
The Taming of Iver MacTavish

Brigdhe's Story - MacKai Brides Book One

A MacKai Family Novella

By

Rue Allyn

[image: image]

[image: image]

© Copyright 2021 by Rue Allyn

All rights reserved.

This copy of The Taming of Iver MacTavish is licensed for your personal enjoyment only and may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book, please acquire an additional copy for each recipient. If you are reading this book and did not acquire it, or it was not acquired for your use only, then please return it to the author at Rue@RueAllyn.com and acquire your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any means without the prior written consent of the author, except for the inclusion of brief quotations in a review. Names, characters and incidents depicted in this book are products of the author’s imagination or are used in a fictitious situation. Any resemblances to actual events, locations, organizations, incidents or persons—living or dead—are coincidental and beyond the intent of the author.

ISBN: 978-1-7348523-7-0

Cover Art © 2021 Rue Allyn

Acknowledgements

The author wishes to acknowledge the hard work and expertise of the Bluestocking Belles. Without their expertise and inspiration this edition of The Taming of Iver MacTavish would be a much poorer book. I also wish to recognize all the beta readers and reviewers, who helped spot small flaws before this edition went into production. If any errors remain, they are entirely the responsibility of the author.

Dedication

This book is dedicated to my extraordinary and very dedicated personal assistant, Alison Pridie along with the members of Rue's Crew, the best street team an author could have. Thank you all for sticking with me.

Table of Contents

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter One


[image: image]


Castle Trossachs, Scotland, Mid-January 1296

The wind howled in protest as Kelper, the earl’s house steward, forced shut the thick oaken door that kept foul weather at bay. He then turned to help Alpin Craigdon, captain of the earl’s guard, remove his cloak and gloves.

“Thank you Kelper.”

“’Tis welcome ye are. What brings ye to the castle from the border in such bothersome weather? Have ye time to sup with us, or must ye return to the border immediately?”

“I’ve urgent need to speak with the earl, but I’ll stay the night. Please have cook serve an extra plate at supper. I'll sleep in the barracks, so no need to bother Mistress Nettles. I’ll leave after breaking my fast tomorrow. Now where is the earl?”

Kelper tossed his head in the direction of the gargantuan hearth at the far end of the great hall where the firelight revealed four people in shadow. At this distance it was only possible to determine that three were women. The fourth, unmistakable because of his size, was Lord Iver MacTavish, Earl of Trossachs. The earl was said to rival Longshanks in height and have twice the sassenach monarch's breadth. Having never seen the man, Alpin could not say.

“There’s mead and bread by the hearth. Eat while himself finishes with his women. 'Tis the laundresses this night. Says he'll no have time for the kitchen wenches until tomorrow evening. A wonder, it is. That man's staying power, and nary a whimper of complaint from the women."

"Unless, it is moaning. There not enough earl to serve 'em all.”

"Aye." The steward nodded. "But he is, think on it, only one man."

"And one of a kind at that. There is no other, baron, earl or duke I'd wish to serve than Wild Iver. And since he treats all his folk well, I'd best go tell him the news."

Kelper's eyes light up "News?"

Alpin grinned. "Aye, you'll hear soon enough, but not afore his wild earlship."

"Then get ye on with it. Not a dram of decent gossip has been heard since himself returned last summer and announced he'd married one o' the MacKai Jewels by proxy but dinna know when she'd be arriving at Trossachs."

"Aye it's all the fault of those rotten MacShennan's. Wild Iver should have been enjoying his wedding night. Instead, he had to hasten home to fight off the MacShennan's attempt to reclaim Blue Pool Dale."

"Old news, that. Go tell himself what ye must, so we can all learn of it the sooner."

Alpin nodded at the older man and strode off toward the hearth. As he neared, he could make out the features of the three fetching wenches busy amusing their earl. They weren’t so much Wild Iver’s women exclusively. Like all the castle women who wished to, they gave their favors to any man with whom they pleased to dally. But since Castle Trossachs, every man, woman, child, and beast as well as the buildings, crops, land, and waters stretching for ten leagues in every direction belonged to Clan MacTavish, and the earl was laird of the clan, one could reasonably say the women were his. Alpin seated himself on a nearby bench, poured a goblet of mead and settled in to watch.

“Athdara darlin’ leave off trying to get into me braes. I’m busy kissing Bradana, and tending to her pleasures. You already had your turn.”

Athdara smiled. “And a grand turning it was too. But I want to make ye as happy as ye made me.”

“Patience,” ordered Coira—one of Alpin’s favorites. Currently she was behind Lord Iver massaging the muscles of his neck and shoulders. “If ye canna wait, to pleasure his lordship. Spend yer efforts on fair Alpin over there. Make him happy until the earl is free to speak with him.”

Athdara rose from her knees and hurried over to begin helping Alpin out of his clothes. When the outer layer was dispensed with, he bussed her soundly on the mouth then swung her aside. 

“Sorry dearling, but you and yor friends will have to wait. Me business with Lord Iver is urgent.

Resting his cheek on the breast he’d been laving, Iver looked up with his brows raised high. “Urgent is it?”

Alpin nodded.

“A shame.” Iver sighed and straightened on his bench, shrugged off Coira's caresses, and gently pushed Bradana from the knee where she perched. “We’ll play more later in my chamber sweetlings. For now, put your clothes and hair to rights and go about your duties. I’ve distracted you long enough. Much more and Mistress Nettles will box all our ears for neglecting our work and making hers more difficult.”

The women complained, but left with expressions of great anticipation for the activities to come.

Iver waited until all three were out of sight down the stairs to the right of the hearth that led to the kitchens. “Pour me some of that mead, Alpin. Pleasuring three women at once is thirsty work.”

Alpin complied. “Aye, not many men could succeed at that feat as well as you.”

“You're flattering me, Alpin, so I take it you've come with bad news.” Iver sipped his mead.

Alpin took a fortifying gulp. “Truth is never flattery, and my news is not bad so much as awkward and likely unpleasant.”

“I’ve known you too long for any awkwardness to stop you from saying what needed to be said. What is it brought you ten leagues in the worst snowstorm I’ve seen in all my thirty years?”

“I left your wife and her escort five leagues into MacTavish lands. They should arrive here tomorrow sometime after Vespers. She sent ahead copies of documents of your proxy marriage, in case there was any question.” He handed Iver a leather packet.

"Thank you." The earl accepted the packet and put it aside on a nearby bench. "I'll read these later, after I instruct Kelper and Nettles to make preparations. Now tell me, is my wife traveling at speed?"

“Nay, m’lord. She’s got two ox carts loaded to twice the depth of each cart with who knows what. If we don’t send help right quick, they’ll founder when they reach Gilly’s pass. The snow on either side of the bridge there is twice as deep as elsewhere. And even if they manage to get through the snow, those carts are too heavy and unwieldly to cross that iced over bridge.”

Iver spent a moment sipping his mead. “I trust your judgement, Alpin. Here’s what we’ll do. Take ten men from the border guard to lend aid to my wife and her escort.”

“I doubt ten will be enough to carry all she has crammed into those carts.”

“Ten is all we can reasonably spare and still keep the border safe. Have the men carry only the most valuable and necessary items. Leave everything else, the carts and oxen with Hurley to keep at his farm until spring. He has space in that new barn we built for the livestock that will get here in April at the earliest.”

“Won’t your wife object to leaving her property behind?”

Iver shrugged. “Let her. We’ll retrieve it all after the spring thaw.”

“But ...”

“Nay Alpin.” Iver stood, thumping his goblet onto the table so firmly the mead splashed out. “I spent two full days with Keeva MacKai at midsummer. She and I have an understanding. Though we should have had the past six months to iron out any problems we did not anticipate. I’ve lost all patience with the piddling delays and wish to have my wife. Now! Is it any wonder, I slake my lust with willing women? I was supposed to be wed at mid-summer, but because of the damned MacShennans, I’ve not had a wedding night. I’ll not be denied longer.”

“I understand my lord; I do. ‘Tis a lucky man you are to be wed to one of the MacKai jewels. And a shame those thieving MacShennans forced you to leave your betrothed wife at Dungarob.”

Iver thrust both hands through his hair. “Aye, I had scarce enough time to authorize my proxy for the wedding before I had to gallop south and set that cur MacShennan straight about who owns Blue Pool Dale.”

“Clan MacShennan’s been trying to steal back that small piece of heaven since your great grandmother brought it to Clan MacTavish as part of her dowry.”

“Their latest trick has been to try to have that marriage declared null. But the Bishop of Sterling himself witnessed the vows and wrote a declaration swearing all parties were willing.”

“Is that what Laird MacShennan is claiming? Your great grandmother was not willing?”

“They say she could not have been willing because she was taken from her home by force. The way my father told me the story was that Great Granda had to fight his way in to get to her because her family was holding her captive. They wanted to cheat Clan MacTavish of the bride price, which had already been paid, by marrying her to another and getting a second bride price for her.”

“I was beginning to wonder if MacKai intended to cheat you of your bride,” Alpin offered.

“Nay, Baron Raeb MacKai is too honorable a man to break his word. Every delay has had a reasonable explanation, and he’s kept me informed of all that has happened. I would have waited until spring, but no longer. It is relieved I am to hear she’ll arrive soon.”

Alpin's brows rose. “You're glad your wife is coming? What will the MacTavish maids think of having a countess in the castle?”

Iver wasn’t stupid. He knew the castle women would be unhappy that their bed games with him would stop. “I’ll make sure each woman has a dowry sufficient to allow any suitor to ignore a lack of maidenhead.”

“What of those who’ve no wish to wed?”

“I’ll not force anyone to marry. The women who wish to remain single may live and work here as long as they understand I honor my vows and will not dally more. Those who have bairns are entitled to live where their children live as long as those women understand the same.”

“And what of the bed
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