
        
            
                
            
        

    

Their gazes locked. Looking into her dark eyes, he wanted to possess all of her, not just 
her body. "Are ye mine? In what time?" he demanded. "The fifteenth century?" 
She nodded. ' Yes, we re together in 1430 " 
He was dismayed. “That's in eight hundred years!" 
She nodded, staring at him as if soaking up every detail of his face and hoping to 
memorize them. 
He went still. How could he let this woman go back to the future? So much desire roared. 
But even as it did, he thought that he must not have any real involvement with any 
woman, ever again. Still he hardly needed to be fond of her to spend the night with her. 
His mind was made up. They would share one careless night. "I need ye, lass. I canna wait 
eight hundred years.” He pulled her close, so she could feel his very swollen shaft as it 
pulsed between them. “Tell me yer name." 
"Ailios." Tears rose. "I love you so much. You're so different—you’re the same! Royce, you're so young!" 
He started at her bold declaration then even more triumph began. He was loved by this 
brave, pure woman! "I'm nay too young, Ailios, an’ I’m glad to show ye." 
She smiled and touched his face. "But I’m not yours yet. And you don’t love me yet. You 
love Brigdhe. You're married still." 
Had the day been less grim, her words would have amused him. “Ailios. I’m a warrior. 
Warriors dinna have soft hearts. I'm fond of Brigdhe—t’is my duty to be fond o’ her. But 
it doesna matter now. My marriage ended the day Kael captured her." And just so she did 
not get the wrong idea, he added, "I willna marry again." 
Her eyes filled with tears. "I thought you loved her," she gasped. 
"Ye speak so strangely,” he exclaimed, finally smiling ever so slightly. ' Ye may ken me in the future, but ye dinna ken me now.” 
She flung her aims around him and buried her face in his chest as if what he had said had 
pleased her greatly. His heart thundered. The pressure increased in his loins. This was very 
different. It might not be so easy to walk away from her when they were done. 
"Then I am the only woman who has ever had your heart," she whispered, looking up at 
him, her smile saucy. But her gaze remained moist. 
"Ye talk too much,” he said, tilting up her chin. He felt her tense. 
"Ruari, let me heal you." Even as she interrupted him he felt a wonderful warmth seep into his shoulder. It was so pleasing he went still, surprised. 
She smiled, her small hands on him now. “Hmm, you like that, don't you?" 
He looked at her, having heard the very sultry note in her tone, his cock so stiff now it 
truly hurt him. "Very much,” he said softly, answering her smile with one of his own. And 
it felt good to smile after the anguish of the past weeks. 
She sent more warmth into his shoulder, and he was aware of her blood pounding with 
stunning force inside her small, beautiful body. He allowed himself the pure enjoyment of 
being attended by her, of having her purity heal him, and of sexual anticipation. It must 
happen sooner rather than later. He needed her—and he was not a patient man. In fact, he 
wasn't sure he had ever been so hot. 
She began working on his flayed arm. He looked at his shoulder and saw only the bloody 
leine, in scraps there. He pulled at the linen and saw his flesh knitted together, the scar 
vivid and red. The skin on his arm was pink and new. 
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She had dropped her bands. “I had better go," she said thickly. "It's forbidden to change the past." 
He caught her and reeled her in. “How can ye go when yer body is hot an’ wet, achin’ fer 
mine?" 
She inhaled. "This is so hard. But what I feel for you now is half of what I feel for you in the fifteenth century. Ruari, you need me in that time. I won't let Moffat murder you! 
And.. .you don't love me yet." 
He stared, perplexed, his gaze searching hers. "Ye have said twice that I love ye in yer 
time. I ken ye believe it. Did I say so? Because this day I have decided to never allow 
myself affection again." 
She was dismayed. "I am getting the feeling that the past won't change—and you are 
going to beat yourself up with guilt for the next eight hundred years, no matter what!" 
He tensed, displeased. Did she read his mind! How else would she know he was consumed 
with guilt? “I’m tired o' talk ," he warned. "An' I willna wait eight hundred year's to take ye to my bed, I want one night. Surely ye can give that to me? And he let his new power 
of enchantment free, seducing her with his eyes and his will. 
He felt an urgency arise in her. He smiled, leaning close, stroking her back, her hip. "Can ye really resist me? I want to pleasure ye till ye beg me to stop." 
She inhaled and he felt how close to capitulation she was. "I don't know what would 
happen if we slept together. I’m afraid it would change everything that's happened in the 
fifteenth century—and I might not want to leave you, Ruari.” She clasped her temples, 
pulling away. "Right now, you don't love me and you don't need me—you want a night of 
fun. I have to go back. We belong together in the fifteenth century. You have no idea 
what we've been through in a few days! And you are in danger, not as you stand here 
before me, but as your eight-hundred-year-old self!" 
He sobered. He had never imagined being cared about and loved this way. What kind of 
man would he become in the next eight hundred years, to earn such a woman? A terrible 
internal battle began. Could he wait so long to seduce her to his will and take her to bed? 
Was she speaking the truth? Did he need her in the future? Because she was right—he 
wanted her insanely, but he did not need her. 
He thought about his vows. The day he’d made them, they had become his life. He was 
only just studying the Code, and it was long and complex, but one rule was clear. 
Changing the past or the future was forbidden. And in the future, he was being hunted by 
Moffat with this woman at his side. 
He must not detain her. "Do ye love me even now, when we're strangers?" 
She smiled. "Yes, I do." 
His heart leapt with an excitement he could not recognize. Oddly he wanted this woman's 
love and loyalty. “An’ ye’ll go to me now, in the future?" he asked. He had to make 
certain. 
She nodded and touched his cheek. Her hand lingered; she did not speak. 
She was so beautiful, her light so bright, a beacon of hope and joy. His manhood raged, 
hardly heeding his will. But he had no time for joy and she had her duty to his future self. 
"I’ll let ye go, Ailios, but with terms.” 
She started, smiling. "With terms?" 
"I want ye in my bed more than ye ken, but I'll settle for a kiss.” 
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She went still. “Yes,” she breathed. 
And it was the one word he needed. He crushed her in his arms, hard, and opened her 
mouth with his lips. Instantly his head swam with desire, passion and lust, but the joy tried 
to rise up, too. She was an angel of light and hope. He plied her mouth and used his 
tongue there, while rubbing her mound with his shaft, so she would be sure to know what 
she missed. 
She kissed him back and in unison, their pulses soared. 
He wasn't sure who pulled away first. 
Panting, he stared. He was senseless. He had never warned any woman this way. And that 
was the best reason to send her back to her time. 
"Don't worry. I'm your destiny." 
He remained too stunned—and too inflamed—to speak. 
She smiled at him, then turned and walked outside. 
He went to the window to watch her. And his eyes widened. 
A man was coming down the ridge. It was himself, but hardened by centuries of war. 
Ailios cried out and began running to him. 



CHAPTER NINETEEN 
ALLIE SAW ROYCE striding toward her, on the other side of the fortress's open gates. 
She thanked the gods that lie was alive and started to run. He was hurrying toward her, his 
eyes ablaze with his own relief. 
Moffat materialized between them. 
Allie screamed in warning, but even as she did so, Royce vanished, leaping into time. 
Moffat vanished as if on his heels. 
She halted, stunned. Moffat was hunting Royce with a vengeance. 
She realized MacNeil had come to stand beside her just as she saw Aidan beyond the 
clearing, on the ridge. As she spoke, Aidan vanished into time, apparently following 
Moffat and Royce. “Go after them! He can't survive Moffat without his powers!" 
“As soon as he leaves this place, he will find his powers,” MacNeil said, clearly meaning 
to soothe her. But his words were barely spoken when he vanished, too. 
Allie clasped her cheeks. She needed to be with Royce, but he could have gone anywhere! 
A huge white power fell over her. 
She tensed, stunned, and turned to face Elasaid. 
Allie couldn't breathe. Mom. 
Her mother smiled gently at her, but not with a mother's affection. Her expression was 
impersonal. "You are a Healer," she said softly. "And you are so afraid for Ruari.” 
Allie realized that she was face-to-face with her mother centuries before she had been 
conceived. Elasaid was dressed simply, in a long, belted gown, and Allie somehow knew 
she was very young, at least in Immortal terms. To make sure, she whispered. "Is this your 
time?" 
Elasaid seemed slightly bewildered. “Yes, I remain in my time. You are favored by my 
father," she added. "He came to watch over you this day." 
Allie's heart raced wildly. "I felt an Ancient nearby. Who was it?" 
"Lug," she said with a smile. "You are very blessed—and so very young" 
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Allie reeled. Her grandfather was the most powerful of the gods, although some might say 
he was second to Dagdha. And he had been with her while she was in the pit. He had 
reached out to touch her and comfort her. 
"Your destiny is written," Elasaid said. "It is decided by the Ancients." 
"Can you see it?” Allie asked. 
She hesitated. "Yes, I can." 
Allie tried to think. Did her mother know that one day she would give birth to her? "Your 
Fate is written, too, isn't it?” Allie finally asked. 
"Of course. I am here to heal, as you are. And one day, I will bequeath the world another 
Healer." Her gaze searched Allie's and then she smiled. "You are my daughter; aren't 
you?” 
Allie's heart leapt. Tears arose. She managed to nod. 
"I can't see my own future." Elasaid said, but Lug is your grandfather and he is my father. 
You have the power I had at your age. You are from the future—my future." 
Allie started to cry. “You taught me everything I know.” 
Elasaid slipped her hand into Allie's. "You are so beautiful—your light shines like a holy 
beacon. I look forward to the day I hold you in my arms. Now, may I send you back to 
your time?” Allie held her mother's hand tightly, knowing that when she let go, it was 
probably forever. "I have to find Royce," Allie said hoarsely, and she let go. "I will not let evil kill him." 
"I don't know where he has gone, but, my darling, his Fate is also written, and what is 
written cannot be changed." 
Tears fell. "I’ll never give up. Can you send me back to Octobers, 1430?" 
Elasaid nodded. “Go with the gods," she said. 
HE CHOSE TO LAND a hundred years later, in the French city of Paris, a place he had 
never visited once in his entire life— a place he could not be—a place where he was sure 
to have his powers, Pain exploded in his skull as he hit the ground, and he heard Moffat 
cry out, while feeling his evil nearby. 
He needed all of his powers now, but he was powerless for a moment and acutely aware 
of it. In those first minutes, had a living being come by, man or woman, he would have 
ruthlessly taken all of his or her power to replenish his own. Fortunately, the deamhan 
suffered the same loss of power in the first few moments after a landing and Moffat was as 
helpless as he was. 
He felt the power flooding into him as the pain in his skull dulled. Royce sat up, reaching 
for his sword. 
Moffat, who had followed him, lay still. 
Royce leapt up to kill his enemy. 
He raised his sword; Moffat’s eyes went wide. Their gazes locked as they blasted one 
another with energy, Royce brought the blade down on Moffat's neck. But the deamhan 
vanished just as his sword met corded tendon and taut flesh before slicing through. 
He screamed in rage and followed. 
HE FOUGHT THE PAIN of the landing, blinking at the stars exploding in the sky, 
reaching out to feel Moffat. Instantly, as the purple blackness lightened and became gray, 
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he felt his evil presence. A moment later he stared up at a terribly familiar wall. Dread 
arose—he was at Carrick. 
His mind blazed and he decided he had followed Moffat to the early eighteenth century. 
He managed to sit up, aware that his powers were beginning to return, and knowing he 
must flee this place immediately. Surely, somewhere on the grounds, he would find his 
older self. 
He had landed in the southern outer ward, which was now cobbled stone. Potted flowers 
were near the interior gatehouse walls. He was astounded, because he saw so few men on 
the ramparts, as if this was not a time of incessant war. And then he saw that the 
drawbridge was down, the portcullis open in the first gatehouse. A fine gilded carriage 
drawn by six black horses was entering the castle. 
Where was Moffat? He stood, searching for him, but instead of sensing evil, Ailios's great 
white power flowed over him, through him. 
Royce jerked, stunned. His gaze and senses were drawn to the carriage, for she was within 
the vehicle. As he stood, the carriage crossed the drawbridge and he heard her laughter— 
and the squeal of a child, followed by more childish voices. 
Amazement stunned him senseless. 
The carriage was passing him now. 
He strained to see within—and saw himself seated beside Ailios, three small children with 
them. 
What did this mean? 
But he knew, Ailios had given him those children, Ailios was his wife. 
Remaining stunned, he turned to stare after the carriage as it vanished into the next 
gatehouse. And so much intense yearning consumed him. 
Moffat materialized beside him, sword in hand. He grinned. 
Royce didn't think, he leapt—and so did Moffat. 
HE BECAME AWARE of fires raging, an inferno. He had leapt forward another one 
hundred and seventy years into a place called St. Petersburg. This time, the knives in his 
skull remained even as his powers returned, and in the hack of his mind, he knew his body 
was beginning to suffer from so many leaps. He realized a huge palace was in flames. A 
mob was besieging the walls, which were guarded by a very few frightened soldiers. The 
mob wielded pikes and logs, and had destroyed every carriage and vehicle in their path, 
while the soldiers wielded strange weapons with swords sticking from them. Loud bangs 
sounded. Men screamed in fury, in agony. As he stood, he saw the palace gates had been 
breached. 
"You will die today," Moffat panted. 
Royce still gripped his sword as he whirled to face the deamhan. “So ye lust for me, not 
Ailios, he hissed. He hurled his energy at him, but Moffat blocked it. 
Moffat laughed, thrusting. "I will kill you for taking Kaz from me. Then Ailios will bend to me—in my bed—and she will heal for me as I choose." 
Royce met the thrust, enraged. Moffat wanted revenge on him after all. Their blades rang. 
Did he have the holy Book of Healing? 
“I have many pages from it," Moffat replied. “How else would I keep so many giants alive 
in these wars?" 
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Royce roared his answer and thrust many times, so swiftly that Moffat was driven 
backward, able only to defend himself. Royce laughed, feeling triumph at hand. 
Moffat laughed back—and leapt. 
Royce roared and followed. 
HE CRASHED, no longer caring about the pain in his racked body. The knives had gone 
entirely though his brain, or so it seemed, and he howled from the pain. As he struggled to 
see past the shooting stars in his mind, searching for Moffat, he was dismayed—for he was 
at Carrick once more. Horseless carriages filled the courtyard. Laughter drifted from the 
open doors of the hall. He recognized Ailios’s voice and he had one coherent thought. She 
was still his wife. 
He heard himself speaking, for a strong breeze was carrying sound that day. 
"Die," Moffat panted. 
Royce felt the blade caress his jugular, a whisper of razor-sharp steel. He leapt. 
HE LEAPT FAR into the future, centuries farther than the date of his death. And this 
time, even before crashing, he searched for Moffat and felt him on his heels. He grunted as 
he landed again on his back. Somehow, he had kept a grasp of his sword. This time he 
wept from the torment of the leap. He wanted to faint from the agony and knew he must 
not. He was certain he could not withstand time travel many more times. 
He heard Moffat gasping beside him. His head exploding, he managed to see a strange, 
starless sky. He tightened his grasp on his sword. 
Above him were a thousand huge towers, all brilliantly lit from within. He was lying on a 
smooth, gleaming, ebony road, one that seemed to be made of seamless and endless black 
stone. There were no stars, no moon, just the light from the towers. He sat up. Silver 
horseless vehicles moved on the road, hovering just above it, filled with people whose 
faces he could see through the windows. Others flew high in the sky, like birds without 
any wings. 
But he could not think about this strange world. Power had returned to his muscles, 
flowed in his veins. He stood. "A Ailios!" 
Moffat sat, Royce seized him, so he could not leap. In that moment, he felt the deamhan's 
black power returning. He struck, intending to behead him this time. 
And Moffat leapt anyway. 
But Royce was ready. Anticipating the leap, he went with him, his blade cutting into his 
throat and jugular artery as they were hurled past the huge towers and into the void of 
timeless space. 
Moffat howled in rage and pain. 
Flying through the stars and moons, through meteors and rock, past suns, the force now 
threatening to tear him limb from limb. Royce finished the thrust, slicing through Moffat's 
neck. 
For one more instant, their gazes remained locked. 
Royce felt savage triumph. He released his sword and watched it spin away into infinity. 
Moffat's gaze became incredulous, and then his head and body separated and were hurled 
away toward other galaxies. 
Royce gave over to the leap with his body, and, suddenly exhausted, he willed a landing, 
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any landing, anywhere….in any time. 
WHERE WAS ROYCE? 
Allie huddled in one of the two large chairs in Carriers hall sick with fear and despair. 
She'd arrived home in the late afternoon of the exact day she'd been seized by Moffat at 
Blackwood Hall. It was almost midnight. Royce had vanished into time, pursued by 
Moffat, over twelve hours ago, if she dared count the hours in a normal way. 
Where was he? What was happening? Why hadn’t he returned to her? 
Allie was so afraid, and no matter how Ceit and Peigi hovered, how kind they were, how 
attentive, the sick feeling in the pit of her stomach would not subside. 
She felt power approaching and cried out but it was Aidan who strode into the hall, his 
face hard and grim. 
Allie gasped, “Where is Royce?” 
"I dinna ken," he said. 
Allie shivered, a terrible cold stealing over her already chilled body. "What does that 
mean?" 
He paused by her chair. “I followed them to a French city in the seventh century, but they 
leapt so quickly. I landed after them, I managed to chase them to the eighteenth century 
but they were long gone by then—an' I could not find their trail." 
Allie choked on more fear. Moffat was hunting Royce through the centuries. "Try again!" 
"I canna,” Aidan said fiercely. "Ye dinna think I wish to find the man I love as a friend, a brother and a father, all at once! They're gone, Allie, long gone, an' they could be 
anywhere, in any time." 
She felt her tears finally falling. "It's been hours and hours. Oh God. What could be 
happening?” 
Aidan did not answer, laying his large hand on her back. 
"Have ye eaten? Have ye taken some wine? Ye need to do so an’ get rest." 
"I am not resting" she flashed furiously, I am sitting right here, waiting for Royce to come home!" 
His expression grave, he left her to go to the table, where he poured a mug of wine and 
began sipping it. Allie stared. She had never seen him so somber. In that moment, she 
knew he thought Royce dead. 
She would never believe it. 
But when midnight came and went, she curled up in her chair and wept. 
FIVE DAYS LATER, Allie was standing on the ramparts of the southern walls, staring 
listlessly across the ravine and adjoining lands, wishing Royce would miraculously appear 
before her very eyes. She was so afraid he would not. As she stood there, one of his heavy 
plaids wrapped around her green velvet dress, she saw three riders approaching. Not a one 
was Royce, although they were Masters all, and she let the tears freely fall. 
She wasn't going to believe he was dead. She would never believe it. But why didn't he 
come home? 
She didn't move as the riders galloped closer, finally crossing the drawbridge. A moment 
later she turned and saw MacNeil, Seoc and another Master whom she did not know 
dismounting in the bailey below. MacNeil glanced up and raised his hand. Allie could not 
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wave back. 
She turned away, her back to the men. She prayed to her grandfather that MacNeil 
brought good news, but his expression had been severe. 
Power approached. It was a power she had yet to feel, hot and impatient, battle ready. She 
turned and stared at a dark, blue-eyed man clad in thigh-high boots, a red and black plaid 
worn over his leine. In spite of his intense presence, his searching blue gaze was soft with 
sympathy. 
Allie tensed. 
He was reading her mind, because he smiled. "Aye, lady, I’m yer brother, Guy Macleod.” 
Allie breathed hard. She looked at him, thinking about the fact that he was a powerful man 
she could depend on— her only family in this time. Aidan had stayed at Carrick, but she 
knew he was ready to go home to his small son. Guy was a stranger, but she needed him. 
"Thank you," she managed to say, realizing she might break down at any moment. “Thank 
you for coming." 
He studied her for a moment. "Do ye wish for me to call ye Ailios or Allie?" 
"Allie," she said, because there was only one person whom she wished to hear the name 
Ailios from. “I need Royce,” she heard herself say brokenly. 
His slight smile vanished. "It has been five days since he was last seen outside Eoradh in 
the sixth century. T’is time to grieve." 
"No! Is that why you came? To tell me to give up hope?" 
"Yer my sister. I came to invite ye to Blayde. I have a wife an’ she can comfort ye." 
"I am not leaving Carrick." Allie cried. Tears fell. "I appreciate your offer, I can't leave. 
...not yet." 
He said carefully. "If Royce could return, he would." 
Allie began to cry. 
Guy Macleod laid his large hand clumsily on her shoulder. "Ye need to come with me to 
Blayde" he said. "Yer my sister. T’is my duty to care for ye now." 
Allie shook her head, backing away. 
He became coaxing. "My wife is very kind. Ye’ll like her." He hesitated. "She's from yer time." 
"I have to wait for Royce,” Allie tried desperately. "Then wait with me and Lady Tabitha at Blayde.” She shoot her head to clear it; she couldn't have heard him correctly. "I beg 
your pardon. You didn't say your wife's name is Tabitha?" 
He seemed perplexed. "Aye, I did. Ye’d like her greatly— everyone likes Lady Tabitha," 
he said. 
She was in disbelief. “Not Tabby….my Tabby.” 
"I dinna ken." 
"Is she dark blond and beautiful, a good hand taller than I am? Does she cast spells?" Allie cried. "Does she use Tarot! Did you find her in New York?" 
Guy's eyes went wide. "Keep yer voice down. She’s no witch. But aye. I found her there 
in the year 2008.” 
Allie simply stared, stunned. 
ALLIE STOOD at the canopied entrance of her Park Avenue home. 
The city hadn't changed. Park Avenue was bumper to bumper with yellow cabs and luxury 
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black sedans. Horns blared. Pedestrians rushed up and down the sidewalks. The center of 
the street was abloom with flowers. No litter marred the clean, swept sidewalks. 
It was September 21. She could have returned home at any time, but it had seemed 
appropriate to return two weeks after Royce had been murdered by Moffat at modern-day 
Carrick—because she'd been waiting in the fifteenth century for two weeks for him to 
return. 
Royce’s Fate was engraved in stone. Moffat had been meant to murder him, and 
apparently, he had done just that in 1430. 
It was hard to grasp the fact that Royce was dead. Worse, she was convinced she had 
caused his death a second time. If she hadn't gone back in time to save him, none of this 
would have happened, would it? And he would have lived another six hundred years. 
Her heart shrieked at her in protest. Her heart would never believe him dead. Her heart 
would wait for him forever. 
She was deeply depressed, grief-stricken. She had even considered going back to Ruari in 
the sixth century, but what if she caused his death then, too? It had become time to be 
sensible. He was dead, for there was no other explanation for his absence. She would 
mourn forever—but her place wasn't the fifteenth century. Of course it wasn't. Her place 
was the twenty-first century. 
Her father and her brother, Alec, had to be sick with fear over her disappearance. But 
Allie just stood there, unable to move forward, staring at the glass doors of the entrance to 
her apartment building. Aidan touched her elbow. He had insisted on taking her home. 
"Maybe I should wait a moment," he said. “To make certain ye find yer family well." 
"You don't have to wait," Allie said hoarsely. She suddenly turned and wrapped her arms around him in a bear hug, clutching the velvet dress Royce had given her in her arms. "If 
Royce comes back, you'll come for me?" And then she realized what she'd said. She 
needed a miracle, desperately. 
His blue eyes flickered oddly. "O’ course." 
Allie turned away. He had been grieving, too. She'd caught him weeping when he thought 
he was alone. He didn't think Royce was ever coming back to them. 
Wiping her eyes, she marched up to the front door. She tried to smile at the doorman and 
failed. "Hi, Freddie." 
He barred her way. "Hello " He was a flirt and he smiled at her. "Who are you here to see?” 
Allie was bewildered. "Are you joking?" She started to go past him; he took her arm. 
"Lady." His tone changed. “No one goes up unannounced. Who are you here to see?" 
She gaped at him while he stared firmly at her. "Have I changed so much?" she finally 
asked. “This is where I live.” 
Instantly she saw a wary look in his eyes—a look she was very familiar with, being a New 
Yorker. He thought her nuts. “If you won't tell me who you wish to see. I can't let you in. 
You have to he buzzed up." 
This was insane. What was wrong with him? “I'm really tired and this isn't funny." Freddie 
never joked. "I live here." 
"Unless you're a new tenant, you don't live here. And there are no new tenants—there 
haven't been in years." 
He didn’t know her. "Buzz William Monroe—or Alec," she cried. She looked past him at 
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Aidan, who was listening closely, his eyes wide and alert. What is this? she asked him 
silently. 
He shrugged. 
"Are you kidding?" Freddie said incredulously. 
Before Allie could argue, she saw her brother coming through the lobby toward the front 
doors. As sad as she was—and as bewildered—it was great to see him and her heart leapt. 
Freddie opened die doors and Allie rushed into his arms. 
Alec's eyes went wide, then he grinned at her with an odd, very male look. “Wow. Do we 
know each other?" His grin played. 
Allie released him, shocked. She opened her mouth to blurt out that he was her brother. 
But he didn’t know her, either. 
What was happening? 
"Hey, don't be insulted. Did we meet each other last night at Ciprianni's?" 
She inhaled. How could her own brother not know her? 
She glanced at Aidan, and he shook his head with a warning she did not understand. 
"'Hey, I'm sorry, I made a mistake," she said. 
"No, I'm the sorry one." His seductive smile played. "How about a drink?" 
"Another time," Allie managed to say. 
He shrugged and walked to the curb for a taxi. 
Allie stared after him as Freddie rushed to hail a cab for him. If Alec didn't know her; if 
she wasn't Alec's sister, what did that mean? What could it mean? 
And Royce’s image came to her mind, flooding her senses with yearning. 
And she heard Elasaid. Embrace your destiny, darling. 
Freddie had returned to his post before the two doors. 
"What happened to the Monroe Heiress?" Allie asked, trembling. 
"I'm going to call the cops now," he said. "Lady, you are cute as hell, but you are nuts! 
There is no Monroe Heiress , Mr. Monroe has three sons." 
Allie gasped and had to sit down on his stool. “He has three sons?" 
"You just met the oldest," Freddie snapped. "Then there are the two boys." 
She reeled. 
"His wife had the twins two years ago." Freddie added. "Mr. Monroe is nuts about those little boys." 
Her father had remarried after all. But what about her, Allie Monroe? Who was she—and 
was William Monroe her father or not? 
IN THE NEW YORK CITY Public Library, Allie found exactly what she was looking for. 
William Monroe had married the socialite heiress Laurel Cady-Benton two years ago. The 
moment Allie saw the pretty blonde's picture, she sensed that she was a kind, centered 
woman and perfect for her father. In their wedding photos, she and her father were clearly 
in love. 
He had never been married to her mother, Elizabeth. 
There had never been a Monroe Heiress. 
Allie looked at Aldan, shocked. “This is not my time," she said. “I have to go back." 
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CHAPTER TWENTY 
TABBY AND SAM shared a two-bedroom loft in Tribeca. There was no doorman to ring 
her up and Allie pounded wildly on their door. It was 5:00 pm and if Tabby was still in the 
twenty-first century, she’d be home, school having let out at quarter past three. Allie was 
half expecting her to be there, because Guy had found her in 2008. 
Aidan took her wrist. “Ye have to calm, Allie." 
"How can I calm? Apparently I was never born! What the hell does that mean?" 
Aidan was as relaxed as she was not. "It means yer meant to go back to Blayde, to live 
with yer brother—the last place yer mother was seen.' 
"My mother was last seen here—except, suddenly she doesn't exist in this time, either!" 
Allie banged on the door again. Her mother must have fled the massacre and leapt directly 
to 1982, the year she’d met William Monroe, the year Allie had been born. But clearly that 
hadn't been meant to be. "I almost feel as if I am going to go up in smoke at any moment " 
Aidan smiled. "Ye belong to the Brotherhood, lass. Ye willna vanish from time." 
Allie stared at him, thinking that he had to be right. Somehow, what her mother had done 
had been wrong. But if that was the case, what did it mean about her relationship with 
William Monroe? Had the Ancients taken his memory of her away so that he wouldn't 
suffer when she went back? He was her father, wasn't he? 
The door opened, revealing Sam standing there in a tiny top and low-slung fleece shorts, 
her short hair soaking wet, most of her midriff bare. She looked annoyed—and then her 
eyes went wide in disbelief and relief, “Allie!” She embraced her hard. 
"You know me!" Allie said hoarsely, choking in relief. Sam glanced at Aidan and her eyes went wide and then narrowed. Aidan smiled the kind of smile that would instantly put 
most women on their backs, undressing her from head to toe, an easy enough task as Sam 
barely had any clothes on. Sam checked him out as quickly and as boldly, then dragged 
Allie inside. Aidan followed and she shut the door behind him. 
Allie made introductions. "Is Tabby here?" "She's at a PTA meeting. We have been so worried!" Allie just stared. So Tabby still existed—even though she’d eventually go to the 
past and live there. Or would she stay here? "Allie!" Sam grabbed her. "We need to talk!" 
"We can talk in front of Aidan." Allie said, Sam gave him a glance and then said. "The morning after the party. Tabby called you because you took off. And no one, no one, I 
mean frigging no one—" her voice rose shrilly, when Sam was as cool as Royce all of the 
time "—knew you! Not the housekeeper, not your father, not your brother. What the hell 
happened?" 
"But you didn't forget me," Allie whispered. "We've been freaked! We were afraid it was demons, and that Fate decided to make a few adjustments to the situation. But the gods 
never intervene when someone is murdered and you know it.” 
“I’ve been in the fifteenth century, Sam. The CDA rumors are true." 
Sam stared at her and Allie stared back. Then she looked at Aidan. "He has power, lots of 
it—and it's not demonic.” 
"Yeah, he has power. There's a secret Brotherhood filled with guys like him who have 
taken vows to protect Innocence no matter what,” Allie said. "The Masters time travel as 
well as vanquish evil. They are descended from the gods, Sam." She almost added, so was 
she. “They're almost immortal—and almost invincible." 
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"Holy shit,” Sam then said, low. "There's a spell in the Book we never understood Allie. 
It's about Fate interrupted, and Fate corrected.” 
Allie hesitated. Sam had referred to the Book she and Tabby lived by, handed down to 
them by their mother, a book only a Rose woman could use. It was filled with wisdom, 
magic, myths and spells. "I don't exist here anymore. And that means one thing—my Fate 
is the past." 
Sam appeared dismayed and she hugged her, another totally uncharacteristic action for 
her, as she was the least touchy-feely person Allie knew. 
The door opened and Tabby walked in. She saw Allie and rushed to embrace her, Allie 
realized she was crying. "It's all right.” 
"No, it's not. Sam, Brie and I have spent nights trying to figure out what happened to you 
and what it meant. Brie said you weren't coming back! Thank the gods she was wrong!" 
Allie hesitated. "This is temporary. Tabby. My life is the fifteenth century now." 
Tabby gaped. 
Allie whispered, "I found him. I found the Emperor." 
Tabby gasped. “Then why do you look as if someone has died?" 
Allie tried not to cry. 
"Oh my God " Tabby whispered. “I’m sorry. Allie, I'm so sorry.” 
Allie sucked it up. "I need Brie. I have been trying to summon her, but I don't think it's 
working. Can you call her? I have to speak to her before I go back." 
Sam was already on the phone. 
"Aidan? This is my other best friend, Tabby," Allie realized Aidan was staring at Tabby in surprise. 
Tabby did a double take and appeared confused. "Do I know you?" 
"I dinna think so—Lady Tabitha." 
Tabby started. She glanced at Allie but before Allie could divert her—she didn't think she 
should tell Tabby she was going to meet her destiny in another year and that he was very 
medieval—Sam said. "Brie left the office, like, ten minutes ago." 
"How do you know me," Tabby asked uncertainly, and why are you addressing me as 
“Lady?” 
The words weren't even out of her mouth when a soft knock sounded on the door. Allie 
gave Aidan a warning look and ran to it, knowing it was Brie, her heart leaping wildly. 
She needed a final, definitive answer about Royce. She needed to know that he was alive 
and out there, somewhere. 
Brie stood in the doorway in a shapeless brown suit, looking flushed, as if she’d walked 
the twenty blocks from CDA to the loft, her brown hair pulled tightly back, tendrils 
sticking to her damp skin. She wore her heavy black I'm-A-Brain glasses, but they were 
crooked. They embraced and clung. 
"I heard you calling!" Brie exclaimed breathlessly. "What are you doing here." You can't be here!" she cried. 
Then she looked past Allie and saw Aidan. She turned redder and glanced aside. Then 
said. “I have missed you so, I have thought about you so much!" 
"Everything had happened so fast and I didn’t know how to get word back to you guys." 
Allie held her by the upper arms. "Everything Tabby saw in the cards was right. And you 
were right—he was there, that night at the fundraiser. Brie, please. Is Royce alive ?” 
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Brie shifted her weight, as she usually did when nervous. "Allie, you know I can't see on 
demands.” 
"Please,” Allie cried, and instantly, she knew she was on the verge of hysteria. Her grip on Brie tightened. "Try to see… .try for me, I can't believe he’s gone forever!" 
"I don't know," Brie cried back, strained. “I only know that I saw him coming for you, A big, golden, beautiful man, a warrior. You were meant to heal his heart—and he was 
meant to take you to your Fate. That's all I know!" 
"Allie,” Aidan interrupted. “Yer hurting the lass.” 
Allie released her. “I’m so sorry!" 
Brie wiped one of her cheeks with her knuckles—she'd started to cry. She was terribly 
empathetic. "I know your heart has been ripped out, I'm sorry, so sorry!" 
Allie fought not to weep. "How can this have happened?" 
Brie put her arms around her. "You can't fight Fate." 
Allie looked at her. "After eight hundred years, he was finally coming around. I was 
healing him." 
Brie didn't seem to hear her. "Allie? You need to go to a place called Carrick—you need 
to go now!" 
HE AWOKE, not for the first time, aware that his strength was returning. And as he did, 
he heard the woman as she pounded food with a stone, and he sensed the man outside of 
the cave where he had been taken. He could smell meat roasting. 
Saliva gathered 
He began to recall what had happened 
Moffat had chased him through the ages. The many leaps had exhausted him. He had 
landed without thought in this long ago, primitive time. He opened his eyes and adjusted 
his gaze to the dim light in the cave. 
The woman wore a deerskin and she did not look his way, grinding leaves rhythmically 
with her stone. Her face was strange, with huge cheekbones, a wide, flat nose, small eyes. 
She was small, too, like Ailios, but so was the man. 
He had gone so far back in time he did not know the date. But then, these people had no 
calendar. 
She looked at him and smiled. 
He read her mind. She thought him a god; so did her man. But now, he remembered 
appealing in their midst. Just before losing consciousness, he had sensed their shock and 
fear. 
The man appealed, also clad in a skin, grinning. He was pleased with the tribal kill—two 
deer. 
More saliva gathered—he was starving. He recalled the woman feeding him some kind of 
bland gruel while giving him sips of water. He sat up. Both people turned to stare. 
He smiled at them, testing his body, searching it for strength and power He sent a blast of 
light energy through the cave and was pleased when the dirt and leaves lifted and swirled. 
The cave people's eyes widened. 
"Thank ye fer carrin’ fer me,” he said. His strength and power were rapidly returning. He 
flexed his hands, standing. 
They got on their knees submissively. 
They were in awe, still afraid. It didn't matter. He had lain in exhaustion for days—he 
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wasn't sure for how long—and he had to go home. But before he did, he'd make sure they 
had enough stores to last the winter. 
Royce stepped out of the cave. 
"I DINNA THINK WE SHOULD be here" Aidan said. “I think ye should go directly to 
Blayde, yer brother’s home." 
Allie paused outside Carrick's twenty-first-century front walls, which were covered with 
blooms. Why had Brie insisted they go to Carrick? 
"He's nay here" Aidan said sharply. "Ye have yer hopes up." 
She did have her hopes up, but Allie wasn't going to admit it. They'd taken a commercial 
flight to Scotland, to avoid the physical stress of leaping. Allie had no funds, so Tabby had 
paid for the airfare. Their goodbyes had been tearful. While Allie knew she'd see Tabby 
again, she'd probably never see Brie or Sam. On top of losing Royce, it was simply too 
much. 
"Stop being so brave,” she had told Sam fiercely. "Find someone to help you hunt the 
demons so you don't have to do it alone!" 
Sam had been amused. “I have Tabby and Brie," she said flippantly. "Besides, maybe I'll join CDA" 
In a way, Brie was her best friend, even though she was so shy, introverted and bookish. 
Allie had hugged her, not meaning to say anything. But then she'd whispered. "Stop hiding 
behind your job, those glasses and those awful suits." 
Brie had smiled sadly. "I'm not you…. I love you, Allie.” 
It hurt terribly leaving them behind, even more than leaving her father and Alec, but 
nothing hurt as much as facing the final truth about Royce. Why had Brie sent her here? 
Was this supposed to somehow help her move onto a life without Royce in it? She glanced 
down the hill toward the two large garages, which looked like small manor homes. 
Royce's cars were housed there, unless the estate had already sold them. 
She breathed hard. "I guess we can leave the rental car here. I doubt anyone will tow it." 
She started toward the bridge, which spanned the ravine. 
Aidan came abreast of her. "Why did yer friend send ye here. T’is cruel—but she's nay 
cruel at all." 
"She's an empath, Aidan, and she also has the Sight. I don't know why she sent me here, 
but I've learned over the years that Brie is always right. There's a reason, and I guess we're 
about to find it." 
He was silent. 
Unlike the fifteenth century, the portcullis remained raised and they started to walk 
through the first gatehouse. Allie saw a gardener tending several of the potted plants in the 
courtyard. She realized that the estate was being kept up, probably because it was for sale. 
The gardener suddenly straightened and tipped his tweed cap at her. 
Allie smiled politely back. They knocked on the front door. 
Mrs. Farlane opened it. She beamed. “I thought you'd be gone for the day, Lady 
MacLean!" Then she glanced past her, puzzled. “Did you leave the Aston-Martin by the 
garage and walk all the way up?" 
Allie gaped, so confused she could barely comprehend the housekeeper. Royce was a 
MacLean—but so was Malcolm. Had the housekeeper confused her with someone else? 
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"The Aston-Martin? I don't have an Aston-Martin,” she stammered. 
Mrs. Farlane looked bewildered. "His Lordship gave it to you last year for your 
anniversary!" 
Allie reeled. Aidan steadied her. "His Lordship?" he asked. 
"Is Her Ladyship ill?" Mrs. Farlane became distressed. "Lady MacLean, come inside and sit down. Let me summon His Lordship!" 
Allie somehow followed the housekeeper into the hall. She knew she was mistaken for 
the lady o Carrick. 
Mrs. Farlane had rushed off. 
Allie stumbled, facing Aidan. ' Oh gods" she whispered. "Is it possible?" 
And then she heard a man's footsteps. She whirled—and her heart sank. 
A tall man who very much resembled Royce had come into the hall his aura reeking of 
power. He wasn't Royce, for his hair was dark, but those silver eyes were unmistakable. 
He was Royce's son or grandson. Was this His Lordship? 
His face was concerned as he approached. "Mother, are ye okay?” 
Allie cried out. 
"Mother?" Bewilderment crossed his face. 
And Allie realized it wasn't over. 
Then Royce stepped into the hall. 
Their gazes locked. 
Allie took one look at him and knew he was fourteen hundred years old. The modern 
Royce lived. He had not been murdered on September 7. And that could only mean one 
thing. 
Royce had vanquished Moffat as they fought through the centuries after leaping from 
Eoradh. 
"Royce,” Allie cried, her knees buckling. 
Royce's eyes widened with disbelief. He whirled. "Thors, I need a privy word with yer 
mother." 
Thors said slowly. "That's not my mother. At least, it's not Mother now. She's come from 
another time. My mother is visiting at Blayde. An' Aidan has leapt from the past, too." He 
gave Allie another serious look and left the room. 
Allie ran to Royce and threw herself into his arms. 
He held her for a moment. Then. “You are so young!" 
"You lived—you vanquished Moffat!" She clasped his beautiful face. 
"Aye! I leapt through many ages, fighting with him the entire time, an’ I was too ill to 
come home to ye. But I am returning to ye, Ailios. Ye canna stay here. We have 
children— grandchildren—great-grandchildren! Ye must go back to me in the fifteenth 
century so we can have this future!" 
Allie nodded, overcome. "I love you." 
He smiled. "I ken—for ye have suffered my medieval ways for six centuries. Now go, 
darling. I willna lose this life of ours." 
Allie turned and gave Aidan her hand. 
Six DAYS HAD PASSED since she had been seized by Moffat outside of Blackwood 
Hall. Allie stood on the ramparts, mindless of the drizzle, wrapped in one of Royce’s 
plaids. Autumn had settled over Morvern and the leaves on the Scot oak trees were red 
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and gold, while the grass and shrubs were turning brown and barren. She knew Royce was 
coming back, but until he did, she was suspended in a state of breathless anticipation, 
tinged with real fear for his safety and welfare. 
And then she felt his hot, hard power below. 
She whirled, crying out. 
Royce was leaping up the steps to the ramparts, his gaze burning and bright. 
It was her Royce—Mr. Medieval—and he had clearly been in his Mad Max mode. His 
leine was spotted with dried blood, as if someone had dipped a paintbrush in it and then 
shaken it at him. Allie wasn't sure she wanted to know what had happened. She ran 
toward him. 
Royce ran, too, and on the top step, he swept her into his embrace and held her, hard. 
She breathed in his scent—Highland pine, rain, sex, man. 
She sensed for his injuries but there were none. In fact, his power was as great as it had 
ever been. 
"Aye, I was hurt, but I'm fine now." He took her face in his hands and smiled warmly at her. "Hallo a Ailios," he said softly. 
She touched his cheek. "Hallo a Ruari." 
He clasped her hand to his cheek. "Moffat's dead " 
"I know.” 
He started. 
"I saw our future, Royce. I saw our wonderful future!” 
His puzzled gaze softened. "I saw it, too. We will have many fine children, Ailios." 
She nodded and realized she was crying. 
“I’m sorry I scared ye so. I was so weakened from the leaping. I landed in a distant time 
and I dinna have the power to come back to ye for days." 
She somehow nodded. 
"I could never leave ye " he whispered, his tone suddenly rough, "I love ye too much.” 
Allie went still. His words reverberated through her body, her heart, her soul. 
"Ye win,” he added with a smile that revealed his single dimple. "Don't I get to take ye to bed now?" he added, his gaze gleaming. 
Somehow she said. "Damn right." 
He swept her into his anus and started down the stairs, his strides rapid and determined. 
She felt his pulse roaring, gathering in his loins. "I have missed you so much!” 
"Aye, I ken. Ye were scared an’ ye went to yer time, to find ye dinna exist there 
anymore." 
They entered the hall. He was lurking—she loved it! “The gods want me with you, 
Royce." 
“Ah, well." He ran up the stairs to his tower. "That's a very hopeful statement." His grin flashed, wicked, and he laid her on the bed. "I'll fight the gods to be with ye, Ailios," he said seriously, but he looked at her legs. 
She had dressed for his return every day. She leaned back against the pillows in the green 
jersey dress. The slit fell open. Royce sat and slid his hand up her thigh, high. "I like the pink thong best," he said roughly. 
She looked at his fiercely tented leine. "I know. Take that off. He smiled and stood, 
dropping his belt and pulling off his boots. He tossed the plaid aside—and then the leine. 
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Allie breathed hard. He was the most magnificent man, and her heart soared. I am the 
luckiest woman on this earth, she thought. I’m going to pleasure you, Royce, she 
managed. 
"I dinna think so," he said roughly and tugged the thong off, pushed her dress up to her waist, then reached for the wrap top. Then he looked at her. "I love yer body, yer face, but I love yer kind heart the most,” he said. 
Allie felt more tears gathering. "Royce " 
"I love you, Ailios." 
She laid her hand on his thundering heart. She wanted to fly to the stars and then back 
again—a hundred times—but she fought to sense his guilt, his pain. And he knew, because 
as ready as he was, he waited for her now. 
It took a long moment and she felt only a faint echo of the guilt that had consumed him for 
the past eight hundred years. She had at least five hundred and seventy-seven years to 
finish healing his heart. 
He was lurking, because he smiled roughly and said. "Aye, I may not be called Black 
Royce for much longer." 
"Come to me, love," Allie whispered. 
He did. 
TWO DAYS LATER. Allie stepped out of a steaming bath and wrapped herself in her 
favorite plaid, which she'd claimed possession of from Royce. She and Royce had 
definitely had a honeymoon. He'd barred the door, only opening it for food and drink. She 
was exhausted from the several days they'd just spent together, filled with passion that had 
been at times mindless and at other times amazingly gentle, peppered with conversation, 
cuddling, affection and intimacy. She was deliriously, ecstatically, joyfully in love. 
She dried her hair with a linen towel and stepped into her jeans and a cashmere sweater 
she'd been given by Sam. She went to the mirror—no, looking glass—over the chest, 
thinking about how she'd have a servant hail it to the wall in a more convenient position. 
She'd taken a dozen lipsticks from Sam and Tabby before leaving, too. But before she 
could decide on a shade for her lips. Elasaid appeared in the mirror. 
Allie tensed, stunned. She was afraid her mother would vanish the moment she turned. But 
she did turn, cautiously murmuring, "Mom?" 
Her mother stood smiling at her. Her eyes soft with love. Allie could see the bed through 
her figure and knew she was a spirit from the afterlife. ”I didn't think I'd ever see you 
again!" she cried. 
Elasaid whispered, “I am so happy for you, darling." 
This was goodbye, Allie thought. But before she could begin to barrage her mother with 
questions, a dark man appeared beside her—and he was the spitting image of her brother, 
Guy, except that he was in his forties and silver streaked his temples. And she knew she 
was looking at Guy's father. William the Lion, the fifth baron of Blayde. 
Her heart thundered. "William Monroe isn't my father,” she whispered. 
"No, darling, he's not. I was afraid—I had you to guard and protect. I asked Lug to send 
me to the safest place. He sent me to Will Monroe." 
Allie trembled, staling at her father, a handsome man who reeked of mortal power, even 
being dead. 
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William Macleod smiled at her. “I am proud of you, daughter," he said. 
He took her mother's hand and Allie saw the white Light coursing between them, 
happiness and love. “Father," she managed to say. She wanted to know this man. 
"You will know me through your brother," he said. 
Allie smiled through her tears. It was a command. She nodded, "I sensed the truth the 
moment Royce told me about you and Mom." 
"I know." 
Allie started. "How much can you see from the other side?" 
Elasaid's beautiful smile played. "Darling, that is not a just question. The gods bless you and Ruari and your children and their children.” She blew a kiss. 
Allie saw her and her father fade. She lifted her hand. They continued to smile at her, their 
loss so evident and consuming. They slowly receded, until she was left standing alone in 
the room. She wiped her tears. They were together for eternity—and she would get to 
know her father through Guy, as he had ordered her to do. 
Wow, Tabby was in for a huge ordeal. Allie bit back a smile. She'd manage. It would be 
worth it in the end. 
She found Royce in the hall, in a deep conversation with his steward. But he instantly 
looked at her, his eyes warm with deep, undying love. 
Allie's own heart swelled with delirium and joy. 
She sat down to eat, ravenous. When the steward was gone, Royce came over. "Did ye 
enjoy yer bath?” 
"Yes. What's wrong, Royce? Did I tire you out?" 
Annoyance flashed. "I was being kind by not coming to yer bath! We made love for two 
days.” 
She laughed at him. "Gotcha." 
He smiled back. Then he sobered. “Three Masters have gone to Moffat Cathedral an' 
retrieved six pages o’ the Book o’ Healing.” 
"That's great!" Allie cried. 
"Aye, but I had hoped they might find the Book o’ Power there.” He sat down beside her. 
Instantly Allie knew he wanted to ask her something. "What is it?" 
He smiled at her his expression so beautiful and open, so unguarded, her heart ached. "Ye 
met me at Eoradh." 
She blushed, recalling that sexy encounter with his younger self. "Oh, yes. We met." 
His smile faded. “I remember the day so well. In one moment, ye changed my world. I 
wanted ye so badly— an’ dinna wish ye to leave. I still dinna ken how I let ye go, but I 
understood I needed ye more in this lime than then." 
She was stunned. "You remember what happened?" 
His smile returned, and his gaze flickered. "Ye told me bow much ye loved me, even my 
young self—an’ ye let me take a kiss." 
His memories of that terrible day had been changed by her arrival in the past. She was 
stunned. "But it's forbidden to change the past." 
He eyed her oddly. "Did we change the past?” 
"You do remember that the first time you met me was in the future—in 2007—three 
weeks ago." 
"Nay, lass," he corrected softly, "I met ye the day I rescued Brigdhe. An’ I never forgot 
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ye, not in eight hundred long years." He smiled and stroked his hand over her hair and 
then down her hack. 
Allie breathed hard. What had Sam said about an incomprehensible passage in the Book? 
"My friends never understood some spell about Fate interrupted and Fate corrected.” 
Royce's brows lifted. "From time to time, something happens that is not meant to be. In 
the Code, it tells us that Fate will always adjust such errors in history." 
Allie met his gaze. Fate had done just that in her case, because she should have been born 
in the thirteenth century. "I need to go to Blayde, she said suddenly. She had a new family to meet and learn about—and she had a best friend to visit. Boy would they talk up a 
storm! 
Royce smiled. "I’ll take ye so ye can gossip with Lady Tabitha." 
"Lurker! Have you met her?" 
"Nay, but I'm glad ye have friends in our time.” 
Allie met his gaze. "Our time. Oh, Royce, I am the luckiest woman in the world." 
"I’m the most fortunate man." He stood. “We can leave in two days. I have many matters to attend before we visit yer brother an’ his wife." 
Allie nodded happily. 
"I will be back to sup with ye." He surprised her yet again by brushing her cheek with a kiss, his hand lingering in her hair. Then he strode across the hall. 
Allie watched him go, loving him so much it hurt. “You know, you do have a way with 
words.” 
He glanced back at her. "That’s ye, Ailios. I prefer action, but ye love to talk—even in 
bed." His eyes gleamed, "I dinna mind." 
"You love talking in bed—don't you dare deny it. Mr. Medieval has a soft side after all." 
"There's nothing soft about me in bed," he returned, but he was smiling. 
And even though he was so light and happy now, Allie loved him so much she lifted her 
hand and sent her white healing light deep into his bones—and his heart. 
He started and turned. 
She waited for his reaction. 
And he simply laughed at her before going out into the light of a new Highland day in their 
time. 
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