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The sultry woman who lay in his bed didn’t fool him. Gavin knew her for what she really was – one of the Fae. He smiled to himself. Perhaps she’d heard of his legendary prowess and wished to test him. From the look of her, he’d passed.
“Maybe I'll stay here for a while.” Her voice was smooth velvet, issued from lips that moments ago had begged him for more.
“I dinna think so. My betrothed will arrive in a fortnight and it wouldna look right to still have you lying in my bed, now would it?”
It didn’t matter that he’d never even met the girl. A contract marriage, arranged by his father many years ago, was still sacred and he intended to be faithful…no matter how badly it turned out.
Her eyes narrowed at his dismissal. A small stone appeared in her hand, its smooth surface striated with bands of green.
“Do you know what this is?”
Gavin eyed the rock. It was too small to do him any damage if she threw it at him.
“It’s a small stone. What of it?”
She laughed and rose from the bed, coming over to place the stone against his bare chest. The rock felt warm, alive somehow.
“This is a Stone of Destiny…yours.”
She tossed it up in the air and it disappeared, as did she a moment later, leaving Gavin to wonder what she meant. No matter, he decided. She was gone and not likely to return.
***
The lunch-hour crowd had finally thinned out. Abbie had cleaned her own tables for the last two hours and she needed a break. They were short-handed today, so the pace had been hectic.
Clearing off the last of her area, she noticed her customer, a sweet old lady, had left her a rock as a tip. Sighing, Abbie scooped it into her pocket. If she put it in with the dishes it was likely to end up in the sink instead of the trash and her boss would probably charge her for the plumbing repairs with her luck. This job wasn’t great, but she needed it to get through school so the fewer confrontations with that cranky bastard the better.
A customer walked in and sat at one of her tables. A muscle-bound type, Abbie noted with disdain, whose brain most likely centered three feet lower than his head. He caught her eye and winked. Repeating her mantra 'any customer is a good customer' to herself, she plastered a smile on her face and handed him a menu.
“You have all the luck.” Kristen whispered to her as Abbie stuck the order on the wheel.
“Him? He kept trying to add me onto the menu.” Having to deal with men like that and still be pleasant taxed her energy.
“I would have offered myself as dessert.” Kristen had a dreamy look on her face as she said it.
Abbie laughed. “He’d probably take you up on it, too.”
Kristen was a tall, willowy blonde, making Abbie seem short and stocky by comparison. Although her best features were large green eyes and a riot of auburn curls, right now her hair was pulled back tight in a rather severe bun. She felt downright matronly at the moment.
“Do you want to take the table for me? I’ve got a class later and it wouldn’t hurt to get there early for once.”
Kristen didn’t need to be asked twice, almost running Abbie down in her haste to get over to the man and introduce herself. Well, at least one of us is happy today. She shook her head at the thought and left.
Driving home to change clothes before class, Abbie tried to figure out why she was feeling so restless. Was it the lack of a social life? She didn’t need the complications of dating right now. Only one semester away before starting med school, she needed to focus on that first. Abbie was already twenty-five; starting a career would be a top priority for a while. She could meet guys later.
I’ll end up with the bookworm type anyway. She snorted. Brainy, sensitive men were more appealing to her, not domineering hunks who flexed their muscles while watching themselves in the mirror.
Once home, she changed out of her uniform, dropping it on the floor next to her bed and donned a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. Yanking her hair out of the bun, she passed a brush haphazardly through it and left for school.
After class she grabbed a late dinner and took it home, studying while she ate. There was a message on the answering machine from Kristen, inviting her out to some new club with a group of Kristen’s friends. She liked Kristen, who was perhaps her only friend, but Abbie didn’t want to get into the whole going out and partying thing. She didn’t have time for it.
Her eyelids grew heavy from all the reading. Abbie stretched but it didn't help. She glanced at the coffee pot then decided against it, heading for the bedroom instead. An extra hour of sleep would do her some good.
Dropping her clothes in a pile on the floor, Abbie turned off the light and crawled into bed, falling asleep as soon as she closed her eyes. A green glow filled the room, emanating from the forgotten stone in her uniform pocket. Unaware of the strange light, Abbie began to dream.
A sinfully gorgeous man moved slowly over to the bed where she was lying in breathless anticipation. She knew this man; he had loved her before. His exotic looks started a fire within her. His muscular chest tapered down to slim hips and powerful thighs. He unbound his dark hair, knowing how much she loved feeling that silky mass flowing over her body. Abbie reached for him, but he grabbed her hand and held it aloft, grinning with his sexy smile.
“You are mine, Abbie, for now and always.”
He bent to lavish kisses on her breasts, slowly moving down to flick his tongue across her body, then lower still to gather in her heat. The man moved with the grace of a warrior, but she had captured his heart. Wild in her need, she attempted to draw him in, but he only laughed, pinning her arms above her head with one hand. She managed to bite his nipple as he slid down her body, causing him to groan with desire.
Pushing inside and filling her completely, he drove hard within her. She called out his name as she climaxed and he kissed her with an insatiable desire. He brought her again to that pinnacle and moved with her until he could no longer hold back. Cradling her in his arms afterwards, he spoke of his love for her until she drifted off to sleep in contentment.
Abbie woke up confused and looked around her sun-lightened room.
“Whoa…that was definitely an out of the ordinary dream.” The exact details were starting to fade now that she was awake, but it had felt more like a vision of the future rather than a dream. Besides, still being a virgin at twenty-five hadn’t exactly prepared her for dreaming in such detail. She was getting hot again just trying to recall it all.
And what was up with the hunk? Was her libido trying to tell her that it wasn’t going for the bookworm type and she would have to get over her preconceived notions about muscle boys? I’ll make you a deal, she told her alter ego. If you can come up with a brainy, sensitive hunk who’s not domineering then I’ll agree and we can both be happy. She sighed. Fat chance…
After a quick shower, Abbie started sorting clothes. She wanted to get all the laundry done early to give herself a few hours of free time before afternoon classes started. As she picked up her uniform from yesterday the rock fell out of her pocket. She had forgotten about it. Bending closer to inspect it, she noticed it had bands of a sparkly green color running through it. Abbie carried it over to the open doorway where the sunlight seemed to radiate through the rock as it struck the bands.
I wonder if somebody in the geology department can tell me what it is. It was worth a try anyway. She stuck it in the pocket of her shorts so she wouldn’t forget it.
The doorway grew hazy but before Abbie could step back, the floor began to tilt. She felt as if something grabbed her just as her vision went black.
When the light reappeared, Abbie was sitting on the ground outside of a castle, gazing up at a giant of a man who had his back to her. His long, dark hair flowed freely to his waist and he wore a kilt. He turned around and Abbie found herself looking into the face of the most magnificent man she’d ever seen.
Gavin stared at the young lass on the ground directly in front of him. She was mostly undressed, wearing only men’s trews that were cut off and a thin shirt, both of which fit her like a second skin and revealed voluptuous curves for all to see. No doubt quite wanton, dressed that way. She had glorious hair and mesmerizing eyes, not to mention large breasts and plump hips.
Gavin felt himself grow hard as he assessed her. She must have noticed the rise in his kilt, for her eyes remained focused there and she licked her lips invitingly. His nostrils flared as lust surged through him.
Get a hold of yourself, Abbie! She realized she was staring in the wrong place as his kilt moved, spreading out to an impossible length, while her eyes refused to glance away. No one could be that large, not that she had any comparisons to go by, but still…
Ohmigod, did I just lick my lips? She groaned audibly.
The man obviously took it as an invitation, for he laughed low in his throat, a guttural purr of satisfaction dripping with sexual overtones. He spoke to her then, in a sensual voice that sent shockwaves of desire running through her body. Abbie was so caught up in the sensation that it took her a moment to realize she hadn’t understood his words.
“I’m sorry, what did you say?” She managed to tear her eyes away from his kilt-at-full-mast in time to see the shock register on his face and eyes narrow as he watched her.
“You are English?” That wasn’t quite right either; she spoke in an odd accent, one that he couldn’t place.
“What? No, American.” What kind of a question was that? He was a bit hard to understand, with his rolling r's.
“Where am I?” And how did I get here? She must have hit her head or something…or maybe this was just a dream.
“Well, if I’m dreaming I can look where I want, right?”
“Have a good look, lass.” His smile was wicked, intoxicating.
“Did I just say that out loud?”
“Aye, you did. As to where you are, this is Bealach na Ba.”
Abbie had never heard of it. This wasn’t progressing like a normal dream, either. Why would she come up with names that she had a hard time pronouncing? She tried again.
“Where is Bealach na Ba?”
He looked at her strangely. “It is by Loch Carrann.”
“Loch…as in Scotland?” Her voice came out in a squeak.
“Aye, the highlands.” Gavin watched the lass faint away. Why would she react in such a way, as if his mention of the highlands had frightened her? Well, she wasn't in any condition to answer his questions at the moment. He gathered her up and carried her to a room upstairs, reluctantly releasing her onto the bed. She felt good in his arms, as if she belonged there. Her bare legs were smooth, silky to the touch. Did she remove all of her body hair?
This is nae time to start with thoughts like that. Iona Matheson would be here in a fortnight to begin their official betrothal. This woman needed to be sent on her way well before that time. He left the room and went in search of Katherine to oversee the details.
***
When Abbie woke up, an older woman was sitting beside the bed.
“How do ye feel?” Her voice was gentle and kind, gaining Abbie’s immediate trust.
“I’m not sure yet. I don’t understand how I ended up here.” She looked at her surroundings; they were unlike any she’d ever seen before. There was a massive fireplace along one wall and the four-poster bed she was lying on was intricately carved.
“Ye dinna know how ye came to be on MacKenzie land?”
“No, I mean I don’t know how I got to Scotland.”
The woman looked closely at her for a moment but let it pass. “My name is Katherine and I run the household for the Laird. Ye can feel free to talk to me about anything. First, we need to find ye something to wear. Whatever happened to yer clothing?”
Abbie looked down at her shorts and tank top. They were old, as she was about to do the laundry, but perfectly serviceable. She noticed Katherine’s dress for the first time and her eyes widened. Abbie scanned the room again; candles sat where lamps should have been and no electronics graced the shelves at all.
“Wha…what year is this?” Abbie’s head was spinning again.
There was real concern in Katherine’s eyes now. “Did ye receive a bump on the head?”
“Please, just tell me.”
“1617…what year did ye think it was?”
“2011.” She fainted again.
***
Yep, I’m still here, Abbie thought as she woke up for the second time. This time was different though. That testosterone-filled man sat on the bed, staring down at her. Someone, most likely Katherine, had covered her up with a thin blanket. He has the most beautiful golden eyes was her errant thought before reality snapped back into place.
“How did you bring me here?” Abbie ground that out while trying not to notice his perfectly kissable lips as he grinned at her.
Katherine had apprised him of the lass’s belief that she had traveled 400 years into the past. Maybe she was addled, although she didn’t sound like it.
“I am Gavin MacKenzie and the Laird here so I will ask the questions. Who sent you here and why?”
She ignored him, becoming angry with the whole situation.
“I don’t know how you brought me here but I demand you return me home immediately.”
She was even more beautiful when she was mad, Gavin thought. Her eyes flashed with a silver light as she spoke.
“Might I know your name first?”
“Abbie Kyle.”
“Abbie, that’s a nice name.”
The way he spoke her name with his brogue made her heart flutter.
“I didna bring you here, Abbie. You must have received a knock on the head and wandered through the gate.” He’d already checked with the guard though; she hadn’t passed through that way. And when he’d turned she was already sitting on the ground. He should have been able to hear her approaching him.
Abbie struggled to get up, only then realizing that her clothes were gone and all she was wearing was a thin nightgown.
“Where are my clothes? Get out of here and let me get dressed,” she demanded. “I’ll find my own way back.”
Gavin sought to restrain her, only increasing her ire as he did so. He enjoyed the fight in her, so different from most women of his acquaintance. She was still shouting, but he didn’t hear the words. Overwhelmed with a desire he didn’t understand, Gavin kissed her hard. The she-devil bit him, enticing him even more. He stretched his full weight on her in a show of dominance as he continued to kiss those lovely lips.
Abbie quit struggling as her traitorous body responded to the Neanderthal. She’d never been kissed so completely in her entire life. His impossibly large erection started nudging her in the leg, causing her nipples to harden. Her mind was still sending out danger signals, although somewhat half-heartedly.
“Stop.” Was that really her voice, panting?
Gavin held onto her for a moment longer, at last releasing her when she didn’t try to fight him. He was having a hard time reigning his emotions back in. Most peculiar…
“Stay the night.” He spoke gently to her now, no longer in a hurry to see her leave. “We’ll try to find some answers tomorrow.”
Abbie nodded, not trusting her voice. Gavin left, sending Katherine back up to attend to her. She had an armload of clothes and several people with buckets of hot water trailing in her wake.
“I thought a good soak might help ye relax a bit and these clothes ought to fit ye just fine. We will be eating in about an hour, if yer feeling up to coming downstairs?”
“Thank you, Katherine. I’ll be down.” She needed some answers and she wasn’t going to find them shut up here in this room.
The bath actually did help her to relax. Abbie next tried to figure out the different layers of clothing and which one went on first. Her own had disappeared so she was stuck with this dress. The simple shift was apparently the only undergarment supplied and Abbie felt a bit exposed.
After putting the other layers on she turned to the mirror, pleased by what she saw. The dress suited her figure, accentuating her breasts and minimizing the rest. She felt beautiful in it. Footwear was a form of slipper; not exactly her hiking boots but they worked with the gown. Turning to go downstairs, she sternly reminded herself that she was looking for the way back home and not trying to impress that domineering, although magnificent, man.
When Abbie descended the stairs for the noon meal, Gavin couldn’t take his eyes off her. She was a vision to behold and it took all of his discipline to keep from sweeping her up and taking her back to his room. The lavender gown set off her deep auburn curls and green eyes. The cut showed full breasts that he wanted to bury his face in.
Katherine walked by at that moment and shoved a dish into his hands. “Yer staring at the poor lass,” she muttered. Recalling himself, Gavin walked to the foot of the stairs and escorted Abbie to her seat at the table, sitting directly across from her instead of at the head. Katherine slid into the vacant chair as if nothing was amiss.
Dinner was a lively affair, with tacksmen, various relatives and the captain of the guard joining them at the table. Gavin introduced Abbie all around, without informing anyone of the circumstances surrounding her arrival. As they ate, Abbie noticed surreptitious glances aimed at both her and Gavin alike.
It was a unique experience for Abbie. Having been an only child, she’d never been introduced to large family gatherings, even before her parents had died. Ever since they’d been killed in the accident, Abbie had been alone in the world and fought against a natural tendency to be reclusive.
Gavin spent the mealtime gazing at Abbie whenever she wasn’t looking his way. He was drawn to her, but she needed to be on her way. He didn’t believe she'd traveled through time; most likely she’d made up the tale in order to remain here under his care. Maybe she was alone in the world. It would explain her wanton manner of dress and perhaps her story showed a desire to leave that kind of lifestyle behind.
“Would you like a tour of the grounds, lass?” Gavin thought she might be ready to tell him the truth now that she’d rested and been fed.
“I would enjoy that, thank you.”
They walked into the kitchen garden where Abbie drew in an appreciative breath of the different herbs growing there. Her mother used to grow her own herbs, too and the smells brought back fond memories.
“You seem lost in thought.”
“I was just thinking of my mother’s own herb garden.”
“Where is your mother now?”
“My parents died about six years ago.”
Six years…she couldn’t have survived that long on her own. Maybe Abbie had run away from someone who mistreated her, a cruel husband perhaps.
“My own mother died when I was a bairn. Katherine looked after my father and me, as he didna remarry.”
“Is your father still living?” She heard the pain in his voice. Family meant everything to this man.
“Nae, he died ten years ago, when I was fifteen.”
“You became Laird at fifteen? That’s a heavy responsibility for a boy.”
Gavin shrugged. “I wasna too much of a boy by that age, lass.” He smiled at her and she felt breathless watching him.
Gavin slowly gathered her in his arms and tenderly kissed her. He told himself that Abbie was in need of comfort; she seemed distressed. The kiss deepened as her body melted against his and made contact along the length of him.
His hands traveled down her back, landing on Abbie’s behind and firmly drawing her hips up against him. She placed her hands on Gavin’s chest and pushed, trying to back away before it was too late, but he held her even closer.
“Stop it. I don’t even know you.” Abbie needed to stop herself, before she stripped her clothes off right here. Gavin made her feel out of control.
Gavin looked puzzled. “You wish to know me first? I understand that you have been supporting yourself, lass. You dinna need to worry about coin, if that’s what’s bothering you.”
“What are you talking about?”
Her words were carefully spaced out and the dangerous glint in her eye should have been a warning to him, but Gavin didn’t take heed.
“Your manner of dress when you first arrived proclaimed your profession for all to see.”
The hellcat raised her knee, making a solid connection with his groin and stalked back into the kitchen, leaving Gavin in pain and wondering what he’d said wrong to her. Abbie’s reactions were most puzzling, but he was intrigued by her. She wasn’t like any other woman he knew.
He caught up with her just as she entered her room.
“If I have offended you, please forgive me. Perhaps you would explain why you tried to unman me?” And where you learned such a trick as that?
Abbie was still in a rage. Her eyes narrowed as she stood her ground.
“You accused me of being a prostitute! My clothes are perfectly decent where I come from.”
“Then I apologize.” He spread his hands out in supplication. He had no wish to fight with this beautiful woman. “I made an assumption when you said you’d been on your own for so many years. You were about fourteen when you were orphaned? How have you been surviving?”
Abbie slowed down long enough to see the situation from his point of view. Even though he’d guessed her age wrong, the outcome would still be the same. In this time period, women didn’t take care of themselves.
“I was nineteen…I’m twenty-five now.”
Understanding dawned on his face.
“Then you are widowed.” She only looked twenty.
It was a statement, not a question, and Abbie shook her head in disgust. She wasn’t getting through to this behemoth.
“I take care of myself…no husband.”
The lass was clearly deceiving him, although she certainly seemed sincere. He let it go. The truth would come out in time.
“Are you going to tell me now how you brought me to this century and the way to get back to mine?”
She was back to that tale again.
“Abbie, I didna bring you here. Why do you persist in this story of traveling back in time?”
“Why don’t you believe me? What reason would I have to lie to you about it?” If he didn’t bring her here then how did it happen? And more importantly, how was she to return to her own time?
“I can think of many reasons, lass.” Gavin smiled in such an erotic fashion that Abbie was instantly aroused.
“Perchance you wished to claim protection from the Laird of this castle; mayhap you desired to share the Laird’s bed…” He didn’t get the chance to continue.
“You pig-headed son of a bitch, I wouldn’t sleep with you if you were the last man on earth.”
Abbie picked up a vase from the table and threw it at his head, narrowly missing. She started out the door but Gavin stopped her by blocking it with his body.
“Where are you going?”
The infuriating man was grinning at her. Abbie tried to shove him aside but he picked her up and crushed her against his body as he carried her over to the bed and flung her down, spreading himself on top of her for the second time today.
“Get off of me!”
“Not until you give me your word that you will behave, lass. I dinna wish to see any harm come to you.”
Her body was soft and warm, drawing forth his desire for her. Trapping her hands above her head so she couldn’t hit him, he kissed her throat and was rewarded with a soft moan.
“I will behave. Now will you get off of me?” Abbie needed to capitulate now, before all reason fled. Gavin was a draught of slow poison and she was afraid that it was already too late to save her.
Reluctantly, Gavin stood up. His need for the lass went beyond mere sexual pleasure. Was the reason because she fought him? No woman had done that before, and not just because he was Laird. Gavin had fine-tuned the art of pleasuring a woman. His sexual prowess was well known and the lasses flung themselves at him.
He should leave her alone for now and try to talk to her again later. Maybe she would be more willing to tell him the truth at that time. He walked over to the door.
“I will see you at supper then.”
Abbie stared out the window for a time, thinking. The castle stood on a hill, overlooking a vast lake. The view was stunning and she started to unwind. Gavin walked out into the yard just then and called to Thomas, his captain of the guard. They strode through the field, deep in conversation.
I wonder if time is moving at the same pace for me in my own time, or if I would pop back in at the same moment I left, no matter how long I was here. Interesting question…if time isn’t moving then I could stay here awhile. Who am I trying to kid? She sighed and sat on the bed. Face it, Abbie, he fascinates you.
Gavin strode into the practice yard, its barren dirt laid smooth by generations of warriors perfecting their fighting skills. He signaled his captain of the guard to join him.
“Thomas, I need you to put a discreet guard on Abbie. She is allowed all access to the grounds, but you will prevent her from leaving them.”
Thomas grinned at Gavin, on easy terms with his Laird and good friend. “Did you finally run into a lass who’s trying to escape from you?”
Gavin slapped him on the shoulder in easy camaraderie. “You could put it that way.”
To tell the truth, he didn’t know why he was preventing her from leaving - his life would be much simpler if she did. He glanced up at the windows and found her watching him. She picked a good time, he thought grinning. Pulling his shirt off over his head with one hand, he now wore only a kilt slung across his hips. Thomas did the same as they began their daily practice with the claymores.
Abbie stood mesmerized, watching Gavin’s muscular body move with an otherworldly grace as he swung the heavy sword, besting his captain time and time again. Soon, more of the guard surrounded him as he fought a circular pattern within their midst, the late afternoon sun bathing his body with molten gold. When at last he called an end to practice, she saw that he didn’t look the least bit tired. That man had an abundance of stamina; it most likely carried over into everything he did.
Enough daydreaming. How was she going to convince him that she came from another time? Maybe her education would set her apart from the women of this period? It was worth a try anyway.
The evening meal passed quietly, everyone bent to the task of eating their soup and bread without the camaraderie displayed at the noon meal. Abbie wondered if her presence muted their usual conversation. She glanced over at Katherine who gave her a gentle smile, calming her nerves somewhat.
After supper, Gavin excused himself and disappeared from the hall so Abbie decided to do a bit of exploring on her own. She wandered through the rooms until she came to the study, finding him sitting at a desk with a ledger open in front of him.
“What are you doing?”
“I’m going over the accounts.” His gaze locked with hers as she came around the desk to glance at the pages.
“Don’t let me interrupt you,” she said as he laid down his quill.
Abbie continued to stand behind him as he tried to focus on his task, but gave up after visions of kissing her replaced the column of numbers before him. She was a powerful distraction.
“I’ll leave you to your work.” She moved to the doorway and smiled back at him. “By the way, you added the last column wrong,” and she walked out, disappearing into the hallway.
Gavin checked his figures again. She was right. He went looking for Abbie, finding her in the library glancing at the books on the shelves.
“Don’t you have any books written in English?”
“Aye, there may be one or two around. You know your letters and numbers?” Gavin moved closer to her, wondering again who she might really be.
“Yes. Do you believe me now, that I’m from the future?”
“Nae, it only shows that your parents thought fit to educate you. As Laird, I require the villagers to educate their children, including the lasses. It is only proper.”
He had moved against her body by this time, the invitation explicit in his stance. Abbie sought to deny him but found her voice stolen away as she glanced into his eyes. They burned with an inner light and his lips caressed her heart with a smile. Gavin held her face in his hands and kissed her with a passion that started a moist heat building between her thighs. He trailed one hand down to lightly caress her breast before sliding inside her shift and rolling her nipple against his fingers.
Abbie was going to stop him…any minute now. She felt her body becoming pliable to his will, as if she’d relinquished all functional control. Voices could be heard coming down the hallway, heading in this direction. Gavin backed up marginally, giving her just enough space to drop down out of his embrace. She slipped out the door for the dubious safety of her room, already aware that she couldn’t run far enough to escape her own traitorous responses to him.
Gavin watched her go with a grin. He could feel Abbie’s desire as a vibration in the air, not to mention the heat of her body when she pressed against him. He had a few days before things needed to be settled. Besides, the chase was a novelty for him.
***
Someone had laid a fire and started it during supper. The heat felt pleasant on Abbie’s skin as she changed out of her gown. Clad only in a thin nightgown that Katherine had supplied, she wrapped a quilt around her shoulders and sat in the chair opposite the fire.
Providing evidence of being educated hadn’t changed Gavin’s mind at all about her origins. Trying to talk to him about her predicament was becoming increasingly difficult, since he was apparently adept at bringing a sensual side of her to the forefront – a part of her that had never really been explored before.
She realized she had an even bigger problem, if she was going to be totally honest with herself. There really wasn’t a whole lot about her life in the future to be excited about getting back to. She had no family, no friends to speak of that would miss her. Her major would lock her into a stress-filled career, while her current employment sucked.
But did she fit in any better here? Was it even something she should be thinking about? There was no one here to talk to about it either, since nobody believed her story. Maybe Katherine would listen. It was worth a try.
Abbie shook her head, trying to clear it. What magic had stolen over her? She didn't belong here, no matter how tempting the thought might be.
Getting up out of the chair and slumping down on the bed, she felt the tears starting to surface. Her mind was too muddled by the events of the day to think about it anymore. What she needed was a good night's sleep. Crawling under the comforter, she dozed off almost immediately.
When Abbie entered the hall for breakfast the next morning, there was a whirlwind of activity going on around her. Katherine bade her good morning and motioned her over to sit. Gavin was nowhere in sight.
“What’s going on?”
“They’re only setting up the hall for disputes. Ye’ll have time to eat, dinna worry. Most of it willna make much sense to ye though, not having the Gaelic.” Katherine passed a plate of food over to Abbie while keeping up a lively chatter.
“Why do most of the people in this household also speak English?”
“The old Laird insisted that his own household be properly educated, a tradition his son follows. He even went so far as to foster Gavin with relatives in France for a time.”
Katherine spoke with a smile when she mentioned Gavin. It was obvious to Abbie that she was quite fond of him.
A glint passed through Katherine’s eye as she looked at the dress that Abbie had put on this morning. It was a simple cut and lovely, but more of an everyday type of dress.
“After ye eat, let’s get something suitable for ye to wear to hall.”
The ‘suitable’ dress turned out to be a gorgeous emerald green gown. She felt a bit like Cinderella. Everyone turned to look as Abbie walked into the large area alongside Katherine, including Gavin. He stared for a moment before slowly crossing the room and raised her hand to his lips.
“You are truly the most beautiful lass to grace my hall,” he murmured, before abruptly straightening and adjusting his sporran.
Gavin was breathtaking no matter what he wore, but in full dress regalia he was magnificent. As he crossed back over to his earlier spot, Katherine laughed softly. Following her gaze, Abbie saw several girls walking in with their fathers, each group trying to lock eyes with the Laird and be noticed.
“Draws them like bees, he does. Of course, who wouldna want to be married to the Laird?”
Abbie looked at her, wondering why Katherine made the statement and found clear eyes gazing back at her.
“It’s a lonely life, not knowing if yer wanted as a man or just for yer position.”
Abbie thought about her words as the proceedings started. Although she didn’t understand the language, many things became clear to her. Gavin wasn’t arrogant, as she’d assumed. Rather, his position required him to be larger than life; he was both protector and judge for these people who were bound to him. She watched him hand out his judgments in the disputes. His word was law here.
Just as his skills with the sword weren’t for show, they were necessary for defense in this time and place. The men of her time held no comparison to Gavin - they wouldn’t fit in here at all. Would she be able to though? It was a question that Abbie urgently needed an answer to because she didn’t want to go back.
A beautiful brunette walked over to where they sat, her eyes glittering strangely as she looked at Abbie.
“Are you enjoying your stay here?”
Abbie had no idea how to answer that, so politely smiled at the woman and remained silent. Katherine watched the sultry female with an odd look on her face. The woman laughed and walked away.
“Who was that?” Abbie asked.
“I dinna know. I’ve never laid eyes on her in the village before.” Katherine hesitated for a moment before speaking again. “More important, how did she know to address ye in English, instead of Gaelic?”
Gavin saw the Fae approach Abbie. He’d never thought to see her again. Why did she speak to Abbie? Fortunately, hall was almost over. Gavin intended to get some answers.
***
All during dinner Gavin watched her, his lips curving into a smile each time Abbie looked his way – which was often. Her stomach had butterflies from all of the thinking she’d been doing and she couldn’t eat. Getting to know this man better was the first thing on her list; the second would be to quit running away from him.
“Will you walk with me?” Gavin pulled out her chair and extended his arm to her.
They strolled through the grounds, enjoying the mid-summer sunshine as they rounded the castle, heading towards the back of it. The last of the villagers could be seen making their way back down the road.
Gavin gently eased Abbie up against the stone wall, kissing her deeply as he did so. He spread kisses down her throat and across the exposed top of her breasts, leaving Abbie burning with desire. Lifting her up and melding his body into hers, she felt a delicious friction as he rubbed his erection into the vee between her legs.
“You have too many clothes on, Abbie.”
His seductive whisper was breaking down the last of her defenses.
“Are you wet for me, lass? Do you need to feel me inside of you, stroking back and forth until you scream with pleasure?”
This man was more erotic than Abbie knew what to do with. She was ready to scream now.
“You need to stop,” she panted, but he didn’t stop.
“Why do you keep stopping me, Abbie? I can feel your desire; I sense your arousal.”
He started to push her skirts up out of the way as he balanced her against the wall.
“No…stop.” She was overwhelmed and more than a little scared. It was all happening too fast for her to adjust to.
Gavin felt her stiffen and reluctantly put her down. She would surely be the death of him if he didn’t have her soon.
“All right, we will talk then. Why were you talking to the Fae earlier? What is your connection to her?”
“The brunette…her name is Fay? I don’t know her.”
“Nae, that’s not her name. She is Fae. What is your business with her?”
Abbie noticed that Gavin’s demeanor had undergone a transformation from seductive lover to aggressive Laird and she didn’t appreciate the change.
“I said I don’t know her. Why are you taking such a high-handed attitude?”
“If you have no business with her then why would she address you?”
“I don’t know. Go ask her, and quit being a jerk!”
Abbie stalked back around the castle, but Gavin remained where he was. He had no wish for her to draw her knee up again and suspected she would in her present mood. Katherine was present during the conversation; she would know what was said. He went to find her.
Gavin had found Katherine in the kitchen garden, consulting with the cook. He drew her aside and asked.
“Nae, Abbie didna seem to know the woman.”
“What did she say?”
“The woman asked Abbie if she was enjoying her stay here. That was it except I found it verra odd that the woman spoke to her in English. Also, I’ve never seen her in the village before. Do ye know who she is?”
Katherine noticed that he had gone quite still, a faraway look in his eyes.
“Gavin, what's wrong?”
“She is Fae.” He turned and walked out of the garden.
“Och nae,” Katherine muttered.
Taking the stairs two at a time, Gavin knocked on Abbie’s door but she didn’t answer. He tried to open it but she'd barred his entrance.
“Abbie, please let me in. I need to speak with you, lass.”
“Well, I don’t need to speak with you, so go away.”
“It's verra important that I speak with you now.”
Gavin’s voice was a bit louder that time, she noticed. He rolled his r’s more when he was angry, too. She waited in silence.
“You canna bar me out of my own house,” he roared. The only answer he received was a loud thump as something was thrown against the door.
She heard his angry footsteps walk away and breathed a sigh of relief. Abbie had no wish to talk to him right now. Her thoughts were too conflicted and whatever she said was sure to come out wrong. A part of her was still angry, and yet after watching him in the hall this morning she really did understand how he needed to interrogate people in order to get to the heart of the matter quickly. As long as he only acted that way with everybody else, and not her, things would be just fine between them.
Abbie let some time pass while she collected her thoughts, deciding that now might be a good time to seek out Katherine and talk to her. Unbarring the door and opening it, she almost tripped over Gavin as he fell into the doorway.
“You’ve been sitting out there waiting for me to open the door? Has anyone ever told you that you’re stubborn and arrogant?”
“Not lately.”
He smiled with his overabundance of charm and her heart did a little dance. The man was impossible to resist.
“It is of the utmost importance that I speak with you right now, lass.”
“I’m listening…”
“May I come in and sit down?” Gavin didn’t want to have this discussion in the doorway while lying on his back.
Abbie reluctantly agreed and moved aside. He was careful not to touch her, instead moving over to the chairs by the hearth. One kiss from her and he would forget the reason for his being here.
“The woman you spoke with today…”
“I told you, I don’t know her!”
“Aye, I understand that now. Please listen carefully. The woman is dangerous and I wish to figure out the connection to you. Have you had encounters with the Fae before?” Perhaps they had meddled in Abbie’s life before this.
“What do you mean by the Fae?” Abbie wasn’t following any of this.
Gavin studied her for a long time in silence before answering. Where was she really from that she wouldn’t know who he was talking about? He tried again.
“The Sidhe…Tuatha De Danann?” He wasn’t getting any look of recognition from her.
“Legends? You mean like little fairies with wings and elves in fairytale books?” Abbie started smiling, wondering where he was going with this.
“Nae, Abbie. These are not small creatures from storybooks. They are powerful immortal beings who can cause great mischief for us.” A fact that I should have remembered before bedding one, he thought bitterly.
Gavin looked so serious that Abbie grew solemn, taking his hand in hers for comfort.
“Please tell me what you were doing right before you came to be sitting at my feet.” Perhaps her story of time travel was true, if the Fae were involved.
Abbie thought for a moment. “I was sorting laundry, the floor tilted and started to spin, everything turned black and then I was here.” She shrugged helplessly. The experience had been unnerving, to say the least.
Gavin shook his head. “I dinna see any connection to the Fae.” If they didn’t have anything to do with her arrival, Abbie’s story was just that – a tale out of her imagination.
"You still don’t believe that I’m from the future, do you?"
Her eyes narrowed, although at this point she was more saddened by his disbelief than mad. It was rather farfetched. She was the one living it and she hardly believed it herself. Why should he?
“I’m going to go talk to Katherine. Maybe she’ll listen to me.”
She started to go, but Gavin held onto her hand.
“Promise me you’ll stay away from the Fae.”
He looked genuinely concerned for her so she agreed. Abbie had no wish to run into that woman again anyway, especially if she really was who he said.
Abbie found Katherine outside, in the garden. The older woman was sitting on a bench, staring out across the vista.
“I’m sorry to interrupt you,” Abbie began.
“Yer doing nae such thing, lass. I was just resting my bones a bit. Come sit down and bide a wee. Ye look as if ye have something on yer mind.”
Abbie sat down and thought about where to begin, deciding to just come to the heart of the matter right away.
“I know that nobody believes me about coming from the future, but it’s a fact. I also don’t know how to get back home, so I’m wondering if you think there’s a chance for me to fit in here. I’m not sure what I’m supposed to be doing right now.”
Katherine looked deep into her eyes for a moment and Abbie felt a shiver go through her, like she was reading her soul.
“Do ye want to go back to yer own time?”
She had asked the question softly, encouraging an honest answer.
“No, not really. I feel drawn to this place, like this is where I belong. I can’t explain the feeling, though.”
Katherine patted her hand and smiled.
“For what it’s worth, I believe ye. And, aye, ye fit in just fine here. Dinna worry overmuch about it. Just be yerself.”
“Thank you. Your support means a lot to me. I only wish that Gavin believed me.”
“Give him time, lass. He will. If ye like, right now ye can help me gather some blaeberries.”
Abbie spent the rest of the afternoon in pleasant conversation with Katherine while picking the wild berries. They got back just in time for supper, but Gavin didn’t join them and Abbie wasn’t about to stoop low enough to ask where he was. She wasn’t going to chase the stubborn man. Let him figure it out for himself.
With supper over, Abbie asked if it would be an imposition to have more hot water brought up for a bath. That was one thing she would highly miss from her century – indoor plumbing. At least there were garderobes in the castle, so she didn’t have to go traipsing around outside looking for an outhouse.
Soaking in a tub in front of a fire did have a decadent feeling to it, Abbie decided as she lathered her body with lilac scented soap. The infuriating man had removed the bar from her door after she left so she’d dragged a small dresser in front of it. Gavin would still be able to push his way through, but at least she could deliver a message about privacy to him.
***
Gavin and Thomas rode into the village in preparation for Lughnasadh. Orders for the supplies needed to be placed now, as the celebration was in less than a fortnight. Afterwards, they stopped by the tavern before heading home.
“Am I still leaving next week to collect Iona?” Thomas wondered where recent events had placed that errand. He could see the interest sparked in his Laird by the arrival of Abbie.
Gavin stared morosely at his whisky. “Aye. What choice do I have?”
“Mayhap one will be found, if you but think on it. True love is rare, you know.”
Gavin was startled. “Why do you speak of true love?”
Thomas laughed at his good friend and slapped him on the back. “Have you looked in the mirror lately?”
Thomas’s words gave Gavin much to think about on the ride back. He found Katherine in the study, sitting before the fire.
“I’ve been waiting on ye.”
“Aye?” Gavin poured a drink for her and sat down.
“Thank ye, lad. She doesna wish to go back, ye know.”
“Go back where…to her home? Did you find out where she’s from?”
“She doesna want to return to her own time.”
“You believe her story? How is that possible?”
Katherine smiled at him. “Dinna be daft. If the Fae are involved, anything’s possible.”
Gavin thought it over for a moment and Katherine now saw acceptance dawn on his face.
“Ye’ve got some thinking to do and decisions to make.”
“How can I break the word of my father?” Gavin looked at her with despair in his eyes.
“Yer da loved ye something fierce, lad. He wouldna stand in yer way. Ye never knew this, but he was contracted to marry elsewhere. He kidnapped yer ma right from under the noses of her kinsmen and married her in the fires of Beltane before bringing her back here. He would give ye his blessing, that he would.”
Gavin hugged the woman who had raised him as her own.
“Thank you for telling me. It eases my heart. Do you know where Abbie is?”
“Aye, but mind yer manners, she’s taking a bath.”
He grinned at the thought. “Good. I think I’ll go see her.”
Katherine just shook her head as he left, but smiled to herself as she finished her drink.
The briefest of intervals ensued between the knock on the door and the crash as it opened into the dresser.
“What is blocking the door?”
“Someone removed the bar from the door,” Abbie replied sweetly. “I’ve retired for the night. You’ll have to see me in the morning.”
Gavin could hear splashing as she bathed and the furniture in the way wasn’t helping his mood. Why was the lass so contrary?
“Lass, I only wish to talk with you. Please let me enter.”
“Sorry, I’m busy.” She held her breath as she waited for his reply.
“I will give you tonight then, Abbie. But know this, tomorrow you are mine.”
Thunder echoed in his voice, sending shivers through her. Abbie wasn’t sure if they were from excitement or intimidation. Probably both. One thing was sure, she thought while listening to him stalk down the hallway, tomorrow her life would be changed forever.
***
“Have you been walking amongst the humans again?” Midir stroked the velvet smooth skin on Shilanna’s leg as they stretched out on the white sands of the hidden isle belonging to their race, the Tuatha De Danann.
“Yes, I have. It amuses me.” Her sultry voice purred in a beguiling manner. “I ruined a man’s upcoming marriage by bringing another woman to him through a Stone of Destiny.”
Midir’s rich laugh roared through the stillness of the air. He mocked Shilanna with his high humor. “All you’ve succeeded in doing, my dear, is delivering the man’s destiny to him - in the form of his true love.”
Shilanna was not amused. “We’ll see about that.”
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