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Chapter One






England 1498






Although she was only eleven years old,
Olivia was very wise for her young age and there was one thing she
was certain about, she hated Garrison, the Royal Duke of
Lansington. The girl sat in her room thinking of everything the
duke had just said to her and Olivia wondered how he could be so
cruel. Did he not realize that he was taking away everything she
had come to love in her short existence, especially her freedom? It
did not matter to Olivia that Garrison was her older brother and
her only remaining family member, she still hated him.

Staring out her window into the dark
night, Olivia furiously thought of all the spiteful things she
wanted to say to Garrison for the hasty and impulsive decision he
had made tonight. After hearing that her brother wanted to send her
off to live somewhere else, the young countess first thought to run
away but then Olivia knew Garrison all too well. The duke and his
army would quickly hunt her down and drag her back. She felt
hopeless and had resorted to tears thinking of how her entire life
was being taken away. Olivia finally fell asleep in her bed
exhausted from the sorrow of having to leave her home.

Olivia was practically a baby herself
when her mother, Gwyneth, had died giving birth to a younger sister
that did not live through the birthing process either. Her father
was a kind man but the countess did not remember much of him, for
his soul became vacant after the loss of his wife. He died shortly
after Olivia had turned seven and all the young girl had ever
really known for a family, was her older brother Garrison and his
soldiers.

After the passing of their father,
Garrison was given the title of his father and became the Duke of
Lansington, which forced the young man to mature quickly. He was
soon swallowed up in the duties of managing all of the properties
and the army that came with his royal inheritance. Olivia had a
noble birthright of her own as a countess but no one would have
ever known it from the way the young girl dressed and
behaved.

The time and devotion it took Garrison
to train all his soldiers and handle the duties of being a royal
duke seemed to engulf him, leaving Olivia to fend for herself. She
spent most of her time with the soldiers so that Garrison could
easily keep an eye on her. Day after day, Olivia watched the men
training in the fields and it created a burning desire inside her
to become a fierce warrior like them. The Lansington soldiers all
loved Olivia too, treating her as if she were their own little
sister, especially the baron Brenton. Of course, being around
soldiers all the time had caused Olivia to pick up manners that
were not proper for a lady, let alone a child. When Garrison
finally realized he should have hired a governess to look after his
little sister, it was far too late.

The brother and sister did share a
unique bond with one another although they were as different as day
and night. Olivia had a heated temper and Garrison was always calm.
He was reasonable and sensible while she was stubborn and
unyielding. Their differences were what caused the siblings to get
along so well, that and the fact that they only had each other left
in their family.

Olivia loved being outdoors and always
felt as if the walls of her home were suffocating her, making the
air inside difficult to breathe. When she was outside, Olivia would
take deep breaths of fresh air and she could feel her body tingle
when the breeze touched her skin. The forest that surrounded the
Lansington Castle was dense with trees and full of life for her to
explore. If she had been permitted, the countess would have gladly
slept outside under the starry night sky. Although everyone had
begged the girl to wear her leather shoes, Olivia could not stand
the thought of having her toes trapped in a second skin. She loved
to run barefoot through the forest and it gave her a great
advantage as she effortlessly climbed the trees.

Riding alone on her horse by the age of
six, did not surprise any of the soldiers. Not long after that,
Olivia managed to teach herself a few tricks while riding bareback.
She had trained her horse to trot the length of a small stone wall
while Olivia ran barefoot along top of it. At the end of the wall,
she would leap in the air to mount the large unsaddled beast who
anticipated Olivia’s movements. Riding like this she could easily
fall and break her neck but she did not care, Olivia was fearless
and loved the adventure. She performed these tricks in secret of
course, because if Garrison saw Olivia riding that way, he would
surely break her little neck for her.

The countess had naively believed that
she would continue to grow up at Lansington Castle with the men and
train to become a great warrior too. Somewhere in the back of her
mind, there were images of her wearing a beautiful dress and
playing the part of countess but in truth, she would rather be at
battle with a sword. Olivia had taken one of the soldier’s swords
and hid it in the forest so that she could practice alone. The
small girl built strength quickly as she learned to yield the
massive weapon. Each day she became better and more confident in
her abilities to battle.

Today had been quite different for the
girl and it started with one of the maids dragging Olivia into the
enormous castle and up to the girl’s bed chamber. The young
countess kicked and fought the maid every step of the way knowing
what was to come.

“This task would be much
easier m’lady if you would just walk with me,” Ruth
insisted.

“Why is he making me do
this? He has never cared before what I look like,” Olivia
muttered.

“I am only following His
Graces’ orders, m’lady. Please be kind enough to let me finish this
job without your resistance,” the maid said
compassionately.

“You are right Ruth, it’s
not you I should give trouble to but my brother is going to get an
ear full when I see him,” Olivia vowed.

Now that Garrison was officially titled
the Royal Duke of Lansington, there were certain members of the
royal family coming to visit them. Olivia was now the Royal
Countess of Lansington and Garrison wanted to make sure that his
sister at least looked the part when he presented her at dinner.
The duke asked Ruth to make sure Olivia was clean and dressed
properly before they dined in the great hall with their
company.

Ruth scrubbed Olivia thoroughly and
dressed her in a beautiful green velvet gown, which happened to be
the only nice dress the girl had. The young countess had long dark
brown hair that had threads of auburn running through it and she
had the same brilliant green eyes that Garrison had. The maid dried
Olivia’s hair into beautiful curls and then tied them back with
ribbons that matched her dress. When Ruth finished, she looked at
the countess and was shocked to see the difference in the girl she
was tending to. Under all that grime there was a young lady hiding,
Olivia had truly been a diamond in the rough.

“Ruth are you finished now?
I would like to find my brother and give him hell,” Olivia said
impatiently.

“Yes m’lady,” the maid
giggled. Ruth watched the beautiful girl stomp out of the chamber
and then she laughed out loud. She thought of the stunning young
countess being presented to everyone tonight and then hearing her
swear like a soldier.

“Weathersby?” Olivia called
out to the duke’s trusted butler. “Where are you?”

“I am here m’lady, oh my
goodness you are so beautiful!” The duke’s butler said in shock.
“Forgive me but I don’t usually see you so…so…clean.”

“Do you know where my
brother is? I would like to scream at him for making me have to
wash my hair and face. Also, he is going to owe me plenty for
making me wear this itchy dress,” she whined.

“He is in his study m’lady
but I don’t think you should bother him at the moment, he is very
busy.”

“Thank you Weathersby, you
are right of course.” Olivia smiled politely.

Weathersby was relieved to hear the
girl would not interrupt the duke but then he watched her head
straight up the staircase towards the study to find her brother.
The girl certainly had a mind of her own and no one could tell her
what to do. Olivia did not bother to knock before she entered
Garrison’s private study.

“You better have a damn good
reason my dear brother for putting me through the torture of
wearing this horrid dress and making my hair all tied up fancy like
this. I want you to know I have been through hell today!” Olivia
said, as she demanded an explanation.

Garrison stared at his baby sister and
even the improper words from her mouth could not distract him from
the revelation of her beauty. He had no idea under all that filth
and dirt there was a rare splendor. The duke was immediately full
of guilt and sorrow for not having Olivia taught how to behave and
dress properly like a young lady. She should not swear like a
soldier and look like peasant. Olivia was a countess and Garrison
now realized that her beauty was going to cause him tremendous
grief in the near future.

“Aren’t you gonna say
something?” She prodded.

“Livy, I think that you knew
someday there would come a time when you would have to start acting
and dressing appropriately,” he said calmly.

“But why now? I am still a
child right? That’s what you call me and Brent still calls me “baby
girl” so you can’t make me start actin’ like a lady now,” she
protested.

“Our father’s cousin, George
the Earl of Richmond and his wife Anne are coming to visit for a
few days and you need to be presentable.”

“A few days! I have to be
like this for a few days? Damn!”

“Olivia that is enough. You
need to start acting like the countess that you are and stop
swearing like my soldiers,” he ordered.

She knew her brother was upset now
because he had called her Olivia. Garrison always called her Livy
unless he was angry with her, which did not happen very often.
Olivia realized this must be important to Garrison and she decided
to behave herself for the next few days.

“Alright you win this time
Garrison but as soon as your company leaves I shall burn this
dress!” She said making a pouting face and then turned to leave the
room.

“Livy, wait. Did I mention
how beautiful you are?”

She twisted around to look at her
brother. “You truly are cruel aren’t you Garrison.”

Garrison could not contain himself very
long and then he burst into laughter from the look on her
face.

She too, could not help but smile.
“Please don’t ever say such mean words again,” she said winking as
she left.

While he sat at his desk and stared at
the closed door, Garrison suddenly had the full impact of what the
future would be like. Her smile, my God is amazing, he thought to
himself. That young girl was going to blossom soon and she could
not continue to hang around all of his soldiers. Tonight was the
first time Garrison realized how much Olivia looked like their
mother but he always knew she had the fiery Russian blood of their
ancestors running through her.

It was his fault and not hers that
Olivia was not prepared to be around the nobles. The duke worried
about how was he going to protect her from the spiteful
aristocrats? More importantly, how would he protect the young
beauty from the droves of men that would seek to court her?
Garrison tried to continue his work in the study but the worry for
Olivia’s future was plaguing his mind. There had to be a way to
handle this dilemma other than locking her away in his tallest
tower forever.

The Earl George and his wife Anne
arrived just before the evening meal and Weathersby politely
escorted them in. The butler let Garrison know that his royal
company had arrived and then returned to the guests. Brenton the
Baron of Alderon was the duke’s best friend and there at Lansington
Castle to train with Garrison’s soldiers. The young baron greeted
the royal couple by bowing graciously and then they all stood as
Garrison joined them at the table.

“It is wonderful to see you
again George and you look lovely my dear Anne,” the duke said
kindly.

The short round man smiled. “Yes, Your
Grace, it is good to see you as well. The last time I saw you I
believe you were about my height and now you’re as big as an oak
tree,” he laughed.

“I may be as large as an oak
tree but at least I am not as old as one,” Garrison jabbed at his
elder cousin with a smile.

The earl chuckled as they took their
seats around the table.

“We are so sorry for the
loss of your father, Your Grace. I also miss your mother terribly,
she was a wonderful friend,” Anne said softly.

“I too miss her but I am now
being reminded of her beauty when I look at my sister Olivia,”
Garrison replied.

“Where is the dear young
girl m’lord?” Anne asked.

“Well, that I am not sure
of. She was supposed to join us for the evening meal,” the duke
answered. He then turned to Weathersby and whispered. “Please find
Olivia and bring her to me.”

“Yes, m’lord,” the butler
nodded.

“Ah, Your Grace, you say
that Olivia will be joining us for dinner?” Brenton said, smiling
at his friend Garrison. “Well this ought to be interesting,” he
said, knowing the girl and her behavior.

Olivia usually ate with all the men in
the large keep and she had acquired their crude table manners.
Garrison shot a glare at Brenton to stay quiet and then he silently
prayed that his sister would behave. As the food was being served,
Garrison and his guests heard a loud commotion coming from the hall
outside the dining room. The duke knew instantly that it had to be
Olivia causing some form of a problem for Weathersby. Garrison
quickly excused himself to retrieve his sister and stop the noisy
chaos. As he entered the hallway, the duke saw Weathersby wrestling
with Olivia on the floor while he tried to put her shoes
on.

“May I offer my help to you
Weathersby?” Garrison said with laughter.

“Oh, pardon me Your Grace,
it’s just that your sister doesn’t feel the need to wear her shoes
to dinner,” the butler answered sheepishly.

“They pinch my toes,” she
shouted.

“Livy stand up please,”
Garrison ordered calmly.

The young girl stood while Garrison
studied her dress, he knew she was already being pushed way beyond
her limits. Knowing he had to compromise somehow or he would never
be able to get through this evening, Garrison decided to give
in.

“Livy I think your dress
comes far enough to the floor that if you are careful, you can come
without your shoes on. Will that be suitable for you?” Her brother
asked patiently.

“Can I take the ribbons out
of my hair too?” She pleaded.

“Do you promise to behave
for the evening?”

“Yes Garrison I will, I
promise!” She said with a beaming smile.

He stood there and thanked God that
Olivia did not know how powerful her smile was, if she did, this
girl could have anything she wanted from him. Garrison helped her
take the ribbons out of her hair and let the long loose curls fall
around her shoulders. The countess suddenly looked much older and
Garrison wished he had not agreed to this promise. The brother and
sister walked hand in hand into the dining hall and everyone stood
as they approached the table. Olivia was surprised at their actions
because she was not used to being treated like a lady and
especially not like a royal countess.

While Weathersby helped Olivia take her
seat in the beautiful carved chair, she glanced up and saw that
Brenton was sitting directly across from her. She thought the baron
looked more handsome than ever and then she quickly chided herself
for acting so silly. The countess could not stop staring at him and
Olivia wondered if maybe Brenton thought she looked pretty in her
dress with her hair curled.

“Olivia, this is George, the
Earl of Richmond and his wife, Anne the Countess of Richmond,”
Garrison announced.

“It is a pleasure to meet
you,” she said quietly.

“You are a beautiful young
lady Olivia. It will be wonderful to watch the mayhem in a few
years when all of the men will be swooning over you,” Anne
smiled.

For the first time Olivia was
speechless. She had not really thought of that being an option for
her future. Surely, Garrison would not make her get married when he
knew she wanted so badly to be a warrior. Olivia unexpectedly felt
as if the room was closing in on her and she wanted to be out in
the fresh air as quickly as possible. The meal was almost over and
she tried to keep her manners a bit longer for Garrison’s
benefit.

Everyone talked around her while she
continued to sneak glances at Brenton. Olivia hoped he might be
feeling the same way she was. If she was going to grow up and
forced to be courted by men, she thought Brenton seemed like the
perfect choice. He was extremely handsome and they had already
spent plenty of time together. Of course, most of that was in the
training fields or riding horses but still, Olivia always felt her
heart beat a little faster when he was near.

Brenton could feel Olivia’s gaze on him
all evening and he was amazed at how well the girl was keeping her
manners. He had never seen a girl with such a fiery spirit or a
blazing temper like hers. Tonight he wondered just how close she
was to having one of her famous outbursts. This meal was becoming a
bore and Brenton thought maybe he could goad little Olivia into
entertaining everyone.

“Olivia, may I ask how many
layers of dirt were washed off before they actually reached your
skin?” Brenton said quietly to the girl.

The baron had teased Olivia from her
earliest memory of him and she always had the perfect response for
her friend’s taunting words but now she sat staring at Brenton with
fury building inside her. Olivia was hoping he liked the way she
looked tonight and that maybe he would say something kind. She was
wrong of course.

“Well I may have been hiding
my beauty under the layers of dirt but you Brenton, on the other
hand aren’t as lucky, for everyone can plainly see that you are a
damn fool,” she threw at him.

There was a gasp at the table from
George and Anne as they heard the young girl’s unkind remark to the
baron. Garrison glared at both Brenton and Olivia and hoped this
would not go any further but that hope was crushed a moment
later.

Brenton had a huge grin on his face.
“Ah, there’s the baby girl I am so used to seeing. I knew they
could not hide my little warrior in a silly velvet dress. This
night must be killing you Olivia.”

Normally she would have agreed with
Brenton and the two would have laughed off the ridiculous notion of
her being a lady but tonight, Olivia’s heart was beating fast as
she stared into his beautiful blue eyes. She had never thought of
him this way and having feelings for the older boy was confusing
her. Olivia had finally reached her limit of control and she could
not control her actions even though she knew Garrison was going to
be furious with her.

“To hell with you Brenton!
You know I was forced into wearing this and that I would rather be
eating with the soldiers. I am sorry Garrison for ruining your
dinner but I am done with this,” she blurted out.

The young girl stood quickly and raced
out of the dining hall to find comfort outside in the fresh air
where she knew she belonged. Olivia ran through the grass and into
the dense forest that surrounded the fields. She stripped the
binding green dress off, leaving only her chemise on before she
climbed to the top of her favorite tree and inhaled deeply to calm
herself.

Garrison sat at the table with his
guests and began to apologize for his sister’s little tantrum and
Brenton quickly added his regret also for sending the girl over the
edge.

“It seems I should have had
a governess taking care of Olivia long ago but I felt much more
comfortable having her near me. I wanted to be able to protect her
and I didn’t realize the effect it would have on her by being
around my soldiers all the time,” the duke explained to his
guests.

“You have carried a lot of
burdens on your shoulders for such a young man. In fact, you have
done remarkably well I would say,” George offered as a
comfort.

“Your Grace, there is still
hope for the dear girl. We have sent our three daughters to be
taught at St. Mary’s Abbey, just south of the Alderon estate.
There, the young girls are taught proper manners and decorum. They
also receive a great deal of knowledge in reading and writing the
English language,” Anne said.

Garrison did not think he could send
his little sister away to be raised by someone else but Olivia was
going to become a woman soon and this would change things
drastically. Maybe this abbey was her only hope at becoming a
proper lady and a royal countess. The idea was especially appealing
when Garrison realized his sister would only be surrounded by women
at the convent. The duke would not have to worry about lusty men
staring at his baby sister.

“I know this is common
practice, especially for most of the nobility but how could I ever
reason with her that this would be to her benefit?” Garrison
worried.

Brenton gave a wicked grin. “Would you
like me to tell her?”

“I think you have done
enough for one evening. If you will excuse me, I need to find
Olivia before it gets to dark,” Garrison said as he stood to
leave.

“I am sure she will
understand Your Grace. All little girls want to grow up and wear
beautiful dresses,” Anne smiled.

The duke returned the smile. “You don’t
know my Livy.”

Everyone stood with Garrison and bowed
slightly before he left.






Olivia felt extremely guilty for her
behavior at dinner and she knew her brother was going to be furious
with her. After calming down, the countess decided to go back to
the castle. Garrison had set a rule long ago that she had to be
indoors by the time the sun had set and this was not the time to be
breaking any rules. Olivia hurried down from the tree and grabbed
her dress from the ground. The beautiful young girl let the gown
drag in the dirt beside her as she ran back to the castle walls
before the night sky had gotten too dark.

“Livy,” Garrison said softly
as she entered the massive foyer.

“I’m sorry,” she said with
her head down, “will you forgive me?”

“Of course my sweet, come
let’s talk in the library,” he said motioning to the large doors to
her left.

Garrison followed her into the massive
room filled with books and beautiful artwork. Olivia sat in her
chemise on the leather settee with her head down, staring at her
hands folded in her lap. Garrison leaned against the large cherry
wood desk and smiled when he saw the dirty green dress lying on the
floor beside her.

“Livy I need you to
understand the importance of your title and position as countess,”
he said.

“I didn’t ask to be a
countess.”

“I know Livy, nor did I ask
to become a royal duke but I am grateful for all that it has given
to us. We have wealth and comfort because of who we are but along
with our titles, comes great responsibility. We must honor our
family and their royal heritage,” he explained.

“Garrison, I don’t want
wealth and I don’t want to prance around in fancy dresses listening
to women rattle on about useless things. I am strong and I know I
was meant to do far more than just sitting idly in a home being a
servant to a husband. Why can’t a girl be soldier?” She asked
innocently.

“You know it would hurt a
man’s pride Livy if he felt he couldn’t take care of you. It is the
man’s duty to protect and provide for his wife and children. You do
want children someday right?”

“I didn’t really think much
about that but yes I am sure I will want children
someday.”

Garrison smiled as he sat next to his
sister. “Then you must learn to be a lady, wife and mother Olivia.
These are things a woman must know before that time comes and I
cannot teach them to you.”

She had so many things racing through
her mind. What exactly did he mean by his words? Who did he think
was going to teach these things to her? Olivia had not really given
much thought to that part of her future and now she was thoroughly
confused.

“Olivia, there is an abbey
not too far from here that teaches young girls to become proper
ladies. They also school them in reading and writing. George and
Anne have already sent their three daughters there,” Garrison said,
speaking carefully knowing that Olivia would not accept this idea
easily.

She sat there motionless and then
turned to face her brother.

“Why are you telling me
this?” She asked hesitantly.

“I think this may be your
only chance at learning all that you need to know. I have decided
to send you there to learn to be a proper lady.”

“I won’t go! You cannot make
me!” Olivia yelled.

This was the reaction he had planned on
receiving. This was the Olivia he knew and loved. Garrison knew she
was brave and spirited and he felt sorrier for the nuns that would
be taking her in than he did for his little sister. The duke would
have to give a sizable donation to the abbey for the trouble she
would cause there.

“It won’t be as horrible as
you seem to think it will be. You will receive an education and you
will learn all the things that you should have already been
taught.”

“I will run away before you
could ever send me there,” she boasted.

“Your satchels are already
being packed and you will leave at first light tomorrow,” he said
calmly.

“I shall hate you forever
Garrison,” she said softly with tears in her eyes.

“Not forever my sweet, only
until you realize that this is what is best for you.”

Olivia could not respond to his last
comment for she was consumed with fear and worry, as she began to
understand that he was serious with his plans. The young countess
left the library and headed for her chamber. Garrison watched her
leave and wished there could have been more words to comfort the
beautiful girl. He was not worried about her physically because she
was brave and better skilled than most of his soldiers. Garrison
did however, worry that emotionally it would be awhile before she
forgave him.






The following morning Ruth had woken
Olivia early, helped her to dress in a simple riding gown and
pulled her hair back with pins. The maid had brought the girl a
small meal to eat and then Garrison came to her chamber to let
Olivia know it was time to leave. Olivia would not look her brother
in the eyes because she knew for sure that she would cry. The
countess was still upset with herself for letting him see her
foolish tears last night and Olivia vowed not to let it happen
again.

Reluctantly she followed her brother
out to the courtyard and Olivia gasped at the sight in front of
her. Every single soldier in Garrison’s army and all those that
were there for training, were standing together forming a massive
gathering. In the center, there were two dozen men waiting by their
horses to escort her to the abbey. The Baron Brenton waited next to
his mount and held the reins of her beautiful horse.

As Olivia walked toward her horse, the
first in command of the soldiers yelled out an order and all of the
men dropped to one knee in uniform. Although she was an
eleven-year-old girl, the men saluted Olivia as if she were one of
their own. She bravely smiled at the men and then marched to her
horse. The action of these men had given her the confidence to
approach this new battle that she was headed for.

Just before she mounted her large mare,
Garrison grabbed her by the arm and pulled Olivia into his arms. He
held his sister tightly and heard her whimper softly as the girl
buried her face into his chest. Garrison cupped her beautiful face
and wiped her tears as they fell down her cheeks.

“I love you Olivia, don’t
ever forget that. I will visit soon and you can come home to visit
often alright?” He soothed.

“I still hate you,” she said
with a smile.

The duke laughed and then swatted his
little sister on the behind. She quickly mounted her horse and then
watched as Brenton got on his large horse next to her.

“Why the hell are you here?”
She shot at him.

Brenton laughed. “Apparently I am being
punished for provoking you at dinner last night. I now have to
escort you to the abbey.”

“And this is a punishment
for you?” She said angrily.

“Your brother seems to think
so.”

Olivia was hurting inside now for a
different reason than having to leave home. For some silly reason
she had thought maybe Brenton liked her because they had always
spent so much time together. Now, she realized he felt being around
her was a sentence for his crime. Olivia felt like a fool, of
course he wouldn’t see her for anything but the filthy little girl
she had always been.

“Well if this is supposed to
be your penance then I will certainly make this journey pure
torture for you,” she grinned wickedly.

Brenton glared at his best friend and
Garrison laughed out loud as he watched Olivia bolt down the path
towards the forest.









Chapter Two






Scotland 1505






After many years of fighting, Donal the
laird of the Sinclair clan, was feeling old and worn out. The idea
of his upcoming marriage to the much younger, Lorna MacKay and
resting for his remaining time on earth was appealing to the aging
man. The new marriage would also unite the Sinclairs to the MacKay
clan, ending years of tension between the feuding men. Lorna’s
older brother Malcolm was the MacKay laird and he had inherited a
wasteland from his father. Tomorrow, Donal’s new bride would arrive
at the Sinclair Castle and the marriage would take place regardless
of the frigid fall weather. The wedding was not the only change to
take place, Donal planned to appoint his only son from his first
wife, to become the new laird and rule over both clans.

The majority of the older Sinclair men
had greatly approved of this uniting for they were also tired of
battle. Only a small group of young fearless warriors from the clan
had opposed of this marriage and their leader was Donal’s own son,
Camden. He had watched the decline of his father’s clan over the
past several years and now he wanted to strengthen them and fortify
their army knowing he was to become laird after his
father.

Camden knew having his father unite
their clan with the MacKay clan would have a devastating effect on
his people. The MacKay men were a lazy group of slothful people
that had leeched their own land of its natural resources and now
they were going to do the same to the Sinclair land if Camden did
not stop them.

The father and son had engaged in
heated battles over this matter but the old man would not listen to
anything his young son had to say. All the fierce warrior could do
now was prepare his loyal men to help him rule over the joined
clans and quickly prevent any decline to the Sinclairs
riches.

As the early morning fog lifted from
the valley, the bright sunlight started to bring the land to life.
The surrounding rugged peaks had gotten an early dusting of winter
snow and the chill in the air intensified the clans excitement for
the impending nuptials. The MacKay’s would be arriving soon for the
marriage ceremony and then the large celebration feast to follow.
Camden sat mounted on his huge stallion as he watched from the
hillside and thought of all that was to come. He would be laird
over two newly united clans and the only six men he trusted would
have to help him keep control over the shifty MacKay
clan.

The afternoon had come and gone quickly
and now the entire Sinclair holding was filled with MacKay men. The
marriage was a success and Donal Sinclair had declared Camden the
new laird over both clans, binding them together. The massive crowd
cheered and pledged their loyalty to their new laird and his
appointed men. Everyone honored the newly married couple with song
and dance throughout the evening.

As the music played, Camden sat quietly
in the distance observing the people he would now rule. He was not
worried about the Sinclairs for they had always been loyal
followers but he was still unsure about the MacKay people even
though most of them were frightened at just the sight of
him.

The family’s heritage obviously had
Viking blood running through them, for Camden’s size was proof
enough. He was a towering figure with a massively broad chest and
pale golden hair that came to his shoulders. The bulging muscles
from his arms and thighs were evidence of his superior strength to
those around him. Camden’s years of training and ruthless fighting
had made him a fierce warrior and a legend in the
Highlands.

As the evening grew dark, the winds
became colder and the festivities started to die down. The clans
were prepared to sleep for the night and then planned to continue
celebrating for the next several days. As Donal waited in bed for
his beautiful new bride to join him, he felt rested and at ease
knowing Camden would now be the powerful laird over his clan. The
older man watched Lorna come into to his chamber and then she shyly
waited by the door.

“Aye, my Lorna, but ya are a
vision from heaven,” he said with his thick brogue.

“Husband, I am most grateful
for this marriage but I fear you may be disappointed,” she said
quietly.

“Come closer to me my
beautiful bride and I am sure ya couldn’t disappoint me,” he
smiled.

Lorna walked carefully to the bed with
her arms stiffly at her side. Donal felt a bit sorry for the young
woman for she seemed tense and nervous about the marriage bed. In
truth, she was not shy at all, Lorna was merely trying to hide the
weapon she carried in her hand. As the new bride approached the
bedside, she leaned in close to her husband and whispered in his
ear.

“Do you like a woman to take
charge in the bedroom?”

“Aye lass, ya may have
whatever kind of control ya wish for in my bed,” he
chuckled.

Lorna pulled the soft layers of her
nightgown up to her thighs and then carefully straddled the older
man’s bare waist. Donal could feel her silky thighs pressing up
against his heated skin. He began losing all his senses as he
envisioned what was to come. The aged man thought he heard
screaming coming from outside the walls of his holding, but Lorna
continued to distract him as she began to move her body restlessly
against him.

“I fear something is wrong
my beautiful Lorna, there is something happening outside,” he said
trying to gather his thoughts.

“You are no longer laird so
why do you worry?” She asked innocently.

The screams were not of just women but
he heard men and children crying out into the dark night. Donal
could tell something was burning outside from the pungent smell of
smoke coming into his chamber.

“Lorna, please I must see
what is happening, there is something wrong,” he said a bit harshly
while trying to get up.

His new bride quickly pushed her
razor-sharp dagger against Donal’s throat and moved her mouth close
to his.

“Aye you old fool, something
is happening outside. Your clan is being attacked by mine and they
will all surrender to the MacKay clan or they will die,” she said
with a wicked grin on her face.

“I am a fool. How could I
have believed that your clan would enter into this agreement
truthfully? Ya always have been a deceitful bunch and ya don’t
deserve to live in the Highlands. My son will not cower to you,” he
said knowing he did not have much time to argue with the
woman.

“Your boy may have strength
but he lacks the mind to lead these people that my brother Malcolm
and I have. I am not worried about your precious Camden for my
warriors outnumber his greatly,” Lorna boasted with
confidence.

“You will never get away
with this.”

“I wonder how it feels
hearing your clan being slaughtered and beaten while you lay here
helplessly. Don’t worry husband, you will not live to see the
remains of your clan,” she whispered in his ear with her hot
breath.

Donal used all the strength he had in
his aged body to push Lorna off him but in one quick movement she
slashed the dagger across his neck and a pool of warm blood quickly
soiled the bridal linens. The former laird of the Sinclair clan
managed to strangle out, “Camden” as the very life of him poured
onto the bed.

The evil woman smiled in her small
victory thinking to herself that everything was going exactly as
she had planned for this night. The stupid Sinclairs had fallen for
the marriage proposal and the MacKay men made sure their victims
were good and drunk before bed tonight. Once Lorna went to the
bridal chamber, she knew her clan would then attack. The ruthless
MacKay clan killed the Sinclair men while they slept and the women
and children were rounded up to the center of the village. Other
MacKay soldiers began to torch the thatched roof houses while
people still slept in them.

Lorna’s personal guards were attacking
the Sinclairs that were in the main keep while they looked for
Camden and his men. As soon as they had the new laird dead, this
battle would be an easy conquest. Lorna joined her guards within
minutes of murdering her new husband and together they swept the
holding in search of Camden.

“Find him!” She
shouted.

The hunt for the small group of
warriors was unsuccessful. No one could find Camden or his trusted
men. Lorna was livid when she heard the news, wanting the legendary
defender gone forever. Her brother Malcolm would be coming tomorrow
to help make sure the Sinclairs understood who their laird was now.
Not only would they succumb to Lorna but also they would obey all
the MacKay clan and serve them well. She knew Malcolm would be
furious that Camden was not dead but she would send men to find him
soon enough. Lorna wickedly grinned into the cold night air as she
realized her time to rule was finally here and she had seized the
valuable prized land.






Camden and his men had grown tired of
the celebration early in the evening and had left to find rest
elsewhere. The new laird hated to watch people drink and he refused
to let his men drink, for he believed it confused the mind. The
warriors had ridden south, down the edge of the sea to a private
cove they often used for training. The Sinclair land was vast and
covered a large area of northern Scotland. It was rich with
Highland cattle and the North Sea gave them plenty of fish during
the warmer months. Camden often hunted in this private area for
fresh game but tonight they just camped there to get away from the
fools at the feast.

As the early morning dawn approached,
Camden rinsed off in the icy seawater and then the small group of
soldiers headed back to the holding. The laird wanted to observe
the newly joined clans and see what needed to be done. The seven
huge men rode through the chilly morning air and the bitter cold
wind stung their bare legs the faster they went.

Within a mile from the holding, Camden
knew something was gravely wrong. He slowed his stallion and
silently commanded his men to spread out. The giant warrior guided
his large beast without a sound through the dense trees. He was
grateful there was not any snow on the ground, for the noise would
have surely given him away. Camden came to a stop when the Sinclair
Castle and the large village that surrounded it, were in sight. His
heart sank deep into his chest as he realized what had
happened.

Smoke softly billowed from the charred
remains of burned houses and he could hear the whimpering cries of
the children. The laird was sickened at the sight below him. The
Sinclair women and children were bundled together in the center of
the village and only a few men were visible to Camden. Lying face
down on the cold earth was the lifeless body of his father. It was
obvious to Camden that his clan had been massacred in the night and
he, their laird, was nowhere to be found. He had let them down
within hours of becoming their new leader and now it was up to him
to do whatever possible to redeem their trust and take back his
land.

Camden had an unnerving feeling from
the moment Malcolm MacKay had offered the beautiful bride to his
father. Now he was witness to the devastating consequence of their
deception. It took everything in the warrior to keep silent and
hidden in the hills. Quickly assessing the situation, Camden
figured he and his men were outnumbered by at least thirty men to
one. Even as great of a fighter as he was, the laird knew it would
be nearly impossible to go to battle. He did not know how many
other MacKay men were not visible to him.

The crestfallen warrior made a soft
bird call to alert his men in the surrounding area and then he
hesitantly retreated away from the horrific scene. The men raced
back to where they had camped the night before to keep hidden from
the MacKay men that were certainly looking for them. The laird flew
from his mount, raced to the sea and fell to his knees. Camden
splashed cold water to his face and tried to rid the nausea that
overwhelmed his body.

He thanked God out loud as he realized
his older sister Maggie and her husband Ian had traveled to the
isles where Ian’s father lived. She was not on the Sinclair land
and was presently safe from danger. Camden’s father was dead and he
wondered exactly who had done the killing. He knew he would have to
mourn for the man later because now, the giant defender needed to
create a plan to save his people and secure the Sinclair land and
riches once again.

As soon as he had composed himself
enough to speak, Camden ordered his men to huddle closely as he
weighed all his options out loud.

“Stephan, ride to the isles
and find Maggie and Ian. You must warn them to stay far from the
Sinclair land until I send word again. Tell her our father is
dead,” Camden said without emotion.

All six of Camden’s faithful men were
physically built as he was and they could easily ride alone, for
the sheer size of them scared most people away. They all had
massive stallions to carry the mighty warriors and when they rode
together behind Camden, it was truly a magnificent sight. These men
were trained to fight together as a team and their bond was closer
than brothers. They all nodded to one another and Stephan mounted
his horse quickly to leave and fulfill his laird’s
orders.

“Laird, we need more men. We
cannot fight the numbers for I fear the innocent will suffer if we
do,” Keith said.

“Aye, if we go in there, the
bastards will surely start killing everyone just to distract us,”
Broderick pointed out.

“The Sutherlands will join
us for sure Laird, we just need ask them,” Travis volunteered
knowing his relatives would gladly help right this horrible
wrong.

“Travis your family is noble
and surely they would fight but I do not think we would have enough
men even with their help. I know our Laird and he would not risk
the Sutherlands losing their land too,” Broderick answered the
youngest warrior.

Camden rubbed his large hands over his
face and as he listened to his men. He knew of only one sure way to
secure enough men and he hoped King James would agree.

“We need to go to
Edinburgh,” Camden said.

“For what purpose Laird?”
Travis questioned.

“Aye, are you certain this
is the only way? We don’t know the men,” Broderick
asked.

Camden was grateful to have a man like
Broderick always by his side. The warrior was a fierce combatant
and his mind was brilliant. He seemed to know exactly what Camden
was thinking before any of the others and that was why he was
Camden’s first in command.

“I am not certain of
anything Broderick but right now I see it as the only possibility,”
the laird answered.

“Can you tell us what you
are planning?” Liam asked.

“We need to secure the
lawless men of the Highland territory that has been given to the
English. We need to speak with the king,” Camden
explained.

“But the king hates the all
the Highland lairds. He has been trying to stop their rule for
years, why would he help us?” Calum said with confusion.

“In truth, I don’t know that
he will help us but I do know that he would help anyone that has
been taken victim as our clan has. He does have some compassion and
I have heard rumors that his biggest fear is the unruly men of this
Highland territory that the English own. He was furious that his
father had given it to the English king. If I could secure this
land to my rule, I could train these men and with them, we could
defeat the MacKay clan,” Camden said.

“Are you sure you can gain
their fidelity Laird?” Calum asked.

“I fear we may be marching
to our own death if we go to speak with the king, Laird. Do you
trust him?” Keith questioned.

“I am not certain of
anything right now but I will die before I let the MacKay clan keep
what belongs to me. I am rightfully laird and I need to help my
people. This is the only way,” he said with strength in his
voice.

“Laird you know we will do
anything you ask. Give us our orders now. We shall defeat the
MacKay clan,” Broderick vowed.

All of Camden’s men shouted their
agreement and it fueled the fire burning in their laird’s blood. He
would make this plan work at whatever cost.






The large warriors rode hard to reach
Edinburgh to speak with the king. As they passed through other
clan’s territories, they spread word to everyone about what the
treacherous MacKay men had done to the Sinclair clan. Camden vowed
to all that justice would reign supreme in the Highlands once
again.

After two days of riding their
stallions to their greatest potential, Camden and his men had
reached the edges of Edinburgh where King James IV resided with his
much younger wife, Princess Margaret of England. Camden sent word
to the king through a messenger and then waited outside the city
walls for an invitation to speak with him. King James had already
heard the rumors of the Sinclair massacre and he was anxious to
speak with the Highland laird.

The warriors rode down through the city
and every man, woman and child seem to cower away from the massive
men and their beasts. The glare Camden wore on his face could
surely frighten an old man to his death. Not only did they stand
out for their size but all of them continued to wear their summer
plaids even though the weather was turning much colder. These
plaids were shorter, barely coming inches above the knee exposing
their huge thigh muscles that were toned and tight. Their powerful
bare chests were open to the elements, except for the plaid that
draped over their left shoulder, showing their deeply tanned
skin.

As the men reached the king’s castle,
Camden quickly dismounted his horse and tossed the reins to
Broderick who always rode to his right.

“I will speak to the king
alone. Watch your backs men,” Camden ordered.

As the king’s steward led the Highland
laird into the castle, the warrior silently prayed to God for help.
He knew of no other way to make good of this injustice done to his
people and he hoped the king would agree. Before Camden entered the
large keep where the king and his wife waited, he heard his name
announced.

“Laird Camden Sinclair of
the Sinclair clan.”

It was the first time he had heard it
said in that manner and he instinctively knew this was the right
thing to do. He was laird of his clan and this would help his
people. Camden entered the large room and walked slowly to the
where the royal couple sat. There were gasps in the room as other
members of the royal court caught a glimpse of the powerful
handsome man. Even the king was a bit taken back by the brawn of
this one man alone.

Camden bowed his head slightly to show
respect for the king who thought to rule all of Scotland but had
only secured the lowlands.

“Laird Sinclair, is the
devastation as great to your clan as I have heard?” The king
asked.

“It is,” he said
simply.

“I know you have come
because of this treachery from the MacKay clan but I wonder just
what it is that you wish of me?” King James said.

“I need an army to take back
my land and avenge my father’s death. I wish to secure the Highland
territory that is owned by the English. There are hundreds of
abandoned men with no laird to rule them. They need order and
leadership. I can train them and then we can conquer the MacKay
clan with ease.”

“First of all, you speak as
if this land is mine to give you. Second, how do I know that you
will not turn this powerful army against me and take over my rule?”
The king asked.

“You know I will not ask
other clans that could lose their land also, to fight with me. I
only want the men for numbers, not the land. And I can only give
you my word that there is no plan to battle your army,” Camden
spoke with passion now. He needed the king to comply.

The Highland warrior watched as the
young wife of the king leaned over and spoke softly to her husband.
Camden was not sure but he thought the English Princess could not
have been more than sixteen years. The beautiful child bride
continued to talk to her husband and then slowly the king began to
smile. Whatever she was saying to him had certainly made him
happy.

“Laird Camden, I have been
concerned about this lawless Highland territory for some time now.
Your leadership is greatly needed there and if you can somehow
manage to gain their loyalty, it would serve you significantly when
you take back the Sinclair land. I can’t secure the promise of this
territory but my wife has informed me that it belongs to her second
cousin, a young girl. It can be yours if King Henry agrees and you
agree to a marriage.”

So this was why the king had been
smiling, an English bride, he thought to himself. Camden was at a
loss for words and then he quickly nodded his head in agreement to
the terms.

“How quickly can this
marriage be arranged?” Camden said curtly.

“I will send word to Henry
and if he agrees then you will need to go and get your bride,” King
James smiled.

“My men and I will be
staying outside the city walls, please send a messenger as soon as
you receive word. I thank you greatly for your compassion and once
again I give you my word that there will be no attacks on
Edinburgh,” Camden vowed.

The large warrior turned and began to
leave the hall when the king asked him one more
question.

“Laird Camden, after you
secure the Sinclair land, what will be done with your bride’s
land?” He asked.

“My first in command,
Broderick Kincaid has no family and is in need of a holding to
rule. He has far surpassed being under my leadership. He will
become the laird of his own clan,” Camden answered.

He left the castle and found his men
waiting exactly as he had left them. The five men were still seated
atop their horses and the people surrounding them were still openly
gaping at the soldiers. The night sky started to turn the fall
weather even colder and the men rode swiftly out just beyond
Edinburgh. They made a small camp and Camden started to explain
what had happened inside the castle’s keep.

“But Laird, an English
bride?” Liam asked incredulously.

“Was there no other way
then?” Broderick asked his laird.

“This is easier than I
expected,” Camden said to his men. “I would gladly marry a little
English girl in order to take back what is mine.”

“Aye laird, this is going to
be easier for us, we aren’t the ones that are gettin’ married,”
Broderick smiled.

The rest of the men enjoyed the
amusement at Camden’s expense.

“Broderick, you are coming
with me to speak with the men who live in this English territory. I
will need to gain their loyalty and trust. The rest of you will
wait here for word from the king to find out when I can retrieve my
new wife,” Camden said with a hint of laughter as it finally sank
in, what seemed so humorous to his men.

Again, the men laughed out with their
thunderous voices at the thought of Camden getting married to a
little timid English girl. The following morning, Camden and
Broderick hurried to the Highland area that had no real laird.
Since this area had been given to the English king from King James
III many years ago, all that had taken place there was constant
fighting. Weak men continued to try to take the position as laird
but always failed in doing so and the more powerful men never could
gain anyone’s trust, so it remained a lawless land.

As the two large men crossed the border
into the English territory, they wondered why King James the III
had given it to the English anyway. It was a remote area and there
wasn’t much land that seemed useful. The entire area had massive
mountains with very few valleys in between for farming. The North
Sea was the area’s east border and it bordered the clan Mackenzie
to the west. Camden wasn’t sure where the north border was but the
southern edge seemed to stretch across the tips of several Highland
clans’ borders.

Camden and Broderick found the first
group of nomads that lived in this land and as they approached, all
of them quickly disappeared from view. The closer they got to the
small village, the more it looked like a camp. There were more
tents than actual cottages built. They jumped from their horses and
then Broderick quickly tied their mounts to a nearby
tree.

“Who is the leader here?”
Camden called out.

There was no response from the hiding
people. Those that had seen the Highland warriors coming were
obviously afraid of them.

“We mean no harm, we wish to
speak to all of you, please,” Camden said in a louder
voice.

Slowly, some of the men started to come
out from the tent walls and surrounding forest area. Camden
realized they were not going to come any closer and he would to
have to talk to them from a distance.

“I asked the question, who
is the leader here, to see if any of you truly know. I am here to
tell you who your leader is,” Camden stated.

He had them listening now. More men
came out and they moved closer to the two large men. The
dysfunctional clan wondered if this was another challenge to
declare laird because if that were so, the two men would surely win
against all of them.

“Do any of you know who owns
this land rightfully?” He paused. “I didn’t think so. It is a young
English girl, she is your leader.”

There were murmurs and whispers among
the men and a few of shouted “nay” out loud.

“It is the truth. When King
James gave it to the English, it was given to a young countess
there as an inheritance. Have you ever wondered why the English
have done nothing with this land? The girl probably does not even
know it belongs to her. However, it will not belong to her much
longer. It will belong to me. I plan to marry the English girl and
therefore this will become my land. I am Laird Camden Sinclair and
when I return, you will all declare your fidelity to me or die,”
Camden ordered.

“Aye my laird speaks the
truth. Move about this land and tell all those around to be waiting
here when we return. We will train you to fight and be the Highland
warriors you were born to be,” Broderick shouted to the few dozen
men.

The crowd seemed stunned for a moment
and then they burst into cheers for the two men before them. Camden
watched their shouts of approval and he felt as if they had been
children without a father and now someone had come to claim them.
He actually wanted to help these men find the confidence that ran
through their Highland blood. Camden could feel deep down inside
that his plan was going to work. He would be able to take back the
Sinclair land and bring vengeance to the MacKay clan.






Camden had ridden into England with his
men as soon as they had received word that King Henry had agreed to
the marriage. Within a few days, they reached their destination of
King Henry’s court and the men made camp just outside the walls of
the city. Camden had washed in the nearby river before bed that
night. He took his time in the frigid water while he thought of his
retaliation.

The next morning the Highland laird
brought Liam and Broderick with him to greet the king. As the men
walked through the mass of peasants before they reached the castle,
everyone seemed to move, clearing a pathway for them. The gigantic
men were dressed in their usual manner except now they wore a tunic
to cover their bare chests and Camden could not understand why
everyone stared openly at them.

As they were escorted into the large
castle to meet the king of England, Camden became curious about his
future bride. He wondered if the girl would be as small as all the
English women appeared to be. Only a few of the men came to
Camden’s shoulders and they must all fear the sun, for every one of
them were pasty white in color.

A herald announced to the king of
Camden’s arrival as they entered the elaborate keep. He looked
around and saw the elegant castle was much grander than that of the
Scottish king. The warriors made their way to the throne where King
Henry VII sat with his young son Prince Henry VIII next to him.
Camden was surprised at the sight of the king because he seemed to
be large in stature, unlike most of his people.

“Welcome Laird Sinclair, I
am anxious to meet the Highland legend that has come to claim his
bride,” King Henry said.

Camden bowed slightly, as did Broderick
and Liam, to show respect for the king that he needed on his
side.

“I know nothing of being a
legend Your Majesty but I am here to marry the owner of the
Highland territory,” Camden said honestly.

The king chuckled and his young son
joined in his laughter. The Highlanders wondered what was so
amusing to the royalty.

“It seems you greatly wish
to rule this land and you are willing to do so at any cost. Do you
know anything of your bride to be?” The king asked.

“I only know she is a young
countess that was raised in an abbey. Does she even know that she
is the true owner of this land, Your Majesty?” Camden
answered.

“Ah, she does not know of
this inheritance but her older brother who is the Royal Duke of
Lansington, is aware and he has been made known of this
arrangement. In fact, he asked me to give you a message. He said to
tell you exactly, “she never stays where you put her,” the king
said smiling.

Camden wondered what her brother meant
by the comment but it did not really matter for he was prepared to
take the girl no matter what.

He then asked the king. “How quickly
can the ceremony take place?”









Chapter Three






Olivia wrung her hands together while
she paced nervously back and forth in the guest quarters of the
king’s castle. The king himself had summoned the young woman to
come to the royal court and now she prayed silently to God that
there were no plans to find a gentleman suitor for her. Olivia had
never met her father’s cousin, King Henry but she knew her second
cousin, Prince Henry very well and she was afraid he had put the
notion in his father’s head that it was time for her to be courted
by men.

She had dreaded this day for a long
time and now Olivia could not hide behind her older brother’s
promise. She remembered the first few months she lived at the
convent when she was only eleven years of age. The young countess
learned to obey the nuns in the abbey very quickly or she faced the
consequences. Of course, none of them would dare raise a hand to a
royal child but the glares Olivia received were a much more severe
punishment. Sometimes she wished they would just whip her instead
of making her feel so guilty.

The countess fought hard with the nuns
over going barefoot but her battle was quickly lost. She also had
to keep her hair pulled back and braided while she attended her
lessons. After being there for one month, Garrison had come to the
abbey to visit his little sister. The duke was surprised in the
change of her behavior in such a short time. Olivia explained to
her brother that if she obeyed the nuns, she was rewarded with free
time outside to explore the forest surrounding the abbey. This was
pure bliss for the countess after being kept in the dark and dreary
buildings all day.

Every time Garrison visited his sister,
she seemed to be taking more pleasure in her new home. As she grew
older, Olivia learned to act prim and proper for the nuns and then
strip to barely anything while she climbed the trees and hunted
with her bow and arrows. She continued to ride her horse daily as
instructed but always under the close watch of the stable master.
No one knew of course, the things Olivia did beyond the walls of
the abbey.

Over time, the sisters at the convent
had grown to love Olivia and all that she was. After helping the
nuns with their monthly ledgers, she had noticed that a certain
merchant was taking great advantage of them. The next time he came
to the abbey, was also the last time he came. Olivia was fearless
as she chided the large man for stealing from God and everyone
watching thought the man was about to cry by the time she was done.
As he turned to leave the beautiful young woman added, “I hope you
burn in hell” to her speech. At that moment, Olivia gained a
reputation among the sisters as the spirited one.

When she had been at the abbey for over
four years, the countess noticed that most of the young girls her
age were being married off. Olivia knew it was common for girls to
have a husband and a child by the time they turned sixteen but that
was the last thing Olivia wanted. When Garrison made a trip to see
her after she had turned fifteen, the young girl feared he was
coming to wed her off too. When Olivia told her brother that she
never wanted to leave the abbey, the duke promised that she could
stay until her nineteenth birthday.

Now here she was, at the king’s court,
just after she had turned nineteen. Olivia always hoped that if she
did have to marry someday, that it would be to Brenton. Each time
Garrison would bring Olivia home for a visit, she saw the baron and
he seemed to get even more handsome, if that were possible. Over
the years, the countess became frustrated that Brenton had not
noticed her and that he still called her “baby girl” every time
they were together.

Her young love for the baron changed a
few months ago when she had confessed her tender feelings to
Brenton and he did not return them. At first, Olivia was crushed
when she realized that her youth was spent dreaming of a man that
did not want her. Sitting in her brother’s library, with tears
streaming down her face, Brenton said something that changed how
Olivia felt about him. He did have feelings for her too but Brenton
knew that he could never tame the passion within her. The baron
told her that she was born to do great things and he could never
marry her and watch her fiery spirit burn out.

Olivia knew at that moment Brenton was
right. She had remembered telling her brother when she was a mere
child that she never wanted to be just a wife and gossip with the
other noblemen’s wives. As the countess continued to wait to speak
with the king, her mind was reeling with ways to escape the
desperate situation. Maybe she could make it to Lansington Castle
where her brother and his new wife Ella lived, she thought. Olivia
decided if she could hide, she would not be forced to be courted by
all the self-centered aristocrats. She truly hated being around the
noblemen with their high and mighty attitudes. Olivia wondered if
Garrison knew King Henry had commanded her to come to court. She
thought surely if he did know, the duke would stop this impending
disaster.

As Olivia lost herself in thought,
there was a loud knock at the door and the king’s steward entered
with several women following behind. They were all carrying things
and then another man entered and brought in a beautiful
cream-colored gown. The dress was everything one would expect a
royal countess to wear when she was to greet her king.

“M’lady, you are to be ready
in one hour’s time and then you will be presented to His Majesty.
There are twelve women here to help you dress properly and
everything you could need has been provided. His Majesty is anxious
to see you,” the steward smiled.






“I am anxious to see him as
well,” she said briskly.

“Of course you are m’lady.
Also Prince Henry gives his warmest welcome.”

Olivia was certain now that her cousin
the prince was behind this. She was not afraid of him like most
everyone else was. Olivia did fear, however, that if she strangled
him like she wished to, she would pay greatly for the sin. The last
time the countess had spoken with Prince Henry, it was more of an
argument. He had been astounded at her maturing beauty and wanted
to know why she was not married yet. Olivia stood up to the young
prince and told him to mind his own affairs.

The women were quick to help Olivia out
of her simple gown and began to comb her long auburn hair to be
pinned up. She was very tall for a woman and most of the
aristocratic women thought she was much too large to be a real
beauty. Olivia had been taught that a woman must be delicate and
petite, much like her new sister-in-law Ella. Olivia was grateful
for her size because it gave her strength and endurance. No one
knew that under the chemise she wore, there was the powerful body
of a goddess. Olivia was muscular and lean with ample breasts that
she kept bound for she found them annoying and always in the
way.

Time seemed to be racing by when
suddenly the steward came to escort Olivia to the see the king. The
countess was never afraid of anything but at this moment she was
terrified and she wanted to run. Olivia wondered how she would
endure the endless chatter of the courting men. As she entered the
great hall, Olivia saw the king and prince seated at the far end of
the magnificent space. She never understood why everyone found the
inside of a castle so beautiful when one could be outside in the
splendor of nature.

“Presenting Olivia, the
Royal Countess of Lansington,” the herald announced loudly as she
walked toward King Henry.

Moving gracefully towards the men
seated on the thrones, Olivia stared down her cousin Prince Henry
and the closer she got to him, the angrier she became. The countess
saw the amused smirk on his face and if she were not in the
presence of the king, she would tell the prince just exactly what
she was thinking. When she reached them, Olivia bowed to the
royalty as she had been trained with great poise.

“Ah, Countess Olivia, it is
wonderful to finally meet you. I have heard nothing but great
things of your beauty from my son Henry. He was certainly true in
his statements but I think you are even far greater a beauty than
he described,” the king said, becoming entranced with
her.

“Thank you kindly Your
Majesty. It is a pleasure at last, to meet my father’s favorite
cousin. From all that I remember of him, he spoke highly in your
favor,” she said with a soft and gentle voice.

The king turned to his son. “Henry,
where is this temper driven woman that you spoke of? Olivia seems
to be quite the gentle lady.”

Prince Henry burst into laughter as he
listened to his father’s description of Olivia. He knew the other
side of her and she was anything but a gentle lady.

“Come now Olivia, putting on
this show for my father must be torture for you. I told him how you
are full of strength and fire. I have never met a woman as brave
and fearless as you are. You must let my father see this side of
you or else I’m afraid, I will look like a liar,” the young prince
said with a smile.

“I assure you that I know
nothing of what the prince speaks of,” Olivia replied to the
king.

“Well father, if you would
like to see a great reaction from the woman, you must tell the
countess why you have summoned her here. I am sure she is anxious
to know the reason why,” the prince grinned, taunting his
cousin.

The king continued to observe Olivia.
“My dear, do you know why you are here today?”

“Your Majesty, I assume it
is because the prince thinks I should be courted by the noblemen so
that I may choose a husband,” she answered.

“Beautiful Olivia, you are
not here to be courted.”

Relief flooded her entire body as she
heard the wonderful news. Olivia was immediately grateful that she
would not have to deal with all the men and their wandering hands.
She was curious then as to why she had been called to see the
king.

She curtsied slightly. “Thank you
kindly Your Majesty. I am afraid I am not the type that would enjoy
being courted.”

“Countess, do you know of
your inheritance from your father?”

“Forgive me Your Majesty,
but I don’t know all that it entails.”

“Your father was given a
beautiful piece of land in Scotland, in the Highlands no less. I
have spoken with your brother and the land was given to you on your
sixteenth birthday. Living on this land are hundreds of unruly and
lawless men that need a laird to guide them. I have said that you
are not here to be courted and that is because I called you here to
be married,” the king announced.

Olivia had a difficult time processing
all of the words that the king had just spoken. She thought he said
something about her owning land in Scotland and then something
about her being married. When she looked at Prince Henry, his
amused face suddenly made everything make sense.

“Countess Olivia, you will
be married in a matter of moments to Laird Camden Sinclair of the
Highlands. Your inheritance will then become his and he will take
control over the disorderly land. He is here to claim his English
bride.”

She was speechless, which was unlike
her, and she continued to stare at the young prince while she
started to piece together the king’s command in her mind. It took
everything in her power to control herself and not attack her
cousin for finding her misery so humorous.

“Father if I may interrupt,
it seems the countess is a bit overwhelmed at the moment,” the
prince said looking at Olivia. “My dear cousin I know you must
think me to be horrible and spiteful but I do have the best
intentions. I know you rather well and I believe you will enjoy the
natural beauty of Scotland. Also, I think you should know that your
future husband believes his bride to be a delicate and timid little
English woman,” Prince Henry said with laughter.

As Olivia heard what her cousin had
said, she too found the humor in his statement. She was anything
but delicate and timid and the countess could not help herself from
smiling at the young prince. The king watched as Olivia’s smile
transformed her into a stunning beauty. She was captivating and her
eyes sparkled like bright emeralds.

“Bring in Laird Sinclair and
let us begin this marriage ceremony before nightfall comes,” the
king announced.

Olivia suddenly stopped smiling when
the king made that statement. Fear overcame her body and she tried
to gather every bit of courage she had to face what was about to
happen. The large wooden doors opened behind her and she turned to
see three enormous muscular men standing at the entrance.
Describing them as giants, she thought, was not nearly correct
because they seemed to make the castle doors look
minute.

The countess watched as they started to
walk towards her and maybe it was her imagination but the floor
felt as though it were shaking from their movement. Olivia had
heard tales of the Highlanders and the way they dressed but now she
could see their bare powerful legs as they approached. Most women
would have been frightened at the sight but Olivia was immediately
jealous that they were allowed to wear such clothing. She had
always wished of being that free and not having to wear such tight
and binding clothes.

All three of them looked as though they
were angry about something and that made Olivia furious. She
decided the front man in the center, with the brooding eyes must be
the laird and the closer he got, the more upset Olivia became. If
anyone here has the right to give deadly glares it is I, she
thought to herself.

Camden walked towards the king and he
was sure the woman in the large billowing gown was to be his bride.
She was certainly far more beautiful than he expected. The countess
also seemed a bit older than the child Camden thought he was going
to marry. He was pleased as well with the fact that she was not as
tiny as the other English women he had seen. This would hopefully
help his future wife endure the harsh Highland weather with greater
ease. None of that mattered now because the land he needed would
soon be his. Camden wanted to find a secure place to leave the
woman until his battle with the McKay clan was over.

As the bride and groom came face to
face and their eyes met, Olivia felt her heart beginning to beat a
little faster. She was not sure if it was terror or not but the
look he had in his eyes made her body tingle all over. Camden
wondered why this enchanting beauty was leaving all the comforts of
a wealthy royal lifestyle to live in the Highlands with him. She
obviously had no choice in the matter and the laird actually felt
sorry for the poor girl as they continued to look at one
another.

The king inspected both of them
thoroughly and thought that the match he made looked like the
perfect couple. King Henry only hoped that he was doing the right
thing by sending this gentle woman into the rugged Highland country
to live with these brute warriors.

The ceremony was over in a matter of
minutes and Olivia barely remembered any of it. The only thing that
she was grateful for from this whole ordeal was making the wedding
part short and simple. The countess never dreamed of having any
sort of elaborate wedding but she also never thought she would
marry anyone but Brenton. He was a distant memory now as Olivia
stared at the man that had just become her husband.

“We shall have a celebration
feast now while my servants prepare your marriage bed,” the king
announced.

The small group of court attendants
that were in the great hall, cheered for the married couple and
Olivia started to have a panic attack as the words “marriage bed”
raced through her mind. She was extremely talented at acting demure
and gentle when she needed to be but now her patience for the king
was being sorely tested. The countess was not sure if she would be
able to continue this charade much longer.

Olivia could not eat a bite of food as
she sat next to her new husband and the two other warriors that sat
with them. She watched the three men consume more food in one
sitting than most ate within several days. Olivia never felt petite
in her entire life because she was always the tallest woman but
sitting with Camden at her left and Broderick on her right, she
felt insignificant. Olivia was still overwhelmed at everything that
had just happened but something about her new husband gave her a
strange feeling of comfort.

As everyone finished eating, Camden
glanced at his new wife and he was upset that she had not eaten
anything. He wondered if she was too repulsed by him to stomach any
food. They had a long journey ahead of them and Camden knew she
would need her strength. The laird did not want to be weighed down
by the burden of a woman. The men were already going to have to
ride slower than normal because of her.

The king loudly commanded his steward
to show the newly married couple to their room. Olivia felt as
though everyone were watching them and she was certain she heard
several giggles coming from some of the women. Camden was
definitely handsome but Olivia had no interest in sharing a bed
with him. The nuns taught Olivia what would occur on her wedding
night and she was not looking forward to the unpleasant
chore.

As the door to their room shut behind
them, Olivia stood by the hearth unsure of what to do next. She
knew what her duties as a wife included but no one had asked her if
she wanted to be his wife. Camden took the draped plaid from his
left shoulder and then lifted the tunic over his head, placing it
on the chair beside the bed. He took off his knee-high deerskin
boots and then dropped the plaid from his waist just as Olivia had
turned to speak to her new husband.

Olivia’s mouth dropped open while she
continued to stare at the fully nude man in front of her. His body
was sculpted to perfection and his deeply tanned skin was glowing
from the fire light in the room. Camden’s golden shoulder length
hair made his squared jaw seem even more powerful and his eyes had
a hint of humor. Olivia continued to gape at her husband and then
she suddenly had the urge to touch the small dip in the center of
his chin.

The look on her face made Camden want
to smile but he did not want to embarrass the girl on their first
night. He wanted to put her mind at ease for surely she was nervous
about the marriage bed. Camden knew she was not a common wench that
would warm his bed and he needed to treat her with respect. He
thought maybe someday he would even care for the woman but for now,
he was exceedingly grateful for receiving her land.

“Young wife, you can come to
bed and sleep. I will not touch you tonight. You will need your
rest for the hard journey we have ahead of us,” Camden said
calmly.

“I am not so young. I have
just turned nineteen years,” she said quickly and then realized
that sounded very childish.

Camden smiled. “Aye, you are but an old
woman, forgive me. You are also not as shy as I thought maybe you
would be.”

“I am afraid if you think
that I am like all the other timid English women you will probably
be disappointed. Having a husband is a new experience for me but I
assure you I am not a fearful woman,” she boasted.

“Then come, lay by my side
and sleep with me tonight. We must rest for tomorrow.”

Olivia was grateful that he did not
want to touch her tonight but then she wondered if maybe the sight
of her did not please him enough. Camden pulled back the covers and
climbed into the large ornately carved bed. There were sheer drapes
all around it and the covers looked delicately soft and inviting.
She tried her hardest not to look at his bare flesh but it was a
sharp contrast against the white linens.

She walked over to the large bed and
climbed into it next to Camden. Olivia had a difficult time getting
comfortable with the large dress still on her body. She was not
used to this style of dress, let alone this much fabric. Camden was
a bit annoyed that the woman was so shy that she could not even
change into a sleeping gown.

“I have told you that I
won’t touch you tonight. Your virginity is safe. Take that gown off
before sleeping, it is taking up the entire bed, wife.”

The more he harassed her about being
shy, the less shy she became. His opinion of her being a weakling
was irritating Olivia beyond her limits.

“I am not worried about my
precious virginity,” she said harshly, “I just don’t know how to
get this damn dress off.”

Camden was instantly shocked at his new
wife’s sudden outburst. Maybe she was not shy at all.

“Would you like some help? I
don’t know much about taking these dresses off either but I’m sure
I can figure it out,” he grinned.

Olivia sat up and threw her legs over
the side of the bed with her back towards Camden.

“Well certainly a man with
your looks must have a great deal of knowledge on how to take a
woman’s dress off,” she said, sounding almost jealous.

“And what looks might that
be? Do you find yourself attracted to me wife?” He said softly as
he moved close behind her and started to untie the corset of her
dress.

“Actually, I find you rather
large and I wonder if it hinders your abilities as a warrior for
surely you couldn’t be very agile.”

As Olivia was finishing her sentence,
Camden leapt from the bed to stand in front of her and then he
quickly pushed her shoulders back on the bed and covered her body
with his. Their mouths were an inch apart and the tips of their
noses touched. The laird looked deeply into her beautiful eyes and
stared for what felt like eternity.

“Never question my abilities
as a warrior, wife,” he ordered.

Olivia was shaken to the core by the
heat of his bare skin as it radiated through her dress. She was
suddenly aware of his perfect masculine body and she could not help
but touch his smooth skin. She became fascinated by the ripples of
his muscles and envisioned of how strong he must be. Olivia had
grown up watching men battle but they always wore armor or at least
clothes. She was certain none of the English men looked like this
underneath their tunics.

The more his new wife touched him, the
less control he had. Camden wondered if she knew the light touch of
her fingertips was driving him mad. He quickly moved off of her
before he broke his promise and took full advantage of their
marriage union. Why was she affecting him this way? The laird had
been with women before but now he felt a need to protect her as if
she were a fragile gift he had been given.

Olivia stood and tried to remove the
dress from her body. She was successful in the first layer and then
was stuck with the second. Camden watched with amusement and
wondered why she did not know how to remove her own dress.
Certainly she had done it many times and he thought maybe she was
just trying to stall coming to bed.

“Do all English women have
such a difficult time getting out of their dresses?” He
asked.

“Do all Highland warriors
find enjoyment in their wife’s problems?” She said not answering
his question but giving him one of her own.

Camden laughed out loud and the rich
sound of his laughter sent chills through Olivia’s body. Maybe she
would always make him laugh because she found great pleasure in the
sound. He left the bed, walked close to her and made her lift her
arms. He reached to the floor and pulled her entire dress up and
completely over her head. Olivia stood in only her chemise and then
started to take the pins from her hair. She hated having it pulled
back because it always made her head ache. Camden sat on the edge
of the bed and watched as she moved her body with
elegance.

“You don’t seem to be very
shy with me any longer.”

She looked at Camden and his statement
seemed so ridiculous. He was the one fully nude in front of her and
he was concerned about her being shy. Olivia smiled at him and
through the firelight of the hearth, Camden saw the face of an
angel. He was grateful he was sitting for surely his knees would
have had gone weak.

“I am far more comfortable
in only this shift than in that silly dress. I grew up in a convent
and never wore fancy dresses like that. That dress doesn’t even
belong to me and I only wore it because the king asked me
too.”

“I assumed because you were
a countess that you always had fine clothing and jewels,” he said
as he continued to watch her.

Camden could see her feminine shape
that was visible through the thin chemise. He watched the swell of
her breasts rise and fall with every breath and he struggled to
control his senses. The laird moved back against the pillows and
pulled the covers over himself so she could not see how the sight
of her body was affecting his own.

“I am sorry I have no fine
clothing but we do have family jewels. If you wanted a dowry you
should have spoken with my brother before we wed.”

“I received the dowry I
wanted,” he said flatly as the thought of the land and the
Sinclairs brought him back to reality.

“Of course, you got the
precious land that you wanted. Well I am grateful someone benefited
from this marriage,” she blurted out.

“I take it you did not come
willingly to this marriage.”

Olivia finally had all the pins out of
her hair and she ran her fingers through it as she looked towards
the man she was about to share a bed with.

“I only knew I was to be
married just minutes before it happened.”

She noticed her husband staring at her
and Olivia wondered if he was disappointed in her appearance. This
was the first time in her life that she wished to be petite and
dainty like the other women. The new bride felt as if she were
being examined with his stare so she quickly climbed into the
bed.

“The marriage had to be
quick for reasons beyond my control. I am sorry that you are
dissatisfied with our arrangement,” he said.

“I never said I was
dissatisfied but I never thought I would even marry let alone have
it happen so quickly.”

“Why?”

“Why what? She
asked.

“Why did you think you would
not marry? You are a beautiful royal countess. I should think that
would make you every man’s prize,” Camden said
sincerely.

“I don’t want to be any
man’s prize. I never wanted any of the things that most girls
wanted when they grew up.”

The woman was truly a puzzle to him and
he found her words to be intriguing. Camden was not use to talking
to a woman much less wanting to hear more of what she had to say.
How much would she tell him and how much should he tell her, he
wondered. Olivia was glad that he thought she was beautiful. She
had a peculiar need inside to please him for some
reason.

“We have a long ride ahead
of us tomorrow. You must get some sleep wife,” Camden said as he
rolled close to her and pulled her gently next to him.

His arm draped across her small waist
and Olivia felt his chest against her back as it moved with each
breath he took. The size of him surrounding her made it seem like
she was in a cocoon of protection. His body was bursting with heat
and she welcomed his warmth in the chilly night air. Olivia was
restless laying so close to him and she wondered if he was sleeping
yet. Maybe they would always sleep together so intimately, she
thought.

“Are you going to move like
this through the entire night?” He asked her curtly.

“I am sorry but I am not
used to having a giant man in my bed.”

“Well get used to it quickly
and stop fidgeting.”

“If anyone is rightfully
allowed to be angry here it is I,” she insisted.

“I am not angry. Just go to
sleep,” he ordered.

“Of course you are angry and
I have done nothing wrong.”

“Alright I am angry. Every
time you move, it makes that thin little slip you are wearing move
further up your bare thighs. The more I feel your silky skin, the
more it drives me mad with want to take you and make you mine. If I
do that, then I will not be a man of my word because I promised not
to touch you tonight. Unless you are willing to give yourself to me
freely and take that shift off so I can explore every inch of your
body with my mouth, I suggest you lie still and go to
sleep.”









Chapter Four






Olivia did not move a muscle, in fact,
she was afraid to even breathe. His pure honesty was shocking to
her but she was grateful he explained why he was so agitated.
Somewhere deep inside she was satisfied knowing that her new
husband desired her physically. Olivia knew other men did and they
seemed so shallow to want to court her just for her appearance. She
actually admired Camden for the sensible act of marrying to gain
the land he wanted. The countess was curious though as to why he
valued this property so greatly.

“Do you find me pleasant to
look at?” Olivia asked him.

Camden sighed into the dark. “Yes,
please go to sleep.”

“Are you pleased you married
me, other than for the land of course?” She persisted.

“I hardly know you well
enough to answer that question,” he said honestly.

Olivia moved again and her exposed
thighs pressed against his heated body. If she had known the power
she held over him right now, she would have definitely taken
advantage of it. Camden moved his mouth the nape of her neck and
slowly began to kiss the soft skin. Olivia exhaled deeply and his
touch sent chills down through her body. What was he doing to her
and more importantly, she wanted to know why he was doing
it.

“Why are you kissing me like
that?”

“Because you keep moving
against me and I want you to experience just a moment of what it
would be like if you gave yourself to me willingly,” he whispered
into her ear.

“I know what is expected of
me in the marriage bed. I was taught what my duties are as a wife
from the nuns at the abbey. I will not stop you if you wish to
perform the act.”

Camden smiled against her skin finding
his new wife’s comments humorous.

“I have told you already
unless you come freely to me, I will not take you tonight,” he said
as he continued kissing Olivia’s neck.

The laird then started moving his thumb
so it brushed underneath her breasts. Her chemise was completely
pulled up around her waist now and Camden knew he was to the point
of no return. He needed to hear her say the words. He needed her to
want him as much he wanted her.

She turned to face him. “What should I
call you? You only call me wife and I am not sure if it because you
are supposed to or perhaps you just don’t remember my
name.”

“Olivia, you talk too much,”
he smiled.

Camden brought his mouth to hers and
tenderly kissed her lips. He was gentle as first, but when he heard
a soft moan escape from her mouth, Camden swept his tongue inside
to taste her. Olivia had never expected a kiss to be like this and
she now never wanted it to end. As he continued to move his mouth
against hers, the young countess started to feel a burning down
below and an ache that needed to be fulfilled.

“Tell me that you want this
Olivia,” he whispered against her neck while he let his hands
explore her body.

“I am not sure what it is
that I want but there is a need and I…,” she said breathlessly
before he stopped her with another kiss.

Camden had never felt this way before
and he was losing control way too quickly. He pulled the chemise
over her head and dropped it to the floor. He moved back from her
slightly and looked at her lean muscular body in the
firelight.

“My God you are
perfection.”

He realized his bride had great
strength from the way her body was toned and the muscles curved.
Her breasts were flawlessly beautiful and as he brought his mouth
to her nipple, Olivia clutched his hair with her hands. She did not
know that husbands did such things to their wives. Camden could
feel her moving restlessly against him and he knew she was burning
inside.

“Olivia, you must want me
freely or I will stop this now,” he said as he looked into her eyes
and saw the passion burning there for him.

“Please, do not stop this
wonderful torture,” she whispered.

Camden understood what she meant and he
knew she was ready. His large body perfectly covered hers and in
one swift movement, he joined them together forever. Olivia cried
out with pleasure not knowing that what he was doing could feel any
better than it already had. Camden waited to move again because he
was afraid of hurting her.

“Olivia, are you alright?
Did I hurt you?”

She was confused and frustrated
thinking he would stop now when she wanted so much more.

“Is it over? Camden please
do not stop. I need…,” she did not even finish her sentence before
he knew what she needed.

The warrior found her mouth as he began
moving slowly, making a gentle rhythm against her body. Olivia
clung to him with every ounce of strength she had trying to
understand this new passion and desire. When she started matching
his thrusts with her own, he knew she was yearning for more. It was
almost too much for him and Camden felt helpless as this woman
blurred all his senses. Together their bodies each found the
release they were craving and Camden collapsed against Olivia’s
quivering body.

Neither could move as they tried to
regain their composure. Without saying a word, Camden finally
looked into her bright green eyes and then kissed her mouth fully
again. He rolled to her side pulling her close and then fell asleep
within minutes. Olivia on the other hand, was
wide-awake.

The new bride laid there wondering what
had just happened to her. The nuns had never said anything about a
woman finding pleasure in the marriage bed and she feared that
maybe it was a sin. Olivia also worried that this man made her lose
her self-control so quickly. In those minutes of bliss, she was
vulnerable and when someone’s emotions were exposed, it made them
weak. The countess had vowed long ago that she would never be
weak.






It was early the next morning when
Camden woke Olivia by kissing her mouth softly. She opened her eyes
and saw him standing over her already fully dressed. He moved back
and smiled at his new wife when he saw the startled expression on
her face.

“It is time for us to leave.
My men are waiting outside the city walls for us,” he
said.

“You do understand that I
wasn’t prepared to go straight to Scotland with you. I will stay
here and ready my things. I can have my brother’s guard escort me
there,” Olivia said while sitting up and pulling the sheets to
cover her bare skin.

Before last night, Camden would have
thought that sounded like the perfect plan except now he did not
want her to leave his sight. He was already trying to decide what
to do with her while he fought the McKay clan but for now, she
would stay with him until that time, for he had a deep need to care
for her safety.

“A maid has already packed
your satchels for you and the two men that were with me yesterday
brought the bags with them to meet my guard last night. Hurry and
get dressed. This journey will be long and we need to move
quickly.”

Olivia tried hard to get out of the bed
and put her shift on without him seeing her. He would not take his
eyes off her, of course. Camden had a difficult time not reacting
when he saw her gorgeous body leave the bed. She hurried and
dressed in a plain gown she brought with her.

“Laird Sinclair, how long
did it take you to travel on your way here? You keep saying it will
be such a long journey. Is there a reason?” She asked while she
brushed her hair.

“We will ride slowly for you
and once we get to the Highlands I am afraid we will have to leave
your horse behind. You will ride with me after that until we reach
our land and get you a new horse,” he explained.

So many thoughts were flying through
her head at the same moment that Olivia was not sure which of his
statements to address first.

“How could you have already
deemed me so weak that you must ride slowly for me? You do not even
know me or my abilities to ride a horse. And also, why the hell
would I have to leave my horse behind? I will not go anywhere on
anyone else’s horse,” she said with her outrage clearly
evident.

“Women in the Highlands do
not speak back to their husbands and especially not to their
laird,” Camden said seriously.

“Lucky for me then, I am not
a woman from the Highlands so you will have to get used to me
talking back. That should be a fair price to pay for the land,
don’t you agree?” She taunted.

“I thought I paid you well
enough last night,” he said with a wicked grin remembering all that
they did.

“I am not weak,” Olivia
blurted out.

She was worried that he found her to be
feeble because she had no self-control when they were together the
night before.

“Wife, I do not think you
are weak. We will ride at whatever pace you set. Is that
fair?”

“Yes.”

“And your horse will not
survive in the Highlands. You will need a large stallion to make it
through the mountains and harsh weather. Does that explain my
reasons?” He replied.

“It only explains to me that
you think I am a typical English woman and I can see now that you
are in for a surprise,” she said as she left the room and headed
outside to retrieve her horse.

Camden took a deep breath as he
followed her out the door. Olivia was already not anything as he
expected her to be and nothing like what he knew of a normal
English woman. The laird had a feeling that his men were going to
be pleased as well. He would much rather have a feisty temptress
riding with him than a whiny bore.

Olivia waited in the enclosed courtyard
for the stableman to bring her horse. She was grateful she had come
to the king’s castle with her favorite steed. Garrison had given
her several horses over the years as gifts and she had trained each
one the same. This one horse in particular, was a large stallion
that was as fearless as she was. Olivia was anxious to see the look
on Camden’s face when he saw her mount.

The laird found his new bride waiting
for him with a curious expression on her face. He was not sure why
but she seemed a bit arrogant as she stood there and watched him
coming towards her. Olivia was still stunned at the sight of how
large he was compared to the other men around. Lord, he was a
handsome man she thought, and from the way he walked, she could
tell he was a powerful laird. Everyone looked at him as if he was a
ferocious savage but she knew a gentle side to the man.

It was still slightly dark outside and
the morning air was extremely cold. Camden wore his plaid and he
carried another one in his arms. When he came up to Olivia, the
laird began draping the muted colored plaid around her while
carefully making the pleats. She did not move while he finished
what seemed like a small ceremony, of placing the important symbol
on her. Olivia knew how respected the plaid was and she thought the
soft blue and gold colors were beautiful.

She looked into his eyes and then
images of the night they had spent together made her blush. The new
bride felt physically close to him last night but now she felt
bonded as her husband shared his sacred plaid with her. Olivia felt
a warmth move over her body and she was not sure if it was from the
plaid or from the look he gave her but either way she was grateful.
The countess saw her horse being brought out from behind where
Camden stood and then he turned to see what she was looking at. He
wondered whose beautiful black stallion that was as the stableman
brought it closer.

Olivia stepped away from her husband
and then took the reins of her horse. She looked at Camden just
before she gracefully threw herself into the saddle without any
effort. She always used a man’s saddle and found a woman’s
sidesaddle to be a huge hindrance. Olivia looked at Camden’s
stunned face and she broke into a large grin.

He stared with his mouth open at the
woman on the giant horse because he had never seen such a sight.
Camden wasn’t sure what amazed him more, Olivia being that woman on
the horse or the way her face lit up when she smiled. The stable
master brought the laird’s horse out right behind Olivia’s. Camden
was shocked to see that his mount was about the same size as hers
and then he grinned at his new wife.

“You have won this round
wife and you were right, I am surprised,” he said mounting his own
horse. “You may keep your horse in the Highlands. In fact, I am
quite jealous of the beast.”

“What are you jealous of?
Your stallion is just as wonderful,” she said curiously.

He moved his mount close to her and
said softly. “I am jealous that he gets to have you straddle him
like that all day.”

Olivia was speechless and she blushed
while the Highland laird nudged his horse forward. She followed
quickly behind trying to get the thoughts she was having out of her
mind. Olivia was shocked, of course, by what he said but she was
more interested in the way he said it. She assumed he must have
been pleased with her last night and God knows he certainly pleased
her.

The two rode briskly through the frigid
air across the drawbridge and far from the city walls. They had
been riding at an even pace for almost an hour when she saw a group
of men ahead of her. From the size of all them, Olivia knew these
men had to be Camden’s warriors. She also recognized the two that
had been there when she and their laird were married.

As they came closer to the men, Camden
jumped from his horse and then Olivia followed. Each one of them
had a shocked look on their face and she assumed it was because of
her beautiful stallion. Camden knew the truth though and he glared
at his men for taking too much liberty in looking at his new wife.
He thought she looked even more radiant this morning wearing his
plaid and her beautiful long hair falling across her
shoulders.

“This is my wife Olivia, the
Countess of Lansington. Olivia, these are the men in my elite and
trusted guard. They are the finest warriors in the Highlands,”
Camden praised.

Broderick came to her first and he
knelt on one knee, placing his hand over his heart.

“I am Broderick, first in
command. I will honor and protect my laird’s wife, in life and in
death.”

He stood and moved so Liam could kneel
before Olivia and he too placed his hand over his heart.

“I am Liam, second in
command. I will honor and protect my laird’s wife, in life and in
death.

Calum, Keith and Travis all took their
turn swearing their fidelity to their laird’s wife. She was both
honored and bewildered at the respect she was given. Olivia had
just met these men and yet they were pledging their lives for her.
She was not quite sure what to do but she felt they deserved equal
respect.

Olivia smiled and then knelt before the
men placing her hand over her heart.

“I am grateful for your
loyalty and I shall honor and protect my laird and his elite guard,
in life and in death.”

The men were taken aback by the woman’s
oath and also by her beautiful smile. How could a woman make such a
statement of valor? And how could a woman protect her laird and his
guard? If the look on Camden’s face had not been so serious, his
men would have thought this was a jest but their laird looked just
as puzzled by Olivia and her remarks. Camden took his wife’s hand
and helped her to stand. He was not sure what to say and all he
could do was continue to stare into her eyes.

“We have received word from
Stephan, my laird. He has secured your sister’s safety and will
meet us as directed,” Broderick said to distract Camden from his
stare.

Camden nodded to Broderick. “We will
ride at the pace my wife wishes.”

He would have to remember to ask her
later why she gave such a bold promise to him and his men. For now,
he was grateful that his sister was out of harm’s way and they
needed to begin their journey. The group mounted their horses and
Olivia rode to the right of her husband, where Broderick had always
been before. The first in command immediately worried about his
laird’s protection with Olivia by his side. They now had the added
responsibility of watching out for a woman.

The group rode hard and fast as Olivia
pushed their horses to their limits. They would stop only when
necessary to water the beasts and rub them down. The men and Olivia
had reached Scotland safely by nightfall and tomorrow they would
meet the lawless men of Camden’s new land. Each one of the warriors
including Camden, were extremely amazed at how Olivia handled her
massive stallion. Not very many men could have controlled a horse
like that. She had ridden with ease and elegance while looking
exceptionally beautiful in doing so.

As the men prepared to sleep for the
night on the cold hard ground, Camden worried about his new wife
would endure through the frigid weather. He had no tent for her and
he immediately felt a tinge of guilt for not preparing for her
comfort. Olivia was after all, a royal countess and surely she was
used to sleeping in luxurious silks.

Before he realized it, Camden watched
Olivia unroll a blanket and place it on the ground. She took her
plaid off and then wrapped the soft material around her as she lay
down on the blanket. He was amazed that this woman had not
complained once on their journey, especially now about sleeping on
the frozen earth. He saw his new wife start to shiver and Camden
knew she needed his body’s heat to warm her. The laird also
realized that he needed to be touching her for his own
sake.

“I am sorry I do not have a
tent for you. I should have planned better for this journey,”
Camden said softly as he lay down next to her.

He pulled the plaid from her and then
held her close to his body and wrapped them tightly together.
Olivia almost stopped shivering instantly with her face pressed
against his bare chest. She loved the masculine way he smelled of
leather and pine. He began to run his fingers through her hair and
Olivia had chills run through her body. She suddenly wanted him to
touch her everywhere but she knew that was not possible.

She moved to face him and Olivia could
not help herself with their mouths so close. She pressed her lips
softly to his and kissed him gently. Camden smiled against her
mouth remembering how timid she had been at first but now he was
pleased with her boldness.

“You must be careful when
you kiss me this way,” he whispered between their lips
touching.

“Why?” She worried thinking
she had done something wrong.

“If you continue to tease me
with your lips I will have no other choice than to strip you bare
and please you thoroughly.”

“You wouldn’t.”

“Aye, wife I would. Now go
to sleep.”

Olivia obeyed her husband for fear he
would be true to his word. His men were sleeping not more than five
feet away and she was sure they had just heard the conversation she
had with her husband. By early morning, the temperature had dropped
even lower but Olivia woke up sweating from the heat of the large
warrior that had her pinned in his arms. It did not take long for
the group to prepare their horses and be on their way
again.

As they reached the Highlands and rode
into Camden’s newly claimed land, the beauty that surrounded them
stunned Olivia. Being almost wintertime, there was stillness in the
air as the animals prepared to hibernate through the cold. She
slowly and carefully guided her steed behind Camden’s up the rocky
terrain as they climbed higher into the land.

“This is the land that I
have received from our marriage,” he said plainly to his
wife.

“All of this was my
inheritance?”

“Yes.”

“It is so beautiful. If I
had known I had all this incredible land I would have left the
convent years ago to live here,” she said breathlessly.

Camden was curious about her statement
and why she seemed so enchanted by the land. What English woman
would want to leave the comforts of royalty to live in the
mountains of the Highlands?

“This land is much more
beautiful in the springtime. I am interested in knowing if you
truly think you could have survived your life here in the
Highlands. What about your castles and royal celebrations wife? I
am sure you would have missed them,” he insisted.

“You do not know what I
would have missed. You just assume I am silly little English girl
that has everyone doting on her,” she said with heat. “Well Laird
Camden Sinclair of the Sinclairs, you are a damn fool!” She
spouted.

“A damn fool you say? You
certainly have surprised me more than expected but if you think I
could believe for one minute that you would have survived in the
Highlands without my protection then you are the fool wife,” the
laird said.

“Broderick?” She asked
loudly to the warrior behind her.

“Yes m’lady?”

“Do all the Scotland lairds
think their women are weak or is it just Laird Camden?” She said
furiously.

“M’lady you have astonished
all of us with your strength thus far but my laird is right. A
woman could not survive in this land without a fierce man to battle
for her,” Broderick answered.

“Aye m’lady, you are strong
but you haven’t seen what the highland men are capable of,” Liam
chimed in.

Camden was grateful he rode in front so
that his wife could not see the large smile on his face. The fury
that was clear in her voice was very amusing. Olivia certainly
thought of herself as brave and she was far more so than he
expected. He wondered how she would respond when she saw his men
training. Their skills and power made most grown men tremble in
fear.

Olivia was so mad she wanted to spit in
anger. She tried hard to compose herself and not shout all the
wicked things she was thinking in her mind.

“I have only seen that the
Highland men seem to be pigheaded and dim-witted. You obviously
have only weak women here and you have never seen what a woman like
I can do,” she snapped.

Just as she had finished her ranting,
they reached the valley where Camden had declared his rule to the
ungoverned men and he watched as they all started gathering to
receive him. It was apparent that they had spread the word
throughout the land of the new laird because their numbers had
greatly increased in size. By Camden’s estimate there were at least
ten times the amount of men here than before. He was pleased and
anxious to train these men. The laird would create a powerful army
of warriors to defeat the McKay clan.

As Camden and Olivia dismounted their
horses, a young boy of about twelve years came running up to them.
He quickly fell to one knee and bowed his head.

“I pledge my loyalty to ye
Laird Sinclair,” he said.

“What is your name boy?”
Camden asked.

“Tristan,
m’laird.”

“Stand and meet my wife,
this is Lady Sinclair.”

Tristan immediately bowed again.
“M’lady.”

“Take our horses and tie
them up. See to their needs and you shall be rewarded,” Camden said
firmly.

“Yes m’laird,” Tristan said
with excitement.

Camden turned to the nomads that
watched him and the boy interacting.

“I am pleased with this
boy’s devotion for his laird. I have said this before and I will
say this again. Everyone here shall swear their loyalty to me now
as their laird or you will prepare to fight me to the death and I
will not be the one that dies,” Camden ordered.

As the warriors in Camden’s guard stood
behind their laird, all of the lawless men took to one knee and
bowed their heads.

“Do you vow to be loyal and
learn to fight as true Highland warriors?” Camden
yelled.

The crowd quickly screamed “aye” to
their new laird.

“Do you swear to fight for
me and my guard in life and in death?” He yelled.

More cheers and “ayes” came among the
men.

“We shall unite as one and
if any decide to cause grievance among us they shall answer to me,”
Camden demanded.

Olivia watched in awe as her husband
commanded respect and received it from the newly formed clan. How
easy it must be, she thought, for a man to gain leadership. Not
minutes earlier, Olivia was trying hard to make the men believe she
was an equal and they clearly were not going to give in. Camden
just rode in here with his guard and took power over these men. Of
course, they looked as if they needed a fierce leader for not one
of them had the size and strength that the Sinclair warriors had.
The clan members barely reached their laird’s shoulders and Olivia
noticed that even she was taller than some of the men.

The new clan began introducing
themselves to their laird and his guard. Olivia stood to the side
as she watched her husband interact with the people and she could
not help but grin when he smiled. Some of the new men openly gaped
at Olivia as her beaming smile captivated those who saw
her.

“Stop drooling over your
laird’s wife,” Liam snarled at the men.

Suddenly, a seven-foot wall of warriors
surrounded Olivia as the Sinclair men blocked her from everyone’s
view. Camden could immediately tell there was going to be a problem
if he did not calm the matter quickly. Olivia thought they were
being ridiculous for certainly nobody was drooling over her. She
thought that was an absurd notion and she was going to tell them so
after she pushed through the men to face the crowd.

“Excuse me, but I believe
Liam has accused someone of drooling. Is there anyone here who has
drooled?” She argued.

No one moved and everyone stared at the
stunning beauty before them.

“I didn’t think so. Liam, I
believe the men were simply looking at their new laird’s wife. I am
sure they would not dare drool over a woman or else their new laird
would think them weak. Am I right?” She asked the new
clan.

Several men nodded as they agreed to
show their laird they were not feeble. Olivia smiled softly and
turned to Camden.

“Also Liam, if someone dares
to look at your laird’s wife then I believe he himself is extremely
capable of handling the matter. In fact, I think he would like to
crush any man who dares look at his wife in the wrong manner,” she
said with a wink.

God she was a lovely lass, Camden
thought and she was right too. He would like to crush any man who
looked at his wife. He was truly grateful as he watched this
exquisite woman defuse the tense situation.

“Now shall we continue
getting to know one another?” She said.

The men began to laugh and quickly
everyone started talking again. The clan prepared what was a feast
to them but a very meager meal for Camden and his men. The laird
immediately felt guilty for the insufficient means of his new clan.
The laird needed to provide them with plenty of food to build their
strength. He would have to think of a way to bring more food here
until they could work the land in the spring.

One of the older men of the clan showed
the laird a small cottage they had built for him and his wife while
they had been gone. Camden was overwhelmed with gratitude and the
show of respect the clan had given them. He would still have to
watch his back with the new men but now he could at least offer his
wife some comfort tonight. They would have a roof over their heads
and the warmth of a small hearth.

There were only a few women in the clan
and the countess made quick friends with them. She was extremely
grateful to have them for company. The day went by quickly and as
evening approached, Olivia joined the women when they went to the
stream to rinse off in the chilly water.

After her trip to the stream, Olivia
stepped inside the small cozy cottage and was surprised to see
Camden already lying on the small padded mat on the floor. It
looked hardly big enough for him and she could not imagine sleeping
there with him. Olivia sat on the floor by the hearth and started
drying her hair when she heard Camden move behind her.

“Come to bed wife,” he said
gruffly.

“I don’t know where I shall
sleep. There certainly isn’t enough room for me to lie next to
you,” she said turning to face him.

He pulled back the plaid blanket
revealing his powerful muscular bare body and used the crook of one
finger to motion her to come to him.

“I wasn’t planning on
sleeping wife,” he grinned wickedly.









Chapter Five






Olivia felt the burn of his gaze flood
through her body. She wanted to jump into his arms but never would
she let a man control her like that. Olivia worried he would
believe her to be obedient to his every word and she surely was not
going to do that. The young countess decided to turn the
conversation to other matters and distract him from his apparent
intentions.

“My laird, may I ask why you
want to turn all these men into warriors. Is there a need for them
to be? I would assume it is for protecting our land but is that the
only reason?” She asked as she moved to lie next to him.

“That is not your matter
wife,” he said while he started kissing her neck.

“Well of course it is my
matter my laird. These are my people too. I only asked a small
question but you are evading it as if you are hiding
something.”

He began using his tongue to tease her
softly. She was exactly right. He was avoiding her question because
the reason would take a great deal of time to explain and right
now, the laird could not wait much longer before he needed to feel
her silky body under his.

Olivia was trying hard to control
herself but his hands started to lightly touch her breasts and she
could not think when he was near her like this. It was not just
that Camden was a distraction but he made her senses so enhanced
that her mind could not seem to function. What was she even talking
about anyway?

“Camden, what was I saying?
Damn it, you make me look like a dense fool when I can’t keep my
thoughts together,” she said feeling flustered.

“You were saying how badly
you wanted me to touch your body and explore it until the morning
light,” he whispered with a husky voice.

His warm breathe made her moan as she
closed her eyes and let him work his magic. Olivia turned to face
him and their mouths quickly found one another. Their passionate
kisses turned frantic as Camden removed Olivia’s thin chemise. When
she felt his hard muscular body pressing against her, she had
images of his power and what he would look like during a battle.
Those thoughts made Olivia remember the question she had asked him
earlier and then she realized how pathetic she must have seemed to
him. She had no self-control around him.

“Camden, stop!” She
whispered.

“Am I hurting you?” He said,
pulling away from her.

“I’ll be damned if you
believe me to be weak. I don’t know why I seem to lose myself when
I am next to you but I will not have you think of me as a feeble
woman,” she demanded while staring into his eyes.

Camden was confused by her defensive
assumptions all the time. She always wanted everyone to think of
her as strong and brave. Did she feel the need to prove something?
He would engage her with this control issue and give her some power
as the laird’s wife. Maybe that would calm her constant struggle
for approval.

“You assume that I think you
are weak because you melt in my arms wife. Aye, lass that is what
is supposed to happen. And, I’ll be damned if you tell a soul that
I am as weak as you are when we lay together. If we are in the heat
of making love and die because we are blinded by passion, then we
shall both die happy,” he smiled.

“You do not think I am just
a silly woman that cannot control her wanton behavior?” She asked
worriedly.

“Silly woman maybe, but
please I beg of you to never control that wanton behavior. Come to
me now wife,” Camden softly ordered.

For once in her life, she quickly
obeyed a command and fell into the arms of her husband. This was
Olivia’s second time being intimate with him and she decided to
show him that she would have the power when they were together.
Olivia explored with her hands and then with her mouth, wondering
if everything she did was allowed between a man and wife. She was
truly in awe of his magnificent body and tonight she would make him
be the weak one.

Camden was pleased with her eagerness
but if she continued to torment him like this, he would certainly
lose control. He needed to make sure that his beautiful passionate
wife had just as much pleasure. As the two battled for rule over
their lovemaking, Camden brought their bodies together as one and
Olivia nearly came apart in his arms.

They moved together to find the release
they both desired and Olivia feared her vulnerability but welcomed
the joy of ecstasy. Camden’s own fulfillment caused him to shudder
and then marvel at the woman he held. He would never let her go,
she belonged to him and every moment Camden spent with her, never
seemed to be enough.

The laird and his wife fell asleep
together both thinking the very same thing but never speaking it
aloud. Neither believed themselves to be weak or defenseless but
both were frightened by the power of their bodies when they came
together. They both vowed silently to not love the other, for that
would be reckless and neither would expose such an
imperfection.






Olivia was the first to wake early the
next morning. She quietly slipped out of the cottage and headed to
the nearby stream to wash. The large camp was still sleeping as she
moved in silence through it and into the forest. From her years of
hunting and experience in tracking, Olivia could easily tell when
there was even the slightest movement behind her. Before her
follower could blink, the countess bolted fast like a rabbit and
then she was hidden completely from view.

The laird’s wife was certainly quick,
Broderick thought as he searched for her in the trees. She could
not have gone too far and he would need to find her fast. Olivia
watched from high above in the tree she had climbed and wondered
why Broderick had followed her to the stream. He had made a pledge
to her and she had returned that oath, so why was he stalking her
like prey.

Broderick had never been startled in
his entire life but when Olivia swung down from the tree flipping
backwards from the branch to stand and face him, he nearly fell
over with fright.

“I will be lenient this one
time if you answer my question honestly Broderick. Why in the hell
are you following me to the stream?” She demanded.

“M’lady, it is my duty to
follow you. I was the laird’s first in command and I protected his
back at all times but now I am to protect yours. I was not meaning
to intrude in your privacy. Please m’lady, next time just tell me
where you are going,” he explained.

“Are you being serious
Broderick?” She wondered.

“About what
m’lady?”

“All of it. First, my
husband made you leave your position as first in command to watch
my back? And, why does everyone think I need protecting? Do I look
feeble and frail to you? And honestly, do I have to tell you every
damn place I go because that will get tiring for both you and me!”
She ranted loudly.

“Which question do you want
answered first wife?” Camden said from behind her.

Olivia swung around to face her husband
and she was clearly fuming from the situation. The moment their
eyes met, Olivia felt instantly calmer and she suddenly wished he
had not heard her sounding like a lunatic. This thought frustrated
her even more because she should not care what a man thinks of
her.

“I would like all of them to
be answered Laird Sinclair,” she insisted.

“First, it is an honor for
Broderick to be the protector of his laird’s wife. In fact, all of
my men vied for the position and I placed him there for a specific
reason. You see when we take back the Sinclair holding, we will
live there and you will not need as much protecting as you do here.
This land will need a laird of its own to rule the people.
Broderick has no family so I will appoint him as their new laird
and he will be laird Kincaid to these people,” Camden
clarified.

Broderick quickly knelt to the ground
and bowed to his laird. Camden grabbed his friend’s shoulder and
made him stand.

“I am honored m’laird. I had
no idea of your intention,” Broderick said graciously.

“Of course you didn’t. I was
not going to tell you so soon but my impatient wife needed an
explanation. As to your next question wife, yes everyone here
thinks you need protecting. We all need a certain amount of
shielding from those around us that would try to take advantage.
You are the laird’s wife and you are the most valuable possession
that belongs to me. I will take every precaution necessary to see
to your safety. And no, you do not look frail or feeble, as a
matter of fact, you look absolutely stunning. Your radiant beauty
has warmed this entire area for I swear it was much colder here
before you came. And last, yes you will tell Broderick or I where
ever you plan to go. It will not be nearly as tiring to do so, than
it would be to hunt you down every time you go missing.”

Olivia stood there in shock having all
of her questions answered so quickly and thoroughly. She tried to
absorb everything that Camden had just said. She had a flood of
questions coming to her and she needed to know the
answers.

“Laird Sinclair, may I
inquire more of you? There seems to be some more unanswered
questions coming to mind,” she asked.

“Broderick, see to the men
until we return. It may be awhile,” Camden said with
smile.

“Yes m’laird,” Broderick
chuckled.

Camden took Olivia’s hand and began to
pull her towards the stream. He had a few questions of his own and
he would insist on her answering them. They walked to a private
area by the stream and Olivia immediately started to wet her cloth
and wash her face.

“I followed you from the
cottage when you left, I was just behind Broderick when I watched
you move up that tree like a wild animal. Where did you learn to do
that?” He questioned.

Olivia ignored him and asked a question
of her own. “What did you mean when you said we would take back the
Sinclair land?”

Camden raised his eyebrows in surprise
of this woman that just completely ignored his question. Did she
not understand the respect her laird and husband
deserved?

“You will answer my
questions wife.”

“You will answer my
questions also husband,” she demanded in return.

Camden had to hide his amusement as he
realized just how much he enjoyed her sass. If it were any other
woman, he would have had her punished. However, as he stood there
staring at Olivia all he could think of was biting and sucking on
her beautiful lips. Lord but her mouth was tempting and Camden had
to turn his thoughts quickly or else he would take her there in the
cold morning air.

Olivia studied his face trying to
determine what he was thinking but he was definitely good at
masking his feelings.

“Are a wife’s questions not
as important as the husbands?” She asked.

Camden sighed. “Yes, of course they
are. We shall answer each others questions alright?”

Olivia smiled. “Thank you my laird. I
taught myself how to climb trees.”

He was trying to process the words she
had just spoken but all he could concentrate on was her stunning
smile.

“I do believe that is the
question you asked my laird. Now what did you mean when you said we
would take back the Sinclair holding? Where is the holding and who
took it from you?” She rushed on. “Is this the reason you are
training these soldiers? My brother has the second largest army in
all of England and if you needed them, I know they would come to
help you. How long do you believe it will take us to train these
men? They do look rather weak and helpless right now. Where do you
think we should start in the training?”

“Which question do you want
answered first wife?” He said, repeating exactly what he said
before.

Olivia smiled again and was anxious to
have all of them answered. Camden loved her smile and he was
beginning to see more of his wife’s personality that he admired.
She was obviously very inquisitive. Her thoughts seem to roll out
of her mouth before she could control them. Camden did wonder where
she had picked up her unusual language. He was certain that proper
English women did not say hell and damn in every other
sentence.

“You will understand today
about the Sinclair land and holding when I speak with the clan. I
will make all my intentions clear to them.”

“You expect me to wait that
long?” She replied impatiently.

“Yes wife, and also I will
be damned before I let an Englishman come to do my battling for me.
It is an insult for you to offer your English soldiers and I would
feel guilty as I watched them all be killed in the Highlands. Next,
I am not sure how long it will take my men to turn this clan into
warriors but you are right they are rather weak and helpless right
now. It will be hard to feed them with winter coming. And last
wife, there is no need for you to concern yourself with the
training. It is not your duty,” he said answering all of her
questions.

“And you think it is not my
duty to help you train these men because I am woman correct?” She
said with irritation.

Camden smiled broadly, as he stared at
his wife.

“You must find the thought
of a woman battling amusing else you wouldn’t be grinning like a
fool,” Olivia said.

“Actually I am just enjoying
the view immensely, wife.”

Olivia realized that during their
lively discussion she had been absent-mindedly washing herself as
if she had been alone. She had removed her dress and then tied up
the bottom of her chemise in a knot to keep it from getting wet.
Olivia looked down to see that she was standing deep in the stream
with her see-through shift around her thighs when she had given her
little tirade. The countess was determined not to let him rattle
her.

“So then you believe it is
alright if I help with the training?”

“No, you will not help with
the training. As I said before, it is not your duty.”

“Then what exactly is my
duty as the laird’s wife? Should I stitch you a damn tapestry?” She
growled.

Camden smiled again. “I didn’t know
that you did stitching. A tapestry would be wonderful.”

He was not sure but he would swear that
Olivia was about to burst at the seam from anger. Camden did not
dare laugh though because he had come unarmed and she looked as if
she could kill him at that moment.

Olivia calmed herself and then decided
that she liked his teasing and that maybe she would do a little of
her own. She slowly walked from the cold stream towards Camden as
he sat on a large rock watching her. Olivia left her shift tied
high on her bare thighs and the frigid morning air gave her goose
bumps all over her flawless skin. The laird’s new wife moved as
seductively as possible and then stood before her husband with
great confidence.

Camden was about to lose his control
when he saw her erect nipples through the thin chemise. He loved
her boldness and he could tell Olivia loved the power she had over
him. The sweet temptress moved between his hard thighs making him
widen his legs for her to nestle into the space. Olivia could feel
her husband being aroused and this made her burn deep inside for
him to touch her. She had only meant to tease Camden but now she
was being affected too.

He cupped her from behind and pulled
her close to him. Olivia brought her mouth to his and plunged her
tongue deep inside imitating the movements he taught her the night
before. Camden knew he had to stop this before someone found them.
With any other woman, he would not have cared but he wanted no man
to lay eyes on what belonged to him. The laird pulled back from his
beauty and tried to distract her.

“Wife, I will give you
duties to fulfill. Will this please you?” He said.

“You please me,” she said
breathlessly against his neck as she moved her hips to feel his
heat.

“Lord, you are going to be
the death of me. Tell me what you want,” Camden
whispered.

“To feel you inside me
laird,” she said before she kissed his mouth again.

He pulled back. “Not here wife, please
stop. What duties do you want?”

Olivia smiled. “Let me help train the
men.”

Camden became serious. “No.”

She began shifting her hips closer to
the hard erection between his thighs and lightly nipped at his
neck.

“Please.”

“No,” he said
firmly.

“Then I wish to find
resources for food and provisions. May I have that duty my laird
Sinclair?” She said breathlessly.

“Hell.”

Olivia laughed against his
neck.

“Is that a hell yes or a
hell no?” She smiled looking into his eyes.

Camden thanked the Lord he was sitting
because he swore he would have fallen to the ground from the look
she had just given him. Before Olivia had come into his life, he
had felt like a mighty eagle with a broken wing, a powerful laird
without a clan. When Olivia looked into his eyes, she completely
changed the way he felt inside. This beautiful woman gave him
unspoken strength and made him suddenly want to be the man he knew
he was destined to be.

“It is a hell yes, wife. You
may take care of the food and supplies. If you need any assistance,
please ask me. And one other thing, do not think you can use your
body to get what you desire from me. It makes a man weak,” he said
with a grin as he stood with his arms wrapped around
her.

Olivia knew even though he was smiling,
Camden was being completely honest about the desire they had
between them that made him weak because she felt the same
way.

“My laird, it makes a woman
weak too,” she added.

Olivia heard her husband’s thunderous
laughter deep inside his chest. She wanted to laugh with him but in
truth, she was frightened. Olivia had come to a realization of her
own, she was falling in love with her husband.






By noon, the huge warriors in Camden’s
guard had gathered all of the members of the new clan to listen to
the commands of their laird. Olivia could tell there was excitement
in the air as the people were buzzing with conversation. With
Camden in their presence, they seemed to all be getting along well
with no arguments or fights.

After Olivia had returned from the
stream with Camden, she began to take her new duty seriously. She
had written a letter to her new sister-in-law Ella and sent it with
a messenger. Olivia told the man taking the message that if it got
there in the next two days, he would be greatly rewarded. She
smiled as he left and wondered if Camden was going to be upset with
her.

Olivia watched Camden as he walked to
the front of the crowd of people. He showed his power and strength
with ease and everyone watching bowed their heads to show respect
to their laird. Camden stood like a massive mountain with his arms
struggling to fold because of his bulging muscles. He had his sword
on his hip and a small dirk tucked inside one of his deerskin
boots. Camden commanded authority.

She found his power to be beautiful and
Olivia wished she could feel the way he did at this moment. She, of
course, had plenty of people that bowed to her as the royal
countess but Camden’s power was different.

When the laird had walked to the front,
he had noticed that his wife had put on the plaid he had given her.
Camden could see that she had taken great time to make the pleats
as he had. He was grateful that Olivia was standing behind him now
for he would have had a difficult time speaking if he could see
her.

“I commend all of you for
your choice in following me. You have made a wise decision and I
vow to you this day that this clan will indeed prosper,” the laird
said with power.

Camden’s men stood behind him and
nodded their heads in agreement.

“Some of you may know
already who I am and where I come from. Some of you may also have
heard the tragic tale of what happen to my clan. I am here to tell
you that every gruesome word is true. The MacKay clan tricked my
father into a marriage with Laird MacKay’s sister, Lorna. The night
of the wedding, my father appointed me laird over what was to be
the uniting of both clans. I have always been guarded and I doubted
the McKay’s intentions for they have always been a lying group of
thieves but my father was still in power.”

Olivia watched as Camden relaxed his
stance a little and she could see the profile of his face. He
looked as if he were recalling a horrific memory and she instantly
wanted to soothe him.

“I left the wedding
celebration early with my soldiers and in the morning when we
returned to the Sinclair Castle, I found most of the men in my clan
slaughtered. The MacKay clan came for the wedding and then killed
the Sinclair men while they slept. They had the women and children
rounded like cattle while they burned homes and buildings. My
father’s lifeless body lay in a pool of blood in the center of the
village. My men and I were outnumbered by at least thirty to one
and there were sure to be more MacKay men on the way. We are
fearless but not invincible,” Camden voice was almost trembling as
he finished his remembrance of what happened.

“I let my clan down that
night and I will not rest until I have taken back what is mine. My
land has great wealth and natural resources and the MacKay clan
will ruin it before too long. I come to you to bring you a leader
and to have your help in defeating the MacKay clan. I have already
secured the Sutherland, Drummond and the Macleod clans to fight
with us. I will train you to fight as we do and together we shall
kill the bastards that killed my father in cold blood. I will rule
the Sinclairs and I will appoint Broderick Kincaid to rule this
clan. You will be the clan Kincaid. Who here is willing to accept
what I have said?” Camden said with authority.

Broderick walked to stand next to his
laird. “I am Broderick Kincaid and my laird asked you a question.
Who here is willing to accept this plan?” Broderick
yelled.

The crowd erupted in cheers and shouts
as they all became part of a united family. Seeing and knowing whom
this Broderick Kincaid was that Camden spoke of, was all this group
needed. The powerful looking man standing next to Laird Sinclair
would rule these men and this would be the Kincaid clan.

Olivia watched as her husband gave an
elderly woman in the clan a plaid that was threaded in deep forest
green and had a thin red stripe running through it. She wondered
whose it was and why he was giving it to the woman. As the Sinclair
warriors began to organize the men into groups for training, Olivia
found her husband to ask him about the plaid.

“My laird, may I ask you a
question?” She said softly from behind him.

Just hearing her feminine voice made
him smile. “You are quite the puzzle wife,” he said turning to face
her.

“What do you mean my
laird?”

“I know your fiery spirit
wife, for I have seen it many times yet now you come to me with the
temperament of a mouse to ask a question. Have you not realized
that I will always answer your questions and you do not have to be
timid around me?” He said.

“Aye, husband I know you
like it best when I am not timid for I found that out this
morning,” she smiled with her eyes lighting up.

Camden laughed out loud at her comment
and he thought to himself how much he enjoyed being around her. A
few minutes ago, he was reliving a nightmare and now Olivia made
him alive with her beauty and wit.

“I know you will answer my
questions my laird, for you always have. And if you don’t answer
them, I know of a few ways to torture you until you do,” she
whispered as she moved closer to him.

He laughed again and he suddenly wanted
to pull her into their cottage and claim her again as his
own.

“Now to my question, I saw
you hand a plaid to Agnes that didn’t look like ours. I was just
curious as to why.”

“It pleases me wife that you
have already gotten to know the names of these people. The women
have taken to you well,” he praised.

“You have taken to me well
too, my laird,” she smiled.

My God, he thought, she has to stop
smiling and teasing this way. Camden could not seem to
concentrate.

“Yes, I certainly have. And
to answer your question, the plaid was the only one left in
Broderick’s family and it will now be replicated and made for all
in his new clan,” Camden answered.

“So this will be Broderick’s
clan soon?” She asked.

“Yes wife, as soon as we are
prepared to take over the Sinclair land, he will be laird here and
we will go home to my holding.”

“I have another question my
laird.”

“You will call me Camden
now,” he ordered.

She quickly stiffened. “Then you will
call me Olivia.”

“What was your question?” He
smiled ignoring her demand.

“Why do you call me wife and
not Olivia?” She persisted.

“Is that the question you
were going to ask?”

“Just answer me damn it!”
She yelled.

Camden enjoyed getting a small rise out
of Olivia. She was fun to tease with her quick temper. Lord, she
went from calm and cool to boiling hot in a heartbeat. Camden moved
to be extremely close to her, so close that the tips of her breasts
rubbed against his chest and their mouths almost
touched.

“I call you wife because
that is who you are to everyone else, my wife. I call you Olivia
when we are alone. When you are in my arms and I am buried deep
inside your heat, then you are the passionate feverish woman that
belongs to me,” he said with his deep voice.

Olivia had chills run down to her toes
and she could not resist herself as she softly touched her lips to
his. She quickly pulled back remembering that they were in view of
most of the clan.

“Damn you! You make me
forget myself,” she whispered turning head away.

He took her by the chin and turned her
to face him. Camden thoroughly kissed her mouth with no regard to
anyone that may have been watching. Olivia belonged to him and
everyone witnessed the masculine display of possession.






Hundreds of miles away, the evil
villain that had planned the entire demise of the Sinclair clan was
sitting at the large table inside his crumbling fortress. The
deception of Lorna marrying the old Sinclair man had gone smoothly
and the attack on the drunken clan was executed perfectly except
for one ill-fated mistake. Camden lived and the Highland warrior
would certainly seek vengeance.

This sinister criminal, Laird Malcolm
MacKay, was enraged with his sister Lorna when he got word that
Camden had not been killed on the wedding night. Malcolm knew he
should not have trusted a woman to do a man’s job but the MacKay
laird had no other way of having his plans come to life. Poor
Lorna, he thought, if she only knew that she too, would be a victim
in this little charade. She would be taking the fall for this
horrible attack on the Sinclairs.

Malcolm MacKay had been sure that he
was nowhere close to the Sinclair land during the wedding massacre
so that he would not be held responsible for the grisly butchering.
Now that it was over, he planned to come in and rescue the
Sinclairs by getting rid of his own sister. The people would love
him and then he would be the laird over all. Now, Malcolm sat
drumming his fingers on the cold stone table and bearing a wicked
grin while he thought of a way to kill the bastard Camden so he
could finish his plan.




Chapter Six






Six days had passed since Laird
Sinclair had made his plans known to the new clan. Things seemed to
be running smoothly as the warriors trained the men and tested
their bodies for endurance and strength. Olivia was getting anxious
about the letter she had sent to Ella almost a week past. She hoped
that her plan had already been set in motion.

Broderick continued to follow Olivia
around where ever she went and this annoyed the beautiful countess
to the edge of her limits. Never before had she felt like a
prisoner in the wide-open air. Olivia tried to reason with her
husband but this subject seemed to be where he was most stubborn.
Camden refused to gamble with her safety. So all day, every day,
the massive man with dark hair and dark eyes shadowed her every
move.

Most of the days, Olivia was consumed
with organizing the small village and working with the women to
provide for the men. Today though, she had caught a glimpse of the
men training in the field and her heart skipped a beat as Olivia
watched Camden easily rule the battle. Her husband was truly an
amazing combatant and she would love to have a chance to duel a
sword with him.

When she headed towards the small
field, Olivia noticed her legs were moving but she was not touching
the ground anymore. The giant brute behind her had grabbed Olivia
by the shoulders and lifted her up to stop her from walking in to
the battling men.

“Broderick, put me down,
damn it!” She yelled.

“I am sorry m’lady but you
cannot go down there,” he explained.

Olivia used her foot and kicked it back
into Broderick sensitive manhood and he instantly dropped her to
the ground. The countess did not feel a bit sorry for the crumpled
oaf that panted on the cold earth behind her. She hoped Broderick
had learned that touching her again would be a great mistake.
Olivia quickly left him there and ran to the field to participate
in the action. Her arms and legs were begging for the exercise
since she had arrived. Olivia grabbed a large sword from a man that
was waiting for his turn to fight and the brave woman smiled as she
studied the moves of her opponent. The training warriors Stephan,
Calum and Liam were too busy, as was their laird, sparring with the
men in the field that none had noticed her standing
there.

Broderick whistled loudly to get the
attention of his laird and the guards. It had worked too for all of
them stopped their training rather suddenly and then all eyes were
on Olivia and the sword in her hand. She could not tell what they
were thinking but it only mattered to her, what Camden thought.
Olivia looked into her husband’s eyes and then started to move
towards him dragging the giant sword with her.

At first, the laird was furious that
his beautiful wife was even this close to the danger of the men in
training. Camden knew his guard were skilled and would certainly
never cause harm to her but these other men were weak and an
accident was inevitable. As Camden watched her walk to him with
confidence, most of his fury started to fade. He decided to prove
to her once and for all, that she needed protecting.

Camden tried hard not to laugh as
Olivia continued to drag the heavy blade because he was certain it
weighed more than she did. He was also trying hard not be so turned
on by her apparent bravery. Hell, she was a courageous lass for
sure, but maybe not as bright as he had once thought.

“Laird Sinclair, may I try
some of my own skills and train with you. It might do the men and
your warriors some good to know different techniques used in sword
fighting,” she boasted.

“Lady Sinclair, you may show
us your skills if you will promise not to interrupt our training
again,” Camden replied, wondering if Olivia could even lift the
weapon over her head.

“My Laird is ever so kind,”
she said softly and demurely as she batted her eyes.

While entranced by her beauty, Olivia
seized the opportunity at hand. She quickly raised the sword with
ease and caught Camden off guard. The muscular woman used the flat
of her blade to hit her opponent’s hand. Unprepared for the blow,
Camden dropped his sword and before he could blink, Olivia
squatted, swung one leg behind his, and knocked the giant man to
the ground. She gave him a wicked grin while she stood with one
foot on his chest and the tip of her blade pressing carefully at
his neck.

“My first bit of wisdom for
your men would be to never under estimate your opponent,” Olivia
laughed.

She moved to let him up and then the
husband and wife immediately began dueling with their blades.
Camden was fierce but Olivia met him strike for strike. The
countess was unbelievably fast and she wielded the weapon as
strongly as his men did. The laird was trying hard not to lose his
focus, for seeing her talent was spectacular. Olivia was working up
a glistening sweat in the battle and he was reminded of her glowing
bare skin after he had thoroughly satisfied her the night
before.

“My laird,” she yelled, “you
may think I am weak for I am just a woman but I have endurance like
you have never seen. I will end this when you grow tired,” she
taunted.

Camden then smiled. “Aye, wife I have
seen your endurance, remember? I know exactly how long it takes to
wear you out.”

Olivia was stunned and lost her focus.
How could he embarrass her by saying something so personal like
that in front of these men? She prayed that none of them had heard
the bawdy comment because she knew she had turned ten shade of red.
Camden had Olivia’s sword in a matter of seconds and the laird
showed her no mercy as he tackled her to the ground.

“My bit of wisdom for you
wife is to never battle the man you have made love to the night
before,” he whispered in her ear.

Camden stood and helped Olivia to her
feet. The men suddenly burst into cheers for the incredible show
they had just witnessed. Never had they seen a woman with abilities
like that. In fact, most of the men there did not have expertise
like hers. Camden’s guard kneeled and bowed to Olivia while she
stood there sweating and breathing heavily. She could not figure
out what they were doing.

“Camden, why are your
warriors on their knees?” She asked.

“I believe they are giving
you a sign of acceptance in the most noble manner. They see you as
one of them,” he smiled.

Olivia laughed and told them to
stand.

“Maybe all of you will
understand why I fight you so much about weak women,” she
smiled.

“M’lady, you are not weak. I
do not think our laird was holding back with his strength either.
You must be mad lass!” Liam said.

Stephan still had his mouth slightly
open while he tried to think of something to say. Broderick had
composed himself enough to witness the battle and felt a bit
foolish for not giving Olivia more trust. Then again, never had he
heard of a woman that had such superior sword skills.

“M’lady, you are truly
worthy of the title warrior and you may protect my back at any
time,” Broderick said with a huge smile.

With all that had just happened on the
training field none of them had noticed the commotion that was
happening in the village. When the shouting and cheering became so
loud, the group of battling men and Olivia hurried to investigate.
As they came into the crowd, Camden yelled to gain order from the
chaos. The clan cleared a path for their laird and his wife and
that was when Olivia saw that the massive loaded wagons she sent
for had arrived.

Camden stood astonished and then became
furious inside as he realized where these wagons had come from. Did
she dare think that he and his clan needed pity from the English?
He would not accept the charity even if it meant his clan would
suffer.

The laird’s wife ran to the wagons when
everyone started to pull and grab items from the wagon as if they
had never seen food before. Olivia would not let their excitement
and greed ruin everything she had sent for. This was not how she
imagined this scene would be.

“Enough!” She
yelled.

No one seemed to be listening and she
looked to her husband for help. One glance at his angered face made
Olivia shiver, for that was how he looked when he walked towards
her on their wedding day. She decided that maybe Broderick would
help her organize this mess. She looked to him and pleaded with her
eyes. He understood immediately.

Broderick stood on top of the center
wagon and bellowed a deafening scream of order. The silence that
followed was eerily calm.

“How dare you people act
like wild animals, fighting with one another over the goods that
have been sent by God himself. All of you will stop this at once
and whoever chooses to take another item from these wagons will
suffer their punishment from me,” Broderick yelled.

Olivia was grateful for his loud
commanding voice and she wondered why Camden had walked away from
the wagons as if the sight sickened him. Had he not given this task
to her? She climbed up next to Broderick and looked at all of the
clan staring at her, waiting for her to give the orders.

“Everything in these wagons
was sent here as a wedding gift to me and Laird Sinclair from my
dear sister in-law in England. It is all for the well-being of our
clan, as a whole and it will be used as such. My lairds’ warriors
will oversee the goods and you will all obey and help them. Travis
and Keith you will see to the food storage. Calum please take care
of the cooking utensils and firewood. Stephan, you will see to the
clothing, material and blankets. Liam will you make sure the extra
horses are cared for and Broderick will you please take care of the
weapons and armor.”

Within moments the entire area was
organized and everyone was working together to unload the wagons.
Liam was already having some men construct a large barn for the new
horses and the clan had come together to share the provisions. This
is what Olivia had hoped for and she knew that with these supplies
they would be able to endure the winter weather.

Olivia was more than grateful that the
wagons had come today for the sky was beginning to look very
threatening and she was sure that by night, the snow would be
falling. She was right too because the air became extremely frigid
and it was not long after everything was stored away that the first
flakes fell from the sky.

The women had made a hearty meal for
everyone and they were all enjoying the fresh food and ale together
as a clan. Everyone that is, except for Olivia and Camden. She had
become worried about her husband after he had walked off earlier
and had not returned. Before it got too dark, Olivia grabbed a long
heavy cape and went to look for Camden.

It did not take her long to track his
path and she found her husband kneeling against a massive boulder.
He had his head bowed and his golden hair fell around his face
covering any expression he may have had. Camden could not hear her
there but he knew Olivia was standing close by. Nothing else but
her could smell of roses this time of year. The laird wondered
first, how she could have found him and second, why she wanted to
find him.

“Camden, I do not wish to
interrupt your prayer but I am worried about you and it is getting
dark,” she said softly.

Worried about me, he thought, I am not
some weak Englishman that could not be out in the cold dark night
without catching fever. Why is she so worried about me?

“May I ask you a question?”
She said, moving to be near him.

“Don’t you always?” He said
dryly as he stood to face her.

“You did say that I could be
in charge of getting food, did you not?”

“Yes.”

“Then why are you so upset
that I have done my duty?”

“I didn’t know that you had
turned to the damn English for help. Do you not see how weak that
makes me look?” He said harshly.

Her blood instantly started heating and
she tried to calm herself. Olivia felt embarrassed whenever she had
sudden outbursts in front of her husband.

“Camden what you just said
does not offend me because I am a Scotswoman now but in the future
when you speak of the damn English, remember that you are referring
to my family and I will not forgive you after this moment,” she
said with her teeth clenched.

He stared at her and thought of all the
tiny pieces to her puzzle. Camden thought he probably would never
figure this woman out but he was certainly enjoying the game of
trying. So, he thought, she thinks of herself as a Scotswoman. Aye,
that was pleasing to him. Camden grinned broadly at his wife and
watched her face flush quickly.

“Camden, don’t smile at me
like that. First, I am furious at you for thinking that I would
actually ask for help. You obviously still do not know your wife
very well. I hate to ask for help from anyone. Everything that was
sent here, was a wedding gift from my sister in-law, Ella. I knew
right away that you would not accept charity from the Duke of
Lansington so I did not bother asking my brother. I did however,
explain to Ella how the new clan was just like her wonderful family
that she had grown up with and then I told her how much I would
love to have all of my jewelry sent here for me to
wear.”

“So my wife needs her
jewelry? Is that what you are missing from England?” He
wondered.

“No you fool! Are you not
listening? Do I look like I am fond of jewelry? Ella’s family was
very poor so I compared our clan to her family and she knows how
much I hate to wear jewelry. Ella is very smart and I knew she
would figure out what I really wanted. I got exactly what I needed
without asking for a bit of help.”

Camden was thoroughly impressed with
her plan and decided he could not stay mad too much longer. The
sight of her as the night grew dark was sending erotic thoughts to
his mind. He could see Olivia’s body shiver in the cold air and he
wanted to make her burn with desire. Never before had a woman made
him alter his emotions so quickly. Camden knew at that moment, his
life was beginning to change and he had no way of stopping it. Nor
did he want to stop it.

“Then I must commend you on
successfully completing your duty. You certainly know how to get
things that you want without asking for them. Would I be correct if
I assumed that you would like another task?”

She smiled and nodded.
“Absolutely!”

“I want you to please your
laird until the morning sun appears,” he said with a deep
voice.

“I guess I must obey these
orders from my laird but what do you suppose my husband would say?”
She teased.

Camden laughed as he took her by the
hands and pulled his wife close to him. Olivia was intensely aware
of his masculine scent and it started to drive her wild with need.
He wrapped his strong arms around her and held her tightly in his
warm embrace while Olivia inhaled deeply against his chest. The
snow fell softly around them and Camden scooped her into his arms
and carried her back to their cottage.

The laird pushed the door open and
ducked to go through the doorframe with his wide shoulders. Camden
put his wife down and shut the door behind them without taking his
eyes off her. Olivia knew the desire she saw in his eyes and she
thought of the bliss that she would feel soon. She thought of all
the incredible things that he would do to her body and quickly
decided that before he touched her, she needed to speak with
him.

“Camden, wait please. I need
to talk with you before you touch me because when you do, I get
confused and I cannot concentrate.”

“I am going to do more than
make you confused Olivia.”

“Hell,” she
muttered.

He laughed. “What was that
for?”

“It means we will have to
talk later because I can’t resist you when you say my name. It
drives me mad and now I cannot think of anything but you,” she
admitted.

“Come to me
Olivia.”

The tall beautiful woman standing
before him, obeyed his command and it did not take him long to
strip her of all that she wore. Olivia shivered as he ran his
fingers through her long dark hair letting his fingertips brush her
bare back. Camden kissed the hollow between her neck and shoulder
while she clung to her husband with desire and need.

The lovers made their way to the bed on
the floor while removing Camden’s clothes and it did not seem fast
enough for either of them. Their passionate kisses had grown
feverish like a wildfire unable to be stopped. He pulled her on top
of him and she quickly straddled his narrow waist not sure of what
to do next. Camden lifted her up as if she weighed nothing, and let
himself sink into her silky warmth.

“Camden,” she
sighed.

The sight of her large breasts,
beautiful face and swollen lips from his kisses was almost too much
for him. She moved restlessly on top of him and together they moved
to find the release they both desired. It was not long before
Olivia felt the first rush of ecstasy flow like a wave through her
body and she fell forward to bring their mouths
together.

“Olivia,” he moaned against
her lips, “my God, I need you now and always.”

With that, she surrendered everything
to him and let herself fall into the powerful desire she craved.
Camden found his own fulfillment watching Olivia shudder and then
she collapsed on top of him. They both panted for air and neither
tried to move for their bodies would not allow it.

Olivia pulled back and saw Camden’s
face was flushed from their lovemaking. She could not help but
smile knowing that she had caused that pleasure. The Highland laird
looked into his wife’s eyes and he was thoroughly satisfied seeing
they were still cloudy with passion. Camden rolled to his side
taking her with him and together they slept in each other’s
arms.






While Laird Sinclair lay peacefully
sleeping, he dreamed of avenging the death of his father. Close by,
in the wild terrain of the Highlands, a traitor lurked in the
darkness and considered his next move. The plans this conspirator
had created with his longtime friend Malcolm MacKay, had a flaw in
them now and things would have to change.

He knew Malcolm wanted to rule the
clans and he, the deceiver among them, would help him succeed by
getting rid of Camden. Now, something had drastically changed and
the traitor wanted a reward for his part of the arrangement, after
all bringing Camden dead or alive to Malcolm was no easy feat. The
spy in the woods wanted the stunning temptress that he had seen in
the arms of Laird Sinclair for his prize.

From the moment he laid eyes on her
beauty, the traitor had to have her. Malcolm would be furious, of
course, but the idiot MacKay could never pull off this deed without
the help of an insider that Camden trusted. Gaining Laird
Sinclair’s confidence had taken some time but over the past two
years, the laird had come to trust this man like a
brother.

When the sinister man saw the
snowflakes fall around the angel in the dark cloak, he wanted to
take the English woman and hide her away from the rest of the
world. He had seen beautiful women before but when the laird’s wife
smiled tonight, it made the betrayer’s knees go weak. Never had he
imagined anything could be that spectacular and now he was consumed
with desire to have her.

The traitor needed to send word to
Malcolm that the plans were going to be altered. He would still get
rid of Camden but this perfect woman would become his. The evil man
had already decided that if this woman did not come to him freely,
he would take her by force.






The members of the clan were awake
early the next morning and they worked together to remove the newly
fallen snow from the village pathways. Liam had ordered the men to
be on the fields early to begin their bow and arrow training. The
warriors would make sure that by the time they were through with
these men, they would be ready for a mighty battle.

The large amounts of food they were now
eating would help everyone to gain the energy they needed to obey
their laird’s orders. Camden and Olivia kept check on everyone
throughout the clan as they inspected each area. She could not help
smiling when she took Camden’s hand as they walked together in the
cold morning air. Her husband made her happy and Olivia had not
felt this way since the night before her brother shipped her off to
the convent.

The laird and his wife walked to the
training field and watched the men practicing with their targets.
Camden stared at his wife and when she started laughing out loud,
he wondered what in the devil was she thinking.

“Wife, would you care to
enlighten me on what you find so humorous?”

“I understand these men are
unskilled but I would expect your warriors to do a better job in
the area of training my laird,” she said smugly.

“You dare question the
skills of my men?”

“Oh, I do not doubt the
skills of your men, my laird. I just question whether or not they
are teaching these men correctly,” she answered plainly.

“And what would you suppose
they do differently?”

“Well, may I ask you how
many of the men you have shot with your bow and arrow have stood
perfectly still while you took aim?”

“Get to the point
wife.”

“I think it would be much
wiser if you trained them to shoot with a moving target my
laird.”

“And should I use real men
for those targets? That would be most accurate,” he said with
irritation.

“Of course not, now you are
being silly. I have helped train soldiers before and we would put
the targets onto a wagon and then had a horse pull it across the
field, thus providing them with a moving target.”

“I assume that you shoot a
bow as well as you fight with a sword.”

“Better I think, the bow is
much lighter and I can shoot from a tree. It is much harder to
sword fight in a tree,” she boasted.

Camden laughed. “I truly have a warrior
for a wife.”

The laird had his men stop their
training and he explained to them the idea his wife gave. They
hurried to set up the new training method and Olivia was eager to
show her husband exactly how accurate her shot was.

“Broderick are you available
to assist me with something?” She yelled to the giant
man.

“Yes m’lady. What do you
need?” He replied.

“Could you bring me an
orange from the food storage please?”

“Certainly m’lady,”
Broderick said as he left to obey her request.

“Would you please ask him to
stand still and place the orange on his head?” she said
lightly.

“I thought you said it was
better to practice shooting at a moving target wife,” Camden
taunted as she grabbed a bow and a single arrow.

“Well, right now the target
will not be moving, but I will be,” she smiled.

Camden wondered if he would ever get
used to her smile and he hoped that if he did, it would lessen the
effect it had on his body. The Highland laird was curious as to
what his beautiful wife was going to do and then he watched as
Olivia retrieved her horse from the small stable. The beast was not
saddled and Camden instantly felt fear run through his body as he
imagined what she was going to do next.

He was exactly right about what she
planned on doing and as Olivia threw herself onto the bareback
horse, Camden’s anger and panic was overwhelming. His body soon
relaxed as he watched her stallion gallop through the snowy field
with his wife guiding it expertly. Camden’s heart beat passionately
with his sense of pride swelling for the woman that belonged to
him. Olivia wore his plaid over her simple dress and her hair flew
wildly behind her.

She rode a small distance across the
field as Broderick returned and did as Olivia had instructed.
Camden stood a few feet from him and Broderick began looking
nervously as she raced her horse towards the waiting
men.

“M’laird, is she insane?”
Broderick worried.

“She isn’t insane but I
suggest you stand still my friend,” Camden replied with a bit of
humor in his voice.

“That is unproblematic for
you Laird. You do not have the orange on your head.”

As the words left Broderick’s mouth, he
felt a sprinkle of wetness across his face. He had not even seen
her draw the bow before the arrow had gone through the side of the
orange flesh. The massive man stared at his laird and Broderick
tried to say something as he realized it was juice from the fruit
all over his face.

“Incredible, truly
incredible. Is there nothing my wife cannot do?” Camden
praised.

Laird Sinclair watched her slow her
horse and the arrogant smile on her face pleased him greatly.
Olivia was the wife a Highland laird. As she got down from her
beast and walked over to them, Camden could see the beautiful
strong children they would have together. He thanked God silently
for bringing her into his life. Camden knew that receiving Olivia
was only out of tragedy, had his father not been killed and his
clan slaughtered, he never would have known her.

From the distant left, the laird heard
shouting and he watched as Travis, his youngest guard appeared from
the thick of the forest.

“Laird, your sister’s
husband Ian is almost here. He has eight men riding with him,”
Travis said breathlessly.

“Is my sister with him?”
Camden asked.

“No, she is not with him my
laird.”

Camden figured his brother in-law would
want to be a part of the revenge and he did not doubt Ian’s reasons
for coming here. The laird was slightly irritated that his sister
was not with him though. Camden wondered where Maggie was and if
she was being kept safe.

“Travis, have a tent
prepared for Ian and his men. See that Agnes gives them food and
drink for they will be tired after the long journey,” Camden
ordered.

Olivia had reached her husband after
returning her stallion to the stable just before their guests had
come through the trees. The laird explained to his wife who they
were as the men approached him and Olivia wondered where Camden’s
sister was.

The nine men got down from their horses
and Tristan the young boy who was now the laird’s groom, helped to
see to their stallions. When Olivia saw these men, she could see
that they were roughly the same size as the men in the newly formed
clan. It was apparent that her husband and his guard were not the
average sized Highland men. Camden shook hands with Ian and then
with the rest of the group that rode with him.

“Laird, I am here to help ye
kill the bastard MacKay,” Ian said with thick brogue.

Camden’s brother in-law looked weak and
Olivia could tell that there was something wrong with the man. She
was not sure why but the countess had an uneasy feeling about the
riders that had just arrived. Olivia wondered if her husband sensed
this strange behavior too, something was definitely not
right.

“I will always welcome help
to battle the MacKay clan but I would rather you be with my sister
and protect her in case they send someone to harm her. Where is
Maggie? Did she stay in the isles with your father?” Camden
questioned.

“That is the reason I have
come to ye Laird, she is dead,” Ian said flatly.

A deafening sound moved about the hills
as Camden screamed in agony. Maggie was all he had left from his
family and now she was gone too. He was furious for not having her
brought to him immediately to protect her but now it was too late.
Another death was on his shoulders.

Olivia put her hand in Camden’s hand
and that small touch gave him the strength he needed to breathe in
the cold air around him. The Highland laird was suddenly reminded
that he had her. The warrior had Olivia and he would never let a
single thing harm her, ever.

“What happened Ian and I
swear to God that if you did not protect her with your life, then
you will pay the price,” Camden threatened.

“There was nothing anyone
could do Laird Sinclair. Maggie was a few months with child and
when she learned of her father’s death, she became horribly ill.
She started to lose the babe. The midwife said Maggie had lost too
much blood and there was no way to be saving her,” Ian said with a
shaky voice.

“Where was she buried Ian? I
want her on the Sinclair land.”

“I don’t know, for I was so
enraged when the midwife said she was losing Maggie that I raced to
find ye and help take my wrath out on the damn MacKay clan for
killing my wife. When are we going to battle Laird?” Ian asked
impatiently.

“Soon Ian, we are preparing
now and will leave within the week. I want to leave before the
heavy winter comes and be back in the Sinclair holding before then.
Have my sister’s body brought to the Sinclair land in one week’s
time and I will bury her by my mother.”

“Yes, Laird I will send word
right away,” Ian replied.









Chapter Seven






The evening began to grow colder and
Laird Sinclair had invited Ian and his men to eat with him and his
guard. Olivia sat to the right of her husband and Broderick flanked
her left. She felt as if she were in a steep canyon with soaring
cliffs when she sat between the two giants. Camden could feel all
of Ian’s men, including Ian, looking at Olivia from head to toe and
he wanted to tear their heads off.

Ian was the first to speak. “You must
be the English bride I have been hearing about.”

“She is my wife, Lady Olivia
Sinclair and she is also the Royal Countess of Lansington,” Camden
said smoothly.

“Aye yes, I have heard of
Lansington. It is said to be very beautiful and that is why ye must
be the countess of that land,” Ian said with a wink.

Olivia was sickened at the man’s
remarks and behavior. He was visibly shaken earlier when he
recalled the passing of his wife and now the vile man was trying to
flatter her with compliments. Olivia did not like him at all and
from the low snarling sound that Camden was making, she could tell
he did not like the man either.

“I would normally thank
someone for their comments on my beauty but have you not even
buried your dead wife? I hope you are careful with your words or
else I am afraid you will burn in hell,” she said glaring at the
rude man.

Ian was instantly angered at the woman
and he gave her a fierce look to prove it. Who did she think she
was to speak to him like that, he thought, and to embarrass him in
front of all these men. She was just a woman and an English woman
at that.

“Ian my wife is correct, if
you do not show respect for my sister even in death, I shall bloody
your entire body. And tell your men to stop looking at my wife or
they will not live to see tomorrow,” Camden said
harshly.

“Forgive me, my laird, that
was inappropriate and it will not happen again,” Ian
admitted.

“You’re damn right it won’t.
I may bloody you myself if it does,” Olivia promised.

Ian and his men burst into laughter at
the thought of the laird’s wife trying to harm Ian. All of Camden’s
men joined in the laughter knowing that she could do much more than
bloody the man. Olivia looked to her husband and saw the twinkle in
his eyes when he smiled at her comment.

Broderick was the only man not laughing
and he quieted the men to question them. He asked Ian and his men
about what they knew in regards to the Sinclair land. They needed
to find out as much information as possible about the MacKay clan
before they headed to battle. Although Broderick had not seen
Malcolm MacKay at the wedding that night, the warrior was sure that
he was behind this entire evil plan.

“Ian, what do you hear in
the Highlands about the MacKay clan and Sinclairs?” Broderick
asked.

“Word has it that Lorna and
her men did most of the killing the night of the wedding and they
are keeping the rest of the Sinclairs in a sort of bondage to the
MacKay power. I doubt Lorna did this on her own. I have a feeling
in my gut it were Malcolm behind this trickery.”

“I assumed it was Malcolm
too but there has to be a reason he stayed far from the massacre
that night. Why did he send his sister to do his dirty work for
him?” Broderick wondered.

“Laird, I think we should
attack Malcolm first. He and his men will not be expecting it and
we can catch them unaware. Then we can go to the Sinclair holding
and take back yer land,” Ian volunteered.

“It is not a bad idea my
laird, we could get the bastard Malcolm out of the way,” Broderick
agreed.

“No. We will go to the
Sinclair holding first and help my people that are suffering
because of my mistake. We will let Malcolm come to us if he wants
to battle,” Camden ordered.

“Yes my laird. We will have
the men prepared by the end of the week,” Liam replied.

“I will send word to my
family so they can prepare to go with us,” Travis added.

The Sutherlands had already agreed to
fight with the Sinclairs and Camden would send word to the two
other clans that planned to battle with them also.

“The Sutherlands would to go
with you to battle Laird?” Ian said with shock.

“Of course they would. My
family is honorable,” Travis blurted out.

“Yes Ian, the Sutherlands
will fight with us. Is this problem?” Camden asked.

“No my laird. It is always
better to have more men, of course. I wasn’t meaning no insult,”
Ian replied.

Camden could see that Olivia was
looking weary and he wanted her to rest. He also wanted her out of
the sight of these men who could not seem to help but indulge
themselves at his wife expense. The laird stood, taking her by the
hand and led Olivia off to their cottage. It did not take the
wedded couple long to undress one another and become tangled in the
blankets together. Neither could fall asleep now without having the
heated desire between them quenched.

Olivia fell asleep in the powerful arms
of her gentle lover. Not far away in the dark frigid air, the
devious traitor stared into the blackness of the night. He had
watched the beautiful woman all evening and the need and desire to
have her, had grown even more. When the betrayer watched Camden
take her away it almost killed him, for he wished it had been him.
It also made the evil man sick knowing that Olivia was loving
Camden with her perfect body.

It would not be long though until
Camden would be gone and then the devious conspirator would be able
to seduce the English beauty into his arms. Olivia was so much of a
distraction that this traitorous emissary was having a difficult
time making his plans happen. He was supposed to make Camden take
the bait and attack Malcolm first. Of course, Malcolm would be
ready and waiting for Laird Sinclair and then he would be trapped
and easily defeated.

The betrayer had thought of another
plan tonight while he sat and ate with Laird Sinclair. If the
stubborn Camden would not go willingly to Malcolm, then he would
have to bring him there. As more ideas raced through his sinister
mind, the traitor envisioned holding the beautiful countess in his
arms and was almost giddy with anticipation. It would not be much
longer, he told himself. He must remain calm and continue his
facade in order for all of this to happen. Patience, he thought,
patience.






Broderick moved about the forest
watching Olivia’s every move and she was beginning to get irritated
with the man. The countess thought she had proved long ago that she
needed help from no one and for the past two days, the giant man
had become her shadow again.

The female warrior had taken her bow
and arrows to do some hunting not far from the camp. Olivia sensed
Broderick following her so she decided not to leave the poor man
too far behind. She thought to herself how humorous it was that
Broderick assumed he was being quiet, when in truth the brute
sounded like a bull behind her.

“Broderick, if you have to
follow me, will you please be silent. You are scaring away every
damn animal before I can get an arrow off,” she teased.

He moved closer to her and Broderick
became a bit furious for the accusation of being noisy.

“M’lady I am an excellent
hunter and I assure you, I am being quiet,” he argued.

Olivia laughed out loud. “Broderick,
you may believe you are a silent hunter but you certainly are a
horrible sneak. If you are trying to stay hidden from someone, you
should not answer their questions. It gives you away
instantly.”

She turned towards the large dark
warrior and the disappointed look on his face made her laugh even
harder.

“May I ask why you are
suddenly following my every move again?”

“M’lady, Laird Sinclair felt
in necessary because of Ian and his men being here. Camden has been
uncomfortable since their arrival. Now that his men have left to
bring Maggie’s body back to the Sinclair holding, I think my laird
will be more at ease.”

Olivia was grateful that the Ian’s men
had left. They had continued to stare at her every moment they got
the chance. It had been two days since Ian had arrived and tomorrow
Camden would take his newly trained army to join the Sutherlands
and then head for the Sinclair land. Olivia was nervous about the
battle and she was confused as to why. The laird’s new wife loved
the power and rush that came with fighting but now she wondered if
her feelings for Camden were interfering with her head.

The night before, Olivia and Camden had
their first heated debate and it ended with both of them thinking
they had won the conflict. Camden mentioned that Travis would be
taking her to stay in Edinburgh, at the king’s castle until the
battle was over and then he would come get her. Olivia told her
husband that he could go sit in the king’s castle while she did the
fighting.

The two went back and forth with their
reasons as to why Olivia should or should not go into battle.
Camden finally decided to let her stay there and guard those who
could not go to war. The Highland laird felt satisfied that he had
won his argument when she backed out of going with him. Olivia was
more than satisfied with the agreement because it was during this
fight she realized that her husband truly cared for her. Therefore,
in truth, they had both been the victor.

Broderick joined Olivia as they hunted
fresh game for the men to eat before leaving tomorrow. Everyone had
grown in strength and in size with the extra food and training. As
the warrior and the laird’s wife returned to the village, Olivia
could immediately sense that something was not right. The usual
movement of people was absent and Olivia could not see her husband
anywhere.

“Over here,” Broderick
yelled to Olivia when he saw the crowd of people.

The countess ran to see what all the
commotion was about and when she saw Travis’s bloody body in front
of her, Olivia naturally filled with rage.

“What the hell happened
here?” She yelled kneeling to the young man’s body.

“We don’t know m’lady. He
staggered in here like this and then fell to the ground,” Liam said
with his voice weary.

“Stephen find Laird Sinclair
now. Keith, fetch the brown satchel inside my cottage by the
hearth. Broderick, help Calum and me move him inside and Agnes
start heating some water quickly,” Olivia ordered.

Everyone did as they were instructed to
do. Olivia prayed to God that she would be able to help the young
man and she also prayed that Camden would get there quickly. As
soon as she began to clean the blood from Travis, Olivia could see
that most of the injuries were small stab wounds. He had also taken
a severe blow to the head from the size of the welt and the fact
that he was still out cold. After Olivia began cleaning the large
gash on his head, Travis started to shout out for
Camden.

“Laird you have to help
him,” Travis yelled.

“Help who?” Olivia asked
frantically.

“Our laird! I saw them…they
took him. Their faces were covered but I saw them take him,” Travis
said trembling.

Olivia looked up at Broderick and fear
swept through her body as she thought of Camden in
danger.

“Have everyone search for
him now!” She shouted.

Olivia continued to bandage Travis’s
wounds and he soon became more alert. The young warrior explained
to Olivia that eight men with black cloths over their faces
attacked him and Camden in the woods.

“They all came at him at
once and I fought hard to help him but I must have been knocked
out. When I opened my eyes, I saw them throw the laird’s body tied
up, over a horse and leave,” he whispered.

“Why? Why would they take
him? It doesn’t make any sense to take him unless someone else
wanted to be the one that killed him,” Olivia rambled
on.

“It is my fault m’lady. I am
supposed to protect my laird at all times and I failed,” Liam
said.

“No, it is my fault. I was
the one with him,” Travis argued.

“Do not fight amongst
yourselves, it wasn’t your fault. It was bastard that planned this
attack and I will see to it that whoever he is, rots in hell. We
need to find out where they were taking him. Broderick, come with
me. We need to question everyone about what they may have seen,”
Olivia said taking the control of the situation.

Olivia rushed outside to see if anyone
else had been a witness to what happened. There had to be a clue to
Camden’s disappearance and she needed to find it. After speaking
with many of the clam members, Olivia noticed Ian leaving into the
dense forest that surrounded the village. She quickly followed the
man to ask him of his whereabouts when Camden was taken. Olivia
could not imagine that he would harm his own brother in-law but she
would question him anyway.

Ian knew the beauty was following him
and he could not have asked for any greater reward than the one he
was about to receive. After being Malcolm’s spy for the past
several months, Ian felt he deserved to take the stunning countess
and ravage her body. All their original plans kept changing and Ian
had been furious when Maggie insisted on going to the isles with
him to visit his father. His wife was supposed to be at the
Sinclair holding on the night of the marriage so she could have
been murdered with her father and brother.

Before he left Maggie, Ian was going to
make sure Camden’s sister had a horrible riding accident but now
that she had died with the loss of the child, no one would suspect
foul play. Ian wanted to help rule the Sinclair clan from the time
he married Maggie and that was something Camden’s father, Donal
would not let him do. Malcolm recruited Ian months ago and promised
the traitor power in exchange for the downfall of the Sinclairs.
Now he felt glorious as he thought of ruling with the stunning
English beauty at his side.

Ian only wished Camden could see him
now for he held the power in this game of control. The traitorous
villain moved further into the wooded area while his thoughts raced
about this plan working so smoothly. What a fool Camden had been to
trust Ian all this time. The deceiver was grateful that his whining
wife Maggie had never told her brother that he had to use his fists
to make her obey. Ian showed her that a woman should obey her
husband and if not, she would pay the price. Now that his men had
taken Camden to Malcolm, Ian had the freedom to seduce the
emerald-eyed woman. The sinister man would let Malcolm deal with
Laird Sinclair while he dealt with Lady Sinclair.

“Ian, I would like to speak
with you,” Olivia shouted to him.

He stopped near the stream and waited
for his reward to come to him. Ian’s body tingled with anticipation
as she moved with such grace and elegance, that it was difficult
for him to maintain control. Ian’s mind was reeling with thoughts
for the woman and his erection proved how Olivia affected him. He
wanted her mouth and Ian knew exactly what he would make her do
with it.

When Olivia reached Ian by the stream,
her natural instincts had set off a warning. There was something
about the man that made her uneasy and right now it was the way Ian
was staring at her.

“When was the last time you
saw Laird Sinclair?” She questioned.

“I haven’t seen him all
morning. Why do ye ask m’lady?”

“You haven’t noticed
anything unusual or any strangers in the area?”

“I have not. Is there
something a miss?” Ian said as he slowly moved his eyes up and down
her body imagining it with no clothes.

The countess felt his filthy stare upon
her and it made her nauseous. Olivia immediately was furious at
herself for following Ian unarmed. The skilled woman knew better
than to make such a foolish mistake. Olivia decided it was better
to leave than continue this conversation with Ian. As she turned to
leave, Olivia became still as she felt the sharp cold blade against
the skin of her neck.

“What do you want Ian?” She
whispered.

“You,” he said in a bone
chilling tone.

He stood behind her and with his free
hand, Ian cupped her breast and moaned into her ear. Olivia started
to struggle to get free and Ian pressed the dagger deeper against
her skin. When a small amount of blood began to trickle down
Olivia’s neck, Ian leaned in and used his tongue to wipe it
away.

“Aye, even your blood tastes
sweet,” Ian whispered.

“This will never happen,
Ian. Your wife’s body is not even cold and yet you think to have
mine? I will kill you before I let that happen, that is if Camden
doesn’t get to you before I can,” she taunted.

Ian let a low throaty laugh. “Camden is
on his way to Malcolm and I will guarantee that the bastard will
have a long painful death.”

“You did this! I should have
known it was you. From the time of your arrival, I sensed your evil
nature.”

Ian swung her around and pushed Olivia
back onto a large rock. He moved her legs apart and pressed his
hard arousal against her body.

“What ye felt was a burning
in yer loins for me wench and I will satisfy that for ya now,” he
laughed.

“You are a disgusting pig,”
she said spitting in his face.

Ian’s anger took control and he punched
Olivia hard in the belly for her actions.

“You will obey me now
English chit!” Ian yelled.

“Did you beat your wife
also? Is that why she truly lost the baby and bled to death? Did
she never do this?” Olivia said spitting at him again.

That had done it. Olivia knew she had
pushed Ian far enough and now she would be able to free herself of
this vile man. Ian’s face was red with fury and he let go of his
grasp, using his fist to punch Olivia hard in the face. He got off
a few more good hits to her face while she tried to maneuver from
Ian’s hold. Olivia felt a searing pain through her side right
before she kicked Ian hard between the legs and when he slumped
over, Olivia slammed her fist into the back of his head.

The laird’s wife started to run but Ian
grabbed at her skirt and it tore clear up her leg, making her fall
to the ground. Olivia kicked again and got Ian’s face hard with her
boot. As she crawled further from her attacker, Olivia looked up
and saw Broderick standing in front of her with his bow drawn and
his arrow pointed directly over her head. In an instant, the
countess felt the slight breeze made from the arrow as it flew over
her head and into Ian’s chest.

Olivia ran to Broderick and then turned
to see Ian standing, trying to pull the arrow out of his torso. The
fearless woman grabbed the weapon from Broderick and drew back the
arrow with her aim at Ian.

“Ian, it was the worst way I
have ever received information but I thank you for it anyway,”
Olivia shouted.

Her finger released the arrow and it
pierced cleanly into the forehead of the man who had been disloyal
and betrayed Camden.

She turned to Broderick and found an
astonished look on his face. The warrior was unsure of all that had
happened but when he came through the trees and saw Ian grabbing at
her skirts, he knew something was wrong. Broderick had noticed the
blood on her neck and that was when he let his arrow pierce Ian’s
chest.

“Come Broderick, we must
hurry. I know where Camden is,” she said breathlessly.

“M’lady, are you alright?”
Broderick said as he grabbed her arm to stop her from running
away.

“I am fine but we need to
hurry and help my husband.”

Broderick was furious with himself that
he let anything happen to the laird’s wife. He could see her face
swelling and starting to bruise. It was obvious that Ian had hit
her and Broderick was grateful that the man was lying on the cold
ground with Olivia’s arrow through his head. The two ran back to
the village but Olivia started to slow her pace before Broderick
did. The giant warrior knew something was amiss because Olivia had
outrun him many times before. When Broderick turned, he saw the
laird’s wife holding her side and when she moved her hands, blood
was soaking through the dress.

“My God, you are wounded
m’lady,” Broderick gasped.

“It is only a minor cut so
do not get all worked up over nothing. Just help me back to the
cottage so I can stitch it up,” she demanded.

“You think to do it
yourself?”

“Broderick I swear if you
tell a soul about this wound, I will cut your tongue out and eat it
for dinner,” she threatened.

From the look on her face, the warrior
believed every word she said. Olivia was furious that Ian had
gotten his blade through her. She quickly removed her gown and
stitched the cut without flinching. Olivia had more important
things on her mind than a silly flesh wound.

Broderick had called everyone together
for Olivia to explain what had happened. She told the clan and
Camden’s warriors that Laird Sinclair had been deceived Ian. She
explained that his men had taken her husband to Malcolm.

“Lady Sinclair put an arrow
clean through Ian’s head,” Broderick announced.

Everyone was silent as they watched
Olivia to see how she would respond to the charge.

“Damn right I did! The
bastard was a traitor and had my husband taken. God only knows what
they are doing to him. Ian tried to force himself on me and any man
like that shouldn’t continue to live,” she insisted.

Everyone cheered at Olivia’s statement
and her show of valor for their laird. Her feelings were certainly
correct about Ian and now that he was dead, she would no longer
need to worry about him. Olivia called Camden’s men to gain their
opinions on what they should do next.

“Tell me what you believe
our laird would do now if he were here,” she demanded.

“We need to save him first.
We should go to Malcolm,” Broderick replied.

“Yes, our laird needs us
now,” Liam added.

“I know Camden needs our
help but that is not what I asked. What would Camden do if he were
here? Stephan?” She asked the soldier.

“He would continue with the
plan to rescue the Sinclairs,” he said sadly.

“Aye, he would Lady
Sinclair,” Keith responded.

“I want to help Camden more
than any of you but ask yourselves what good it would do to save
him before the others. Camden would only become laird of a
graveyard by the time we reached the Sinclair holding. We will
ready everyone now and leave to the Sutherlands. We can leave
Travis there to recover and then we will head to the Sinclair land.
Broderick, you will have to lead for us. I am afraid I do not know
my way around the Highlands yet,” she said honestly.

“You are not thinking to
come with us, are you m’lady?” Keith said in shock.

“Damn it! I already fought
your laird about this and now he is gone so I am charge,” she
demanded.

“M’lady you are the laird’s
wife but I am first in command now,” Liam said.

“Alright Liam, I dare you to
tell me that I cannot go with you. Do so and see what happens. Go
on…tell me a woman cannot battle as well as a man,” she
threatened.

“Lady Sinclair is now first
in command,” Liam said with a smile.

Olivia smiled broadly at his statement
and then she knelt to the men and placed her hand over her
heart.

“I made this pledge to you
before but now I believe you understand why. I will honor and
protect my laird and his elite guard in life and in death,” she
said softly.

Olivia stood and each man quickly knelt
to her.

“In life and in death,” they
all replied to the English warrior woman.

“M’lady just promise us that
you will explain yourself to Laird Sinclair when he sees you. You
are already black and blue. If you aren’t harmed anymore then I am
sure he will be strangling you himself,” Broderick
laughed.

“I promise I will take the
beating from our laird. Broderick, can we reach the Sutherlands
before sundown?”

“Yes m’lady, if we hurry,”
he answered.

“Then go! Have everyone
ready. We leave immediately,” she yelled.

It did not take long for the clan to
gather their supplies and ready themselves for they already had
been planning to leave early the next day. Olivia went to her
cottage and as soon as the door closed behind her, she fell to her
knees and began to sob. Olivia was never the crying type of woman
and she had prided herself on that. In fact, the last time the
countess shed a tear seemed like an eternity ago. Now, Olivia
poured her emotions out in a way she was not familiar with. The
young woman prayed to God with faith and with fury.

“Lord you cannot do this to
me. I will not allow it. You can’t give me the greatest blessing of
my life and then snatch it away from me. You will keep him safe
until I can reach him. Please Lord, please, I need him. I love
him,” she said with her heart pounding in her chest.

Olivia heard a knock at her door and
she quickly stood to compose herself before answering it. She
opened the door to see Agnes standing there with Broderick’s plaid
that Camden had given her.

“They are here m’lady. The
plaids are in the wagon that arrived not too long ago from the
weaver. They are beautiful m’lady,” the old woman said.

The laird’s wife rushed to see the
plaids that had been replicated after Broderick’s family colors and
when she saw them, Olivia thought Agnes had understated their
beauty. The plaids were much more than that and the meaning behind
them made Olivia weepy again. The countess had to tell herself not
to cry. Now everyone would remove their different plaids and they
would truly be united as Broderick’s clan.

She hurried to find Broderick and
showed him the new plaids. He was just as astonished and Olivia
could have sworn the giant man was about to cry. Broderick went
into Olivia’s cottage and came back out with the Sinclair plaid
folded to give to Olivia. Broderick wore his family’s plaid and
then called everyone together. The new laird officially dubbed them
the Kincaid clan and gave everyone a new plaid. The men bowed to
Broderick after they donned his colors.

“Together we are united as a
family and together we will fight for Laird Sinclair. We will right
this injustice and defeat the McKay clan!” He yelled.

The crowd cheered for the new laird
before them and they all vowed to help Laird Sinclair and his
people. They left the village and headed north towards the
Sutherlands border. Broderick led the way with Olivia to his right.
Travis was carefully placed in a wagon with blankets for the
journey. Olivia insisted he rest until all the stab wounds that she
had stitched up were healed. Travis’s escort of men would have to
take a longer route through the terrain that would allow a wagon to
pass through.

Just after nightfall, the group of
newly trained warriors had reached the Sutherlands territory.
Broderick rode to the holding to speak with their laird and explain
what happened. The new laird also sent men to the Drummond clan and
the Macleod clan so that they were aware of all that had
transpired. These clans would join together in this fight and with
their help, they would greatly outnumber the McKay men.

It was a cold windy night and Olivia
had a hard time trying to fall asleep. Everyone else was tired and
she could hear the heavy breathing as the men in the clan slept on
the ground not too far from her. Thoughts of Camden raced through
Olivia’s mind and she prayed again to God that he would survive.
The countess shivered as the cold reached her bones and Olivia knew
she would not be able to sleep without having her husband’s arms
around her.

Broderick could hear Olivia’s teeth
chattering in the chilly night. The warrior decided dealing with
the wrath of Camden was worth keeping her warm. Broderick moved
next to her and wrapped his large arms around Olivia. She instantly
welcomed his warmth and curled to chest. He rested his chin against
her head and sighed noisily.

“M’lady, Laird Sinclair will
surely kill me for this but your trembling is keeping me awake,” he
teased.

“Broderick I assure you that
Camden will be more than grateful to you for keeping me alive with
your warmth. But, just in case, maybe we shouldn’t tell him about
this,” she laughed softly.

“Thank you kindly m’lady,
and may ask how your wound is healing?”

“It is fine Broderick, thank
you for your concern but remember if you tell anyone, I will keep
my promise,” she said with a smile.

The countess would never admit that the
deep cut in her side burned like hell and riding on her horse had
only made the pain worse. With the winter frost covering the land,
Olivia was able to sleep comfortably in the arms of the large
soldier. She dreamed of Camden and the children they would have
together in the future. As the morning sun began to warm the chilly
air, Broderick moved himself away from Olivia to make sure that no
one would speculate any transgressions.

Laird Sutherland had come to where
everyone was camped for the night. His men brought warm bread and
drinks for Broderick’s new clan. Olivia introduced herself to the
laird and she immediately liked the man. He was Travis’s uncle and
she could easily see the resemblance.

“Lady Sinclair, Broderick
tells me that ye plan to lead this army into battle. It is not
common for a woman to do such a thing ye know,” Laird Sutherland
said in a thick brogue.

“I hear that a lot Laird
Sutherland. It may not be common anywhere but I promise you that I
would not endanger my husband’s life and the lives of these
honorable men just to fulfill a fantasy of mine. I am more than
capable to go to battle and I am grateful for your help to fight
alongside of us,” she insisted.

Laird Sutherland chuckled deeply. “My
nephew was correct. Ye have fire in ye blood for sure m’lady. I
thank ye for savin’ his life.”

“Travis has made it here
then? I would like to see him before we leave. Would that be
possible?” She said anxiously.

“Aye, he is here and he
wants to see ye too,” the laird replied.

Olivia smiled hearing the news that
Travis had arrived safely to his family’s clan. She would not need
to worry about him now as they left for the Sinclair holding. Laird
Sutherland held his breath as the beautiful woman entranced him
with her smile. My God, he thought, Laird Sinclair had to be the
luckiest bastard alive to have exquisiteness like that for his
wife.

After seeing to Travis and demanding
that he stay behind, Olivia called her men to gather round. Her men
consisted of Liam, Stephan, Keith and Calum because they were the
only ones that wore the Sinclair plaid now. Broderick gathered his
clan and Olivia smiled at him as he took authority over the Kincaid
clan. With everyone prepared, the massive group led by Olivia and
her guard, headed to the Sinclair holding.

As they rode, Liam gave Olivia more
details about the Sinclair clan and he told her in further detail
what happened after the wedding night. He explained how Camden
carried the guilt of not being there to protect his
clan.

“It was not his fault. Will
the Sinclairs hold him responsible?” She wondered.

“Nay m’lady. He protested
the marriage to the McKay woman from the beginning. He was so
grateful that Maggie was not there to be harmed that night but now
he must be devastated knowing she is gone,” Stephan
replied.

“Oh no, Maggie!” Olivia
cried out.




Chapter Eight






“What is it m’lady?” Liam
asked.

“Her body. Ian was supposed
to send his men to bring her body home but they were the ones that
took Camden. We have to get her body back to the Sinclair land. We
have too!” She said frantically.

“It may be too late for that
m’lady,” Liam answered.

“No! Stephan you know where
she was, correct?” She asked.

“Yes m’lady.”

“Then go. Bring her body to
the Sinclair holding. Please, she is all our laird has left,”
Olivia begged.

“I won’t leave your side
m’lady. Not with you going into battle,” Stephan vowed.

“Stephan, don’t make me
curse at you. Just obey my orders please. Tell Broderick where you
are going and take a few of his men with you. Now go and not
another word from you,” she said with power.

“Yes, m’lady,” Stephan
answered sounding defeated.

Olivia smiled at Liam and he returned
her smirk knowing that she was truly in charge. The laird’s wife
felt the rush of control flowing through her body and it
strengthened her being deep inside. Olivia knew she needed to lead
these men to victory and she had to save her husband.

Last night, as she dreamed of her
future with Camden, she had a brief flash of Brenton in her mind.
The words he had spoken to her replayed in her mind repeatedly. The
baron told Olivia that her fire and spirit were supreme to any
other woman. Brenton also said that she was born to do great
things. Now, as Olivia rode into unfamiliar territory without
knowing what lay ahead of her, the proud woman knew this was what
she had been born to do.

Olivia continued to pray to God above
for wisdom and insight as they rode higher into the steep terrain.
The closer they got to the Sinclair border the colder the air
seemed to be. The countess wondered just how high Camden’s land was
and if they were getting close. The sky was beginning to darken and
Olivia noticed the clouds were heavy above them.

“Liam, are we getting close
to the Sinclair border?” She asked.

“M’lady we have been on the
Sinclair land for quite some time now. We need to join with the
Drummond and Macleod clans before we go into the Sinclair Castle.
We will have set camp soon for it looks to snow tonight,” the first
in command answered.

“Let Broderick and Laird
Sutherland know to prepare a camp for the night. Are we very close
to the holding? I am getting impatient and I anxious to find my
husband,” she worried.

Keith answered her. “M’lady word has
been sent to the other clans and we will meet them in the morning.
By noon, we will be killing MacKay men and saving the Sinclairs,”
he said with enthusiasm.

“How far is it from Camden’s
land to where Malcolm is? I am sure Malcolm is waiting for my
husband’s guard to try to rescue him. The longer we wait, I fear
the worse off he will be,” Olivia asked with worry.

“It is another day’s ride
m’lady. We will secure the Sinclair clan and then we will leave as
soon as possible to help our laird,” Calum replied.

The men quickly began to set up
makeshift tents to protect them from the coming snowfall. Broderick
set a small tent up for Olivia near the fire to help keep her warm.
She quickly climbed in and buried herself in her husband’s plaid
for warmth. Olivia would not confess to anyone that she was growing
weary and feared that she was becoming ill. Her stomach and face
were severely bruised from the blows she had received from Ian and
her body ached all over. Olivia worried most about the wound in her
side. The countess had rubbed the stitched up gash with a salve of
medical herbs and prayed to God that it would heal soon.

The night moved on and Olivia laid
there in the dark listening to the soft sound of the snow falling
outside her tent. Somehow, as if she could hear him calling to her,
Olivia knew Camden was thinking of her. She longed to hear his
voice and yearned to feel his touch. Olivia was burning inside with
the need of having Camden by her side.

Long ago, she would have chided herself
for letting feelings of the heart interfere with the impending
battle but now, thoughts of Camden all but consumed her. Olivia had
always been strong and could fight with the toughest of warriors.
The only insecurity she had was the emotion of love between a man
and a woman. Now, Olivia had recklessly abandoned her fears of love
and plunged fully and completely into the depth of it.






In the distant night, Camden’s body
trembled from the cold damp air around him. His head pounded with
pain and the warrior knew the wounds they had given him were
bleeding. While battling the eight men that attacked him, Laird
Sinclair was struck over the head with a rock and it knocked him
out cold. He was then tied up and taken to the MacKay holding where
Malcolm was waiting for him. Upon his arrival, Camden was tossed to
the ground and then welcomed with Malcolm’s fist.

After finishing the brutal beating of
Laird Sinclair, Malcolm ordered his men to put him in a cell deep
below the crumbling castle. He had been starved of food since his
capture but Camden would not let his energy diminish. When the
guards were gone, Camden exercised to keep his muscles strong and
his blood warm. The warrior knew to play the weak prisoner when
around his captors but he wanted to remain strong for when planned
his escape. Three times Camden had been brought before Malcolm and
three times, Camden denied the orders Malcolm tried to force upon
him.

When Laird Sinclair stood in front of
Malcolm, he could almost see the evilness move about the MacKay man
like a black cloud. Anyone could clearly see that this man had
chosen a dark dreary path in life and those around him had been
sucked in with him. Malcolm demanded that Camden stop the army he
created from attacking the MacKay men on the Sinclair land. He also
wanted Camden to give him the lairdship freely in front of the
Sinclair clan to show them what a weak leader he was.

Each time he had denied this
unreasonable and sinister command, Camden was beaten while chained,
for his defiance. Malcolm’s men gave no mercy on the laird as they
punished him with each strike.

Tonight during his latest moment of
rebellion, Camden made the mistake of letting his emotions prove
how he felt about his wife. This made Olivia an enormous target and
Camden knew it. Ian’s men had been describing to Malcolm of Lady
Sinclair’s beauty and he growled at the filthy images they painted
of his wife.

Malcolm’s laugh boomed across the room
as he finally realized what Camden’s weakness was, a silly English
woman.

“All this time we have been
trying to beat you into submission and now we find out it would
only take the death of your wife to change your mind,” Malcolm said
wickedly.

Camden knew not to react any further to
the comments from the ugly bastard that kept him prisoner. He swore
to himself that he would not let anything or anyone harm Olivia.
After the order was given to find Lady Sinclair, Camden became
nauseous at the thought of any of those vile men even touching his
most prized possession. They grabbed Camden by the hair on his head
and dragged the chained laird back to his dark cell in the
earth.

He lay quietly on his back trying to
regain some strength and his mind wandered to thoughts of his
beautiful wife. He struggled to his knees and then Camden
desperately pleaded to God for mercy, as nothing seemed to be going
right. Everything that had happened in the past many weeks of his
life had been complete chaos, except Olivia.

She was perfection and Camden thanked
the Lord for giving this gift to him. He smiled thinking of Olivia
and how she would say something so innocently to him and she never
knew how much if affected him. The laird always seemed to be
hanging on to her every word with anticipation. Each night when he
held Olivia in his arms, he was rejuvenated again and Camden knew
he would be all right for one more day.

Every night since his capture, Camden’s
world had been so cold and so empty that sleep was hard to come by.
Tonight was no different either. After hours of lying there, the
laird finally started fading in and out of dreams. He needed her
now and he needed her forever. Camden realized that he had
helplessly and hopelessly fallen in love with Olivia. He only
wished now that he could tell her so. The Highland laird was never
good with words of love like the other men but he knew what was in
his heart and that was all he needed to tell her. Camden’s heated
visions of her body helped to warm him from the frosty air. Please
God, he prayed, let me live to tell her that I love her.






Early the next morning, Olivia woke to
the crunching sound of boots stomping heavily in the snow. She
changed her gown and stepped out into the chilly air, inhaling deep
breaths that invigorated her entire body. Soon they would be at the
Sinclair holding to end the torment of the MacKay clan. It did not
take long for the camp to start buzzing with enthusiasm and Olivia
was grateful for everyone’s willingness to fight for Laird
Sinclair. Camden had brought them together and trained them well.
Today they would bring honor to his name.

Broderick sent a signal letting Olivia
know that his clan and the Sutherlands were ready to leave. Liam
rode next to Olivia and led the way to meet the other clans at the
ridge just before they entered the valley where Camden had grown
up. Their mounts moved forward through the soft snow and Liam
pointed ahead for Olivia to see a heavenly sight.

“That’s the Drummonds in the
red and green plaids. The others are the Macleod clan in black and
red,” Liam explained.

Olivia was speechless as she witnessed
the hundreds of men, most on horses but some on foot that had
traveled to risk their lives for her husband and his clan. Olivia
knew her brother’s army was noble and brave but now as she stood
among these Highlanders, she felt a sense of pride that could never
be surpassed. The warrior woman felt truly privileged to be a part
of this valiant display of honor and respect to her
husband.

“I will speak to their
lairds before we leave,” she commanded.

“Yes m’lady,” Keith
answered.

The massive groups of warriors
converged at the ridge and Olivia noticed how well they moved
making themselves silent through the snow. Keith had ridden to send
word to the other clans of Olivia’s request. He was not sure how
well the other lairds would accept a woman leading this invasion
but he would soon find out.

Before Keith could return to Olivia’s
side, Laird Drummond and Laird Macleod were riding next to him. The
lairds reached the small group of what was left of Camden’s elite
guard including Olivia. Camden and his men had a fierce reputation
throughout the Highlands and now only three of them wore the
Sinclair plaid and one woman. Broderick quickly rode to be with
Olivia incase the lairds gave her any trouble.

“You must be Lady Sinclair.
I am Laird Drummond and word has it that you have taken your
husband’s role as laird. I will not stand by and watch while a
woman leads innocent men to their deaths. You will stay here during
the battle and not interfere,” the older soldier
ordered.

Olivia could have sworn she heard Liam
gasp for air at Laird Drummonds words. She thought he must be
thinking the same thing she was, how dare he think a woman could be
less than a man. Olivia was grateful for all the years in the
convent that had taught her patience for now was when she needed it
most. The countess took a deep breath and quickly prayed to God for
a grasp on her tongue.

“Laird Drummond, I will be
damned if I let you speak to me in such a manner. First, everyone
here speaks of their Highland blood that runs through their veins,
well I can crown your boasts with the Russian blood that runs
through mine. I am a descendant of the Russian nobles and just
because I am a woman, makes me no less capable of going into
battle. Second, I have trained with the best and I have beaten the
best so if anyone will hinder us in this combat it will be the
elderly,” Olivia taunted and then rushed on, “I suggest you believe
my words for I surely have the devil’s spit in me and no one dare
cross me. Last, even if I have taken my husband’s role as laird,
none of his men would be here standing at my side if they did not
trust me completely. They have each willingly pledged their
fidelity and faithfulness to me. I am in love with my husband and
that is a better reason than any other, to fight for his
safety.”

The two aged lairds were stunned at
this beautiful woman’s ranting and they were both left speechless.
Broderick smiled as he sat on his mount next to Olivia. My Lord, he
thought, if she had not been so damn passionate in her words
everyone would have thought she was jesting. Broderick could see
that Laird Drummond was a bit irritated and Laird Macleod looked as
if he were about to laugh. The large warrior felt the need to
mediate before Olivia said another word.

“Laird Drummond, I have
taken this new clan under my name now and they are under my rule.
Lady Sinclair is leading the Sinclair warriors,” Broderick
said.

“Aye, only the three men
then, ‘tis rightfully so that a woman only have three warriors to
lead,” Laird Drummond replied with a smirk.

Liam, Keith and Calum were close to
Olivia and she heard them all making grunting noises.

She smiled broadly at Laird Drummond.
“Yes, I will only lead the three men if that pleases you. Just know
that these three men are the most exceptional and fearless warriors
in the Highlands, well apart from my husband, Broderick and I. No
one else but a woman like me could lead them.”

Laird Macleod laughed deeply, winked at
Olivia and then turned to head back to his clan. Laird Drummond
stared deeply into Olivia’s eyes and then he too laughed out
loud.

“God be with you Lady
Sinclair,” he said.

He left them to prepare his men and as
soon as the two lairds were gone, Olivia let out a huge sigh of
relief.

“M’lady, I am honored to
have you lead us to battle,” Calum stated.

“Aye,” Keith
said.

“Aye m’lady,” Liam
nodded.

Olivia bowed her head. “Men let us pray
before we leave.”

Broderick and the others quickly
followed her example and Olivia began to pray out loud with fervent
respect.

“God in heaven above, we
give thanks for thy boundless power and now we ask to receive it
also. We honor thy inherent wisdom and we ask for it to be poured
upon us. We cherish thy endless mercy and hope to be shown it
greatly.”

Olivia’s throat began to swell as she
tried to stop the tears that fell down her cheeks. The countess
struggled to finish her call to God with a whisper.

“Please hold my husband in
your arms and help him live. I love him with all my being.
Amen.”

She looked up and her eyes were filled
with tears. Olivia wished she had not shown this weakness to the
giant warriors that surrounded her but she noticed they too were
misty eyed.

“Let us reclaim the Sinclair
land and fight the injustice that has been brought upon the clan.
We will not take mercy on the MacKay clan as they have shown no
mercy for the Sinclairs. We will show the evildoers of the land
that they cannot take what is not theirs. We will reassure the
Sinclair clan that their laird has not forgotten them. We will make
the MacKay men be an example to all those who think they can harm
the weak and vulnerable. God is fighting with us now!” Olivia
commanded.

They rode to the cliff and with every
step from their horses, Olivia knew they were getting closer to her
husband’s home. The home where he had lost his mother and father
and now where his sister would be buried also. Olivia glanced at
the men that surrounded them atop the rocky cliff and noticed that
their quilted linen coats appeared to be smeared with wax. This was
obviously for protection as well as for warmth. They also wore
deerskin coats under their large winter plaids.

Olivia wore Camden’s broadsword at her
side and her own bow and arrows on her back. She had on a beautiful
saffron colored dress under her plaid and when she had put it on
this morning, it made Broderick smile. Olivia did not know that it
was custom for the chief to don a “yellow coat” before battle and
he felt it was an extremely appropriate choice in color for
her.

Broderick had given her Camden’s targe
to bring with her to battle. She was not used to carrying a shield
but she did like the Highland’s version. It was round and made of
wood that was covered with tough cowhide. It had a leather arm
strap inside and the front was covered in rows of nail heads and
ornate patterns of brass studs. Olivia found it much lighter than
an iron shield and she thought the piece was very
beautiful.

When Olivia looked over the mountain
crest, the Sinclair Castle and village finally came into view. The
seascape she witnessed was magnificent. The large castle stood next
to the sea and the entire valley below was blanketed in white snow.
To the left of the holding there was an incredible cliff with a
thundering waterfall flowing into the sea. Olivia could see frozen
water in areas that made the cliff look as if it were covered in
diamonds. This place was unlike anything Olivia had ever dreamed
of.

Liam was to her right and he was the
first to notice the stillness of the village below.

“M’lady there is nobody
visible. We have the advantage of being at higher ground but I fear
they knew we were coming. I do not see any of the Sinclair clan,”
he worried.

“They are here somewhere. I
can feel their beating hearts waiting for us to help them. Now,”
she yelled, “now we take back what belongs to Laird
Sinclair.”

The hills quickly became flooded with
color as hundreds of warriors descended down into the valley.
Everyman yelled out loud in a cry for battle as they carried their
swords and battle axes. The men on horse followed behind the men on
foot and soon Olivia could see the MacKay men coming out of hiding.
The laird’s wife was quickly aware that the men who fought for
Camden, charged ahead with valor and the MacKay clan waited
cowardly until they were attacked.

Lady Sinclair and the three men at her
side rode hard and fast into the heat of the combat. Blades struck
one another with fury and strength. It did not take long for Olivia
to realize that they outnumbered the MacKay clan greatly and this
battle would be over sooner than expected. She felt like this
victory was much too easy and had an uncomfortable feeling that
something was not right.

Olivia noticed movement above from the
wall walks and then more from the turrets. The war on the ground
was ending and the area was littered with the bodies of the MacKay
men. Olivia watched as the lairds seemed relaxed at this simple
conquest and she felt the eerie calm in the air that filled with
her with fear. The Drummonds and others began to celebrate the
effortless defeat while they checked to make sure all the MacKay
men were dead.

The lone woman in the combat had never
yelled a battle cry before but when she did, it was definitely
effective. Everyman turned to look at Olivia and just as she
pointed up to the castle walls, a hail of arrows came flying
through the air towards the vulnerable men. Most were able to use
their targe to shield them from the oncoming arrows but some were
struck clean through. Broderick was amazed at Olivia’s perception
and had she not warned them, many more would have been hit,
including the older two lairds.

Liam, Keith and Calum followed Olivia
as she jumped from her stallion and raced into the fortress. The
warriors outside were suddenly attacked by a second group of men
that had been waiting in the bailey and more that were standing by
in the blockhouse. Broderick was sickened at the thought that he
and the others had not been prepared for this. Of course, it was
hard for him to believe that the MacKay clan would stand by
watching their fellow men die without trying to help them at
all.

“Liam, lead me through the
holding. I don’t know which way to go,” she cried out.

“This way m’lady,” he
replied.

Olivia and the others followed Liam
through the hall and up a steep set of stone stairs. They went
through a maze of corridors and more stairs before they reached the
wall walk where the men were shooting arrows through the loops down
at the battling men.

Olivia reached for her bow and began
letting off arrows of her own, hitting each target she aimed
for.

Liam and Keith dueled men with their
swords and it only took seconds for them to kill their enemies.
Within moments of reaching those that were shooting the arrows,
Olivia and her guards had ended the rain of arrows. Broderick was
on the ground and he knew that the warrior woman on the castle wall
had been the leader of the brave assault.

From the corner of her eye, Olivia saw
a woman in a MacKay plaid, head down a staircase at the end of the
aisle where they had fought the archers.

“Find Camden’s people!” She
yelled to her men as she rushed off chasing the woman down the
steps.

Olivia made her way through the keep
and down many winding hallways searching for the MacKay woman she
had seen. The countess moved quickly and then followed her up the
turret and into a large solar room above the main keep. The room
was round and void of any furniture but it had several windows that
were covered with animal skin to keep out the cold.

Olivia stood in the arched doorframe
and thought to herself, she has to be behind the door. There was no
other place to hide. She slowly stepped into the room with Camden’s
large sword drawn from its sheath. Olivia wanted to know who this
woman was that wore the MacKay plaid. Maybe she was innocent in
this evil plan and Olivia surely did not want to kill an innocent
woman.

“You, behind the door, who
are you?” Olivia demanded.

Lorna pushed the heavy wooden door away
from herself and drew a small dagger pointing it at Olivia. She was
panting heavily and seemed to have a wild look in her
eyes.

“I am the widow of Donal
Sinclair,” the crazed woman yelled.

“Why aren’t you wearing the
Sinclair plaid then?” Olivia asked calmly.

Lorna laughed. “I would never wear a
wretched plaid like that. The MacKay clan rules here and I will
always don their colors.”

“I had hoped maybe you were
blameless in this devious attack on the Sinclairs because I didn’t
want to have to kill a woman but I can see that you are a traitor
too. Did you kill Camden’s father?”

“Aye, and it was a lovely
sight. My only flaw in this plan was not killing Camden himself,”
Lorna smiled.

“You are a fool if you
thought to kill the most powerful Highland warrior,” Olivia
replied.

Lorna’s laugh was wicked and cold.
Olivia was grateful that this woman seemed to be a bit delirious
for it would make killing her much easier.

“Well, it is safe to say
then that the most powerful Highland warrior is rotting in a cell
deep below the earth right now. Personally I think that is rather
weak, don’t you?” Lorna taunted.

“Weak is someone that would
watch their own men die before their eyes without doing anything to
help. You and your second assembly of men waited by while the
others in your army were being killed. You cowardly hid out of
sight to save yourself. My husband would never be so gutless,”
Olivia declared with anger.

“I assumed you were the
English bride that was rumored to be a female warrior. I must say I
am a bit jealous that you were able to gain the power that you have
gotten from his men. You must have used your womanly shape to
seduce them all,” Lorna said as she started to move slowly towards
Olivia with her hands shaking.

“I used my strength, power
and wisdom to gain their trust. I did have a difficult time though
because they are accustomed to useless and feeble Highland women
like you,” Olivia threw at her.

“Have I not already proved
my power by taking over this clan?” Lorna asked
incredulously.

“Aye,” Olivia said mimicking
the thick brogue, “you have shown me your power. You think to
battle me with that little dagger while I have this beautiful sword
in my hands, Laird Camden Sinclair’s sword. You have shown no mercy
for the Sinclairs and I will show you no mercy now.” Olivia said
harshly.

Within moments of finishing her
sentence, Camden’s beautiful English wife ran her blade clean
through Lorna’s belly. The traitorous woman fell forward to the
floor as Olivia pulled her husband’s sword back. She watched with
no sympathy as the woman that deceived her husband and his father,
slowly bleed to death before her.

Olivia ran from the room and into the
turret stairwell. She suddenly felt dizzy and the steps began to
blur together in front of her. The countess heard her men coming up
the stairs, calling her name and Olivia was grateful they were
close for her legs started to quiver. She had never killed a woman
before and Olivia had just done so without any remorse.

Broderick reached her first and he
could see that Olivia was trembling and dazed. He saw Camden’s
large sword covered in blood and he searched her body over to make
sure she was unharmed.

“M’lady, are you all right?”
He asked frantically.

“I killed her. She admitted
that she killed Camden’s father and then I did not even try to
fight her. I just stuck my blade straight through her,” Olivia
replied with no emotion.

With all the protesting about her being
a warrior, Broderick realized Olivia had probably never harmed a
woman before. This was this first time since he had met her that
she seemed more like the usual fragile woman. Her face was pale
except for the large bruises from Ian’s fist and she looked
weary.

“M’lady, are you not harmed?
That is all the matters now.” Liam asked.

“I am fine. How goes the
battle outside? Broderick are your men hurt? How are the
Sutherlands and the other clans? How many men were lost?” She
rattled on as they helped her down the winding
staircase.

“We haven’t lost any men as
of yet. There are many wounded but with God’s mercy they will
survive,” Liam answered.

“Have they found the women
and children? My God, what if we are too late?” She
worried.

“They are still searching
m’lady,” Liam answered.

Olivia, Broderick and Liam made their
way outside the main castle doors to survey the damage among the
men. Olivia was grateful to God that good had won over evil in this
battle. She had worried most about the newly trained men but Lady
Sinclair could see that they had fared well. From her right side,
she could see Calum running towards her.

“We have found them m’lady.
They are tired and weak but they are unharmed. They had been held
in the cells below the castle,” Calum yelled with a
smile.

Olivia could not help but smile in
return at the good news.

“Where are they now Calum? I
would like to speak with them,” she replied.

The group followed Calum to where the
members of Camden’s clan had been held captive and Olivia sighed
deeply as she watched them pour out of the stone building. Those
that were not tending to the injured warriors began to care for the
Sinclair clan. Olivia could hear inquiries as to where Laird
Sinclair was and she wondered if his people were angry with him as
he thought maybe they would be.

Broderick yelled to command everyone’s
attention.

“Your laird planned and
prepared for this retaliation but he himself was taken captive and
is now being held prisoner at the MacKay holding. I want you all to
show your respect to your laird’s new wife. This is Lady Sinclair
and you have her to thank as well for this rescue. We will take
another battle group early in the morning to the MacKay holding to
find your laird,” Broderick announced.

Olivia was a bit embarrassed as
everyone inspected her thoroughly and she quickly felt at ease as
the Sinclair clan cheered. A few small little girls that were
covered in filth came running up to her and curtsied to their
laird’s new wife. Olivia was feeling accepted and she desperately
wanted to help these people further.

It was late in the afternoon and
everything was already gaining order with the help of the other
clans. The soldiers were dumping the MacKay bodies at sea and the
women were preparing food to eat for the men. Olivia was frustrated
that Broderick was making her wait until morning to help Camden.
She wanted to go to her husband now and if they did not make it in
time, Olivia would never forgive herself.

Amid all the commotion of the hundreds
of people trying to work together, Olivia heard shouting outside in
the courtyard. The laird’s wife ran quickly to see what was
happening and before she could get too far, Liam stopped
her.

“What is going on out there?
Why are there woman crying?” Olivia asked urgently.

“It’s Stephan m’lady. He has
returned with Maggie’s body.”









Chapter Nine






“Bring her body inside and I
will tend to it. Have someone ready a grave by Camden’s mother, for
that is where he wanted her buried,” Olivia said softly.

“Yes m’lady,” Liam
answered.

Olivia paced back and forth waiting for
Camden’s sister to be brought inside the holding. She had a few
women with her to help wash and dress the body but Olivia was still
extremely nervous to do so. As the door to the chamber opened,
Olivia could see Stephan cradling a frail looking woman in his arms
and she seemed to be clinging to his plaid. Olivia was confused at
the sight and then she saw Stephan break into a large
grin.

“It is Maggie, she is
alive!” Stephan whispered to Olivia.

“Bring her to the bed
quickly,” Olivia ordered.

Stephan gently laid the thin, pale
woman on top of the beautiful coverlet on the bed. Olivia hurried
to her side and ran her fingers through the woman’s hair. Maggie
opened her eyes and smiled weakly.

“You must be Olivia,” Maggie
said hoarsely.

“I am and I cannot tell you
how grateful I am that you are alive. Do you know what has happened
to you? I need to know in order to help you heal.”

“I am well, just tired and
weak. I lost the babe that I carried and a lot of blood but I
survived when they thought I would not. The midwife said I just
need time to regain my strength,” Maggie said softly.

“I will do everything I can
to help you. I am married to your brother and that makes us
sisters. Although I must confess, I have committed a sin against
you and pray for your forgiveness,” Olivia said
nervously.

“What would that
be?”

“I killed your husband,”
Olivia said with no feeling.

Maggie smiled. “You do not need my
forgiveness. You deserve my gratitude for killing the bastard. He
pushed me down a flight of stairs and caused me to lose the baby. I
am finally out of his evil hands.”

The two exchanged smiles and Olivia
immediately saw her husband’s grin in Maggie. The desperate urge
she felt to save him had not left her and now Olivia needed him
more than ever.

“I will find Camden and we
will return to help nurse you back to health,” Olivia
promised.

“You love him. I can see it
in your eyes Olivia. Besides, I do not think an English woman would
climb the Highland mountains through the snow if she did not love
the man she looked for,” Maggie said with a grin.

“I do love him and I need to
tell him. Broderick wants to leave in the morning to reach Camden
but I fear that we will be too late.”

“Trust Broderick, for he
knows what is best,” Maggie replied.

“Of course, I am so grateful
that you are well. Camden will be more than joyful when he learns
you are alive. These women are here to help you, please let them do
whatever they can for you. I must see to the warriors outside but I
will check on you in a while.”

“Olivia, thank you for
loving my brother. He needs you as much as you need
him.”

Maggie watched as her brother’s
beautiful wife smiled with magic and then left the chamber.
Camden’s sister quietly thanked God for her return home and then
prayed for her brother’s safety.

The sky was beginning to darken as the
night replaced day. Olivia anxiously walked around the large castle
as the servants continued to restore it to its beauty before the
wedding massacre. The wait for dawn would surely be the death of
her and she had begged Broderick many times to change his mind. As
the clans settled down for the night, Liam showed Olivia to her
husband’s bed chamber. As the warrior opened the door, she noticed
that the room was covered in dust and cobwebs.

“Has it been that long since
my husband has used this room?” She wondered.

Liam grinned. “My laird never slept in
here m’lady. He slept in the barracks with us.”

“Always the modest isn’t
he?” She smiled.

“M’lady, Stephan, Keith,
Calum and I will be in the next room and one of us will always be
at your door. You will sleep safe tonight.”

“Liam, I am too tired to
argue with you so I will just thank you for your protection,” she
chuckled softly.

Liam laughed too and then closed the
door as he left the chamber. Olivia walked around the room and
inspected everything she came across hoping to find something that
reminded her of Camden. The laird’s wife wanted a tunic with his
scent to hold while she slept but Olivia found nothing that cured
her need. As the minutes went by, they seemed like days and the
countess felt as if she were going mad. She knew her body was
beginning to catch fever and she feared the injury to her side was
infected. Olivia carefully restitched the wound again before
wrapping it thoroughly. She knew she was not giving the gash time
to heal and with her movements during the battle, it had torn open
again. The laird’s wife tried to rest but Olivia could not just lay
there and wait to help Camden. Never in her life had Olivia sat
still and now would not be the time to start. The warrior woman
would do now as she had always done before, disobey.

Olivia opened her door slowly and found
Keith standing by the large wooden frame.

“M’lady, is everything
alright?” He asked frantically.

“No Keith. I want you to go
and wake Liam, Stephan and Calum and tell them I wish to speak to
them now, in my chamber. Be silent and do not disturb any others.
Now go!” She said in a loud whisper.

He immediately obeyed her and then
quickly returned with the other warriors. The four men were nervous
about entering their laird’s chamber, especially with his wife
present. Olivia stood in front of the men and prepared herself for
the commands she was about to give.

“I have taken your laird’s
rule until he can return. I expect you to do as I say as if he were
giving the order. God has cleared the storm tonight and I will not
stand by waiting for the morn to save Camden. You will lead me now
to the MacKay holding and we will free my husband.”

“M’lady your valor is
honorable but we have no knowledge of how many men wait for us
there. We need to have the full battalion with us,” Liam
replied.

“Yes, m’lady we do. If not,
we will be walking into a death trap,” Keith said.

“I know the consequences and
I do not fear them. The pledge I made was in life and in death. I
am not planning to go in fighting. I wish to negotiate a trade with
Malcolm and we will go in to bargain for Camden’s life in return
for Malcolm’s sister,” Olivia answered.

“But she is dead m’lady. You
killed her,” Calum said.

“Malcolm does not know that
and he wouldn’t expect us to bring her with us during the
negotiation. I will demand to see that my husband is well and tell
Malcolm that Broderick is holding his sister not far from the
holding. By that time, the clans will have arrived and we will have
our reinforcements there and I will know that Camden is safe,” she
explained.

“What if he doesn’t want to
bargain with you m’lady?” Calum asked.

“It is his sister’s life, of
course he will want to bargain,” she pointed out.

“This is a huge risk m’lady.
Are you sure this is what you wish to do?” Liam asked
quietly.

“I ask you all, what would
Camden do if I were the one being held prisoner?” She said staring
at each one.

“When do we leave m’lady?”
Liam asked.






Olivia and the four giant warriors
quietly moved through the halls of the castle and outside to the
stables. It did not take long for them to prepare their horses and
then Liam led them around the far backside of the castle so they
would not disturb the clans that slept outside. They maneuvered the
horses slowly and silently. Once they were far enough for anyone to
not hear, the group began to ride at a furious pace. The noise of
their massive stallions pounding the frozen earth, sounded like
thunder rumbling in the night.

As the early morning hours approached,
the sun peeked over the ridge of the mountains and began warming
the frigid air. Olivia’s face was already numb and stinging from
the harsh cold wind but she knew with each step, they were getting
closer to Camden. Liam slowed the pace as the group reached the
valley where the old brittle castle stood. When Olivia saw the
MacKay holding, she was not surprised at its condition. The horrid
place was fitting for such evil people.

Before they moved forward to the
holding, Liam asked Olivia again if this was for certain, what she
wanted to do.

Olivia smiled at the man and her answer
was clear.

“I want to save my husband.
Before I give my next orders, I want promises from all of you that
you will not argue with what I say.”

All four of the men nodded and agreed
with Lady Sinclair.

“I will go alone, unarmed to
make my trade known to Laird MacKay. When I come back, we will wait
for Broderick and the rest of the men,” Olivia
explained.

“Unarmed m’lady?” Stephan
asked.

Olivia gave the man that challenged her
statement a wicked glare and Stephan was immediately
remorseful.

“I am certain Malcolm’s men
will not let me anywhere near him if I am armed and it will also
show him that I have come to negotiate.”

Liam nodded and then the rest of the
men agreed. Olivia left her sword and bow with the rest of the men.
She decided to leave her horse behind and make the rest of the
journey on foot. The countess climbed down a rocky path towards the
pathetic looking castle and once she was off the cliff, Olivia
hurried through the clearing. As she continued ahead, Olivia stared
at the ruins of what was perhaps, a magnificent castle and wondered
where her husband was being held. She remembered Lorna say that he
was in a cell below the castle and Olivia then prayed to God again
for his safety.

The closer she moved towards the MacKay
holding, the more aware Olivia became of the men scattered about
watching her. She felt their presence and knew that the MacKay men
were hiding. Olivia stopped and then silently looked all around
her.

“I am unarmed. I am Lady
Sinclair and I wish to speak with Laird MacKay. We hold his sister
hostage as you hold my husband,” Olivia shouted at the unseen
men.

When she had finished her sentence, at
least twenty men appeared from their hiding spots, all with swords
and arrows drawn. The warrior woman had never felt uneasy when it
came to fighting but now Olivia knew she was at their mercy. The
dirty man closest to her, grabbed Olivia’s arm and then guided her
towards the holding. The four Sinclair warriors stood at the top of
the cliff and watched as their laird’s wife was being taken away.
Liam had an uneasy feeling in the pit of his stomach and the man
instantly regretted letting her go alone.

Stephan and Calum were pacing back and
forth while Liam and Keith knelt with their heads down. The
warriors then heard a familiar call through the woods and they
easily knew who it was that signaled them. Broderick and his men
had left the Sinclair land only minutes after Olivia had. He fully
knew the woman would not wait for the morning light before leaving
to find her husband. Broderick had men posted all over to watch for
Olivia leaving and when she did, his men followed her shortly
behind. Although he was upset that she left without him, Broderick
commended her courage.

Now as the Sinclair warriors explained
to Broderick what Olivia’s plan was, the giant man was furious with
himself for letting her leave without him. She did not know Malcolm
and the things he was capable of doing. Broderick feared that
Olivia underestimated the evil man and now he waited while fearless
woman was in the sinister man’s holding.

The MacKay men immediately tied Olivia
up as soon as she was within the walls of the castle. Olivia was
led into a dark room and the pungent musty smell almost made her
gag. Every step she took on the muddy wet floor brought her closer
to the man sitting at the table in the center of the room. Olivia
assumed this was Malcolm from the smug look on his face.

“Well, well, what do we have
here?” Malcolm asked his soldier.

“She says she’s Laird
Sinclairs wife and that she holds yer sister hostage.”

“This is so Laird MacKay.
You will get your sister in exchange for my husband’s safe return.
But before we make this bargain, I wish to see Laird Sinclair to
know that he is well,” Olivia insisted.

Malcolm had a bone-chilling laugh and
the smirk he gave Olivia would frighten most men. He stared at
Olivia and sized her up from head to toe. She was certainly as
beautiful as Ian’s men had described, in fact, they had not done
the woman justice and Malcolm wondered what she looked like with
her clothes off. He was certain that body would be flawless and the
evil man wanted to find out sooner rather than later.

“And so you think to just
strut into my home, my castle, and make your demands?” Malcolm said
harshly as he moved towards her.

“Your sister’s life depends
on the exchange?”

“You silly English wench, I
was to kill Lorna myself. Why would I care now if she is dead or
alive? Besides, she wasn’t worth much to bargain with,” he said
callously, “I assume that since you hold Lorna captive, your little
soldiers must have taken the Sinclair holding back. Well, where is
that misfit army now? It must feel dreadful knowing you walked in
here unarmed for nothing.”

Malcolm turned to one of his soldiers
and instructed him to bring Laird Sinclair. The evil man wanted
this temptress to see what had become of her Highland warrior. He
also wanted Camden to witness his assault on Olivia. The MacKay men
left and then brought Camden from his dirty cell below the earth.
Laird Sinclair kept his head down and his body slumped. Going
without food had only slightly fatigued the warrior but he was
still prepared for the opportunity to escape.

Olivia watched as the soldiers brought
Camden in the room towards Malcolm. The sight of her husband
bruised and bloody made her knees weak but Olivia knew better than
to react to her husband’s condition. She could not look at him any
more for fear her emotions would give her away. Olivia focused on
Malcolm and his evil smile. Laird MacKay noticed her stare and
wondered how deeply the English woman’s feelings for Camden really
were.

“Lady Sinclair, you can see
that your husband lives but I am afraid you did not bring much to
negotiate a trade with.”

The instant that Laird Sinclair heard
Malcolm address his wife, Camden’s head shot up and he saw Olivia
standing there. She looked pale to him and he immediately wanted to
touch her. The rage that built inside him was unlike anything he
had ever felt before. Camden’s blood began to pump rapidly through
his body and he started to inhale deep breaths of air to awaken his
muscles. Seeing Olivia in this dark and dingy place intensified his
body’s recovery and Camden became instantly aware that his love for
her would carry him through anything.

The countess could see her husband’s
fury building and she did not want the silly man doing anything to
make matters worse. For the first time, Camden and Olivia made eye
contact and it took everything in her power to not run to him and
kiss his beautiful face. She knew Malcolm was watching them
carefully and so Olivia turned her head back to their evil
captor.

Camden’s glare to Olivia was evident
and he tried to get his wife to keep her mouth closed. He was
afraid of her playing right into the hands of Malcolm. Laird
Sinclair could see the bruises on Olivia’s face and it made his
blood began to boil with fury. He thought of every scenario
possible as he tried to plan an escape for them. Nothing that kept
his wife from danger came to mind. They were in the belly of the
beast and Malcolm had control.

“Lady Sinclair, since you
know that I will not be trading my sister for your husband, it
stands to reason that you too, have now become my captive. I assure
you though that I will treat you with much better care than I have
of Camden,” Malcolm vowed.

Camden tried hard to contain his anger.
The low growls he made as Malcolm walked to stand by Olivia, easily
gave Camden’s emotions away. The sinister MacKay man slowly ran his
fingers down the side of Olivia’s face and then rubbed his thumb
against her bottom lip. The countess instantly opened her mouth and
bit down hard on Malcolm’s finger, making the man scream out in
pain. He instantly swung his hand back towards Olivia’s face and
she bent back enough to miss his attack. Malcolm was impressed with
her reflexes and her feisty temper. She would be a hard one to
break, he thought, but then maybe I do not want her
tamed.

“She has spirit in her
Camden. Is that what you love about her? Is that what draws you to
her?” Malcolm taunted.

The Highland warrior knew to keep his
silence. Olivia was already a pawn in this game and the stakes were
too high for Camden to lose.

“Lady Sinclair, you aren’t
aware of this but I have offered Camden his freedom at least three
times since he has been here but the crazed man has refused my
offers,” Malcolm explained, “I have only asked for a simple thing
in return. The Sinclairs.”

For the first time since he had
arrived, Camden spoke to Malcolm.

“You ask of me what I cannot
give you.”

“Oh come now Camden, you and
I both know that all you have to do is say the words and it will be
over. Show the Sinclairs that you were never good enough to be
their laird and tell them to bow to me,” Malcolm
demanded.

“Never!” Laird Sinclair said
defiantly.

“What a shame. I was hoping
your arrogance would not get in the way but I can see that your
Highland pride is going to cost you greatly,” Malcolm boasted and
then turned to his guards, “now get him out of my sight and make
sure that pays for his defiance.”

The men began to drag the tied laird
back to his cell and one soldier kicked him with each step he took.
Olivia screamed out for them to stop but the filthy men just
laughed at her pleas. When her husband was gone, Olivia turned to
Malcolm and started to move closer to the man. His guards
immediately took hold of her arms and stopped her from going any
closer. Malcolm was intrigued by the brave woman’s actions and her
feminine appeal was starting to drive him mad with
desire.

“It seems you obviously have
feelings for Laird Sinclair. Does his power entice you my little
temptress? Does my power do anything for you? When Camden is no
longer laird will you still desire him?” Malcolm
questioned.

Olivia stood still as he moved closer
to stand behind her and his warm breath on her neck had a stench
that made her nauseous. The countess noticed the change in his
voice and it reminded her of the conceited aristocrats in England
that tried to court her. Malcolm circled around her and Olivia
decided to play his game and see where it took her.

“You are obviously
perceptive Laird MacKay. Coming from English royalty, I have always
held a bit of power with my title but when the king wed me off to
Camden, I am afraid the Highland wife has no say. I think my
feelings for Laird Sinclair are more of jealousy than anything
else. His power does entice me and I believe your power is rather
alluring as well,” she whispered.

Malcolm was sure she was jesting but
when he looked into her eyes and Olivia smiled, the evil man was
captivated. His erection instantly pounded for the she-devil and he
wanted her alone. Maybe she was being truthful, he thought, after
all that smile of hers is genuine.

“Perhaps maybe I should
rethink my plans for now Lady Sinclair. I think I have found
something that I may want far greater than the Sinclair clan,”
Malcolm admitted.

Olivia new the idiot man would not
continue to think with his head. She felt a little more comfortable
knowing that he would be easily turned on and Olivia hoped she
could use this to her advantage. Malcolm’s constant gaze burned
straight through her and Olivia tried hard to return his lustful
look.

“Take Lady Sinclair to my
chamber until I have decided what to do with her,” Malcolm ordered,
“and tie her up tightly so there will be no escaping.”






Time seemed to pass by faster in the
Highlands, Olivia thought to herself as she started to fall asleep
in the chair that she was tied to. The countess had ridden through
the night to reach the MacKay holding and her tired worn out body
gave into the rest as soon as she was alone in the chamber. Malcolm
had been away from Lady Sinclair for almost an hour and already the
evil man was missing the sight of her. When the MacKay laird
entered his chamber and found the English beauty sleeping soundly,
he thought she looked like a present tied up just for
him.

He stood in front of Olivia and slowly
touched the soft skin of her face. Malcolm gently ran his fingers
through her hair and brought his lips close to hers. Remembering
her bite from earlier, the villain became even more turned on. He
would much rather have an aggressive woman to bed than a limp body
under him. Malcolm thought of how much he would enjoy this
temptress and carefully pressed his lips to hers. He moved his
mouth down her neck and then Malcolm let his hands squeeze her full
breasts. The mad man knew to stop soon enough for he wanted her
awake and looking at him with her emerald eyes when he took her. He
would have to be patient a little longer.

Olivia had no idea how long she had
been in Malcolm’s chamber when the MacKay soldiers had come to get
her. The countess realized she must have been tied there longer
than she first thought because her arms were numb from the elbows
down. As she stood to follow the soldiers, pain shot through her
side and Olivia tried desperately to fight the lightheaded feeling
that came with the throbbing. Soon, she stood in front of Malcolm
again and the excitement she saw in his eyes for her was a bit
startling. Olivia gave her captor a small smile and then watched
the man instantly relax.

“Bring the Sinclair man to
me, I have a new offer to make him,” Malcolm demanded.

The English woman was persistent in the
game she played with Malcolm. She knew what the man wanted and it
was now, that her years of training at the abbey were paying off.
Olivia’s mind wondered back to the time she spent growing up in the
convent. As a young woman, she never would have imagined herself
married to a Scottish laird let alone being held captive in an evil
man’s crumbling castle. Olivia thought back to all the times she
had obeyed when she needed to but defiantly got what she wanted
from everyone. Whether it was with the nuns or her brother, Olivia
felt as if she were the puppet master of all the conflicts between
them. Now, the countess would use her skill to make Malcolm believe
her every word.

While standing in front of Malcolm,
Olivia heard the soldiers reporting to him what they thought was
happening outside. The MacKay men had heard rumors that several
other clans had joined the one that Camden trained and they were
all coming to fight. The warrior woman believed she saw a hint of
defeat in Malcolm’s eyes but she knew the crazed man would never
give in.

“Has anyone actually seen
the other clans?” Malcolm asked frantically.

“Nay m’laird.”

“Well, keep the men posted
and watch for any movement in the forest,” he ordered.

Within a few moments, Camden was
brought in to stand before Malcolm and the married couple stood
side by side in front of their captor. Olivia fought hard to mask
her emotions when she saw her husband even bloodier than before.
Laird Sinclair tried to make eye contact with his wife but he could
tell that Olivia was not going to look at him.

“Laird Sinclair, I have
given you multiple opportunities to bow to me and give me your
clan. You do realize that with my army, I will take it from you
anyway. What I have wanted most from you was to hear the words from
your mouth. Well that has changed, I have found something that I
want far greater than your humble words,” Malcolm continued, “ I
suppose I could still bargain this item with you but the price will
be steep. What do you say Laird Camden Sinclair, will you make a
deal to trade your people, land and the new army you have trained
in exchange for your wife?”

The roar was deafening as Camden
screamed out loud. The Highland laird had always been told that
love would make a man weak and now he understood why. Olivia
immediately knew the inner turmoil that Camden faced. He was first
a Highland laird and that meant protecting his people. She knew her
husband’s valor and he would never let his people be slaves to
Malcolm just to save her. Olivia decided not to give Camden the
chance to make any other decision.

“Laird MacKay,” Olivia
interrupted, “may add my thoughts to this conversation?”

“Of course, my little
temptress,” Malcolm smirked.

Camden watched as his wife moved her
hips ever so slightly towards her captor before she spoke to him.
Her face seemed to have a faint smile and Olivia looked as though
she were attempting to seduce the man.

“I am afraid that Laird
Sinclair seems rather weak at the moment and I fear he may make the
wrong choice, Laird MacKay. He is not thinking rationally and if he
gives you all that you ask for, then I have to leave with him. I do
not wish to be bargained for. Let him go to his people and I will
stay willingly here with a powerful laird.”

“No!” Camden
yelled.

Malcolm stared into her eyes and he
understood exactly what she meant. He feared Camden would not make
the trade and then he would miss out on the English beauty. The
elation that ran through Malcolm’s body had never been so great.
The villainous man had just heard Lady Sinclair say that she wanted
to be here with him.

When Olivia turned back towards her
husband, Camden noticed that Malcolm was beaming and he wanted to
knock the smug look right off his face.

“Camden, my good friend, it
seems we no longer have any means to fight at least for now. I have
decided that I do not want your clan or your land. My men will be
escorting you off of the MacKay land,” Malcolm said
calmly.

“What is your game Olivia?”
Camden snarled.

“What do you mean?” She said
innocently.

Malcolm had not heard her first name
before but he thought it fit her perfectly. He could hardly wait to
yell her name when he fought her in bed. He decided that keeping
the beauty here was worth losing the Sinclair clan, for
now.

“You will not stay here
Olivia. You are my wife and you will leave with me,” Camden
argued.

“I no longer wish to be
something that is bargained with, like a piece of land. I made it
clear that I wish to stay here him,” she replied.

Camden’s eyes met Olivia’s and he could
see the love she had for him burning inside the emerald crystals.
He was not sure what his wife was up to but if Laird Sinclair knew
one thing for certain, Olivia would never stay freely with Malcolm.
Camden tried to imagine what her plan was, for the woman was always
calculating something. He knew she could not deny the love they
shared for one another. As the husband and wife continued to stare
at one another, Olivia added more to her statement.

“I want to stay with a laird
that can keep his power unlike you that has lost it twice in such a
short time. Go running back to your clan, I doubt they will accept
you anyhow after you abandoned them before,” she said trying to
make Malcolm believe her façade further.

Malcolm was thrilled with the feisty
woman and her harsh comments to Camden. He thought she was
brilliant for coming to him and she was correct about Camden’s
people, which would make taking over the Sinclair’s land even
easier than before. Malcolm’s lust for Olivia was almost
overwhelming and he pictured himself ruling with her by his
side.

Laird Sinclair tried to figure out what
his wife was doing and it nearly killed him to let her follow
through with her scheme. Camden hoped to God that she had a plan
and the warrior could only go by the faith he had in Olivia’s
abilities. The MacKay soldiers grabbed Camden, keeping him tied up
and threw him on the back of a horse. The men rode out to the
distance to where they knew the rest of the Sinclair warriors
waited and dumped their laird onto the frozen ground.




Chapter Ten






Not far from the walls of the MacKay
holding, the four Sinclair warriors knew that something must have
gone wrong and that the plan in motion was an apparent failure. It
had been hours since Olivia had been taken into Malcolm’s eroded
holding. Broderick was getting more anxious by the minute and he
wanted to storm the castle to get Camden and Olivia out of there
but he was unsure of what was happening inside. The other three
clans that were prepared to fight for Laird Sinclair and his wife
had come with their uninjured men and waited for Broderick to give
the battle commands. The new laird was faced with a huge dilemma,
as he stood there with a massive army ready to attack. Broderick
knew moving in on the castle would put the captives lives in danger
so Laird Kincaid only choice was to wait impatiently with the
others. Broderick prayed to God and wished that Camden were there
to make the next decision instead of him.

As if the Lord answered Broderick’s
personal plea, the warrior witnessed Camden being dumped onto the
dirt below the cliff. He watched as the MacKay men rode away from
the body and everyone held their breath while they waited for any
movement from Laird Sinclair. Instantly, Camden began to struggle
getting the ropes off his hands and he used his strength to stand
up. Relief flooded through the Sinclair warriors as they realized
their laird was alive and each one raced to help free
Camden.

“M’laird, are you well?”
Stephan yelled, as he got closer.

Camden looked up to see his men riding
towards him and he was grateful that help was close by. He noticed
Broderick wearing his own family’s colors and Laird Sinclair was
proud of the command that his friend had taken.

“I am so sorry m’laird. It
is all my fault. I should not have listened to Lady Sinclair but it
is hard to argue with her,” Liam said with sorrow.

“Hell, I should have known
this was her idea,” Camden swore.

“It made sense to us laird
and Lady Sinclair said it is what you would have done. She made us
go to the Sinclair holding first to save your people before coming
here,” Keith explained.

Camden smiled for the first time since
he had been taken captive.

“She is right, I would have
done the same thing.”

“And then she thought to
trade Lorna’s life for yours, m’laird,” Keith added.

“My wife does not know
Malcolm and he could care less about his sister’s life. Why did she
go in there unarmed? What the hell was she thinking?”

It was Broderick that first questioned
Camden as to where Olivia was.

“Where is Lady Sinclair? Is
she safe m’laird?”

“The daft woman has given
herself freely to the bastard MacKay,” Camden snapped.

Broderick growled. “Damn
it!”

“Malcolm wanted me to trade
my wife for the Sinclair clan and the new warriors,” the laird said
with outrage.

“But doesn’t she know you
would never do so m’laird?” Calum asked.

“She never gave me the
chance, in fact, my wife said she wanted to stay there and then
told me the Sinclairs would never accept me back as their
laird.”

“Lady Sinclair lied to you
then m’laird, she knew your clan has already accepted you and her
as well,” Keith added.

“I knew Olivia was not
telling the truth. My wife is up to something and whatever her plan
is, I hope to hell it works because watching that filthy bastard
touch her is almost too much to bare. Are the Sinclairs safe then?”
Camden asked.

“Yes m’laird. Your holding
is being restored to order.”

“How many men are here and
prepared to fight?”

“All of the Kincaid men and
most of the Sutherlands, Drummonds and Macleod men. Laird
Sutherland stayed at your holding with some of his men to protect
the Sinclair women,” answered Broderick.

“And your sister,” Liam
added with a smile.

Camden thought the warrior must have
been confused with his comment until Stephan explained
further.

“Maggie is alive and
recovering at the Sinclair holding. She did lose the babe but the
midwife saved her and I brought her home.”

Laird Sinclair was too astonished to
think clearly and he stared at his men in disbelief.

“I must say, your wife and
sister are quite fond of each other, m’laird,” Liam
smiled.

The warriors watched their laird
process the information that he had just learned. Camden was
immediately grateful to God for saving the life of his sister and
he felt greedy but asked his Maker to save Olivia as
well.

The Highland laird turned to Broderick
and the men began to plan their attack on the MacKay holding. He
knew they would outnumber the MacKay soldiers easily but the filthy
men were prepared and waiting for the attack. Camden wished they
had the element of surprise on their side but Malcolm would expect
him to come back for retaliation and to save his wife.

Laird Sinclair followed his men to
where the rest of the clansmen had remained hidden. Camden called
the leaders together and gave them as much information about the
MacKay holding as possible. He had been silently observing their
fortress and all that went on there. The warrior drew a diagram in
the dirty snow to show the others where the MacKay soldiers were
posted keeping watch. Camden knew the battle would not be very
difficult to win but he worried what Malcolm would do to Olivia
when the castle came under attack. The laird prayed to God that his
warrior wife could hold her own against the criminal that kept her
hostage until he could reach her.

The lairds discussed their strategy and
it was clear what the clans would do. Broderick, Laird Drummond and
Laird Macleod would lead the men to fight the MacKay soldiers,
leaving no man alive. Camden and his four remaining warriors were
to find Olivia and keep her safe. Before they departed, Laird
Drummond addressed Camden about their plans.

“Laird Sinclair, I want to
make sure that you and your men are capable of saving your wife. I
have come to admire the woman greatly and if you are too weak for
battle I will go in your place.”

Camden was furious at first for having
his strength questioned but then he realized that Olivia must have
charmed the other Highland lairds as she had done him.

“I am more than capable of
saving my wife, Laird Drummond but thank you for your
concern.”

“Take care of that rare
treasure Laird Sinclair. There are not many women like her around,”
Laird Drummond smiled.

“I believe there is no other
woman like her at all,” Camden replied with a grin.

The Highland lairds nodded to each
other and Camden’s chest swelled with pride for his wife. Olivia
was truly unique, with spirit and fire unlike any other and now
Laird Sinclair desperately needed to be with her. The warriors
parted ways and the commands were spread through the clansmen
quickly as they prepared to take the MacKay holding under siege.
Camden and his four guards left into the forested area to find a
secret entrance into the castle through a system of caves. He had
been brought through the tunnel after he had been taken captive and
the laird had memorized his surroundings to find the cavern again.
As they searched the hills for the hidden cave, Camden questioned
his men about Laird Drummonds reasons for caring about
Olivia.

“M’laird, I wish you could
have seen her stand up to Laird Drummond. Your wife is a courageous
lass, for certain,” Liam explained.

“It is true, and we were
proud to have her lead us into battle,” Calum pointed
out.

“Lady Sinclair was amazing
in combat, m’laird. She killed Lorna with your blade,” Keith
praised.

“I must admit that I
underestimated my wife and her skills again,” Camden
admitted.

“We all did,” Stephan
agreed.

“Liam, how did my wife’s
face become bruised?”

“It was Ian m’laird. The
bastard attacked her after you were taken captive but Broderick
saved Lady Sinclair and she put an arrow through Ian’s
head.”

Camden pictured his beautiful wife in
the hands of Ian and the laird was instantly jealous that it was
Olivia’s arrow and not his arrow that pierced the filthy man. Laird
Sinclair was angry with himself for foolishly trusting Ian, he
should have known better. He silently prayed again that Olivia
would be safe until he reached her.

“I am grateful the dirty
traitor is dead, for he can no longer harm your sister either
m’laird,” Stephan added.

“My sister,” Camden smiled,
“it is still hard to believe she is alive.”

Stephan continued to think of Maggie
and how sickly the woman looked when he went to the isles to
recover her body. Camden’s sister was on the verge of death but the
warrior gently cradled the woman in his arms while he rode back to
the Sinclair holding. Stephan had feelings for the gentle woman and
he vowed to never let another man harm her again.

While the men entered the secret cavern
in the woods, hundreds of men in all different colored plaids
descended on the deteriorating castle. A rain of arrows began
falling from the MacKay soldiers as they watched the walls their
fortress being attacked. The men quickly realized the rumors were
true as they saw several clans fighting together, united as one, to
battle against them. The MacKay men posted outside the walls of the
holding were slain first and their fellow soldiers retreated to the
castle knowing they were severely outnumbered.

The four united clans made their way
into the holding anyway they could. Some were scaling the walls
with ropes and others had brought down the weakened drawbridge to
make their entrance. Inside the inner courtyard, each man fought
hard with one another and it seemed as though the some of the
clansmen gained strength from another source other than themselves.
Broderick noticed that Laird Macleod had been stuck through with an
arrow and the younger warrior ran to his aide.

“Leave me ya fool, lead your
men and kill the bastard MacKay,” Laird Macleod yelled.

Broderick did as the older laird
instructed and used his blade to fight soldier after soldier that
attacked him. Every corner of the holding had men fighting one
another and the MacKay men were quickly losing. Even the traps that
Malcolm’s men had set were failing as the brave warriors battled
on. Broderick was proud to watch the Kincaid men that Camden had
trained, fight with strength and valor. He had seen these unruly
men transformed from weak individuals to a united group of brothers
that wore his family’s plaid.

Malcolm fled to his chamber after
hearing the attack on his holding and the wicked man knew his worst
nightmare was coming true. The other clans had joined Laird
Sinclair in the battle. Malcolm knew the MacKay soldiers would be
equal in fighting the newly trained men that Camden brought but
with other clans there, his men would be greatly outnumbered. No
matter how many traps were set or soldiers he had, Malcolm knew
there was no way to win this battle.

The sinister MacKay Laird only thought
of the English beauty that waited in his chamber. He feared she
would be angered at Malcolm’s loss of power and he hoped the feisty
woman still wanted him. He entered his chamber to find Olivia
watching out a window that was covered with an animal hide. Malcolm
thought the woman looked weaker and much gentler than she had
before. He wondered what she was thinking and if he had time to bed
the beauty before he escaped the castle.

Olivia felt Malcolm’s presence and she
knew the man was staring at her from behind. The countess loathed
this man and all he had done to harm Camden. She had been watching
the men battle from the small window and her body became excited,
as the MacKay men were easily defeated. Olivia knew that the last
chore to be taken care of was Malcolm. She was prepared to let the
man get close to her knowing she would have to endure his vile
breath. The warrior woman just needed him distracted for a moment
while she retrieved the small dirk from her knee-high
boot.

When she had been taken captive, the
men foolishly did not check her further for weapons and the dagger
was safely hidden from view. Olivia turned to face Malcolm and she
was instantly dizzy when the room starting spinning around her. The
brave woman tried hard to fight the cloudy blackness that began
closing in around her and she stumbled for something to hold on
too. Olivia heard whispering in her ear and then she relaxed into
his arms knowing Camden was there to save her.

Malcolm held the beauty that had
fainted in his arms and he wondered what was wrong with the
enchanting woman. Laird MacKay heard the soldiers fighting closer
to his chamber and the sinister man knew there was not much time
before they would find him. Malcolm threw Olivia over his shoulder
and bolted quickly from the room. He made his way to the chapel
inside the holding and then used a series of secret passages in the
walls to make his escape.

The man was fast on his feet and
Malcolm only came across two soldiers that looked as if they wore
the Sutherland plaid. The MacKay laird knocked one man out cold and
ran his sword through the belly of the other. Malcolm carried the
very treasure he desired with him and the villain would not let
anyone stop him from having her. When Malcolm made his escape from
the tunnel, it was already becoming dark as the night crept closer.
He was far into the wooded forest and the winter air was getting
colder. Malcolm moved quickly to separate himself further from the
holding knowing that none of his men would survive the brutal
assault on his home. The wicked laird did not care much about them,
for they were a lost cause and he only cared about the woman on his
shoulder.

Olivia started to moan as the burning
fire in her side throbbed with pain. She assumed she passed out
because the last thing she remembered was falling into Camden’s
arms. Her body trembled and her head spun but Olivia tried to
gather her strength to stop Camden from walking. With each step he
took, the countess felt as though her side was tearing apart. She
soon felt herself being laid on the ground and Olivia grasped to
keep Camden’s heat close to her.

“Ah my little temptress, you
are starting to wake,” Malcolm whispered close to her
ear.

Her eyes flew open and the reality of
what was truly happening rocked Olivia to her core. It was Malcolm
she clung to and not Camden. It was the devious bastard that
murdered the Sinclairs and tried to take all which Camden had, who
had carried her away. A million thoughts ran through her mind and
Olivia tried hard to remember what happened before she had passed
out. The ache in her side was a painful distraction and she knew
the wound had to be the cause of the fever that was now raging
through her body.






Malcolm pulled back from the beautiful
woman and he could see her eyes glazed over and the sweat forming
around her hair. He felt her face and Malcolm knew she was burning
with fever which explained why she blacked out. He soon noticed the
side of her gown that was soaked with blood and he was furious that
the woman was wounded. Malcolm tore away at her dress and found the
source of her illness. The evil man realized it was an old gash and
it was sorely infected.

“Damn it,” he
swore.

“My laird, why are you
angry?” Olivia asked the man who had stolen her into the
night.

The man was selfish and his reasons for
being upset at her injury were purely for wicked. Malcolm wanted
the feisty English woman that made his erection hard and ready. She
would be no challenge if the wench lay dying from a bloody wound.
The MacKay laird’s temper flared as he realized he had given up
everything to have this woman and Malcolm no longer desired her as
he had before. He would still bed her of course, but it would not
be as he once pictured.

Olivia was fading in and out of
consciousness and she had a difficult time deciding what was really
happening and what she was dreaming. The countess saw her brother
Garrison, the Duke of Lansington and his wife Ella as they prepared
for their new baby. In the next moment, she came too, smelling the
foul odor from Malcolm’s breath close to her face. Olivia found it
was much more pleasant when her eyes were shut, so the countess
kept them closed and dreamed of Camden with his body close to
hers.

Malcolm felt he was far enough away
from his former holding to rest for the night. The MacKay laird
knew Camden would continue searching for his wife and by tomorrow,
Malcolm figured the woman would be dead from the fever. It would
make his escape much easier though without the burden of carrying
the English woman with him. For now, Malcolm stared at the fevered
woman and tried to picture her as she was earlier, sassy, vibrant
and spirited. He started to feel his erection rise for the woman
named Olivia, that had come from England and the vile man decided
to take his time enjoying every inch of the woman.






When Laird Sinclair and his guards
found the tunnel entrance to the holding, the men easily
slaughtered the posted soldiers. The MacKay men never expected
anyone to find the cavern and they certainly were not prepared for
the giant brutes that came towards them. Camden found his way into
the holding moments before Broderick and the other clans began
attacking the castle. The laird and his warriors outsized the
MacKay men and they found it almost effortless to slay the men that
cowered to them.

As they made their way up the
deteriorating stone steps, Camden was unsure of which way the
chamber was where Olivia was being held. He sent Liam and Keith to
his right and took Stephan and Calum with him to the left. The men
battled soldiers at every corner and the noise of the blades
hitting one another was almost deafening. Camden searched each room
they came to and each time the door opened, the laird became
frustrated when Olivia was not there.

Liam and Keith made their way through
the turret and out to the wall walks. The warriors dodged arrows
and blades as they killed then men running towards them. Soon they
could see Broderick’s men coming over the castle walls and they
knew the cavalry had arrived. The two warriors watched as a few
MacKay men ducked into what looked to be a secret passage in the
wall. Liam and Keith followed several Sutherland soldiers deep into
the tunnels and began searching for Lady Sinclair.

Camden finally reached the room where
he knew his wife had been held captive. The Highland laird could
feel her presence and her scent lingered in the room. He roared in
anger at the thought of Malcolm escaping with Olivia and Camden
only blamed himself for the failure. Graphic images flew through
Laird Sinclair’s mind of the horrific things he wanted to do to
Malcolm MacKay. Camden prayed that he would be the one to find the
bastard and finish him off.

Stephan and Calum continued to clash
blades with the MacKay soldiers as Camden came charging down the
hall. They heard their laird yelling and the two men quickly
followed. The men entered the courtyard of the holding and Camden
was humbled by the amount of warrior battling in his and Olivia’s
behalf. These men had courage and honor for sure and Camden knew
these clans would be bonded for years to come.

Broderick called to Laird Sinclair and
the two men converged to update one another on the ongoing fight
between good and evil.

“Have you found her yet?”
Broderick asked frantically.

“She is gone, Malcolm has
taken her somewhere. I am taking my men back out through the
tunnels to search for her. Once you are done here, have your men
scatter out in the hills. They could not have gotten too far,”
Camden insisted.

“Of course,” Broderick
replied.

It was not long before Camden, Stephan
and Calum had made their way through the tunnels before they found
Liam and Keith. The two warriors were helping a Sutherland boy that
was regaining consciousness after a blow to the head.

“He says he saw Lady
Sinclair,” Liam blurted out to his laird.

“Where is she damn it? Where
is my wife?” Camden panicked.

The Sutherland soldier tried to focus
as his head pounded in pain. “Laird MacKay had her.”

“Where did they go
boy?”

“He was carrying her over
his shoulder and I saw her just before I was hit. She was white
m’laird, she was out cold,” the young warrior replied.

“Did you see which way they
went?” Liam asked.

“Nay m’laird, I am afraid I
do not know.”

Camden’s anger raged through his body
and the laird became crazed at the thought of Olivia being hurt.
The only bit of solace he had through out this search was the fact
that she could fend for herself. Camden knew of her strength and
determination and he was sure that Olivia would fight to protect
herself from harm. He had seen his wife battle before and the laird
knew how quickly she could maneuver, so he wondered how the hell
she had gotten knocked out.

He yelled to his men to retrieve their
stallions, for they could track Malcolm much faster on horse than
on foot. Camden and his four guards searched in the dark for any
sign of Malcolm’s tracks. Fresh snow was beginning to fall around
the Sinclair soldiers and the laird knew he needed to find Malcolm
fast before his footpath was covered. Laird Sinclair could hear the
horses coming behind him and he knew Broderick was bringing an army
of men to help search for his wife.

“Here m’laird, there are
tracks here,” Liam called out.

Camden guided his horse first to follow
the footprints in the dirty snow before him. Several of Broderick’s
men had shown up and brought lit torches for Camden and his men.
The wind began to blow and then Camden watched as the tracks
started to fade. He was desperate to find her and the laird let his
heart listen for hers, hoping she was close by.






Malcolm had been gazing at the English
beauty while moving his hand to his erection and preparing for the
ultimate prize. The wind howled around him and he could see his
enchanting beauty by the faint moonlight in the sky. The snowflakes
softly fell on her and they melted as they touched Olivia’s fevered
face. Malcolm thought she glistened in the light and wished he
could look into her eyes while he sought ecstasy with her body. He
moved closer to her and began grasping at her breasts. Malcolm
almost lost control as he heard a moan escape from her lips,
knowing that she too enjoyed his touch.

Most men would have had their way with
her and be gone by now but Malcolm was different and he wanted this
moment to linger. He would be careful to tease himself just enough
and then pull back to make sure it would last a while. The evil man
moved his hard erection against her legs while he slowly let his
tongue taste the skin on her neck. Olivia was intoxicating to him
and could not wait to experience more of her flavor. Before Malcolm
could get his hand up her dress, he heard the high-pitched sound of
horses cry out in the night.

“Damn it!” Malcolm
cursed.

They were close and Laird MacKay knew
he would have to leave his treasure behind. Malcolm bolted into the
dark hills surrounding his land. He would be able to escape far
enough to hide from the men for now but Malcolm knew he would need
a horse to get further away. This was his land and he knew it well.
Malcolm followed a frozen river deep into brush and disappeared
into a dark cave. He would be safe there and the new snow would
cover any tracks he had already made. The MacKay man would vanish
and be gone like a thief in the night.






The men covered the forest looking for
Camden’s wife knowing she had to be close by. The new fallen snow
had covered Malcolm tracks on the ground but Laird Sinclair looked
for other signs that showed which way the man went. He could see
that some of the small branches on the trees were bent back and he
knew someone had to do that. Liam circled left, Broderick to the
right and Camden moved forward slowly, each anticipating to catch
their prey. As Liam called out to alert Laird Sinclair, Camden had
a flood of emotions race through his body. He hoped Olivia had been
found but he feared the condition they would find her
in.

“M’laird, she is here,” Liam
continued to yell.

Dozens of warriors raced to where Liam
was and Camden was the first to see his wife’s pale body on the
ground. Rage filled him as he flew from his horse and screamed out
into the night. When Laird Sinclair touched Olivia’s fiery hot
skin, he knew she was still alive. Broderick knelt next to Camden
and he instantly realized his biggest fear had come true. The
bloody mess at her side was proof that Olivia had not healed from
her earlier injury and he was sure it was bursting with
infection.

“Damn her,” Broderick
swore.

“What Broderick? Tell me,”
Camden snapped.

“She said she was fine but
look,” Broderick pointed to her bloody gash, “her wound has not
healed. It must be infected, that is why she burning
up.”

Camden pulled the torn dress that stuck
to the bleeding wound and he was furious that his wife was gravely
injured.

“When the hell did this
happen?”

“It has been almost four
days. She was stabbed just before we left the Kincaid land,”
Broderick said sadly.

“Who did this?” Camden
growled.

“I did not know about it
m’laird,” Liam muttered.

“I am sorry, I did not know
either,” Calum answered.

Stephan and Keith both nodded their
heads to agree that they didn’t know about Olivia’s
wound.

“I am afraid only I knew
Camden, it was Ian. When he attacked Lady Sinclair, Ian got his
blade into her side. She stitched it herself before leaving for
your land. She told me it was only a flesh wound. I did not know it
was this bad, honest. Your wife has not complained one time,”
Broderick explained.

“We have to get her out of
here and clean this injury or she will not survive.”

Laird Sinclair cradled his wife’s head
and softly kissed her lips. If her skin had not been burning hot,
Camden would have sworn she was dead. My God, he thought to
himself, she has to live. He let Broderick pick Olivia up and the
warrior handed her to Camden who was already mounted on his horse.
Never had the men held something so delicate and fragile. Camden
kept her tucked in his plaid against his chest and guided his beast
back to the Sinclair holding.

They would have to ride through the
night but the laird was determined to bring Olivia to where she was
safe and could be treated. Camden’s guards followed silently behind
their laird and each one of the men said his own prayer silently to
God for the healing of Lady Sinclair. The warriors cared greatly
for this woman, for she was truly one of them. Olivia was part of
Camden’s elite guard with a bond unlike any other and for a time,
she was their laird.

Broderick took his clan and the others
back to the MacKay holding to make sure the situation had been
handled properly. For the rest of the night, the warriors that
fought for Camden and Olivia got rid of the dead MacKay soldiers.
Only a few men from each of the other clans had been killed or
wounded. Broderick was sad to see that Laird Macleod did not live
through his injuries. The bodies of these brave men were loaded
onto wagons to be brought back to their homes.

As the early morning hours came,
Broderick was one of the last men to leave the MacKay holding. He
thought it was fitting that the building was in ruins and not a
soul was around to bring it to life. The MacKay clan had done
enough damage to the Sinclair clan and to Camden. Broderick now
prayed to his Maker that Camden’s wife would live. He had been her
protector from the moment the two had met and Broderick felt
helpless now with no way to save her. Olivia had become his friend
and he hoped for Camden’s sake, that the woman would
live.

He took the last of the remaining
soldiers with him and headed for the Sinclair Castle. Broderick
hoped to find peace and order restored there after all that had
happened to the clan. Laird Kincaid set a rapid pace to the
Sinclair land and with each step, he wondered where Malcolm had
fled to. None of the warriors had found the MacKay laird and it was
likely that he had escaped deep into the forest. Broderick knew
that this battle would not be finished until Camden made sure that
the evil man was dead. Once Olivia was healed, they would find
Malcolm and make the man pay for the cruel transgressions he had
caused the Sinclairs.




Chapter Eleven






Everyone was there with Olivia, her
brother Garrison and his wife Ella, her young niece and nephew, the
Sinclair warriors and of course, Camden. She was sure it had to be
a dream having all of the people she loved together with her.
Olivia was watching the children play in the beautiful garden at
Garrison’s castle in England and she had never been happier. The
laird’s wife held back her laughter when she saw the giant men in
Camden’s guard awkwardly trying to sit in the petite English
chairs. Certainly, the men stood out with their Highland attire and
massively sculpted bodies. Olivia loved every moment of the dream
world she lived in, in truth, feeling Camden’s strong arms wrapped
around her made Olivia think this was more like heaven than a
dream. Whatever this place was, the beautiful countess never wanted
to leave.

Standing on the terrace of the
Lansington Castle, Camden continued to hold Olivia tightly while he
nuzzled her neck. She wondered why he clung to her so tightly,
almost too tight, it felt like he was squeezing the life out of
her. Olivia tried to make Camden let go so she could breathe easier
but his grip on her grew stronger and her side was starting to
hurt.

“Please, Camden you are
hurting me,” she said, trying to free herself from his
grip.

“My love, I am sorry it
hurts but I must do this,” Camden whispered.

Olivia wondered if her husband knew his
own strength for now tears had formed in her eyes and crying was
something she did not want to do. The pain in her side was
excruciating and Olivia could not understand why Camden was trying
to hurt her. Suddenly this dream was turning into a nightmare and
she cried out to everyone around her for help. The beautiful
English castle became dark and dreary and the colorful garden had
only wilted dried blooms. The sky was gray and all those she loved
were standing by, watching her being tormented from Camden’s hold
on her.

As the pain became too much to
tolerate, the feisty woman began to hit her husband to make him
release his hold. Olivia twisted to see her husband and when she
caught a glimpse of his face, it was Malcolm causing her this
anguish. The villain was laughing while he attacked her and now she
was alone with no one there to help her. Olivia cried out to God to
save her and then her dismal world started fading out to
black.

Camden held his wife’s fevered body and
continued to drizzle cool water onto her forehead while he kissed
her rosy cheeks. By the time he had gotten her back to the Sinclair
castle, Olivia had lost a great deal of blood. The laird had ridden
with her lifeless body against his and when he handed her down to
Liam, Camden’s own plaid was soaked through with his wife’s blood.
The Sinclair women had cleaned Olivia thoroughly, including the
wound in her side. Camden was strong as he watched the two elderly
women use clean linens to wipe the infection away from the large
gash. The mood in the Sinclair holding was somber and silent. The
Sinclair laird heard a soft knock at the door and turned to see
Broderick enter the chamber. It was useless for Broderick to try to
hide his reaction to the sight of Olivia’s pale body and no one
blamed the gentle giant for his misty eyes.

“Come Broderick, I could use
some support before they dress the wound.”

The new Kincaid laird was astonished to
hear those words come from Camden’s mouth. This was one of the most
feared warriors in all the Highlands and he had just asked for
support from his friend. Whatever was happening with Lady Sinclair,
Broderick knew that is must have been serious. He saw a priest
praying over Olivia and the protective warrior hoped he was not too
late.

“They have cleaned the
infection and poured a hot brew of medical herbs over the wound. I
am grateful that my wife stills sleeps for I doubt anyone could
bear the pain of this treatment,” Camden said with a hoarse
whisper.

“Then she has not woken up
yet?” Broderick asked.

“She has tossed and turned a
bit and mumbled things that I do not understand but I have yet to
see her emerald eyes.”

“Your wife will live Camden.
If there is one thing I know about Lady Sinclair, it is that she is
the most stubborn person in all of Scotland and probably England
too. She will fight this battle and be the victor. Have faith my
brother. Remember that Olivia’s will to live is strong but her
desire to win is even greater.”

Camden smiled at Broderick and he knew
the man was right. His wife was a fighter and they had done all
they possibly could to heal her. Olivia was being held in the hands
of God and Camden prayed to have her sent back to his arms. An
elderly woman began to wrap Olivia’s waist with fresh linen strips
and Camden helped her by lifting his wife’s body gently so that she
was sitting.

“The winter chill has proven
a blessing for her illness, m’laird. The infection has not spread
and it prevented the fever from taking her life. Lady Sinclair is
through the worst of it now,” the woman said.

The laird tenderly laid his wife’s body
back against the bed and then leaned close to kiss her forehead.
Camden was stroking her hair when he heard another knock at his
chamber door. Stephan opened the door slightly and then came into
the room with his laird’s permission.

“Forgive me laird but your
sister wishes to see you and I am trying to keep her from getting
out of bed. She is still weak and insists on coming to see you and
your wife,” Stephan said.

“Maggie! Of course, I must
go see her.”

“Go, I will stay with Lady
Sinclair,” Broderick said.

“Come get me at once if
there are any changes.”

“Of course,
Camden.”

Laird Sinclair hurried to follow
Stephan to Maggie’s chamber and the instant he saw his sister,
Camden felt a glimmer of joy again. Never had his soul been tested
like this before, having the two women he loved balancing on the
edge of death and it was almost too much for the massive warrior to
bear.

“Camden, I have missed you.
Is Olivia going to be alright?” Maggie asked
frantically.

“I pray to God she will but
look at you Maggie, you are back from the dead,” Camden
smiled.

“I am sorry for all the
troubles Ian has caused you,” she whispered.

“You have no reason to be
sorry Maggie, for none of this was your fault. I am the one who
should be asking you for forgiveness. As your laird and brother, I
should have known he was hurting you. It was my duty to protect you
Maggie and I failed in doing so. I am sorry for all you have been
through.”

“It is over now.”

“Ian has paid for his
transgressions with his life and he will continue to give penance
while his soul rots in hell,” Camden said bitterly.

“I have already thanked your
wife for getting rid of him.”

Camden smiled at his sister. “So you
know that it was Olivia that killed him. It seems my wife is a
warrior of great measure.”

“She is truly unique and I
look forward to getting to know her better. In fact, she promised
to show me some ways to protect myself from a man,” Maggie
grinned.

“Ah, always the
defender.”

The tired woman could easily see the
change in her brother and she knew for certain that Camden’s heart
had been forever captured by the English woman.

“You love her,” Maggie said
quietly.

“More than I ever thought
possible. I wish for her to wake so that I can tell her how I
feel.”

“Patience,” she
smiled.

Laird Sinclair continued to hold
Maggie’s hand and the brother and sister looked deep into each
other’s eyes, both hoping that Camden’s wish would come true. The
laird left his sister to rest and went back to his chamber to be
with Olivia. He had not been gone long but Camden missed her and
needed to be with his wife. As Camden entered his room, he found
Broderick adding more wood to the hearth to help warm the chilly
room. The two lairds began discussing their plans to find Malcolm.
They both knew he had to be found before the vile man hurt anyone
else. Camden wanted revenge on the man and only Malcolm’s death
would satisfy Laird Sinclair’s desire for punishment. The warrior’s
conversation was interrupted by a sound that almost made Camden cry
out with joy.

“You damn well better
include me on hunting down the bastard,” Olivia
insisted.

The two warriors turned to see Olivia
awake and smiling at them. Camden rushed to her side and began
kissing her mouth as if his own survival depended on it. She raised
her hand and Olivia ran her fingers through her husband’s golden
hair, knowing she had finally come back to reality. Feeling
Camden’s lips against hers, Olivia knew she was safe and home where
she belonged. The countess could not help but remember that
Broderick stood close by and she pulled away from her husband’s
kiss.

“M’laird, we are not alone,”
she reminded him.

“Olivia, I almost lost you.
Do you think I give a damn about who sees me kissing you? If you
are embarrassed by my actions, then you will need to quickly get
over it because I will be kissing you like this every time I get
the opportunity,” Camden said passionately.

Olivia smiled and then turned her head
to address Broderick. “I am sorry for my husband’s bawdy display of
love Broderick. You may turn away if it makes you uncomfortable
because I am afraid he is not going to stop,” Olivia
smiled.

“M’lady, I am grateful you
are well. Once you are healed completely though you had better
prepare yourself for a beating from me,” Broderick stated
seriously.

Camden and Olivia both stared at the
giant man for an answer to his comment.

“You are in serious trouble
for not telling me how badly you were injured. You let me believe
your wound was nothing and if you would not have survived, I am
sure Laird Sinclair would have held me responsible. For that, I am
going to have to punish you so hurry and recover m’lady,” Broderick
smiled.

“I feel perhaps I am back in
a dream world again. I have my husband’s kisses and a waiting
battle, what more could a woman want,” Olivia laughed.

Camden watched his wife as her quiet
laughter changed the entire mood of the room. Moments ago, he felt
as though death were creeping around trying to steal away his most
prized possession and now there was a joyous light surrounding her
countenance.

“I am grateful you are well
m’lady. I will let the others know, they are waiting
anxiously.”

“Thank you for everything
Broderick, you are going to be an amazing laird over your clan,”
Olivia praised.

The giant warrior nodded slightly to
Lady Sinclair and then turned to leave giving the newly reunited
couple privacy. As the door closed behind Broderick, Olivia began
questioning Camden about all that had happened.

“Where are Liam, Calum,
Stephan and Keith? Are they safe? What about the other clans? Did
we lose many men in the battle? Please tell me all that happened, I
am afraid I do not remember much except that I saw the MacKay
holding come under attack and after that I am not sure what all
took place. How is your sister Maggie?” She asked
worriedly.

“Olivia, all is well.
Moments ago, you said my kisses were a display of love and you were
right. I love you. With all my heart and soul, I will love you
until the very last breath leaves my body. The winds of change have
blown wild through my life and the dark storms have clouded my hope
but you Olivia, have been the only ray of light that has guided me
through this time. My love will surround you always, like a warm
embrace and I promise to never do you wrong. I would do anything to
make you feel the love I have for you. My heart is yours, do with
it what you will,” Camden said trembling.

He began kissing the tips of her
fingers and she quickly pulled her hands away from him. Olivia
could not think when he touched her with his lips and she needed to
tell him every feeling that had been trapped inside for so
long.

“Camden, I love you too and
I am not ashamed. I use to think that love made one weak but now I
know that it has only made me stronger. I stopped fighting these
feelings for you long ago because I found it was useless. I love
every moment with you. I never thought I would be allowed to be my
true self but with you, I feel you make me even better. I do love
you with all my heart Laird Sinclair,” Olivia smiled.

The warrior and his wife continued to
share their feelings of love and desire with one another, each
wanting to make sure the other understood fully how they truly
felt. Camden climbed into the bed and lay next to his wife while he
explained all that had happened since he had been taken captive. He
and Olivia kept their hands laced together and she felt his thumb
gently rubbing the palm of her hand. This soft touch was
unexpectedly intimate and she wanted to stay like this forever. She
soon had another question for her husband.

“It is obvious from your
discussion with Broderick that Malcolm still lives. Did he get
away?” She asked.

“Do not concern yourself
with Malcolm.”

“Camden, I am exhausted and
I do not wish to fight with you after I have just spoken words of
love but I will if you do not answer my question.”

“No Olivia, we did not find
him but we will. Now, you will go to sleep and not think of him
again, do you understand?” He ordered.

She smiled slightly at her husband.
“Yes, my laird.”






For the next several days, in order for
her wound to heal, Olivia was not allowed out of her bed unless it
was necessary. Camden helped to change the bandage on the fresh
stitches and the gash was already getting better. With the fever
gone, Olivia’s mind was clear and she insisted on being a part of
the plan against Malcolm. Every time her husband was in the room,
the warrior woman would begin discussing ways to find Malcolm and
destroy him. Each time she brought the subject up, Camden would
smile politely and nod to Olivia in agreement before kissing her
mouth to distract his wife from her insane ideas.

As the days went by, Maggie recovered
quickly and helped Olivia to heal too by keeping her entertained.
The new sisters became friends with ease and Olivia was anxious to
teach Maggie how to defend herself from an attack. Lady Sinclair
especially enjoyed their visits together when Maggie would share
stories about Camden from when he was younger. Olivia began to
realize that her husband was about as stubborn and fearless as she
was as a child. She thought it was interesting that two people so
perfect for one another, grew up worlds apart and then came
together through tragedy.

Olivia was getting restless in her
chamber and she could swear that the walls were closing in around
her. She stood at the window with the tapestry pulled back,
watching the white snowflakes fall in the dark sky. The countess
knew Camden was busy restoring his holding back to order and
repairing the damage that the MacKay’s had done but she was a bit
hurt that her husband had not been to their chamber to see her
today. She took a few deep breaths of fresh cool air and turned as
the door in her room opened. Seeing Camden standing there, she
wondered if he could somehow read her mind.

The laird looked radiant to Olivia and
she decided that he had never looked so wonderful than at that
moment. He was home and he had successfully reclaimed the Sinclair
Castle and saved his clan. Camden’s bronzed skin shimmered in the
firelight and his powerful muscles bulged from his plaid. Olivia
instantly wanted to feel every part of his toned body and she
wanted him to return the touch.

“What are you doing out of
bed, wife?” He asked her.

“Waiting for you to come to
me so that I may kiss every inch of your body,” she
admitted.

Camden laughed deeply. “As enticing as
that sounds my love, you will obey my orders and return to
bed.”

“I have my own orders for
you Laird Sinclair, you will join me in this bed and not leave
until I have thoroughly satisfied you,” she said with a husky
voice.

“Olivia, you are not
completely healed and I will not risk your stitches tearing,” he
reminded.

“It is not so sore my laird,
in fact, I thought it was time for the stitches to come out so I
removed them earlier.”

“You what!” He raged and
began to cross the room towards her.

“Stop!”

“Olivia this not a game, let
me see your wound,” he insisted.

“You have to step back from
me my laird, I cannot think when you come close to me.”

Camden moved a step back and continued
to glare at his wife. “On with it, wife.”

Olivia had her husband right where she
wanted him and she slowly began unpinning her long auburn hair. She
leisurely untied the ribbon at the front of her sleeping gown and
then removed the thin slip from her body revealing her beautiful
glowing skin. Olivia only wore her silk stockings that came to her
thighs and she turned a bit to the side to show her husband the
healing wound.

“You see husband, it is not
so bad,” she whispered.

My God, he thought, how could she have
gotten even more breathtaking? Her breasts seemed fuller and he
barely noticed the cut on her narrow waist. Her color had returned,
she was healthy again and his wife had come back to him. Camden had
a difficult time trying to think of something to say when he saw
her long hair teasing her nipples into hardened buds. Every
movement she made seemed deliberate and calculated as she taunted
her husband to touch her body.

“Olivia I do not want to
hurt you,” he reminded.

“We will be careful
husband.”

Laird Sinclair was already past the
point of no return with his wife. He would take her now but he had
to make certain that they did not open the wound from their
lovemaking. Camden quickly removed his plaid and threw it on a
chair beside the bed. As he stepped towards Olivia, she grabbed
hold of his tunic and pulled it over his head. The moment their
eyes found one another, Olivia felt that all was right in the
world. This is where she always wanted to be and the two let their
mouths explore wildly with each other.

He gently lifted Olivia and laid her on
the bed without breaking their passionate kiss. Their tongues
danced together in an intimate foreplay and Camden let hands roam
to find her large supple breasts. He balanced himself carefully so
that we would not put any weight against her injury and began
moving his mouth down her neck to the valley between her breasts.
Olivia grasped his golden hair in her fingers and moved Camden’s
mouth to find her nipples. The intense sensation ripped through her
and he teased and played with this sensitive area.

Listening to his wife moan in pleasure
was causing Camden to lose control quickly and his need to feel her
warmth was torturing him. His mouth found hers once again and his
tender assault on her senses made Olivia become aggressive. She
grabbed his narrow hips and pulled him down hard between her
thighs. Camden tried to stop her and but Olivia moved to make his
erection feel her heat. That was it, she had won the battle as the
laird lost his power to her and sank deeply inside his wife. The
need to fulfill Olivia’s desire took over and Camden moved in
rhythm while his mouth continued to express his love.

The husband and wife each found their
release with Olivia calling out Camden’s name in the first rush of
ecstasy. They both panted for breath and Laird Sinclair moved off
his wife’s body quickly to examine the wound and made sure nothing
was wrong. Her cut was perfectly sealed and Camden arrogantly
thought his wife looked thoroughly pleased. Olivia lay in the bed
with her body glistening with sweat as she realized that it was
first time since she had married Camden, that they made love
without her fearing anything. She had no worries and felt free of
any cares that she had before.

“Camden, may I be honest
with you?” She asked.

“You will always be honest
with me.”

“I do not wish to prove
myself to you anymore. I no longer feel the need to do so and I am
not afraid if you think I am weak. When you make love to me,
nothing else matters in this world and I want to spend my life
pleasing you. If that means quilting you tapestries by the hearth
every day, then I will do so. I love you Camden.”

Laird Sinclair laughed out loud and
turned Olivia to face him.

“Wife, I believe you are far
too late to stop proving yourself. Neither I, nor anyone else could
ever think you are weak my love. I did not fall in love with a
fragile English woman. The woman that I love is feisty and stands
up for herself. She climbs trees barefoot and kills her enemy with
a single arrow. She leads the bravest Highland warriors into battle
and gives her husband sass with every comment. That is the woman I
fell in love with.”

Olivia smiled at Camden and his heart
began to pound. Lord Almighty that woman could stop an army with
that smile, and oh, how he had missed it. Camden chuckled softly as
he stared at his wife.

“It is good you love my sass
husband because you will get plenty. That was a beautiful little
speech you gave but may I ask what you thought was so damn funny?”
She insisted.

“Just the thought of you
sitting by the hearth making me a tapestry,” he laughed
again.

“I will have you know that I
can quilt very well Laird Camden Sinclair!” She boasted.

“I am sure you can wife,
there isn’t anything I believe you cannot do but why don’t you save
the knitting for when you are carrying my baby. Then I will not
have to worry about you falling out of a tree.”

“Your baby?” She blurted
out.

“Yes my love, someday you
will carry my baby. Does that bother you?”

“Oh no, it does not bother
me at all. I was just thinking of my sister-in-law Ella. I told her
I would come to England to help when her baby is born.”

“When is her
time?”

“I am not sure but I must
write to her and find out. I will probably need to leave soon and I
will be gone for quite a while,” Olivia explained.

“There is no way you will
travel on a horse until you are completely healed.”

Olivia began running her finger along
Camden’s chiseled chest and then batted her long eyelashes at her
husband.

“But husband, I believe my
horse would be far more gentle of a ride than you were moments
ago,” she coaxed.

“You can stop looking at me
like that wife, using your womanly ways on me will not work. You
are not leaving here until you are healed. And, I do not believe I
will ever be as gentle as your horse my love, so get use to
it.”

“I suppose we should not
argue until I know when Ella needs me. I do miss her awfully and my
brother. You will let me go home won’t you?” She asked.

“Wife, this is your home but
I will let you visit your brother’s home only if I accompany you
with my guard.”

Olivia smiled, curled her body close to
her husband’s chest and closed her eyes to sleep.

Camden was curious, his wife always
countered with something. “You have nothing to add?”

“Camden I cannot wait for
you to meet my family,” she sighed.

The laird laughed quietly and then fell
asleep holding his perfect treasure in his arms. Olivia could not
stop replaying the words Camden had said to her earlier. He loved
her as much as she loved him. Lady Sinclair slept comfortably
knowing that soon, she would travel with her husband and his guard
safely to England to see her family. As her mind began to wander
deep into the world of fantasy, Olivia found herself in the same
dream she had while she was unconscious with fever.

The countess was on the grand terrace
of her brother’s castle in England and everyone she loved
surrounded her. Her husband was holding Olivia tightly as she
watched the giant Highland warriors trying to fit in the small
English chairs. Her niece and nephew played in the colorful garden
and everything was just as before but without the pain burning in
her side.

As she stared out from the terrace, the
sky began to turn gray and she could no longer see the children
playing in the garden. Olivia frantically looked for them as the
flowers started to freeze over with ice and everything turned dark
and dreary. She had never seen the forest surrounding the land look
eerie and haunted, and she prayed her niece and nephew had not gone
in there. Olivia turned to have Camden and his guard help to find
the children but none of them were there. She could not find
Garrison or his wife, Ella and this dream was turning into a
nightmare.

Then she heard his voice. Olivia would
never forget his evil voice, especially his frightening
laugh.

“My English beauty, did you
think to get away from me so easily?” Malcolm asked.

Olivia tried to respond but found she
had no voice. She tried to yell out but made no sound.

“That’s right Olivia, try to
scream. I want to hear you cry out when I take your body. Fight me,
English beauty, with those powerful muscles and make me hold you
down. I like to work for my reward,” Malcolm laughed.

The closer he moved towards her, the
harder it seemed for Olivia to get away. He grabbed her by the
wrists and every second his mouth got closer to hers. Finally,
Olivia cried out into the dark night.

“Camden!” She
screamed.

“Hush, my love, you are
safe. I am here,” Camden said as he touched her face softly with
his fingers.

Olivia was fully awake now and aware of
what had happened.

“He has to die. The bastard
will not stop torturing my mind and I have to end it,” she
whispered.

Camden could feel her heart racing and
he instantly knew she spoke of Malcolm. She was right and the laird
knew it. He had to get rid the filthy MacKay man once and for
all.

“Olivia, close your eyes. We
are safe. We will find him, I promise. I love you.”

“I love you too Camden,” she
whispered.

The two held each other closely but
Olivia could not close her eyes. The fear of seeing Malcolm again
in her dreams had her restless and she laid there until the morning
light thinking of ways to find the MacKay man.






In a barn somewhere in the lowlands of
Scotland, Malcolm buried himself in the hay to stay warm through
the night. It had been almost two weeks’ time since the night his
holding was attacked and the laird lost everything. The sinister
man had made his way from the Highlands by stealing a horse and
foraging from other clans. He was furious that no one would protect
him or let the MacKay man hide amongst them. It seems everyone
feared the wrath of Camden Sinclair and his elite guard and no one
wanted to be feuding with that warrior. Malcolm had heard from the
lowland farmers that Lady Sinclair had lived and recovered with
their clan in the Highlands. This only drove the rogue man even
more mad for now Camden had everything.

All of the misery that Malcolm
experienced was because of Laird Sinclair. The small error of not
killing the man on the night of the wedding massacre had completely
changed the course of Malcolm’s future. He was filthy and cold,
lying in the hay with the animals and the villain vowed revenge on
Camden for bringing him down. Malcolm knew there was only one way
possible for him to get even with the Sinclair laird and that was
to take his English beauty.

Malcolm could not go after the
Sinclairs or the land for that would be entirely foolish. The
MacKay man had no army to battle with and not a clan in the
Highlands would be an ally to him. His only option was the woman.
The capture of Camden’s wife would be a double reward for Malcolm
too. First, he would enjoy the wench in all her tempting beauty
with his own body. Having her sinuous body under his would be an
intoxicating and exhilarating prize for his patience. Then Malcolm
would destroy Laird Sinclair’s most valuable possession and leave
the man miserable without her.




Chapter Twelve






The Highlands were definitely beautiful
and when she had arrived in the earlier winter months, Olivia
enjoyed the chilly weather but now she wondered if the snow would
ever stop falling. She was truly grateful for the plaid she wore
because it helped her to stay warm throughout the day. The pace of
the Sinclair clan had not slowed with the cold weather and the
people carried on in their usual manner as if nothing had changed.
Olivia decided their blood must be thick as molasses from birth in
order for them to ignore the frosty air. Lady Sinclair hoped that
she too, would get use to the blustery conditions for she hated
being cooped up by the hearth all day to stay warm.

At night, Olivia was kept warm by her
husband’s heated touch. The two lay skin to skin after their
passionate lovemaking and never once did Olivia become cold. It had
been two weeks since she had sent a letter to her sister-in-law
Ella and Olivia was anxious to receive word back from her. Camden
and his men were prepared to leave, as soon as Olivia knew when the
babe would be coming. By her estimations, Olivia thought Ella would
be due in early spring but she wanted to be there early to help her
before the birth. Her brother Garrison had two small children from
his first wife before she passed away but this was Ella’s first
time to give birth and Olivia wanted to be there for
support.

Olivia watched out the window of the
Sinclair holding as the messenger approached Camden in the
courtyard. She became instantly excited and hoped it was news from
England. From the scowl on Camden’s face, Olivia knew something was
wrong and she raced outside to question her husband.

“My laird, what is it? Is
something the matter?”

“It is not your concern
wife, you need to go back inside before you catch chill,” he
answered.

“Have you not learned yet
husband, that you might as well tell me because I am going to
continue to ask you until I find out what is wrong. And, I am not
so fragile that I cannot be out in the cold for more than a few
moments without catching a fever.”

Camden sighed and knew his wife was
right, she would pester him until the stubborn woman got the answer
she wanted. He would need to tell Olivia of the king’s request
anyway so he might as well not fight her.

“I need to speak with my men
first and then I will explain everything to you. Please go back
inside and I will find you shortly,” he asked.

Olivia smiled at her husband. “Thank
you my laird.”

The Sinclair laird watched his wife go
back inside the castle and he realized how he could never deny
Olivia anything. She merely had to ask and he would grant her
request. Camden wished that he had better news to give his wife but
at least now, they would begin heading towards England. Laird
Sinclair instructed his guard to prepare to leave at first light
the next morning. Broderick and his clan were still at the Sinclair
holding and planned to stay there until spring. The new Kincaid
clan could not go back to their own land until the frozen earth had
thawed and they could provide for themselves. Camden also had
little soldiers of his own and still needed help protecting the
Sinclairs.

Camden found Broderick with his
soldiers and asked him to come at once to the main keep so he could
explain to both he and Olivia what was happening. When Broderick
came into the large room, he saw Lady Sinclair standing by the
massive hearth and he thought she looked radiant. The Kincaid laird
was grateful for her recovery and he continued to tease her about
their impending battle. Each time the two discussed the supposed
fight they were to have, both Broderick and Olivia claimed that
they would be the victor. Camden did not think their bantering
about the fight was humorous and he let them both know there would
be no battle. Laird Sinclair believed that if there were to be a
duel between Broderick and Olivia, he would put money on his wife’s
win.

“Broderick, I am glad you
are here. I was hoping you could help me change my husband’s mind
about something. I asked him earlier if we could use the stables
for the soldiers to train in instead of outside in the cold. If we
did that, then I would be able to be there and help you but my
stubborn husband believes the frigid weather is good for the men.
He says it builds their endurance,” Olivia explained.

“M’lady I am sorry to tell
you this but Camden is right. It is better to have them train
outside.”

“I think he is just trying
to keep me locked up in this damn castle, he knows I am not use to
these freezing temperatures yet. I tell you Broderick, I was never
one to sit around and do nothing. I am restless and I need to get a
sword in my hands or else I am afraid I might go mad.”

“I do understand but if you
think I am going to try and persuade Camden into letting you have
your way, then I think you are sadly mistaken Lady Sinclair,”
Broderick said with a smile.

“Maybe we could at least go
on a short hunt. I can be out for a few hours and if you were with
me, I am sure Camden wouldn’t mind.”

“Yes, I would mind, wife. I
have told you countless times that you have to get use to this
weather slowly. I will not have my wife frozen solid her first
winter in the Highlands. Besides, we have other matters to attend
to,” Camden pointed out.

“What is wrong my laird?
What did the messenger say? Is everything alright with my family?”
Olivia questioned.

“I do not know because the
message was not from your family. We have a problem though, King
James has requested our presence in Edinburgh.”

“I do not understand, why is
speaking with the king such a problem?” She asked.

From the way Camden and Broderick
silently looked at one another, Olivia knew there was much more
going on than she had been told. Lady Sinclair was quickly becoming
upset and she wanted to know everything that was
happening.

“Laird Sinclair, you will
tell me everything now,” she ordered to her husband.

Broderick knew no matter what the
problem was, Olivia would want to be in on the plan. He had learned
that it was easier to include her rather than chase after the
stubborn woman when she carried on her own strategy.

“M’lady, speaking with the
king is not the problem. I do not believe this is a social call
though and it seems your husband is trying to keep all the details
from you.”

Camden glared at his friend for stoking
Olivia’s fiery temper and then relented and gave his wife all of
the news.

“It seems that there is a
criminal on the loose in the lowlands. He is burning homes and
slaughtering sheep at night. The madman is leaving a note with each
crime and it reads the same thing each time,” Laird Sinclair
explained.

“What does this have to do
with us?’ Olivia asked.

“The message states that he
will continue his rampage until I hand over my English beauty,”
Camden said slowly.

Olivia’s body froze and her heart began
beating wildly. “Malcolm,” she whispered.

“The bastard is a fool if he
thinks you are going to just give him your wife,” Broderick said in
outrage.

“I am not worried about him.
The king is none too happy about this situation though and he wants
a resolution.”

“There will be a resolution.
Malcolm will be dead and buried,” Broderick vowed.

“Broderick, I need you to
stay here and take care of the Sinclairs until we return. I am
going to take my guards and my wife to Edinburgh to meet with the
king. I will explain to him all that has happened. After King James
knows of what has taken place, I am going to take Olivia to England
to stay with her brother while I hunt down Malcolm and get rid of
the blackheart,” Camden said.

“M’laird, I want to help you
find him,” Olivia said quickly.

“No, you are staying with
your brother under his protection until I come back to get
you.”

“But it will not be as cold
in the lowlands and I can track him as well as you, maybe even
better. You could use me to draw him out of hiding.”

“Damn it wife, why don’t you
understand? I will not let you be harmed. I almost lost you before
and I will not let it happen again. There will be no more
discussion of this. You are going to England,” Camden said
furiously.

Olivia had never seen her husband so
upset before and she knew better than to say another word. From the
look on Broderick’s face, he was just as shocked at Camden’s
outburst as Olivia was. Laird Sinclair left the keep and slammed
the door behind him. He was angry for so many reasons but he felt
guilty for exploding at his wife. Camden wanted this nightmare with
Malcolm to be over and the thought of him harming Olivia again made
him sick. He had not met Olivia’s brother Garrison but if he
trained his army the way Olivia had been trained, then the man
deserved the Highland laird’s respect.

When Camden entered their chamber later
that evening, Olivia was waiting by the fire wrapped in nothing but
her plaid. She knew her husband was not going to change his mind
about her staying in England and Olivia decided to go along with
his plan instead of fighting with him. The countess stayed silent
and did not move from her chair as Camden began to
undress.

“Go ahead wife, you may
begin your argument now.”

“I have no dispute with you
my laird,” Olivia said as she stared into the crackling
fire.

“What is this? You have
suddenly become the timid and obedient wife.”

“If that is what you want. I
have decided that I will stay in England while you find Malcolm.
Not because I believe you are right but because I respect you my
laird.”

Camden came to her side and pulled
Olivia up to stand in front of him. The firelight made the smooth
skin on her face glow and he tried hard to remember what he was
going to say.

“Olivia, I thought you
understood how much I love you. I do not want you to be obedient or
hesitant with me but your safety is something I will not take a
chance with. I was brought to hell and back as I watched your
fevered body fight with death. I need you to understand. You may
disagree with every other thing I say and do so for the rest of our
lives but not on this subject Olivia.”

“I love you too Camden. I
promise not to argue about this anymore. I do have one request
though,” she said.

“What is that my
love?”

Olivia dropped her plaid and revealed
her bare body to her husband. “Keep me warm.”

Laird Sinclair granted her request and
wrapped his large arms around Olivia as his mouth covered hers. His
hands gently rubbed every inch of her back and then he cupped her
from behind, lifting Olivia to straddle his waist. Camden moved to
the bed without letting his lips leave hers and then he lay back on
the bed with Olivia’s breasts pressing against his
chest.

She loved to tease him by moving her
body against his and Lady Sinclair knew how to drive her husband
almost to insanity as she used her mouth to taunt him. When he
could take her assault no more, Camden rolled his wife to her back
and returned the sweet agony. His fingers were magical and he
always took his time to prepare Olivia’s body to reach its peak of
ecstasy before fulfilling her need with his own. Camden’s mouth
returned to hers and his tongue mimicked the movement of his body.
The lovers finally surrendered as their climax together flooded
their senses.

Camden rolled to his side and pulled
his wife close to him. She nestled against his chest and sighed
softly in the dark. The Highland warrior ran his fingers gently
through Olivia’s hair and he prayed silently to God that they would
live a long a happy life together. He had never been more content
and once the nuisance of Malcolm MacKay was gone, they could truly
begin to live.

“Did I take care of your
request?” He asked.

“You did more than keep me
warm my laird, you set me on fire,” she smiled.

“Aye, I did and I plan to do
so every night Olivia, now go to sleep, we are leaving at first
light.”

“I love you Camden,” she
whispered.

“I love you too
Olivia.”






Laird Sinclair made his wife stay
inside the holding while the others prepared the horses. They would
have left earlier but without the morning sun, Camden was afraid
Olivia would freeze to death while they traveled through the
Highlands. As they said their goodbyes, Broderick spoke with Camden
and Olivia watched the two men as they nodded to another before her
husband turned to leave.

“Was that your goodbye to
Broderick? You two just nod to one another and that is it?” She
asked Camden as he approached her.

“We are warriors not women,”
he answered.

“Excuse me a moment my
laird,” she said before running towards Broderick.

Olivia threw her arms around the giant
man. “Thank you for taking care of the Sinclairs Broderick. It is
most appreciated and I believe my husband has forgotten his
manners,” she smiled.

“M’lady, do not hurry home
because from the look on your husband’s face, he plans on killing
me for hugging you,” Broderick replied.

“Don’t be silly, I was only
saying goodbye.”

“Goodbye m’lady and God be
with you,” Broderick smiled.

“And you Laird Kincaid,” she
laughed.

Olivia turned to see her husband’s
glare and for a moment, she thought Broderick may have been right.
Camden looked as if he wanted to kill someone and she laughed at
the thought of his jealousy. Liam, Stephan, Keith and Calum were
all prepared to leave and Camden stood by his stallion waiting for
Olivia. She noticed her horse was tied to her husband’s and she
wondered what the purpose for that was.

“M’laird, why are our horses
tied to one another?”

“You are riding with me wife
until we get to lower ground,” he answered.

“And why is that may I
asked,” she said with a bit of offense.

“I believe it was your
request, you did ask me to keep you warm, remember?” He
smiled.

Olivia quickly blushed and moved closer
to her husband. The Sinclair soldiers all tried not to smile at her
embarrassment as they avoided looking at Olivia.

“My laird, I will be fine
without you. If we ride together, it will only slow us down
further,” she insisted.

The countess untied her horse and
mounted it quickly. She glared at her husband and waited for him to
take the lead.

“Do I need to follow Liam or
will you be leading my laird?” She asked.

“I will give you one hour,
if you have stayed warm for that long then you may ride by
yourself.”

The six of them headed down the snowy
path and all of them expertly maneuvered their horses through the
difficult terrain. The men worried about Olivia as the wind began
to blow and caused the chilly air to turn bitter cold. They had not
been riding for more than a half hour when Camden noticed his
wife’s teeth chattering. She rode her horse behind him and the
noise from her shivering was loud enough for everyone to
hear.

“M’lady, are you getting
cold?” Liam asked.

“I am just fine Liam, thank
you,” she replied with a shaky voice.

“Lord, you are stubborn
wife,” Camden said as he slowed his horse and rode along side
Olivia.

“I am not so cold, it is
just the wind,” she admitted.

Camden took hold of Olivia’s waist and
pulled her to his lap. He grabbed an extra plaid from his satchel
and wrapped it around him and his wife. She instantly welcomed his
heat and curled closer to his chest. Camden shivered as her cold
hands touched his body and then realized he should have made Olivia
ride with him from the beginning. Her chill drained his warmth and
it took a few minutes for them to begin to warm again.

The group traveled as fast as possible
through the snow taking caution the check the depth of the soft
powder before letting their horses travel into it. If their
stallions stepped into a hallow pocket of snow they could easily
break a leg and none of them would take the risk of losing their
valuable steeds. Camden was anxious to reach their first
destination for the evening because he had a surprise waiting for
his wife. They had traveled most of the day only stopping twice to
rest the horses and they finally made it to the Sutherland clan’s
holding.

“We will stay here for the
night and then leave again in the morning,” Camden
explained.

“Where are we my laird?”
Olivia asked.

“You will know in a moment,
I have a surprise for you,” he whispered in her ear.

Laird Sinclair slid from his horse and
then helped his wife down to the ground. Olivia stretched her legs
and excused herself for some privacy in the woods. She had noticed
that it was already much warmer here than higher up where the
Sinclairs lived. Once Olivia came back from the woods, she noticed
someone speaking with her husband but she could not quite see who
it was. When the countess recognized the Sinclair guard, she ran to
him as quickly as she could.

“Travis!” She
yelled.

“M’lady, I am so glad you
are well. I heard about your injury and fever and I am grateful you
have recovered,” Travis said with a smile.

Olivia wrapped her arms around the big
soldier and hugged the young man that she had left injured before
the battle at the Sinclair holding.

“I am fine and I take it
that you are well also,” she said.

“I have been well for a
while and sent word to Laird Sinclair but he told me to stay here
until the heavy snow passes. Now I will be traveling with you to
Edinburgh and England.”

“That is wonderful,” Olivia
smiled and turned to Camden. “Was this my surprise?”

“Yes but if I had known you
were going to hug the man like that I would have kept him hidden,”
Camden grunted with displeasure.

Olivia laughed and then squeezed
Travis’s hand. “I have so much to tell you.”

The group sat around the hearth and
told their own version of all that had transpired in the past few
weeks. Travis had only heard small bits of what had happened from
the Sutherland soldiers that had returned from the battle. The
youngest Sinclair guard was shocked to hear that Maggie lived and
that Malcolm still threatened Lady Sinclair. The Sutherland laird
gave a private room to Camden and Olivia for the night and the rest
of the group slept by the hearth.

Before the sun had come up, Laird
Sinclair went over his plans with his warriors. He reminded the men
that they would be entering the lowlands soon and they needed to be
extra aware of their surroundings. Olivia’s safety was at stake and
Camden would let nothing happen to his beautiful wife. The group
continued on their journey to Edinburgh and now that they were out
of the harshest weather, they could ride faster on the cleared
paths.

Olivia rode her own horse and they made
good time traveling hard for the next two days. It was late in the
afternoon when they reached the outer edges of Edinburgh. The king
was expecting him and Olivia but Camden wanted his guards with them
too. He did not feel comfortable entering the city without his
warriors at his side to help him protect Olivia. Laird Sinclair was
sure that word had spread quickly about his arrival and he knew it
would not be long before Malcolm knew they were there.

The king’s stable master took their
horses to the stalls to have them looked after while the stewards
escorted Camden, Olivia and the warriors inside the castle. Camden
watched to see Olivia’s reaction to the king’s castle because it
certainly was paltry compared to the English king’s castle. He was
pleased to see that his wife put no faith in finery and she did not
seem to even notice the difference between the two
castles.

“I am anxious to see my
cousin Princess Margaret. It has been such a long time, I believe
we were both young girls when we saw each other last,” Olivia
said.

“Aye, King James is married
to your cousin but I believe she is still a young girl, was she not
a child bride?” Camden asked.

“She is not so young , I am
only two years older than she is.”

“Yes, but you are different
wife, most women of your young age do not lead armies into battle,”
Camden smiled.

The herald announced Laird and Lady
Sinclair to King James IV and Princess Margaret. Olivia felt like a
mess and she was sure she looked like one after traveling for the
past three days on horse. She was not prepared to greet the king or
her cousin but there wasn’t anything she could do about it now. The
Highland laird and his wife came before the royal couple and the
princess immediately smiled at her cousin that she had not seen for
some time. Olivia was shocked to see that the king was much older
than her cousin was. The Scottish king looked to be in his thirties
with Margaret being only sixteen.

“Laird Sinclair it is good
of you to come. I have been anxious to meet the English bride you
begged me for, you are lucky, she is quite beautiful. Also, my wife
has wanted to see her cousin since she has been here in Scotland,”
King James said.

Olivia elegantly curtsied to the king
and introduced herself. “I am Lady Sinclair it is wonderful to meet
you, Your Majesty. Forgive my husband, it seems he has forgotten
his manners.”

The warriors behind Camden gasped at
her bowing to the king, for the Highlanders did not truly honor him
as their king. They assumed Lady Sinclair had not known this and
they quickly forgave the woman for her mistake. Camden was
irritated but he did respect the king enough to bow his head
slightly before he spoke.

“I wish you were meeting my
wife on better terms King James. I am afraid my problem with
Malcolm MacKay has now become everyone’s problem,” Camden
replied.

“Yes, it is unfortunate that
the man is baiting you to kill him but by the looks of you and your
men, I am sure you will have no problems in doing so. So far, my
soldiers have not been able to capture the man and punish him for
what he has done in the lowlands. I want to hear from you directly
what took place at the MacKay holding.”

Olivia was hardly paying any attention
to what they were talking about because she was still thinking
about what the king had just said. Camden had begged King James to
be able to marry her. That time seemed so long ago to her, when
they had only known one another for mere moments before they were
married. She was thinking of how much her life had changed in such
a short time and she was grateful to God for every minute of
it.

“Perhaps we could excuse the
women so that they may reunite while I fill you in on all that has
happened since we last spoke,” Camden said.

“Yes, that seems
appropriate,” the king agreed.

As Princess Margaret and Olivia went to
the solar room next to the large keep, Camden had Liam and Stephan
follow her to stand guard by his wife. King James watched as the
men left to protect Lady Sinclair and he knew that the Highland
laird must be worried about his wife.

“Do you think that my
soldiers cannot look after our wives?” The king asked.

“Do not take offense but I
only trust my men and you do not know of what the MacKay bastard is
capable of.”

“Please fill me and do not
leave any part out.”

The men discussed both battles and
Olivia’s brush with death. The king watched as the emotion played
across Camden’s face when he described almost losing Olivia. King
James was impressed with Lady Sinclair’s skills and the stories of
her bravery. He told Camden that he would love to witness her
battle with a sword one day. After recounting the details of
Malcolm’s treachery, Laird Sinclair told the king that they were
taking Olivia to England to stay with her brother while they hunted
down Malcolm. King James gave his full approval for the Highland
warriors to bring the criminal to justice and in Camden’s mind that
meant death.

Olivia and her younger cousin, Princess
Margaret had a polite conversation and it became apparent to Lady
Sinclair that the English royal had grown up rather quickly. Olivia
knew that she too, had matured since her marriage to Camden and all
that she had been through since. The two of them playing together
as young girls in the palace was a distant memory now for them
both. Princess Margaret was jealous when her cousin told her of all
that had happened. The young Scottish queen enjoyed hearing the
exciting tale of Olivia’s bravery and survival of the past several
weeks.

The Highlanders were invited to join
the royal couple for a feast that evening and the massive warriors
welcomed the large spread. Camden’s soldiers had their fill of warm
food and Olivia tried hard to keep a straight face as she watched
the king gawk at how much the men consumed. She was used to seeing
her husband and his guard eat more in one sitting than most did all
day. King James offered each of them private sleeping chambers for
the night but Camden refused to have his men split up. Laird
Sinclair, his wife and the five soldiers slept on the floor by the
hearth in the keep. Being in Edinburgh made Camden more cautious of
his surroundings knowing that Malcolm could be nearby. As she tried
to get comfortable on the hard stone floor, Olivia squirmed against
her husband.

“Go to sleep wife,” Laird
Sinclair said gruffly.

“I am trying to but I think
the ground outside is softer than this solid floor.”

“M’lady would you like my
plaid to sleep on?” Liam asked.

Olivia knew the soldiers were close by
but she did not know they were listening to every word she said.
She quickly became embarrassed for whining about her comfort and
the countess did not want the men to think she had become
weak.

“Liam, it is polite of you
to offer your plaid for an ordinary woman but would you dare offer
it to your laird?” She asked.

“No m’lady,” he
replied.

“I did not think so. I will
only forgive you this one time for thinking of my comfort Liam,
next time I shall beat you to a bloody mess.”

Camden could have sworn he heard each
one of his men chuckling quietly while his wife huffed in fury. He
pulled Olivia closer to him and tucked her head under chin. The
laird held her in his arms so that she was almost completely off
the hard ground and tried to make her as comfortable as
possible.

“You certainly are no
ordinary woman,” Camden said softly.

All five of the fierce Highland
warriors said, “Aye” out loud to agree with their laird. There was
no one like Olivia anywhere else. Laird Sinclair never fully fell
into a deep sleep for he wanted to keep his senses aware of all
that surrounded him. Camden listened to Olivia as her breathing
deepened and she became lost in her dream world. She whispered
words that had no logic and it was hard for Camden to understand
what his wife’s visions were about. Once she was safely in England,
Laird Sinclair would find Malcolm and make sure that his wife never
had to see him in her nightmares again.

In the early morning hours, Olivia was
the last to mount her horse after hugging her cousin goodbye and
the group said farewell to the Scottish royalty. The Highlanders
made their way through the city of Edinburgh and Camden realized
that the looks from the lowlanders would never change. They always
seem to stare with their mouths open and a glazed look in their
eyes at the sight of the massive warriors. Laird Sinclair was
grateful for the power he held over them because it was better to
have them terrified of him rather than not afraid at
all.

It took another two full days of riding
before the group reached the border of the Lansington estate.
Olivia had led the way once they reached England and the closer
they became, the more excited the countess was to see her family.
She let the men know when they were on her brother’s property and
Camden was shocked to see how beautiful the terrain was, even
towards the end of winter. Olivia slowed her mount to trotting pace
and then stopped as the group broke through the dense forest. The
sight before her was wonderful as the valley opened up and
Lansington Castle came into view. Laird Sinclair was not surprised
at the large holding and the small village that surrounded it, for
he assumed a royal duke would have such an estate. He was shocked
though that his humble wife had grown up there. She truly had no
belief in extravagance and Camden loved that about her.

“You are going to like my
family even though they are English,” Olivia announced to
everyone.

“If they are like you
m’lady, I am sure we will,” Keith replied.

Olivia laughed loudly. “Actually they
are nothing like me but you will still like them,” she
smiled.

“Alright wife, lead the
way,” Camden nodded with a smile.









Chapter Thirteen






The Highlanders received a wonderful
welcome from the Duke and Duchess of Lansington. A crowd of people
surrounded Olivia as she jumped from her horse in the courtyard of
the beautiful castle. Camden assumed that the large man with the
same eyes as Olivia was her brother Garrison. He watched as the
siblings hugged one another and from the smile on his wife’s face,
it was easy to see how much she loved her brother. Laird Sinclair
immediately dismounted and headed towards the duke, extending his
hand for new brother-in-law’s welcome. The two muscular men clasped
hands and Camden was comforted by Garrison’s warm smile. The laird
immediately felt a certain trust for the man he just met and Camden
was grateful to him for raising Olivia so well.

“I am Garrison, it is good
to meet you. I guess I owe you an apology for sending my
temper-mental sister off to the Highlands. I hope you have not
asked her to be obedient,” the duke laughed.

Camden smiled at the man teasing his
wife and thought that Garrison must have been a saint for dealing
with his sister’s feisty spirit his whole life. He saw the fury on
his wife’s face and knew that her brother’s remarks had irritated
her.

“Actually no apology is
necessary. It is I who owe you my thanks for letting this rare
treasure come into my life and do not worry, I learned quickly that
she would not obey,” he replied with a smirk.

Olivia smiled at her husband and his
words seemed to make her forget the taunting words from her
brother.

“So then you are my same old
Livy! I hoped you wouldn’t change for a man. My wife is dying to
see you.”

“Where is Ella?”

“She is in the garden with
the children,” Garrison answered.

Olivia turned and received more
welcomes from those that were there to greet her. The Sinclair
guards had gotten off their horses and watched as their laird’s
wife was engulfed by many well wishers. They noticed in particular
one older woman that was weepy at the sight of Lady Sinclair and
they were not sure whether she was happy or sad at Olivia’s
arrival.

Laird Sinclair introduced his guard to
Garrison and the duke was impressed with the warriors that
protected his sister. He was not surprised that Olivia fit in with
these men and Garrison thought this must be her dream come true. As
everyone began to follow Olivia around to the gardens, Camden
nodded to Garrison and asked him to stay for a moment.

“There are some things I
need to tell you about, that have happened to your
sister.”

Garrison’s smile immediately changed to
a scowl. “What is the matter?”

“She is in danger and that
is why I have brought her here to stay with you until I can get rid
of the problem,” Camden explained.

“I want to know everything,
come with me and we will talk privately,” the duke
insisted.

Camden nodded and then sent his men to
stay by Olivia to watch for anything out of the ordinary. They were
not familiar with their surroundings but they did know what Malcolm
looked like and they would watch carefully for him. Garrison led
the Highland warrior into his private study and then listened to
every gruesome detail of what had transpired over the past several
months, starting with the first attack on the Sinclairs the night
of the wedding. The duke marveled at Olivia’s courageous acts of
bravery but in truth, he was not at all surprised at what she had
accomplished. He could clearly see how much the Highland laird
loved Olivia without needing any vocal expression. Garrison was
sure that his sister must love this man for all that she went
through for him.

The duke offered his army to Camden but
the warrior would not accept the use of an English army. He tried
not to offend Garrison by explaining that it would be greatly
difficult to find Malcolm with a giant English army by his side.
Camden would rather track the man silently and take care of the
villain himself. The highland laird just asked for one favor from
the duke and that was to keep Olivia safe and protected while he
was gone. Garrison of course, agreed and promised to watch over her
until the Highlanders returned.

“Garrison, do you remember
what message you gave to the king for me?” Camden asked.

“I am afraid I don’t
remember.”

“It was sound advice about
your sister and I wish to remind you of that now.”

“What was that?” the duke
asked.

“She never stays where you
put her,” Camden said with a huge grin.






The highland warriors followed Olivia
to the large beautiful garden behind the home. They watched as
stewards starting to light giant torches and they saw two children,
a young boy and girl, running towards Lady Sinclair. Olivia
squeezed her niece and nephew tightly and searched all over for her
sister-in-law, Ella. When she saw the beautiful golden-haired
duchess, Olivia was shocked at the size of her pregnant stomach.
Camden’s wife must have been off on her estimation of when the baby
was due for the petite woman looked ready to burst.

“Ella, I have missed you.
You look wonderful and ready to have to have that baby any day,”
Olivia smiled as she hugged Ella.

“Actually I believe I still
have at least a month and half before the babe should arrive. Did
you not get my letter?”

“I am afraid I did not
receive it before we left the Highlands,” Olivia
replied.

“Why then have you come so
soon? It does not matter really, because you never need a reason to
visit. I have so much I want to speak with you about. I am sorry I
did not attend your wedding, I didn’t even know about it until
after it had taken place. Garrison was in big trouble for that,”
Ella rushed on. “So how is married life? Is your husband treating
you well? Who are the giant men surrounding you? What is Scotland
like and did you receive the things I sent to you?”

Olivia laughed at all her sister’s
questions and she hugged the small woman again.

“I will tell you everything
but first you must sit down.”

“Oh yes, shall we go inside?
It is getting rather cold outside and I would not want you to catch
a chill,” Ella said politely.

The Sinclair warriors all chuckled at
what the English version of cold was. Even Olivia thought the
weather was fairly warm compared to the frozen world she had just
come from. The visitors followed Ella into the large keep of the
castle and the older woman the warriors had seen earlier crying
over Lady Sinclair, came into the room with a tray of hot tea for
the guests.

“It is so glad to have you
here m’lady,” the stout woman said.

“Thank you Margaret, it is
good to see all of you. Do you happen to know where my husband and
brother are?” Olivia asked.

“I will find out for you
right away.”

“Thank you.”

“Please, all of you be
seated and relax,” Ella said as she managed to sit down without
effort even though her tiny frame barely held the baby she
carried.

“Ella, this is Liam,
Stephan, Keith, Calum and Travis. They are my husband’s elite guard
of warriors and they are the finest soldiers in all of Scotland,”
Olivia said proudly and then turned to the men. “This is my
sister-in-law, Ella, the Royal Duchess of Lansington.”

The large men each bowed slightly to
Ella to show her respect and then took a seat in the different
chairs around the room. As Olivia watched the warriors struggle to
get comfortable in the small wing-backed chairs and she realized
the scene was almost exactly like the nightmares she had early.
Lady Sinclair frantically began looking around the room for Camden,
and for Malcolm. She knew it was not possible for the evil man to
be there but Olivia had a sick feeling anyway.

Liam was the first to notice her
distress and was immediately by her side, followed by the other
Sinclair warriors.

“What is it m’lady? Is
something wrong?” Liam asked.

“It is nothing, I just have
a nervous feeling about something,” she whispered.

“You look as if you have
seen a ghost m’lady, are you sure everything is alright?” Keith
asked.

When Camden and Garrison came into the
keep and saw the soldiers surrounding Olivia, the Highland laird
raced to her side and began questioning everyone.

“What is going here?” He
demanded.

“We do not know m’laird,”
Travis tried to explain.

“I am fine my laird, it just
felt as though what I had seen in my dream was coming to life.
Everything was pleasant at first but then Malcolm
appeared.”

“Who is Malcolm,” Ella
asked.

“It is a long a story my
love and I will fill you in tonight,” Garrison said calmly to his
wife.

Camden pulled Olivia to her feet and
held her tightly. “He is not here and you do not need to
worry.”

“I am not worried my laird
truly, I am fine. I could handle the bastard myself if I needed to
so why would I be worried with the finest Highland warriors
circling around me?” His wife said with a smile.

“Well I see your language
has not improved Livy?” Garrison laughed.

“I learned every damn word
from you big brother.”

The duke squeezed Olivia’s hand and
then nodded to Camden. He was certainly grateful that his sister
had learned the survival skills of his soldiers and Garrison was
more than indebted to the Highland laird who saved her life. The
duke planned to meet with Camden and his warriors in library later
that night to discuss Olivia’s protection. Garrison also wanted to
introduce his commanding soldiers, Aaron and Paul to the
Highlanders and let them know what was happening. After enjoying a
fine meal together, Olivia said goodnight to her family and then
the duke’s butler, Weathersby showed Laird and Lady Sinclair to the
large guest chamber where the royal family stayed during their
visits. Weathersby then took the five other men to rooms close by
as instructed by the duke.

Camden explained to his wife that he
wanted to speak with his warriors and Olivia agreed to wait
patiently in her chamber for her husband to come back. Within
moments of leaving her there in the chamber, Camden knew his wife
had never agreed to anything before so he was sure she would not
sit idly by and wait. The Highland laird stood just outside the
door and watched it slowly open before Olivia tried to sneak
out.

“If you are not going to
wait in the chamber then I want you with me,” Camden
ordered.

“I was just…”

“Come with me wife, I am
meeting with your brother.”

“Whatever for?”

“Your security,” Camden
admitted.

“Oh hell, I guess I am back
to being treated like a child. Follow me and let us get this over
with,” Olivia muttered.

Camden smiled behind her and then
grinned ever bigger when his wife ran into the five Sinclair
warriors waiting for him down the corridor.

“Well I should not be
surprised that you five are in on this midnight rendezvous with my
brother. I should whip you all for keeping a secret from me,”
Olivia complained.

“Aye, m’lady,” the soldiers
replied in unison while trying to hide their grins.

The giant men followed their laird and
his wife through the maze of hallways and down a giant curved
staircase to the main entry of the castle. Camden noticed how the
massive home was covered in art and tapestries on every wall. The
wooden furniture was ornately carved and the entire holding had a
rich and elegant feel about it. Garrison was certainly not
surprised when his sister entered the library followed by the
bronzed Highland men, she always wanted to be in on the action. The
duke smiled at his sister and then nodded to his new
brother-in-law.

“Aaron, Paul, it is so good
to see you both. It has been so long,” Olivia said kindly as she
entered the room and saw the two soldiers that she had known for
years.

Garrison introduced his first and
second in command to the Sinclair men and Camden could not help but
notice the smile on his wife’s face. The way she stared at the
handsome English soldiers irritated the laird.

“I trained with these men
for several years my laird, they are some of the finest opponents I
have ever had, besides you of course,” Olivia added.

Camden relaxed a bit and pictured his
wife at battle with the English soldiers. He was sure the men had
not stood a chance against Olivia. The duke began to inform his men
on what had happened in the Highlands to his sister. Camden noticed
his wife seemed embarrassed when she heard herself described as
brave and courageous. She was a modest woman and humble
warrior.

The late night gathering did not last
too long and soon the Scottish and English men all vowed to protect
Olivia once again before they departed. Garrison grabbed his sister
and hugged her tightly before she left the library.

“Livy, I thought you might
want to know that Brent is in France on a secret assignment for the
king. He heard you had married and gone to Scotland but he wanted
me to wish you well for him,” the duke said quietly to his
sister.

“When you see Brent, will
you please tell him that he was right all along? I did find someone
that matches my fire and I do know what love is. I have done great
things and will continue to do so,” Olivia smiled.

“Of course little sister, I
will tell him that I have never seen you happier.”

Olivia left the library and took
Camden’s hand before going up the stone staircase. She thought for
a moment of her childhood love Brenton and then glanced at her
perfect husband by her side. Olivia was more than happy with her
life and the love she shared with Camden. Laird Sinclair heard
every word that was said between the brother and sister and he
wondered just who Brent was. It was obvious the man was someone
special in Olivia’s past but from the passionate words she spoke
about her marriage, Camden knew he had nothing to worry about.
Looking at Olivia, there was pure love sparkling in her emerald
eyes only for him.

They panted for breath after their
heated lovemaking and Olivia could not help but begin to laugh out
loud. Camden wondered if his wife had lost her mind because their
passionate display was anything but humorous and he barely could
think, let alone laugh.

“Olivia, would you mind
telling me what you find so amusing?”

“It is just that, when I was
a little girl, I always wondered what our royal visitors were doing
in this room. I, of course, would sneak around to spy on them but I
never understood why they were making so much noise if they were
sleeping. Now, I know exactly what they were doing,” she
smiled.

Camden pulled his wife close and
wrapped his arms tightly around her. He doubted any of the scrawny
English royals had ever made love in a wild and intense frenzy as
they had just done. With Olivia and Camden’s muscular bodies and
great endurance, the couple certainly did not share the average
marriage bed. The exhausted lovers had just fallen into a deep and
relaxing sleep when someone started banging on their chamber
door.

“M’laird, come quickly,”
Liam yelled through the thick wooden door.

The Highland laird was up with his
plaid on before Olivia even knew what was happening. Camden opened
the door with his sword drawn and prepared for anything.

“What is it?’

“A message m’laird, the duke
waits for you downstairs,” Liam explained.

“Stay outside this door and
do not let my wife leave this room under any circumstances. Do you
understand?”

“Yes, m’laird.”

“Camden wait,” Olivia cried
out.

“Do not move,” the laird
ordered his wife.

Travis stayed with Liam to guard
Olivia’s door and she decided to obey her husband out of sheer fear
from his wrath. He was frazzled, she could tell and whatever was
happening must have been serious. Calum, Keith and Stephan followed
their laird down the stairs and into the library to find Garrison
with his first in command, Aaron. Camden could see by the look on
the duke’s face that something was wrong.

“What has
happened?”

“A messenger delivered this
letter,” Garrison said as he handed the rolled parchment to
Camden.

Laird Sinclair,

It is greatly arrogant of you to think
that a man of my ability would not be three steps ahead of you. I
have certain acquaintances everywhere and word travels fast when a
group of Highland giants comes through England. You destroyed all
that belonged to me, did you not think that I would do the same to
you? Yes, I am nearby and being overconfident in your strength and
skill will be your downfall. There are others with your superior
abilities and I am one of them. I am ready for this bloody
war.

Laird MacKay

Camden stood there emotionless as he
read the message and the others in the room were silent. It only
took the laird a few seconds to comprehend the words that Malcolm
had written but time seemed to stand still as Camden contemplated
on his next move. Every action he took had a consequence and the
Highland laird would not risk the life of his wife
again.

“Where is the man that
delivered this message?” Camden said with a controlled
voice.

Aaron took a step forward. “He has left
already but he must still be on the Lansington property for he
could not have reached the border yet.”

Laird Sinclair did not say another word
before he raced out of the library and out the main door of the
castle. His guards followed him, along with the duke and his men.
He went into the stables that were newly built, after a fire had
destroyed the old stalls and prepared his horse to
leave.

“My men come with me,
Garrison please stay with Olivia and protect her with your life,”
Camden ordered.

“You do not need to ask, be
safe,” the duke replied.

The Highland men left with urgency
across the stone bridge and followed the trail that Aaron showed
them. It did not take the warriors long to find the lone messenger
as he came into sight on the path. When the small English man heard
the thunderous sound of horses pounding, the poor man cowered with
fear as he saw the massive Scottish men coming towards him. The
scrawny man jumped from his horse and tried to hide in the forest
from the brute men but Camden had the man by his shoulders within
moments.

“Who gave you that message
and where the hell is he?” Laird Sinclair yelled with
outrage.

“Please do not hurt me
m’lord, I did not see the man,” he whimpered.

“How did you get
it?”

“The tavern owner paid me to
take it to the Duke of Lansington. That is all I know, I
swear.”

“What tavern? Where?” The
laird asked impatiently.

“In Newcastle m’lord,” the
messenger said in fear.

Laird Sinclair did not know his way
around England but he remembered they had come through Newcastle on
their way to Lansington. Camden tried to contain his fury but the
faster he rode, the more upset he became. He knew he had to control
his temper or Malcolm would have an edge on the laird. Camden’s
weakness was Olivia and he could not afford to go into this battle
being vulnerable. After two hours of riding frantically through
England, the Sinclair laird reached the small town of Newcastle and
burst through the wooden door of the tavern. Camden ducked to fit
through the frame and then looked around the empty room. Within
moments of his arrival, a small portly man who was balding on top,
came down from his room above the pub.

“Are you the
owner?”

“I am,” the frightened man
replied with a shaky voice.

“Where’s the bastard that
gave you the message for the Duke of Lansington?” Camden asked
calmly.

“I do not know m’lord, I
never saw the man. The letter was brought to me by a messenger and
I was to send it on.”

Camden moved toward the man and then
towered over the quaking owner who had turned pale white. The laird
was sure the fear in the cowering man below him had caused the man
to tell the truth. Lying to the giant Scottish warrior would have
been completely foolish. Laird Sinclair retreated back to the door
and wondered why Malcolm had gone to so much trouble to have the
letter delivered from place to place. Camden wished he knew what
the blackheart was planning. The Highland men found a secluded area
to rest for what was left of the night. Sleep eluded the laird as
he tried to decipher Malcolm’s plans.

The sun began to rise slowly and the
morning light started moving through the sky, warming everything it
touched. Camden and his men watered their horses and prepared to
track the MacKay man from the little knowledge they had. As he
listened to his each of his men stating their own theory about
Malcolm, fear raced through Camden’s body as he realized what
Malcolm’s sinister motive was. The laird was enraged with himself
for falling for the lunatic’s game. All of this worthless time
trying to track Malcolm through his letter was a ploy to get Camden
and his men away from Olivia.

“Damn it.”

“What is it m’laird?”
Stephan asked.

“We have to get back to
Lansington. This is what he wanted, us away from my
wife!”

Keith and Calum were already mounted
and the others hurried quickly to follow their laird. The five men
rode the path in a rapid pace back to the home where Olivia had
spent her early childhood. Their traveling was much easier in the
morning light and with the panic that Lady Sinclair was in danger.
Camden had trust in Garrison but he worried Olivia might be out of
the castle alone. She was stubborn enough to talk anyone into
letting her do what she wanted, including her husband.

Within moments of arriving back at the
castle, Laird Sinclair was yelling to the English soldiers to help
his men find Olivia. Camden raced through the large wooden door at
the entrance of the holding and began shouting his wife’s name.
Garrison came out of the library and saw Camden as he headed up the
stairs.

“Camden, what is wrong?” The
duke yelled.

“Where is my
wife?”

“She is in my bedchamber
with Ella. My wife was having some pain this morning and Livy has
been with her since.”

“I need to see her, now,”
Camden demanded as he headed towards the duke’s chamber.

“You can’t go in there, my
wife may not be decent,” Garrison said as he raced after
Camden.

“The hell I
can’t.”

That statement was said just as the
giant Highland man opened the door to Garrison’s chamber and the
duke had no time to stop him. Camden saw his beautiful wife placing
a wet cloth on Ella’s head and it was obvious that the petite woman
was laboring to have her baby. He was overwhelmed with relief that
Malcolm had not harmed Olivia and that she was still safe in the
castle walls. Camden suddenly felt uneasy as Olivia stared blankly
at her husband and brother as they stood in the doorway while Ella
was enduring the pain.

“My laird, do you think you
could stop gawking at Ella and give her some privacy?” Olivia
insisted.

“Forgive me Ella,” the laird
mumbled.

“Do not worry Camden, it is
hard to control one’s actions when they are in love,” Ella said
sweetly as she winked at her husband.

“Garrison, I need to speak
with you in private,” Camden said as he turned to leave.

“My love, I will be back in
a few moments. I love you,” the duke promised.

Olivia was instantly curious as to what
was happening but there was no way she was going to leave Ella,
especially since the midwife had not arrived yet. She could hear
her brother and husband’s deep voices talking just outside the door
and she was dying to know why her husband was so upset.

“Go. See what is happening
Olivia. I am fine here for the time being,” Ella smiled.

“I couldn’t.”

“Margaret is here and she
can stay until you come back.”

Olivia grinned. “I will only be a
moment, I promise.”

When she opened the chamber door, Lady
Sinclair found her husband, brother and a mass of soldiers, both
English and Scottish, flooding the hallway.

“My laird, may I speak with
you in private?” Olivia asked.

Camden nodded briefly and then followed
his wife to the library and closed the doors behind him. As soon as
they were alone, the bronzed laird grabbed his wife and kissed her
mouth thoroughly. Olivia was not sure what was happening but she
welcomed his passionate kiss and matched his heat with her own. He
held her tightly and he could not seem to get her body close enough
to his. Olivia began to whisper between their kisses and she
finally pulled away to seek answers to her questions.

“Is everything alright my
laird?”

“It is now,” he said
huskily.

“Where did you go last
night?”

The couple sat down on a leather settee
and Camden explained to his wife, everything that had happened. He
knew it would be no use in keeping anything from her, so Camden let
Olivia know what he and her brother had planned. Garrison had
already sent out a sentry of soldiers to scout the perimeter of the
castle to find any tracks that Camden and his men might use to look
for Malcolm. The laird was sure the villain was close by and he was
not going to get away with anything. Lansington Castle, Olivia,
Ella and the children, would all be heavily guarded until the
MacKay man was found.

The door opened after a slight knock
and the duke looked at Olivia. “The midwife is here,” he
said.

“Go and stay with Ella, we
are taking care of everything else,” Camden said to his
wife.

“Be safe my love,” Olivia
said as she kissed his lips softly before hurrying to be by Ella’s
side.

The midwife checked on the laboring
duchess and she thought that perhaps with the excitement of the
Highlanders coming the night before, that it may have started her
birthing process. Olivia had helped with other women that had given
birth but suddenly the fear of something going wrong with her
sister, made her extremely nervous. She did everything possible to
hide her apprehension from her brother’s wife because Olivia had
seen other births go terribly wrong. Lady Sinclair knelt by Ella’s
side and prayed quietly with her to the Lord that both Ella and the
babe would be healthy.

Laird Sinclair was grateful to God that
his wife would be completely occupied with taking care of Ella. Now
he wouldn’t have to worry about her climbing trees and sticking her
arrows through someone. Camden could see that Garrison was uneasy
about the birth and the duke would be useless to the soldiers
looking for Malcolm. The Highland laird was unsure of how to
comfort the man about the impending birth and the silence between
the two was awkward. Camden watched Garrison pace outside the door
with worry for his wife and he wished could help the
man.

“My men and I will handle
the problem that we seem to have brought with us from Scotland.
Keep your guards here to protect my wife and your family. I pray
for your wife’s health,” Camden said.

“Thank you and I promise to
keep my sister safe. God be with you and your men,” the duke
replied.

“Laird Sinclair,” Aaron
blurted out from the entry, “we have found where the man has been
sleeping. Not too far from here in the wooded area.”

He raced out of the holding and Camden
mounted his horse in the courtyard to follow Aaron to where they
thought Malcolm may have been. The Highland warriors needed no
instructions from their laird as the brute giants with their
massive stallions hurried behind Camden. Within minutes of finding
the matted down brush where it was obvious someone had been
sleeping, Lard Sinclair could feel the presence of the evil man
nearby. He motioned his men to be still while he jumped to the
ground and searched for evidence of where Malcolm went.

Liam watched his laird do what he did
best and that was tracking his prey. Camden held his hand up to his
men to stay put while he drew his massive sword from its sheath.
The laird followed a rocky path down into a gully and then listened
for the bastard to make a sound. He was close and Camden waited for
the villain to make a mistake. The air was chilly and all the
animals were still hiding which made it easier for Camden to hear
the movement behind him.

Without turning around, Laird Sinclair
thrust his sword towards his back and the blade caught Malcolm
clean through the gut. Camden spun to see the look on the MacKay
man’s face. The bloody man was stunned and had a crazed and wild
look. The Highland laird put his boot to the man’s chest and then
pulled his blade from the rogue criminal, letting Malcolm stagger
backwards and fall to the ground.

“You have no superior skills
as you claimed, for killing you was far too easy. The only reason
you were able to complete all the sinister things you have done so
far is because I underestimated the sum of your wickedness. Your
reign of terror on my wife, my family and my clan is over,” Camden
vowed.

With that, he left the man on the
ground bleeding with a giant hole through his stomach and went up
the hill to where his men waited. They could see their laird’s
sword was bloody but it did not look as if Camden had even broken a
sweat.

“He is just down this gully,
finish him off and get rid of the body.”

“Aye, m’laird,” Liam said
with a grin before he and the others did as they were
ordered.

As Camden rode back to Lansington
Castle, he felt the burden of all the torment from the MacKay clan
being lifted from his shoulders. He was free now to enjoy his life
with Olivia and live in peace with his clan. His beautiful wife had
given him hope and love when the Sinclair laird had nothing left.
Camden hurried to be with her and feel complete with Olivia in his
arms.




Epilogue






“Laird Sinclair, may I have
permission to dance with your beautiful wife?” Broderick asked as
he bowed to the couple.

“I will cut your hands off
if they move anywhere they should not be Laird Kincaid,” Camden
replied seriously.

Olivia laughed out loud as she followed
her friend Broderick to where everyone else was dancing merrily.
She turned back to wink at her husband and with that, Camden could
not hold back his smile. The Highland laird could not believe the
good fortune he had come into after the devastating loss of his
father. As he stood there at the wedding celebration of his sister
Maggie, to his own warrior Stephan, Camden recalled the last time
there had been a gala like this one. It ended tragically but it
also brought the brute warrior his own joyous fulfillment,
Olivia.

The summer night air had a slight
breeze and Laird Sinclair watched his wife dancing with his best
friend. Broderick had come to the Sinclair holding for Stephan’s
wedding and it was good to hear how well the Kincaid clan was
doing. When Laird and Lady Sinclair had finally returned from
England, most of the snow in the Highlands had begun to melt away
and the earth was beginning to thaw. It was the perfect time for
Broderick and his clan to return to their new land and start
building their own holding.

Maggie’s smile was contagious as she
took turns dancing with the other warriors in Camden’s guard.
Stephan trusted the men but he still looked agitated as each one
spun his new bride to the music. Camden could not help but stare at
the small bump growing at Olivia’s waistline and although she had
not figured out why her stomach was not flat anymore, Laird
Sinclair was sure she carried his baby.

Broderick laughed as Olivia held her
body perfectly poised as she danced but let her speech ramble on
like a drunken soldier. She had certainly not changed any and
Broderick was grateful for that. No one would ever compare to this
warrior woman and he hoped someday to find someone at least similar
to her. He listened to her explain in great detail how she had been
the one to bring Stephan and Maggie together. Olivia decided that
maybe her calling in life was to match people together to find love
as she and Camden had.

“Do you think you will marry
someday Broderick?” She asked.

“Well I doubt there is any
woman like you out there, so I guess I will have to settle in order
to have a son that can rule my clan when I am gone.”

“Or daughter,
right?”

Broderick laughed. “Yes of course, a
daughter to rule my clan as long as you teach her everything you
know.”

“I do not have a preference
to whether my baby is a boy or girl,” Olivia smiled.

“What do you mean, Lady
Sinclair?”

“I have not told my husband
yet that I carry his baby. He must believe his old married wife is
getting fat,” she grinned.

“Congratulations m’lady. May
God bless you and the Sinclair baby.”

“Thank you Broderick and
thank you for all that you have done for our clan. You may always
count on the Sinclairs to help your clan if ever needed, in life
and in death,” Olivia said as she bowed her head.

“In life and in death, Lady
Sinclair. Now I better bring you back to your husband, he looks
ready to tear my head off,” Broderick grinned.

The rest of the wedding celebration
continued into the night with everyone laughing and enjoying the
ale. Camden and Olivia had said good night to the newly married
couple and headed to their chamber in the Sinclair holding for the
evening. Olivia removed her plaid and then stared into fire that
crackled in the hearth of their room. She waited there for Camden
and began rubbing her small belly as she thought of what was to
come. Olivia remembered back to the day when she helped Ella while
she began to endure her first labor.

Olivia watched as Ella calmly breathed
through each wave of pains as they came. She was impressed with how
controlled the laboring mother was because Olivia had seen other
women scream in pain. After watching Ella, she was not sure what to
expect because everything was going so smoothly and easy. Garrison
had come in to check on his wife several times and each time,
Olivia had to convince him that Ella would be all right.

The midwife was one that Olivia knew
well and she had helped the older woman a few times before at the
convent. The only person that was nervous and emotional was the
cook, Ella’s friend Margaret. The poor woman was teary-eyed each
time she came into the room and Ella was actually helping to sooth
Margaret. After being with the duchess for several hours laboring
during the day, Olivia finally left the room to get some fresh air.
Garrison brought his sister something to eat on the terrace and the
two had a loving conversation.

“Livy, it is easy to see how
much you love your husband. I am glad you no longer have to worry
about the Highland man that hurt the Sinclairs. I do have to ask
you though as your brother, are you truly happy in Scotland?”
Garrison asked.

“If you thought I would not
be happy, would you have sent me there married to a
stranger?”

The duke laughed. “I was right then,
you love the outdoors and that life suits you well.”

“It more than suits me
Garrison, in fact, I can go barefoot there anytime and no one would
say anything,” she grinned.

“Then you must be in heaven
Livy.”

“Anywhere with Camden is
heaven,” Olivia said with love.

“I will miss seeing you
whenever I want to,” Garrison said with a bit of
sadness.

“I will miss you and Ella as
well, speaking of your wife, I must go back and see how she is
doing.”

In the early evening hours, Ella’s
labor began to increase and Olivia watched as a beautiful but small
baby girl was delivered into the world. Olivia and the midwife’s
aide cleaned the baby and wrapped her carefully in a soft blanket
so that the duchess could hold her little girl. Before she could
take the new baby in her arms, Ella began to experience further
pains and continued to bleed more than usual. Olivia feared the
worst and prayed to God to help her sister-in-law to
survive.

“What is happening?” Ella
cried out.

“I am not sure but the pains
should have stopped now,” Olivia said as she tried to comfort the
new mother.

“Everything is all right
m’lady, the second baby is on its way out,” the midwife said, “a
few more pains and all will be well.”

“The second baby?” Olivia
blurted out.

Ella laughed slightly as the next pain
started and soon a chubby little boy was born moments after his
sister.

“Please let that be the last
one,” Ella grinned as she lay back against the bed, “I have no more
to give.”

Olivia gave the little girl to her
mother and then handed Ella the swaddled baby boy as well. As soon
as the duchess was cleaned and ready, Garrison was brought in to
see his new babies. The duke was just as shocked as everyone else
was to see his wife holding two little bundles in her arms. Olivia
and Camden stayed in England with the Sinclair guards for several
weeks following the birth. Helping with the babies and Ella made
Olivia want to hurry back to Scotland to have a baby of her
own.

Now, she waited by the fire in her
chamber and smiled knowing that wish was coming true. Olivia was
anxious to tell her husband the good news and she was sure he would
be overjoyed. Camden found his wife sitting by the hearth and he
pulled her gently into his arms. With Olivia there and a baby on
the way, Camden knew everything was finally perfect in his
life.

The End
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