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      The Clan Sinclair is an actual clan from the very northern reaches of Scotland near the Orkney Islands. They have existed in that area for centuries making the most out of the land and sea. The novels that are The Clan Sinclair are purely works of fiction. Some names may be similar or same to actual men and women who lived during the time of my novels, but that is purely coincidence. I have taken quite a bit of creative license to conjure up plots that I hope you enjoy.

      While historians have shown that plaids worn as kilts did not occur until roughly the 1700s, I like a man in a kilt, and I thought you might too. So, while this is a medieval series, I took more creative license here too.

      This prequel introduces you to the patriarch and matriarch of this generation’s Clan Sinclair. This is a novella that is set before the five main novels of the series. Perhaps it will answer any questions you might have after reading the other books in the series, or perhaps it will inspire you to read about the five Sinclair siblings and their fated loves.

      Meet the members of Clan Sinclair in this five book Highland romance series. The Clan Sinclair features Mairghread and her four brothers, Callum, Alexander, Tavish, and Magnus. Each member of the Scottish clan faces challenges as they meet their fated match, but all the Sinclairs find their HEA. Each novel in the series is a standalone, but they are best read together.

      

      I hope you enjoy.
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      Laird Liam Sinclair sat before the roaring fire in the Great Hall listening to his children chatter. His four sons and one daughter were adults now, and he had a more extended family than he could have wished for.

      The chatter and banter, along with the wails and squeals from a few babes, drifted to the back of his mind as he thought of his deceased wife.

      Bonnie Kyla, if only ye could be here to see how our children have grown. Ye'd be mighty proud of them, but I suppose ye are watching and guiding them. I believe we've received more than one divine intervention, and I've felt yer hand in all of them. How I miss everything about ye. Hagatha keeps the fresh flowers in the chamber ye and I shared for too short a time. The scent of lemongrass will most likely always be there. If nae from a vase, then in ma memory and ma heart. The chamber seems so large now for only me. It's been a lonely life without ye even with our children. I ken ye told me to move on, but I couldnae and canna stomach the idea of someone other than ye, mo chridhe. There's never been anyone else since that first day in the Great Hall. Do ye remember, mo ghaol?
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      “Da, it's nae too late to call this off. I dinna have to marry some Sutherland chit to end the feud. We cede them that rocky patch near the border Grandfather won from the Gunns. They gain the plot, and we call it a day. Or better yet, we call Dugan home from fostering, and ma baby brother can marry her."

      "Ye ken the contracts have been signed by both me and the lass's father. Laird Sutherland wouldnae stand for ye setting her aside, and I willna either. I dinna understand yer objection. Ye're of an age to wed, and ye must have heirs the same as I did. She may vera well surprise ye. Yer mother did."

      "Ye and Mama were a love match. It wasna a surprise to anyone when ye wed. Or that I arrived nearly nine moons later to the day."

      "Dinna be cheeky. Ye're nae too old or too big for me to skelp yer arse. " 

      That should have been enough of a warning for Liam Sinclair, heir to his father, Laird Donnell Sinclair. But on this day, he had his dander up. His father announced his betrothal a moon ago, and the woman was set to arrive at any minute.

      "How old is she anyway?"

      "She's close in age to yer score and four summers. She's a score and two."

      "More than a score and she isnae wed yet? What's wrong with her? Does she have warts and claws? Mayhap missing a few teeth? She certainly sounds a bit long in the tooth. Da, look at me. I am vera serious. Mayhap she--"

      A very soft and a very decidedly feminine clearing of the throat came from behind him. Liam froze before taking a deep breath and turning around. The sight that greeted him made the air whoosh from him, and he felt as if he had been pole-axed in the gut. The woman who stood before him was more than bonnie, she was beautiful. Liam took in the jet-black hair and bright lapis lazuli blue eyes. There was a faint dimple in her left cheek, and her eyebrows looked like they were sketched in by a master artisan. Her nose was short and soft at the end. She was not very tall, and Liam was sure she would barely come to the center of his chest when he held her.

      Hold her. Where the bluidy hell did that come from? A moment ago, I was ready to flee into the hills and live the life of a hermit.

      Liam noticed her ample curves. She was slightly broader in the hips than was considered the standard among noble women, but Liam found he rather liked the fact that while petite, she looked sturdy. At only four and twenty, he was already a large man standing at nearly six and a half feet. He knew his shoulders had not stopped broadening even though he had to nearly turn sideways to pass through many doorways.

      "Shut yer gob, son. Ye're catching flies," came the none too quiet whisper from behind. Liam could hear the laughter in his father's voice, but it did not bother him.

      He reached out his hand, and when she placed her tiny one above it, he bowed and kissed the back of her hand. He felt more than heard the tiny gasp when his lips actually pressed against her satiny skin. Liam did register her palms and fingertips were rough and calloused, but he was at least well-mannered enough not to bring his observation to anyone's notice.

       "Lady Kyla, welcome to Castle Dunbeath." Liam could not think of anything more to say without it sounding like a lie after being caught saying such unfavorable things.

      "Thank ye, Lord Liam. I see ye are a giant as I was told, but ye dinna seem quite as fierce as I was warned. More like a deerhound than a bear," she said in the demurest voice she could muster.

      Liam stood wide-eyed for a moment as her comment fully sunk in. As a warrior and as heir to a clan as large as the Sinclairs, his reputation and the safety of his clan depended upon his being fierce. However, the politely stated insult was precisely what he deserved, and he knew it. Liam tilted his head back and roared with laughter before looking down at his very bonnie and very spunky bride.

      Bride. I'm already thinking of her as such. Ma goose is cooked.

      "Lord Liam," Lady Kyla loudly whispered, "I dinna think ye should laugh quite so much. Ye sound like a stuck bore. Ye may have the healer called."

      That only made him laugh all the harder. When he looked down at her as he finally caught his breath, he saw her sly grin.

      "Ye have pluck. I'll give ye that. Ye will fit in vera well here, and I deserved that in spades." Liam became serious as he gazed into the depths of her blue eyes. "Ye dinna deserve to be insulted in such a way whether ye were present to hear it or nae. Ma foul temper shouldnae hurt ye. I'm vera sorry, ma lady."

      Kyla’s eyes opened wide for only a passing moment before she cocked her head slightly and nodded.

      “Thank ye for yer apology. It is appreciated and accepted.”

      Kyla looked beyond Liam’s shoulder to see a bear of a man who was almost identical to Liam except for having grey hair instead of a rich chestnut like Liam’s. An elegant woman came to join them, and Liam’s father wrapped his arm around her waist, pulling her to his side. Kyla immediately recognized them to be Liam’s parents, Laird Donnell and Lady Arabella Sinclair.

      She bowed her head and dropped into a graceful curtsy before her soon-to-be parents by marriage. She kept her head down as was expected until she was acknowledged. She was not anticipating the large but gentle hand that was placed slightly behind her elbow or the soft pull that brought her upright. Her eyes flew to the man standing next to her. Kyla could not help but stare into eyes so brown they looked like barrel-aged whisky. It was like the world floated away from her at that moment. She had moments ago been insulted and teased by this very man, but something in the way he touched her suddenly made her keenly aware of his masculinity and virility. Liam Sinclair was the singularly most handsome man she had ever seen. She swallowed twice before she looked back at Laird and Lady Sinclair.

      Lady Sinclair had stepped forward, and Kyla had not even noticed. Her cheeks pinkened as she realized this very elegant lady caught Kyla staring at her very handsome son.

      “Welcome to Castle Dunbeath, Lady Kyla. I hope ye will feel welcome here, and I look forward to getting to ken ye better.” Kyla, nor Liam, missed Lady Arabella’s pointed comment about feeling welcome in the future as opposed to right now. Kyla nearly bit her lower lip, a nervous habit she had been trying to break herself of for years, but she thought better of it. She could see Liam with her peripheral vision and was overly aware of his physical presence as he still held her arm.

      “Ye are vera kind, Lady Sinclair. I do feel welcome already. It is quite like being home with ma brothers. They tease me often and mercilessly.” As soon as she finished speaking, she wanted to cringe. Liam dropped his hand the moment she compared him to her brothers. No bridegroom wanted to be told his bride considered him as more of a brother than a husband. She turned her head to look at Liam. “I mean to say a little goading feels familiar and makes arriving here a little less daunting.”

      Liam offered her a tight smile. Kyla wanted to sink into the floor. While he failed to make a good first impression with her, she was now failing miserably in front of his parents, the leaders of the entire clan. She knew word of their conversation would soon be buzzing about the keep, if not the village she passed through on her arrival.

      Lady Arabella stepped further forward and took both of Kyla’s hands in hers. Kyla immediately noticed how soft and smooth Lady Arabella’s hands were compared to hers. She wanted to pull them away and hide them in her skirts, but she knew that would make her even more conspicuous.

      “First of all, ma dear, I amnae Lady Sinclair to anyone here. I am Lady Arabella, and since ye are to join ma family, I am simply Arabella to ye. Secondly, dinna fash over making a good impression. Ye already have. I heard what ye said to him, and ye putting him in his place every now and again willna hurt him. It might even make him a better mon.” She grinned at her son as she waggled her eyebrows at him.

      Kyla was charmed immediately with Arabella’s kindness, and she suddenly became aware of an overwhelming desire to get to know her future mother-by-marriage better. She had been without a mother for so long she almost forgot what it was like to be cared for by an older matron. Arabella squeezed her hands before letting them go. Kyla felt like all the warmth surrounding her suddenly drained away. She looked over at Liam again who watched his mother. He turned to look at her, and once again, she felt like she was drowning in his enigmatic eyes. She could not read the look, and it made her feel shy and out of place after having been greeted so welcomingly.

      “Lass, didna yer father accompany ye? I ken the documents have already been signed, but I would have thought he would come too.”

      Laird Sinclair looked directly at her, and she tried not to shrink away. She returned his gaze, but before she could answer, she felt more than saw Liam’s body shift towards her almost as though he was ready to protect her.

      “Ma father was unable to escort me because of a raid on one of the villages just over a fortnight ago. It would seem we struggle to get along with our neighbors, the Rosses, too.” Kyla held her chin up and would not cower before this mountain of a man. She saw and heard his good-natured comments to his son, but she was not entirely sure if he would welcome her as warmly now he knew her father opted not to accompany her. She looked over her shoulder and searched the people within the Great Hall.

      “Ma uncle accompanied me, but I dinna seem to see him yet. He may still be in the bailey making arrangements for our guardsmen and the horses.”

      Kyla knew it was a weak excuse especially once they met him. More than likely, her uncle was already at the village tavern with a pint in one hand and a wench in the other. She tried not to grimace when she thought of him and how he behaved in front of her during their journey. She thanked all the angels and archangels that she was his niece, and therefore, held no interest to him.

      "I amnae worried. I'm sure he will join us in time for the evening meal. I ken ye've had a long journey, lass, so would ye care to rest? Arabella has prepared a chamber for ye on the third floor. It's directly above the family chambers.” Laird Donnell smiled kindly at her, and she realized he was rather fatherly despite being a renowned warrior.

      Mayhap the apple didna fall far from the tree. Mayhap father and son live up to their fierce reputations, but they both seem less intimidating than I expected.

      “Laird Sinclair, if ye dinna mind, I would like to stretch ma legs for a bit. I have been sitting for several days, and while a soft bed is appealing after the hard ground for so many nights, I really would like to move aboot a bit.”

      “It’s Donnell, lass,” he looked over at his wife who nodded her head, “I’m sure Arabella would be happy to take ye to the Lady’s garden.”

      Before Arabella or Kyla could answer, Liam stepped forward and placed Kyla’s hand on his forearm.

      “Da, ye ken Mama has many responsibilities as chatelaine at this time of day. I can show Lady Kyla to the garden,” He looked down at Kyla and smiled, “and if she would like to, I can show her aboot the bailey too.”

      Why does he seem shy of a sudden? Does he think I could possibly decline in front of his parents?

      “That sounds like a fine idea, lad.” Donnell nodded to his son and then smiled down at Kyla. “Dinna hesitate to ask for aught ye need or want. This is yer home now.”

      Kyla knew this was her new home, and she even liked it from what she saw, but to hear it spoken aloud was rather jarring. All she could do was smile in return.

      “Come, lass,” Liam whispered in her ear.
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      Liam and Kyla made their way out the enormous double doors that led to the bailey. Kyla marveled at how wide they were but figured if all the Sinclair men were as wide and tall as the laird and his son, it was no small wonder they needed such massive doors. They were studded with metal rivets to reinforce them in case of attack, and a giant metal ring served as the handle. As they reached the steps leading to the ground, Liam covered the hand resting on his arm with his.

      “They’re a might steep if ye arenae used to them,” Liam said by way of explanation for an action that might otherwise have been considered very forward. They might be betrothed, but they met only moments ago, and they were in public.

      “Thank ye,” Kyla said as she lifted her skirts to keep from tripping. The steps were quite steep.

      They walked in silence until they reached the gate to a large garden. Kyla could see this was the plot that helped feed the entire keep. There were various vegetables and herbs growing in tidy lines. She looked around and felt excited at the prospect of spending time planting, weeding, and harvesting from the spacious area.

      “Ye enjoy gardening.” It was more of a statement than a question.

      “Aye. How’d ye ken?”

      “Yer eyes lit up when ye saw the plants, and I noticed yer hands are a bit rough. Dinna ye wear gloves?”

      Kyla was not prepared to offer an explanation. She was not entirely sure she could trust Liam yet. He had been charming, once he knew she was there, and she was most assuredly very attracted to him, but his unkind words still lingered in the back of her mind.

      “Nae always,” was all she offered.

      She watched as her brief answer sunk in. She was relieved when Liam only nodded and pointed towards a smaller gate at the far end of the keep’s garden. When they arrived at it, he unlatched it and held it open. Kyla could not help her gasp as she stepped through into an oasis of flowers, blooming bushes, and trees laden with fruit.

      “Do ye like it?”

      Kyla jumped. She had not realized Liam stood so close that his warm breath brushed against her neck and ear.

      “I didna mean to startle ye, Kyla. May I call ye that or do yer prefer Lady Kyla?”

      “Ye didna startle me. I was a mite surprised to see such a beautiful garden tucked away in the corner.” She was not about to admit how his presence affected her. “And I dinna mind Kyla, Liam.”

      She looked back over her shoulder and was about to cock an eyebrow when she came nearly nose to nose with Liam.

      “I like to hear ma name come from ye.” He said softly. They stood for a long moment gazing at one another. Kyla felt her mouth go dry, and she could not think of anything to say. She wondered if Liam might try to kiss her, they were standing so close.

      Dear God, dinna let me make a fool of maself any more than I already have. I canna believe how petulant I sounded. I was being petulant. I hope Kyla doesnae thinks I’m spoiled, or worse cruel. I canna believe how beautiful she is. I can smell the scent of lemongrass when I stand this close. She’s been traveling for days, and still smells like freshly cut flowers. I ken I should move away, but I dinna think I can. St Columba’s bones, she has the reddest, fullest lips I have ever seen. I wonder how she tastes. What I wouldnae give for just a wee taste. Bluidy hell, Liam!  Ye canna be kissing her in yer mother’s garden within an hour of meeting her. Ye are an arse.

      Liam reined in his racing thoughts and the temptation coursing through him and stepped around Kyla. He extended his arm to gesture she precede him. He was trying to be gallant, but he worried his gesture came across as ungracious, almost as if he were shooing her along.

      “Ye can look around, Lady, I mean Kyla.”

      Ye are mucking this up. This is a right mess. Ye’ll be lucky if she is even talking to ye by the evening meal. Ye are twice, nay thrice, an arse.

      Kyla looked around for a moment and made her way
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