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BEFORE YOU START READING...

Did you know that there’s a special place where you can chat
with me and with thousands of like-minded bookworms all
over the globe?!

Join Cobalt Fairy’s facebook group of voracious readers
and I guarantee you, you’d wish you had joined us sooner!

Let’s connect, right NOW!

Just click on the image above! 1
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SCOTTISH BROGUE GLOSSARY

Here 1s a very useful glossary my good friend and fellow
author Lydia Kendall sent to me, that will help you better
understand the Scottish Brogue used:

aboot - about

ach - oh

afore - before

an’ - and

anythin - anything

a’side - beside

askin’ - asking

a’tween - between

auld - old

aye - yes

bampot - a jerk

bare bannock- a type of biscuit
bearin’ - bearing

beddin’ - bedding or sleeping with
bellend - a vulgar slang word
blethering - blabbing
blootered - drunk

bonnie - beautiful or pretty



bonniest - prettiest
cannae - cannot
chargin’ - charging
cheesin’ - happy
clocked - noticed
¢’mon- come on
couldn’ae - couldn’t
coupla - couple of
crivens - hell

cuddie - idiot

dae - do

dinin’ - dining

dinnae - didn’t or don’t
disnae - doesn’t
dobber - idiot

doesn’ae - doesn’t
dolton - idiot

doon - down

dram - a measure of whiskey

efter - after

eh’ - right
‘ere - here
fer - for

frein - friend

fey - from

gae - get or give

git - a contemptible person

gonnae - going to



greetin’ - dying
hae - have

hald - hold
haven’ae - haven’t
heed - head
heedstart - head start
hid - had

hoovered - gobbled
intoxicated - drunk
kip - rest

lass - young girl
leavin - leaving
legless - drunk

me - my

nae - not

no’ - not

Nnoo - NOW

nothin’ - nothing,
oan - on

o’ -of

Och - an Olympian spirit who rules the sun
oot- out

packin- packing
pished - drunk
scooby - clue

scran - food

shite - shit

sittin’ - sitting



SO’S - SO as
somethin’ - something
soonds ¢ sounds
stonking - stinking
tae - to

teasin’ - teasing
thrawn - perverse, ill-tempered
tryin’ - trying
wallops - idiot

wee -small

wheest - talking
whit’s - what’s

wi’- with

wid - would

wisnae - was not
withoot - without
wouldnae - wouldn’t
ya - you

ye - you

yea - yes

ye’ll - you’ll

yer - your

yerself - yourself
ye’re - you're

ye’ve - you’ve
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A GIFT FROM THE HIGHLANDS

Thank you very much for purchasing my book. It really means a lot to me, because
this is the best way to show me your love and support!

As a way to show you my gratitude, I have written a full length novel for you,
called Highlander’s Untamed Bride. 1t’s only available to people who have
downloaded one of my books and you can get your free copy by tapping the image
below or this link here.

Highland®r’s
Untamed Bride

Once again, I can’t thank you enough for your support!
Maddie MacKenna
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LOVE TO READ?

If you love to read, and want to be first to know about the
newest Scottish Romance books by your favorite authors,
make sure to check out the link below!

Join Cobalt Fairy’s Newsletter and enjoy our newest books
in the genre you all love!

Just click on the image above! T
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ABOUT THE BOOK
A fated love lasting through the centuries...

Laird Jack Lyons needs a miracle to save his clan from
financial ruin. And it comes in the form of a bewitching
heiress, who claims to be from an entirely other timeline...

When a fortune-teller cursed her in ancient Gaelic, Isla
Lambert realizes her future is doomed. For her trip to Scotland
turns into a trip to the past, to a time long forgotten from
history.

How can an English heiress from 1973 and a Highland Laird
from the 1650s be bound for eternity?

OceanofPDF.com



https://oceanofpdf.com/

BIRLET SHALLOWS, SCOTLAND

@ ubbly laughter filled the air around Isla Lambert, as

she lifted her wine glass to her lips and drank deeply
from it. She grinned widely again, then gathered the cards on
the table to her chest. “I win,” she announced as she stared
into the sullen faces of the men around the table. Isla flung her
head back and laughed a bit more to celebrate her victory.

To her side, Penny Harper laughed gingerly, then tossed a coin
to prove the game was over and Isla had won her bet. The
crowd watching the card game behind them roared and
cheered for her. Isla marveled in the rush of adrenaline that
surged through her and made her heart thump wildly in her
chest.

Nothing ever trumped the joy and excitement she got from
nights like this. It wasn’t her first time in Birlet Shallows, but
it was her first time at the fair, and it was turning out to be
more fun than she anticipated.

Isla got up from her seat, her friends Penny, Ada, and
Katherine following, and together all four of them walked out
of the pub.



“That was incredible,” Penny gushed. “You ousted those men,
totally beat them like it was nothing.” Penny’s voice was
getting a bit too high pitched, due to the drunkenness of the
girl.

“True, she was amazing,” Ada agreed before adjusting her hat
on her head. It was a cool night, unlike the stormy weather Isla
had witnessed since she arrived on the shores of Scotland. She
didn’t plan to travel there for long. Just until the start of winter
when she could return to her home in London.

A place that doesn t feel like home anymore.

The thought crossed through Isla’s mind and left a wake of
raw pain in her chest. She shrugged it off and released a deep
breath. Not wanting to remember anything about her life back
home, she stopped walking down the street toward her parked
car and turned back to her friends.

“What do you say we go to the fair in the main market?” Isla
suggested in an enthusiastic voice as she held the skirt of her
dress and twirled around on her feet. “We could enjoy the
starry night as we drive toward the square, and when we get
there, we’ll join the fun. I hear there’s always a round table of
drinks...” she said with a suggestive laugh as she looked at
Katherine who already had a fierce blush on.

“Plus, we’ll get to meet handsome Highlanders,” Ada
suggested.

“Highlanders?” Isla asked as she continued walking in front of
her friends again. She smoothed a hand down her short black
hair and angled her head over her shoulder. “Don’t you know



the history of this place? They may be handsome, but they are
nothing like the gentlemen of England.”

Isla spent most of her time back in London reading and
researching history. It was her favorite pastime, and she did it
a lot, since she didn’t have anything else to do during the day.
Born an heiress of a great fortune had those little perks. But
her friends usually spent their time shopping or lounging
together, and they always loved to hear what Isla learned from
her books. Isla started humming to herself as they continued to
where her car was parked.

Once she got in, Katherine took the front seat while Penny and
Ada sat in the back. She saw Penny’s excited grin through her
rearview mirror, causing Isla to entertain some tingles of
excitement inside too.

She always enjoyed being in Scotland. Enjoying the lovely
nature was one reason, but besides that the people had a

beautiful culture, and it was always exciting to participate in
fairs of this kind.

When they reached the square, Isla led her group toward the
crowd. It took a few minutes for them get to the front of the
crowd where they could watch the jugglers’ show.

Isla pinned her eyes to the fire; the performer toyed with it,
and she kept watching until the show ended, clapping as the
performers bowed in front of them. She usually didn’t fancy
crowds like this. Isla noticed some of the locals were crowded
in a corner trying to participate in the dance while the rest
focused on purchasing items from the local sellers.



She was about to turn to Ada when she felt a hand touch her
wrist. Isla nearly jumped from the shock. Her eyes widened,
she gasped and turned around to see an old woman holding her
hand.

“Bonnie lass,” the woman said, flashing Isla a toothy grin.
“Did I scare ye?”

A frown appeared on Isla’s face as she pulled her hand away
from the strange woman’s, and a shudder raced up her spine.
The woman had the greenest eyes she had ever seen. They
were like crystals, or emeralds. Isla didn’t think they were real.
Who could look so...

Her gaze flickered over the woman’s face. She took in her
long red hair, the smile curving on her lips and the way her
eyes gleamed with a certain mischief Isla did not miss.

“What do you want?” Isla asked perturbed, as her friends came
up to stand behind her. She let her gaze drift over the woman’s
ragged clothes, and the wrinkles at the corners of her eyes.

“To tell yer future,” the woman replied in a thick Scottish
accent, maintaining the same smile that nearly creeped Isla
out.

The tingles of excitement she felt on her skin earlier turned
into goosebumps and she shook her head. “I don’t believe in
such things, sorry,” she said, then turned to walk away with
her friends.



Fortune telling? What a joke, Isla thought with a small
sarcastic laugh. Only uneducated minds believed a human like
them could tell their future by palm reading and sign
languages. It was absurd!

Over the years, Isla had run into a few con artists like the
woman offering to tell her fortune for money. She always
laughed them off. She wasn’t that silly. Her friends, however,
kept glancing behind them and murmuring.

“Would you not like to know?”” she heard Penny ask Ada.

Isla hooked her hand into Katherine’s, and they continued
walking down the street while the girls talked about the wine
they had tasted at the pub earlier. They had made it to the rows
of food sellers, and Katherine was trying out a pie from one
stand when Isla turned and saw the red-haired woman behind
her again.

“Fortunes are as expensive as gold... what do you stand to
lose by knowing yers?” the woman asked Isla. “There’s
always somethin’ to learn... a fate to avoid if ye learn what
happens.”

“I’m not interested, old woman,” she snapped this time, then
folded her hands over her chest. She was about to continue
with a lecture on why fortune tellers could never be real when
Ada said in an excited voice, “I’d like to have mine read.”

Ada was grinning and giggling with excitement when the
woman nodded softly, then took Ada’s hands and said, “Come
with me, child.”



Isla huffed. Ada had a soft heart, and that made her naive and
easily fooled. Her brilliant smile came out, and Isla could
already tell that she would believe whatever rubbish this
woman told her.

Isla shook her head and released an exasperated sigh as she
watched Ada enter the tent with the woman.

“What you two fancy that stuff too?” she asked Penny and
Katherine when she noticed them whispering to each other.
Penny shrugged, Katherine didn’t say anything, but Isla could
tell that they were interested. “Fine,” Isla continued. “Just
don’t give her any money. You will be foolish to believe
whatever she says anyway.”

She pouted and folded her arms over her chest after that.
Unbelievable!

In a few minutes her friends took turns going into the tent, and
when it was over the red-haired woman came out with them
again.

“You should try it, Isla,” Penny tried to convince her. “I was
told I would live a long life... Ada will marry a prince, too.
Who knows what yours might tell?”

Isla rolled her eyes. She wasn’t the least bit interested in any
of this, but she was sure her friends, Penny especially,
wouldn’t let her hear the end of it.

“Fine,” she muttered then marched toward the tent where the
old woman stood at. Was it just in her head or did she see a



smirk on the woman’s lips? It was the kind that sent a cold
shiver through her spine and made Isla tremble regardless of
how disinterested she was.

&

Inside the tent, Isla sat on the ground in front of the woman’s
table and crossed her legs in front of her. She couldn’t shake
off the dizziness that suddenly overcame her when a strong
wind blew against the tent. Her stomach started to churn, she
felt the screaming urge to leave this place, but as she tried to
fight it off, her eyes landed on a green stone on the table.

The entire place smelled like sage and incense. She wriggled
her nose and looked around the tent. The fire in a corner
burned bright, and a strange feeling crept over her, making the
hairs on the back of her neck stand.

The woman sitting opposite her noticed what she was looking
at and said, “Yer palms, child. I can only tell what yer fortune
is like if I look at them.”

Isla swallowed hard, then stretched out her hand reluctantly.

Another jolt of electricity raced through her when the woman
grabbed her hand and stared at it for a long time. The lines on
the woman’s forehead suddenly creased together before she
spoke. “I see darkness... lots of darkness. Friends will betray
ye, men will try to kill ye, and ye shall lose everything.”

Isla’s eyes met the woman’s cold green ones, and she was
tranced for a second before she snatched her hand away.



“I warn ye, child... the man ye meet when ye’re about to die
shall be yer everything and yer demise from the world ye’ve
known all yer life. It is yer fate... a horrible one.”

“You’re lying!” Isla yelled suddenly, feeling a burst of anger
that her time was wasted like this. She jumped to her feet and
jabbed a finger in the woman’s direction. “You do this a lot
don’t you? Deceive and lie to innocent girls?”

“I only speak what I see in their stars.”

“Nonsense,” Isla trembled again, then shook her head. Her
muscles tensed, and quivered. The heat flushing through her
was one of anger, and it made her veins pulsate with blood
rushing through her. “This was a waste of my time,” she
exploded, then tried to control her already labored breathing
by sucking in deep breaths to calm her riled nerves.

She turned to storm out of the tent when the woman called her
name, shocking her. Isla froze to the spot, unable to move for
the next few seconds that passed.

How does she know that? How does she know my name?

“Take this medallion,” the woman said, and Isla finally turned
to see her standing right behind her. “Ye need to find the
remaining ruins of the cave near the village’s dried-up loch. In
the cave, ye’ll find the key to this medallion, and when ye use
it, the world around ye will return to its proper place. Ye might
even find something ye’ve always wanted... love.”



All right, now she’s proven she is insane, Isla thought as she
frowned. “Love is the last thing I hope to find,” she defended
herself and was about to refuse the medallion when the woman
continued, “Take it... it’s a gift. A family heirloom I have
inherited from me maither and her maither before her. It has
existed for over six centuries.”

Isla still hesitated, but as she stared at the green stone in the

woman’s hand, she was suddenly enticed. Where have I seen it
before?

A strange sensation crept through her. Isla couldn’t shake off
the feeling closing in on her and squeezing her lungs until it
felt like she couldn’t breathe.

She snapped herself back to reality and took the medallion
from the woman. “Thank ye,” she muttered as she grabbed it.

That smirk Isla saw earlier returned and it sent another shiver
right through her.

“Thig an t-uisge agus tillidh sibh gu am far a bheil so
dhanachd gad thoirt gu agus bidh sibh beo na laithean an sin
a stri ri bhith beo gus an ionnsiach sibh gradh agus
maitheanas,” the woman rasped.

“What does that mean?” Isla wondered, feeling terror seize her
lungs. But the woman only smiled and turned her back,
dismissing Isla from her tent once and for all.

Isla tried to ignore her strange words as she exited the tent.
She lifted her hands on her cheeks to hide her reddened skin as



her friends rushed toward her.

“How was 1t?”” Ada asked.

“What was your fortune?” Penny continued.

“Will you meet a handsome Highlander? Is there a prince in
the story?’

Isla shook her head. “Stop it,” she said in a sterner and louder
voice to get them to stop rambling and making her feel more
nervous that she already did. When her friends quieted down,
she continued, “That woman in there is a crazy fraud. A witch.
And you shouldn’t listen to anything she’s told you. She’s
insane.” She felt bad at the defeated look on her friends’ faces,
but they had forced her into something she didn’t want to do,
and now she was terrified of her own future.

Isla walked away from them after that. She no longer felt the
need to explore or enjoy the fair. Right now, she just wanted to
get back to the bed and breakfast and sleep the night off.
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J t rained heavily that night while Isla tried to force
herself to sleep. Nothing could take the strange

woman’s words out of her head or the chill that raced up her
spine while she spoke to them.

The man ye meet shall be yer everything, and yer demise from
the world.

As she tossed in her bed, she forced her eyes to close again
and willed her mind to shut down. A rumble of thunder from
outside jarred her awake again, and this time, Isla sat up in her
bed with a loud groan.

She pushed the sheets covering her body away and combed
her fingers through her thick mass of black hair.

What did she mean? Who was that woman anyway?

Her eyes wandered around the room. It landed on the
medallion on her nightstand. The green stone in the middle of
a gold casing stared back at her until she felt a bit light headed.



I have seen this medallion before. Isla had explored history so
much that it was hard for her to remember where exactly she
had read of it.

The same creeping sensation she had felt earlier while at the
fair returned, and this one brought a tremble to Isla’s nerves
and muscles. Knots formed in the pit of her stomach, the hairs
on her skin stood, and strangely it felt again like she had seen
the stone before.

She closed her eyes and searched her mind. Isla consumed a
lot of history books, and she was certain she had read about a
precious medallion in the Birlet Shallows’ history somewhere.
She just couldn’t place it.

When she opened her eyes again and stared at the stone, it
finally dawned on her.

Clan Kirkpatrick. An ancient Scottish clan whose entire family
was wiped out in a disastrous storm that plagued the
Highlands in the 1400’s. Isla remembered the story as soon as
the Clan’s name came to mind.

She had read about them while studying the history of the
United Kingdom. She remembered the wife of Laird
Kirkpatrick was an English woman, Maleah Calloway; and it
was rumored to be a spelled medallion she brought to the
Highlands with her.

The Clan’s people never truly accepted her as one of them and
it was even rumored that the disaster that led to their death was
caused by one of her children.



After the disastrous storm that raged their land and took lives,
the Clan had lost a lot, but some men had survived. Those who
survived remained on the land while others migrated from
their homes toward the sea and dedicated their lives to fishing
and watching the borders.

The Calloways ended up being a major sea merchants in the
Scottish Highlands.

Isla shivered as she slowly picked the medallion up and looked

at it deeply. Could it be the same medallion I've seen in the
books?

A deep laugh rumbled past her lips then. Isla felt her chest
tighten further as she thought of the woman’s words again. Did
that mean that the old woman claiming to be a gypsy was a
descendant of the Kirkpatrick Clan? How else did she get this
medallion?

How insane. She decided to toss the woman’s words out of her
mind and get a goodnight’s rest. Her travel through Scotland
had only lasted a few weeks, and Isla was not yet ready to part
with the lovely Highlands.

Isla kept staring at the medallion, thinking, until she finally
decided.

So be it, I'll find out if it’s real for myself, she thought and got
out of bed to head for the famous dried-up Loch Leven only a
mile away from her bed and breakfast.

&



By the time Isla made it to the loch the rain had subsided into
a drizzle. She got out of her car and walked the rest of the
distance. The sky was still dark, and she could hear the chirps
of birds 1n the sky they came out of their hiding place.

She shivered from the cold air and tried to stop her stomach
from quivering in anticipation of what she was to find. Even
though she did not believe in fortunes and magic, she still
loved to explore.

Isla held the hem of her dress high and counted her steps until
she got to the massive cave just beside the non-existent loch.

She couldn’t imagine how beautiful the now flaky grounds
would have looked when the blue-green waters existed on it.

Must have been magical.

She sucked in a deep breath and looked at the veil of darkness
extending into the passage under the huge rock. She
swallowed hard and held her breath steady. Once she stepped
in there, she doubted she would be able to see anything as the
rising sun would not reflect in there because of the thick
layering rock covering it.

She had lived her years craving adventure. Whenever she
visited a new land, she liked to experience what life was like
for them there.

Whats in a cave I can 't explore?



Isla wanted to solve that mystery, so she put one foot in front
of her, and started walking into the cave with slow strides.

Isla held the medallion tight and raised the flashlight up she
carried from her car, hoping she could find her path. The hand
holding the medallion quivered. Isla inhaled sharply and took
in the unique earthy smell associated with rain and damp dust.

She wondered how long it had been since anyone came under
the cave here. As she continued walking, her mind drifted off
to her friends.

Once [ find nothing here, I’ll tell them they’ve been defrauded.
Isla couldn’t wait to get back to the main village and tell them
how she had found nothing in the cave that woman had told
them about.

She suddenly stopped when she met a solid wall. It blocked
the path further and left her with nothing else to do than walk
back out. Isla scoffed and raised the medallion up again.
“What did she say about finding a key?”

A second after she spoke, her gaze caught onto something
shiny by her left and she turned toward it. Isla gasped and her
jaw dropped.

On the wall to her left, she saw something moving and nearly
screamed before she realized it was a mouse. Isla looked
closer and noticed a carved-out space on the wall too. It had
the same shape as the medallion she held.



This is impossible, she thought as she slowly lifted the
medallion and placed it on the spot. The instant she did that,
the ground beneath her feet shifted, and her head swooned.
She staggered back, her hand dropped from the wall and next
thing she heard was long whispers deep inside her.

Thig an t-uisge agus tillidh sibh gu am far a bheil so dhanachd
gad thoirt gu agus bidh sibh beo na laithean and sin a stri ri
bhith beo gus an ionnsiach sibh gradh agus maitheanas.

Isla heard the same words the old woman had whispered to her
back at the fair. She put her hands on the sides of her head and
tried to fight off the dizziness that overpowered every other
emotion she was feeling.

It was stronger than her however, Isla could no longer control
her breathing or the rising pulse in her temples. Her limbs
suddenly felt weak, she heard a loud rumble of thunder outside
just before her lids dropped closed and she fell limply to the
ground with a loud thud.

OceanofPDF.com



https://oceanofpdf.com/

BIRLET SHALLOWS, SCOTLAND

1650

ack Lyons dismounted his stallion when he reached

the main market of the small village settlement,
Glencoe. As his boots hit the ground, he marched toward the
crowd of villagers gathered and tried to make his way to the
front.

“My Laird,” a guard greeted as soon he saw him. Jack nodded
once then looked from the guard to the crowd of villagers
chanting praises in native Gaelic. He enjoyed riding out to the
villages to watch his people whenever they held celebrations
in the market square. His Clan was small, but the people
enjoyed their feasts and gatherings.

“What is goin’ on?” Jack asked as he rubbed a hand over his
jaw.

“The people are celebratin’ their champion in the joustin’
competitions. Sir Cristian Meade won the final rounds, and the
people sing his praises.”



“Cristian Meade?” Jack asked, not knowing who his guard
was referring to.

“Aye, My Laird... he’s of House Meade, and he is a knight. A
new Knight added to our guards.”

Jack nodded, then turned away from the scene. Another of his
guards had taken his horse to tie it in a corner, and as he
strolled around the market in silence, he inspected his
surroundings.

Glencoe was one of the small settlements of Clan Humphreys
and Jack was Laird of the people here and in the other two
settlements, Birlet Shallows and Onich. He liked to keep
himself informed on the happenings among his people. Even
though Birlet Shallows and Onich were far off, he still had a
tight grip on the happenings there and got his reports from the
village head and guards.

“The rains last night destroyed the vineyards in the Castle,” his
guard reported. Jack glanced at him before the man added,
“The council wants a meeting. They want to decide what
happens next. As soon as winter comes, Clan Humphreys
might not have enough to sustain itself and it is predicted to be
a long winter this year.”

“Cancel the council meetin’,” Jack answered. “I will call one
when it pleases me.”

“My Laird—"



“I have only just returned from the great market of Birlet
Shallows, and I willnae have the council tell me what to do
with the proceedin’s of the sales this time. I ken how to rule
my people, and I will do just that,” he contended before he
combed his fingers through his hair. “I will ride back to the
Castle, stay with the men and continue inspections.”

Jack did not miss the stiff set line on the guards’ lips as he
bowed his head in agreement. “Aye, My Laird.”

He watched the guard walk away from him and sighed. What
was the point of all this? He did his best to make sure his
people were safe most times, but his councilmen still bothered
more about calling meetings to discuss his love life.

Jack’s muscles strained because he knew it was all they
wanted to talk about in their small meeting.

Everything he had done in the past eight years was for his
people, and yet the small council always found a way to either
thwart or frustrate his plans simply because it did not suit their
needs.

While Jack was more concerned about the well-being of the
Clan and making sure he could provide protection for every
man, his council was more concerned with matters of his life
and heirs. They wanted him to take a lady wife, bed her and
make sons.

That will not help the Clan survive.



Jack was lost in his thoughts and didn’t realize he had walked
far off from the market toward the vast expanse of lands
covered in lush grass. As he admired the lush fields, he
remembered the dream he had the previous night. The images
were vivid in his head. Jack recalled the scent of roses that
invaded his senses as he moved close to the woman standing
with her back to him in his Castle’s dungeons, and the shiver
that raced through him when he had put a hand on her
shoulder to stir her in his direction.

He woke up before he saw the woman’s face, but that little
scene was etched into his memory like it was one of
importance.

Time to get back to the Castle, he thought, dragging his
thoughts back to reality before turning and walking back
toward the market. He didn’t make it far before he heard a
loud, horrifying scream that cut through his hearing and
pierced at his heart.

&

Jack raced toward the direction of the scream. When he
rounded the corner around a cottage closest to the village, saw
a woman struggling to push the men who held her away.

She was small compared to their larger frames and nothing she
did could ever make her break free from them.

His first instinct whenever he saw anyone in trouble was to
jump in and save the day, but Jack froze in his steps when the
woman’s head whipped in his direction and his gaze landed on
hers.



She had the deepest shade of green eyes he had ever seen. Her
short wavy, black hair tumbled down to her shoulder blades,
and he didn’t need to get too close to see the creamy white
shade of her skin, and the hue of crimson on her cheeks.

An instant tingle raced through his body, his muscles tightened
a bit, but the woman yelled again, and this time her words
sounded like curses.

“Let me go,” she continued as the man holding her arm
laughed loud and then sneered.

She’s English, Jack realized when he heard her clear intonation
and language. She was also spirited as she struggled even in
the face of danger.

“What do ye think ye’re doin’?” Jack roared in a loud voice to
get her attacker’s attention. Once the three men turned in his
direction fully, he marched toward them and took out his
sword sheathed to his side. “Let the lass go.”

“She isnae a Scottish lass,” one of them replied. “She’s nae
from here, and we arenae either so we dinnae answer to ye.”

The woman whimpered as the man suddenly grabbed her tight
against his body and put the dirk he held to her neck.

Jack’s blood surged forth in a rush that filled him with anger.

His gaze narrowed on the woman again. Jack had never seen a
color like the one she was wearing. He didn’t know what to



call it, but the shade made her skin look even more appealing.

Her lips trembled as they parted slightly. The full-skirt dress
she wore clung tight to her body and the bodice pushed her
feminine parts up, exposing lovely, creamy skin at her chest.

“We will take the lass into one of these caves and we will do
as we please with her,” one of the men said to Jack. His voice
was barely audible as Jack stared at the mesmerizing woman.

What is this pool of heat settling inside me? He had never felt
anything like it, and it was instant. He couldn’t tear his eyes
off her but when he saw her attacker press his blade deeper
into her neck, his already tense muscles strained.

“Let her go now,” Jack threatened as he tightened his grip on
the head of his sword. “If ye want to live ye will do as I say.”

“What will ye do otherwise?” another man of the three asked,
then they all laughed and started to chatter in an ancient Gaelic
dialect he didn’t fully understand.

Jack took one menacing step toward the men, then he raised
his sword. “Release her,” he ordered again.

He saw a tear slide down the woman’s cheek, and that
surprisingly made his heart ache. He couldn’t understand the
feeling, but he pushed it aside. What mattered first was that he
free her from these men.



“Sheath yer sword, my man,” the man holding her captive
said. “We will fight ye either way.”

Jack got his opportunity when the first two men approached
him with their swords drawn for battle. He moved quickly and
all his skill came into play. In minutes, h