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Dedication

 

 

For all my friends who constantly support me by reading, critiquing, and loving my writing. Thanx for cheerleading and holding my hand when I need it, too!

There’s no greater compliment than to hear, “I love that story!” Thank you so much! I love you all more than words can express!


Chapter One

 

 

 

She was dreaming. Again.

Rock music blared from the earbuds in her ears, and Claire ran harder. Somehow the treadmill had more resistance than usual. Felt funny under her feet, too. 

Bare feet? 

No running shoes?

When she looked down, she jolted. Shock washed over her. Brought her to a screeching halt from her dead run. 

She wasn’t on a treadmill. Not to mention, she was—

Naked? 

Claire didn’t have on a stitch of clothing. 

“What the hell?”

She wiggled her toes and damp, gritty sand and tiny pebbles squished between them.

 “Where the hell am I?” Yanking the buds from her ears, she let the wires drape over her shoulders and searched her memory.

Nada. 

Panic rose from her gut, and she started to shake all over. Claire sucked in a breath and watched her bare breasts rise and fall. 

Frigid sea mist kissed her skin and she shivered. 

A beach? Seriously?

What an odd dream.

If she wasn’t naked and freezing, it might be pleasant to run on the beach…wherever the heck she was.

She approached the water, but the moment the frigid liquid touched her toes, she jumped back. The scent of salt in the sea spray shook her again.

The ocean? 

The sea?

Which one? 

She’d never been to the ocean before, so it was a tossup.

Claire’s gaze shot skyward when two gulls called to each other. They flew overhead, crossed paths, and then one dove for the water.

Weird, everything’s so vivid.

No one was in sight, and neither was any sort of boat or shelter. 

Further from the water, the terrain became riddled with cliffs. 

She couldn’t see over the closest ridge, which sat about six or seven feet high.

A screaming heavy metal song blared from her headphones, clashing with the peaceful morning around her.

At least it seemed to be morning. 

Clouds littered the sky, covering the sun, but it wasn’t dark out. Her gut said morning, even if she couldn’t tell what time it was.

“Okay, Claire. It’s cold. Wake up.” She backed a few more steps from the water’s edge, shaking out her long hair. Her hair tie was gone too.

Claire winced. When her fingertips passed over a tangle, and she had to work it free. Her scalp throbbed.

“Pain. Also feels real.” 

She jumped up and down in place, trying to warm her chilled body. Her hair skimmed her shoulders and tickled her back, raising gooseflesh from biceps to wrist.

Nothing. 

Only the loamy beach. Not the blue walls of her bedroom or the high white ceilings of her little house.

“C’mon, Claire. Wake. Up. Now.” She pinched her own forearm. “Damn, ow.” Claire rubbed the pulsing spot and looked around. “What the—”

“Who goes there?” A deep, accented voice made her jump.

Her MP3 player crashed to the sand, the wires from her headphones ripping over her shoulders as they flew away from her body, but she didn’t go after the devices. 

Claire’s heart kicked into overdrive, and she shot her arm across her naked breasts. Plastered her palm over her bare sex.

“Okay, don’t like this dream anymore.” Her voice jumped up an octave.

Why can’t I wake up?

Maybe a touch of fright would make her wake the hell up.

“Ummm…hello?” Claire ventured, even though her pulse pounded in her temples. She didn’t see the voice’s owner, but she was stuck now. 

Not like I can run and hide.

She wasn’t fond of a stranger seeing her nude, even if gym time had given her a rockin’ body.

Claire smirked. Her sister would’ve declared her egotistical right then and there.

Three figures came into view, standing atop a grassy overhang and staring down at her. Two men and a boy.

“Lass?” one asked.

Lass? 

Okay, no more Scottish Highlander romance novels before bed for you, Claire McGowan. At least she’d placed the accent.

All three were dressed in period clothing. Like—seventeen hundreds or something. The tallest one had a tartan plaid on. 

The man who’d spoken was older, wearing a thick gray beard he was currently scratching, as if he was trying to figure her out.

Well, duh. Naked girl on the beach at the ass crack of dawn should do it every time.

The boy looked about ten. He scrambled down the incline, stopping about three feet from her and staring. Wide blue eyes. Dark, messy hair that needed a good cut.

Claire backed up, squeezing her eyes shut. “Seriously, wake up.” Although, she should pat herself on the back for the vivid imagination—if she didn’t have to cover her tender parts—she would’ve so been on that.

This place looked and felt real.

“Are ye Fae?” The kid’s brogue was thick, but his voice was high, making him sound younger than she’d guessed.

“Wh-what?” Claire asked, taking another step back.

“Angus, hush,” the last man admonished. His voice was familiar; he’d been the one who’d called out first. He jumped down to the beach with little effort.

Claire almost forgot to cover herself as she gazed up at him. 

Had to be about six-five or six-six. 

Definitely had a foot on her, for sure.

Blue eyes, like the kid. Long dark hair—nearly black—flowing in the wind. He was the one wearing a kilt, and had the same tartan pattern strewn across his body, shoulder to waist and held down with a belt, a puffy-sleeved ivory shirt beneath it, but it was open at the neck. Dark chest hair peeked out and her stomach fluttered.

Good job, Claire. At least you dreamt up someone yummy. 

The model on the cover of the book she’d been reading before bed had nothing on this guy.

“Lass? Are ye well?” His voice was concerned, as was his expression. He spoke gently.

“M-m-m-me?” 

Way to go on the stutter, Clair-bear. 

Her sister’s nickname for her popped into her head with ease. It should’ve grounded her, but she still didn’t wake up.

“She speaks funny, Uncle!”

How can he tell? 

She’d said two words, literally.

“Where am I?” Claire whispered. The sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach made her shift on her feet. 

“Isle of Skye.” The boy jumped up and down. “We were s’ppose ta go fishing. But I found ye, instead.”

“Hush, Angus MacLeod,” the man said, but there was amusement in his tone. However, he didn’t take his eyes off Claire. 

A tremor slid down her spine when his gaze traveled her frame.

Still. Naked.

She wanted to sink into the sand, her earlier confidence about her body gone. Claire shivered; her teeth chattered.

“Jesu, lass. Yer freezin’.” The huge man unbelted the plaid from his waist and whipped the shirt off his torso. Now he stood before her bare-chested. His accent was as thick as the boy’s, but she could make his words out better. 

Sexy as hell.

“Yeah, kinda naked over here.” A nervous titter fell from her lips and made her wince.

“Is she Fae, Uncle?” Angus asked.

“Ye’ve been spendin’ too much time wit’ my father.” The man laughed, but it had a nervous edge. He called to the older man on the ridge. “Da, stop cloudin’ the lad’s head with faery tales.”

The older guy on the hill chuckled. “Och, then dinnae leave the lad wit’ me when ye go off.”

“Like I have a choice.”

Claire’s focus scattered when he threw his shirt over her shoulders. She struggled into the huge garment, and warmth enveloped her, as well as his clean masculine scent. 

Sandalwood and fresh peat. Earthy, yet delicious. 

Like he’d stepped out of her damn book.

All she could see in front of her was a wide expanse of bare, well-defined chest. His arms and pecs were huge. 

She stopped counting abs when she got to four on each side. There was a dark strip of hair dividing his eight-pack and disappearing into that kilt. 

Claire had to swallow hard.

Gorgeous didn’t even cover it. She forbade herself from wondering what he had under the tartan.

“There, lass. Are ye hale?” He rubbed her arms up and down on the outside of the fabric.

She clutched the huge shirt closer at the neck, since it was big and immediately wanted to go off-shoulder. She fought a shiver that had nothing to do with the chill of the beach. 

Their eyes locked, and one corner of his mouth shot up.

“I’m good. Thanks.” She forced words out. Claire’s mouth went dry. Her tongue was thick, stuck to her palate.

He paused, as if he was trying to make sense of her words. Then he nodded. “Duncan MacLeod.” He inclined his head and smiled.

“Like the TV show from the nineties?” she blurted.

Way to be original in dreamland. 

On the other hand, she’d loved that show. 

“What, lass?” He cocked his head to one side, studying her like the kid standing beside him still was.

“Nothing.” Claire shook her head.

“She is Fae, Uncle.”

Duncan MacLeod sighed and crossed his arms over his massive—still naked—chest. “Angus, another word an’ I’m goin’ ta make ye join yer grandfa.”

The boy jumped up and down. “But Uncle, look a’ her. Fair hair, like my—”

The man clamped a hand over the kid’s mouth. He grabbed him up against his broad torso, his little feet dangling above the ground. “Enough, lad.”

With a dramatic sigh, Angus deflated and nodded. 

Duncan MacLeod set him to his feet. 

The kid stared up at him, visibly disappointed, his little shoulders caved in.

“Up the hill, wit’ yer grandfa.”

He didn’t speak, as he obeyed. He dashed to the overhang and scrambled up like a gold medal rock climber. “Sorry, Uncle,” he muttered when he was about halfway.

“I’m sorry, lass. He’s…”

“Fine.” Claire had to smile. The kid was cute. “A normal little boy.” 

When Duncan MacLeod grinned, her heart stuttered. “Da, take Angus back ta Dunvegan. Tell Janey ta have a warm bath ready, an’ somethin’ fer the lass ta wear. A meal, too. We’ll join ye shortly.”

“What? No…” Claire shook her head.

“Nay, lass. Ye’ll do as I say.” He glanced up to the ridge.

She snapped her mouth shut. 

His tone brooked no argument.

Hey, is this my dream, or what? 

This didn’t feel like a dream anymore. Not that it ever really had. 

Duncan’s father nodded, resting a hand on the kid’s shoulders. “See ye, then.” The old man waved.

Claire shifted on her feet under the weight of Duncan’s gaze, when the others had left them.

“Now, lass. Ye an’ I shall speak. Who are ye, an’ where did ye come from?”


Chapter Two

 

 

 

“This is a dream. This has to be a dream, right?”

Duncan MacLeod’s sapphire eyes searched her face, and he settled his large hands on her upper arms. “A dream?”

Through the linen material of his shirt, the heat of his grip sank into her body. Claire’s limbs tingled.

“The lad was right, ye do speak…oddly,” he muttered, but he was talking more to himself than her.

She cleared her throat as panic started to rise from her belly. “This isn’t a dream. Oh my God. I’m in Scotland. My trip…” Her legs wobbled; her vision wavered.

“Aye, Scotland. On my lands—Clan MacLeod. On tha Isle of Skye, in tha Hebrides.”

Shit. I’m gonna pass out.

“Lass?” Duncan’s voice held concern, but his eyes, then his handsome face blurred. 

She couldn’t focus. Black crept up and Claire’s muscles let go.

“Lass?”

Warmth enveloped her and she sucked in a breath. She was up against something—someone—solid. She sucked in air and moaned. Her temples throbbed.

Am I finally awake?

“Lass?”

Claire refused to open her eyes. The sound of rushing waters made her whimper.

The beach. 

The man. 

Duncan MacLeod.

“You keep calling me that.”

“Ye have yet ta tell me what yer called, s’all.” When the laugh rumbled against her body, as well as greeted her ears, her eyes flew open.

Claire was in his arms. Against his massive chest. Her belly warmed. Desire made her throb between her legs.

Desire? 

You don’t even know this guy.

Yeah, but he’s holding me entirely off the ground. Strong arms. Muscles galore. Plus, he’s hot as hell.

Talking to herself? 

Answering herself?

Maybe Claire was in a coma. 

In a mental institution. 

She was going crazy.

“Are ye well? Ye...seem ta have the vapors.”

The vapors?

What the hell?

“I’m good. I’m okay. You can let go of me.” She met his blue eyes, read doubt there. “Promise. I’m good.”

“From where do ye hale, lass? What’re ye called?” Duncan put her to her feet, but didn’t take his large hands off her. 

Claire didn’t pull away, either. She met his gaze and cleared her throat. “Texas. Claire. Claire McGowan.”

“Texas?” Duncan struggled with the word. “Where’s that?”

“Umm…you know, the US…United States of America?”

“America? The new world,” Duncan breathed.

A chill shot down her spine and she stared at his chest, his kilt, then the beach around them. She clutched Duncan’s shirt closer around her neck. “The new world?” she whispered.

“Em, aye. The English. They’ve colonies. I’ve heard a’ such a place. Never been. Nary a  desire ta go away from my homeland.” He said the word English, as if it was an insult.

Jesus, this isn’t a dream. 

Claire’s head spun, and her heart kicked up a notch. “Oh. My. God.”

“Claire?”

Her name on Duncan’s lips made her eyes shoot to his again. She couldn’t even take a second to enjoy his sexy brogue. Tremors racked her frame. She broke their physical contact. 

She started to pace, holding his shirt tight to her body. She shook her head. “This isn’t possible.”

“What, lass?” His expression was as confused as she felt.

“No. Way. Just—no fricking way.”

“Lass. Claire. Look a’ me.” Duncan grabbed her, but he didn’t hurt her.

Claire obeyed, as if compelled, and swallowed. Hard. His handsome face was open, waiting for whatever she had to say.

Hot or not, she wished for the dream she thought she’d been having when she’d come to, running on the beach. 

Then she could simply have her way with him and wake up in her own bed afterwards. Yes, a wet dream would be preferable to the math that was adding up in her head.

“Duncan.” His name fell from her lips and her stomach twisted, as her mind fought for understanding. 

Nothing made sense.

“Claire.” Duncan’s voice was calm. Waiting. “Tell me.”

“I think I traveled back in time.”

 

* * * *

 

Duncan searched a pair of leaf-green eyes as the lass quaked in his grip. He saw no deceit. 

There was only one way she could’ve done what she’d said. 

The Faery Stones.

The very magic he’d been searching for—for the last six months.

His heart thumped. 

Was this lass a clue to finding Alex?

“Claire.” Her name rolled off his tongue with ease. 

She was beautiful. 

His laddie had thought she was Fae, and she could pass for it. Flaxen locks, long and wavy, fair flawless complexion and green, green eyes. However, Duncan’s instinct said she wasn’t.

When her eyes came back to his, his pulse thundered in his ears. He wanted to make her feel better. Hold her close like he had when she’d fainted. Cup her face and dip his mouth down to taste her.

He jolted. Duncan had no business wanting to kiss her. 

Where was that coming from?

Of course, he’d always appreciated a bonnie lass, but desiring to taste one he’d just met was a bit much, even for him. Besides, it hadn’t been so long since he’d had a woman. Perhaps he needed to visit the widow. 

She’d been his only lover in recent years, as she was barren. There were several whores aboard the ship, but he’d never paid them attention. Duncan wouldn’t risk having any bastards.

He wasn’t going anywhere—including back to sea, until he figured out the beauty before him. 

Claire looked lost, and his gut tightened. 

He squeezed her slender shoulders. “How did ye come ta the beach?”

“I don’t know. I…came to, and I was running.”

“Ye came to?” Duncan listened carefully. Her words weren’t so different from his, but her accent was foreign. Like no other he’d ever heard.

“I…thought I was dreaming. But…all the sand…beach…even seagulls. Then I realized I was naked.”

God’s Blood, she was, and gloriously so. Every inch of the woman’s body was beautiful. 

Duncan’s cock twitched, and he threatened to lop it off. 

Now wasn’t the time.

Seeing Claire wearing his oversized leine was appealing on a level it shouldn’t be. He wanted to take it off her…warm her another way.

“What’s the last thing ye remember?”

She tilted her head, then panic shot across her pretty visage. “Oh. My. God. I can’t remember anything else.” Her eyes widened. “Why aren’t you freaked out about all this?”

“Freaked out?”

Claire stomped her small foot in the sand. “I just told you I came through time, and you don’t even look rattled. I’m from the future.”

Duncan nodded. “I believe ye, lass.”

Shock rolled over her expression, and she shook her head. “How? Why? I don’t believe me.”

He laughed and was almost overwhelmed with the urge to kiss her again when her pink tongue darted out to moisten her plump bottom lip. He swallowed a groan.

Not now.

Not e’er.

“Tell me the last thing ye remember.”

“I…” Claire shook her head and trembled under his hands.

“C’mere. Lass. Claire.” Duncan couldn’t watch her struggle. He drew her into his arms. 

She nestled into his chest without hesitation. “Why can’t this just
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