
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

 




 Claiming Her Highwayman


Smashwords Edition

 


Copyright 2010 Michelle Grotewohl

 


Smashwords Edition, License Notes

 


 


This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If
you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com
and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work
of this author.

 


* * * * *


 


 


A Long Time Ago-

 


 


 


Will pulled on his britches, tying
them quickly before pulling his tunic over his head. Cass lay on
the pallet where they’d just made love, her blue eyes still dazed
as she watched him dress with a smile on her lips. She sat up,
letting the blanket fall below her breasts, the pale globes
catching his eyes. She lifted a hand and rubbed up his thigh to his
staff, cupping him through the fabric. His green eyes closed as a
smile formed on his mouth.

“Stop it, you little harlot, or we’ll never
get to work tonight,” he said playfully.

She laughed quietly, then stood and pressed
herself against him. “I don’t care. Every time we make love, it
only makes me want you more.” She ran her fingers lightly through
his dark brown hair.

He wrapped an arm around her waist, pulling
her close and lowering his hand to her backside to give it a
friendly squeeze. She purred and arched against him. “Then when we
get back, richer than we are now, I’ll take you again. Now, get
your clothes on, and don’t forget to remove your necklace,” he
said, then ducked quickly out of their tent to gather her men.

She chuckled, doing as he asked and removing
the necklace he’d given her almost two years ago, after they’d
first made love. She tucked it into the pouch she’d tie to her
saddle, then pulled on her clothes and quickly braided her golden
hair before tucking it up into a black cap. When she was dressed
and had her daggers, one strapped at her thigh and one in her boot,
she followed Will outside.

She saw Will talking with three young men
near the horses, and recognized them as the newest in their group
of highwaymen. When they noticed her, all of them but Will glanced
her way with a smirk. She met their gazes unflinchingly, and Will
snapped something at them that had their eyes going to him and the
smile dropping off their faces. With a grin of her own, she cinched
the belt at her waist a little tighter, then stepped over to the
rest of her men, sitting around the fire finishing their
supper.

“Hey, Penn,” said the biggest of the lot,
standing. He was the Scottish-born Erik, a giant of a man, nearly
six and a half feet tall, with red hair and a full auburn beard,
and arms as thick as tree trunks. He was Cass’ third in command,
after herself and Will, and had been with her for nearly as long as
Will.

Erik showed her nothing but respect, having
trusted her almost immediately upon meeting her nearly two years
ago, when she’d saved his life from a group of thieves. They’d had
him surrounded, and would have gutted the gentle giant had she not
interfered. Since then he’d served her well. He was really more of
a deterrent than an actual sidearm, as he’d never hurt anyone since
she’d known him, but the size of him was usually enough to convince
people to surrender rather than fight if the gleam came into their
eye.

“Where we headed tonight, Penn?” Erik asked,
coming to stand beside her.

“Not real sure, yet, Erik, but it should be
a pretty lucrative night. Warm, clear, lots of couples going out
for a ride, lovers stealing a moment.” She shrugged.

Erik smiled and leaned sideways so only she
could hear him when he spoke. “You always were a romantic, Penn,”
he muttered quietly in her ear, causing her own smile.

“Quiet,” she warned playfully. Across the
clearing, Will turned and caught her eyes. They exchanged a look,
one that ignited her blood and had her wanting him again. For a
moment she saw fire in his eyes. She blinked, and so did he, and
the moment was gone.

Clearing her throat, she raised her voice so
it carried over the entire camp, and said, “Get ready, men. We go
in five minutes.”

She watched with hidden satisfaction as her
orders were carried out without so much as a whisper of complaint.
Everyone gathered their weapons, their bags, and tied them to their
horses. Cass walked to her own mount, tethering her bags to the
saddle, before grabbing the saddle horn. A hand covered hers on the
horses flank. She turned to see Will behind her with a grin on his
face.

“Need some help up, my lady?” he said
softly, so no one else could hear.

She loved when he played like this with her.
Smiling, she nodded once. “Why, thank you, kind sir. I would
appreciate a leg up.”

He placed a hand on either side of her trim
waist, lifting her up and into the saddle with ease. Before he
removed his hands, he gave her a small squeeze, letting his hands
glide over her back and thigh as he removed them. She lifted a
brow, and glanced around. She noticed that one of the new guys-
Bryce, she thought his name was- had seen Will’s actions, even
though he couldn’t hear what had been said.

There was a gleam in his eye that sent a
shiver up Cass’ spine. She looked away and checked her saddlebags.
The men all knew she and Will were together, were lovers. If this
new addition to their group thought she would be passed around
amongst her men like a whore, he’d be set straight soon enough, or
kicked around and kicked out. Letting her stomach settle, she
closed her eyes and sent up a silent prayer for the safety of her
men.

Then she shouted, “Saddle up!”

Nearly two dozen men, the largest highwaymen
group she knew to exist, leapt onto their horses. When everyone was
up and comfortable, she led them out of the clearing, out onto the
road. They rode hard in near silence for almost twenty minutes, and
then Cass led them off the dirt road into the trees. They
dismounted their horses, tethering the beasts to trees, before
creeping back to the road and crouching down to wait.

After only a short time, the clopping of
horse’s hooves could be heard clearly through the quiet night, and
shortly thereafter, a carriage came into view. Cass quickly
assessed the person inside, simply from the appearance of the
carriage. It was a dark wood, gilded with metal around the door.
The curtains were layered lace, probably transparent from the
inside, but hard to see through from the outside. The driver wore
fine clothes, and the horse wore a blanket of white velvet. Both
told Cass that the passenger was someone important, though she
couldn’t have said who they were.

She turned to the group of men behind her as
the carriage approached, putting a finger to her lips before
creeping closer to the worn path. She heard the barely there
rustling that told her the men were following close behind her, and
Will appeared on her right, Erik on her left.

“Let me go first this time,” Will whispered
to her as they tied scarves around their necks.

“Not now, Will. The carriage is nigh upon
us. If you wanted to do this, you should have asked sooner, like
before the driver could hear us talking.” Even as she said it, the
carriage horse shied slightly, side stepping away from where they
were hidden. The driver’s eyes widened, and started darting back
and forth between the trees on both sides of the road as he pulled
the horse back into control.

“Damn it!” Cass swore softly as she watched
the driver reach beneath his seat. Before he could pull a weapon
out, Cass pulled her scarf up over her face and ran out into the
road. The horse reared in panic at the darting figure, jostling the
driver in his seat and buying Cass a few precious seconds. Cass
simply avoided the horses flailing hooves, and jumped up into the
seat beside the driver, her dagger in her hand.

She put the blade to the man’s throat.
“Remove your hand from beneath the seat, palm open,” she whispered.
She waited while he did as she asked. “Good. Now, get down from the
seat. And stay quiet.” She jumped down first, backward so the man
was always in her sights, then watched as the trembling man
followed her. Holding her dagger to his back, she walked him to
Erik, who’d come out of the trees.

When Erik had gagged the man, which took
only seconds, Cass went back for the inhabitants of the carriage.
She stepped up and slid along the side, until she was beside the
door. “To anyone inside the carriage, if you have a weapon, I
recommend you put it down now. I have many companions with me, who
will be more than happy to unarm you should I become
incapacitated.”

For a few seconds there was nothing. Then,
almost as quiet as a sigh, came a gentle female voice from inside.
“Please, don’t hurt me. I have no weapon.”

“Come out, with your hands up, and your
palms open.”

The woman took so long that Cass thought she
might not come out at all. But then she heard the handle turn and
stepped away from the cart just slightly, so she could watch the
woman exit. The door fell open, and Cass saw the woman was nearly a
girl. She had long blonde hair that was braided and pulled over her
shoulder, and dark brown eyes that looked black in the night. She
was barely old enough to be out by herself. Hardly younger than
Cass herself, if she really thought about it. Which she
wouldn’t.

Cass held her dagger in plain sight,
loosely, but pointed at the girl. “Are you alone?”

The girls eyes darted to the knife, then
back to Cass’. She nodded. “Yes, I’m alone.”

Cass gestured her forward, onto the road,
and in plain sight of the others. Will came out of the trees, and
gagged the girl quickly. The girls eyes took Will in thoroughly,
and something in them aggravated Cass, which was especially
ridiculous since Will refused to even meet the girl’s eyes.

Cass motioned several members of her group
forward, and they began searching the carriage, and two more
searched the pockets and bags of the two hostages, taking any
jewelry. “Any hidden compartments?” Cass asked the girl.

She spoke around her gag. “Zare’sh wuh unner
zuh shee.”

“One under the seat,” Cass interpreted for
the man who waited.

“Found it already,” he said.

Cass smiled, proud of the skills her men
had. “Good job.”

It took less than ten minutes for the group
to find everything, and they did it with almost no damage to the
vehicle. ‘Almost like we were never here,’ Cass thought smugly.
When they were sure they’d gotten everything worth taking, she
shouted, “Riders, up!”

Everyone but Erik jumped on their horses.
Erik stood with both inhabitants of the carriage, as he was so big
that they wouldn’t try to run from him. Will led his horse. The
group came out of the trees, and Cass smiled down at the driver and
woman behind her face cover. “Thank you for your kind gifts. We
will take our leave now. Please pass along that while we robbed you
blind of all your belongings, we left you wholly unscathed and were
cordial throughout. Red,” she called to Erik, not wanting to use
his real name.

The large man released the arms of the two
people, then climbed onto his horse. Before the two realized that
they were free, the group of thieves had taken off at a gallop,
away from their camp.

They robbed two more carriages that night,
going farther and farther away from home each time
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