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Dedication

I started writing this book about three years ago, and then life happened. During the ups and downs, there were points I was convinced I would never finish another book, let alone publish one. 

So, I supposed this book is dedicated to perseverance. No matter what happens, if you fight for what you want hard enough, it can be a reality. 

Here’s to this book, story and this “the end.” 

I will do I again, too! I hope you love Lexi and Graeme as much as I do!


Chapter One

 

 

 

Act like a grown woman.

Her mother’s voice resounded in her head. Their telepathic communication was one of things she needed to escape. Lexi ignored her mother’s urgings in her mind.

Get out of my head, she shouted back.

Fury guided her actions more than the magic flowing over her in waves. She cursed under her breath, using words she’d never had the courage to voice. Things a proper lady would never deign to say. Even at one and twenty, her father would take her to task. Threaten to tan her hide like he would a lad.

She had no care; only continued the rhythmic actions of her flying fingers, the first requirements to open the Faery Stones. She sensed the music greeting her, yet she couldn’t smile. Magic usually calmed her, but the rage at her mother—her entire family, really—drove her. 

Lexi needed to get away. 

Away from their chiding. Away from their smothering. From the constant overprotection, as if she was a lassie instead of a grown woman.

Alana, her mother went on, in full lecture mode, but she whispered a spellword to eject her from her mind.

She wasn’t acting like an adult. 

She was proving her mother right. Letting impulsivity and anger guide her, but she didn’t stop what she was doing.

Lexi couldn’t.

As the daughter of a former Fae princess, she was half Fae, and she deserved her legacy. The magic in front of her, in the form of the Faery Stones was a part of her heritage. 

She was a much a part of the Fae world as the human one. 

Or she should be. Lexi had a right to what was before her.

The Faery Stones were made up of five clustered natural formations, rising from the small cavern’s floor, perfectly spaced from each other in a loose circle. One was centered with the other four surrounding it. 

When she’d rushed into the dark cave, her eyes hadn’t required time to adjust, because the magic before her lit up the caverns, chasing away the shadows. 

The crystals glinted, as if some light source was present to reflect off them, but the radiance came from inside the gems. The Stones gave off enough light to illuminate the cave, but they were hidden well enough to prevent unexpected guests. 

No one would find this location along the beaches of Skye, unless they knew where to look.

Her mother had charms in place to deter humans from stumbling upon it. Even if they had no magic, there was an overwhelming sense of dread that settled over any person in the vicinity.

Lexi felt it too, but the call of the Stones to her Fae side always overrode it. Like her mother, she had a strong tie to the crystals. 

She could feel the melody. She’d always heard the song they played; the internal tune danced in her thoughts, drawing her closer, as if by instinct, and steered her movements as she repeated the pattern—touching each crystal—that would open the portal. 

Each Stone sat atop the five naturally formed pillars, and were from the Realm of the Fae; magic-born. The largest one in the center was the key to making the others work. They had to be in sync as a whole to open the portal.

The semi-circle the Faery Stones sat in was perfect, as if it had been placed there, not grown. That was probably the case; they’d been put in the Human Realm a millennia ago by Fae who’d wanted to link their worlds, for unknown reasons; perhaps to explore?

Learning how to open them didn’t come naturally to those with Fae lineage, as it did to Lexi. Usually, it took several tries to get it right; but not her. She’d always felt their melody in her blood and had been able to open them the first time she’d tried—much to her mother’s chagrin.

The main Stone called to her, brightening and thrumming. Power coursed through her, making her limbs buzz. The pleasure of it fought the negative feelings still filtering through her system. 

She bounced on her heels, and her feet slid around in the too-big deerskin boots. They were certainly improper footwear for her, but she hadn’t taken time to use the shrinking spellword her cousin had taught her. The boots also belonged to him, but hopefully Liam wouldn’t be to upset she’d stolen them.

That tiny bit of magic was handy, given that she had a penchant for borrowing lad’s clothes whenever she fled home. Something her mother accused her of doing far too often. 

The trews she wore fit like they belonged to her, but they too, were stolen. The deep purple hue was made of fine material from the Fae Realm. Her mother was fond of them, and would be even more irritated when she realized they were missing.

Lexi hummed to the notes each crystal emitted. The Stones responded by going radiant, and the trill got louder, making her body vibrate.

Warmth shot through her, traveling up her fingers, into her wrists and limbs. A welcome feeling dimming more of her anger.

The first pop sounded, indicating the portal’s advent. Then the familiar sound of tearing parchment. 

The following pop-pop-pop was each louder than the last, and a magic-born gale swirled around her, making her hair fly in her face. 

The flow of power worked up more heat inside her, and the moving air was like a caress, offering blissful coolness even if her tresses stung her eyes.

White light shot straight up to the cave’s ceiling from the center crystal of the Faery Stones, the last occurrence before the portal’s birth. 

The same had happened when she and Liam had opened the Stones almost two years before.

Anticipation hit her, and she broke physical contact with the final crystal. 

Alexandria.

Her given name held warning and alarm. Her mother was attuned to the magic of the Faery Stones, even more so than she or her brother, so it wasn’t a surprise that Alana would know what she was doing. 

It also wasn’t a surprise her mother had obliterated her mental block. The former princess was a powerful empath.

Alexandria Evelyn Claire MacLeod.

Lexi shook her head as her mother’s assumed omnipotence hitched up a few notches with her entire Christian name. It contained more than alarm.

There was real fear there.

Tales she’d been told of the ferocious Fae danced through her head.

That should give her pause—

An iridescent orb appeared, distracting her from her own bud of doubt and distress. The whole cavern shimmered and wavered as the glowing bubble grew. 

The opening hovered above the stark white sand littering the floor of the cave, and the light reflected off it. 

Then the portal floated downward, hovering a few inches in the air. 

At first hazy and opaque, it started to clear, like multicolored clouds retreating. It grew larger and larger by the second. 

Soon, it would reveal the realm on the other side. 

The Fae Realm.

The doorway would take her to the people of her mother, and she cared not that it was supposedly dangerous.

Her cousin Liam—the son of a former Fae Warrior—had told her of his adventures when he’d snuck into the other side. 

Multiple times. 

Like his father Xander, her cousin had wings in the realm of the Fae, unlike here, on the Isle of Skye, in the human world. 

As her blasted mother had always explained it, the world of the humans had much less magic, so her cousins—father and son alike—didn’t have their wings.

Over there, Liam could fly. 

Over there, her powers would come more easily.

Lexi had been cautioned her whole life how dangerous the Fae were. How they could sense human blood and would kill her on sight for being an abomination, for intruding in their world. Her father Alex, the current Laird MacLeod, was human. 

Her mother had sadly explained that her grandfather, the King of the Scottish Fae, Fillan, wouldn’t suffer to look at her before he had her killed, regardless of their blood tie. 

Alana had forever fled her people to be with Lexi’s father, so the same was true for the former princess. She was exiled. Self-banished, since she’d fled imprisonment before Lexi’s birth. 

Banishment was preferred to being killed by one’s own blood, her mother always said. She was also fond of adding, had they not escaped together—since the king had also taken Alex hostage—Lexi would likely have never been born.

Neither Lexi, nor her brother, Angus, had ever been to the Realm of the Fae.

Liam had always managed to get away from the Fae Warriors who supposedly guarded the Faery Stones on the other side. He knew spells they’d played with as wee ones; knew how to turn invisible for a short time. 

They both knew some defensive magic forbidden to use at home. Her mother frowned upon most, if not all, magic use. 

Lexi wouldn’t focus on that now, or what’d happened to cause her flight from Dunvegan.

She could blink, or travel by picturing her destination, and appearing there by will. Her Aunt Claire called it traveling telepathically. 

She’d get away, too.

Lexi.

This time, the voice in her head was her brother’s.

She swallowed. 

With the nickname Aunt Claire had given her, she could feel Angus’ censure, but also his compassion and worry. His love for her.

So, he was going to be the one to try to reason with her. A good plan, since she tended to hear her brother out before she would their parents.

Not today.

She spat a word she’d learned from her Aunt Jules, and had been told by Claire never to utter. 

It seemed as if all her ladylike sensibilities had fled.

Lexi grinned for the first time since she’d run out of the bailey and down the road, headed to the beach. She’d fled on foot, since she’d been worried her beloved mount, her silver mare, Turadh, would’ve been lost had she taken time to get her from the stables.

The waiting portal glimmered, as if beckoning her. 

She couldn’t make out what was on the other side; it was too dark.

No matter. 

With a quick prayer and a big calming breath, she stepped into the bubble.

 

* * * *

 

“Stubborn old fool.” Graeme stomped his foot, then froze. He was thirty years old, dammit. He shouldn’t be stalking the beach like a child, kicking rocks. He hadn’t pouted since he was small, or, wee, as the locals would say.

Despite the relatively warm morning, the overcast sky threatened a thunderstorm. 

He stared out at the water. The waves crashed into the shore with an edge of violence, each larger than the last, seeming as angry as he was.

Well, angry was too strong a word. 

He was frustrated with his grandfather. The man wouldn’t listen, no matter what. It was as if he held a grudge against Graeme that he could never be at fault for.

It was no secret James MacDonald had never wanted his son, Craig, Graeme’s father, to marry his American bride, Susan, and move to Texas. 

Away from Scotland. Away from their ancestral home on the Isle of Skye.

It wasn’t his fault. 

He hadn’t even been born.

Graeme had only met the Scottish guy a few times when he was a kid—he’d spent a few summers in on the Isle of Skye—but now his parents were gone, and he’d just wanted to reconnect with the only family he had left. Immediate family, anyway. 

His mother’s family, his two aunts, two uncles and a smattering of cousins were alive and thriving at home, most of them in the Dallas area. 

His mother had met his father because she’d gone to college in Scotland.

Graeme had toyed with the idea of moving to Scotland after he’d sold his father’s lucrative construction company. 

A fucking drunk driver had ruined his life three years ago, when the bastard had hit his parents, and although he’d worked for his dad for a few years, his degree was in architecture—a result of his mother’s urging—so he hadn’t wanted to run the business permanently. 

As much as he enjoyed designing buildings, his passion was something his grandfather was coincidentally renowned for. Restoration.

He’d seen pictures of his grandfather’s projects and been fascinated. Graeme had worked for a pretty prominent architecture firm after college, and helped his dad on the side, but his penchant for buying antique furniture that needed some TLC had been his in-the-garage thing for years, too. 

His mother had teased he was wasting his talent, but she’d loved the pieces he’d given her all the same.

Damn, he missed his parents. 

He couldn’t close his eyes without seeing their smiling faces, so perhaps a small part of him had needed that from James, as well.

When the hospital had called after Gramps’ fall almost six months before, he’d panicked; convinced he’d lose the last of his father’s blood, even though he hadn’t seen his grandfather since he was a teen.

Too bad his image was shattered by the curmudgeon who’d greeted him in that tiny hospital room after his hip replacement surgery. 

James MacDonald was a bitter old man, and evidently Graeme had only made it worse with his appearance. He looked just like his father, and James had declared him an unwanted reminder of the past, a reminder of the son he’d considered lost, when in reality, Gramps had wasted time until it was too late.

“I’m right here, Gramps.” The wind whipped away his whisper.

He’d wanted to learn from a master. 

His grandfather wasn’t just good at restoring furniture, he’d worked on historical sites, castles, and was a well-informed historian. He’d worked with teams as little as two, and as large as directing hundreds of men, not just in Scotland, but all over the UK.

The man was a legend. The master of his rare craft.

He was the one they called when old things needed to look new again but needed to maintain their authenticity. 

Too bad James MacDonald knew every damn thing, and didn’t want to be told a damn thing. 

Graeme had wanted to help him be more efficient, upgrade his business, new accounting software, maybe a CRM, money saving tips, but Gramps wouldn’t listen. 

If he had to hear, “I’ve been runnin’ this business fer fifty years. What would a lad like ye know?” one more time, he might scream. 

Like a girl.

The man was insufferable.

Just as stubborn as his son. 

Graeme and his dad had had a healthy row from time to time, so it looked like stubborn was just in the blood, confirming his mother’s constant declaration. 

Damn, if Mom could see us now.

Graeme smiled, even if it probably carried the sadness he felt for his loss. His grandfather felt it, too, even if he never talked about it. 

The older man could barely look at pictures of the man, even though they were everywhere in his house. He would frown, and obviously avoid glancing at framed images, as if Craig’s smile would morph to a look of disapproval.

His grandfather had lost his son way before Graeme had lost his dad. Even if it’d been the codger’s choice.

Another sigh floated from his mouth and he shook his head.

He might as well crawl back to Dunvegan Castle and muster some semblance of an apology. God knew his grandfather never would, even if harsh words were flung on both sides. 

They were working on a small restoration project in the seven-hundred-year-old castle that belonged to Clan MacLeod. It wasn’t the older man’s first go at the castle. He’d been a key part of the ten-year long major restoration all over the MacLeod stronghold that had finished a few years before.

Well, Gramps was working. He wouldn’t let Graeme do much more than watch, despite his training and experience in construction and architecture, or his dabbling in restoration. The stubborn jerk barely let him bring in supplies from the truck, even the heavy stuff.

Bridget, the young woman who worked for his grandfather part-time in the office, always said he’d die on the job because he never asked for help.

Graeme disagreed. 

James MacDonald was too obstinate to die. 

With a few curses for good measure, he kicked at the loamy ground and watched the dirt, sand and pebbles fly forward. The wind assisted, carrying off the lighter particles until he couldn’t see them anymore. 

The scent of the sea tickled his nose.

He kicked again, this time harder, throwing up more small rocks and sending them off to new homes.

“Ow.” 

He stilled. A random voice on a deserted beach?

His ears had to be deceiving him. 

Graeme scanned the area in front of him. There was a small ridge he couldn’t see around unless he descended a yard or so.

Was that a foot?

He scrambled down, making more dirt and rocks shift beneath him.

There was definitely movement there, and that foot was bare, as was the shapely calf attached to it.

He kept going until she was in view, then skidded to a halt.

Not only were her feet and legs bare…so was the rest of her. 

Completely.

Naked.

No doubt, the form was female. A stunning female.

Graeme chided himself for checking out the curve of her ass, but since she was lying on her side, he didn’t have much of a choice. 

Until she rolled to her back and put her hand to her forehead, revealing almost everything else.

Her breasts were small and high, and she had long dark hair. She had one leg bent, and one straight, obscuring his view of her, well, most private place, but he could barely tear his eyes away. 

Because despite the fact that something had obviously happened to her, what he could see was pretty perfect.

He kicked his ass into gear and clambered to her side. “Are you all right?”

When she didn’t immediately move, he squatted down.

“Miss?”

She moved her arm away from her face and blinked up at him. “What?” The question was whispered, but revealed a brogue. 

Funny, he could hear it from one word, and it’d become so…normal.

He’d been in Scotland for almost eight months now, and loved everything about the country, its people, the wonderful accent. 

Even his stubborn grandfather.

“Are you okay?” Graeme repeated.

Her gaze seemed to zone in on him for the first time.

Big. Violet. Eyes.

Like practically purple.

How weird.

Contacts?

He cleared his throat. “Miss?”

She coughed and tried to sit up, but struggled, as if she couldn’t get the job done.

“I’m gonna grab your arm, okay, ma’am? Help you up?”

Her skin was soft beneath his fingertips and a shiver ran up his shoulder and down his spine, almost snapping him to attention.

She must’ve felt it, too, because those unusual eyes collided with his again. She licked her lips, and he had the odd desire to lean down and taste her mouth. 

Graeme shook himself and studied her face. 

She was exquisite, and it wasn’t just those eyes, or the rest of her body. Her high cheekbones and full lips accentuated her heart-shaped face.

This female was the whole package.

He helped her to shaking legs, and grabbed her elbows to steady her. He couldn’t tear his eyes from her slender waist or the curve of her delectably rounded hips. 

Graeme forbade himself from looking further south. 

Her locks were so dark, ebony, skimming her hips in the gentle breeze. 

Her nipples were pebbled, and oh-so perfect. Her breasts would fit wholly in his hands, and that’d always been his favorite kind of woman. 

Oh geeze, stop being a perv.

She was cold, from her overly pale and goosebump-covered skin. Graeme needed to help her. Definitely needed to stop looking at her tits, before his dick got ideas. A boner in tight jeans was no friend of his. 

He’d already had the desire to press his lips to hers, and he’d never kissed a stranger in his life. He didn’t need any other ideas.

“What happened to you?” Graeme asked. “Did someone hurt you?” He scanned her alabaster skin—for bruises, he insisted to his inner pervert—but there didn’t seem to be a mark on her.

“Yer no’ Scottish,” she blurted.

Her brogue was as thick as he’d suspected, and somehow added to her appeal.

Of course, being gorgeous and naked didn’t hurt a damn thing.

Graeme smiled. “I am, actually. But I was born and raised in Texas.” He whipped his shirt off and handed it to her.

The girl stood staring at his offering; her cheeks pink. “Yer attire is…odd.” She looked him up and down, then glanced at his gray tee.

He didn’t miss her gaze spending a few seconds too long on his bare torso. The idea that she might like what she saw kicked up his fascination with her.

“Your clothes are absent, so you should put this on.”

Those eyes landed on his face again, and went so wide he could see her whites. “My…my clothes.” That pale flawless skin played ghost and she swayed on her feet.

“Whoa. Just breathe.” Graeme grabbed her wrist and drew her into his chest. His shirt fell to the sandy ground.

She gasped as her naked flesh hit his, and he had to bite back a groan when those perfect breasts pressed into him.

Her ending up in his arms hadn’t been the plan. He’d just wanted to prevent her from falling over, but damn, he wasn’t going to complain. 

She was fitted to him and her arms tentatively encircled his waist. She was petite; the top of her head only skimmed the underside of his chin, but he could pull her closer, tuck her into him and she could put her cheek on his pec. 

Graeme wanted to hold her. Tighter. As if it was somehow right, and he had the strange notion, he didn’t want to let her go. 

“Warm,” she whispered.

Her breathy exclamation somehow kicked in his manners. 

“Oh. Shit, I’m sorry. Let’s get my shirt on you.” He kept one hand on her forearm so she wouldn’t keel over, but really, it was because he couldn’t seem to stop touching her now that he’d started. 

He swallowed. Twice. 

There was definite interest from Mr. Happy, and the dude needed to calm down. 

Sure, he hadn’t gotten laid in a while, but a reaction like this to a strange woman just because she was naked was a bit uncalled for. 

Especially given she was in some kind of trouble. People didn’t just show up naked on the beach, after all.

She stared into his face as Graeme lifted her arm like a toddler and slid his short-sleeved T-shirt up to her slender shoulder. She still hadn’t looked away when the soft material was over her head, and he gently lifted her hair and let the length tumble down her back. The oversized material stopped mid-thigh on her, and he was ashamed of himself that he wished it was higher—or gone.

“What happened to you?” Graeme asked for the second time, needing the distraction.

Be-freaking-have. You’re not a teenager.

The young woman looked at him again, but those fathomless eyes didn’t stay put. 

He followed her gaze when she whirled from him. 

She seemed to study the terrain, the rushing waves, and lastly, his grandfather’s blue pickup, parked about fifty feet from the beach. 

When she faced him again, her pallor was back, with a touch of fear in her expression.

Graeme’s protective instincts flared and he wanted to grab her up, hold her away from the world; keep her safe from whatever obviously scared her.

She swallowed, and he wanted to kiss her throat.

“Could ye kindly tell me tha year?”


Chapter Two

 

 

 

Something had gone very, very wrong.

She wasn’t in the Fae Realm.

Lexi tried to stave off the panic slithering up her spine. She glanced at the very tall, sandy-haired man who’d given her the odd-looking leine to don.

His light locks made his very dark brown eyes even more startling, and his obvious concern made her want to squirm. 

His large warm hand was still locked on her arm, and a part of her wanted to pull away, but the other part wanted to be up against his bare chest again. 

Tremors threatened to take over her body. She’d never been skin-to-skin with a man before. Not like that, anyway. Her breasts had touched his defined pectoral and abdominal muscles.

Lexi had wanted more. Wanted him to hold her tight, or lower his head and press his mouth to hers.

She swallowed as her emotions warred within her. She wasn’t frightened of him, but she suspected when she’d opened the Faery Stones, it’d ripped open a doorway into time. Because this wasn’t 1694 anymore.

The concept wasn’t something unfamiliar to her or her family. Her sister-by-marriage had come through the Stones in Lexi’s and Liam’s botched attempt to go to the Fae Realm almost two years ago. 

Lila was from the far future, a century over three hundred years ahead of her own. She was a surgeon who’d fallen in love with Angus, and decided to stay. 

She was a skilled healer, and people from all over came to see her for illness or injury. She’d opened what she called a clinic at Dunvegan. She’d also saved Lexi’s da from a complicated leg break after being thrown from his horse.

Lexi’s two aunts, Claire, and her sister Jules had also time traveled, stayed in her century, and married Highlanders.

What had happened to her?

Had Lexi traveled through time as well? Only this time, forward?

She recalled all the cautions she’d heard over the years about someone of mixed blood using the Stones. 

It didn’t always result in opening the way to the Fae Realm. 

Sometimes it ripped open a hole in time.

Lexi looked around, her eyes landing on the large blue…thing on the edge of the beach, then back at the shirtless man. 

His trews were odd. They weren’t made of hide or linen, like the trews the men in her family wore when they weren’t in tartan patterns. They were also blue, and he wore boots like she’d never seen, with a thick dark sole, like he’d stepped in tar and molded it to the bottom of his foot.

She’d come to the future.

It was a logical conclusion, as her cousin-by-blood, uncle-by-marriage, Xander, Liam’s father, would say.

The man tilted his head, studying her, although their eyes hadn’t met again. She could feel that dark gaze on her naked form and she quivered. 

Not because she was cold, because his garment helped. 

It was some kind of awareness, and her gut told her he felt it, too. 

The first time they’d touched, it’d been like a magical bolt down her arms. Her belly had warmed, as if she’d had a sip of her father’s favorite whisky.

Her companion had asked her what’d happened several times, but she didn’t know what to tell him, so she hadn’t said a word. 

Then again, he’d not answered her inquiry about the current year.

When their eyes finally met again, Lexi startled and bit back a gasp.

He was so handsome. His bare trunk was made up of defined lines and bulging muscles. His biceps were much the same, and he had markings on both upper arms…a painted picture of some sort. She didn’t want to stare, so she didn’t look long enough to make out the designs.

Her Aunt Claire had a similar painting on her ankle, a permanent one. She called it a tattoo. Perhaps these were the same. 

She forced her eyes off his expanse of flesh, but she wanted to study the sparse sandy hair across his pectorals, and the one dividing his abdominals and disappearing into his pants. 

The hair between his nipples had tickled her cheek when he’d held her, and Lexi had wanted to burrow closer. 

To a stranger? 

Even a kind one?

Although she’d seen many shirtless men, she’d never been…drawn to one. The men of her clan often sparred wearing only their plaids in the courtyards of Dunvegan. 

She’d never wanted to touch a man. Rub up against one. Not in an innocent way, like when she’d embraced her father or brother, uncles or male cousins.

Lexi was…attracted…to this tall kind stranger. 

She had to swallow again.

Her mother would call her foolish. She’d done a reckless, stupid thing in opening the Faery Stones, and she was attracted to the first person she’d run into? Perhaps the travel through time had messed with her head.

Lexi could hear her mother’s ridicule.

Perhaps she was still more bairn than woman, after all. 

Not that she’d ever tell her mother that idea had danced across her mind.

She should dash down the beach, find the Stones and go home. It wouldn’t take long for her magic to seek them out.

But…

Why go back to arguments and disdain?

Of course, she’d have to go home eventually, but she didn’t want to now.

Guilt churned in her gut. 

Her family would worry. 

Whether she’d ended up in the forbidden Realm of the Fae, or here in the future, her mother would be ‘freaking out,’ as Aunt Claire would say. 

Lexi should care, and she did.

However, she didn’t want to go back. 

She’d been accused of being selfish many times, so perhaps she could prove she was indeed…if just a touch?

The man was looking at her expectantly. 

Why?

They stared at each other, as if waiting for the other to speak first.

“Ye…ye are…American?” she finally stammered. 

Like the women who’d time-traveled and joined her family. She’d heard all about what they called, the Colonies in her time, and the other place the man had mentioned, Texas. It was where her aunts and sister-by-marriage were from as well. 

Aunt Claire had explained there were fifty states in her time, not just Texas, although it was much larger than Scotland. 

If it was an odd coincidence that they were all from the same place, like this tall man, Lexi would leave that to mystery. 

Her mother was fond of calling it fate.

Was it her fate to come here and meet a man from Texas?

“Yes.” He nodded, making his mussed golden brown locks shift. 

Lexi had to quash the urge to shy away from him. It was as if he’d answered her thought, instead of her verbal inquiry, and that notion made her belly warm. 

On the other hand, the more she watched his soft-looking hair, the more she wanted to run her fingers through it; so much so, her digits tingled. 

She cleared her throat. “What is tha year, if ye please.”

His fair brows drew tight, as if the question confused him.

It was odd, but she couldn’t tell him why she was asking. He was, after all, a stranger. If she confessed she’d come from the year 1694 through magic called the Faery Stones, he’d likely declare her mad. 

Aunt Claire had told her no one in the future believed in magic anymore, let alone the Fae.

“What happened to you?” the man repeated for the fourth or fifth time.

She held his gaze and forced a shrug. “I need ta know tha year.”

It seemed their conversation was destined to consist of them repeating themselves while the other declined to answer.

He tilted his head again, like her little cousin Iain was prone to do.

Thinking of that particular cousin made the argument with her mother come rushing back. 

Hurt, mixed with the familiar anger toward the woman who’d birthed her, danced into her mind. This time, it wasn’t just her mother; it’d been her da, as well as Uncle Duncan and Aunt Claire all agreeing. 

All joining against her.

Lexi hadn’t apologized then, nor would she think it now. 

She’d had to save Iain.

How would her aunt and uncle have felt if their youngest son had died? 

She didn’t regret her actions, no matter how her family had fussed. 

Yelled. 

Commanded.

Her handsome companion spoke, yanking her from the tormented memories. 

Just as well.

She could only deal with one crisis at a time.

The year floated from his full mouth, and although he’d confirmed her suspicions, hearing it wasn’t easy.

“Pardon?” she managed.

He repeated himself, then asked, “Why?”

The man had stated a date three hundred plus years from when she’d awoken that morning.

Lexi wavered on her bare feet, but the man’s large hand shot out and steadied her. Again. 

“Thank ye,” she whispered, ignoring his inquiry.

“Anytime.” He smiled and something about it made her insides wobble. 

He hesitated, as if he wanted to add words, but didn’t.

No matter, she still couldn’t tell him the truth. Her knees wobbled. She told herself it was the shock of time traveling.

“You gonna be okay?” The concern was back in those alluring midnight eyes.

She forced a nod. She’d have to be. 

Lexi scanned the beach again, trying to locate familiar terrain. She didn’t spot the large boulder that sat outside the entrance of the cave of the Faery Stones, nor the high ridge that marked the place from a distance. 

She didn’t feel her mother’s stay-out charms.

How far had she wandered down the beach?

Or had the topography changed over the centuries?  

Had the magic burned out?

Panic jumped up from the pit of her stomach, making her heart thunder. 

Obviously, the Faery Stones were still around, or she couldn’t be where—when—she stood, but what if she couldn’t find them to get home?

“Hey,” the man whispered. “Where’d you go?”

His calm voice compelled her to look at him again.

Lexi had to clear her throat again before she could speak. “I am braw.”

“Good. Okay. Are you hurt?”

“Nay.”

“That’s good, too.” He gave another smile and, her heart skipped all over again. He shoved out his hand. “Graeme MacDonald. You are?”

Oh, Jesu, as her brother would say. 

The first person she’d run into was a MacDonald.

 

* * * *

 

“Alex…andria Mac…Leod. My family calls me Lexi.” The pretty young woman stuttered and turned bright red, yanking out from under his grip on her arm. 

Through her brogue and broken words, he’d been able to make out her name.

“Lexi, huh? That’s cute.” Graeme smiled.

Lexi’s throat worked, as if she was suddenly afraid of him. 

Why? 

Had a man hurt her, despite her denial? 

His mind went to filling in all sorts of forbidden blanks, unwanted reasons she was naked on the beach. 

The ideas spawned horrible ideas churning low in his stomach. The very possibilities of such depravities…

“Did you say MacLeod?” he forced out, focusing on her surname.

She looked even more nervous, fidgeting. “Aye.”

Graeme thumbed toward the truck. “My grandfather and I are doing some restoration work at Dunvegan. Do you live around here? I can take you home.”

“Dun…Dunvegan…is still here.” It sounded like a question, but was presented as a statement, as if she’d remembered something she’d forgotten. Her unusual eyes were wide again, and her expression seemed to be of wonder
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