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      When a Highlander lands at her feet, what’s a modern woman to do?

      

      Having given up on love, Kari Howard isn’t averse to a little tryst when a hot Highlander lands at her feet. The way Fin sports his kilt has her imagining all sorts of things. However, she never would have guessed that he’d traveled through time.

      

      In order to save his clan in the past, Fin has to find love in the future… Kari is happy to help him figure out how to return to his time, and maybe have some fun along the way. But what she doesn’t expect is that Fin will shake her very foundation…and make her question the path she’d sworn to follow.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      SECOND EDITION

      Copyright 2012, 2020 © Eliza Knight

      HIGHLAND TRYST © 2012, 2020 Eliza Knight. ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. No part or the whole of this book may be reproduced, distributed, transmitted or utilized (other than for reading by the intended reader) in ANY form (now known or hereafter invented) without prior written permission by the author. The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal and punishable by law.

      HIGHLAND TRYST is a work of fiction. The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictional and or are used fictitiously and solely the product of the author’s imagination. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, places, businesses, events or locales is purely coincidental.

      ***Please note, this title was previously published as in 2012 and has been extensively re-edited from its original version ***

      Cover Design by Kimberly Killion @ The Killion Group, Inc.

      Edited by Erica Monroe

      Published by:

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Coast of Scotland, Highlands

        Early March 1243

      

      

      They were defeated.

      All would perish, and every building would burn.

      Laird Finley MacClintock surveyed the destruction of his keep and village from his supine position on the still-frozen ground. Fire licked at the wood buildings, and a black cloud of smoke floated heavily over top, showing how doom was soon to engulf them all. His ears roared with the wails of women and children, the groans of men’s pain and death.

      Blood gushed from a wound in his belly, and another in his chest. But he felt no pain. He’d gone numb all over his body, except his lips, which tingled. He, too, would soon die.

      They’d been outnumbered by five to one. His men were trained to take on at least three warriors at a time, but five was too much.

      Pain seared through him. The scent of blood and death was all around. The familiar metallic taste flowed over his tongue, but he didn’t gag—his reflexes were too far gone.

      “Curse you, Douglas!” he sputtered, but most of it came out garbled. The Douglas laird had finally gotten what he wanted, the annihilation of every last MacClintock. For surely, the bloody Douglas would take Finley’s life if Death himself didn’t intervene first. Even now, Douglas’s retainers wielding pikes pierced the hearts of the MacClintock wounded. Not even the women and children were spared.

      He’d failed them. He couldn’t save them. His heart felt as if it would rupture in his chest.

      A foot pressed on the deep gash in his belly, and Finley opened his eyes—not realizing he’d closed them before—to take in the countenance of his enemy. The Douglas stood tall, every bit the barbarian, his eyes glowing red in the firelight.

      “I told ye I’d get me land back, ye cow-pat. Now, none of ye can have it.” The Douglas raised his claymore in the air, preparing to cut off Finley’s head.

      Fin closed his eyes, imagined himself on the beach, a place he’d always found to be a sanctuary, and waited for the death blow.

      There was a loud clang of metal, but his head remained intact. Not even a slice in his neck. Had he already died?

      He opened his eyes to see Gordana, the village healer—and to some, a witch. She had raised her thick walking stick to the Douglas, staving off the blow. The Douglas sneered and cursed her. But she only had eyes for Finley. She’d been like a grandmother to him, always whispering that fate held something different for him than this place, but he had never listened. She said a lot of things that didn’t make sense.

      She gazed at him, one arm magically holding off Douglas, and the other sprinkling an iridescent powder all over Finley’s body. He watched, mesmerized, as a cloud enveloped him, his pain receded; her chanted words rang in his ears…

      “Travel to a place where love rings true…Where two souls join as one…Let not time nor bounds stop love from interpreting each soul…”

      Her words made no sense, only made him dizzier. Then all was black.
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      What would he say? “Sorry, not sure what happened…it just slipped in?” Kari Howard almost laughed aloud at the thought of that conversation. What a dick!

      She jumped out of her car and trudged up the stairs to her condo. She was thirty-three years old, an ER nurse, and now she could add victim-of-yet-another-cheating-bastard to the list. She’d known for a while she wasn’t in the best of relationships. Her boyfriend was a total tool, and from what she’d learned today, he’d been sleeping around for months. God, how she wished she’d taken up the new, hot male nurse’s offer for a night of revenge! Sleeping with him in one of the medical supply closets would have felt good—and it would have been justified.

      She clenched her fists, wanted to scream!

      After an overnight shift at the hospital and hours of staving off death for various patients, she was ready to crash—not to have the conversation they needed to have. There was no other way to do it, though. She had to tell Steve to get the hell out, that she was through with his cheating.

      She opened the door and stepped into the darkness. Odd. She narrowed her eyes with growing suspicion. All the blinds were drawn over the windows. Could Steve really still be asleep? It was nearly nine in the morning, and he was a pre-dawn riser.

      She walked silently back to her bedroom. The door was closed. She tried to turn the handle—locked.

      “Dammit,” she muttered. She reached up a hand to knock when the familiar grunt of a shouted male orgasm broke the sound barrier—joined by the cries of another…male?

      “What the fuck? Steve, you dick! Get your shit out of my condo!”

      Hoping he’d heard her, Kari whirled around and stomped out of the place she’d thought of as her sanctuary. A walk on the beach would do her some good. Not bothering to change out of her hospital-issued scrubs, she grabbed her purse from where she’d dropped it on the floor and she left her apartment—and the whining sounds of Steve’s lamenting—behind.

      She would stay away for a few hours, and his stuff had better be gone when she returned. Kari supposed the relationship had been over a while ago. Perhaps it was a blessing in disguise that she’d succumbed and listened to the blonde resident tell her all about her latest screw—Kari’s boyfriend. Even so, she was fairly reeling from the shock of finding Steve at home, banging some dude.

      Kari sighed heavily, wanting sleep, but she was in even greater need of salty sea air. As she parked her car at the pier and climbed out, something dropped to the ground from the door pocket. A book. She bent down and picked up the romance novel she’d been reading while at the beach over the weekend. The cover image of a tall, muscular Highlander—his arms wrapped around his lady love—screamed of romantic and sensual promises. But it was all a load of crap.

      She’d never been happy in a relationship and hadn’t found a guy yet who gave a shit about her in bed.

      Damn men to hell!

      She walked briskly to the nearest trashcan and tossed the book inside. Romance like that never happened. It was pure fantasy. She would only believe in that crap ever again if a hot, kilt-wearing, Scottish-brogue-bearing Highlander fell from the sky and landed at her feet—and that was impossible.

      A loud crack of thunder made her jump. The strike of lightning that followed had her bending and covering her head.

      Where had that come from?

      What had been a perfectly glorious day was now black and ominous. Huge pellets of rain beat down on her. Kari straightened and whirled around to run back to her car—and immediately tripped over something large that hadn’t been in her path before.

      When she looked down, her eyes widened in disbelief. She must be going crazy.

      On the ground lay a handsome, dark-haired, enticingly well-built man—in a kilt! His chest was completely bare. He opened his startling gray eyes and smiled at her. When he spoke, his voice was sensual, gravelly and thick with a Scottish accent.

      “Well, lass, this isn’t what I expected Heaven to be like at all.”
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