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            Chapter One

         
         
            1787

            Fort George

            Ardersier, Scotland

         

         The broken wheel was the last straw.

         
         The company had been out for a fortnight on the most miserable assignment, repairing roads in an incessant misty drizzle.
            They were within two miles of Fort George’s warm, dry beds and hot food when a wheel of the equipment wagon found an overlooked
            hole and tilted with a groan and a sickening snap of spokes.
         

         
         Efforts to raise it were in vain. Resigned, the men and officers unloaded the shovels and pickaxes and other tools onto their
            own backs and began the weary trudge to Ardersier.
         

         
         When they reached the long, narrow bridge into the fort, an eternity later, there was an outburst of exclamations—relief, pain, profanity toward the army for the road detail and against God for the fecking rain. Their captain, leading his tool-laden horse through mud that covered his ankles, his sodden sash draped over his head, silently agreed, and vowed he would ask the colonel for three days’ leave for the men. On days like this, he hated the army, too. 

         
         At very long last, after unloading the tools, dismissing his men, and delivering his horse to the stables, he turned toward
            his own lodging. As a captain, he had cramped quarters in one of the long buildings facing the Firth of Moray—not that anyone
            could see the firth today.
         

         
         “Welcome back, sir,” said MacKinnon as he let himself into the two small rooms that were home. “The colonel’s wanting you.”

         
         Dripping wet, slathered in mud, half-starved and tired almost unto unconsciousness, Andrew St. James just stood in the doorway,
            his hand still on the latch. “What—now?” he asked hopelessly.
         

         
         His man nodded. “Aye, Captain. Posthaste, he said.”

         
         Bloody saints, I hate the army, Drew thought.
         

         
         “Damn it.” He unbuckled his sword belt with stiff fingers. MacKinnon passed him a towel to mop his face as he stripped off
            his wet clothing.
         

         
         He longed for a hot bath and shave, to say nothing of putting off his uniform for a comfortable banyan, but he’d learnt the
            hard way that the colonel’s impatience overrode his attention to matters of dress, so he pulled on fresh garments. MacKinnon
            ran a hasty brush over his jacket, handed him his bonnet, and gave a crisp nod. “I hope it’s good news, Captain.”
         

         
         He gave a grim nod. That would run counter to his luck of late. “Aye, let’s hope.”

         
         He didn’t expect it would be. These summonses rarely were.

         
         He strode through the open square, holding his cloak close around him as he went. From one barracks drifted the sounds of a piper and laughter of men at ease. The scent of pipe smoke and roast mutton followed him across the quadrangle, blackening his mood even more. He ought to be sitting down to his own dinner instead of dancing attendance on the querulous colonel. With more force than necessary, he banged on the door of the colonel’s house. 

         
         Colonel Fitzwilliam enjoyed superior housing and dining. The aroma of roast beef and fresh bread hit like a punch when the
            servant let him in, setting his temper to simmering. Whatever Fitzwilliam wanted to see him about had better be damned important,
            he thought as he waited in the office.
         

         
         The colonel came in several minutes later, a scowl on his florid face and a napkin still tucked across his ample abdomen.
            “St. James,” he said irritably. “What took you so long?”
         

         
         Drew kept his gaze on the swords hanging above the mantel. The clink of silver on china and the light lilt of Mrs. Fitzwilliam’s
            laugh reached his ears. A dinner party. Probably with syllabub. His stomach growled resentfully. “We’ve only just returned
            from detail, sir. The equipment wagon broke a wheel.”
         

         
         Fitzwilliam scoffed. “Ought to have hurried back. There’s a letter for you, and I was told to deliver it personally and immediately.”

         
         Drew glanced at him, startled. “From whom?” His muscles knotted. It must be bad news from home. Who else would write to him
            that urgently?
         

         
         “From London,” said Fitzwilliam, unlocking the top drawer of his desk and rummaging inside. “A prissy solicitor for the Duke of Carlyle.” 

         
         The knot of worry dissolved. He frowned in amazed astonishment. “Carlyle!”

         
         “You’re acquainted with him?”

         
         “No, sir,” he said slowly. “He’s a distant cousin—very distant. I’ve never met the duke.”

         
         The colonel grunted and thrust out the letter. “The solicitor said I was to put it straight into your hands, and only your
            hands.”
         

         
         He took the letter with a brief bow and slid it inside his coat. On no account was he going to read it in front of Fusty Fitzwilliam.
            “Thank you, sir. Is that all?”
         

         
         The colonel pursed his lips, displeased. “What does it say?”

         
         He managed a tight smile. “I shall read it later, after I’ve had dinner. I can’t imagine it’s anything significant. My family
            has had naught to do with Carlyle since my grandfather’s day.”
         

         
         “You’ll have to tell me what it says,” retorted Fitzwilliam, his face growing ruddier. “I received a letter with it from Sir
            George Yonge himself, with orders to grant you leave from your duties as requested by that missive there.” He jerked his head
            toward the pocket where Drew had stowed it.
         

         
         “Ah,” he said after a startled moment. “I’ll be sure to do that, sir.”

         
         Fitzwilliam glowered at him. “Do, Captain.”

         
         Dismissed, he bowed and left, barely remembering to fling his cloak over his head in time to avoid being drenched a second
            time.
         

         
         As he ran back across the square, though, his mind raced ahead, hundreds of miles away to Carlyle Castle. He’d never been there and never received any communication from the duke, either. What on earth could the Carlyle solicitor want from him? 

         
         By the time he reached his lodgings again, he had begun to wonder, even hope, if there mightn’t be some legacy, either newly
            left to him by an obscure relative or recently discovered by the solicitor. There had been no word from the St. Jameses of
            Carlyle Castle in the dozen years and more since his father and grandfather had died. His mother always said she wasn’t surprised,
            since they hadn’t cared when either was alive.
         

         
         Not that Drew would refuse anything from them now. On the contrary, he would accept even a small inheritance with gratitude—and
            alacrity.
         

         
         It was the letter from the secretary at war that unsettled him. Why would Sir George Yonge care that he was granted leave
            to accept a legacy? Why would Carlyle’s solicitor ask the head of the army to intervene?
         

         
         He tore open the letter as soon as he gained the shelter of his lodging. MacKinnon had laid out a generous dinner which normally
            would have driven all other thoughts from his mind, especially after a day like this one. But tonight he stood just inside
            his door, ignoring the water dripping off him, and read the letter from his distant cousin’s solicitor.
         

         
         “Trouble, sir?” ventured MacKinnon after several minutes.

         
         He raised stunned eyes. “Bloody hell,” he whispered.

         
          

         A fortnight later he found himself five hundred miles away cantering up a long winding road to the castle. It was a monumental structure of weathered gray stone, with crenelated towers and a drawbridge through a stone arch that had certainly once held a portcullis—if it didn’t still hold one. It was not unlike some of the fortresses to which he’d been posted during his years of army life, and he wouldn’t have been surprised to see a regiment come marching crisply around the corner. Never would he have guessed that this was a home. 

         
         In the courtyard he flung himself off his horse; he was late. He’d been requested to present himself today, but he’d been
            delayed by everything from bad weather to a broken saddle girth.
         

         
         The butler was waiting for him, and he was shown immediately to a room. A servant brought a tray of breakfast, sausages steaming
            gently in the tureen. Famished, Drew snatched as many bites as he could, trying to set his clothing to rights as a servant
            silently gave his coat a swift brushing.
         

         
         “Her Grace requests your presence,” said the butler, far too soon.

         
         He crammed a roll into his mouth, washed it down with a gulp of coffee, and strode after the man.

         
         Unaccountably his hands shook as he checked the buttons of his coat. Mr. Edwards, the attorney, had charged him to be prompt
            and here he was, darting in at the last moment, covered in dust and bleary-eyed from the long trip from Inverness. He dared
            to hope it was a generous legacy.
         

         
         The room he was shown into was ornate beyond anything he’d ever seen. Not even the Duke of Hamilton’s house, which he’d viewed once with his family, held a candle to this. The walls were covered in burgundy damask, hung with a dazzling selection of artwork. The carpet beneath his boots was thick and richly patterned. Tall, mullioned windows looked out over an endless stretch of verdant lawn. It was fit for royalty. 

         
         The woman sitting on the ornate chair, though, was no queen but a duchess. Drew had managed to learn that much: Sophia Marie
            St. James, Duchess of Carlyle. She was short and plump, wearing a black silk gown that surely cost more than a captain made
            in a year, and on her finger glittered a ruby the size of an acorn.
         

         
         On guard, he took a seat. Another fellow, already seated, cast him an assessing glance. Handsome, lithe, elegantly posed in
            his chair. But his velvet coat was worn at the elbows and cuffs, and there was something calculating in his eyes. Drew gave
            a curt nod of greeting, and the fellow returned it with a languid smile.
         

         
         “Good morning,” said the duchess briskly. “I trust your journeys were without incident.”

         
         “Yes, Your Grace,” he said.

         
         “It was perfectly delightful,” said the other fellow, managing to convey the exact opposite meaning. Drew wondered who he
            was.
         

         
         “Excellent,” said the duchess, eyeing him coolly. “No doubt you wonder why I summoned you to Carlyle. Mr. Edwards will explain.”

         
         He had barely noticed the man, clad as he was in black and sitting behind Her Grace. Edwards was the solicitor who’d written
            to him and got him special leave from the army.
         

         
         “On the fourteenth of April last,” the solicitor said, “Lord Stephen St. James, youngest brother of His Grace the Duke of Carlyle, fell ill and died.” 

         
         “I offer my deepest sympathies, madam,” Drew murmured.

         
         “Thank you, Captain,” said the duchess. “That is very kind of you.”

         
         “Unfortunately, Lord Stephen was His Grace’s nearest living heir,” Mr. Edwards went on. “Carlyle himself has no children or
            wife.”
         

         
         He had spent so much time thinking about legacies and who might leave him something. It was literally the only reason he could
            find to explain why he had been summoned to Carlyle Castle with all possible speed from Inverness.
         

         
         His great-grandfather had been the third Duke of Carlyle. His grandfather, a younger son, had fallen out with his brother,
            the fourth duke, and been banished from the family estates. Drew’s father had always said that was more blessing than curse,
            and no one had ever attempted mending the breach. It was as if their family had come into being with his grandfather—appropriately
            named Lord Adam—and no previous generations existed.
         

         
         But they had. And Drew, like his father before him, was an only son. Like a thunderclap from above, he realized why he was
            here.
         

         
         He glanced swiftly at the roguish fellow beside him, wondering how closely related they were. That must be another St. James
            cousin. He knew virtually nothing of the family beyond his grandparents.
         

         
         “Lord Stephen has also left no wife or children,” announced the duchess. The sunlight winked on her ruby ring. “In their absence, it appears the dukedom will pass upon my son’s death to one of his cousins.” She gave both of them pointed looks. “In short, to one of you.” 

         
         By God, it was a legacy beyond his dreams. “That is most unexpected news, Your Grace,” he said, trying hard to keep calm.
            “May I inquire how . . . ?”
         

         
         “Certainly. Mr. St. James”—she flicked a glance at the other fellow—“is the great-great-grandson of the second duke. And you,
            Captain, are the great-grandson of the third duke.”
         

         
         Drew forced down the urge to shout aloud. Hold fast, he told himself. “This is quite shocking news, ma’am. But is there no one—?”
         

         
         The solicitor drew breath, but before he could speak, the duchess did. “No,” she said shortly, glaring at the lawyer. “There
            is no one nearer.”
         

         
         No one nearer. And the fellow beside him had a lower claim than his own, if his hasty mental logic was true.

         
         Mr. Edwards was speaking again. “As you may not know, His Grace the duke suffered a tragic injury many years ago.” Drew had
            not known that, but if the duke were a hale and hearty fellow he would surely find a bride and commence trying to sire an
            heir, rather than drag in distant and heretofore unwanted cousins from the outermost reaches of Scotland. “It has rendered
            him unable to take a wife and father direct heirs, which means there is no chance either of you will be supplanted in the
            chain of succession.” Mr. Edwards laid out a large sheet of paper. “I have taken the liberty of documenting the family here,
            as you see.”
         

         
         Like a pair of puppets worked by the same strings, Drew and the man beside him leaned forward to study it.

         
         “This documentation will be invaluable when the time comes to assert a claim,” said the solicitor, adding with a hint of warning,
            “particularly as neither of you is a direct descendant of the current or previous holder of the title.”
         

         
         His eyes raced over the lineage. There was his name, and his father’s and grandfather’s . . . leading back to the third duke.
            Precious few other names fell in between.
         

         
         Great God above, he was heir presumptive to the Duke of Carlyle.

         
         “I see this has been something of a surprise to you,” said the duchess as both men sat in stunned silence. “It has been no
            less alarming to me.”
         

         
         The cousin beside him, who had been fairly quiet, stirred. “I wouldn’t precisely call it alarming,” he drawled in cynical amusement. “A surprise . . . I’ll grant.”
         

         
         Drew frowned. What made the man react with insolence to such indisputably good news? Better for himself, he acknowledged,
            but since he had neither son nor brother, this man must be the next in line. His heir.
         

         
         The duchess gave the impertinent fellow a filthy glare. “The rules of inheritance are firm. The title and entailed lands must
            descend through the male St. James line, and they will. One of you will be the next duke—Captain St. James, most likely”—she glanced at him—“or Mr. St. James, in the event tragedy
            befalls the captain.”
         

         
         I’m resigning my commission, Drew thought. On the morrow. Only an idiot would stay in the army and risk dying of dysentery now.
         

         
         “There is a considerable fortune attached to the estate, naturally,” the duchess continued. “It is an enormous responsibility,
            and neither of you has the slightest preparation to assume it. I have had both of you investigated.” Her expression was distinctly
            unimpressed as her gaze swept over them. “The results were hardly reassuring, but we must deal with what we must. Neither
            of you has taken a wife yet.”
         

         
         He snapped to alertness. “No, ma’am.”

         
         “Not one of my own,” murmured the roguish cousin with a hint of a wicked smile.

         
         Blessed saints. Drew glared at the man. What was wrong with him? The duchess’s expression turned frigid, although the solicitor
            seemed to be biting back a smirk as he shuffled his papers.
         

         
         “Nor have you taken any pains toward respectability, sir,” Her Grace snapped at him. “That is what troubles me, and that is
            why I sent for you. The Duke of Carlyle wields great power and must do so with dignity and decorum.”
         

         
         “It is an awesome responsibility,” Drew said quickly before his cousin could say something even ruder. “I hope I may become
            worthy of it.”
         

         
         The duchess inclined her head his way. “I expect it of you, Captain.” She paused before adding sourly, “And of you, Mr. St. James.”
         

         
         Drew would swear the man grinned.

         
         “I understand this may be a difficult request,” the duchess said. “I am prepared to help. Mr. Edwards will disburse to each of you five hundred pounds immediately. I trust you will use it wisely, and return in six months’ time more sober, refined gentlemen. If I am satisfied with your progress, I shall grant a further sum of one thousand five hundred pounds per year, to continue as long as you remain respectable.” 

         
         His heart thumped hard. Five hundred pounds! With fifteen hundred to follow. It was a bloody fortune.

         
         Mr. St. James asked another question, which he barely heard. All he could think of was the money and what it would mean to
            his family. They were getting by in Edinburgh, but now he could see them comfortably settled. He could give his sisters dowries—two
            hundred pounds or more, each. Agnes with her intelligence and warm heart, Winnie with her humor and beauty, and Bella with
            her charm and high spirits . . . all three would surely find good matches. And his mother deserved to have proper servants
            again, and not have to work in the shop in Shakespeare Square—
         

         
         He brought himself up short. Edinburgh? He could bring his sisters to London, for a real Season. Gowns from Paris, a carriage of their own, entrée to all the most fashionable and intelligent society
            they wanted. They would be the family of a duke-in-waiting.
         

         
         Did that make his mother and sisters ladies? How thrilled Winnie would be. He must ask.

         
         The duchess and Mr. St. James had been sparring as he sat woolgathering. Mr. St. James must have offended Her Grace again, from her tone. Drew glanced in pity at his cousin. No discipline, that one. He’d clearly never been in the army, if he thought this was the way to ingratiate himself with those who outranked him. 

         
         “This offer is intended to help you,” Her Grace said witheringly. “Do not delude yourself that Carlyle runs itself, or that a steward can be hired to do
            it all. You are both young men, neither raised with this expectation. It will be difficult for you to adjust, but you must
            rise to the occasion. I urge you to accept this proposal and take it seriously.”
         

         
         He cleared his throat. “Yes, of course, Your Grace. It is extremely generous of you.”

         
         “It is not generosity,” she snapped. “I have no wish to see Carlyle run into the ground! I wish to see it descend to someone
            who will appreciate its majesty, care for its dependents, and preserve it for future generations. To that purpose, each of
            you has six months to establish yourself as someone capable of becoming that man. And you needn’t fear that the funds would
            cease if I should die.” She glared at Mr. St. James again, as if guessing what he was about to ask. “I will leave instructions
            in my will to continue the annuity so long as my conditions are met.”
         

         
         Drew had never had the freedom to be disreputable or irresponsible, though he suspected the other man had.

         
         “What shall those conditions be, Your Grace?”

         
         “Respectability,” she said, still looking down her nose at Mr. St. James. “No outrageous behavior. Sobriety. The Dukes of Carlyle have long held positions of power in Westminster, and you would do well to take an interest in politics so that you are prepared to acquit yourselves well when you sit in the House of Lords. If you do not, someone else will be happy to take advantage of you, sooner than later.” She paused. “And I have always felt a wife settles a man. I do not require that you marry, but the next duke will need an heir. A suitable bride is invaluable.” 

         
         “We must marry?” That jolted him out of rosy thoughts of selling out of the army and settling his family.

         
         “The Duke of Carlyle will need an heir,” she repeated. “If you do not provide one, Captain, Mr. St. James would become the
            heir presumptive.”
         

         
         Not bloody likely, thought Drew as he and his cousin exchanged swift, measuring glances.
         

         
         “Mr. Edwards will answer any further questions.” The duchess rose to her feet, rousting a large ginger cat from beneath her
            chair.
         

         
         He leapt up and rushed after her. “If I may, Your Grace . . .”

         
         She looked up at him. “Yes?”

         
         He smiled and ducked his head. She was a tiny woman, and he had learned that his height intimidated dainty females. “You spoke
            very deliberately about the importance of marriage.”
         

         
         “Yes, Captain,” she said with a trace of impatience. “Not only does a good wife make a man more reliable and stable, she is
            necessary for a legitimate heir.”
         

         
         “Of course,” he said hastily. “I only meant to inquire how you might suggest I proceed. As an army man, I have had few opportunities
            of meeting any lady who would be worthy of becoming a duchess.”
         

         
         Her demeanor thawed slightly. “Yes, I see. Do you intend to remain in your post?”

         
         Only as long as it takes to clear out of the barracks. “I don’t believe I could do justice to this new responsibility and fulfill my duties. In fact, I don’t know how I could undertake
            to learn anything about Carlyle from Fort George, let alone enough to assume the dukedom. I wonder if perhaps I ought to find
            a situation somewhere nearer?”
         

         
         It had not escaped his notice, when Mr. Edwards unfurled the family document, that the current duke was nearing sixty. A man
            of that age, who had suffered a serious injury that rendered him incapable of marrying and siring a son, whose mother had
            undertaken to locate new heirs . . . This was not some vague, airy expectation. This, Carlyle Castle and the title that went
            with it, might well be his within a few years, even months. There was no time to lose—nor did he wish to.
         

         
         The duchess’s expression warmed. “Yes, Captain, I believe that would be a fine idea. You would have Mr. Edwards to explain
            things, and naturally I would be here.” She eyed him up and down again. “With the right valet, you’ll be a handsome enough
            fellow. I daresay there are a number of ladies I might introduce to you, who would be deserving of your interest.”
         

         
         Drew smiled. While he still supported his mother and three sisters on a captain’s pay, a wife and children were luxuries he
            couldn’t afford.
         

         
         But as heir to the Duke of Carlyle, with fifteen hundred pounds per annum . . .

         
         “I would like that very much, Your Grace,” he said.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Two

         
         
            Two months later

         

         Edinburgh was just as he remembered it. From the London road it seemed to rise up out of the earth as a kingdom on a hill,
            the stone houses clustered like acolytes at the foot of the castle, which surveyed the verdant plain imperiously from its
            perch.
         

         
         Drew hadn’t been here in over a year, thanks to his posting at Fort George. On his way to Carlyle, there hadn’t been time
            to stop and visit his family. But now . . .
         

         
         Now he had plenty of time, and vast quantities of news.

         
         His family occupied a small house just off the High Street. It was evening, and his mother and sisters would have closed up
            the shop by now. But the only one home when he arrived was Annag, who had been his nurse years ago and refused to leave the
            family even when means grew tight. Now she was all-purpose help to his mother and sisters. “Oh, Master Andrew!” she exclaimed
            at his entrance. “Here you are, come at last! And about time, too. Your mother’s been fair worried.”
         

         
         He laughed, embracing the short, gray-haired woman who was almost as dear to him as his own mother. “I wrote to her when I would arrive.” Though it did not surprise him to hear his mother had been fretting, hoping he would appear three days early. 

         
         She pursed up her lips. “And you sounding as English as Butcher Cumberland.”

         
         Drew grimaced. “Aye, I’ve been in England these six weeks,” he said, slipping back into the Scots she spoke. He’d got used
            to speaking clipped English for the duchess.
         

         
         “May you recover from it soon,” she said tartly. “None of that here, laddie!”

         
         “No, ma’am. Where are they now?”

         
         “At the Monroes’ for dinner. I’ll send round—”

         
         “No, no, just tell them I’ve arrived. Tomorrow will be soon enough to talk.” He winked at her and turned toward the door.

         
         “They’ll want all the news!” she protested, hurrying after him.

         
         “And tomorrow they shall have it, along with the gifts I brought.” He grinned as her eyes grew wide. “Till the morrow, Annag.”

         
         Duty satisfied, he stepped back out into the street and took a deep breath. It was not an unwelcome surprise to find them
            out. After a hard week of travel, to say nothing of the weeks of study and instruction at Carlyle, the prospect of a night
            free tasted as sweet as honey.
         

         
         As eager as he was to see his family again, he had written to an old friend, begging a bed. Felix Duncan had replied as expected that he was welcome to it. Drew swung back into the saddle and took his horse to a stable before walking up the street, saddlebags over his shoulder, to Duncan’s lodgings in Burnet’s Close. 

         
         “Come in,” came a muffled bellow at his knock.

         
         He entered to find his friend practicing feints in front of a cheval glass, pausing to adjust his stance after each stroke.

         
         “Are you rehearsing to fight yourself?” he asked with amusement.

         
         “If I’m to face an equal, I must.” Duncan eyed himself critically and raised his elbow to create a more elegant line from
            hip to wrist.
         

         
         “Very good. And if you’re ever looking to face someone better, I’m at your service.”
         

         
         Duncan abandoned his posing. “Better! Not better. Only taller and with longer reach. God’s eyes, man, you’re a mountain.”

         
         Drew obligingly flexed one arm. “The result of tedious hard labor. You might try it.”

         
         Duncan, who had never done a day’s hard labor in his life, propped his épée on his hip and glared at him. “And will it make
            me taller? Lengthen my arms? I think not.”
         

         
         He snorted with laughter. “Nay, you’re a hopeless cause. Doomed to be a reedy little man forever . . .”

         
         Duncan growled and raised his sword, and Drew made a show of yawning in reply. His friend’s face eased into a lopsided grin.
            “For all that you’re a rude one, ’tis good to see you again, St. James. Welcome.”
         

         
         “Aye,” he agreed as he clasped Duncan’s outstretched hand. “Many thanks for the use of your spare room.”

         
         Duncan resumed his position in front of the glass. “Anytime you need it.” He raised his épée, watching himself in the mirror again. “Although you’re worse than an old woman, hinting at wondrous revelations and not telling me what brings you back to Edinburgh when you ought to be marching around Fort George in the rain.” He lunged, pausing to flick his queue of ginger hair over his shoulder and slant his eyebrows threateningly. 

         
         Drew grinned again. It was true he’d told Duncan some whopping stories when they’d been mischievous lads ducking their tutors
            in the labyrinth of narrow alleys in and around the Cowgate. “This time, Duncan, I’ve got a revelation so wondrous even you
            won’t believe it.”
         

         
         He went into the spare room where his trunks had already been delivered. One of them was familiar; it held his belongings,
            other than the essentials in his saddlebag. The other, larger trunk was new, full of gifts and trinkets for his family, lovely
            frivolous things suitable for the mother and sisters of a duke.
         

         
         The sight of it sobered him. It was a Trojan horse, that trunk, a lavish gift that would subtly inject the elegant, rarified
            world of Carlyle Castle into his family. After the way the previous duke had treated his grandfather, Drew’s family had wanted
            nothing to do with the castle. Now, though, they had no choice, and that trunk was meant to change their minds.
         

         
         He’d written to his mother only that he appeared to have expectations from the ducal branch of the family; it had felt like
            hubris to write it down and send the news into the world, unfettered and liable to run amok. Mr. Edwards, the solicitor, was
            keeping the whole matter quiet. No one outside Carlyle Castle knew of the duchess’s plan.
         

         
         At times Drew had wondered wryly if that was to make it easier to bend him and his cousin to the duchess’s will, but the solicitor claimed it was for his own sake, to spare him the intense glare of scrutiny that would fall upon the heir to the dukedom. And that meant very few people in England, and no one at all in Scotland, had any idea that the future Duke of Carlyle trod the plainstanes of Edinburgh this evening. 

         
         In truth, he still hardly believed it himself. The Carlyle inheritance seemed like a dream. Even in the midst of Mr. Edwards’s
            strictures or explanations of some finer point of the estate, part of him had thought it wouldn’t really be his, that some
            other heir would miraculously emerge at the last moment and leave Drew and his rakish cousin empty-handed. Only now that he
            was here, about to uproot his family and begin shouldering the burden of Carlyle, was it sinking in that it was his future.
            This next month would be the last of his life as Captain St. James, ordinary Scotsman and soldier.
         

         
         As expected, Duncan followed him within minutes, a towel around his neck and two drams of whisky in his hand, one of which
            he held out. “All right, then, what is this wondrous and incredible revelation?”
         

         
         For answer, Drew handed him a sealed packet. Duncan tossed back his drink and set down the glass to unfold the papers. For
            all his rakish ways, Duncan was a judge’s son and an advocate himself, and more intelligent than he acted.
         

         
         “Jesus, Mary, and Joseph,” he exclaimed a few minutes later, still reading. “Is this—is this real?”

         
         Drew nodded, stripping off his coat and tossing it on the wingback chair near the window. He longed for a bath and wondered if Duncan would agree to a naked plunge in the Firth, as they’d used to do. 

         
         “Carlyle?” said his friend incredulously. “Carlyle? You?”
         

         
         Drew gave a mocking bow. “At your service.”

         
         After another shocked moment, Duncan put back his head and roared with laughter. “You—a duke! You—the veriest devil of a child,
            a peer of the realm! You—the wild Scot, a proper Englishman!”
         

         
         That last made him frown. “I was not wild, and I won’t be an Englishman.”

         
         “Oh nay, never.” Grinning fiendishly, Duncan folded the letters and tossed them back at him. “It might take a while, but you’ll
            become one. No more Scots for you, only King’s English. You’ll wed a pale Englishwoman and your grandchildren will never venture
            north of the River Tweed.”
         

         
         Tight-lipped, he replaced the documents in his trunk. “That’s lunacy speaking.” Even though he’d consciously spoken crisp
            English at Carlyle, and all but invited the duchess to find an appropriate wife for him. Of course she would choose an English
            lady . . .
         

         
         “Is it?” murmured Duncan with a devilish gleam in his eye. “We’ll see about that.” He left the room, and Drew went back to
            unpacking his things, irate at his friend for speaking such blunt truth.
         

         
         Several minutes later Duncan was back, a slim book in his hand. “If you’re going to remain a Scot, you’ll need help.”

         
         The Widower and Bachelor’s Directory, read the title. Frowning, Drew opened it, and gave a bark of disbelieving laughter as he realized what it was. “A guide to rich ladies and where to find them, eh? What rubbish is this?” 

         
         “Not rubbish,” countered Duncan, still smirking. “Invaluable intelligence for the man in search of a wife!”

         
         “Who said I was in search of a wife?”

         
         Duncan arched his brows. “A single man with expectation of a wealthy dukedom will be in want of a bride. And even if he’s
            not in want of one, he shall have one thrust upon him, whether he wills it or no. Every unwed woman between the ages of seventeen and
            seventy will fling herself—or be flung—into his path until one of them trips him up and drags him to church, like a wild boar
            caught in a snare and trundled off to market.”
         

         
         “You’re the only one in Edinburgh who knows,” returned Drew, annoyed. “I’d prefer to keep it that way. If women start flinging
            themselves at me, I’ll know whom to blame.”
         

         
         Duncan snorted. “Aye, as if I’d go about telling all the lasses you’re about to be rich beyond their dreams. ’Tis of course
            the only way any sensible woman would take you . . .”
         

         
         “You’re about to get to practice your fencing in earnest.”

         
         His friend waved it off as he held out the silly little book. “Keep it! I know all the eligible ladies in town already. And
            once word gets out that there’s a ducal heir on the loose, you’ll need to know which ones to fend off.”
         

         
         Drew replied with a suggestion that would have made any soldier blush. Duncan only grinned, beyond pleased with himself. “If you’re to depart the realm of ordinary men soon, we must make your last days memorable. Let me change my coat.” 

         
         That was more amenable to his humor. He’d been at the castle for six weeks, always minding his tongue, constantly alert. A
            wild, carefree night was just the respite he needed.
         

         
         To his relief, Duncan’s idea of memorable turned out to be much the same as it had been in years past. At an oyster cellar beneath a tavern they met up with two other
            old friends, Adam Monteith and William Ross, and all proceeded to gorge themselves on oysters, well lubricated with strong
            Scottish porter. There was nothing anywhere to match the taste of oysters from the Firth of Forth.
         

         
         He had never been to this cellar. There were several in Edinburgh, and some seemed to migrate around town. The gathering was
            lively, packed to the walls and operating at a dull roar of laughter and conversation.
         

         
         At another table sat a large group of people including several ladies. They laughed and chattered with a gaiety that caught
            his eye, and made Drew think of his own sisters.
         

         
         Well—not exactly in the same way.

         
         Finally Ross caught him looking and nudged him. “D’you fancy her?”

         
         There was no doubt whom Ross meant. The woman at the head of the table was mesmerizing. Not only was she one of the merriest people in the room, inciting roars of laughter at her table, but she positively glowed. Her dark hair was loosely twisted up, and her gown was a brilliant blue. It was her eyes, though, that captured his attention. Those dark eyes danced with wicked humor and glee and made him want to know what had put that sparkle there. 

         
         As if she’d heard Ross’s question, she glanced his way. Caught, he gazed boldly back, and her mouth curled in an impish yet
            mysterious way before she shifted her attention away from him. Drew turned back to his porter, trying to hide the flush of
            heat that had gone through him and set his heart racing.
         

         
         Ross nudged his shoulder again, brows raised knowingly. He shrugged, and stole another glance over his shoulder.

         
         At some point a piper set up in the corner and began to play. In an instant the tables were shoved aside and figures formed
            for a country dance. Duncan leapt over a table to join in, as did Monteith and Ross. Drew threw his coat in the corner with
            everyone else’s and took his place.
         

         
         The dance was as boisterous as the interlude before it had been. Within minutes he was out of breath, laughing as he swung
            first one lady, then another on his arm. There was no chance of conversation, over the drone and wail of the pipes, the stomping
            of so many feet on the wooden floor, the shouts and laughter of the dancers and those cheering them on. It was hot and fast
            and exuberant, and he loved it. There had been nothing like this at Carlyle, nor at Fort George. Colonel Fitzwilliam, the
            old prig, disapproved of his officers attending social gatherings.
         

         
         He was so caught up in the dance that it gave him a genuine start when the next woman turned to take his hand, and he recognized
            the alluring beauty from the other table. The one who had smiled at him.
         

         
         Hand in hand they spun around each other, then separated. Each time the dance brought them back together, Drew stared. Up close she was more than mesmerizing. Her dark hair was coming out of its pins, trailing down her back and flying around her as she circled the other dancers. Like the other ladies, she picked up her skirts and tapped her feet with energy. Her color was high and her face fierce with joy. And when she caught him staring at her, she only gave him that infectious flirtatious smile again. 

         
         The dance came to an abrupt end when someone tripped and sprawled on the floor. The piper stopped playing just as the fallen
            man began vomiting. With cries of alarm, the dancers scrambled away from him.
         

         
         By sheer chance, Drew and the mystery woman were crowded together into a back corner, pushed almost behind the piper by the
            crush of people hurrying for the stairs. Someone shoved him in the back, and then the woman stumbled against him. Instinctively
            he put up an arm to shield her, and her eyes flashed toward him in gratitude.
         

         
         He could only think of one thing.

         
         “Who are you?” he asked, lowering his head to hers and stubbornly blocking the stream of people from this quiet corner. She
            smelled like the sea and oranges and woman.
         

         
         She gave him a gleaming glance and said something he couldn’t quite make out over the roar of the crowd. He leaned down more.
            “What? What’s your name?”
         

         
         Her hands came up on both sides of his face. For one breathless heartbeat, she pressed her lips to his in a sudden, searing kiss. He felt it to the soles of his feet and the roots of his hair; every nerve seemed to snap with the shock and beauty of it, as if she’d struck him with lightning. On pure instinct he cupped one hand around her nape and kissed her back. 

         
         Before he could manage to put an arm around her, though, she released him and ducked under his elbow into the crowd surging
            up the stairs. Even with his height advantage, he lost all sight of her in an instant.
         

         
         His mouth still tingling, he waited out the worst of the exodus behind the stairs, then pushed his way through the room to
            retrieve his coat. Duncan was lying on a table, tapping his toes and laughing at Ross, who turned out to be the fellow who
            had lost his dinner all over the floor. Ross leaned weakly against a table leg, his arms thrown around it for support and
            his face white. Monteith was arguing with the landlord, who had fought his way downstairs and was scowling at the spray of
            sick all over his floor.
         

         
         With a lurch Duncan rolled off the table. “Let’s go,” he said. “Monteith! Bring what’s left of Ross.” He tossed a pair of
            guineas toward the landlord, whose aggrieved expression didn’t change even as he snatched the coins from the air.
         

         
         Out in the street, they heaved Ross between them, Drew and Monteith both trying to make sure the man’s face was angled away from them. Chairmen in Highland garb trotted past carrying sedan chairs, their boots thumping on the cobblestones. A dog barked somewhere nearby. Lopsided, winded, and more than a little drunk, they staggered through the streets, Duncan singing something bawdy in Scots and Ross moaning at him to be quiet. 

         
         “Monteith,” Drew said over Ross’s head lolling on his shoulder. “Who was the woman in blue?”

         
         “Eh?” Monteith squinted at him. “Which one? Half the females there wore blue, St. James.” The last words came out slurred.

         
         He gave up. Monteith was even drunker than Duncan, who was frightening away the stray cats that prowled the streets. Someone
            flung open a window and yelled at him to be silent, which made him begin another verse, louder than ever.
         

         
         Tomorrow. Once Duncan sobered up, Drew would find out who she was. He could still taste her mouth on his, and he yearned to
            taste it again.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Three

         
         It took forever to get the easel in just the right position. The morning light was excellent, but the windows were narrow
            and admitted little of it. Opening the sashes helped, but the drapes still obscured the view, until she took them down.
         

         
         And after all that effort, Ilsa Ramsay noted with chagrin, she was out of green paint.

         
         Well. Perhaps the hills ought to be more violet than green, now that she thought about it.

         
         Aunt Jean came into the room and stopped short. Ilsa preferred to think it was in appreciation of her painting skill, which
            had improved tremendously in the last few months. She daubed another burst of heather onto her painting of the distant Calton
            Hill, replicating the vista out the drawing room windows.
         

         
         “Are the draperies in need of cleaning?” asked her aunt after a moment.

         
         “No,” said Ilsa. “They were blocking the view.”

         
         Jean picked up one corner of a drapery, lying in a heap on the sofa, and clucked over the loose threads where a ring had torn
            away. “And did they offend you, as well?”
         

         
         “I didn’t tear them down, that ring was already loose.” Carefully she added tiny highlights of light blue to the heather. Yes; the hillside did look much better with some heather. Pity the real one couldn’t be so easily improved. 

         
         Jean dropped the drapery. “I suppose I’ll have to sew it back on.”

         
         “You needn’t put yourself out. I didn’t mean to create work for you.” She tilted her head critically to survey her work. “I
            like the room brighter. Perhaps I’ll never rehang the draperies.”
         

         
         “What? Anyone will be able to see right in!” Jean sounded appalled.

         
         “Only if they climb a ladder propped against the front of the house, which would be notable even in Edinburgh.” Ilsa resisted
            the urge to roll her eyes. The building across the street was a small concert hall, with blank windows on this level.
         

         
         Jean threw up her hands. “Ach! What goes through your head, child? Of course we need draperies!”

         
         “We don’t, actually. They’ve been down for an hour and the house is still standing.”

         
         Her aunt’s face puckered in frustration. “That’s not what I meant!”

         
         “But isn’t it the important question? We don’t need draperies. We like them. They demonstrate how stylish we are to anyone
            who calls. But the panes are well-fitted and there are no draughts, and right now draperies only impede the fresh, clean breeze.”
            She carefully placed another tiny dot of blue on her painting. “I think it may be far more beneficial to our health not to
            have them.”
         

         
         “There’s no arguing with you,” muttered her aunt.

         
         Ilsa smiled in relief. “Thank you, Aunt, I am so pleased we are in agreement.”

         
         “Hmph.” Jean folded her arms. “I never said that.”

         
         “As long as we don’t argue about it, you are quite entitled to disagree with my every word.” She ran the brush around the
            bottom of the paint pot, then peered inside as if more green paint might spontaneously appear.
         

         
         “You know, Ilsa, not everyone would be so tolerant of your whims,” warned her aunt, reopening a line of contention that had
            plagued them many times before. “No gentleman would put up with—”
         

         
         “Yes!” Ilsa got to her feet and began unbuttoning her smock. “No gentlemen. That is a most excellent rule.”

         
         Jean puffed up in offense. “Such a broad condemnation! ’Tis unfair of you.”

         
         Ilsa laughed. “I’ve not condemned men! Only gentlemen. I adore my papa and Robert.”
         

         
         Jean put one hand to her brow wearily. “Robert is not a man.”

         
         “Nor is he a gentleman, which makes him perfect.” Ilsa hung her smock on the sconce by the fireplace.

         
         The drawing room door opened. “Oh my, you’ve got rid of the drapes,” exclaimed Agnes St. James.

         
         “No,” said Jean firmly, taking down the smock.

         
         “Yes! What do you think?” asked Ilsa.

         
         Her friend surveyed the bare windows, which appeared much larger without the heavy damask draperies surrounding them. There
            was a fine view, off to the left, of the distant hill over the rooftops. “It’s much brighter without them.”
         

         
         “It is. I like it.”

         
         Agnes’s approval soothed the faint rumble in Ilsa’s conscience. Agnes would say something if it were entirely disreputable
            not to have draperies at her windows. Ilsa didn’t see how it could be, but she’d come to distrust Jean’s opinion on anything
            regarding propriety. Agnes was at least a neutral judge.
         

         
         “Robert is pestering the butler,” her friend told her. “He sent me to inform you.”

         
         Ilsa grinned. “You mean, he sent you to scold me about neglecting Robert. He must be fretting for his ramble in the park,
            poor dear.”
         

         
         “Poor,” said Jean disapprovingly under her breath.
         

         
         “I would have taken him myself if Mr. MacLeod had not told me you were up,” Agnes went on. “I didn’t expect to see you so
            early. You came in rather late.”
         

         
         She smiled in memory of last evening’s fun. “I wish you could have come with me.”

         
         Agnes laughed. “My mother would never approve of me going to Mr. Hunter’s! I would be marched right home to a blistering scold.”

         
         “We can’t have that,” said Ilsa in sympathy. “I hated to leave you alone, but I’d given my word to Miss White.”

         
         Agnes waved it off. “I’m glad you went. Was it wonderful?”

         
         Ilsa thought of the tall, handsome fellow who had embraced her so protectively. “It was marvelous.”

         
         “Staying out until all hours isn’t dignified,” said Jean sternly. “Miss St. James has the right idea. Stay home and stay out
            of trouble.”
         

         
         Ilsa shared a glance with her friend. Agnes would have loved to be in that oyster cellar beside Ilsa, dancing and drinking punch and enjoying herself. 

         
         But Agnes’s mother thought oyster cellars were no place for unmarried girls—even though plenty of ladies went these days.
            It had been her condition for allowing Agnes to come stay with Ilsa: she must follow all the rules of behavior that she was
            held to at home. Agnes had been so keen to come, and Ilsa so keen to have her, both had agreed.
         

         
         “It is the right idea to stay out of trouble,” said Agnes demurely. “Which is why I must go if you are able to see to Robert. My
            mother will be expecting me in the shop.”
         

         
         “Indeed, I shall be entirely proper all day, visiting my solicitor and taking tea with Papa,” Ilsa told her.

         
         “That is excellent,” exclaimed Jean approvingly. “I knew you would be a steadying influence on her, dear Miss St. James.”

         
         “Thank you, Miss Fletcher,” replied Agnes, choosing not to contradict this provocative statement. Well, Jean was not her aunt; Agnes did not need to argue with her over this or anything. Ilsa said nothing.
         

         
         Jean eyed the crumpled draperies. “Now that these are down, they might as well be cleaned. I’ll send the maid in to get them.”

         
         “Of course.” Ilsa had learned to accept an olive branch when one was offered.

         
         When her aunt had gone, she tossed aside the cap from her head. She only wore it to prevent paint getting in her hair, no matter how Jean scolded her that a widowed lady ought to wear it all the time. “Shall we have a leg of lamb tonight? I consumed so many oysters last night, I can’t face anything from the sea for a week.” 

         
         Agnes made a small grimace. “Alas, I’m dining at home. Mother sent word my brother has returned, and she’ll have us all around
            her table again for the first time in over a year.”
         

         
         “Of course,” said Ilsa after a tiny pause. “Welcome home the captain with my best regards.”

         
         “Thank you.” Agnes rolled her eyes. “He’s hinted he brings news from our cousins in England. My mother is hopeful it’s a legacy
            of some sort. She’s already begun scouring listings in the New Town, certain we shall be moving to a grand new house.”
         

         
         “You are not as certain, I take it,” observed Ilsa.

         
         “Not in the slightest.” Agnes pursed her lips. “That family never cared for us. I cannot believe they’re about to start now,
            not in any meaningful way. And even if they did, Mother would insist Drew take all the benefit—aside from her new house, of
            course.”
         

         
         “Why should he take all the benefit?” asked Ilsa in surprise.

         
         Agnes shook her head. “It would be only fair. He joined the army when he was eighteen and sent his pay to Mother so we would
            have food and clothes.”
         

         
         “Brothers do such things?” said Ilsa in mock astonishment. “Remarkable!”

         
         Agnes laughed. “He’s a good sort. If there is a legacy—which I highly doubt!—he may have it with my blessing. After a dozen years in the army, he’s earned it.”
         

         
         She smiled. “How generous you are. He must be a good sort.” One of her favorite things about the St. James family was their closeness and honest affection for each other. 

         
         “He is! At least, he can be. You’ll like him.”

         
         An image rose in her mind, a sober, straightlaced fellow in a red coat who spoke in single syllables and avoided anything
            fun. He’d gone into the army when faced with penury, after all—not for him the usual escape routes of marrying a rich girl,
            gambling, or piracy. What’s more, he chose the English army. Not very dashing, joining the English.
         

         
         Unbidden she thought again of the tall, dark-haired Scot from the oyster cellar. That one had a bit of the devil in him. Too
            bad she would never see him again.
         

         
         “A dutiful army man who likes to write letters teasing about possible legacies.” Ilsa tapped her chin and pretended to think.
            “Doesn’t seem likely, but one never knows.” Agnes just laughed.
         

         
         She walked with her friend down the stairs. “I do hope you’ll meet him.” Agnes put on her hat. “I doubt he’ll be in town long.”

         
         “Perhaps,” said Ilsa vaguely. Even his name was prissy and proper. Andrew the Saint. Saint Andrew the Self-Sacrificing. He
            sounded dreary and dull. She wouldn’t refuse to meet him, but neither was she eager.
         

         
         Agnes left for her mother’s shop in Shakespeare Square. Ilsa went into the butler’s room, where Robert stood watching Mr.
            MacLeod polish the silver. At her entrance, he sighed in relief. “Mrs. Ramsay! I didn’t like to disturb you, but—”
         

         
         “I know.” She smiled as Robert came up to her, his big brown eyes hopeful. She bent and kissed his forehead. “Yes, my darling, just a moment.” She turned back to Mr. MacLeod. “Two for dinner tonight. Miss St. James will be dining with her family. No fish or shellfish. Lamb, if you can find a prime leg of it.” 

         
         “Very good, ma’am.” He smiled and bowed.

         
         Ilsa left the room, Robert at her heels. Jean had disappeared. Ilsa would wager a handsome sum that by dinner, that loose
            curtain ring would have been repaired, the drapery sponged and pressed, and the whole thing hung back on the rail. Jean vigorously
            fended off any hint that they weren’t the most eminently proper house on the street.
         

         
         Ilsa had meant it when she said she didn’t want to argue over that, but it seemed inevitable. Jean militantly maintained her
            status and respectability. At times it seemed like that was all Jean did—fuss over the china, the draperies, the exact height of a hemline, or the precise way to hold a fan. A slight slip
            greeting a new acquaintance would provoke a lengthy scold. A low-cut gown might make her tight-lipped for days.
         

         
         Not only did Ilsa crave an escape from all that fussing and fretting, she didn’t think most of it was important. And she was
            so tired of toeing the many, many lines laid down by people who told her that all her desires and interests were wrong or
            unseemly.
         

         
         She put on her jacket and hat and opened the door, waiting patiently as Robert made his way down the steps. “Well done,” she told him, and he nudged her elbow in reply. She smiled. Robert was the perfect companion. He couldn’t dance in an oyster cellar, but neither did he scold her, or tell her she was too bold, or say anything disagreeable at all. She patted him on the back and they set off, side by side, for the open fields at the foot of Calton Hill. 

         
         This was the part of Edinburgh she loved best. Away from the increasingly dingy and cramped confines of the Old Town, away
            from the construction dust and noise of the New Town, just a bright, windy day on the hill with no one but Robert. Here she
            felt at peace, free from society and propriety.
         

         
         “Should we run away to the Highlands?” she wondered aloud. “I’ve heard they are beautiful and wild, and not filled with disapproving
            matrons.”
         

         
         Robert shook his head, plodding along beside her.

         
         “Too cold? Too far?” She sighed, running fingers over his back. “You’re probably right. Glasgow? No, too near, and too like
            Edinburgh.” She gave him a little pat. “I have it! We could hide ourselves on a ship to America and go on a grand adventure.”
         

         
         He snorted and wandered off, showing her what he thought of that idea. Ilsa smiled fondly, watching him amble across the grass.
            “You can dismiss the idea that easily because you don’t have to see Mr. MacGill today,” she called after him.
         

         
         She did not enjoy visiting her solicitor. He was reputed to be the best in Edinburgh, or so said her father. Her late husband,
            Malcolm, had also employed MacGill, keeping things like money and investments entirely out of Ilsa’s sight, let alone her
            control.
         

         
         But then Malcolm died, and suddenly all that money was hers. Papa had wanted to handle it for her, but Ilsa was done with that, even if it meant she had to deal personally with Mr. MacGill, with his pompous manner and patronizing little smile. As if she were very fortunate indeed to have even a moment of his attention. 

         
         One day I shall withdraw all my money and buy a ship, she thought. I would like to see India or Spain or perhaps the South Seas. And wouldn’t that give Mr. MacGill the shock of his life.
         

         
         She knew it would never actually happen, but it gave her great pleasure to imagine it happening.
         

         
         After a long, refreshing ramble she and Robert returned home. He trotted right past her to his room at the back of the hall.
            It had been Malcolm’s private study when he was alive, but now it was Robert’s domain. He would settle in for a long snooze,
            snoring fit to rattle the windows. Ilsa went upstairs and girded herself to face the lawyer with a proper walking dress and
            coiffure of which even Jean would approve.
         

         
         Despite arriving before the time of her appointment, she was still kept waiting. Idly annoyed, she entertained herself by
            counting the carriages that drove past. Mr. MacGill’s offices in St. Andrew’s Square were large, handsome, and ostentatious,
            with tall windows facing the square. She wondered why she paid him so much when he irritated her to no end.
         

         
         She had counted twenty-eight carriages by the time the clerk showed her in. The solicitor came to take her hand and lead her
            to a chair. He always began with fawning smiles and pleasantries. If only he listened to her with as much solicitude.
         

         
         “Now, Mrs. Ramsay, what can I do for you?” he asked at last, when she was settled in a chair and had declined his offer of
            tea.
         

         
         “I would like to sell my shares in Mr. Cunninghame’s trading company.”

         
         He was astonished. “Madam! What can you mean? I do not recommend that!”

         
         “I understand,” she replied evenly. “But I would like to do it, and they are my shares. Will you see it done?”

         
         “Are you in want of funds?” he said in reproach. “I should have anticipated as much. It is not unusual for a recently widowed
            female to be unaccustomed to the handling of money. If there are bills to be paid, you must send them to me—”
         

         
         “Mr. MacGill, I know very well how to live within my means. I am not burning my money on new gowns or slippers.” She gave
            him a determined smile. “Sell the shares, please.”
         

         
         She was slowly reading through the volume of information Malcolm had left behind. Now that he was dead, there was no one to
            stop her from examining everything in his desk. The Cunninghame trading company was very profitable, but its trade was appalling.
         

         
         MacGill took a deep breath and seemed to change tack. Adopting an expression of paternal concern, he said, “It would be a
            very large sum. What would you do with all that money?”
         

         
         She gazed out the window thoughtfully. The house across the street was under construction, and men were raising a heavy beam into position. “There are so many enterprises here in Scotland in want of investment. I like fabric. Perhaps I’ll invest in linen production.” She had also seen the reports of increasing trade with America. Scotland had enjoyed a brisk trade there before the war, and now that it was over, there seemed every opportunity for it to resume. 

         
         Mr. MacGill clicked his tongue. “I see. Of course a woman would take an interest in fabrics. But, my dear Mrs. Ramsay, investments
            are not made so impulsively. Let us wait a few months and see how you feel then, shall we? If in six months you still desire
            to sell, I shall speak to Mr. Fletcher about it.”
         

         
         “It is not my father’s money. If my late husband were sitting here, would you say the same to him?” asked Ilsa, still watching
            out the window. If she looked directly at the solicitor, she would be tempted to throw something at him. “Would you scorn
            his wishes as idle fancy and impulse, not likely to endure?”
         

         
         Malcolm had done many things on nothing more than idle fancy and impulse, and men like MacGill had only helped him, often
            when they should have stopped him. Not one of his friends or associates had tried to keep him from the duel that killed him.
         

         
         Mr. MacGill went pink in the face. He was a pale man, and it was easy to make him flush. “Mrs. Ramsay. That is immaterial.”

         
         Before Ilsa could reply, the clerk slipped in. Silently he brought a letter to Mr. MacGill, who gave the man a look that bordered
            on gratitude. As if he couldn’t wait to be free of her, even after making her wait half an hour for this appointment. With
            barely a glance at Ilsa, the lawyer unfolded the letter.
         

         
         “Good heavens,” he exclaimed almost immediately. Turning his back to her, he whispered furiously to his clerk, who snapped to attention like a pointer catching a scent. Frowning, Ilsa tilted her head and caught a few words
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