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        GAWEN’S CLAIM

        Book One

      

      

      Lila Fletcher is determined to prove the strength of her magical time traveling ability to herself, her family, and her coven. But when she travels back in time to fourteenth century Scotland to contend with a malevolent foe, she must also battle an all-consuming desire for a dashing Highland laird...

      After losing his family to illness, Gawen MacRaild has turned his back on love. Yet his obligation to duty conflicts with his growing desire to claim the bonnie time traveling lass for his own...

      As Lila and Gawen work together to destroy a dark enemy intent on altering time, they struggle against their pull of mutual love and desire, while their powerful foe--and time itself--threatens their future...

      

      
        
        BHALTAIR’S PLEDGE

        Book Two

      

      

      Avery Fletcher has always relished in the freedom of her ability to travel to different times. Yet when she is forced to remain in the fourteenth century by a mysterious witch, she feels an undeniable pull toward a sexy Highlander . . .

      Bhaltair MacAidh has made a sacred pledge to protect his niece. He has no choice but to seek the help of a distractingly bonnie golden-haired witch to take on a dark magical foe intent on doing her harm.

      As Avery and Bhaltair contend with their burgeoning desire and love, they must fight to defeat a powerful enemy intent on destroying Bhaltair's niece, their future, and bending time itself to his dark will ...

      

      
        
        DOMHNALL’S HONOR

        Book Three

      

      

      Astrid Hart has turned her back on magic and time travel since the dark events of her childhood, choosing to embrace her life as a doctor in the twenty-first century. Yet when foreboding visions of the past consume her, she has no choice but to go back in time to prevent war and bloodshed.

      Torn between his Norse and Gaelic heritage, Domhnall will do whatever it takes to protect his people. After meeting a bonnie time-traveling witch with a dark warning of the future, he must join forces with her to preserve the tentative peace of the Scottish isles.

      As Astrid and Domhnall work together to preserve history and the fate of the people of the isles, they contend with their growing love for each other against the tumult of clashing forces, magic, and the pull of time....
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        Gawen - GOW-in

        Siobhan - shi-VAWN

        Aonghus - AIN-gus

        Achdara - ASH-dawr-uh

        Mysie -  MIE-see

        Inghean - IHN-jiy-in

        Coira  - KAWR-uh

        Kudan - KU-dun

        Ysenda - IH-send-ah

        Malmuira - MAEL-my-ruh

        Sgaire - SKAW-ruh

      

      

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Present Day

        Isle of Skye, Scotland

      

      

      

      “I’ve detected an anomaly in the strands of time.”

      Lila went absolutely still at the words, her heart pounding against her ribcage. The woman who’d spoken, Siobhan, stood at the head of the drawing room, holding the gazes of each man and woman who sat before her.

      Lila clenched her trembling hands in her lap, sucking in a breath. The men and women gathered in Siobhan’s drawing room were all stiuireadh—descendants of druid witches who had the ability to travel through time. When you had the ability to travel through time, there wasn’t much that could shock you. But Siobhan’s words caused shock to ripple through the room.

      “I’ve used Locator spells to try and determine the exact time and place of this anomaly,” Siobhan continued, her brow furrowing with worry.

      Siobhan was in her late forties, a willowy woman with dark hair and intelligent hazel eyes. As head of their coven, Siobhan was always the face of calm; Lila had never seen her look even mildly concerned before.

      “The closest I could get was to May 1395, here on the Isle of Skye. I believe it’s another witch causing this anomaly. Only someone with our powers can do such a thing.”

      Siobhan paused, allowing a moment for her words to sink in before she continued.

      “This anomaly is the reason I’ve called this coven meeting. I need one of you to travel back to this time and stop this dark witch, whoever he or she is. There were several clans on the island at this time; all have partaken in the Pact. My Locator spells have placed this dark witch on the north part of the island—the seat of the MacRaild clan. Gawen MacRaild, laird and chief, has already been contacted and is prepared to assist whoever we send.”

      Gawen MacRaild. For some reason, a sense of familiarity settled over Lila at the mention of the name, though she was certain she’d never heard it before. Whoever this Gawen was, he knew of magic, time travel, and witches . . . all because of the Pact.

      Centuries ago, a coven of stiuireadh had helped the chieftains of the Western Scottish Isles ward off waves of invaders from the north, who’d ignored a peace treaty signed between the kings of Scotland and Norway and continued to pillage. As an act of gratitude for their assistance, the chieftains had vowed to assist the stiuireadh in return. Every descendant of these chieftains of the isles—and those stiuireadh—had the ancient Pact drilled into their memory.

      We, the lairds and chieftains of the isles, vow to forever assist the stiuireadh in their quest to protect the strands of time and humanity from those who seek destruction.

      Lila swallowed hard, her pulse thrumming against the base of her throat. She needed to volunteer. This was the opportunity she’d been seeking for years. She’d traveled to the year 1395 before with her sister, Avery, and she was familiar with the Isle of Skye, having visited with her family many times over the years.

      “Is there anyone who is willing to—”

      Lila was on her feet before Siobhan could finish her sentence. She could feel her blood rushing through her veins as every eye in the room landed on her. But she held her head high, even at the looks of disbelief—and amusement—on the faces of the other witches. She knew what they were all thinking. Lila Fletcher, the weak daughter of those powerful American witches, Isaac and Karen? Why not her stronger sister, Avery? Why not her parents?

      “I’ll do it,” Lila said firmly, continuing to ignore their stares.

      To her relief, Siobhan wasn’t looking at her with disbelief or amusement. She didn’t look surprised at all, as if she’d expected her to volunteer.

      “My parents are vacationing in Bermuda, and my sister is on one of her time-traveling field trips; I believe she’s in the seventeenth century. Or the nineteenth. That's—that’s why they couldn’t attend this meeting,” Lila continued, hating the way her voice wavered with defensiveness.

      “I’m aware of the whereabouts of your family,” Siobhan said, giving her a patient smile, and Lila flushed with embarrassment. Of course, Siobhan knew where her family was; she was a Time Seer—a fiosaiche. Only Seers could serve as heads of covens; they were the only ones who could detect anomalies in the fabric of time and were the best at Locator spells. But this also meant that they could rarely travel through time; their magic worked best when they remained in the time in which they were born.

      “Why do you want to go back?” Siobhan asked now, her dark eyes probing Lila’s.

      Because I need to prove to all of you, myself, and my family that I deserve to be a stiuireadh. That I’m just as strong as my family, or any of you, Lila thought, with a flash of defiance.

      “I’ve been to that year before with my sister,” Lila said instead. “Avery wanted to explore what a young Edinburgh was like in that time. And I’m familiar with Skye; I’ve been here many times.”

      “Being familiar with the year, and the island, isn’t good enough,” Fergus Cattenach, one of the older members of the coven, snapped. “We need someone powerful enough to locate and take on this dark witch who’s wreaking havoc with time. We know that your parents and sister are strong with Time magic, but none of us have seen you demonstrate such power.”

      Several others murmured words of agreement, and a surge of uncertainty flooded Lila's body. To her surprise, it was Siobhan who spoke up to defend her.

      “This undertaking is not about a show of power,” Siobhan said. “Once Lila locates this dark witch, if she’s unable to defeat her using her magic, she can send for another witch from the coven to assist her. But for now, we can only send one. This witch may be able to sense if another stiuireadh is trying to stop her; we need to keep our presence in this time to a minimum.”

      Disappointment coursed through her; she wanted to be the one to destroy the dark witch. But she made herself remain silent. She needed them to agree to send her back, so she wouldn’t offer any protests.

      “Does that sound agreeable, Lila?” Siobhan asked.

      “Yes."

      “Are there any other objections to sending Lila back?” Siobhan asked. Her tone was light, but there was no mistaking the challenge in her words.

      Lila braced herself for the barrage of protests. But no one, not even the sour-faced Fergus, interjected. None of them wanted to argue with Siobhan, the most powerful among them—and their leader. The tension ebbed from Lila's shoulders as Siobhan turned back to face her.

      "Well, Lila," Siobhan said, giving her a wide smile, “let’s get you prepared for the fourteenth century.”
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      Lila fled to her guest room after the meeting, wanting to escape the dismissive looks of the other witches. She didn’t know if the reason for their hostility was because they themselves had wanted to go, or if they didn’t trust her to carry out the tasks. Or both, Lila grimly thought to herself.

      Lila had grown up learning all about the magic in her bloodline, of their incredible ability to travel through time. She’d eagerly waited until she came of age, the only time her protective parents would let her and Avery travel, to take her first trip through time.

      She and Avery had traveled to the year 1922; it was the earliest time period their parents initially allowed them to travel to. She’d taken in every detail of the past with awe. Avery had shared her delight, but her parents had always warned them of the limits—and dangers—of time travel.

      Yet what she’d learned most of all was her lack of power compared to her parents or her sister. The spells, which came easily to them, were a struggle for Lila. And if she wasn’t with Avery, it was difficult for her to issue the complex spells required to travel through time. In fact, she’d never traveled through time on her own: Avery had always accompanied her.

      Shame roiled through her at the thought. Avery and her parents had continually insisted that she was just as strong as they were; it was her own self-doubt limiting her abilities, but Lila thought they were just being kind. She wanted—needed—to prove to herself that she was strong.

      Lila expelled a sigh, glancing over at her cell phone resting on the side table next to the bed. Her parents would be worried sick once they knew where and when she was going. And she had no idea how long she’d be in the past. Weeks? Months? Years? She knew there were witches who stayed in the past for long periods of time; she’d even heard of witches who’d fallen in love with men and women in the past and chosen to stay.

      Lila had no intention of staying. As much as she enjoyed her jaunts to the past, she was too fond of the conveniences of modern-day life. She just wanted to carry out her task, prove her worth, and return all the stronger for it.

      Lila gritted her teeth, deciding to get the dreaded phone call to her parents over with. She wished Avery was with them; her sister was always good at reeling in their protective instincts. But Avery was off on one of her time-traveling jaunts. Avery loved traveling through time, even more so than Lila. She couldn’t help but smile at the thought of her adventurous sister. As envious as she’d been of Avery over the years, she loved her dearly, and missed her whenever she traveled on her own.

      She picked up the phone and dialed her father’s number, praying they were snorkeling or exploring the island and she could just leave a voice mail. But her father answered on the first ring.

      “It’s good to hear your voice, sweetheart,” her father’s voice boomed over the line. “How was the meeting?”

      “It was . . . eventful,” she replied, and told him about the anomaly Siobhan had detected.

      “Ah,” her father said, after a brief pause. “Who's going back to deal with it? It’s too bad your sister is off on one of her adventures—she would’ve loved to do something like this.”

      That old, familiar jealousy swelled in her chest. She tamped it down, reminding herself that her father meant no harm . . . and he was right. This task would be a cinch for Avery.

      She took a deep breath; it was time to change their perception of her. To change her perception of herself.

      “I am.”

      The pause on the other end of the line went on for so long that she feared she’d dropped the call. When her father spoke again, his voice was hard: a tone that had frightened her when she was a little girl.

      “You most certainly are not,” he snapped. “You will get on a plane this instant and—”

      Before Lila could reply, angry self-defense rising in her gut—she was twenty-six years old, for God’s sake, and her father had scolded her like she was a misbehaving child—her mother’s calm voice came on over the line.

      “What your father is trying to say,” her mother said, “is that he loves you very much, and he’s worried. The only reason your father suggested Avery is because she’s done something like this before, so—”

      “And I can as well,” Lila snapped, her patience wearing thin. “How do you think I’ve always felt, knowing that I’m not as powerful as the rest of you? Never feeling like I belonged?”

      Despite herself, her voice caught, and she closed her eyes against the hot sting of tears.

      “Oh, sweetheart,” her mother breathed, concern shaping her voice. “We’ve always told you—”

      “I know what you’ve always told me,” Lila interjected, her voice rising with determination, “and since I’m an adult who makes her own decisions, I’m going back in time to find this dark witch. And I'm going to stop her."
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        Carraig Castle

        Isle of Skye, Scotland

      

      

      

      “When will the stiuireadh arrive?” Aonghus asked.

      Gawen didn’t look up from the flames of the fireplace, taking a sip of his ale.

      “On the morrow,” he grumbled, irritation coursing through him at the thought of this witch who would soon disrupt the steady pace of his daily routine.

      “I can tell by the look of ye how happy this makes ye,” Aonghus said, his dark eyes twinkling with amusement.

      Gawen shot his steward a look of annoyance, taking another swig of ale; ale which wasn’t strong enough. He and Aonghus were gathered in his private study where they could talk of such matters—magical matters—without being overheard.

      He’d been in a foul mood ever since a letter had appeared in his study, written in halting Gaelic by Siobhan, a stiuireadh from a time in the future, informing him of a dark witch's presence on his lands, and the pending arrival of a stiuireadh to stop her. She’d reminded him of the old Pact his ancestors had made.

      He’d scowled at the letter, both unnerved and irritated at this stiuireadh’s ability to communicate with him through time. There was a time when he would have been happy, perhaps even eager, to assist these mystical, time-traveling witches. But now he felt only bitterness and resentment at the thought. It was only his concern over her mention of a dark witch—an aingidh—on his lands that made him heed the letter.

      Recently, two farmers had been found murdered on his lands. The men he’d had investigate informed him their murders were likely the result of a dispute over cattle or land. Gawen had suspected there was more to these murders. There were disputes all the time on his lands, but they rarely resulted in murder. A chill crept along his skin. What if the murders were because of this dark witch Siobhan mentioned?

      "I'll do my duty when she arrives,” he muttered. "If I need tae leave the castle tae assist her, will ye—”

      "I'll handle things here. Ye need nae worry," Aonghus assured him, and Gawen’s sour mood ebbed—somewhat.

      As his steward, Aonghus ran the castle with smooth efficiency. He’d been vital during the past three years as Gawen’s grief had immersed him in self-imposed solitude, and it had proved increasingly difficult to tend to castle matters.

      But he knew the time for his self-imposed solitude had come to an end. Before the stiuireadh's visit, he'd begun preliminary discussions with his nobles about taking a bride. He would need an heir, and at thirty-two he was getting older. As the last surviving member of his family, it was imperative that he continue the bloodline.

      The thought of marriage brought him no joy. He would make it clear to his bride that their marriage was only a matter of duty. Once she bore him sons, she would have her own life as he would have his. After suffering the loss of his beloved parents and sister, Gordana, during a small outbreak of plague three years ago, he was leery of forming emotional ties to anyone. The very thought of losing a future bairn sent a wave of fear roiling through his belly.

      His grip tightened on his cup of ale. After his family’s deaths, he’d sent for a stiuireadh, knowing they could manipulate time. He’d begged her to change the past to save his family’s lives. She’d insisted that this was something that time wouldn’t allow to change.

      Some things that have already happened simply must be, she’d said, giving him a sorrowful look.

      Fury swept over him at the memory. He’d heard tales of some people—and stiuireadh—changing the events of the past. As far as he knew, the stiuireadh made their own rules about what could and could not be changed. It was something he’d never forgive them for, these witches who manipulated time. It wasn’t natural. After receiving Siobhan's letter, he’d considered informing her that he had no intention of helping one of her kind.

      But he couldn’t let himself break the Pact, that ancient promise that his ancestors had held so dear. And the Pact had meant a great deal to his father, who’d held the stiuireadh and their abilities in great reverence. Would he still hold such reverence for them if he knew they wouldn’t prevent his death, or the deaths of his wife and daughter?

      “Traveling through time,” Aonghus mused, pulling Gawen from the maelstrom of his thoughts. “I cannae fathom it. To see a different year? A different century?”

      Gawen scowled at the reverence in Aonghus’s tone. Like other high-ranking members of his clan, Aonghus had learned of the stiuireadh when he was a lad. There weren’t many who knew of the ancient Pact and the existence of these witches; it was a carefully guarded secret, only passed down to certain sons by their fathers, brother to brother, cousin to cousin. The knowledge of witches who could manipulate time was a dangerous thing; there were many who believed that all witches were evil and must be destroyed.

      “'Tis unnatural,” Gawen said, taking another swig of his ale. “It doesnae matter, Aonghus. They donnae need our worship. I will do my duty tae assist this stiuireadh and then send her back tae the time in which she belongs.”

      "Do ye think she'll be bonnie?" Aonghus asked, unperturbed by Gawen’s hard tone. He gave Gawen a teasing look. "A bonnie lass will—”

      "No," Gawen said shortly. He’d seen only three stiuireadh in his lifetime; each one had been decades older than him and reminded him of his departed Nan, with her stooped shoulders and ash-gray hair. “And it doesnae matter if she is bonnie—the stiuireadh arenae tae bed. When they come tae a different time, ’tis only tae carry out a duty.”

      He stood, setting down his ale on the mantle of the fireplace. His study had suddenly become stifling, and he was weary of discussing the stiuireadh. He needed air.

      "I'm going for a ride."

      He felt Aonghus’s eyes on him as he left the study.  Aonghus knew him better than anyone; they’d been friends since they were lads, since before Aonghus had stepped into his own father’s position as steward of Carraig Castle. Aonghus was one of the few men who’d seen Gawen weep over the loss of his parents and dear sister. He’d clamped his hand on Gawen’s shoulder and gruffly told him to allow himself to grieve; Gawen had feared he’d shame him for his weakness. He was grateful every day for Aonghus’s presence. After his family’s death, Aonghus was the only person he was close to.

      He was on his way out of the castle when a tall, blonde woman, Achdara, intercepted him. There was a time when he would have been happy to see her, but now he stiffened. They had exchanged a few drunken kisses after feasts in the past, and he’d considered courting her before the deaths of his family. She’d pretended to sympathize after their deaths, but he’d realized her concern was a façade—she’d only wanted the status of becoming lady of his castle, wife of the laird and chieftain. She had since wed, and subsequently been widowed, by a wealthy merchant. Yet she made her continued sexual interest in him clear, though he no longer had any interest in her.

      “Laird MacRaild,” she said, stepping so close he could smell the cloyingly sweet rosewater scent of her hair, a scent he usually found enticing

      “Lady McNabb,” he coolly returned, emphasizing her late husband's name.

      She tensed at the formal use of her name, before the sultry smile returned to her lips. She took another step closer to him; he resisted the urge to step back.

      “Are ye off for a ride, my laird? Perhaps I can join ye?”

      “I thank ye, but I’d prefer tae take my ride alone,” he said, forcing a polite smile. “Good day tae ye. I’ll see ye at the feast.”

      He swept past her before she could offer a protest, glad to be out of her stifling presence. He was relieved that he’d not gone through with courting her; there was a coldness to her he’d not noticed before.

      Moments later, he rode away from the castle, relishing in the damp air on his skin as he made his way to the old cemetery south of the castle grounds. A fresh rain had fallen, and the sky was a somber gray, though hints of sunlight broke through the clouds, illuminating the green countryside that surrounded him.

      He soon arrived at the cemetery, and after tying up his horse to a nearby tree, he walked to the familiar stone markers of his family’s resting place. He knelt before their graves, placing a hand on the damp earth and closing his eyes.

      He’d been uncommonly close with all three of them; he hunted every week with his father, took walks with his mother and sister, and always sat at their sides during feasts in the great hall. His parents had been getting on in years and preparing to step down from their roles as laird and lady, expressing their desire to return to his mother’s ancestral manor in the Highlands to live out their remaining years, leaving the castle to Gawen and whoever he chose for his wife. Gordana had been looking forward to getting wed and starting a family of her own, playfully ignoring her older brother’s protectiveness when it came to her suitors.

      I cannae wait for ye tae meet the lass ye’ll wed, she’d chided him. Ye’ll be tae focused on her tae worry about yer wee sister.

      He could remember every detail of the last feast they’d enjoyed together. It had been during Yule; he and Gordana had watched their parents dance in the center of the great hall before getting up to dance themselves. There had been such joy on their faces, such ignorance of the tragedy soon to come.

      The outbreak of plague had swept over the castle like a storm, first affecting the peasants who lived just outside the castle, then the servants, then the nobles. Local healers didn’t know the cause, or how to stop it. Many, like Gawen himself and Aonghus, weren't affected by the illness, but when it passed, two dozen nobles and servants had died, including his parents and Gordana.

      He’d stayed at their bedsides even after they'd passed, grief wracking his body as he took in their still forms, wondering how they could suddenly be gone. That was when he’d sent for the stiuireadh, begging her to change what had happened. This is something that can’t be changed, she’d insisted, before leaving him alone in his study, shaken and utterly broken.

      He closed his eyes, willing away his anger at the stiuireadh, before getting to his feet.

      I’ll do this for ye and only for ye, Father, he silently vowed, looking down at his father’s marker. And then my duty to the stiuireadh is done. I’ll nae help them again.
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        Present Day

        Isle of Skye, Scotland

      

      

      

      “The threads of time aren’t always fixed,” Siobhan said, flipping through the pages of her grimoire. “Sometimes they can shift and weave. I know of many travelers who’ve gone back to reverse tragedies that have occurred: those are the lucky ones. But there are other events that must happen—those are the things that shouldn't be changed."

      Lila and Siobhan were seated across from each other in Siobhan's study, which was tiny and overstuffed with grimoires and other ancient-looking books. They’d been here for most of the morning, with Siobhan reviewing the spells Lila would need to perform in the past.

      Lila considered Siobhan’s words as she took a sip of her hot tea. She'd heard this before. When one had the ability to travel through time, it was tempting to go back and change major world events for the better. There had been witches and travelers who’d tried, all with dire consequences. Some things were simply meant to happen—from events as seemingly minor as a car accident to major events such as wars or revolutions. One of the first lectures her parents had given her and Avery had been warning them of the dangers of attempting to change things in the past that time—or fate—needed to happen. One ancestor of theirs had foolishly attempted to prevent the First World War and had simple ceased to exist. Another had attempted to prevent the death of her husband and ended up dying herself.

      You must never attempt to change what must happen, her mother had warned her and Avery. Only those events which are malleable in the fabric of time can be changed. That is why stiuireadh take the council of the fiosaiche; they can see what can and cannot be changed.

      “If this dark witch is attempting to change something that can’t be changed—why are we trying to stop her ourselves? Won’t Time itself turn on her, the way it has with others?” Lila asked now, her brow furrowed.

      “Sometimes—rarely—if a witch is powerful enough, and with the right spells, some events not meant to change can indeed change. But always with dire consequences to other events, people, and to the witch themselves. She’s already changed something; it’s why I was alerted to her presence. Whatever this dark witch—this aingidh—did, it was evil. She murdered or otherwise harmed someone who shouldn’t have been. We need to stop her before she can do any more harm."

      A shiver snaked along Lila’s spine at the word "aingidh,” derived from the Gaelic word for wicked, the coven's term for a witch who used her magic for dark purposes.

      Lila wasn't naïve; she knew there were witches who used their ability to perform dark magic. She’d heard many tales of such witches. Power like theirs was easily corruptible.

      “This grimoire," Siobhan said, sliding it across the table toward Lila, "contains very old spells, ones which should work better for you in the past. I know you’re somewhat familiar with Skye, but I have some old maps of the island that the coven’s historian prepared; I’d like for you to review it. And Lila,” Siobhan hedged, a look of concern flickering across her features, “I know this is a lot to take in, given that we need you to leave in two days. If it’s too much—”

      “No,” Lila said quickly—too quickly—forcing a smile. “I’ll be ready.”

      She had to be.

      Siobhan studied her for a long moment, as if not quite believing her, before reaching out to take both her hands.

      “I know it's difficult, coming from a family of powerful witches. I'm not the strongest in my own family."

      Lila looked at her in disbelief. The fiosaiche were especially powerful witches. She found it hard to believe that Siobhan didn't possess great power.

      As if reading her thoughts, Siobhan smiled.

      "Power is relative, especially among our kind," she said. "Just remember that every witch has their own distinctive power. And I think you—" Siobhan began, but stopped abruptly. Her brow furrowed, and she looked as if she wanted to say something more.  “You’ll do well,” she said finally, leaving Lila to ponder what she'd stopped herself from saying. “Let’s take a break; the coven historian wants to go over some things with you. Then we can practice more Locator spells.”

      For the rest of the day, Lila worked with both Siobhan and the coven historian, Madeline, who reviewed the basics of the time period with her.

      "I've already been to 1395," Lila grumbled to Madeline, eager to get back to practicing spells. “Is all this reviewing necessary?”

      "Staying in ruddy inns with your sister is different from staying in a castle where everyone will notice you. You need to remember—just because Laird MacRaild knows what you are, not everyone does. You need to fit in as seamlessly as possible."

      Lila dutifully fell silent as Madeline went over court dances of the time and made her repeat her backstory until she knew it backward and forward: she was an old friend of Laird MacRaild’s family, visiting from England and staying at the castle for a time as his honored guest.

      When she wasn't with Madeline, she was with Siobhan as she practiced Locator spells. Her magic was passable; she was able to locate the objects Siobhan directed her to using spells, but finding an object was far different from finding a person. Still, she made herself show confidence she didn't feel, issuing spell after spell, from Levitation spells—lifting a grimoire from Siobhan's desk—to more complex ones such as Concealing spells—concealing the same grimoire from view.

      After they’d finished for the day and had a quick dinner, Siobhan seemed satisfied and urged her to get some rest.

      Lila returned to her guest room, bone tired. She hadn't wanted to show Siobhan what a toll performing spells had taken on her; the more powerful the witch, the less of a toll his or her magic took. Her eyes were heavy, and she fell into a deep sleep as soon as her head hit the pillow.

      Her dreams were a torrent of vivid activity. She saw the vague features of a handsome man whose visage filled her with warmth—and a longing that was almost painful.

      She stood on the edge of a cliff, terror racing through her as she looked down at the sheer drop to the ocean below.

      She saw the briefest flash of a woman’s face, too distant and vague for her to clearly make out her features, but in that brief moment a powerful sense of grief and fury seized her.

      When she awoke, a sob of grief tore from her, and she didn't know where the grief had come from.

      Lila looked around her bedroom, wide eyed and trembling. Could the image of that woman be the dark witch they were looking for? If so, why did she appear in her dream? Why had she felt that grief and rage?

      Her hands were still shaky as she made herself shower, trying to luxuriate in the droplets of warm water on her skin—this may be the last shower she’d enjoy for some time. But her unease had settled in on her like a great weight; she could barely concentrate as she changed into the underdress and blue gown Madeline had provided for her, before styling her hair into the late-fourteenth-century style of two braided buns wound through with ribbons.

      When she went down to the entryway to meet Siobhan, she tried to keep her features neutral. She was relieved that the other witches had already left, that she only had Siobhan to contend with. But she was a terrible actress because Siobhan's features instantly creased with concern.

      “Is everything all right?” Siobhan asked.

      Lila feared that if she told Siobhan about her nightmare, she would hesitate in sending her back and send someone else in her stead. And despite the dread and lingering unease in her belly, she was determined to go.

      “Just a little nervous,” she lied, forcing a smile.

      Siobhan studied her for such a long moment that Lila feared she would press, but instead she stepped forward and took both her hands in hers.

      “You will do well. And remember, you can always use a Summoning spell to contact me if you need help. Now. Are you ready?”

      Lila wasn't, but she nodded. Siobhan held her gaze before closing her eyes, murmuring the words of a Transport spell.

      A tug of wind yanked at Lila’s belly, and the world dissolved around her. She disliked Transport spells; they disoriented her. They were akin to hopping on a motorcycle that was going a thousand miles an hour. They were a bit like traveling through time, though time travel was far more disorienting. She suspected Siobhan had performed the spell to prepare her for the more arduous trip she'd soon take through centuries of time.

      When the world faded back up around them, they were a half mile away from the fairy pools of Skye. The portal was located in one of the tucked away coves near the pools; it was how the legends and stories started forming about these waters. Little did the tourists, who came to visit the pools, know that there was a magical time portal nearby.

      Stiuireadh could technically travel through time anywhere, but the magic around the portals, where their druid ancestors once worshipped, was powerful and helped in pulling the stiuireadh to the time in which they wanted to travel. This was her first time using this portal. She and Avery had used Tairseach, the portal in the midst of the Scottish Highlands, when they’d last traveled to the past.

      At the thought of her sister, her stomach lurched with unease. This was her first time traveling to the past on her own. What if she ended up in the wrong time? What if she simply disappeared from the fabric of time altogether? Such occurrences weren't unheard of.

      "Doubt is the most dangerous thing when performing magic," Siobhan said calmly, with that eerie ability of hers to sense what Lila was thinking. "You are a powerful stiuireadh, Lila. Remember that. No matter what."

      Lila tried to let Siobhan's words settle in, to believe them. You are a powerful stiuireadh. You can do this.

      Siobhan stood back with a patient smile, and Lila knew that it was time. She gave Siobhan one last nod, expelled a breath, and stepped forward toward the cove, murmuring the words of the Time Spinning spell that would draw her back through time.

      "A 'toirt seachad uine, cluinn mo ghairm. A 'toirt seachad uine, cluinn m'iarraidh. Stiuirich mi gu sabhailte tro do shigle."

      Swirling darkness surrounded her as the world disappeared, punctuated by the distant sounds of voices and other sounds she couldn't identify. It was like traveling solo on a rollercoaster in the dark—a rollercoaster that moved faster than the speed of light. She knew it was the threads of time tugging her back, back, back, through decades and centuries, past an infinite number of births, deaths, wars, famine, destruction, joy, sorrow . . . until she felt as if she was suspended aloft in midair, before some force sent her hurtling toward earth.

      The darkness around her lifted as a pair of strong, muscular arms wrapped themselves around her.

      Lila blinked, disorientation seizing her.

      She was now in the center of an unfamiliar forest grove. She looked up at the owner of the muscular arms—and her breath hitched in her throat.

      The man was square jawed with proud, aristocratic features—firm chin, high cheekbones, generous mouth. His hair was a deep, fiery red, long and wavy, and a beard dotted his strong jawline. His eyes were a clear sea green—verging on blue—framed by thick lashes. He was broad shouldered and muscular, holding her as if she weighed no more than a feather.

      It was the man she'd seen in her dream. But her dream hadn't done his masculine beauty justice. The man was preternaturally gorgeous, and for a dizzying moment she wondered if she was still swirling through time and this moment—this gorgeous man—was a mere hallucination.

      But the hallucination spoke. His deep, Scottish brogue caused a fiery heat to encircle her entire body, lighting every single one of her senses aflame.

      "I take it ye're the stiuireadh from the future," he said, his sexy voice filled with a trace of amusement. "I'm Laird Gawen MacRaild."
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      The lass had appeared out of nowhere.

      He'd been waiting in the forest grove for only a brief time when she’d materialized, on the verge of collapsing into a heap on the ground. Instinct had driven him forward, and he’d caught her in his arms.

      His gaze roamed over her lovely features, arousal spiraling in his belly. This was not the matronly lass he’d expected. Her hair was a deep umber, now flowing loose about her shoulders, having come loose from her braids. Startlingly blue eyes peered up at him from a heart-shaped face with a wide, kissable mouth, delicately arched brows, and rose-stained cheeks.

      “I take it ye’re the stiuireadh from the future,” he said. “I’m Laird Gawen MacRaild.”

      He shifted her light weight in his arms, trying not to let his gaze linger on those desirable curves of hers.

      “Can ye stand, lass?” he grunted, attempting to stymie the desire that coursed through his body.

      Her lovely flush deepened, as if she’d just realized he was holding her in his arms. She gave him a hasty nod and he released her.

      She adjusted her bodice, which had slipped to reveal a tantalizing glimpse of her breast, and a surge of heat went straight to his groin. He averted his gaze, taking a step back.

      “Thank you,” she said, “for—ah—catching me.”

      Her accent was odd, shaped by strange consonants and syllables; he’d never heard such an accent. Did everyone from her time sound this way? No, he decided. Her accent may be common where—when—she was from, but he suspected that the loveliness of her voice, with its soft silken tones that wrapped around him like a summer’s breeze, was all her own.

      "I'm Lila," she continued. She gave him a rueful smile, the smile making her already lovely features even more so.

      Lila. He'd never heard such a name before; it was a fitting name for someone like her: a mystical witch from the future. A desirable witch. He forced away the thought and turned away from her, giving her a curt nod.

      She did something odd then; she extended her hand. He studied it, uncertain as to what he was supposed to do. He took her hand, recalling something he’d heard one of his nobles tell him he’d seen at the courts in France. He lifted her hand to his mouth and kissed it.

      Her skin was soft and smelled of something foreign and sweet; his arousal spiked, and he had to clench his jaw against the force of it. Christ, what was happening to him? Had she issued some enchantment to make him feel like a besotted fool when he’d only just met her?

      “My horse is through that clearing,” he muttered, abruptly dropping her hand. “Let’s get ye tae the castle.”

      He didn’t look at her as she made her way to his side and trailed him, her sweet, honeyed scent filling his nostrils. Annoyance flared within him. Was everything about this witch enticing?

      “How did you know where I’d be?” Lila asked.

      “I received a letter from yer coven leader informing me ye’d arrive in this grove," he said, gesturing to the surrounding trees. "Druids used tae worship here long ago; 'tis where the stiuireadh arrive whenever they come tae this time. I didnae ken the exact spot ye'd arrive, I just happened tae see ye as ye—as ye appeared.”

      It was odd to talk about witches and magic as if this were commonplace, even though he’d known about the existence of such things since he was a lad.

      She seemed satisfied by his answer, falling silent as they made their way to his horse. He thought about what more he could say to her before they arrived at the castle. When he usually greeted a traveler, he would ask how their travels had been: if they’d encountered bandits, bad weather, or had suffered ill health. What did you ask someone who’d just traveled through time?

      “My castle isnae far from here,” he said finally, turning to gesture her forward once he reached his horse.

      He swallowed hard at the thought of riding back to the castle with her, those lush curves of hers pressed against his body. When he’d assumed the stiuireadh who’d arrive here would be a matronly, older woman, he’d thought nothing of riding back to the castle with her. It would be difficult to concentrate with Lila’s body so close to his.

      Ignoring his lustful thoughts, he took her soft hand in his as he helped her up onto his horse, trying not to let his hands linger on the alluring swell of her hips.

      He mounted the horse behind Lila, reaching around her to grip the reins. He again had to grit his teeth as his arms brushed against the swell of her breasts, and he kicked the sides of his horse—a little too roughly—and they raced out of the grove.

      The ride to the castle was mercifully brief; the feel of her soft body against his was tantalizing torture. As they approached the familiar structure of Carraig Castle, he heard her soft intake of breath as she took it in with awe, and pride stirred within him. Carraig Castle had started out as a fort to ward off invaders from the north, built on a craggy hillside that jutted out into the ocean. Now it loomed ahead like a proud behemoth, its stone, turreted towers arching toward the heavens.

      They entered the courtyard where the stable boys, who eyed her appreciatively, rushed forward. His glower made the young men avert their gazes as they dismounted, and he led her inside.

      He saw the curious glances of the castle workers as he led her through the halls of the castle to her guest chamber. Only a handful of the clan nobles knew of the stiuireadh and the Pact. For everyone else, the cover story for Lila’s presence was that she was an old friend of his family’s visiting from England staying at the castle for a time as his honored guest.

      Lila kept her head low, her cheeks going rosy at the attention leveled upon her. This baffled Gawen. As lovely as she was, wasn’t she used to people gazing at her in her own time? Unless she’s wed tae a protective husband, he thought, a sudden discomfort settling over him at the notion.

      Once inside her spacious guest chamber, she took it in with wide eyes.

      “This is all for me?” she breathed.

      He couldn’t stop the amused smile that curved his lips. Her awe and enthusiasm were genuine, and infectious.

      “Aye,” he said, and gestured to a table where he’d had a servant leave a meal of bread and stew.

      “For ye,” he said. “If ye’re hungry. After yer—travels.”

      “Thank you,” she said. “Your castle is lovely, Laird MacRaild.”

      “’Tis been in my family for many generations,” he said, a pang piercing him as he thought of how his parents had taken such pride in the castle.

      “In my time, castles are relics. They’re filled with so much life here,” she said, moving over to the window where she peered out at the bustling grounds, her lovely eyes filled with delight.

      He watched her for a long moment, enjoying the sight of her infectious awe. He had to make himself turn away from her, moving toward the grimoire he’d placed on a side table earlier that day. She was here for a specific task, and he was honor-bound to help her fulfill it, nothing more. He had to look past how bonnie she was.

      Lila turned, approaching him as he handed it to her. She looked down at the grimoire with wide eyes, running her hands over the binding with reverence.

      “This is an Arsa grimoire,” she murmured, her tone infused with awe. “It’s only located in the past—and it’s a bit of a legend among witches in my time. It can’t be transported through time; there are only a few of these that exist."

      He gave her a jerky nod, barely hearing her words; the incandescence of her smile was distracting.

      “One of the stiuireadh who sealed the Pact gave it to my great grandfather. ’Tis been in my family for generations, for use tae any stiuireadh who may need it. While ye’re in this time, ’tis yers.”

      Lila continued to gaze down at the grimoire with the same reverence he’d seen the devout gaze upon prayer books. She finally tore her eyes away from it, focusing on him.

      “Siobhan informed me in her letter that there may be an aingidh in this time—and on my lands,” he said, shifting his gaze away from those stunning blue eyes of hers.  “If this is so, I suspect she may be behind two murders that have recently taken place on my lands. I've had some of my men look intae the murders of the two men, Clinnen and Daimh. They believe they're the result of a cattle or land dispute. But I donnae think 'tis so. Clan MacRaild is a peaceful clan with little infighting, and we’ve nae feuded with another clan for some time. After ye’ve had time tae rest, I’ll take ye tae the site of these murders on the morrow.”

      Lila bit her lip as the joy in her eyes faded. A torrent of emotions played across her face: uncertainty, fear, and then determination.

      "Good," she said, giving him a wavering smile. "Thank you."

      “I’ll leave ye tae get settled. Ye have a personal maid who will tend tae ye while ye’re here. Ye will join the feast tonight in the great hall; ’tis best if ye show yer face tae lessen the curiosity about ye. Yer maid will bathe ye and provide ye with gowns. If ye need anything, ye only need ask.”

      He started to head for the door, needing to be out of her distracting presence, but she called after him.

      “Thank you, Laird MacRaild,” she said. “For helping me. For helping—us.”

      Us. The stiuireadh. The witches who had refused to help him when he was at his most desperate. Resentment flared to life within him, and his jaw tightened.

      “I honor the Pact only for my father,” he said shortly, and left her chamber.

      Once he was back in his chamber, he ordered a servant to bring him a strong cup of ale. It frustrated him beyond end how lovely Lila was, how her very presence disarmed him. He’d have to continually remind himself what she was, and that she was here to carry out a specific task before she was back in the time where she belonged.
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      Lila slammed the Arsa grimoire shut, leaning back in her chair to rub her temples. It seemed like she'd been studying it for hours, but she still had difficulty with the various spells: all written in Latin, Gaelic, and other Celtic languages that she had difficulty deciphering, given her rusty grasp of such languages.

      If Avery was here, she thought bitterly, she wouldn't be struggling with these spells. And Avery certainly wouldn't have let herself get distracted by the sexy Scottish laird who'd caught her in his arms as soon as she arrived.

      Her face warmed at the memory of her instant arousal as her eyes locked with his—her accelerated heart rate, the dryness of her mouth, the moisture that crept between her thighs—all of which she knew had nothing to do with traveling through time and everything to do with Gawen. The last time she'd traveled to this time, she and Avery had stayed with an elderly man with a white beard who'd reminded her of Santa Claus. He was worlds apart from Gawen, who was the most handsome man she'd ever seen—in any time. How was she supposed to get a handle on her magic with his distracting, sexy presence?

      You have to, she reminded herself. You're here for a specific purpose, not to swoon over the hunky laird.

      She recalled Gawen's words about the murders on his lands. If the aingidh in this time had done that using her magic Lila should be able to detect it using a spell. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath before murmuring the words of a Locator spell.

      "Taispeain an medicine dorcha seo dom."

      She sat still and waited for the familiar sensation of her magic flowing through her, that telltale hum of electricity that rippled beneath her skin, but there was . . . nothing. No pull at her senses, no heightened sense of awareness.

      Lila gritted her teeth in frustration. She’d only just arrived; maybe she just needed time to settle in before using her magic.

      She stood, moving to the window to look back out at the bustling courtyard. Carraig Castle was in ruins in the present day, a destination for tourists who had to use their imaginations to envision what an imposing and glorious fortress it must have been.

      No matter how many times she traveled, it never ceased to amaze her that she was in another time, living and breathing among its inhabitants. As frustrated as she was with the limits of her powers, she’d never feel ungrateful for the gift of being able to see and experience different times, something that most people could never dream of.

      “My lady?”

      She turned to find a young, petite, dark-haired chambermaid standing there, holding a cumbersome wooden wash bin in one hand and several gowns in the other. Lila immediately hurried over to her, helping her lower the bucket to the floor. The girl’s eyes widened in surprise as she stammered out a thank you.

      “I’m tae serve as yer personal maid while ye’re a guest of the laird. I need tae wash and prepare ye for tonight’s feast,” the young woman said.

      Lila gave her a reluctant nod. It would be odd having someone bathe and dress her, but Madeline had drilled the rules of this time into her. She was under strict orders to not stand out too much to those who didn’t know she was a stiuireadh—and that included allowing herself to be prodded and pampered the way highborn ladies of this time were.

      But that didn’t mean she couldn’t be friendly.

      “Thank you,” Lila said, giving the maid a smile as she helped Lila out of her clothes. “What’s your name?”

      “I’m called Mysie, my lady,” Mysie replied, her voice so low it was barely above a whisper.

      “How long have you been working at the castle?" Lila asked, as Mysie doused a cloth into the wash bin and began to rub it along her bare skin.

      "Since I was a wee lass, my lady," Mysie said. "My mother brought me here when she found work as a kitchen maid; I never kent who my father was. She died of the same illness that killed the laird's family."

      Lila stiffened at her words, surprise filling her. Gawen's entire family had died of illness? Siobhan hadn't mentioned this, but she hadn't told her much about Gawen, other than he was bound to honor the Pact.

      Sympathy rose within her. Even though she often felt like an outsider for being the weakest witch in her family, she loved her parents and her sister; it would shatter her if she lost them.

      "I'm sorry about your mother," Lila said. Mysie momentarily stilled, sadness flickering across her face.

      "The laird was kind tae me, allowing me tae stay on after she passed. Most other lairds would have dismissed me, but not Laird MacRaild. He even allowed me time tae grieve before I resumed my duties."

      Mysie dried Lila off with another cloth, her gaze trailing over her skin as she helped her into a fresh underdress and an emerald-green gown.

      “Forgive me, my lady, but I've never seen skin as smooth as yers. Have ye never taken ill?"

      "I've been fortunate to never fall ill," Lila said, aware that skin like hers was a rarity in a time before modern medicine.

      To her relief, Mysie didn’t press, braiding Lila’s hair into the double bun style of the time, entwining each braid with white ribbons. When Mysie had finished, Lila eyed herself in the mirror. She looked like a proper fourteenth-century, Scottish noble woman and nothing like a time-traveling witch.

      She thanked Mysie, who left her with a polite bow. Shortly after she left, there was a knock on the door. Assuming it was another servant here to escort her down to the great hall, she swung open the door to find Gawen standing there.

      He’d changed into a different white tunic and belted plaid kilt, his hair shining a coppery hue beneath the candlelight of the corridor. He looked even more handsome than before, and a prickling awareness danced along her skin. Gawen’s eyes swept briefly over her, something unreadable flaring in their depths before it was gone, replaced by a polite formality.

      “I’m here tae escort ye tae the great hall,” Gawen said after a brief pause. “Ye look . . . well.”

      “Thank you.”

      “If anyone asks—” Gawen said, extending his arm.

      “I’m a friend of your family’s—your mother's side—from England, here visiting the castle for a short time as your guest,” Lila said, reciting the cover story Madeline had given her from memory.

      Gawen nodded and led her down the corridor and winding staircase to the first floor. They entered the great hall, a cavernous room filled to the brim with long, narrow tables and dozens of guests, a large fireplace at the far end of the hall providing both light and warmth, the fragrance of roasted meats and vegetables wafting through the air. As Lila took it in with quiet awe, she realized that practically every eye in the hall fell on her.

      Gawen led her to the head table, where she took the seat at his side. As she sat, she noticed a blonde woman who sat across the hall shooting daggers at Lila with her eyes. Lila quickly shifted her gaze away, wondering, with a twist of her stomach, if this woman was Gawen’s mistress.

      She tried to ignore the various eyes on her as she looked around. Though she’d been to this time before, she’d never attended a feast at a castle, and the grandness of it surprised her. There had to be at least two to three dozen guests in attendance, and there were at least half as many servants moving about the hall, refilling pitchers of ale and taking and replacing platters of food. The plate before her contained smoked herring and freshly baked bread paired with a sweet-smelling wine. Her stomach grumbled in appreciation at the sight of it.

      “I take it feasting is done differently in yer time?” Gawen asked, his voice low and for her ears only.

      She looked up; there was an amused twinkle in his eyes.

      “Yes,” she said, thinking of the solitary meals she had in her studio apartment back in North Carolina, or the quiet meals she shared with Avery and her parents. “We only have large feasts like these for special occasions—holidays, weddings.”

      "I cannae fathom that. Feasting is commonplace at Carraig Castle,” he said, looking mildly horrified.

      “Not everyone has a castle, Laird MacRaild,” Lila returned, her lips twitching with amusement of her own.

      Gawen returned her smile. The smile lit up his handsome face, making his green eyes practically sparkle; a rush of warmth rippled through her at the sight.

      “Ye can call me Gawen,” he said. “I insist.”

      “Gawen,” she said, as if tasting the name on her lips. His gaze briefly lowered to her mouth as she spoke, before he averted it.

      The man seated at his other side drew him into conversation, and relief skittered through her as he turned his focus to the man. The way he’d been looking at her had made it difficult to breathe.

      Lila surveyed the great hall, wondering if the aingidh she sought was already in her midst. Could she be one of these unassuming-looking guests, using a glamour to disguise herself? But other than the curious, and mildly suspicious glances cast her way, no one seemed to bear any malice toward her. Well, no one except for the blonde who’d been glaring at her ever since she’d entered the great hall with Gawen.

      Gawen spoke to her sparingly for the rest of the feast, introducing her to several other nobles and his steward, Aonghus, a tall, dark-haired man with kind brown eyes, who sat at their table. She didn’t know if any of them knew who she truly was, but they all gave her lingering looks.

      When the feast came to an end and everyone began to drift out of the hall, Gawen escorted her to her chamber.

      “We ride out at first light tomorrow, tae the sites of the two murders,” he said, when they reached her chamber. “It will be a ride of some distance; we will have tae stay at an inn. How long do ye think it will take ye tae perform yer magic and locate the aingidh?”

      “It’s not that simple,” she hedged. “I don’t know which spells will work; she may have cloaked herself. I’ve already tried to locate her, as has my coven leader.”

      His brows knitted together in a scowl.

      “I thought ye could carry out yer spell, end this dark witch, and be on yer way.  I donnae like kenning there are witches on my lands.”

      She stiffened, defensive anger swelling in her chest.

      “I am nothing like the dark witch. I’m here to help; she’s here to wreak havoc. The stiuireadh only want to protect the flow of time, to help people.”

      The smile Gawen gave her was edged with bitterness.

      “I think the stiuireadh serve their own purpose, same as anyone,” he bit out. “’Tis not natural tae travel through time. I’m assisting ye only because I’m honor bound tae do so.”

      “Speaking as a stiuireadh, I assure you I only want to help protect time,” Lila snapped. “I want to stop her. We’re not enemies, Gawen.”

      But his green eyes still burned with anger. He took a step closer, and despite her irritation, a current of desire swept over her.

      “What is it that makes you distrust us?” she asked, forcing herself to speak, struggling not to let his proximity distract her.

      He stared down at her, his square jaw clenched. He was standing so close that she could smell the sweet wine on his breath and see the faint flecks of blue in his eyes. Her breath hitched; despite their mutual anger, there was no denying the flame of desire that had roared to life between them. Lila’s simmering anger vanished, overtaken by desire, and she leaned ever so slightly forward, wanting nothing more than for him to seize her lips with his . . .

      But he took a jerky step back from her, swallowing hard, his Adam’s apple bobbing in his throat.

      "Ye should sleep. I'll have yer maid wake ye tae help ye get dressed," he said, before turning on his heel and disappearing down the corridor, leaving her trembling with remnant anger—and desire.
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      Gawen gripped the reins of his horse, keeping his focus on the winding dirt road ahead as Lila rode along beside him. It had been exceedingly difficult to sleep last night, the memory of how close he'd come to kissing her searing itself into his mind.

      She's a stiuireadh, he'd had to repeatedly remind himself.  A lass with the unnatural power tae move through time. A witch who can manipulate fate and destiny.

      Anger seized him at the memory of his family's suffering before they died, and the stiuireadh’s refusal to help him prevent it. He tightened his grip on the reins. He needed to remain focused. Never mind that she looked even lovelier today in a gown of deep blue that emphasized her beautiful eyes, with strands of brunette waves falling loose from her braids as she rode, fanning around her face.

      He forced his gaze away from her, returning it to the road ahead as they made their way through the countryside dotted with rolling, green hills. Dampness hung in the air, potent with the promise of rain. Fortunately, the weather held during their ride, and they soon arrived at the outskirts of a small village on the edge of his lands.

      As they approached the thatch-roofed cottage, the home of Clinnen and Vika Moray, he dismounted, turning to face Lila.

      “Clinnen Moray's widow is still grieving," he said, giving her a sharp look. "If she doesnae want tae talk tae us—”

      "Of course," Lila interrupted, glowering

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  
OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Available in audio!
      


      		
        Highander Fate, Lairds of the Isles Complete Series
      


      		
        Gawen's Claim
        
          		
            Pronunciation Guide
          


          		
            Chapter 1
          


          		
            Chapter 2
          


          		
            Chapter 3
          


          		
            Chapter 4
          


          		
            Chapter 5
          


          		
            Chapter 6
          


          		
            Chapter 7
          


          		
            Chapter 8
          


          		
            Chapter 9
          


          		
            Chapter 10
          


          		
            Chapter 11
          


          		
            Chapter 12
          


          		
            Chapter 13
          


          		
            Chapter 14
          


          		
            Chapter 15
          


          		
            Chapter 16
          


          		
            Chapter 17
          


          		
            Chapter 18
          


          		
            Chapter 19
          


          		
            Chapter 20
          


          		
            Chapter 21
          


          		
            Chapter 22
          


          		
            Chapter 23
          


          		
            Chapter 24
          


          		
            Chapter 25
          


          		
            Chapter 26
          


          		
            Chapter 27
          


          		
            Chapter 28
          


        


      


      		
        Bhaltair's Pledge
        
          		
            Pronunciation Guide
          


          		
            Chapter 1
          


          		
            Chapter 2
          


          		
            Chapter 3
          


          		
            Chapter 4
          


          		
            Chapter 5
          


          		
            Chapter 6
          


          		
            Chapter 7
          


          		
            Chapter 8
          


          		
            Chapter 9
          


          		
            Chapter 10
          


          		
            Chapter 11
          


          		
            Chapter 12
          


          		
            Chapter 13
          


          		
            Chapter 14
          


          		
            Chapter 15
          


          		
            Chapter 16
          


          		
            Chapter 17
          


          		
            Chapter 18
          


          		
            Chapter 19
          


          		
            Chapter 20
          


          		
            Chapter 21
          


          		
            Chapter 22
          


          		
            Chapter 23
          


          		
            Chapter 24
          


          		
            Chapter 25
          


          		
            Chapter 26
          


          		
            Chapter 27
          


        


      


      		
        Domhnall's Honor
        
          		
            Pronunciation Guide
          


          		
            Chapter 1
          


          		
            Chapter 2
          


          		
            Chapter 3
          


          		
            Chapter 4
          


          		
            Chapter 5
          


          		
            Chapter 6
          


          		
            Chapter 7
          


          		
            Chapter 8
          


          		
            Chapter 9
          


          		
            Chapter 10
          


          		
            Chapter 11
          


          		
            Chapter 12
          


          		
            Chapter 13
          


          		
            Chapter 14
          


          		
            Chapter 15
          


          		
            Chapter 16
          


          		
            Chapter 17
          


          		
            Chapter 18
          


          		
            Chapter 19
          


          		
            Chapter 20
          


          		
            Chapter 21
          


          		
            Chapter 22
          


          		
            Chapter 23
          


          		
            Chapter 24
          


          		
            Chapter 25
          


          		
            Epilogue
          


        


      


      		
        Glossary
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        Also by Stella Knight
      


      		
        A Message from the Author
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Copyright


      		Available in audio!


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/stellaknight_gawensclaim_audio.jpg






OEBPS/images/stellaknight_highlandfatelairdoftheislebooks1-3_2dface_hr.jpg
///

fi‘HIGHLANDER AT =
PNEILER, G ERET 51 B SERIE '

? SGOTTISH TIME TRAVEL RGMANCES S -‘BOOKS 1:

STELLA KNIGHT





