at all. Just go with it and enjoy the ride.

	 

	I love the concept of historical heroes travelling to the future (or present, however you look at it) and I have started a series featuring such called Heroes of Time Travel Anthology. Book 1 is My Highlander Cover Model, book 2 is Timeless Heart. Like a true anthology series, each book is a different story with a different set of characters. I hope to add more to this anthology soon. 

	 

	Check out the sneak peek of Timeless Heart at the end of this e-book.

	 


 

	Prologue

	 

	Outside Helmsdale, Northern Scotland, 1814

	 

	 

	Despite appearances to the contrary, Cailin Thorburn was not a violent man. Yet here he stood on the jagged mountainous land of his forefathers readying for a battle he was loath to fight. Gray clouds hung heavy in the overcast sky. Patches of mist gathered in the low-lying areas of the glen. Flaring his nostrils, he inhaled deeply. The mixture of heather and damp earth filled his senses reminding him of hearth and home, and giving what he was about to do some clarity of purpose.

	He stood with his family and friends who all wore the Macbeth tartan, the clan of his mother. Today they would battle The Gunn and the recent eviction notice their enemy had served. Due to The Highland Clearances, the Thorburns were one of the few families still remaining in this isolated northeastern corner of Scotland. Many villagers had already departed for Canada or Northern England. 

	Highlanders had been systematically cleansed the past four decades in order for sheep to graze where villages once stood. Cailin raised his chin defiantly. Be damned if he would be run off, and thankfully his family and fellow Scotsmen felt the same. The fact people were being dismissed from their land was erroneous at its core.    

	Since when were sheep worth more than the lives of men? 

	Tragically, they always had been. Men, of themselves, could provide neither cloth nor skins for warmth nor food for the table as sheep could. In certain ways they were worth more than men, some men, at any rate. Mayhap this small battle was futile, but they must make a stand. Protect their land. It was ingrained in their souls, the marrow of their bones, their very essence.

	This latest threat was another in a long line of much strife. Life for the Thorburns held its share of tragedies. Two of his six brothers succumbed to cholera and soon after, his oldest married sister died in childbirth. These wretched disasters had cast a pall over the family for the past eight months.

	Still, they had soldiered on. They’d lived in this remote corner of Scotland since the time of the Vikings. In fact his last name was Norse in origin. The Viking blood accounted for his dark flaxen locks and powerful build, or so his da had told him. 

	With a mighty exhale of breath and a cursory glance at his surroundings, Cailin gripped his sword tight. His father had presented the heirloom to him the previous night. The weapon had served the men of his family well and kept several alive. A good blade was worth more than any sheep or most men for that matter. 

	The thought made him smile grimly as he ran his fingers along the blade. Fancy scrolls and etchings surrounded his family’s motto: Certo derigpo ictu meaning: we live in hope. Which they had, through the passing of centuries, and hope was all the family had left to hold on to. Cailin would not let them down. 

	Highlanders had been through much the past several decades including various clan battles and Jacobite uprisings all culminating in the crushing defeat at Culloden in 1746. Then The Clearances began and continued to this day. To add to the Highlander’s misery, The Dress Act became law banning Highland plaids, garments, and accessories.

	Cailin’s great-uncle Hamish defied the law and had been imprisoned for six months. When he still would not comply after his release, he’d been shipped off to Jamaica and died in indentured servitude, four years into his seven year sentence. The law had been repealed in 1782, but by then, most Highlanders no longer wore the plaid. 

	But many did today, if only a swath across their shoulders. Cailin wore his grandfather Macbeth’s great kilt proudly, and now with the family sword tight in his grip, a surge of ancient, Gaelic pride moved through him. As he stood on the crest of the hill, his blood surged the way it often did when the pipers played the tunes to glory.

	The primordial sword gave him strength and the old words engraved on it gave him courage, for he would need both in the coming hours. This stand was the last gasp of a way of life that had all but been erased. Trailing the tip of his finger along the steel to the hilt, he stroked the small emerald embedded near the grip. 

	“The jewel is enchanted,” his father had explained. “Whoever in this family wields this sword in battle will be protected no matter the cost and will be rewarded for bravery and honor.”

	A fine tale to be sure. Cailin did not hold much faith in the magical ways of the Highlands. His faith was found in the reach of his arm and the steel he held.

	The glen was eerily quiet. Not even morning birds twittered a song of greeting. As Cailin glanced up, a magnificent stag stood outside the woods, its head held proudly. The sight stirred his heart. 

	Such courage and beauty. 

	The stag turned and his ears twitched. 

	Before he could investigate what caught the stag’s attention, the animal bolted into the thicket. It was then he heard the noise that had caused the noble creature to flee. The thundering sound of horses’ hooves headed their way. Cailin stood before his clan and raised the sword skyward.

	“The enemy approaches, lads. Stand straight and tall! They will no’ move us from our lands, no’ while our hearts beat in our chests,” he cried loudly.

	The Macbeth warriors roared their approval and lifted their swords in brotherhood. Cailin turned to face the onslaught of the Gunn horses and clansmen. Gripping the pommel, he closed his eyes briefly and prayed to whoever would listen: 

	Protect the clan. Whatever power or magic exists in this world and watches us all, help us to prevail.

	His eyes snapped open, and out of the heavy mist the riders appeared, holding their claymores high. Cailin’s sword met steel with a crashing clang. He unseated a rider and without hesitating, thrust his blade into the chest of the man and twisted until blood burbled from the Highlander’s mouth. Cailin pulled his blade from the dead man’s torso and turned to face his enemy.

	The battle had begun.

	 


 

	Chapter 1

	 

	New York City, present day

	 

	 

	On the whole, there were many advantages to being a model. Roderick Thorburn was well aware his looks and physique managed to get him this far. But as he gazed at Skye Bancroft longingly, he was at a loss as how to capture her attention. It remained a puzzle why he acted like an obnoxious frat boy whenever he was in her presence. 

	Maybe he liked the flame that crackled to life in her smoky gray eyes when he prodded her ire and stirred her temper. Liked? Aroused was a better description. While most females often threw themselves at him, Skye hardly gave him the time of day. Her indifference fascinated him. In response he would tease and annoy her, anything to get her to react and interact with him—good or bad. 

	Scrubbing his hand over his face, Roderick shook his head in disbelief. 

	Still in high school. Funny how that worked. 

	A person could be semi-successful at their chosen career, make a nice chunk of change, and still be riddled with self-doubt while drowning in a vat of vulnerability. For some unknown reason, he couldn’t turn on the charm when with her. Instead, his inner asshole came out. It irked him that he even had an inner asshole.  

	And here he was in her company once again. On the agenda? A photoshoot for romance covers and as it happened, Skye was in charge. Roderick ran his fingers across his freshly waxed chest and across the kilt he wore. How ironic. If memory served, he was descended from a clan of Highlanders from Northern Scotland. Wonder how his ancestor would handle this situation?

	Probably a damned sight better than me. 

	Weren’t those guys romantic heroes besides being fierce warriors? Maybe a bit barbaric, too. Didn’t women like it? Turns out, he didn’t understand anything about what women wanted.

	Though Roderick lived and worked in New York City and the surrounding area for six years, his love life had been sporadic. There’d been no one serious, no one long term. But he didn’t try all that hard. None of the ladies that he’d dated came close to capturing his heart or stirring his soul. Many were merely arm candy. He soon learned he wanted more from a relationship than surface lust or one-night stands. 

	Truthfully, he wanted what his parents shared: a love strong enough to survive anything. A true friendship and deep companionship, and, he surmised by his parents touching and kissing through the years, a physical aspect that endured. Roderick had the distinct feeling Skye could be the one woman that he’d been hoping for. 

	How he knew this exactly? No idea. Maybe it was the way his heart banged against his ribcage whenever she was near. Or the fact he wanted to discover everything about her. Did she like Cheerios as he did? Follow a sport team? Like classic rock? Did she like to read? Was she even looking for someone? Maybe she yearned for a man who would love her with everything he was, protect her to his last breath, and see to all of her needs? 

	God, he wanted to be that guy. The admission shocked him.

	If only he could be himself around her. The fact that he couldn’t proved he wanted a relationship between them, as in a real and lasting one. At least in his limited understanding. For example, sharing Sunday brunch, walks in Central Park, and keeping a garden together. Building a life. No woman stirred him like this before. Ever. Explained why he had no clue how to handle this.

	Skye hurried from the room, her curvy hips swaying seductively in her tight skirt as she furiously texted on her phone. A roll of desire moved through him at the sight. Most times when he talked to her, his jerk remarks were teasing in tone more than anything, but she never took it as such. Thought he was dead serious. Granted, this was only the third time he’d been in her presence, but she’d made a hell of an impression on him. And apparently he had with her—the wrong one. 

	How to fix this? How to explain? 

	Running his hand along the prop claymore sitting on the table, Roderick wished he could channel his Highlander ancestor. Talk to Skye honestly without being an alpha jerk. But he had no idea how to go about it. Not to be conceited, but he possessed the looks, worked hard and stayed focused and disciplined on keeping his physique photo ready. Yet inside he was wracked with self-doubt when he was with Skye Bancroft. He gripped the pommel of the rubber blade. 

	Help me out here, Ancestor Thorburn, what do I do? What in hell do I say? How do I act?

	 

	 

	* * *

	 

	Skye couldn’t stand egocentric, arrogant models. As assistant art director at Night Moon Publishers, she’d had one or two to deal with. Thankfully, most photos came past her desk from photographers and models with their own portfolios, face-to-face contact was minimal. 

	Night Moon didn’t often set up a shoot as it was expensive. They weren’t part of the “Big Five” publishers, but the owners, Terrance and Jillian Milligan, wanted to stockpile images belonging exclusively to them. Hence Skye overseeing a shoot with the conceited model, Roderick Thorburn. This afternoon they were readying to take Highlander shots, a popular romance hero and among some of their top bestsellers. 

	She stepped into the room and thrust the takeout coffee cup into Roderick’s hands. “There, double latte with skim, no sugar. Happy now?”

	He took a sip, his mouth curled in distaste. “Could be hotter.”

	Skye rolled her eyes. Why Jillian insisted on “Rod the Clod” for this shoot, who knew? Though giving him an appraising gaze, he certainly had the body for the job at hand. When she’d told Jillian
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