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      Euan depressed the clutch, shifted the car into the next gear, and then eased off it. The sound of the engine gaining power as the black Aston Martin DB11 streaked down the road made him smile. He loved that sound.

      Grace had taught him how to drive once they’d settled in Scotland, then å with him to select the car he wanted. They’d been in Scotland for almost a year now, and Euan had settled into this life more comfortably. He’d discovered a fondness for the rapid drumming and heavy riffs of rock music, and Grace had already taken Euan to his first concert experience; it had been incredible. It was what he was listening to now as the car sped down the motorway, the music pounding around him, bringing his heart with it, and making him feel free.

      His first missions with Grace hadn’t been difficult ones — or perhaps Grace simply made them look easy — and he’d quickly learned his part in this work. Not only was he to protect her, and act as her eyes and ears when she wasn’t there, but he was always able to assist her by helping with the larger game. Sometimes that meant playing the villain to convince their target of a certain reaction. Other times, it meant his working in the background to help her engineer the proper outcome while she maintained a pretense of working for the other side. It was work he found he quite enjoyed, and together, they excelled at it. She’d already been one of The Council’s best Watchers, and with the two of them together, this had only increased. It meant they were working constantly, and she had yet to be called on a mission where he couldn’t join her. Grace was now fluent in Scots Gaelic, and it was the language they used at home so she might keep it up. It was also what they used to communicate while working. Usually, it ensured they wouldn’t be understood, even if they were heard. He’d lost count of how many places and times they’d been in by now, but it didn’t matter.

      Beside him in the passenger seat, Grace took in the scenery as it went by, looking a bit like a film star in her dark sunglasses with her long golden hair. They were on their way to Oxford, as Grace had been asked to come down to deal with some legal matters regarding the scholarship she’d set up there. They could’ve taken the train, but Euan had wanted to make the drive and Grace had acquiesced. They weren’t far away now, and the drive had been, thus far, uneventful.

      Reaching out his hand, he gently took hers and she looked over at him with a smile. “What are ye thinking?”

      “About how it’s been a long time since I’ve been here. It feels like a lifetime ago, but it wasn’t.”

      “I suppose it was, in a way.”

      “How do you figure?”

      “Well, technically, ye died. That makes it another lifetime does it nae?”

      “I guess it does in a weird way,” Grace said.

      Euan chuckled and lifted her hand, kissing it. “Probably has nae changed much.”

      “Not really, no.”

      “I am excited to go with ye, though. I get to see the university and the places where ye have spent so much time.”

      “I’m excited to show them to you. Turn here,” she said as he took the exit she’d indicated.

      Grace navigated them to the city center and the Old Bank Hotel, where she’d booked a room. When they arrived, Euan reluctantly handed his key fob to the valet and pulled the two overnight bags from the back before following Grace inside.

      “Good afternoon, madame,” said the clerk at the front desk as they approached. “Checking in?”

      “Yes, a reservation under Grace Cameron.”

      “Ah, yes, we’ve been expecting you, Mrs. Cameron. You booked the Rooftop Bedroom.”

      “I did.”

      “ID and credit card please?” Grace handed them over to the clerk, who entered the information and then handed them back. “Here’s your key. We hope you enjoy your stay.”

      “Thanks,” Grace said, smiling as she took the key and headed for the elevator.

      Once they reached the top floor, they stepped out and followed a long corridor to the very end. Opening the door, they stepped inside and shut it behind them, looking around. It was a single room, but well appointed. There was a desk to their left, the large bed to their right. Just past it was the bathroom. The real jewel of the room, however, was the view. This room had its own private terrace, and it looked out over the High Street, while directly in front of them was St. Mary’s.

      “Wow,” Euan said, his voice softened by awe.

      “At night this view is going to be worth every penny.”

      “I believe ye,” he said, moving past her and setting the bags down on the bed. “It is worth it now.”

      Grace turned her back to the bed and dropped down onto it with a happy sigh, which made Euan laugh. “This is pretty comfortable.”

      “Aye?” he asked as he joined her on it. “Ooo, aye. But,” he said as he rolled over onto his side and draped one leg over both of hers, “it is better because ye are on it.”

      “Is that so?”

      “It is.”

      “Well, you can’t do anything about it right now.”

      “Can I nae?”

      “No,” she said with a gentle laugh. “I have some places to be, remember?”

      “Right.”

      “Going to get it over with first and then we can have a bit of fun. I can show you around.”

      Euan, however, didn’t intend to make it that easy on her. Leaning over, he gave her a kiss that was anything but chaste. “Ye sure?” he whispered against her lips.

      “You are evil.”

      “Will nae deny it.”

      “I have appointments though, unfortunately.”

      “Too bad,” he said with a smile.

      “I agree, but I have no choice now,” she replied, sitting up and letting his leg slide away from her. “You’re coming with me anyway.”

      “I am, I know,” he said as he got up, and went to his bag.

      Once they had both freshened up and changed clothes, they made their way to the solicitor’s office where Grace was to meet with trustees and the university’s solicitors. Euan remained reserved and quiet, as he was only there to accompany her and nothing more. He didn’t know what, exactly, she was meant to do here.

      “Mrs. Cameron, Mr. Cameron, a pleasure,” the solicitor said. “Please do sit down. As you know, there are some legal matters to see to regarding the scholarship fund you wish to establish.”

      “Of course,” Grace replied.

      “It really is just a formality of filling out forms, but we need your witnessed signature. What is it that you wish to name this fund?”

      “The Euan Cameron Scholarship for Continued Education.”

      Euan looked over at her, surprised, and she smiled at him.

      “And the stipulations are that it’s for an American student pursuing a degree in history, is that correct?”

      “Or a Scottish one.”

      “I see,” he replied, writing it down. “Very well, let’s get to signing, shall we?”

      “Why did ye name it after me?” Euan asked when the two of them emerged later and began the walk back to the hotel.

      “The scholarship will help someone who wants more than anything to learn but can’t afford to, just as happened to you. If I can keep even one person from experiencing that then I will, and it will have been worth every shilling I put into it.”

      Euan didn’t know what to say. He knew she’d wanted to set up such a thing but not why. “I . . . Grace, that is . . .” he faltered, at a loss for words.

      “If I could go back and make sure the young you continued his education, I would. This is the next best thing.”

      “Ye are the kindest of souls, do ye know that?”

      “I try,” she said before she stopped, her smile fading as she stared at the door of a pub.

      “What is the matter?”

      “I . . . my grandpa liked to come to this pub with me when he would visit.”

      “Oh,” Euan said. He knew she missed them, and that this pained her to the point where she simply refused to speak of them. He didn’t even know their names.

      Grace closed her eyes, gave her head a small shake, and turned away from it. “Come on,” she said as she started to walk again.

      “Grace? Grace, is that you?” someone on the street called out.

      Grace stiffened, sighed, and turned toward the voice, her expression becoming neutral. “Hi, Eric.”

      “It is! Wow! Look at you. You look amazing.”

      “Thank you.”

      “I haven’t seen you since just before graduation.”

      “Yes, I went home, but you knew that.”

      “I do, I wanted to come with you.”

      Euan raised an eyebrow but said nothing.

      “You did want to, but I wasn’t interested in your doing so.”

      “You’re still as gorgeous as you were, but there’s something different about you,” Eric said, ignoring the barb and taking her hand.

      Grace pulled her hand out of his as soon as he touched it. “I’m a few years older, that’s all.”

      “No, there’s something else,” he said, taking her hand again.

      “She clearly does nae wish for ye to touch her,” Euan said, his tone as cool as his expression when Grace once again pulled her hand away and stepped back toward Euan.

      “Who are you, exactly?” Eric asked in irritation.

      “Her husband,” Euan said, the words firm.

      Eric looked at Grace and something like anger slid across his face. “You got married? How long did you wait after you broke up with me?”

      “A few years,” Grace replied. “Not that it matters.”

      “Right, and you just happened to meet a Scot in America and get married. I knew you had to have been cheating on me.”

      “What? Eric don’t start this again. I told you I wasn’t, and I wasn’t. We’ve only been —”

      “Shut up, Grace,” he hissed. “I can’t believe you. You really were the whore I thought you were.”

      “What did ye just call her?” Euan asked, putting himself between Grace and Eric.

      “You heard me.”

      “Euan, don’t, it’s not worth it. He’s not worth it,” Grace said, placing both hands on his chest as she stepped around him. This was more for Eric’s protection than anything else, aware that Euan could do him some serious and permanent damage.

      “Not worth it? Come on, Grace, let him. I can get some revenge on the guy who stole my girlfriend and my ticket to California.”

      Grace turned around and looked at him. “You’re an idiot. You have no idea who he is and you’re really asking for trouble if you keep goading him. He didn’t steal me, I broke up with you, remember? I wasn’t cheating on you at any point and he has nothing to do with it.”

      “It’s why you didn’t want me to see your phone that night.”

      “You saw it! Graham handed it to you after you slapped me, remember? There was nothing there!”

      “Wait . . . what . . .” Euan began. “No, Grace get out of the way . . .”

      “Euan, no. Eric, you really need to leave. I don’t have anything else to say to you.”

      It was clear, however, that Eric wasn’t about to let the opportunity to cause more discomfort slide. “What sort of dance does she make you do to get her into bed? She has all those weird hang ups after all. I know it was like pulling teeth for me.”

      “Maybe because ye were rubbish,” Euan shot back. “It is nae a problem I have.”

      “Sure. Worth it once you get her there though, isn’t it?”

      “Stop,” Grace said.

      “Or what, Grace? What will you do? Nothing, just like you did the last time.”

      “Try it and find out,” Grace said in a tone Euan had never heard her use before, and it gave him pause. He wondered if Eric would be smart enough to hear it and shut his mouth.

      “Empty threats. Just come talk to me without this idiot,” he said as he went to grab her hand again.

      When Grace pulled her hand back before he could even touch it, he moved to grab her arm and she shoved his hand away. In the next moment it looked to Euan as though Eric had tried to either strike her or touch her face, and Grace blocked it with her arm before delivering a punishing punch to his jaw that sent him stumbling. Eric looked up at Grace in anger, making another move toward her, and she stepped back, grabbed his arm, twisted it viciously, and used it to slam him against the wall of the pub. Euan stared in shock.

      “Not so empty now, are they,” she hissed into his ear, grabbing hold of his hair, and using that grip to press his face hard into the wall. “Stay away from me, do you understand? If you come near me, I swear I will end you. You may have hit me once, but I’ll be damned if I’ll let you or anyone else do it again.”

      Grace stepped back and shoved him away from her before she stormed angrily away. Euan smiled in something like amused pride before he turned and followed her. It didn’t take him long to catch up to her, his stride longer, but he could feel her fury within himself.

      “Love,” he said as he came up beside her. “Slow down.”

      Grace, however, said nothing and continued onward. It wasn’t until they’d reached their room that she said anything, pulling the coat of her skirt suit off and flinging it angrily across the room. “Just . . . how . . . I can’t . . .”

      “Grace,” Euan said, keeping his voice gentle as she paced the room like an agitated lioness. It was quite clear to him that when his wife was in this sort of a temper it was wise not to get near her, and he had no wish to have her turn that anger on him.

      “How dare he! How dare he say any of that! I never did anything, never once, and I just . . .”

      “Of course nae, but what he thinks does nae matter.”

      “He wanted to fight you! What an idiot! I should have just let you hit him.”

      “Ye did a fine job of that yerself, to be honest.”

      “Yeah, well, he always was pushy whenever I said no to him. I don’t need to deal with it now.”

      “May I see yer hand?”

      “Why?”

      “Just want to be sure ye are nae injured.”

      Grace thrust it out, still furious, but not at him for asking. Euan examined it and there was no sign she’d broken anything, which meant his wife was far more versed in defending herself than he’d realized. Then again, they’d never been in a situation where she’d need to use such skills, even on a mission. There were the abrasions you’d expect, and her hand would likely be sore later, but he had a feeling she would take a moment to see Dr. Fraser for that.

      “Why do men have to be like this? This is why I hated them.”

      Euan raised an eyebrow. “Clearly nae.”

      “You don’t count.”

      “Oh? Last I checked, I am a man, unless ye know something I dinnae?”

      “You’re different,” Grace said, ignoring his attempt at humor. “Not like anyone else. You’re not pushy or a brute or cruel.”

      “Had I been I probably would have had it beaten out of me by the others.”

      “That’s not the point!”

      “Sorry.”

      “He only ever saw me as a meal ticket anyway and I’m so glad I got away from him.”

      “Grace, I have to ask ye, based on what I heard ye say a moment ago: did he ever force ye into his bed?”

      Grace stopped, taken aback, and looked at him. “I . . . I don’t think so?”

      “Ye dinnae think so.”

      “I don’t remember. I mean, not like held me down or anything, but he’d pester me sometimes until I just agreed to it so he’d leave me alone.”

      The hand not holding hers curled into a fist. “Then the answer to that is aye, he forced ye.”

      “No, I mean, it happens a lot, doesn’t it? It isn’t like the kind of force that would be a crime. Coercion, maybe, if you want to get technical.”

      “If ye did nae go into the encounter with yer whole heart and only endured it, then it might as well have been, though I do believe modern law would vehemently disagree with ye. I know we would have considered it to be forced, and he would have been made to pay for it.”

      “I don’t really know what to say to that,” Grace said, her voice quiet as her anger deflated. “I’m not sure I entirely disagree with what you’re saying. Eric was the first and only person I was with. I thought that was what it was like, that you had to do it to make them happy even if you didn’t necessarily want to.”

      “I am so sorry,” he said. “It should never be that way.”

      “It isn’t. Not with you.”

      “And it never will be, but ye know that. It should nae be that way with anyone.”

      “I wasn’t even sure the first time,” she admitted. “But then it was too late.”

      Euan frowned. “What does that mean?”

      “I just . . . I was confused, you know? I didn’t know what I felt, and I thought this was what happened and I . . . it just happened.”

      Euan closed his eyes for a long moment, his heart aching for her. There had never been a time in her life where the men who should have been good to her had been, and there was something so unfair about all of it.

      “So, he forced ye into that, too, and in doing so he took away a moment that should have been so special to ye. There is no way he did nae know ye were unsure, Grace. He would have heard it in yer words, the tone of yer voice, how tense yer body likely was when he touched ye. He knew and he did it anyway because it was what he wanted. I never would have done that to ye. No one ever should.”

      “You didn’t. You asked me if I wanted you to stop.”

      “How could I nae?”

      “Can I just pretend he never happened? That it was with you instead?”

      “Ye can do whatever ye wish and I will nae contradict ye. I want to erase it as much as ye do. I wish it had been me.”

      Grace stepped forward and rested her forehead against his chest. Euan knew this wasn’t how she’d wanted this trip to go, but there were ghosts in this past and they would always find her, as they always found everyone. Euan ran a tender hand over her hair, and he felt the comfort slide over her like a blanket as she relaxed against him. He’d never hurt her, never do any of the things anyone else had. He loved her, truly loved her, in a way no one else did or could, and she knew it. He took every chance he could to show her.

      “Ye should get that hand seen to, hm?”

      “I suppose. Maybe I should wait to see if you need to come with me.”

      “Lass, what I would do to him would nae require any sort of healing for me. Blood comes off steel quite easily.”

      Grace looked up at him. “You’d stab him?”

      “At the very least. Maybe give ye a go as well.”

      Grace smiled. “Lucky for him you don’t have any weapons.”

      Euan’s lips curled into a sly smile. “Nae that ye can see.”

      “What?”

      “I am never without something. That is just laxity.”

      “Where?”

      Euan took her hand, sliding it across his abdomen to his side, and then down, where her fingertips brushed the hilt of the sgian dubh he had concealed in his belt. She gasped and looked up at him, never having realized he’d been carrying one all this time.

      “Nae the only one either, but the closest one.”

      “How did I not even notice?”

      “Never had a reason to, did ye?”

      “But, I mean, we’ve . . . and when I undressed you it was never . . .”

      Euan laughed. “Think about it carefully: did ye take everything off or did I assist ye?”

      Grace blinked. “Oh . . .”

      “Exactly.”

      “So, you could’ve stabbed him.”

      “Could have, aye. Would have, probably nae. Dinnae feel like having to explain it to authorities. Besides, I have far better restraint than that.”

      “Shame.”

      Euan chuckled and then kissed her. “Now, let us get that hand seen to so we can have a nice supper and a dram on this lovely terrace this evening. After ye show me about, however. I am excited to see the libraries.”

      “I can do that.”

      “I know ye can. By the way, why have I nae seen ye do that before?”

      “Do what?”

      “Fight like that.”

      “Never had a reason to, did you?” she said, echoing his own words back to him with a teasing smile.

      “Ohh, I see. Well, turns out ye are full of surprises.”

      “You have no idea.”

      “I almost assuredly dinnae, but I look forward to finding out.”

      Grace, however, wasn’t the only one with secrets still to be discovered. Euan could only hope she never found out all of his, at least until he had a chance to come to terms with them himself.
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      When they got home from Oxford, Euan decided to run a bath for Grace. He knew how she liked to relax after a long trip with a soak and that was an easy enough thing for him to accommodate. A relaxed wife was a good thing as far as he was concerned. The bath itself hadn’t remained single occupancy for very long, however, and he rested there now with his back against the side of the tub and Grace’s back against his chest. Her head rested on his shoulder; her eyes closed as he stroked her arm.

      Grace groaned in irritation and Euan looked at her with concern. “What is it?”

      Grace turned to look at him, puzzled. “What do you mean? You didn’t get it?”

      “Get what?”

      “They have something for us.”

      “No,” Euan replied. “I received naught.”

      He’d felt nothing and both had the same sinking feeling. A mission had finally come where Grace needed to go alone, and Euan sighed. It would’ve come eventually, he knew that, but it didn’t mean he liked it. The time would, for Euan, pass more quickly than it would for Grace, but the waiting would still be unbearable for him.

      “We should get out. Caia will be here any second.”

      Euan tightened his arms around her protectively. “I dinnae like this.”

      “Like what?”

      “Ye going alone.”

      “I went alone before you.”

      “Aye, and ye have nae gone alone since. Why now?”

      “I don’t know. We were warned this could happen though.”

      “I should ask about it.”

      “No, you shouldn’t. They wouldn’t exclude you if there wasn't a good reason, Euan.”

      He nodded, knowing she was right but hating that she was. “Give me a proper kiss now because ye will nae be able to once Caia arrives.”

      Grace turned around to face him and gave him a long kiss. “Everything will be fine. I’ll be back before you know it.”

      “Unless ye have already gone and come back, then no. I will know ye are gone.”

      “Euan, love,” she whispered.

      “We only just got home. The last mission we were on it was weeks before I saw ye again. When do we get a break to just stay in one place together?” Euan asked, not bothering to hide the irritation he knew she sensed from him anyway.

      “We can ask for one when I get back but for now —”

      “Ye have to go. Aye, I know.”

      “It will at least be faster for you than for me.”

      “Ye are nae making me feel better, love.”

      “Sorry.”

      Euan sighed and rested his forehead against hers. “It is nae ye. Come, let us get ye ready to go.”

      They were silent when Caia arrived and found Grace already dressed and ready to go. “I’m sorry, you two.”

      “It is nae yer fault, Caia. Ye dinnae give the assignments.”

      “No, I don’t. If I did, I wouldn’t split you up. Are you ready?”

      Euan turned to Grace, who sat upon the bed. She suddenly looked frightened and upset, the same way he felt inside, and he couldn’t tell if the feelings were his, hers, or both of theirs. To see those feelings manifested on her face knotted his stomach. She’d never looked this way before a mission. She was always calm, always confident. That she suddenly was otherwise didn’t sit well with him and filled him with a sense of foreboding. She shouldn’t go alone, and he felt it deep in his gut.

      Reaching out, he cupped her face in his hand, smoothing his thumb over her cheek. “Ready as I shall ever be for this. Take care of yerself and we will take care of ye here. Ye come back to me, Watcher.”

      Grace managed a weak smile and settled herself on the bed. She wanted him near her as he always was, he could tell, but he couldn’t be. He couldn’t touch her when she was leaving lest it take him along. Caia and Euan pulled the curtains closed and heard Grace take a deep breath and release it before there was silence. Caia peeked inside the curtains to see Grace still and sleeping before she nodded to Euan. He crawled onto the bed beside her and studied her face. It was the first time he’d ever seen her this way. At least she looked alive.

      “Come home safe to me,” he whispered, reaching out to stroke her hair.
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        * * *

      

      The scent of flowers brought Grace around, her eyes fluttering open, but she felt sick and closed them again. That wasn’t normal for her, but she put it down to being nervous and working alone without the comfort of knowing her husband was somewhere near, and she missed him already. For the first time, she’d felt terrified of the darkness brought on by the closed curtains. Something had felt so wrong, she just couldn’t say what. Whatever it was made her want to pull the curtains open and refuse to go, but she couldn’t do that, and hadn’t.

      Grace forced herself to sit up, and after a moment, opened her eyes again. The world seemed to spin and blur but then righted itself. Grace looked around and found herself on a stone bench in a sunken garden. The smell of flowers made sense now. It was a beautiful place, a place she could spend hours reading in or sitting in with Euan if he were here.

      Grace struggled to focus on the incoming briefing. France. She was in France, 1747. Though the information came in, it seemed slow and almost garbled, and Grace frowned. What would bring her here at this time? The mission itself finally appeared and Grace gasped. Prevent a third landing in Scotland orchestrated by the exiled chiefs. King Louis had shown no interest in it before, so it had never happened, but something had changed, and the resumption of war seemed imminent. Her target was the woman who held the ear of the king: Jeanne Antoinette Poisson, otherwise known to history and the world as Madame de Pompadour.

      She looked down at her clothing to figure out how she was to approach things, because her station would determine what she could and couldn’t do. Grace was delighted to find a beautiful sapphire blue and gold brocade dress. The stomacher itself was beautifully embroidered with an almost beige thread, the sleeves ending at her elbows with a large cuff and lace. The bodice fit closely but was comfortable and showed off her figure to its best advantage as it was meant to. Being of the upper class would certainly help matters.

      Grace stood from the bench and fought the dizziness once more. She felt weak and her body ached. It usually didn’t take her so long to recover from a transport.

      “What is going on?” Grace whispered. She’d have to ask The Council when she tried to speak with them tonight. All she could do now was push through it.

      There was a parasol in her hand, and she was thankful for it, raising it to shield her eyes from a sun that seemed far too bright. The sound of women’s laughter came from nearby, and Grace followed it out of the sunken garden and onto a well-manicured path amidst a stunning larger garden. As she followed the path, it opened out onto a large clearing, and Grace soon realized it wasn’t a clearing at all. It was a massive expanse of a vista. To her left was a long lawn and beyond it a body of water. To her right there were small hedge gardens, leading to a fountain and a set of stairs behind it. Looming large at the top of those stairs was the palace itself: Versailles. Grace had been here before but only in her own time, and she was awed to see it as it had been when it was a hub of political life, bustling with courtiers enjoying the spring weather. All the varying colors and textures were a feast for the eyes, and she could’ve remained here just watching all day. That was not, however, what she was here for. She made her way across the garden paths to the stairs and climbed them, though even that felt as though it took more effort than it should in a mission body, nearly running into someone as she reached the top.

      “Oh! Please, pardon me, I am very sorry,” Grace said, immediately dropping into French.

      “You should truly be more careful, mademoiselle.”

      Grace couldn’t hide her astonishment and quickly dropped into a deep curtsy. Standing before her was King Louis XV, thirty-seven years old and still handsome. He was tall, his presence commanding, and his gaze sharp. It was his mistress Grace was after, and this introduction would help her get to Madame.

      “Your Majesty. Please forgive me. I was lost in my own thoughts.”

      Louis gave her the signal to rise, and she did so. With a gentle laugh, he gave a small, understanding, nod to her. “It is easy to do out here and I often do the same. I do think it was designed that way on purpose. It is a good place to go when you need to clear your mind. You are, of course, forgiven.”

      “Thank you, Your Majesty. I shall endeavor to be less distracted in the future lest I accidentally run into the point of a halberd instead of a forgiving king.”

      Louis laughed. “And a quick wit, too. Are you new to my court? I do not recall seeing you here before, mademoiselle . . .?”

      “Cameron, Your Majesty,” Grace replied, lowering herself once more and then rising.

      The king raised an eyebrow. “Cameron? Have you fled your own country, too? It seems we are becoming quite the destination for Scottish rebels.”

      “It seemed only right to follow my prince,” Grace replied.

      “Quite,” the king replied, extending his hand to Grace. She placed hers atop his and he kissed it gently. “Your loyalty is to be commended. It is a great pleasure to have you here, Mademoiselle Cameron. If Scotland contains other beauties such as this, they are welcome to send them all here. We will take fine care of them.”

      Some of the other men with the king chuckled at the suggestion and Grace smiled. “I shall be sure to send word home forthwith so that your wish might be obeyed, and lovely young Scottish women shall be sent to you by the shipload. Perhaps a few of the Englishwomen, too, if they can pass muster.”

      Louis laughed again; a bit harder this time. “I do like the way you think. You remind me of the Marquise in that sense; always ready with an amusing answer. Have you met her?”

      “No, Your Majesty. I have not yet had the privilege.”

      “I shall have to make that introduction as soon as I am able! I think she would find you pleasant and amusing. In the meantime, I believe we even now have some of your compatriots here.”

      “Compatriots, Your Majesty?”

      “Yes, of course. Monsieur Cameron! I do believe I have found someone who may have once belonged to you.”

      The man to whom Louis called out turned around, and Grace’s blood ran cold. Lochiel. Grace forced herself to relax and remember that this should be a time when he’d never met her, a different timeline. One where the battle had been lost but Euan was still dead.

      She curtsied to him, but he frowned deeply. “Ye. What are ye doing here?” he asked in English, seeming to forget himself for a moment.

      Grace fought the urge to panic when Lochiel recognized her. He wasn’t supposed to recognize her. How was this possible? She realized then that they’d sent her to the same timeline. It happened, of course, but like this? So soon after all that had occurred?

      Louis looked at Lochiel in puzzlement due to not only the change in tone but in language. “What greeting is this for one of your own?” he asked, moving to English himself.

      Grace watched as Lochiel smoothed his expression with practiced ease. “Apologies, Yer Majesty, I was simply surprised to see her here. I had nae thought she had made it through the reprisals.”

      “How tragic that would have been. I shall leave you to speak and you may find out all about her journey. Until later, mademoiselle,” Louis said as he kissed her hand again and she curtsied.

      As the king walked past her and down the steps, Grace fought the urge to grab him and beg him not to leave her alone here. While doing so would never be her normal course of action, she felt unwell, so completely unlike herself and vulnerable that it was the only thing she could think of to do. Instead, she swallowed hard and looked at the man in front of her, whose countenance had gone back to anger. Beside him was the man she’d encountered at the loch when she first met Euan, the one who’d struck her. He was with several other men she didn’t recognize, seeming to have been promoted with the deaths of his clansmen.

      “What are ye doing here?”

      “I . . .” Grace faltered for words. “Aileen sent me away when word of the British approach came. She told me to go to France and seek safety for it was no longer safe there.”

      “Euan’s mother sent ye here, did she?”

      “Yes,” Grace replied. “I do not know what happened to her.”

      “Likely dead, like all of the others.”

      “I can only pray that is not so.”

      “Pray if ye wish, but it will nae bring the dead back. If it did, the four hundred men I lost would be alive now. Including Euan.”

      Grace winced and her eyes filled with tears. The image of him dead on the field was something that still haunted her. Her chest ached where the wound had once been, but far stronger than it ever had.

      “Aye, Euan. Ye remember him, dinnae ye? The one on whose arm ye arrived at my home. The one who is dead because of ye.”

      “What? Because of me? I did not do anything!”

      Lochiel stepped closer to her and grabbed her arm hard. “Oh aye, ye did. I suggest ye walk with me and I suggest ye do it calmly. We have some discussion due, ye and I.”

      As soon as he touched her, Grace felt as though the entire world had risen and then dropped, her stomach lurching. It made her feel even more unsteady, the briefing that was still trickling in abruptly ceasing. Her vision blurred and it made her dizzy again. She’d never felt this on a mission and didn’t understand why she did now, even as the confidence and strength she normally had as a Watcher faded to nothing.

      Lochiel turned and, still holding her arm, began walking back toward the palace. Though she didn’t resist him, his pace was far too quick for Grace in this state, and he almost dragged her along, his men following them. As they went into the palace, the men surrounded her and Lochiel as if to shield her from view. They didn’t want anyone to see her and that only unnerved her more. She could see nothing but their backs until the sound of marble and stone under her feet turned to the grit of the palace drive. In front of them was a carriage.

      “Get in,” Lochiel said as one of the men opened the door.

      “I do not think —”

      “I dinnae care what ye think. Get. In.”

      Shaking, Grace climbed inside and was shoved against one of the walls. Some of his men came inside with them and another climbed into the driver’s seat.

      “Lucky for me, I was just preparing to leave and had called my carriage around, so we dinnae need to worry about someone seeing ye with us while we waited for it,” he said to Grace. “Ye know where to go, lad,” he called out to the driver

      As the carriage jolted to a start, Grace looked at Lochiel and tried to discern what he might be thinking, but she found nothing there. “Where are we going?”

      “To a place where no one will hear ye if ye scream and no one will overhear what is said,” he replied, his gaze cold.

      Something within Grace screamed at her to run where normally it would not. “It is not right; you are not right! Something has gone wrong!” Grace thought before she tried to lunge forward toward the carriage door to open it, only to be shoved back violently by one of the other men.

      “I suggest ye dinnae try something so unwise again, lass. Next time they will nae be so kind.”

      “Help me! I need help! Get me out!” Grace pleaded to The Council, but she heard nothing and felt nothing, not even an acknowledgement that she’d been heard. It only reinforced her belief that something had gone horribly wrong.

      The carriage picked up speed when it was clear of the palace and the woods raced by until it swung off the road and into the trees. When they stopped, the door swung open and Grace was pushed forward by the men inside and into the arms of the one who’d driven them. He shoved her against a tree while one of the others took a rope from the carriage. It was rough, the type of rope you would use to tie down the luggage of occupants, and it scraped Grace’s skin raw as they tied it around her.

      “Now that we are nae at risk of being overheard, who are ye?”

      “Grace. Grace Cameron.”

      “Dinnae lie to me! Ye are nae a Cameron, no matter what ye said to the others.”

      “I am. Please, let me go, I can explain.”

      “I think ye are too dangerous to let go of, lass. That night, ye told us about the swampy ground and park walls at Drumossie. Ye told us exactly what would happen. How did ye know?”

      “I had seen the ground. I told you so that night!”

      “Ye are lying. If ye came from the Colonies ye would have come up from Glasgow, nae down from Inverness.”

      “The ship I came with went to Inverness instead. It had cargo to deliver there.”

      “Even if ye had seen the ground, as ye say, how did ye know exactly what would happen to our lines? How did ye know any of it?”

      “I just —” Grace stammered, unable to formulate a quick answer to his question. It was never something she thought she’d have to explain.

      “The better question is: how are ye here? I know damned well ye were nae at Achnacarry when Cornwallis came. Do ye know how? Because I was there, and I did nae see ye. Because my men saw ye at Drumossie. They saw ye try to stop Euan and saw ye run after him. The ones who survived told me ye had been there. Ye ran into the battle and yet, ye are alive.”

      Grace’s heart felt as though it might pound out of her chest. She hadn’t had time to think her story through, no time to think about how to maneuver around Lochiel and the others who may know her as she might’ve done if she’d not seen him right away.

      “So, to me, that means one of two things. One, ye are a spy for the English and that is why they did nae shoot ye. Or, two, ye are a witch.”

      “What?” Grace looked at him in shock. A witch?

      “Aye. Perhaps ye put a curse on us to cause us to fail. Ye saved yerself but left us to die. Perhaps ye are both. Let us see if witches can bleed.”

      Before Grace could say a word, one of Lochiel’s men produced a knife and used it to place a deep cut on the inside of Grace’s forearm as Grace screamed in pain. Within a few moments the realization hit her: pain. She could feel pain. How? The pain radiated up her arm and left Grace panting.

      “Seems they can. Now, answer me. Which one are ye?”

      “Neither! Please! Let me go!” Grace sobbed out.

      “Ye are nae innocent so it must be one or the other. Why did ye curse us to failure? Was it because we did nae listen to ye? Did all of those men deserve to die because ye were angry?”

      “I do not know what you are talking about! I did not want any of you to die and that is why I tried to warn you!”

      “But how did ye know!” he shouted into her face. “How did ye know what to warn us about? Did ye see what was to come while doing some sort of spell?”

      “No, it was a dream! I dreamt it and I tried to tell you what I saw! Please!”

      “Now we are getting closer to the truth. So ye dreamt of the future, did ye lass? Then how did ye get to Drumossie unseen?”

      “I stayed off the roads! I had to stop you and save Euan!”

      “Save him! Ye killed him and everyone else with yer treachery and he lies rotting under that moor with the rest of my men! Dinnae act as though ye cared about him, though ye may have had him believing ye did. We did nae listen so ye told the English what we would do.”

      “No!”

      “I am getting tired of yer games, lass. Now, ye tell me true or I will cut yer throat and leave ye for the animals.”

      Grace felt the point of the knife pressed just under her jaw. He was going to kill her.
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