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      On all fours, Maggie ignored the footsteps coming up behind her, with no more than a fleeting thought to her rear end, which was sticking up high in the air as she struggled with a stubborn bolt, the front half of her body wedged behind the wood paneling. Her fingers cramped as she felt around to try to loosen the connection, working blind in the near dark of the enclosure. Nearly there…and then the last of the stuck bolts twisted free. She finished and pulled herself out of the opening in the wall, only to find her new client, Iain MacCraigh, standing there with another man at his side.

      Perfect. She hauled herself to her feet and dusted her hands off on the legs of her jeans, trying to ignore the raised eyebrows on her client and the analytical look of the stranger, whose eyes had drifted past her face to somewhere just above her head. Casually, she reached up and tried to smooth her hair. Uncontrollable to begin with, it seemed to have picked up a miscellany of cobwebs and dust. She managed to keep her groan from escaping. Nice first impression.

      Iain’s lips quirked into an amused smile. “I’m sorry to be bothering you when you’re working, but I wanted to introduce you to Conall Stewart. He’s in charge of computer security for all my businesses and home, so you’ll need to integrate the work you’ll be doing here on the museum with his existing systems.”

      So, this was the computer genius Iain had mentioned.  She’d been on the job in the Scottish Highlands for over a week, but she’d yet to meet Conall.  Truth was, she didn’t usually like having strangers mucking around in her projects, but at least he was good—really good. Not one to leave things to chance when it came to her work, she’d researched Conall thoroughly after Iain first told her they’d be working together, and she was impressed. Not an easy thing to do.

      She considered herself to be at the top in her field, and if she was going to be stuck working with him, then at least he knew what he was doing. As a woman in the male-dominated field of high-end security, she was damned if she’d have her hard-earned reputation damaged by working with someone who wasn’t up to snuff. And she sure as hell wouldn’t risk the Highlander’s Hope, a treasure of priceless value. The system she was putting in for the museum Iain was building would incorporate her most advanced designs and equipment.

      With a smile, Maggie shook Conall’s hand as she took him in, her gaze wandering over his handsome form. There was certainly something about the man that had her pulse kicking. “It’s a pleasure.”

      His hair was just long and wavy enough to have a mind of its own, the color of it like honey and aged whisky. Yet it was his eyes that held her attention—a warm amber flecked with gold and chocolate, lit from within with a fire and intelligence. He was tall and well-built for someone who sat at a computer all day, and his scruffy stubble made her want to reach out and run her fingers across his strong jawline.

      This could be fun—except for the fact that the man looked far too serious for his own good. With luck, she’d get him to pull the stick out of his arse. Life was too short to not take full advantage of all it had to offer—a lesson she’d learned the hard way.

      Conall mumbled a half-hearted greeting in response, before giving Iain a quick glance. “I’d like to get started, if you don’t mind. There’s a lot to be done, especially if we’re to have everything ready and in place for the New Year’s ribbon cutting.”

      Iain turned to her with a consoling smile, his eyebrows flicking up in a way that said better you than me. “Well then…I’ll not delay ye any further. If you need me for anything, I’ll be back at the house. Cat will be back later this afternoon, so don’t be too surprised if you find her snooping around. Good day to the both of you.”

      Once Iain had gone, Conall stood there, his eyes locked on hers. “Maggie Brennan, aye? Twenty-seven. Head of Brennan Securities out of Dublin, Ireland. Co-founded with your father, Liam Brennan, though he acts as more of a consultant. You graduated top of your class from Trinity at the early age of eighteen, and have won several awards for your innovative designs and inventions. Three younger brothers, one who works for you. Unmarried, no children. And ye drive a motorcycle—far too fast, if your speeding tickets are anything to go by.”

      She crossed her arms in front of her chest, pinning him with an unwavering gaze, amusement fighting with the slight annoyance that wanted to rear its ugly head. So the boy had done his homework. Fair enough. But she was no gombeen.

      Her lips tugged into a hint of a smile. “Conall Stewart…Twenty-eight. Founder and sole employee of Stewart Technologies. Graduated from MIT before returning back home to Dunmuir, Scotland, where you were born and raised. Your specialty is hacking into company networks to find their vulnerabilities so you can then reinforce their systems. Never been married, and ye have no sprogs. Parents are divorced, one younger sister. You live alone in a home you own outright, and you drive your Audi far too slow—if your lack of speeding tickets are anything to go by.”

      “Hmph.” He looked her over for what felt like a very long time, but she held her ground and his gaze. When he spoke, it was still with no humor, as if he was tolerating her because he had no choice. “Might as well get started then.”

      By the gods, serious as he was, she was going to love pushing his buttons. She grabbed her bag of tools and headed across the room, leaving him to follow as he would. She glanced over at him, a smile breaking through to the surface, unable to remain serious for long.

      “So do you always look like ye swallowed sour milk or is the pleasure all mine?” That got her a glare, and she had to laugh. “I’m just yanking your chain. Curious to see what you might look like if you actually smiled a bit. Bet you’d be handsome. Or are ye worried ’bout the wrinkles? ’Cause they’ve got creams for that, ye know.”

      His mouth pursed into a thin line. “I’m here to work, aye? Not to socialize. So if you don’t mind…”

      Her anger sparked and bristled just below the surface as she stopped and pinned him with an icy stare. Reminding herself that she’d be working with Conall for the foreseeable future, she bit back the sarcastic remarks that wanted to spew forth, and told herself to let it go, knowing she was overreacting.

      Maggie took a deep breath and forced herself to calm down a notch or two, though when she spoke it was through gritted teeth. “Just so we’re clear—nothing gets in the way of my work. Nothing. Don’t take my humor and amiable mood for disinterest or incompetence. It’ll be a mistake you’ll regret.”

      Was it…could it be? Her eyes must be deceiving her. A smile tugged at his lips. “I’ve no doubt you could make me regret many a thing, lass. Now if we could get back to work—please—I’d greatly appreciate it.”

      If she were being generous, she might even take that as a sort of apology. She grinned, her anger dissipating and her humor back. “Happy to oblige ye.”

      As they moved through the construction area, Maggie looked around at the progress being made. Though she was there to tackle the technical end of the security system for the museum, the bulk of the project fell to the construction crew who’d be transforming the old church ruins on the MacCraigh land, and rebuilding them into a museum that would house the Highlander’s Hope and the paintings that had supplied the clues that enabled Cat and Iain to find the bejeweled necklace. There would be additional space reserved for items Cat planned to get on loan from other museums.

      With the structural parts of the museum built, Maggie and her brother were laying the foundation and wiring for the systems and tech they’d soon be installing. “With the electrical now in, we’ve run the cables that will support the final safeguards and security measures. We’re using the most current tech so that any disturbances to the system will be detected—whether physical or over the Net. If you have changes you want made to the computer securities, I’m happy to work with you so the systems run seamlessly.”

      Conall wandered around the jobsite, stepping over construction debris and tools, as his gaze took it all in. “I’ll need to see your security schematics and blueprints. Depending on how you’ve set it up, there may need to be some changes made.”

      She sighed. This was why she hated having others work on her projects. As a security company, they were more than capable of handling the computer end of things, even if her specialty was creating security tech—complicated biometrics, motion and interference detectors, photoelectric scanners, and anything else her mind could dream up.

      At least Conall was one of the best in his field. It only made sense that he’d want to look things over. He wasn’t passing judgment on her work, but rather making sure everything operated at an optimal level.

      She stepped to his side and looked up at him, liking how the sun streamed through the tall windows and gilded him in gold. “They’re in my work trailer. If you’d like to join me, we can go over them there. Or I could drop them off at your office.”

      “I work from home.” He gave her his business card. “I’d like to see them now, but if you could also get me my own copy, it’d be much appreciated.”

      “I’ll drop one off for ye later.” She tilted her head with a smile. “In the meantime, follow me. My bus is out the back.”

      She led him outdoors to the RV she used when working away from home. It housed all her supplies and tools, and acted as a workshop, allowing her to make adjustments to her gear and tech without having to leave the worksite. She’d had it custom made to her specifications, and then outfitted it further with her own tech. The vehicle itself had cost her a pretty penny, but it was a necessity when she was constantly traveling for business. It offered her a bit of familiarity and comfort in her ever-changing environment.

      Letting them in past the safeguards, she climbed up the steps with Conall trailing right behind her. Though large and spacious for a bus, it was packed with equipment, forcing them to squeeze through towards the back where she kept all her plans and diagrams. There’d been larger models to choose from, but she hadn’t wanted to run into problems when travelling down the tight, winding roads that could be found outside the cities. “You’ll have to excuse the tight quarters. I think I over-packed for the job. Didn’t want to need something and not have it.”

      With eyebrows raised, he glanced around, though his expression had yet to change much. “Do ye also sleep here?”

      She could have laughed at the way he was eyeballing the place. It was clear he didn’t care for the cramped accommodations. “I have in the past, but with this job scheduled to last months, I’ve opted to rent a place not far from here.”

      Paging through her blueprints, she pulled out the ones she needed and handed them to Conall. He laid them out on the table and took a quick look. “Do you mind if I take these back to the museum?”

      “Not at all. Just make sure I get them back before you go, and I’d greatly appreciate it if you don’t leave them lying around—or show them to anyone, for that matter.” He probably thought she was being paranoid, but she didn’t care. She took plenty of risks in life—just not with her work.

      His eyes narrowed with a glare. “You’re not the only professional here, lass.”

      She beamed at him with a big smile, refusing to get into a pissing match. “Well, I’m glad to hear it. As soon as I dig out the blueprint printer, I’ll get you your own copy of the schematics and drop them off. Now if you don’t mind, get out. I’ve got work to do.”

      His lips quirked into a smile. “Ye know, we may just get along after all.”
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      Bloody hell…what time was it? And who the hell was pounding on his door so early in the morning and getting his crazy dog riled up? Conall dragged his alarm clock over. Six twelve. He groaned and rolled out of bed, ready to murder whoever had woken him up.

      He threw on some pajama bottoms, after quickly debating whether to just head down there naked—and it’d serve them right. Padding down the stairs, he nearly tripped on Piper, who was still barking and clearly determined to get tangled between his legs.

      Grabbing Piper by the collar to prevent her from escaping yet again, he yanked the door open, his words already spewing forth amid his curses. “What the…”

      He groaned. Maggie. It figured.

      “Did I wake ye? Had your plans and didn’t want to hold up your work, in case you were an early riser—which I see that you’re not—and figured while I was at it, I’d go for a quick run. Want to join me? Nothing like a morning run to get the blood flowing first thing when ye wake. There are other options, of course, but… a run was easier this morning.” She looked up at him, finally, blessedly, quiet. How many coffees did the woman already have?

      “Go away.” He spun and slammed the door, only to hear knocking again. He yanked it open. “Woman, I’m ready to murder ye.”

      She just smiled. Infuriatingly, smugly smiled. Not a care in the world. “Well, you could at least take the plans. And I’ll assume it’s a no on going for a run? Do you want me to take your dog instead? Looks like she’d enjoy it—might get rid of some of her energy.”

      He grabbed the leash he kept by the door, quickly clipped it to the squirming pup’s collar and shoved the handle at Maggie, grabbing the plans. “Her name’s Piper. Don’t fall off the cliff.”

      The second his crazy mutt took off—which took all of a nanosecond—he slammed the door once more, and crawled back to bed.

      Except that his sleep was now ruined. After tossing and turning, with sleep refusing to return, he dragged himself back out of bed. Grumbling and cursing, he put on a pot of coffee and booted up his laptop while waiting for the coffee to brew. He logged in to work and checked his email. Once he ensured there wasn’t anything that needed his immediate attention, he pulled out the schematics Maggie left for him.

      One map after another, layer upon layer of security. It was clear the lass left nothing to chance, even backing up her back-up plans. He supposed that’s what happened when someone was not only thorough, but hyper. Bloody hell, the woman must inject the caffeine directly into her vein. Six twelve. And looking fresh as a spring morning, a blush on her cheeks and a sparkle in her glacier-blue eyes.

      He took a closer look and worked through her diagrams. Maybe…It’d be hard to improve the securities and firewalls she’d put in place—and frankly, that wasn’t his job—but he could possibly make things a bit more efficient and speed up response.

      It’d be easy enough to integrate her systems for the Hope with the ones he already had in place on Iain’s mainframe for his other businesses. Opening a new document, he started making notes on the changes he’d like to address. That would be an interesting meeting, since he was sure her back would immediately go up before she wrangled her temper under control. At least it seemed short lived, flaring into life for just a moment, before sense and reasoning pushed it aside, and she was back to her perky, smiley self.

      It was clear Maggie liked to be in control, especially when it came to her work, and that was definitely something he understood. When you worked hard to build a reputation, you couldn’t let others ruin it. But if she thought he’d step to the side and let her stomp all over his turf, then she was gravely mistaken. They’d just have to do their best to work together, especially since they were stuck with each other for the next few months.

      He checked the time. Maggie had been gone a while—close to an hour and a half. Was that normal for one of her runs? Or had Piper dragged her off the cliff and into the raging sea and jagged rocks below? He groaned and got back to work, doing his best to ignore the feeling of impending doom.

      A few more notes—and he checked the time again. Damn it. He’d give her another ten minutes. Yet, looking back at the schematics, he found his concentration was shattered, his gaze drifting to check the time yet again.

      Cursing, he set aside his laptop and got to his feet, knowing he’d not forgive himself if something happened to her while he did nothing but sit on the sofa. He got on his hiking boots and grabbed a sweater just as there was a knock at his door.

      Relief washed over him, though he was ready to give her a tongue-lashing for making him worry. Grinding his teeth, he got a hold of himself and pushed his annoyance to the side, knowing it was his own fault for giving a rat’s arse.

      He pulled open the door and watched her breeze in, dragging his pup behind her. “What the hell happened to her?”

      She looked down at the dog before turning those blue eyes on him with a look of confusion, a smile tugging at her full lips. “I took her for a run. How is she supposed to look?”

      “That dog’s crazy—and hasn’t ever stopped being crazy. I’ve never seen her this—”

      “Calm?” Her eyebrows perked in question as her smile widened.

      “Aye. Calm.” A deep blush stood out against her luminous skin, her cheeks flushed from the exertion of her run and the brisk wind from the sea.

      “It’s amazing what a bit of a workout can do for the mind and body.” She reached down and unclipped the leash before handing it to him. “I can come by and get her again tomorrow if you’d like. I hadn’t realized it when you gave me your card, not being familiar with the roads and all, but we’re neighbors.”

      He squeezed his eyes shut for a long moment, his head suddenly pounding. “Och, tell me you’re not staying at the Campbell cottage.” Rowan Campbell had moved in with her boyfriend, Angus Macleod, a few months ago, leaving the home empty.

      “That’s the one. Belongs to a friend of Iain’s. They were happy to rent it to me since it was just sitting there, and it’s got two rooms, which is convenient since my brother will be joining me for this job sometime in the upcoming weeks—had a bit of an overlap in projects.”

      It figured, since Iain and Angus were the best of friends. And if Maggie was in the Campbell cottage, that made her his closest neighbor. Shite.

      “No need to take the dog for a run tomorrow—or any other day for that matter.” He’d never get to sleep in if she kept coming around to steal Piper.

      “Ah…well then, I’ll leave it as an open offer in case you change your mind.” She started to wander, her gaze drifting around the room. “Mind if I grab a drink?”

      “This way.” He sighed. At least she seemed to have mellowed out a bit. Only took her over an hour of exercise. “Since I couldn’t get back to sleep after being dragged out of my bed at the bloody crack of dawn, I got started on the schematics.”

      She followed him into the kitchen, beaming a huge smile at him. “See! You got a head start on yer day. Doesn’t that make you feel good?”

      “No.” He pinned her with a steely gaze, hoping she’d get it through that pretty head of hers and leave him alone. “I get plenty done on my own schedule, thank ye very much.”

      Her brows perked up in mock defense. “Never said you didn’t, boyo. Don’t go getting your knickers in a twist.”

      He grabbed a glass, tossed some ice in it and filled it with water. “Here.”

      “Thanks.” She drank half of it in one go. “So do you want to go over the changes? Or are you kicking me out?”

      Damn if he wasn’t tempted—just to make his point. Yet he didn’t show her the door—and she would no doubt make him regret his decision. “Might as well get started since you’re already here.”

      He led them into his living room where he liked to work. She wandered about, taking it all in. “This is really nice. Wow.”

      “Thanks.” Though she was right—it was a gorgeous room—he was pleased that she liked it. He’d renovated the older home a few years back and the living room was his favorite, with a large stone fireplace that ran up to a cathedral ceiling and a row of windows flanking it, opening the room to the cliffs and sea just beyond.

      “Ooo…do you play?” She’d wandered over to where his guitar sat in the corner, unused for far too long.

      His back went up as he pushed back the wave of emotions that hit him, and tried not to speak through gritted teeth. “No. Not anymore. If we could get to work…?”

      Her eyebrows perked in question, but she said no more as they took a seat on the sofa, side by side, where he’d been working.

      He unplugged his laptop and handed it to her, ignoring the way his shoulder and thigh brushed against hers as he shifted towards her to point to the diagram he’d pulled up on the screen. “The schematics you’ve drawn up are great, but you’ll see I’ve made some changes to the routing, which will make things more efficient and speed up your processes.”

      With her brow furrowed and her lips pressed together, she looked over his proposed changes. He was half expecting her to refuse to make the adjustments or give him a tongue-lashing for messing with her work and plans. Instead she continued to read on, her gaze intense.

      She looked over and nodded, a smile slowly turning up on those full lips. “Nice work, Conall. I think you’ll be a good addition to the project.”

      Oh. Not quite what he’d expected. It’s not that he needed her approval, but it was nice to know the next few months of working with her might be amicable. “Well, I appreciate you saying so.”

      She handed him back the laptop, her blue eyes alight. “I should get going. Still need to shower before heading to the job site.”

      He stood with her and walked her to the door. “I’ll see you there, aye?”

      She nodded and walked off, the cottage only a quarter of a mile down the road. He watched her go, her thick hair pulling free of its bindings as the wind blew in off the sea. She could be a dangerous distraction—except that he had no time for distractions of that sort. Nor did he have the desire.

      Yet he still stood there, watching.
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      Happy with everything she’d managed to accomplish, Maggie decided to wrap things up for the day. She’d seen Conall poking around while working on his own things, but they’d both been busy. There was something about him that she found intriguing. It was as if he gave off a certain energy which immediately pulled her into his orbit and she couldn’t help but be drawn to him. She knew it the moment he walked into a room, the air around her shifting with his presence, making her fully aware of the nearness of him.

      Maybe it had to do with his sharp intelligence—or how stern and serious he was. Not many seemed to challenge him or get in his way, not wanting to be on the receiving end of one of those golden glares. Not that it bothered her any. It only made her curious to find out what was behind the façade—and she had no doubt it could be a whole lot of fun finding out. Alone on the job site, Conall could be just the thing she needed to keep boredom at bay when she wasn’t working.

      That was one of the advantages to working with her brother, Liam. They got along well, and when working in an area when they knew not a soul, it was good to have his company—when he was around. In the meantime, she’d have to find other ways to keep herself entertained, and for now that plan included Conall, even if he didn’t know it yet.

      Andrew wandered towards her as she packed up her tools. He was the foreman for the construction company that was rebuilding the church ruins, and definitely a good-looking man. From London, he was in his late twenties or early thirties, tall with a muscular build, sable brown hair and brown eyes. He seemed nice, and normally she’d be more than a little interested. Yet she just couldn’t get into him for some reason. Their chemistry seemed off. Not that he had given up trying.

      “I don’t suppose I could interest you in a bite to eat and a pint. The pub has surprisingly good food, and seeing how it’s a Friday, I was thinking we could venture towards one of the larger towns not too far from here. If you’re up for it, of course.” Andrew hitched a thumb in his jean pocket, his head cocked to one side, a lazy smile on his lips.

      She zipped her bag and stood. “I appreciate the offer, but I have to catch up on some emails and other work.”

      “Are you sure? I promise to keep you entertained—and it’s not like the emails won’t be there when you get back. Come on, Maggie. You’ll have the whole weekend to answer them, and you’ve got to eat at some point, right?” He shifted his weight as his gaze wandered over her face, a sweet smile on his lips.

      Iain walked over and saved her from having to come up with another excuse. “I’m glad I caught you before you’d left for the day. If you have no plans for the evening, Cat would love to have everyone over for dinner—wants to thank you all for the hard work you’ve been putting in. Not to mention, she’s been experimenting with some new recipe and is desperate for mouths to feed.”

      Not exactly what Maggie had planned for the evening, but she knew better than to turn down invitations from her clients, especially when they were wealthy and well-connected. She glanced at Andrew, wondering if she’d be stuck turning down his advances the rest of the night. Probably no way to avoid it.

      She managed a smile for Iain and hefted her bag onto her shoulder. “Sure. Thanks for the invite.”

      Andrew smiled in her direction before looking back to Iain. “Sounds perfect to me.”

      Iain clapped his hands together. “Excellent. If seven works for you, that would be grand.”

      Maggie hefted her tool bag onto her shoulder and followed him towards the door, hoping to leave Andrew behind. Luckily, it worked. “I’ll see you then.”

      With her tools locked up on the bus and everything secured for the night, she grabbed her helmet and hopped on her motorbike, a gorgeous Triumph Speedmaster. Black, moody, and mean, she loved her bike. Loved the feel of its rumble and speed.

      “Ye heading home?” It was a Scottish lilt rather than Andrew’s English.

      Relieved, she turned to find Conall walking towards her, his car parked next to her bike in the makeshift parking lot. It was currently no more than grass, dirt, and puddles of mud, but it’d all get paved over once the construction wrapped up. “Yeah. I’m desperate to get home and wash the day’s dirt and grime off me. The beginning of a job is always the dirtiest.”

      The old church had most of its walls standing before the renovation started, but the roof had been partially caved in. Cat and Iain had spared little expense adding on to it and bringing the original part of the building back to life. It’d be gorgeous once it was completed, a perfect home for the Hope.

      “I wanted to thank you for taking Piper on that run. She was knackered afterwards. Never seen her so quiet in all my life.” He shifted his weight, repositioning the strap of his laptop bag.

      If Maggie had to guess, this was probably the longest conversation the man had all month outside of work. “Like I said, I’m happy to take her with me in the mornings. She’s good company.”

      He barked out a laugh. “Is she now?”

      Maggie shrugged, a smile tugging at her lips. “Well, a running partner who actually speaks would also be nice. But since I know I’ve got a better chance of getting hell to freeze over than to get ye out for a run with me, Piper will have to do.”

      “I run. On occasion.” His eyes narrowed in annoyance as the wind caught his hair, blowing it across his face.

      “Do you now? Well then, I might just have to drag ye with me.” She could have laughed at the expression on his face. “Or not. I’m happy to change up my exercise routine if there’s something else you’d rather do.”

      She could think of so many different ways to get a workout with him. She just couldn’t help herself. A woman would have to be blind to miss that the man was damn good looking—a strong jaw covered in stubble not quite long enough to be a beard, thick longish hair, and those gold eyes, so incredibly cat-like. Damn. He made her want to be so very bad—not at all professional of her, even if she didn’t mind crossing that line once she’d clocked off for the day.

      “Did Iain invite you to dinner?” He shifted his weight again, as if growing impatient.

      “He did—and Andrew too. I take it your going?” It’d be nice to have someone other than Andrew and her employers there.

      Not that she didn’t like Cat and Iain. They were great—but they were still her clients. And the last thing she wanted or needed was to encourage Andrew by hanging around with him. She liked him enough and on paper he looked great, but that spark between them was missing, and there was nothing you could really do about that sort of thing.

      A hint of a smile tugged at his lips, transforming his face and lighting his eyes with a fire she hadn’t expected. “A bit hard to say no, isn’t it? Don’t get me wrong—they’re great. But it’s not really my thing.”

      She met his smile with a wider one of her own. “I had the same exact thought. Guess I’ll see you later then?”

      “Aye. I suppose so.”

      She kicked her bike to life, the roar of it breaking the silence of the glen. With a grin at Conall and a teasing flick of her eyebrows, she put on her helmet and took off, knowing he was still watching her—and no doubt thinking she was going too fast. She had to laugh. Fast indeed. The bike hugged the curves of the winding roads, as the engine thrummed underneath her, her ride home already over just as she was starting to really enjoy herself.

      With over two hours before she’d have to head out for dinner, Maggie opted for a nice long soak in the tub, her mind wandering to the things she’d need to accomplish in the next few days. Once she started a project, she always liked to rethink things. It was one thing to design a system based on the diagrams you’d been given, and another to actually see the space you’d be working with—especially once you had the chance to work the area and become familiar with the space and its quirks. And old places had quirks aplenty.

      The changes Conall wanted to make were good ones, and she found that she didn’t mind working with him. They seemed to respect each other’s work territory, and that wasn’t something she always got on a job site.

      It left her wondering what Conall would be like tonight. Would he remain serious and tight-lipped? Or would he relax a bit once he wasn’t working? She’d caught glimpses of what he might be like if he’d just loosen up—and she’d be happy to help him get there, even if she had to drag him, kicking and screaming. He was a challenge, and one she’d be happy to tackle.

      Knowing she’d have to ride her bike to Iain’s, she picked out a pair of dark skinny jeans and a pretty bohemian top, and then paired it with her leather jacket and calf-hugging chocolate suede boots, before heading out the door, a bottle of wine in hand. Again, the ride to Cat and Iain’s was a short one, and she swore she’d take the weekend to go for a nice long ride along the coast.

      Cat answered the door and invited her in, taking her jacket and the bottle of wine with a thank-you. “I’m so glad you could make it. Everyone’s hanging around by the fire, and be sure to get Angus to pour you a drink. I just have a few last-minute things to take care of, but I hope you’ll make yourself at home.”

      Maggie let Cat get back to her cooking as she looked around the place on her way to the sitting room. She remembered the small castle from her first visit to meet with Cat and Iain, and found that she was still as captivated by the place as she was the first time around. The tall ceilings, the aged dark wood paneling, the ancient tapestries, the period paintings—and a far too inadequate security system. She’d have to mention it to them in the near future.

      She quickly scanned the room of people, realizing she knew almost everyone there. Angus and Rowan, whom she’d met when she rented the cottage from them, and there was Andrew and his boss, Phillip, along with a few more of their employees, Johnny and Clyde. There was an older gentleman, whom she believed to be Iain’s father, and Cat’s assistant, Tansy. Conall had yet to show up or was wandering about elsewhere in the home. Not that Maggie was disappointed—not yet, at least.

      Andrew spotted her, but she avoided his gaze and wandered towards the bar, happy
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