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Traveling through time...for a Highlander.
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Anne MacLeod’s identical ancestor has made a wish on the Fairy Flag at Dunvegan Castle, one which sees the two young women swapping places in time and leaving Anne set to handfast with the very man her ancestor wished to escape. Only Anne sees the possibilities, because now she could change the future and ensure her parents never perished in the inferno which took their lives.

Highland warrior Alex MacDonald has made an agreement to handfast with Anne in order to bring a halt to the feud raging between their clans. The last thing he expects though is a woman claiming to come from the future, a woman who stirs him on a physical and emotional level to protect, and to even believe.

When Anne finds herself in her MacLeod chief’s presence, she chooses to go with him in order to leave a message for her parents. In full pursuit, Alex wages a battle of the heart, and of the very essence of time. Can he defy the odds as Anne is taken from him...to work his own magic and get her back?
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To everyone who enjoys Highlander stories. I intend to keep these books coming.
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On the way to the ruins of Dunscaith Castle, on the Isle of Skye.
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Anne MacLeod tapped her tour brochure against the front headrest as they traveled the bumpy road. Beyond the windshield, the ruins of Dunscaith Castle perched on a low headland to the side of the twisting and isolated road.

“Dunscaith Castle is one of at least four named as such, and in this remote area of Scotland, it took brute strength for clan MacDonald to hold it,” her guide, Donald MacDonald, declared as he negotiated his way up the van’s cramped aisle toward the front.

“Donald, it says here that sometime in the fourteenth century the MacLeods took control of it.”

“They did, but the MacDonalds recaptured it again in the fifteenth century. There have been too many battles to count between my clan and yours here.” A slow grin broke across his face. “Even during this entire trip, you and I have found plenty to bicker about.”

“That’s because you love to prattle on about your kin so much.” MacDonalds. They were all impossible.

The heavy swell of the sea crashed into the cliff-face and sprayed the jagged ruins. Gray blocks of stone stood so heartbreakingly cold and alone, as she was on this tour. Goodness, how she’d have loved to have her parents by her side as she trekked through Scotland. They’d always longed to make the journey here, where centuries ago, their ancestors had lived. Even with all Donald’s jabbering, these ruins intrigued her. MacLeods had lived here, and history had decreed her own kin had walked these moors.

“Donald, we’re taking a look around, right?”

“Yes, we’ll stop soon.” He rubbed his jaw. “If you wish, you’ll hear far more about your ancestors if you take the Dunvegan Castle tour. The MacLeods have ruled there for over eight-hundred years.”

“Next week then. I’ll make sure I book another tour with you since we get along so well.”

He snorted a laugh. “You won’t find me taking tours to Dunvegan. I leave that for one of their own. Come everyone. We’re about to stop. It’s blustery out so wrap up.”

She hoisted to her feet, edged past Donald and tapped the kind elderly driver on the shoulder. “How safe are the ruins to walk around, William?”

“Not too bad. You’ll have to mind the cliff’s edge as you wander about since there’s a gap of six meters or so between the mainland and the rock the castle sits on. The walled bridge arching between the two is unstable, and it’s best to take the beach access. We’ll be here for an hour. Do you have something warmer to put on over that blouse?” He wore thick corduroy trousers and a brown-speckled woolen jersey.

She patted her red ankle-length woven skirt, which she’d bought her first day after discovering how shockingly cold Scotland’s weather could be. “I sure do. I can’t wait to get out there and take a look around.”

“I’ll see to that now then.” William indicated then jerked over to the side of the road.  “There’s nothing like having one of your kin here to stir up some excitement. Keep Donald on his toes. My son needs the adventure.”

“Dad, please. Don’t beg trouble.” Donald shoved open the side door and stepped out. The brisk breeze tossed his dark locks across his face as he fastened his coat. Her tour was run by a private family firm, and without her own family, she’d jumped at the chance to join Donald and William’s.

“Thank you, William. Adventure is my middle name.” She nabbed her red woolen coat from the back of her seat, hurried to the door and stepped onto the crumbly edged blacktop.

The salty scent of the sea tickled her nose. Fog clung to its choppy blue-green surface, a layer of it rolling in with the surging waves. The brisk Highland wind rushed at her, and she flicked up her collar. Scotland was so cold, nothing like New Zealand. At home she barely even wore a coat, yet here she’d likely need one all year round. How had her ancestors coped with living on this beautiful, yet ruggedly cold land?

“Where does your family hail from?” Buttoning his coat as he leaned against the side of the van, Donald eyed her. “You’ve quite the accent for a MacLeod.”

“Didn’t I tell you I’m from Down Under?”

“Australia?”

“No, a little further down than that.”

“Antarctica?” Donald was such a tease. “Oh, you mean New Zealand?”

“Funny, and yes. You know, back home they have a name for someone like you?”

“What’s that?”

“A pest.”

He burst into laughter. “I’ll get you back for that later.”

“I’m sure you will. So how many family members have you got here? When I booked my ticket with your mother, she introduced me to three of your brothers, all taking different tours.” This one was her first preference though. It would only be a short trek to the ruins along the rocky shore.

“Just those three, but I have what feels like a thousand cousins, and dozens of aunts and uncles.” He motioned toward the stone rubble. “Go ahead if you’d like. I’ll wait for the others and then follow.”

“I think I will. Feel free to catch up. If you can.” Grinning, she strode off. The shore track quickly reduced to a thin path through the long grasses and heather as it wound uphill to the mainland. At the top, she wiped her brow. A steep gully separated her and the ruins. The beach access must have been to the right of the decayed bridge, only fog rushing in obscured it. The bridge walls were intact. It might be possible to shuffle along the remaining narrow shelf. She leaned over the edge of the twenty-foot chasm then set one foot on the ledge.

Yep, her small feet would be a bonus. This was doable. Allowing her adventurous spirit to take flight, she stepped out. Even shrouded as it was, Dunscaith Castle awaited her.

“What are you doing, Anne? Wait.” Donald jogged toward her. “You can’t cross there. Dad told you to take the beach access to the side.”

A gust plastered her long skirt against her legs. “Sorry, I’m a bit impulsive. I’ll be fine.”

“Get back.”

“I’ll be careful.” She waved him off while maintaining her balance. Below the sea roared and the surf washed in to slap hard and spray high against the rock’s sheer surface. Best to take it slow. She lowered and crawled.

“Wait up. Geez, we should never have let a MacLeod board the van.” He braced one foot on the ledge.

“It’s all right. I can make it on my own.”

“I’m coming anyway. You’re my responsibility.”

“What about your other passengers?” A drop of water splashed her nose then another hit her cheek.

“They’re taking the correct path since their hearing is better than yours.”

“Then I’ll see them at the ruins.” Gosh, where was the end of the ledge?

“Got you.” Donald clamped her ankle and held her still.

“Let go and stop ruining my fun. I’m almost there.”

“Hold still or else you’ll topple us both off.”

“Don—” Lightning flashed and thunder boomed. A heavy cloud blackened the skies. “Right, holding still.”

“Strange things have happened at these ruins over time, events that can’t be explained.”

“Can we back up? I can’t see more than a few feet in front of—” A horse whinnied then the sound of hooves pounding echoed all around. “There’s a horse out here?”

“No, not unless—”

Underneath her the ledge shook and through the shroud, a horse and rider rode free. Inches away on the wooden drawbridge, the animal reared up on its hind legs.

Shoot, that couldn’t be right. Where had the drawbridge come from?

She clutched Donald as the horse’s hooves crashed down, almost slicing into her.

“The castle belongs to us, Artair.” A beast of a man riding the brute bellowed to another rider. “Dinnae let nary a MacLeod enter. I’ll see to my mother and Anne.”

“I’ll return to the watch point.” The man who must be Artair slapped his horse’s rear and galloped back into the gloom.

“Alex.” A Highlander wrapped in a thick plaid raced from the castle. “Where’s the chief and the men he took with him?”

“We found no trace of him passing through the village.” In one swift move, Alex dismounted then secured his destrier to a post on the bridge. “Cool the horse and give him an extra hand of oats, James.” He stormed into the castle.

“Did you see that?” Anne fisted Donald’s coat. “Who are those men? What’s going on?”

“This could be one of those strange things. I’ve heard it said—”

“Who goes there?” The Highlander, James, stomped forward in his thickly furred boots, hunkered down and looked right through her as if searching.

“I think he can hear us.” She could certainly almost touch him, this warrior dressed as if from centuries in the past.

“Come forth and show yourself.” The man shot out a hand, caught her around the neck and yanked her to her feet. “There you—Anne?” His bushy red eyebrows flung up. “Sorry, lass. I left you inside. How did you sneak past me?”

“Donald, help.” She wobbled as he released her. Where was Donald? She fell to her knees and slapped the ledge where she’d just been. “Not funny, Donald. You can’t desert me now. Show yourself.”

“The chief’s away. Alex returned, but couldnae find him.” James heaved her up.

“Where on earth did this drawbridge come from?” She stomped on it. It was solid and very real. The planks were of the thickest cut. “Who are you?”

“The same man I was this morn. Come. Let’s get you back inside.”

“No, I have to find Donald and go home.”

“This is your home. Now nay more wandering in the cold.” He snatched her wrist and tugged her away.

“This is all a mistake.” She heaved, but his grip was immoveable.

He steered her under an arch and along a stepped passageway with crenelated stone walls. They came out of the dank walkway and crossed an inner courtyard holding a central well. Stone buildings rose all around, although barely visible in the growing dark. He urged her up a side staircase.

“Please, you’ve got to stop.”

“Once I deliver you to my brother. Alex,” he bellowed. “I have your betrothed.”

Betrothed? Holy moly, she wasn’t betrothed to anyone. Why would this man think she was? “No. You have me confused with someone else. I shouldn’t even be here, and I’m definitely not—”

“Anne, there you are.” A woman dashed down the passageway. She wore a gown of rich burgundy with lace edging her bodice. “We still need to hem one of my gowns for your handfast. Good grief, I cannae believe ’tis been a sennight and your trunks have still no’ arrived.”

“My trunks? What do you mean by a sennight?”

“’Twill be all right. One of my gowns will suffice.” Her accent was much thicker than Donald’s. She rubbed Anne’s woolen-coated arm. “Where did you get this garment? ’Tis of a bonnie weave, as is your skirt, but no’ attire I’ve given you.”

“I, ah...”

“Nay, never mind. The seamstress must have left it for you. The weaver woman has a new loom, and what a fine thread it weaves.” She looked at James and huffed. “Let the lass go. I never taught you to manhandle a woman so.”

“She lost her way. I was simply making certain she didnae again.” He tucked his hands behind his back.

“What was the MacLeod chief thinking, James? When a man sends his kin to another’s household, she should arrive with more than the clothes on her back.”

“I’d say naught since she also arrived without a guard. Where’s Alex? His bride tried to take flight.”

“Here.” Thick blond hair swept over Alex’s shoulders as he stormed around the corner. “And the MacLeod chief likely hoped I’d send her straight back to Dunvegan Castle.”

“That’s no’ possible,” James muttered. “No one denies our uncle what he wishes.”

“Aye, this handfast was brokered by him, and I’ll accept what will be in order to end this feud between us and the MacLeods.” He halted before the woman, grasped her hands. “Uncle didnae travel through the village, and I couldnae find any other trace of his passage.”

“You’ll widen your search?”

“At first light, Mother. We’ll find him.”

His mother appeared young, her long brown locks only holding a strand or two of gray. While Alex wore a great plaid secured over his chest with a silver pin and belted low at his waist with a leather girdle.

A missing chief. A castle no longer in ruins. And a betrothal. She pinched herself. Ouch. Yes, this was real. She’d traveled back through time. Nothing else made sense. Yet, how did they all know her? “Ah, Alex. I’m confused.”

“There’s nay need to be. Come. You shouldnae have been outside.” He opened the wooden door off the corridor. “You’re shivering and should warm yourself. Your chamber awaits.”

“Go stand afore the fire, my dear.” The woman patted her shoulder then eyed Alex. “When will the ceremony take place?”

“On the morrow. Noon. Anne, if you will. We should speak since there has no’ been time since your arrival.”

Right, because for some reason they believed she’d already been here a week. She glanced from him to the chamber. Her choices seemed fairly limited. She needed to find out what was going on and more about this Anne they’d called her.

“Dinnae dally. Inside. ’Tis your chamber.” James nudged her forward.

“I’m not a prisoner am I?” Best to check.

“Nay, no’ once your vows are spoken. You’ll be kin then.”

Kin. She had no kin, and hadn’t for three years. Still, she couldn’t find out more unless she and Alex spoke. She entered and her intended shut the door. A large bed covered in blankets, the topmost cover a pretty patchwork of red and blue wool, sat against one wall. Under the window, a side table held a basin and jug, and next to it, a trunk sat propped open. She edged toward it. The engraving along its sides appeared Celtic in design, although nothing was contained within. No clothes, as said.

“Has Mary shown you around while I’ve been gone?”

“Ah, Mary’s your mother.” She tried not to make it a question. If she’d traveled to the past as it appeared, it’d be best to watch her words.

“Last I was aware.” He smiled then quickly straightened his lips. “I apologize for the length of time I’ve been gone. We’ve no’ had the chance to get to know one another as we should’ve.”

“You mean before our vows are spoken?” Because those sounded imminent.

“Aye. Why did James find you outside?” He closed the wooden shutters over the narrow window then lit a candle from the fire blazing in the hearth.

“Now that’s a whole other story. I think I hit my head. It feels a little fuzzy. You don’t mind telling me what year this is, do you?”

He snorted, almost extinguishing the candle before he set it into its place on the corner stand. “’Tis the year of our reckoning, one where you and I must live together as man and wife. Pray tell it can occur between a MacDonald and a MacLeod.”

“So it’s like what? The fourteenth? The fifteenth? The sixteenth century?”

“Lass, we should speak of our ceremony. I’d like your word you’ll honor your vows as I will honor mine.”

“How do you intend our handfast to work?”

With a quizzical look, he closed in on her. “Your accent is more that of the Lowlanders, and you speak odd words. Were you no’ raised with your cousin, the Chief of MacLeod?”

“I’ve been around a bit, which adds a flare to my accent.” She’d have to take care and watch her words. And she was now cousin to the MacLeod chief? Strange didn’t even begin to cover this.

“Clearly, and without a guard. You’ve abided within my walls with none of your own clansmen about, and aye, ours willnae be a typical handfast. I’ve no intention of”—he clasped his hands behind his back—“getting too close.”

At least Alex seemed honorable. “Thank you. That’ll be one less thing for me to worry about, and trust me, I currently have a few issues.”

“Neither of us wished for what’s befallen us. We’ll cope as we must for the next year and a day.”

“Will this handfast truly end the feud between our clans?” She’d heard of such things when she’d studied Scotland’s history. A handfast wasn’t as binding as a marriage and could easily be undone. It would probably suit a ton of people in her time.

“’Twill end the feud for longer should we make the effort.” He crossed the room and stood before her.

“Could you expand on this effort?” She glanced at the bed. “I thought you just said—”

“I did.” He cupped her cheek, brought her gaze back to his. “I meant it when I said we willnae be getting too close, but we still have to live with each other.”

She stared into his eyes. Specks of gold flickered brightly within the brown. “You have the most beautiful eyes.”

“I think no’.”

“Your lashes are so long with sweeping golden tips.” It wasn’t like her to notice such a thing about a man. Yet it was as if a fairy had waved her wand and sprinkled a magical color over them.

“Anne.” He shut his eyes then opened them.

“There’s something about—” She covered his hand. Oh, so warm. She curled her fingers between his. Deep inside, something about him niggled with familiarity. “I must be hallucinating. It’s as if we’ve met before, but that’s entirely impossible.”

“We have.” He frowned. “You seem rather confused. Mayhap you need a rest after your wandering this eve.”

“Yes, rest, and some time to myself.” Great. Time. She was currently a few centuries out of that, but a little more wouldn’t matter.

“Is there aught you need afore I say goodnight?” He turned his hand until their palms lay flush together.

That niggle exploded and she itched to get closer still. “No, I’m good.” She rubbed her hand against his, his toughened skin rough yet so soothing. Her worry eased. She was in the past, but he was here. All would be well. This was more than strange.

“Then I’ll see you in the morn. Goodnight, Anne. Sleep well.” He pressed a kiss to the inside of her palm, stepped away with a curt bow and strode to the door.

Before she could call him back, he shut it with a resounding thunk.

Gone. Her heart squeezed tight. “Alex, you promised you’d never leave me.” Her whispered words made no sense, and the honesty ringing within them made her shiver.

“Anne MacLeod?” A young woman rolled out from underneath the bed then slapped the dust from her long navy skirts as she stood.

She jumped back and clutched her chest. “Good grief. Where did you come from?”

“Under the bed.” The woman smiled apologetically. “Sorry, ’tis no’ the time to jest. My name’s Anne MacLeod too, but my closest call me Annie. I didnae mean to frighten you.”

“You’re too late for that.” Unbelievable. This woman had long hair, a shimmery shade of white-gold that swayed to her waist. She had the same shade and length, only her hair was wound up into a bun for the day. “Please tell me I’m hallucinating. Why do we look...identical?”

“You’re one of my direct descendants.” The woman edged closer. “Our lives are now tied together.”

“How? Why?”

“I’ll explain what I can. There’s fairy blood within the MacLeod line, and on the last full moon, I made a wish upon the Fairy Flag hidden within Dunvegan Castle. I asked to travel to a place where I wouldnae be forced to handfast with the MacDonald. My wish took me through a portal
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