
	The terms of the will seem crazy... until she meets a man who could fulfill them.

	 

	 

	When Chloe Sullivan’s great uncle dies, leaving her his house and a not-quite castle in the Highlands of Scotland, Chloe’s more than willing to take a vacation across the pond to check it all out. When she gets there, she finds out there’s a catch—if she wants to keep her inheritance, she has to marry a Scot.

	And her great uncle even left her a suggestion as to who.

	Malcolm MacTavish is taken with the lovely, straightforward Chloe the moment he sees her at the airport. But they can’t enjoy more than a brief fling, since she’s planning to go back to the States. The more he gets to know her, though, the more he wants to try to change her mind.

	Until he finds out about the will...
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	Chloe Sullivan had never been so tired in her life. With a sigh, she shifted her carry-on bag for the sixty-first time in the past fifteen minutes and dragged herself down the long concourse of the Glasgow airport.

	Twenty-four hours ago it had seemed like a great adventure. She’d been looking forward to the trip ever since the lawyers had notified her of the provisions of her great-uncle’s will. Now, after nearly eighteen hours without quality sleep, much of which had been spent on an airplane or standing in line in an airport waiting for tickets and endless security procedures, she was exhausted.

	She’d talked to Jeanette MacAllister, Uncle Fergus’s lawyer and the executor of his will, the day before yesterday. The trip from Glasgow to Glen Dunn was rather complicated, she’d said, so she’d meet Chloe at the airport. Now, weary, vision blurred from lack of sleep, Chloe scanned the crowd at the terminal for a friendly face.

	There were plenty of friendly faces, but none of them seemed to be looking for her. Fatigue and years of living in New York City made anger spark. She’d been abandoned at the damned airport, with no idea how to get to some Scottish hole-in-the-road...

	She took a deep breath. Maybe Jeanette was waiting at baggage claim. Chloe adjusted her bag again, checked the signs for guidance, and gamely headed off in what she hoped was the right direction.

	Suddenly a hand touched her shoulder. “Might I help you with that?”

	Chloe turned, tensing, ready to defend herself if necessary, even though she hadn’t been able to bring her pepper spray on the plane. The man’s voice was in a mid-range, with an appealing Scottish lilt. His face was equally appealing. Light-brown eyes twinkled warmly under neatly combed dark hair. His smile creased one side of his face more than the other, giving it a lopsided look. He didn’t seem particularly dangerous.

	“Um...” The hesitation came naturally to her big-city-conditioned soul. But this was a public place, and the bag was heavy...”Sure. Thanks.”

	She surrendered the bag, and he took it, adjusting the strap over his shoulder. He wore a suit but no tie, and the top button of his shirt was undone.

	“You’re American?” The music of his burr made it hard to tell if it was a question or a statement.

	“Yes,” Chloe said.

	“Aye. I came looking for an American. Would ye be Chloe Sullivan, or is that too much of a coincidence?”

	She blinked. “Yes, it is too much of a coincidence, but I’m Chloe Sullivan.” Alarm bells went off in her head. Did he really know who she was, or had he read her luggage tag?

	“That’ll save me a wee bit of time, then.” He held out his hand. “I’m Malcolm MacTavish. Jeanette MacAllister sent me to meet you.”

	She nodded slowly. “I see. Where’s Jeanette?”

	“Come down wi’ the influenza. She sends her regrets.”

	“I see.” She felt obligated to be suspicious, but her deepest, most tired self wanted to trust him. “And I don’t suppose you have any proof of this?”

	He laughed.

	She liked the laugh as much as she liked the rest of him. Except the hair. It was too neat. Too suave.

	“Nay, not a thing.”

	They’d reached baggage claim by now, and Chloe stopped next to the appropriate carousel. It hadn’t started moving yet.

	“Then what am I supposed to do?” she asked. “For all I know you could be some Scottish reincarnation of Jack the Ripper.”

	He studied her. To her annoyance, amusement still lingered on his face, crinkling his mouth in that right-handed smile. “D’ye know the number to the solicitor’s office?”

	“Sure. It’s in my purse.”

	Lowering Chloe’s carry-on to the floor, Malcolm fished a cell phone out of an inside suit pocket. “Here, use my mobile. Ring them and ask if I’m safe.” He grinned. “Perhaps that’s no’ the best way to word it. Ask if I’m likely to kill ye.” The baggage carousel moaned into motion. “I’ll be finding your bag.”

	“It’s big and blue,” Chloe offered as she dug her PDA out of her purse. Tapping a button, she found Jeanette’s office number and dialed.

	“Oh, aye, Malcolm MacTavish,” said Alice, the receptionist at the solicitor’s office, when Chloe inquired. “Jeanette said she was sending him for you. He’s as safe as they come.”

	“Could you describe him for me?” Chloe’s caution knew few limits. The baggage carousel regurgitated a big blue bag. Malcolm headed toward it before Chloe could react. She let him.

	“Quite tall,” said Alice, “nicely built, dark hair, light-brown eyes.”

	Malcolm had caught up with Chloe’s bag and bent to pick it up. The movement parted the tails of his suit coat and pulled his trousers tight against what Chloe had to admit was a finely formed posterior. She wondered what Alice would think if she asked if Malcolm had a nice ass.

	“So far, so good,” she told Alice. “Any other distinguishing characteristics?”

	“He wears a silver chain around his neck with a Celtic cross on it. His mum gave it to him.”

	“All right. Thanks very much.”

	She disconnected the call as Malcolm approached with the bag. “Am I safe, then?”

	“Necklace,” said Chloe.

	He drew a silver Celtic cross out from under his shirt. “Aye.”

	“Where’d you get it?”

	“My mum.” He grinned and pulled out his wallet. “There’s always this, as well.”

	Chloe peered at the driver’s license he held up for her inspection, examining his photograph. “Well,” she said, flustered. “You could have stolen that, or killed the real Malcolm MacTavish.” She was blustering now, trying to cover her embarrassment and failing miserably. “Of course, then the picture wouldn’t look exactly like you, but I’m sure you’d be a clever enough axe murderer to figure out that little glitch, as well.”

	He was laughing at her now, not even gentlemanly enough to try to hold it back. “You’re quite the suspicious one, aren’t you, now? I’m hoping Alice didn’t mention my birthmark. I don’t fancy dropping my trousers in the middle of the airport.”

	To her mortification, Chloe blushed. “No, she didn’t mention a birthmark.” She handed his phone back. “I guess you check out.”

	Still laughing, he shook his head. “Good. Then let’s be off.”

	Caught up in her exhaustion, Chloe forgot to talk as Malcolm escorted her to his car. When they reached the blue mid-sized vehicle, she walked to the passenger door.

	“You’re driving, eh?” said Malcolm.

	She looked down. What she’d automatically interpreted as the passenger seat was equipped with a steering wheel. “Oh, right. I forgot. I’m in Britain.”

	“Nay, lass.” He winked. “You’re in Scotland.”

	“Sorry.” Chagrined, she went to the other side of the car and got in while he put her suitcase in the trunk. Or the boot, she supposed it was. Her head spun just thinking about it. She needed sleep.

	Malcolm started the car. “Off we go, then.”

	She couldn’t think of anything to say to that, so she looked out the window as they approached, then entered, the city of Glasgow. Sleepy as she was, it was hard to pay attention, but she tried. This might be her only chance to see this place.

	She would have thought Glasgow would seem much like any other large city, but it had a completely different look and feel from any place she’d ever visited before. Even just driving through, on their way toward the western countryside, she noticed the difference. Everything felt old, as if the centuries of its history hung in some sort of temporal fog over everything. It was hard to remember, sometimes, that Glasgow had been an established port town centuries before America had even been thought of.

	“So what do you think of Scotland so far?” Malcolm asked after a time.

	They seemed to have reached the outskirts of the city now, as he pulled onto a major highway. Chloe flinched, thinking for a second that they were going to collide head-on with oncoming traffic. He was, after all, on the wrong side of the road.

	“It’s cold and wet,” she said. “And green.”

	“Don’t fret. We’ll have sun soon, and ‘twill seem more like summer then. Tomorrow morning, maybe. It doesnae rain every day, y’ken.” He chuckled. “Just almost every day.”

	“It could be worse. It could be nothing but sidewalks and pollution.” Her own bitterness surprised her. She’d gotten used to New York City. She’d even thought she’d started to like it.

	“You dinnae like New York?”

	“No,” she said, even more certain now she meant it. “You know, I really don’t. I mean, there’s culture and diversity and all that, but when it comes down to it, I guess I always just thought of it as a big, smelly city.”

	“So you’re not from there originally?”

	“No, I’m from Illinois.”

	He gave her a puzzled frown. “Illinois? That’s part of America, is it?”

	She blinked. She’d never met anyone who didn’t know where Illinois was. Then she looked closer, found a twinkle in his brown eyes, and wondered if he was teasing her. “It’s a state. Sort of near the middle, under the Great Lakes.” She paused while he continued to frown. “Chicago?”

	“Oh, aye, Chicago. That I’ve heard of. I’m no’ the best with American geography. New York and California I know, but all the bits in the middle—” He waved off the other forty-six contiguous states carelessly. “Oh, except for Colorado. I went skiing in Vail once.”

	“Really.” Somehow she wasn’t surprised. It seemed like no matter where she traveled, she always managed to meet at least one person who’d been skiing somewhere in Colorado.

	“Oh, aye. Bonnie skiing there. Much better than here. Of course, the mountains are higher, and I spent the first three days sick from the altitude, but it was lovely.” He rammed a fist into the horn as another car swerved abruptly into his lane. “Bloody git. So what brought you to New York?”

	She grinned a little at the rapid change of tone and subject. “Work. I was a stock broker.”

	“Was? You quit?”

	“I did. Things haven’t been all that happy on Wall Street lately. I do freelance financial consulting now, and I had some money socked away from commissions, so when I found out I’d inherited a castle in Scotland, I just decided to take a long overdue vacation.”

	They’d settled into smooth highway driving by now, still on the wrong side of the road, but not so scary with the other lanes buzzing by a few yards away. Out the windows, as they continued west, the scenery had gone from city to suburb to rolling, sheep-dotted hills in a matter of a few minutes.

	“The countryside is lovely,” she said as the hills rolled by. The green seemed remarkably green, the sheep remarkably numerous.

	“’Tis a nice drive,” Malcolm agreed.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Silence fell for a time. Malcolm watched the road. The misty rain had matured to actual drops. When he glanced toward his passenger to ask her another question, she was fast asleep.

	The rest would do her good. She’d have plenty of time—the trip from Glasgow to Glen Dunn would take them nearly five hours, what with having to drive all the way around Loch Long. She wasn’t missing anything she couldn’t see later.

	He wasn’t, either, but he made the most of the opportunity anyway.

	She was tall—he’d noticed that in the airport, where she’d carried herself with an unapologetic sureness he rarely saw in tall women. At six-feet-three-inches himself, he liked a tall woman, but so many of them seemed to think they should apologize for their height. Not Chloe. She’d stood up straight and looked him right in the eyes.

	Now, slumped in her seat, her sleek black hair falling into her eyes—which, he remembered, had been green—she seemed more vulnerable. A very pretty woman. A bonnie lass.

	Glen Dunn, nestled in the middle of the Argyll Peninsula, was a good distance off the beaten track. It was one of the many things he both liked and hated about the place. It would have been faster to take the ferry across the Firth of Clyde rather than driving all the way north around the tip of Loch Long, but judging by Chloe’s continued soft snoring, she could use the opportunity to sleep.

	After a time, he turned off the motorway onto a smaller road, and a few minutes later onto an even smaller one, one-lane and dirt-paved. A car hove into view over the roll of the next hill. There was a layby only a few yards ahead, on Malcolm’s side of the road. He pulled over to let the other driver pass. The man behind the wheel honked and waved.

	“Wha—!” Chloe sat up with a jerk, blinking out the window at her new surroundings. “Are we there yet?”

	“Not quite.” Malcolm drove back onto the road and continued on his way. “We’re getting close, though.”

	Chloe yawned, covering her mouth with both hands. “How much longer?”

	“A couple of hours yet.” Another car was coming, but this time the layby was on the other side of the road, so Malcolm kept going. “Did the sleep help?”

	“A little, I think. I could use about eight hours more, though.” She yawned again. “On second thought, maybe twelve.”

	He smiled. She was charming. And pretty. And tall. A very nice combination.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Chloe turned her attention to the window as the green, rain-washed hills rolled by. Tiny cottages dotted the landscape, and the fields were portioned off by stone walls, mossy stone laid upon mossy stone, with no mortar between them. The winding lines of wall fascinated her. She wondered how old they were, and had a sudden romantic picture of shepherds, three or four hundred years ago, setting these same rocks into place. She wondered if the vision came anywhere close to the truth.

	“When we get there,” she said finally, dragging herself back to the present, “you can just drop me off at a hotel. I’m not sure my uncle’s place is in living condition, and in any case, I’m not planning to set up housekeeping.”

	“There are no hotels in Glen Dunn.”

	She looked at him sharply. “Excuse me?”

	“There used to be a hotel, but it closed down last year, except for the restaurant. The owners are busy renovating it, but it willnae be open ’til August, by my reckoning.” He shrugged. “My aunt has a room she lets from time to time, though.”

	Chloe considered. She hadn’t expected many of the wrinkles that seemed to be plaguing her of late. “Do you think she’d let me use it?”

	“If you have the money.”

	She had a sudden flashback to the currency exchange booth she’d blithely breezed past on the way out of the airport, confident she’d be able to use a credit card at any hotel. “I don’t have any Scottish money. Are there banks in Glen Dunn?”

	Malcolm chuckled. “I’m sure you can work something out.”

	There was that twinkle again. Chloe had the distinct feeling he was setting her up for something. “I hope so.”

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	By the time they arrived in Glen Dunn, the rain had faded again to a vague mist, and Chloe was beginning to feel a little bit more awake. She watched with interest out the window as Malcolm drove up the side road leading into the village.

	Glen Dunn had an overall quaint and mossy air, with whitewashed houses gathered along the main road and scattered up the hillside behind it. A graveyard meandered along another rise, the spire of a church reaching into the nearby sky. The backdrop of trees and softly rounded slopes seemed too green to be real.

	They drove up the main street, lined with several small shops and, thank God, a bank. She could get her money exchanged and actually be able to pay for a place to sleep.

	“There’s your castle,” Malcolm said suddenly, pointing.

	Chloe craned her neck to look. A low bluff rose in the mid-distance, behind a cluster of small houses. It appeared to be topped with a jumble of large, squarish rocks.

	“There?” she said doubtfully.

	“It’s more impressive from other angles. Your great-uncle’s house is there at the foot. I’ll run you by tomorrow so you can see what needs to be taken care of.”

	“Oh, you don’t have to do that. I’m sure I can make my way on my own.”

	Malcolm turned onto a narrow side road, the car straining as he navigated a steep incline. “It’s all right to let me help you.”

	“I’m a self-sufficient, twenty-first-century woman.”

	His mouth twitched. “Aye. As you say.”

	Partway up, he pulled onto a narrow street, then into a driveway a few yards along it, where he stopped the car. “Here we are. Let’s hope Aunt Agnes is in a good mood.”

	The house was a little larger than some of the others they’d passed, with neatly kept flowerbeds flanking the front door. Malcolm rang the bell.

	After a moment, the door opened. Behind it stood a plump older woman in a gingham dress. She smiled broadly.

	“Malcolm!” she exclaimed, enveloping her much taller nephew in a bear hug. “Where have ye been? Ye’ve no excuse for no’ visiting your wee aunt, living just around the corner. You’re a terrible boy.”

	He gave her a wide, warm smile. “I’m sorry, Aunt Agnes. Things have been hectic lately. I promise I’ll visit more often.”

	“You’d best.”

	She turned to Chloe then, as if just noticing her. Her smile faded. “And who’s this?”

	“This is Chloe Sullivan. She’s just arrived in Scotland and she needs a room for the night. I thought you might be able to help.”

	Agnes looked from Malcolm to Chloe and back with a distinctly suspicious air. “She’s no’ English, is she?”

	“Nay, she’s American.”

	Agnes gave her another once-over, then stepped aside. “Come in, then.”

	Chloe followed Malcolm in. The place smelled of smoke, too acrid to be wood smoke. It was a cozy place, neat and orderly, the furniture worn but immaculately clean. Aunt Agnes gestured for them to sit, and they settled into chairs near the fireplace as she continued into the adjoining kitchen. The fireplace itself explained the odd smell—it was full of coal rather than wood.

	“I’ve a room, that’s certain,” Aunt Agnes said from the kitchen, where Chloe could see her setting a teakettle on the stove. That task completed, Agnes returned and sank into the chair nearest the fire. “I’m glad to let you use it.”

	“How much?” Chloe asked.

	“Ach, we’ll settle all that later. Right now tell me about yourself.”

	Chloe glanced at Malcolm, not sure if this was going to be friendly conversation or a sort of interview or audition for the room. Malcolm was no help, with his inscrutable half-smile.

	“Well,” Chloe began, “I just flew in from New York City. My great-uncle Fergus owned the castle up the hill, and he willed it to me, along with his house and property.”

	Aunt Agnes studied her as if judging her sincerity, but her expression was no more readable than her nephew’s. When the silence had become nearly too much to bear, she said, “That bloody castle’s haunted.”

	Malcolm leaned back in his chair, covering his mouth with his hand. Chloe couldn’t figure out if he was smiling or not.

	“Um... haunted?”

	“Oh, aye. Great, white-robed ghosts, dead druids, like, dancing about i’ the gloaming.”

	“The... gloaming?” Between the ghosts and the unfamiliar vocabulary, Chloe was lost.

	“Twilight,” Malcolm put in. “This time of year it lasts most of the night.”

	“So there are ghosts dressed like druids dancing around my castle all night.” She quirked an eyebrow at Malcolm. “Is this true?”

	He shrugged, and his mouth twitched, as if holding back laughter. “I’ve heard the rumor.”

	“Do you have any idea who might be doing this? Because it’s going to have to stop.”

	“Ghosts, lass. I told ye,” said Agnes. “You’ll no’ get it to stop without divine intervention.”

	Chloe waved it off. “It’s probably some local kids or something.”

	Agnes leaned forward, her eyes sparking.

	Chloe flinched at her intensity.

	“You Americans are all alike. Ye think ye ken such things, but what d’ye ken of them at all? Ye can barely imagine a place two hundred years old, let alone six hundred or a thousand. That castle’s been there five and a half centuries, longer than Europeans have lived in your country. Yet ye scoff. Well, while you’re in Scotland, you’d be wise not to scoff at things ye know nowt about.”

	“She’s right,” said Malcolm. “The castle is quite old.”

	Chloe, still reeling from Agnes’s reprimand, managed, “But ghosts?”

	Malcolm regarded her soberly. “There are ghosts all over Scotland.”

	If she hadn’t been looking right at him, she would have missed his wink. As it was, her still-overtired brain took a few seconds to kick into gear, and she gaped at him before words came.

	“There are ghosts in America, too.” She sounded far too defensive even to her own ears, as if the conversation had suddenly become an exercise in one-upmanship.

	Agnes made a decidedly Scottish noise in her throat. “Go out to your castle tonight after sunset and see what I mean. Ye’ve no ghosts like this in America.”

	“Well, I can’t tonight. I’m dead on my feet. But I’m sure I will at some point. It’s my castle, after all.”

	“Huh,” said Agnes, and turned to Malcolm. “So tell me what ye’ve been doing that’d keep you away from your old Auntie.”

	Effectively dismissed, Chloe listened as Malcolm and Agnes talked. After a time, she found herself drifting and twice jerked her head up, startled that she’d actually fallen asleep in the chair by the too-warm fire. Through the cottony filter of exhaustion, she heard Malcolm tell his aunt goodbye.

	“Chloe,” he said, and she struggled to focus on the blur of his face, “it’s nice to meet you, and I’ll be by tomorrow to help with the house.”

	She forced herself to sit up straight in her chair. “That’s really not necessary.”

	He grinned. “I know.” He turned toward the door. “I’m away, then.”

	Agnes saw him off, then turned to Chloe. “You’ll be wanting dinner, I expect. What can I get ye?”

	Chloe tried to focus, without much success. “Anything’s fine, thanks. I’m really not very hungry.”

	Agnes grunted and headed for the kitchen. “It’ll be fifteen quid a night for the room, then, and you’ll be buying me groceries if ye stay to the end of the week.”

	Chloe leaned back in her chair. “That seems fair.” At least she hoped it did. She wasn’t awake enough to calculate the exchange rate. The chair was far too comfortable, and the fire was mesmerizing.

	Among tantalizing odors drifting in from the kitchen, Chloe succumbed to sleep.

	She woke tucked into a full-sized bed in a tidy bedroom. Light drifted in through a window by the bed, though the digital clock on the dresser read only four-forty-five. She turned her back to the clock and pulled the covers over her head. Her toes were cold.

	At first she wondered how she’d gotten there, then vaguely remembered falling asleep in the chair. At some point, Aunt Agnes had awakened her and shooed her upstairs. If she concentrated hard enough, she could even remember putting on a nightgown and crawling into bed. It had only been six-thirty or so. She’d slept nine straight hours and felt almost human again.

	She sat up and looked out the window. It afforded a view of the hills behind the house, rising deep green into a brightening sky. Mist clung to their flanks like smoke.

	It occurred to her she had no schedule for the day. She didn’t have to be at work, had no appointments, no planes to catch. Her entire day could simply unfold as it would, with no limitations and no preconceived notions.

	And she might even see Malcolm.

	Smiling, she settled back into her pillow and drifted back to sleep.

	 

	The smell of eggs cooking woke her next. This time a glance at the clock told her it was six-forty-five. A reasonable hour to get up, unlike the hour the sun had decided to rise.

	She swung out of bed. Her toes had warmed. New York City was toasty this time of year—too toasty, in fact. Here, she was going to have to wear socks to bed. She got dressed and headed downstairs to see if she could help with breakfast.

	Apparently not. Downstairs, the rooms were filled with the smells of coffee and cooking eggs. Agnes was just taking a large skillet off the stove and setting it on the kitchen table. She smiled as Chloe came into the kitchen.

	“I’m just done here,” said Aunt Agnes. “Did you sleep well?”

	Chloe nodded as she took a seat at the table. Agnes set a plate of food in front of her. “Yes, I slept fine once I got used to the sun being up in the middle of the night.” She peered at the contents of her plate. “What’s this?”

	“Haddock and eggs,” Agnes said and put large, steaming bowl of what looked like oatmeal next to it. “Porridge as well, if you like. There’s cream for it. Do you fancy coffee or tea?”

	“Coffee, please.” She loved the tea here, but she needed that caffeine jolt to get her going in the morning.

	She’d developed a taste for lox and bagels recently, so the mild haddock and egg wasn’t as odd as it might have been. Suddenly ravenous, she downed it with gusto and started on the porridge. Definitely oatmeal, but not rolled oats. She’d had Scottish or steel-cut oats before, purchased in the health food section of the grocery store, and this appeared to be the same thing. The coffee was strong and fragrant. Chloe doused it and the porridge heavily with cream and sugar.

	“’Tis better with salt,” said Agnes.

	Chloe grinned. “Sorry. We crazy Americans put sugar in everything.”

	Agnes smiled a little but made no more comment.

	She was well into the porridge, and Agnes had just sat down to her own meal, when the doorbell rang. Agnes rolled her eyes.

	“That’ll be Malcolm.” She got up to answer the door.

	Sure enough, Malcolm came in with his dark hair wet and combed back from his forehead. He wore jeans and a pine-green cable-knit sweater and carried a spicy soap smell with him. Fresh from the shower. Chloe fought back an entirely inappropriate image of him naked and soaping himself down.

	“Good morning, all,” he said. He took a plate from the cupboard and dished up his own breakfast. Heavy on the haddock and eggs, and he seemed uninterested in the porridge. “Did you sleep well, Chloe?”

	“Yes, thanks.”

	“Good to hear it.” He sat next to her, carrying his full plate and a cup of tea. “Aunt Agnes makes a fine breakfast, aye?”

	“Yes, it’s very good.”

	“I always stop by when she has guests. Otherwise all she’ll feed me is cornflakes.”

	Agnes snorted. “Learn to cook, lad. You’re a shameful layabout.”

	Malcolm gave her an adoring smile. “I only come by to see you, Auntie. I’d love ye if ye couldnae boil water.”

	Agnes rolled her eyes. Chloe hid a smile behind her coffee cup. She suspected a great deal of affection lay behind Agnes’s gruff manner.

	“So,” said Malcolm. “I expect you’ll be seeing the solicitor today about the will and such? I can take you this morning, if you’d like.”

	“That would be wonderful. Best to get the house and everything else straightened out as soon as possible. I only have two weeks before it’s time to go home.”

	“Shouldn’t take more than a day or two to straighten the place,” Agnes put in. “Fergus kept a neat house.”

	Chloe scraped the last of the porridge out of her bowl, surprised at how much food she’d managed to put away. “That’s good to hear.”

	Malcolm eyed her, for once twinkleless. “Then it’s settled. We go after breakfast.”

	 

	With the big breakfast heavy in her stomach, Chloe walked with Malcolm down the hill to the solicitor’s office. Glen Dunn hardly seemed big enough to support a lawyer, but Malcolm said they handled business from several smaller villages in the area. Looking around at the tiny cluster of cottages and the short street lined with shops, Chloe found it hard to imagine a village smaller than this one.

	Jeanette MacAllister, Fergus Sullivan’s lawyer, was in today, still sniffling but on the mend. She was talking to her receptionist when Chloe and Malcolm came in.

	“Hello?” said Chloe. “You must be Jeanette and Alice?”

	Jeanette smiled. “And you must be Chloe.”

	Smiling, Chloe put out a hand. Jeanette took it. “I guess my accent gives me away. Nice to meet you, Jeanette.”

	Jeanette’s attention shifted to Malcolm, her smile warming. Chloe watched the exchange and wondered why she suddenly felt uncomfortable.

	“Being helpful as always, I see,” Jeanette said.

	Malcolm gave her that lopsided smile that brought up the little creases next to his mouth. “Oh, aye, as best I can.”

	“He’s a slick one, is Malcolm,” Jeanette told Chloe with a wink. “Step back to my office, if you like. There are a few things I’ll be needing to discuss with you.”

	“I’ll wait,” Malcolm said.

	Chloe started to tell him that wasn’t necessary, then changed her mind. “Thank you. That’s very kind of you.”

	“As I said, I do the best I can.” He took a seat and picked up a magazine.

	Jeanette gave him another look, this one more thoughtful, as she waved Chloe toward her office.

	“Have a seat,” Jeanette said, settling behind her desk. It was a plain but sturdy desk, not ostentatious like the mahogany monstrosities several of Chloe’s lawyer clients back home owned. The small office seemed arranged to accommodate rather than intimidate.

	“I’m sorry I wasnae able to meet you yesterday,” Jeanette went on.

	“That’s quite all right. I certainly understand.”

	Jeanette wiped her nose delicately with a tissue. “It’s lucky Malcolm was free for the day.” She looked at the door as if trying to see Malcolm through the solid wood. Chloe wondered why Jeanette seemed so preoccupied with him. Maybe she and Malcolm had been involved. Or were still involved. Chloe found the thought unsettling.

	“Yes, it is,” she said. “He seems like a nice man.”

	“Aye,” said Jeanette.

	Chloe wasn’t sure if the word was an agreement or a decision to get down to business. Probably the latter, since Jeanette pulled a manila envelope out of her desk drawer and laid it on the desk. She tapped her fingers on it a few times, then perused Chloe’s face. “How well did you know Fergus?” Her accent faded as her tone became more formal.

	Chloe shrugged. “I didn’t know him at all. My parents talked about him from time to time.”

	“Your uncle was a wee bit... eccentric.”

	“I’d gotten that impression.”

	Jeanette opened the envelope and withdrew a sheaf of papers. “I don’t really know how to handle this except to just come right out with it. This is the rest of his will.”

	Chloe blinked, surprised. “There’s more to the will? Why didn’t you tell me this before?”

	Jeanette pointed to the first page. “Because the will states, ‘This portion of the will is not to be revealed to my niece, Chloe Sullivan, until after she has arrived in Scotland’.” She read the words with an apologetic tone. “This is a bloody great lot for you to deal with at once, and I apologize. I tried several times to convince him to rewrite this portion of the will, but he wouldnae hear of it. He set up the will so that I would be the executrix if you decided not to come to Scotland, but now you’re here, you’re to take over those duties, if you wish.” She paused. “I’d recommend you read the rest of the will, though, before you make that particular decision.”

	Chloe settled back in her chair, wondering exactly what she was in for. “I take it there’s some kind of condition imposed on my taking possession of the property.”

	“Yes.”

	Chloe made a sweeping gesture with one hand. “Well, read on.”

	Jeanette glanced through the pages. “I’ll summarize for now, then you can take a copy to read at your leisure.” She stopped, cleared her throat.

	Chloe swore she looked embarrassed.

	“Fergus wished to will the land to you because of your Scottish birth. However, he wasnae pleased about your US citizenship. Thus the provision. He’s said here that he wishes you to be executrix of the will if you decide to come to Scotland—which you have—but as for the rest...” She took a quick breath. “You may take possession of the property—the house, the hill, and the castle—only if you wed a Scot during your time here.”

	Chloe gaped. “You have got to be kidding.”

	“I’m afraid not.” She cleared her throat again. “As I’ve said, I tried to change his mind.”

	“Did he expect me to walk off the plane and swoon over the first man I met?”

	“’Tis funny you should say that—but on with the rest. There’s a provision in case you don’t meet this requirement. The land can be auctioned off to a local resident, but only after you’ve resided in Glen Dunn for a full month.”

	Chloe turned her face up to the ceiling, all hopes of quickly disposing of her inheritance and heading back to New York evaporating. “What happens if I don’t stay?”

	“Then the land will be made available for auction to all interested parties, which means it likely won’t go to a local resident.”

	Chloe shook her head, astonishment quickly turning into annoyance. “He was trying to put me over a barrel.”

	“Aye.” She cleared her throat yet again, and this time Chloe was sure a blush crept up the lawyer’s cheeks.

	“Please don’t tell me it gets worse.”

	“Aye, it does.” Jeanette gave her a sidelong glance, then bent back toward the papers in her hands as if seeking refuge there. “He, um... he made a suggestion for a Scot. I mean, for a possible husband.”

	“Oh, my God. All this time I thought I came from a normal family.”

	“None of us comes from a normal family, lass. Now, I’m obligated to read this to you, as it’s part of the will.”

	“How much worse can it get?”

	“You’re soon to find out.” She actually fidgeted, adjusting her glasses and smiling apologetically before she said, “I really did try to change his mind—”

	Chloe snorted in a very unladylike manner. “Oh, please, just get it over with.”

	“Well... he suggested you might wish to acquaint yourself with Malcolm MacTavish.”

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	 

	Carefully, Chloe shut the door to Jeanette’s office behind her. She stood there a moment, her back against the door, collecting herself.

	Malcolm still sat in the lobby, but he’d set the magazine aside and was now chatting amiably with Alice. Chloe listened, hearing the musical rise and fall of his accent more than the words. Watched, absorbing again the mobility of his face, the white teeth in his right-handed smile.

	 

	If the prospect of finding a suitable husband in a mere one month’s time seems daunting, it might be helpful to begin your investigations with someone I have already observed for you.

	 

	The words from Uncle Fergus’s will, which she held in the envelope in her left hand, marched through her mind again.

	 

	I have been in the acquaintance of one Malcolm MacTavish for several years now. He seems handsome enough, though I am a poor judge of such things. He is also, I have been told, well-to-do, reliable, and a good Presbyterian. In the time I have known him, he has never failed to be gracious toward his Aunt Agnes.

	 

	Great Uncle Fergus had gotten one thing right. Malcolm was certainly handsome enough. As for the rest—it sounded good on paper, but there were other issues to consider. Like chemistry, and compatibility, and—

	Oh, hell. What about the fact she had every intention of heading back to New York as soon as possible? Of course, the conditions of the will had thrown a monkey wrench into that plan, as well.

	Unless she could find some other way to get around the clause in the will. Jeanette had promised to do some research but hadn’t sounded very confident. She’d written the will herself, after all, and had made it as airtight as she could, at Fergus’s request. She’d even offered to refer Chloe to another lawyer if she decided she wanted a second opinion.

	Malcolm looked up when Chloe entered the lobby, and her breath caught in her throat as his gaze tangled with hers. She forced herself to return his smile.

	“All done?” he asked.

	She waved the manila envelope vaguely. “Yes, all done.”

	“Anything of interest in there?”

	She rolled her eyes. “You have no idea.”

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Chloe seemed to Malcolm to be uncharacteristically quiet as they walked back to Aunt Agnes’s house. Or maybe not—it occurred to him he didn’t know her well enough to determine if her silence was normal or not. So, as he held the door open for her, he said, “Are you all right?”

	She jerked when he spoke, as if she’d forgotten he was there. “Yes. I’m... fine.” She hurried into the living room, then to the kitchen, leaving him behind.

	He didn’t want to see her go, not yet. He followed her. “I was wondering—would you like a bit of lunch?” A brainstorm struck. “We could take a wee walk up to the castle.”

	She threw the manila envelope rather forcefully down on the kitchen table. But then she looked back at him, and some of the tension faded from her expression. After a moment, she actually smiled.

	“I think I’d like that very much.”

	He took the initiative, dragging a picnic basket from a cabinet under Aunt Agnes’s sink. “Here’s a good start.”

	She eyed the picnic basket as if it were too good to be true. “She won’t mind?”

	“Ach, no. We’ll just borrow some things to make sandwiches, perhaps a bottle of wine...” He rummaged through the refrigerator and more cabinets, tossing things on the counter.

	Chloe stared, then laughed as he threw a loaf of bread at her. She caught it, carried it to the counter, and proceeded to make sandwiches.

	“I might get charged for these groceries later, you know,” she told him with a firm severity he doubted he was meant to take seriously.

	“Ach, dinnae fash. I’ll take care of it.”

	She laughed. “I don’t know what fashing is, but I’ll try not to do it.”

	Giving her a quick wink and a grin, he explained, “Dinnae worry. Dinnae fash yourself.”

	She shook her head, twisting the lid off a jar of mustard. “I thought you guys were supposed to speak English.”

	“We’re nay English, why would we speak it?” He laid the burr on thick and, as hoped, she laughed.

	“Point taken.”

	They put some fresh fruit in
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