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Blurb
The Jacobite Rebellion--not the best time to get drunk, hook up with a guy, and lose your sister.

A drunken bet...
When computer game designer Traci Campbell gets too close and personal with a bottle of Glenfiddich while vacationing in Scotland, she whisks her kilt-obsessed sister back to 1689 to prove hot guys in kilts are a myth. Hello, hundred bucks! But all bets are off when she meets Iain, the charming playboy in a to-die-for kilt.

Wrong place, wrong time, wrong name...
Iain MacCowan regularly falls in love at the drop of his kilt. The mysterious red-haired lass with the odd accent is no different. But when his new love is discovered to be a Campbell, the most distrusted name in the Highlands, his dalliance endangers his clan's rebellion against King William.  

It’s all hijinks in the Highlands until your sister disappears...
Traci thinks men are only good for one thing--thank you, Iain!--but when she awakens once again in Ye Olde Scotland and her sister is gone, she must depend on the last person she wants to spend more time with. He wants to win a heart, she wants to keep hers, but can these two realize they're meant for each other before the Jacobite rebellion pulls them apart?
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Excerpt

Prologue

Cluanie Inn, Highlands of Scotland, July, Traci’s present day

“Shit. Shit. Shit.” Traci Campbell yanked open a dresser drawer at the Cluanie Inn. Mid-morning sun streaked through the corner windows. What would normally be gentle illumination was an annoying glare arrowing straight through to her pounding headache. The guy outside at the gas pump honking his horn was not helping.

One eye scrunched closed against the light spear, the other barely cracked open, she dumped the drawer’s contents onto the carpet and shoved her clothes into her already overstuffed backpack.

Adrenaline spiked with frantic worry still coursed through her veins, messing with her Scotch-soaked brain and coating her tongue with a bitter, metallic tang. Plus, God, she sported the mama and papa of all hangovers.

“What else do I need? What about money?”

Of all the times to mess up from a night of drinking, this screwed the pooch, stomped on it, and left it whimpering in a pile of goo. She dragged the back of her hand across her nose and sniffled.

What had she been thinking?

Oh, yeah. She hadn’t.

Ha, ha, what else was new, right?

She slung the backpack onto the four-poster bed—mussed from a night of drinking, laughing, and singing songs with Fiona. God, Fiona really sucked at singing. The pissed-off guest in Number 3 had abbreviated that bit of fun—the pounding on the wall a solid clue to her sister’s lack of talent.

An empty bottle of Glenfiddich mocked her from the nightstand, accompanied by two empty glasses. Oh God, Fiona. Please be okay.
“What else? What else? What else?”

She cradled her head, which mimicked an overblown, painful balloon. Pretty please, couldn’t she just snuggle the poor thing in that cool, so-soft pillow right there, sleep, wake up, and have everything right in the world? Or, like the RPG games she helped design, restart at an earlier save?

She plopped onto the bed and pulled out her phone, the bed’s jouncing messing with her head. Fuck. She did the one-eyed wince, scrolled through her contacts, and hovered over the only one who could possibly help—Katy. Her muscles jumped with the need to act—but, God, no. Stop. Assess.
Traci pulled in a trembling breath. Well, here goes nothing.
She tapped the call button, her thumb shaking.

The electronic ring tone seemed overly loud, as if saying, “Are you sure you want to call? You still have time to hang up.”

The sound of a slight inhale told her Katy answered and not her husband. For him, a definite deliberation always came across the line, a pause, and his rumbling, medieval-Norman French accent.

“Traci! Robert and I were just talking about you!” Her good friend’s soothing voice failed to relieve her anxiety. “How’s the vacation going? Still planning to swing back through Wales on your way back to London?”

Traci picked at a wrinkle on the barberry-colored wool petticoat of her seventeenth-century dress. “Er, fine.” Ha. “And...well, listen, I need to ask you something. If someone wanted to go back in time, what would be your advice?”

Silence.

Traci drew the phone away and checked the call status. “Katy?”

“I’m here. Why do you ask?”

“Just curious.” Traci stretched across the rumpled bed and grabbed the silver calling card case that granted wishes via funky magical powers. Katy and Traci had speculated that the case transported you wherever—and whenever—your ideal mate existed. It had worked for Katy, who had married her medieval knight right before Christmas two years ago, and it had worked for Katy’s friend Isabelle, who’d stayed back in time with her hunky viscount.

A drawn-out sigh came across the phone. “You know I love your spontaneity, but this isn’t something you should undertake lightly. Before doing this, stop and think for a minute. I gave that case to you believing you’d be responsible.”

Traci’s throat closed up, and it took her a second to reply. “Too late,” she rasped.

“I’m serious. Traveling back in time can be scary and dangerous, and you need to prepare. I mean it. I know I overdo it with the planning, but listen, okay? You’ll need the right clothes, the right kind of money—”

“I don’t have a choice,” she choked out. Her fingers tightened around the phone.

Another Katy-sigh came through the line. “Yes, you do.”

“No. I really don’t. I left...scratch that...I lost my sister back there.”
Excerpt Two - Sexy

That night, Traci lay curled up in the huge, dark-timbered, four-poster bed, hearing every scurrying noise in the rambling stone edifice that Iain’s clan called home. Let’s be real, it was a friggin’ castle. And it was just so damned...quiet. Outside and in. As if the quiet were a heavy weight, so that every whisper of a noise became a giant ripple through that weight, kicking her heart, her nerves.

Who knew that even a curtain moving in some unseen breeze made a noise? Well, it did. A kind of swish-thurr. And there were curtains on all four sides of her bed. A weird mixture of safety and fear infused her, being enclosed like that. As if she were wrapped in her own cocoon made up of just her bed, its covers, and pillows. But, on the other hand, she couldn’t see what was on the other side of those heavy curtains. What if that scrrritching was a seventeenth-century rat coming to gnaw on her shoes? Or to steal up into her bed and gnaw on her bare toes?

She pulled her feet deeper under the covers. Man, if it was a rat, she’d friggin’ lose it. She shivered. She’d hated rats ever since she’d been introduced to her creepy cousin’s pet rat Ivan. Ivan the Terrible, she called it, because her cousin had trained it to sneak up on her whenever she was alone and press its disgusting, whiskery nose on her bare feet. Her cousin apparently lived for her shrieks.

A much louder sound than some would-be rat ricocheted through the room, and she stiffened, her heart pounding. A drawn-out creak followed.

The door. It was the door opening. Iain. It has to be.
She’d gone to bed much earlier—on purpose—to avoid the awkward moment when they had to go to sleep separately. But then she’d lain awake for several hours, trying to absorb all that had happened, her mind unable to shut up.

A soft glow of light bloomed from the direction of the door, muted by the thickness of the bed curtains. A rustle and a thump. A muffled curse. The light bobbed and shifted from the left to the right side but didn’t come closer to the bed.

It was Iain, right?

She eased back her covers, careful not to make a noise. She bit her lip and rolled up onto her side, placing her head near the gap in the curtain to her right. She reached forward and edged the fabric back, just a fraction.

She sucked in a breath but clamped her lips shut.

Oh. It was Iain all right. He stood, three-quarters of him facing her, highlighted by the orange glow of the lingering peat fire, his candle perched on the mantel. That light, mixed with the moon’s feeble glow from the lone window, cast his form in shifting shadows. But, oh boy. It was enough to see.

See as he unclasped his kilt where it draped over a strong shoulder. See as the fabric rustled downward to pool in drapes along his back side. See as he grasped his linen shirt and dragged it up by slow degrees, revealing his powerful torso in the dim light. His muscles bunched and flexed as the fabric swished over his head.

Oh, what a lovely chest. So she had remembered that correctly.

And then... And then his long, strong fingers settled onto the belt holding his sporran and plaid, the light sprinkling of black hairs across his powerful chest narrowing down to a point where his hands had paused. His chin raised, and his eyes lifted to her position, but with her nestled in the dark depths of the bed, he couldn’t possibly see her. All the same, she felt the heat of his stare, and she squirmed.

The light played across the planes of his strong hands and forearms, allowing her to note the miniscule shifting of muscles signaling his next move. His shapely fingers moved with practiced ease, and he unclasped the belt. The kilt dropped.
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