"'!' Awmthor of Te Teupt a Regue

,n) LJJ

& f . d
=+ ."" "u.- 4 A Sosdtish bridy meret
- = rr gdrm? arese..

Create PDF files without this message by purchasing novaPDF printer (http://www.novapdf.com)


http://www.novapdf.com
http://www.novapdf.com

Prologue

Scottish Highlands

Castle Glenmoore, 1747

"You know why you have to do this, do you, Sinjun?

"I know, but I do not like, father,” replied the young St. John Thornton.

"We do what the king asks us," said Roger Thornton, fourth Duke of Mansfield.

St. John Thornton, fourteen years old and Marquis of Derby, had the appearance of
preferring to be somewhere else that was not in the guest room of the castle of
Glenmoore dressed in his best vest and velvet trousers.

- Why me, Father? Julian is your heir, let him marry this woman anything wild and
Scotland.

"Come, Sinjun, you know that Julian is engaged to the daughter of Lord Sinclair since
the day she was born. Marry when the child turns eighteen.

"l have fourteen, father, and the heiress of the MacDonald seven.

- Do not you think it is? Roger asked sharply. We are not talking about sleeping with
her. All you have to do is marry the girl and then you can return to England until she
grows up. You can go to college as planned and partying while your lady cum Christy
grows. When the time comes, | hope you fulfill your obligation to her.

"It is impossible that | like, father-St. John wrinkled his aristocratic nose. When we saw
playing in the yard with his cousins and mistook a child beggars and dirty. His face
smeared with mud and was barefoot, "he shrugged. Can not find the king someone else
to marry her? It looks like a witch, with the tangled red hair and that skin so white.
"This is the King's plan to demoralize the rebels in the Highlands, to put their land in
the hands of British loyalists. After the battle of Culloden, Scottish aristocrats all
orphans married men chosen by King George. The king does not trust any of the
Highland chiefs who survived. Angus Old MacDonald has a great power over his clan,
and her granddaughter will become chief after his death.

Christy's father, Gordy, like his two brothers, died at Culloden, "continued Roger. And
the old Angus, the grandfather of Christy, became his tutor. Angus leaves no male heir,
all died at Culloden. By Christy marry, you become administrator of the castle of
Glenmoore perpetuity. Through your wife can control the clans who swore allegiance
to the old Angus MacDonald.

Sinjun shook his head with dark hair and looked at his father's grim expression.

"All that | do not care at all. There is nothing in the Scottish Highlands that I like. It's a
wasteland, good only for wolves and wild.

"The king does us a great honor," he chided Sinjun Roger, exasperated at the lack of
gratitude for his son. The Thornton are loyal to the crown. We have been honored with
many titles and land grants. The MacDonald have many possessions. Thanks to this
marriage will get the necessary power and wealth for the surname Thornton
recognized in England. It is a great opportunity, Sinjun, not to mention the honor
involved. The income tax and your lands will provide luxuries for the rest of your life.
You should be grateful for what King George is doing for you and your family.

The fleshy lips of Sinjun, that in future qualify for sexy ladies, down curled in disgust.
"I guess, with everything you're saying, | must marry the girl. But | will not lie: | do not
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like Christy MacDonald.

"I'm not asking you to like it. All you have to do is to marry her now and returning
briefly to Glenmoore when old enough to consummate the marriage. After that you can
do whatever you want with your life. But do not forget that when Christy's
grandfather dies and she becomes a leader, exercised great power in the Highlands
through your wife.

- What if | prefer to stay in England, as you can away from Christy? Sinjun asked.

"You can hire a manager to oversee your property in Scotland, and your wife can stay
safely confined in Glenmoore. But you have plenty of time to decide what you want.
Lord Mansfield looked at his son with a critical eye. The boy was tall for her age, and
his shoulders almost as wide as yours. Sinjun was a young handsome devil, and he
knew it, he thought Mansfield. Too cute for his own good and too knowledgeable
about worldly things for her tender years. Sorry for women who try to win the heart of
her son when he was old enough to draw your attention. And the young devil attract
women like flies, how they would not fall under the spell of dark and melancholy eyes
and captivating smile? The young maids of the mansion Thornton had begun to look
with greedy eyes, and Roger wondered if her son would not have already proved what
they had to offer.

Sinjun knew exactly what he wanted to do with his life and his plans did not include
giving to London and live a house in the Highlands with a wife as wild as the land
where he lived. Go to college, of course, and shipped to the adventures of life. At the
tender age of fourteen he had already learned to appreciate women. Polly, a girl
upstairs who had only a few years older than he, had taken him under his wing and
taught him how to have fun in bed with a woman. Classes had been fascinating, and
Sinjun was willing to spread its wings and practice with other women.

When told he was going to marry a young Scottish rebel, but both his father and the
king ignored his protests. Very well, marry Christy MacDonald, but I had to like, nor
had to live with it.

Sinjun now waiting on the steps of the village church to reach his girlfriend of seven
years. Flanked on one side by her father and the other by the priest, there was no
escape. All MacDonald and his allies were present, and none of them seemed pleased
with the marriage of one of its own with an Englishman. A Scotsman of about the same
age was particularly angry, and | went to Sinjun looks threatening.

Sinjun frowned when she saw Christy down the hill with his grandfather. Apparently
he was not the only reluctant to marry. Christy dug his heels on the floor and protested
loudly as her grandfather dragged to the church. She wore the dress of Scottish
paintings, although he was prohibited, and background Sinjun heard the mournful
sound of bagpipes, which were also banned by King after the Battle of Culloden. The
hair on the girl could not enhance the pallor of his skin, and | was so upset and savage
Sinjun wondered if you would have tried to comb his hair.

Angus MacDonald finally came to church with her granddaughter, who resisted
wildly, and pushed Sinjun. She gave a little foot stomp your Sinjun and stared at his
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chin lifted in defiantly. Sinjun almost burst out laughing at that warrior attitude. He
wanted to marry him as much as he with her! Well, worse for everyone, he thought. As
far as he was concerned, the marriage was a mistake and never lead to anything good.
The priest opened the book, cleared his throat and began the ceremony. Sinjun His
words rolled down like water. He glanced at his older brother, the heir of his father,
with envy. A Julian you were still several years before having to get married. Julian
smiled, and Sinjun felt the uncontrollable desire to get the language. As the priest
continued with his speech, the mind of Sinjun went to the beautiful Polly and
wondered if | would be throwing less. But abruptly returned to reality when his wife
kicked him in the shins with all his might.

Sinjun gritted his teeth and let out a gasp of pain.

- Why did you do that? She whispered with a look through it.

"Because you're English," muttered Christy.

- Sh!'"Angus warned from somewhere behind him. Pay attention to the ceremony!
Sinjun jumped into his girlfriend a dirty look pale, wondering what on earth had done
to deserve a punishment as unfair. My stomach was upset, and felt their jaws when the
minister declared husband and wife. He turned to his girlfriend and was amazed at his
expression. His green eyes shone fiery hateful when he stuck out his tongue. How
could her father do something? "He lamented as he was quickly back. Marry him at age
fourteen with a redheaded firebrand whose character got married without doubt the
horrible color of her hair.

As if to reinforce the low opinion of her, Christy again kick. Sinjun howled in pain and
tried to grab her, but she was faster. He turned on his heels and ran away as fast
Glenmoore that allowed her little feet.

Chapter 1

London, 1762

There was a murmur among the crowd when St. John Thornton, Marquis of Derby,
entered the ballroom.

"Sin is Lord," whispered one girl to her friend on the sidelines. | wonder what made
you come this evening to enjoy a company that is so mundane.

His partner, Lord Seton, inhaled through the nose with a dismissive gesture.

"I say, Renfrew, which has come to see how normal people behave. It is not usually go
to events.

"The nickname of Lord Sin comes to hair," said Renfrew. There is more dissolute
libertine in England, "sighed enviously. Are legendary her escapades with the ladies.
Look around. Tonight there is here no that has not fallen on his bed as he asked. He is
married, you know? Renfrew, "he confided. Since | was fourteen.

"So I've heard, but you never know.

"That's what everybody knows," said Renfrew.

- So where has hidden from his wife? Seeing how it behaves, it seems that it is free and
without obligation.

- Ha!l And it is. One of his confidants told me me in person that actually likes the idea
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of being married. Prevents marriage matchmaking mothers try to make husband-age
daughters deserve. Or the ladies to put their intentions to marry eyes on him as a
possible husband. His wife is safely hidden in Scotland, did not you know? What | do
not know can not hurt. Lord Sin enjoys his pleasures where and how you want without
fear of tangling or impact.

"Lucky Bastard" said Seton.

Renfrew approached him even more.

"Believe it or not, Lord Sin has not seen his Scottish wife since their marriage George I
ordered fifteen years ago. It is rumored that the union was never consummated. Can
you imagine? The woman is the head of a wild clan of the Highlands.

Seton laughed.

"Perhaps Lord Sin has not consummated his marriage with his girlfriend, but certainly
enough women has romped to offset the shortfall. | do not understand how his brother
the Count supports a shameful debauchery.

"Lord Mansfield seems worried these days. He is not seen much. What is so terrible
that his fiancee died before the wedding.

-Sh, here comes the famous Lord Renfrew Sin whispered when Sinjun and his friend
Rudolph, Viscount Blakely, approached.

- What agglomeration Sinjun! Blakely said while trying to break through the crowd. |
do not understand why you insisted on coming here tonight. | have used to avoid such
public gatherings.

Sinjun Thornton and his good friend went straight to the card room. Dressed to the
nines in tailored riding clothes, the latest in fashion, Sinjun, better known among
people in high society as Lord Sin, wearing tight breeches with high boots black color
over an immaculate white shirt, purple brocade jacket, black riding coat and high-cut
with wide lapels and back tail.

"A boring, Rudy, a complete boredom,"” said Sinjun looking around warily. So far |
have not seen anything here that interests me.

- Not even the lovely Lady Violet? Rudy asked Sinjun demanding attention on a
stunning brunette wearing a chiffon dress with a tiny corset designed to look the most
extraordinary figure. Get ready, we have seen.

- Damn! Sinjun muttered between his teeth. Was hoping to avoid tonight.

- Trouble in paradise? "Rudy laughed.

Sinjun shrugged.

"Our adventure has run its course.

"It is clear that the lady does not think the same.

Sinjun nodded to two of his acquaintances, and Seton Renfrew, while Rudy dragged
into the center of the crowd. But it would not be possible. Lady Violet resolutely
turned towards him and finally caught up with him.

-Sinjun, confident that you were here tonight. What happened yesterday? | waited for
hours.

"Your husband was at home, Lady Fitzhugh, do you forgotten?

- And when has meant that a problem? "I challenge Violet. In addition, Fitzhugh
always taken a whole bottle of port before going to bed. Had not heard a herd of
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elephants stampeded up the stairs.

Rudy coughed to make their presence felt.

"I'll leave that alone ... you speak. See you later, Sinjun.

Sinjun Rudy tried to keep left, but Lady Violet had other intentions.

"Let go, Sinjun. Will you come and see me tomorrow night? Fitzhugh part in the
morning at his hunting lodge in Scotland. Will be out a month or more.

Sinjun did his utmost to be educated, but it was Lady Violet getting difficult. There
seemed to learn when something is finished. And as he was concerned, his adventure
was over the night he met Lord Stanhope sliding through the back door while Sinjun
out through the main entrance. When you cast a lover, he liked to think he was the
only one, but now it was over, it did not matter how many men get into his bed. So that
night had nothing to do and was looking for new amusements.

Sinjun was about to tell Violet who had completed a buzz of excitement when he
caught her eye. Everyone seemed to be facing the entrance, and he followed his gaze.
Took a deep breath the air when he saw what it was, or rather, who was the person
who had everyone waiting. Sinjun was absolutely certain he had never seen the woman
who had stopped a moment at the door, because the recall.

- Who is? He asked, quite intrigued by the exceptional beauty just light up the ballroom
with its promising present. Do not remember seeing before.

"It's new in town," said Lady Violet coolly. | have understood that comes from
Cornwall. Nobody seems to know much about her except she's married to a viscount
much greater than it has been conveniently in Cornwall-the lady sucked air through
his nose with disdain. He has performed unaccompanied in three of the past four
social events. He stays a while and then disappears. Had you gone to any of those acts
would have seen. It is strange, "murmured Violet," but | swear that is looking for
someone.

"His name ... Tell me what it's called Sinjun inquired. It is of unique beauty.

"Her name is Lady Flora Randall-Violet dedicated to the mysterious lady a look of
disdain. Her husband should be as comprehensive as your wife.

Sinjun stared at the young beauty. He had remained silent due to the impression that
grumbled vague feeling in his memory. For his life could have sworn he had not seen
before Lady Randall. Although he could not be considered a redhead, her hair had a
unigue color of a tone between cinnamon and copper, with enough golden highlights
to create an interesting contrast.

It was of slight build, but had a poise that made her look taller. While entertaining at
the entrance, all men without compromise it in the room turned to her. Sinjun legs
instantly moved in their direction.

- Where are you going? Lady Violet asked shrilly.

"Let's see what | missed by not appear on the social events of recent weeks," he said
without looking Sinjun as it moved decisively towards Lady Flora Randall.

Sinjun his way through the tight circle of lovers, admire the way he drove the young
lady of high society dandies. The young bucks who must have realized the was away,
because Sinjun heard someone say his name. At the moment he cleared the way for
him, which allowed him to enter the center circle. And then stood before her, staring at

Create PDF files without this message by purchasing novaPDF printer (http://www.novapdf.com)



http://www.novapdf.com
http://www.novapdf.com

the perfect oval of her face without blemish.

He noticed that his eyes were green as green as emeralds shining. The lips were full
and red, and eyelashes so long they seemed dark wings that curved up at the ends. He
surprised her radiant skin and bathed in sunshine. The ladies of high society
religiously avoided the sun. And yet everything about this mysterious lady was
exquisite.

He wore a green silk dress, though not too tight, revealing each of the lush curves of
her figure. Sinjun hesitated even to take even a light brace on the bodice. Not wearing a
neckline too steep, but left uncovered enough of her magnificent breasts to make it
worthwhile to keep staring at them. And betting that he was not the only one who
thought so. Sinjun felt her body stiffen, and was absolutely shocked. Damn! The
wanted and did not even know!

"I think this dance is mine," murmured he drawled with sensual leave normally caused
most women melt.

She looked up slowly towards him, and Sinjun experienced an intense feeling of déja
vu. She searched her memory, but found nothing.

- Do you know, my lord? Flora said in a slightly hoarse Sinjun caressed the senses and
made him aware of the most prominent parts of his body.

"No, my lady, but that is easily remedied," said Sinjun. | St. John Thornton, Marquis of
Derby. My friends call me Sinjun.

It seemed to tell a stir in the clear depths of her eyes, but it disappeared so quickly that
it could not be sure.

His friends call him "Lord Sin" whispered someone on their side in a separate high
enough for the lady to hear.

Flora The elegant eyebrows rose slightly.

- Lord sin?

"If ye will not, my lady. You may call me Sinjun. And thou art ...

"Lady Flora Randall,” she said holding out his hand.

Sinjun shook the hand warm and tender and he deposited a kiss on the knuckles. So
witch smiled, turned his hand, pulled the glove back and kissed the inside of your
wrist. Sinjun he felt a shiver ran through the girl and pulled gently.

"Oh, just started a quadrille. Do we join it?

Before the lady could protest, led her to the dance area.

"So you are the lord of sin | have heard both," said Lady Randall as the first musical
notes filled the room.

"My friends," objected Sinjun exaggerate. They do not care prestéis, my lady. Is this
your first visit to the city?

"Yes, and | have to admit that is very different to what I'm used to.

Dance separated, and when they met again, Sinjun asked

"I thought | detected something of an accent in your voice, ma'am.

"It's just that the emphasis of the field, my lord," she murmured.

Christy Flora MacDonald, head of the MacDonald clan from the recent death of his
grandfather, he stared at the man she had not seen for fifteen years, when they married,
and nearly choking with rage. In all honesty, he had to say was so keen to be with Lord
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Derby as he with her. But circumstances had changed. Her English husband had raised
the rents and taxes to impossible levels, and members of his clan, especially Cameron,
who successfully had insisted on the nullity of their marriage in the English courts and
to marry Calum Cameron.

A British Christy liked so little as to the members of his clan, and they bore a grudge
because they had confiscated the family estate after the disaster of the Battle of
Culloden, and she had been forced to marry an odious English. But he had no desire to
marry Calum Cameron. Neither had any intention of getting the annulment. Had its
own reasons and with a hidden agenda and was determined to succeed.

A Christy liked his life as he was. Having an absent husband allowed to do whatever |
wanted without restrictions. | did not want a husband to take decisions for her.
Everything was perfect until Calum and his relatives decided it was time to make
changes clinging to the fact that a unconsummated marriage was not a marriage.
"You're very quiet, my lady,"” said Sinjun returning to the moment.

- What do you want to talk, my lord?

"Tell me about you.

"I'm married.

- Where is your husband?

"In Cornwall. Although he is not well to travel, has insisted that | come to town and |
have fun. It's much older than me ... "she lied.

"Ah," replied Sinjun sympathetic tone.

Christy Sinjun observed with their long, soft lashes. He saw a tall, large but thin, agile
and muscular. He had a sculpted body. He had always been handsome, even as a boy,
but the maturity he had given a certain patina of the other men were lacking. Oh, yes,
maturity suited her. He had been widened shoulders and chest was deeper. The
exquisitely tailored jacket fit him like a glove, and tight pants left little to the
imagination.

Christy looked at his face and decided that nobody had the right to be as handsome as
Lord arrebatadoramente Sin. She wore her long black hair shiny and without powder
and pulled back with a ribbon. Although | had not seen in fifteen years, have
recognized him anywhere for those dark eyes and sorcerers. They were not black nor
brown, but rather a deep blue as midnight. Her lips were full and sensual and dreamy
smile were mute testimony to their hedonistic nature.

However, he could not blame him that he had not recognized. In fact, counting on it.
The last time | saw her she was a little girl of seven women playing with their cousins
with wooden swords, covered in mud and bright red hair that miraculously had
darkened up to the rich coppery tone now had.

The bad reputation and fame Sinjun womanizing was legendary. The rumors about his
romantic intrigues and excesses had reached even the remote Glenmoore. The
company called it a remarkable libertine, a connoisseur of the most beautiful women
relished their conquests fill. Christy had heard that he liked women, enjoyed haunt us
to hunt, but did not stay around any of them long enough to establish a lasting
relationship.

"You are very beautiful green eyes," he said when the dance Sinjun reunited them.
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Christy blinked, forcing herself to concentrate on why he had come to London. He had
a mission, and if | wanted to succeed, should concentrate on making Sinjun believe
their lies. Failure was unthinkable.

"Thanks," he said, smiling shyly.

The dance ended. Moments later, Christy was surrounded by youngsters eager to get
their attention. Sinjun bowed and left her with her fans, but kept staring at her
throughout the evening while dancing with an assortment of eager suitors. It was not
vanity that made him think that she Sinjun he was not indifferent, but his eyes were a
mute witness to direct that he was so interested in him as he was in it.

Rudy found it leaning against a column. The corners of his lips formed a small frown.
"I saw you dance with the mysterious lady," said Rudy Randall. Will she be your next
conquest?

"This very night, if up to me," said his friend Sinjun showing a determined smile. | do
not remember when was the last time | was so enamored of a woman, Rudy.

Rudy turned his bright blue eyes toward the ceiling as he patted his lips with his
forefinger.

"Let me think," he said wryly. From Lady Violet. Or perhaps from Lady Scarlet. Or was
it from Lady Ellen? No. I think it was from the maid's room with Lord Dunsley
entertain you a few weeks ago. If | remember correctly, you were willing to take her to
bed. That adventure lasted no more than any other of your adventures.

Sinjun frowned.

"Look, Rudy. Do you think Lady Randall Young favors the requirements of Fairfield?
What about the blatant Crumley? He is now dancing with the crook of Overton.

- My God, you're madly in love! Rudy exclaimed with a smile from ear to ear. Poor
Lady Randall. You do not have a single opportunity to Lord Sin lurking.

"It will be mine, Rudy, can not escape me.

"I do not have to convince me, old friend. If you'll excuse me, I'll leave you to your
games. You're not the only one who needs female company tonight. Lady Grace is
available. Her husband is out of town and has consented to favor me with your
company for a few hours.

Sinjun laughed.

"Be careful with that, my friend. It is a man-eater. You'll be lucky if you manage to
crawl out of your bedroom when you're done with you.

Rudy smiled back.

"I'm looking forward to seeing me in that situation.

Sinjun refocused attention on Flora and saw lady down the stairs. Probably be directed
to the ladies. He moved away from the column and followed at a discreet distance,
determined to intercept it when he returned to the ballroom. He hid in a dark corner
and waited.

While he waited, Sinjun very nice spent a few minutes pondering what would be the
best places for a romantic date. There were several alcoves with curtains at some
distance from the ballroom, but they were not intimate enough for what he had in
mind. Nor were the rooms upstairs, which couples were sometimes in secret. Sinjun
had used all at one time or another, but for some reason did not seem appropriate for
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the exquisite Lady Randall. Then she remembered that there were some elegant garden
with a greenhouse located in the center, and smiled.

Perfect.

Lord Sin's patience was rewarded when the lady in question left the toilet alone. Gave
a strong start and let out a scream of terror when Sinjun emerged from the shadows.
"Lord Derby, you scared me ...

"I was waiting for my wife.

Christy frowned.

- Why, my lord?

Sinjun The dark eyes slid over her face and then settled in her cleavage.

"I think you know.

The sound of voices near the staircase prevented Christy response.

"We can not talk here,” said Sinjun as she grabbed his hand and pulled her into a dark
hallway.

Christy resisted.

- Where are you taking me?

He dedicated one of his charming smile, and held firm despite the symbolic strength of
the lady.

"To a place where we can enjoy some privacy. There is an exit by the rear. Leads to the
garden.

I can not, my lord. We just met. What will people think?

"I do not care and you too.

Sinjun found and pulled out into the night full of stars. It was hot for the month of
May, an exceptionally pleasant night for what he had in mind. The garden had lots of
vegetation and gave off an aroma of spring flowers and moist earth. While inhaled the
pungent fragrance and feel how your body swelled in anticipation, Sinjun was unable
to remember when was the last time you felt so excited. Christy took without hesitation
to the greenhouse. It was empty, and Sinjun murmured a heartfelt prayer of
thanksgiving to the goddess of love, because if there was a perfect night to I'amour,
was certainly that.

Christy had heard of the crazy escapades of her husband with women, but until then
had not realized how fine spinning.

It was introduced in the greenhouse and closed the door with a kick. The moonlight
filtered through the blinds, setting starkly intense Sinjun factions, and Christy took a
deep breath the air. Her mouth was a predatory expression and her eyes danced two
llamas. As if | had something else in mind rather than the lure. Christy sighed deeply.
Was | ready for this? Do not expect it to happen so quickly. In addition, he had no
intention to provide both things. Although it was her husband, was still an Englishman
and an enemy.

"We should go back to dancing, my lord," she whispered.

"Do not try to deny I've been looking all night, because | did not believe. You've
bewitched, ma'am, and you know very well.

"That's a strong statement, my lord.

"My name Sinjun. "I can call Flora?
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"If it pleases you ...

Sinjun shortened the distance between them and his arms and pressed against each
other in a rush of desire so powerful that Christy felt him shudder.

"Everything about you | am pleased," he whispered against her lips. | wonder if ...

A Christy is completely clouded thinking. Feeling her husband's arms around her and
the warmth of her body excited the affected male in a strange way. | did not expect to
feel any response to the hedonistic which had become St. John Thornton. His hidden
agenda was to get pregnant quickly to ensure an heir Glenmoore.

- What you ask?

"I wonder if you realize how much you desire.

She looked down.

"We just met.

Sinjun pressed her open mouth against the cheek, hair, neck, chin, and finally to the
lips.

- Ever heard of destiny? "He whispered into her lips. As | looked | knew we were
meant for each other.

Oh, Sinjun was good. Very good. Would you say that to all potential lovers?

"I have heard you're married.

He shrugged.

- And? You also have a husband. Neither seeks a lasting relationship. | have not seen
my wife since the day we married. Ours is a marriage of convenience. What more do
you want to know? If | love my wife? How can | love someone who fifteen years ago
can not see?

His cruel words had a chilling effect.

"What a cold blood as you, my lord.

He smiled.

"Not so, I'm more practical. This marriage works well for both. As far as keeping his
cool, I have intended to show you tonight that my blood is warm, not cold.

Christy looked at him. His features, as defined in shadows and angles, were marked by
desire, and looked almost fierce, like a predator would have selected his prey and was
ready to pounce on it. Now | knew how he felt cornered rabbit.

Sinjun's eyes were two pins of light when pressed her open mouth against hers. He felt
a sudden chill started to Christy. | could feel the warmth of her body melting into his,
and it was not an unpleasant sensation. Sinjun mouth was warm and soft, supple lips.
The musky scent of her desire completely invaded, its flavor was a powerful
aphrodisiac that made him lose his senses. That was not what he wanted from her
husband Christy.

He kept kissing her constantly, stealing your breath and your legs turning to jelly. It
was said that her husband was a master of seduction, but in his innocence, Christy
thought she could resist her seductive wiles. It was clear that his experience with
libertine left much to be desired. In fact, knew nothing of men like Lord Sin, or what
made them behave that way. It was considered lucky to have escaped their attention
over the past fifteen years.

Under the tutelage of the expertise of Lord Sin, Christy's lips were relaxed and felt
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opened to him, how he returned the kiss with an exuberance that defies explanation.
When she started to feel dizzy from lack of air, Sinjun abruptly retired from his lips
and stared. A puzzled expression clouded his face.

Christy barely took a breath.

- Something happens?

"You kiss like a young innocent.

She blushed and looked away.

"I regret not please you.

"It's not that. | have only Sinjun curiosity led her to a padded bench, helped her and sat
beside her. Tell me about your marriage.

Christy stared at her lap. It had never been good at lying and feared that his eyes were
caught.

"My husband and I live quietly in a remote corner of Cornwall.

He felt the Sinjun scrutinizing gaze.

"But has left you come to the city. It is quite strange, "muttered Sinjun. You said it was
older than you. How old are you?

Christy thought the response carefully, hesitating between aged between fifty to eighty
years to assign it to her husband's imagination. Finally opted for the eighties, for
surely a man of that age was too old to have sex or to conceive a child.

"It's very old,"” said Christy. He has served eighty.

- Eighty! -The word came out like an explosion of Sinjun lips. What kind of parents
force a young woman to marry a man of eighty years?

- Does it matter?

"I guess not.

Sinjun stroked her face with her knuckles and then slowly slid them up the neck to
where the neckline of her dress was with the rounded top of her breasts. Christy held
his breath sharply. No man had ever touched him there. But it escaped him that if
Sinjun was to become his mistress, would play more intimate places.

- Do you like? He asked in sensual whisper.

She hesitated, then nodded nervously.

"Let's see if we can take off this dress of yours. Then | will show you the difference
between an eighty year old man and another in its fullness. Have you had other lovers?
- Do other lovers? "Christy's voice squeaked. No ... | have not had other lovers.

Sinjun animal smiled.

"I am honored, my lady. Why have you chosen me to be the first?

"Because you're my husband!" Felt like screaming. But he said aloud was:

"Because | heard you're a man without principles, and | will ask more than I'm willing
to give.

Sinjun stood still, apparently surprised by his harsh statement.

- Who told you that | have no principles?

Christy shrugged.

- Am | wrong?

Sinjun laughed without a trace of humor.

"Maybe you're right, my lady. My forte is to provide pleasure. If you want something
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you take with a disappointment, because | can not offer or marriage or a permanent
relationship.

"What a cocky chump. Too much even for an Englishman,” he thought Christy.

"I'm married, so I'm not interested in a lasting relationship.

Sinjun smiled, pleased to learn that both looked the same.

"Then we agree. You go in search of pleasure, like me. You have chosen wisely, but it is
wrong for me to say. Not disappoint you, my lady. Nobody cares much for the
pleasure of a lady like me. | foresee a long and beneficial partnership for both. Now,
"said a drawling and slightly away from each other for their deft fingers unbutton the
tiny buttons on the back of the dress, with regard to this dress, we have to take it off,
like the rest of the clothes that you wear.

- Wait! Christy cried almost suffocating.

The word went through the red mist Sinjun desire, issuing a discordant note. He
frowned, because the interruption had bothered him.

- What happens? Not what you're thinking better, right? It's too late for that. I'll go to
say you're a tease having fun exciting the men ...

"No, not really. There ... there is something you should know before you ... before we
start.

Sinjun nibbled her neck.

"I know all 1 want to know. You are soft, smell good and you're ready. And | want you.
What else should | know?

“I'm ..." Her words cut off suddenly, and glanced toward the door. Someone's coming.
Sinjun swore.

- Damn it! What bad luck!

He grabbed her hand and she ran into the door to leave the dark garden just seconds
before another couple to the road. They hid behind a row of bushes as the pair
disappeared into the greenhouse.

Sinjun looked at Flora and suddenly experienced a physical longing so profound that
literally shook. Christy was so close | could feel the warmth of her body through the
layers of clothing, and reacted in a somewhat surprising for a man of appetites
satisfied. Sinjun not remember any other woman would have affected him so deeply.
He thanked the dark, because he had gotten so hard as a rock, tight pants and they had
not managed to hide anything.

"We can not do it here" she whispered. There is not enough privacy. | want to take my
time with you. You deserve to be loved as it should. Where do you live?

It took so long to answer that Sinjun feared would reject.

"I rented a house in Belgrave Square.

Although Belgrave Square was not very fashionable in those days, was still a
respectable place.

- A problem for you? Sinjun asked. Would you rather come to my bachelor rooms
Grosvenor Square? We can not allow this to end well.

Sinjun again in his arms and placed it against his smooth crotch. He heard how she
held his breath and was surprised at the panting of his own breathing. What the hell
was happening? No woman, and there had been many, had pierced his self as Lady
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Flora Randall.

"No," Christy whispered. It can not end well.

She could not return to Glenmoore without the son of Lord Derby in his bosom. Giving
birth to the son of her husband was the only way to convince members of his clan that
he had consummated their marriage and an heir could guarantee Glenmoore. So far he
had managed to keep order among clans, but it had proved difficult. The Cameron and
other clansmen wanted a male head. They wanted to Calum Cameron. After the death
of his grandfather, when she became chief, members of the clan called loudly to annul
their marriage is not consummated and marry one of their own. Although Lord Derby
was the administrator of Glenmoore, Christy was still the chief of the MacDonalds, the
Camerons, and the Ranald Mackenzie, a position coveted Calum Cameron.

But Christy did not want anything to do with Calum Cameron, the loudest of her
suitors. He was accustomed to being the owner of his own life and would not respond
to the authority of any man. As members of his clan knew she had gone to London to
get the annulment of their marriage, but his real mission was to get pregnant Sinjun
with the hope that the consummation of her marriage and a son silenced the voices of
most critical of the clan.

And he intended to take place without being aware Sinjun was sleeping with his wife. |
did not want no wife to bother him, and she did not want to bother him any husband.
God knew that I felt no love for the English.

"Flora whispered Sinjun interrupting her thoughts, please do not leave me with the
uncertainty. Where can we find? | have to see you again.

Leaving aside the doubts that beset, Christy gave the only possible response.
"Tomorrow night. At number forty-six of Belgrave Square. | will be waiting.

Slipped away from his arms and disappeared into the shadows. For better or for worse,
it was done. Had sealed the course of their destiny, and whatever happened, would
have to live with the result.

Chapter 2

A Christy hands trembled slightly when he inserted the key into the lock of his rented
house. The door opened and she entered. Closed behind him and leaned against the
door, breathing hard several times. He had not thought about the encounter with his
distant husband would be a very traumatic experience. Although he was safe at home,
still felt the warmth of your body energized, the force of his personality, the dark
intensity of his gaze, and the overwhelming power of his desire.

Nothing | knew or had heard about the sensual nature of her husband had prepared
for Lord Sin. Before coming to London, his fear was that lure could be a problem, but
apparently had worried needlessly. With a fascination that Christy had impressed him
had been launched to conquer when they set eyes on her. Departing from the door,
Christy wondered how many women would have been unfortunate object of sensual
charm of Lord Sin. Too many to count, to be sure.

Damn the man! He was married. Did not consciousness? "He had no moral? Seduce
Women "was a game to him? It was clear that, yes, because he was very good. Christy
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picked up the chandelier in the lobby had to light their way and headed for the stairs.
When he reached the top landing, a door opened, revealing a large woman who was
holding a bundle against his large breasts.

"You had to wait up,” said Christy Margot straight towards women.

"I heard you coming. Have you seen him? Is that why you so late tonight? What
happened? Have you recognized? Did you known him?

Christy did not want to talk about his encounter with Sinjun, but his cousin owed a full
explanation of what happened that night. Margot was aware of his plan from the
beginning, but had serious doubts.

"Come to my room, Margot. I'll tell you what happened tonight as you help me
undress.

Margot Christy followed her to her room with her eyes open wide with curiosity.

- Is Lord Derby to live up to its reputation?

"Absolutely, it's even worse," said Christy Margot muffled voice while he pulled the
dress over her head. Do not know who | am, if that's what you're 