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      To my mum, who taught me that 

      to open a book is to dive into a new world.
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        Travellers ne’er did lie, 

        though fools at home condemn ’em

        
          – The Tempest
        

      

      Lucy Shakespeare shook the rain off her Burberry umbrella – plain black, with the traditional beige check patterned inside – and placed it in the stand, reaching up to make sure the Edinburgh rain hadn’t dampened her blonde hair. She’d taken a cab from the Sheriff Court to the offices of Robinson and Balfour, but even the short distance between the kerb and the smart sandstone entrance hadn’t been enough to save her from the spring shower. Shrugging her raincoat from her shoulders, she slid it onto a hanger before placing it on the coat stand, making sure to smooth out the wrinkles. Then she turned and walked into the main office area.

      ‘The conquering hero returns.’ Lynn, her assistant, stood up, a smile lighting up her face. ‘Congratulations, you must be delighted.’

      ‘Not as delighted as the clients,’ Lucy said. ‘The last I saw of them they were headed for the pub, talking about ordering champagne all round.’

      ‘They didn’t ask you to join them?’ Lynn asked, taking Lucy’s brown calfskin briefcase from her grasp.

      ‘They offered, but I declined. I wanted to finish up the paperwork.’ And maybe come into the office to gloat a bit. But who could blame her? Today’s court session was the result of months of diligent work. Of combing through old documents, taking untold numbers of depositions, not to mention coaching her clients to keep things as cordial as they could. Estate law was just as emotional as family law, even though it meant dealing with wills and property. It was amazing how quickly relationships fell apart as soon as money was involved.

      Lucy glanced over at the frosted-glass offices where the senior partners worked. ‘Has Malcolm heard the verdict?’ Her eyes lingered on the plaque affixed to the metal frame: Malcolm Dunvale, Head of Family & Estate Law.

      ‘He’s the one who told me. Had a big smile on his face, too.’ Lynn’s own grin widened at the memory. ‘He’d like to see you when you get a chance. I’ll let him know you’re back.’

      ‘Just give me a couple of minutes to freshen up,’ Lucy said, walking over to the thick oak door that led to the toilets.

      ‘Would you like a coffee?’ Lynn called to her retreating back.

      Lucy turned and smiled. ‘Yes please, that would be lovely. I haven’t had anything to drink since I went into court.’

      Five minutes later, with her hair restyled and her face touched up, Lucy walked into Malcolm Dunvale’s office. Like all the senior partners’ offices, it had huge glass windows that overlooked the city, revealing Edinburgh’s old town in all its rain-soaked glory. In the distance she could see the castle rising majestically from Castle Rock, the building looking almost organic as it emerged from the grassy hill, as though it had grown from a seed rather than been built by man.

      Little boxes of aspiration was what Lynn called these offices.

      Malcolm looked up from his laptop. ‘Ah Lucy, there you are. Take a seat,’ he said, gesturing at the black leather chair nearest her. He ran a hand over his grey cropped hair, then took off his reading glasses, folding them carefully and placing them beside his keyboard.

      Lucy sat down, smoothing down her skirt as she crossed her legs at the ankles and straightened her spine. ‘Hello, Malcolm.’

      ‘I was pleased to hear about the verdict,’ he said, leaning back as he took a sip of his coffee. ‘You must have been too.’

      She nodded, letting a hint of a smile curl at her lips. ‘It could have gone either way, but the right side won in the end.’ It didn’t always work that way – she’d had her fair share of losses, after all. But when everything came together, there was no feeling like it.

      ‘Robert Douglas called me while you were on your way back here. He’s so happy with the result he wants to transfer all his dealings to Robinson and Balfour, and as you know, that’s a lot of business.’

      ‘That’s wonderful news.’ She kept her expression neutral, though her fist curled up. ‘I’m always glad to help the team.’

      ‘Ah, I like your English understatement,’ Malcolm said. ‘But in all seriousness, I’ll be singing your praises at the next partners’ meeting. You deserve recognition for this.’

      She let the warmth of his flattery wash over her. ‘Thank you, I appreciate your support.’

      ‘And now I’ve a favour to ask you,’ Malcolm said, placing his coffee cup down and reaching for a buff folder on the far side of his desk. ‘Do you have space for an extra case?’

      ‘I think so.’

      ‘An interesting one has landed on our desk, from an American friend of mine. They’re looking for someone with expertise in Scottish estate law, and naturally you’re the person that sprung to mind. It involves some travel – that’s okay, right?’

      ‘Of course it is. I’m always free to travel when it’s needed.’ It was one of the best things about her job. She loved seeing new places.

      ‘And we appreciate it. It’s amazing how many of the team aren’t.’ He passed the folder across the desk to Lucy.

      ‘You can rely on me.’ She opened the front page, her eyes scanning the file notes. She licked her lips as she took in the details of the case, feeling the familiar rush of adrenaline through her veins.

      ‘That’s why you’re one of the best. And I think you’ll like this one. A family dispute over some property in the Highlands, except both members of the family live in the US. That’s where we come in. The other party’s already engaged a local solicitor, so you’ll be playing catch-up.’

      From what she could see catch-up was an understatement. She looked at the first page again, her eyes sliding from left to right, before she brought her attention back to Malcolm. ‘That’s not a problem. I can get up to speed very quickly.’

      ‘That’s what I hoped you’d say. The client wants to meet with you as soon as possible.’

      ‘At his estate?’ She ran her finger down the paper, stopping at the details of the property. ‘Glencarraig Lodge?’ The name had a beauty to it, making her think of Landseer’s Monarch of the Glen. A majestic deer rising from the craggy highlands, violet hills in the background.

      ‘No, he’s too busy to come over here right now. He wants you to fly to Miami, that’s where he has one of his offices.’ Malcolm grimaced. ‘I know it’s short notice, but he wants to meet you early next week. I get the impression he wants to make sure you’re as good as I said you were.’ He cleared his throat. ‘He’ll foot the bill, of course.’

      ‘Of course.’ Lucy nodded. The first rule of being a solicitor – the client always foots the bill. She’d learned that as soon as she’d entered the firm as a trainee, and was shown the billing system before she even learned where the toilets were. ‘I can catch up over the weekend.’

      Malcolm picked his glasses up, sliding them back up his nose. ‘I knew we could rely on you. The client’s booked your hotel, and Lynn’s already booked the tickets and taxis. If you go and see her now, she should have the itinerary all printed out for you. Your flight leaves first thing on Monday.’

      ‘Okay.’ She flashed another smile, even though her mind was already halfway out the door, making lists, locating her passport, and working out how many American dollars she had in her foreign currency wallet at home.

      Of course she’d have everything she needed. Ever since she was a child organisation had been her middle name. And that was exactly how she liked it.

       

      ‘This one’s yours.’ The bellhop slid the plastic card into the dull steel mechanism, making the door whirr as it unlocked. ‘It’s the Biscayne Suite, one of our best.’ He wheeled her suitcase into the middle of the marble floor, stopping next to a white leather sofa that was facing a wall of glass. ‘The suite was refurbished last year, along with the rest of the hotel. I hope you like it.’ Grabbing a folding luggage rack from the closet on the far side of the room, he deftly lifted her case and put it on, before turning back to her with a smile.

      Lucy slid a ten-dollar bill into his hand. ‘It’s lovely. Thank you.’

      ‘Is there anything else you need, ma’am?’ he asked, folding the money into his pocket.

      ‘No, I’m fine, thank you.’ A wave of fatigue washed over her, as she spotted the coffee machine in the corner. ‘I’ll just make myself a drink and unpack.’

      ‘Well, if you need anything at all, just dial zero on the phone. We’re here to please.’ He left, closing the door gently behind him. She stood on the spot for a moment, appreciating the view. The floor-to-ceiling glass doors opened out onto a balcony. Far below, a row of deep green palm trees led down to a pale, sandy beach and a cerulean ocean. Waves gently lapped onto the beach, sliding up the sand, until they almost met the row of red sunbeds that peppered the yellow. The sun was bright and warm – a contrast to the grey misery she’d left behind in Edinburgh, where winter was still clinging on to the city with every bit of strength it had.

      She’d been travelling for over twenty hours, stopping over in Heathrow to catch a connecting flight, and her body was dog tired. She looked over at the bed – the pillows plump, the sheets crisp – and for a moment considered skipping the coffee and just lying down to catch her breath. The other part of her wanted to run out of the hotel and grab a cab, making sure she saw all the sights before she left the next morning. There wasn’t much chance of that, though – not when there was work to be done.

      Rolling her shoulders to soothe her muscles, she unzipped her case and lifted the lid. Her clothes were still perfectly ordered – each piece wrapped in tissue paper to keep it smooth – and she took them out and hung them in the closet. Slipping her black Saint Laurent pumps from their cotton bag, she placed them carefully on a shelf, brushing a piece of lint from them.

      She was about to take her L’Occitane toiletry bag into the bathroom when the telephone rang. Kicking her grey leather travelling shoes off, she walked across the room in her bare feet, and picked up the cream receiver.

      ‘Hello?’

      ‘Miss Shakespeare?’

      ‘Yes?’

      ‘This is Maria, I’m your concierge. I just wanted to check if you needed anything.’

      Lucy looked around the suite, at the stocked wet bar and the top-of-the-range television and speakers, and that view that drew the eye every time. ‘No, I have everything I need.’

      ‘Mr MacLeish has asked if you’d join him for dinner. I’ve made a reservation for eight o’clock if that works for you.’

      Lachlan MacLeish – her new client. The one who was apparently footing the bill for this gorgeous suite. Lucy checked her watch; it was just gone six p.m. local time, which made it the middle of the night back in Edinburgh. Way, way past her bedtime.

      ‘Eight o’clock is fine.’

      ‘I’ll let Mr MacLeish know.’

      Taking a deep breath, she rolled her shoulders again, ignoring the way they protested at the movement. So much for a power nap. Who needed sleep anyway?
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        Give them great meals of beef and iron and steel, 

        they will eat like wolves and fight like devils

        
          – Henry V
        

      

      ‘Good evening, Mr MacLeish,’ the hotel valet said, opening the car door as Lachlan unbuckled his seatbelt. He left the engine running – no point turning it off – and stepped out of the gunmetal-grey Porsche Panama, grabbing his phone from the console just as it started to ring.

      Again.

      He looked up at the white art deco façade of the Greyson Hotel, towering over them both, and then back at the valet, sliding the phone in his pocket and ignoring the call.

      ‘How’s the family, Paul?’ he asked, shaking the valet’s hand, sliding a note into his palm.

      ‘They’re great.’ Paul looked past Lachlan and at the car, whistling with appreciation. ‘This one’s a beauty,’ he said, taking Lachlan’s keys. ‘I’ll take good care of her for you.’

      As Paul climbed into the car, Lachlan rolled his shoulders, trying to ease the kinks out of the muscles there. The smell of the ocean surrounded him, the salty aroma clinging to the warm evening air. Unlike New York, it was temperate enough to wear only suit pants and a jacket – his tie had been taken off and rolled up in his pocket hours ago.

      His phone buzzed again, that familiar vibration pushing into his hip bone. He’d spent most of his day in meetings, trying to stave off a crisis in New York. The three hours of videoconferencing, followed by two more in tense talks with his investors, hadn’t added to his good humour at all.

      ‘How are you this evening, Mr MacLeish?’ the concierge asked him as he walked into the hotel. ‘Your guest has made it to the restaurant. We let her know you’d be a few minutes late.’

      ‘Thanks, Maria.’ Lachlan nodded at the young woman. It had seemed a good idea at the time – to arrange a dinner with his prospective Scottish attorney – to see if she’d be suitable to take on his case. But right now he’d much rather collapse into bed.

      ‘And reception have a few messages for you. I asked them to forward them to your room.’

      A group of tourists – ones with deep pockets and expensive clothes – walked into the hotel lobby, their suitcase wheels squeaking across the marble floor. Almost immediately the triple-storeyed space was filled with loud voices that echoed across the indoor pond.

      ‘I’ll leave you to deal with these guys,’ Lachlan said, inclining his head at the crowd. ‘Have a good evening.’

      ‘Thank you, sir. And you, too.’

      As he crossed the lobby – weaving his way through the giant silver abstract sculptures and the huge potted trees – Lachlan felt a shot of pride blast through his veins. When he’d first invested in this hotel it had been run down and losing money in spite of its grand location. It had taken a few years of finding the best people, investing in the facilities, and attracting the kind of guests who would be willing to pay the prices they charged – but finally the place was back in profit.

      Like everything he touched, he’d made it succeed.

      As he turned the corner into the restaurant, the maître d’ smiled warmly, reaching his hand out to shake Lachlan’s firmly. ‘Your guest is seated at your usual table, Mr MacLeish.’

      Lachlan checked his watch. Twenty minutes late. He felt a little guilty for keeping her waiting after she’d flown all this way.

      The Palm Room was a half-indoor, half-outdoor restaurant, with a wall of folding glass doors that led out to a palm-tree-lined terrace. Though the interior was painted an off-white, everything else in the room was filled with colour, from the purple velvet chairs to the hand-picked Jackson Pollock paintings.

      Like the rest of the hotel, since it had been renovated the Palm Room had become a fashionable haunt for the rich and famous. In the corner he could see an old shipping magnate friend of his father’s, dining with a girl who was young enough to be his daughter. On the other side was a semi-famous actress, scanning the room to see if anybody was looking at her, and totally ignoring her dining companion – a notorious ex-criminal, who had enough money to buy whatever company he wanted to dine with. Lachlan nodded at them, then continued to the doors, and stepped outside.

      The terrace was his favourite place to eat, even in early spring. Though the temperature was just below seventy, the heaters were lit, making the outside feel as warm as the interior.

      His usual table was on the far side, set back from the others to provide some privacy, as it overlooked the Atlantic Ocean. As the sun slid into her watery bed, the sky was darkening, the palm trees that divided the hotel from the beach becoming black silhouettes against the blue-grey water.

      But it wasn’t the view that drew his eye. It was the woman sitting at the table, her face turned as she looked out at the bay.

      He almost stopped dead in his tracks. There was something about her that made him want to stand and stare for a moment. It wasn’t just the way she looked – though that would have been enough – but the way she held herself that intrigued him. As she stared out at the ocean, her blonde hair pulled back into a perfect bun, her expression perfectly serene, he imagined her to be like some kind of female Canute. But in her case, if the Atlantic Ocean had dared to move any further up the sand, she’d only have to hold up her hand for it to scurry away again.

      Christ, it really had been a long day. He was seeing things that weren’t there.

      Shaking his head at himself, he walked over to the table, and relaxed his face into a friendly expression. Business was business, no matter how tired he was.

      ‘Miss Shakespeare?’

      Almost immediately she turned to look at him, her lips curling into a smile. It lifted her cheeks, making the skin at the corner of her eyes crinkle. ‘Mr MacLeish?’ she asked. When he nodded, she stood, offering her hand.

      ‘I’m sorry I’m late. I was held up in meetings,’ he said, shaking her hand. Her palm was warm and soft in his. He looked down at her fingers – and her perfect manicure. When he brought his eyes back to her face, they met hers, deep and blue. There was a softness to her gaze that contrasted with her steely exterior. He could see himself reflected in the darkness of her pupils.

      ‘It’s not a problem,’ she said, pulling her hand back to her side. ‘I’ve been admiring the beautiful view.’ Her voice was smooth yet clipped – the kind of accent he heard whenever he visited London. Strange that she was from Scotland, then, where the accent was more lyrical and deep.

      The way his father’s had been.

      ‘How was your journey?’ he asked, pointing at her chair and gesturing for her to sit down.

      ‘It was long, but I managed to get lots of work done.’ She smoothed her skirt out as she sat, and he followed suit, leaning back on his chair and crossing his legs beneath the table. ‘It gave me a chance to reread your case notes. I wanted to be up to speed.’

      ‘I apologise for the rush,’ he said, picking up the water bottle and pouring it into his glass. ‘Would you like a top-up?’ he asked her. She nodded and he refilled it, then screwed the lid back on. ‘This inheritance is very important to me, and I want to make sure I have the right kind of advice. You came highly recommended.’

      She smiled again, and it was impossible to drag his eyes away. It was almost a relief when the waiter arrived at their table, asking if they were ready to order.

      ‘A glass of the Bryant Cabernet, please,’ Lachlan said to the waiter. He hadn’t intended to drink, but a glass might take away his edginess. ‘How about you, Miss Shakespeare?’

      ‘It’s Lucy.’ She shook her head when the waiter offered her the wine list. ‘And I’m fine with the water, thank you.’

      The waiter left, and there was silence for a moment, save for the sound of the ocean behind her, and the low level of chatter in the restaurant surrounding them. ‘This is a beautiful restaurant,’ Lucy said, looking over his shoulder at their surroundings. ‘Were those Pollocks I saw hanging up in the main room?’

      ‘Yes they are.’ He was relieved they weren’t launching straight into business, no matter how tired he was. ‘We worked hard to get the restaurant just right. And the food is even better than the interior design. The chef and his staff are excellent.’

      The waiter brought his wine over, then melted away. Lachlan lifted it up, letting the bouquet fill his senses for a moment before he took a drink. It tasted as good as he remembered.

      ‘I went to a Pollock exhibition at the National Gallery in Edinburgh a couple of years ago,’ she told him. ‘It was fascinating. There’s something hypnotic about his paintings that make you just want to stare at them for hours.’

      ‘Have you always lived in Edinburgh?’ he asked, still wondering about her voice.

      ‘No, I was born in London. I moved to Edinburgh when I was eighteen, to study law at the university. I guess I fell in love with the city and never looked back.’

      ‘That explains the accent,’ he said. ‘I couldn’t quite place it.’

      ‘I’ve lived there for ten years,’ she said, that smile playing at her lips again. ‘But I still can’t shake off the English tones. Luckily my clients don’t seem to mind it, even if most of them are Scottish born and bred.’

      There was a loud cheer from the table a few yards down from them, as a waiter brought out a huge chocolate dessert covered in candles. Lachlan glanced over his shoulder to see what the noise was about, then turned back to her. ‘What made you decide to become an attorney?’ he asked. It felt strange asking her the question, even if this was the point of their dinner. He was supposed to be interviewing her, making sure she was the right person for the job. That was the reason she’d flown over two thousand miles to meet with him, after all.

      He’d still rather know what she thought about the hotel, though.

      ‘It’s something I’ve always been interested in,’ she said, looking up and catching his eye. He lifted his wine glass and sipped at it, holding her gaze.

      ‘What interests you about it?’

      She tipped her head to the side, considering his question. ‘Without laws, society as we know it couldn’t exist. They provide a framework for us all to live in. For the most part, they stop people from behaving badly, and even if they do, they ensure that the wrongdoers are punished.’

      ‘Sounds like you should have gone into criminal law,’ Lachlan murmured.

      ‘I always thought I’d end up as a criminal lawyer, but then I did my traineeship and I quickly discovered I disliked it.’

      ‘Why’s that?’ He looked genuinely interested, leaning forward to hear her reply.

      ‘Because way too many of my clients were criminals.’

      He laughed, and she did, too. Her laugh was throatier than he’d expected, and it jolted him momentarily. ‘You only like being on the side of the good and the right?’

      ‘Something like that.’

      ‘I guess I should take that as a compliment.’

      ‘Well, from your case notes, I’d say you’re on the right side,’ she said, her tone light. ‘But I can’t comment on anything else.’

      A wave crashed onto the beach behind her, the silhouetted palms swaying in the breeze. But before he could say anything else, the waiter came to take their orders, and he had to drag his gaze away from her.

       

      Lucy slid her knife through the tender lamb cutlet on the plate in front of her, looking up through her eyelashes at Lachlan, stealing a glance as he speared a piece of his steak. From the minute he’d walked into the restaurant she’d noticed him, her heart flipping in her chest as she’d watched him talking to the maître d’. Annoyed at herself – and her reactions – she’d turned away, staring out at the ocean until her pulse had reached an equilibrium, though it had sped up again as soon as he’d said her name.

      And for a moment, as they’d both stood, his hand folded around hers, she’d felt as though she was being sucked up into the ocean, pushed and pulled by the waves. But then she’d taken a deep breath and pulled herself together.

      Yes, he was gorgeous, with eyes that seemed to see right through her, but he was also her client. And Lucy Shakespeare was always professional.

      ‘Do you spend a lot of time in Miami?’ she asked him now, determined to get herself back on track, to ignore the way he looked in his perfectly tailored jacket. That kind of cut didn’t come off-the-peg, it had been made to order. ‘From the case notes I understand you’re based in New York, is that right?’

      ‘Yeah.’ Lachlan nodded, placing his cutlery back on his plate. When he looked at her there was a magnetism that drew her eyes right back to his. He was intensely masculine, but not in an obvious way. It was in his confidence, the way he held himself. ‘Most of my business interests are in New York, but I have this hotel and a few other investments here in Miami. Plus my family are here, of course.’

      Of course. She knew from his notes that his father had lived in Miami. That’s where his will had been signed. ‘I’m sorry to hear about your father,’ she said, her voice soft. ‘My condolences.’

      He blinked a couple of times, like something had got into his eye. Then he nodded, accepting her offer. ‘Thank you. Though as you’ll find out, we didn’t always have the easiest of relationships.’

      She knew something about difficult families. Who didn’t? ‘I specialise in estate law,’ she said, wanting to reassure him. ‘Believe me when I tell you that’s my bread and butter.’ She’d only managed to eat half her dinner, but her stomach already felt over-full. She put her knife and fork down on the plate, then covered it with her napkin. Once full, she hated looking at leftover food. ‘Actually, I have a few questions about your case. Is it okay if I ask them?’ Talking about the case made her feel like she was back on an even keel. The law grounded her, made her feel safe. She knew where she was when it came to being a professional.

      ‘Of course.’

      ‘Do you mind if I take notes?’ she added, looking down at her briefcase. ‘I wouldn’t usually do this over dinner, but since we have such a short time, I want to make the most of it.’

      ‘I’m sorry about that,’ Lachlan said, offering her an apologetic smile. ‘It’s just that my father’s death and his funeral took me away from work for too long. I’ve got a hundred people trying to get an hour of my time. Tonight was all that was left.’

      ‘You don’t need to apologise to me,’ Lucy reassured him. ‘You’re the client.’ Or at least her potential client. ‘You make the rules.’

      His eyes flickered at her words. ‘In that case, ask away.’

      ‘Maybe I can start by telling you what I know.’ She always found this the best way to begin a case meeting. Restate the facts and make sure they were right. It was amazing how often they weren’t. ‘I’ve read through your father’s will, of course, and it seems pretty clear. He’s left you one bequest, a lodge in the Highlands of Scotland. Though as with so many things in Scotland, lodge is a bit of an understatement.’ She raised her perfectly groomed eyebrows. ‘It’s more of a castle than a lodge. The Glencarraig estate consists of three thousand acres of land, a loch, plus a salmon farm and a herd of deer. It also comes with ownership of a number of workers’ cottages in the nearby village, and currently employs around thirty staff, some of them seasonal.’

      ‘Yes, that’s right,’ Lachlan agreed, nodding. ‘A castle in the middle of nowhere, with a title that means nothing. Thanks, Dad.’

      She swallowed down a laugh at his sarcasm. ‘Did your father ever use his title?’ she asked.

      ‘Only if he wanted to impress people. I don’t remember him going around calling himself a laird all the time.’ Lachlan shrugged. ‘Though I didn’t see him that often.’

      ‘How about you?’ she asked him. ‘Will you be calling yourself Laird of Glencarraig?’ It seemed an impertinent question to ask, but she was trying to work him out. To see what part of his inheritance was important to him.

      Lachlan laughed, his chuckle deep and low. ‘I don’t think so, no.’

      ‘But you understand it comes with another role, don’t you? That by inheriting the lodge and the title you’ll also become head of the MacLeish clan?’

      ‘I assume that means about as much as the title does,’ Lachlan said, taking another sip of water. ‘As in not very much at all.’

      ‘You’d be surprised,’ Lucy replied, scanning the notes she’d made during her flight. ‘Though the feudal system in Scotland ended centuries ago, the clans are still a big thing to some people. And not just to Scottish MacLeishes either. There are clan members all over the world, and they’ll look at you as their leader. Occasionally clan chiefs have been asked to intervene in disputes.’

      ‘You can’t be serious.’

      ‘Surely your father must have had some experience of that. Do you remember him ever getting involved in clan issues?’

      ‘No. But that doesn’t mean anything. As I told you, we had a very fractious relationship. I didn’t see a whole lot of him growing up.’ He shook his head, still looking incredulous. ‘Is that really a thing? It sounds like something from a movie.’

      ‘It really is. The internet has changed everything. Some clans have Facebook groups or Twitter accounts. It might sound like an anachronism but a lot of Scots, particularly ex-pats, like it.’

      She made a note to herself to find more out about the MacLeish clan. Anything that could lend credence to Lachlan’s claim on the estate would be a help.

      ‘So what do I need to do to shut this all down?’

      Lucy put down her pen and looked up at him. ‘The main problem is another party has asserted their right to the land and the title. Duncan MacLeish Jr. – that’s your brother, right?’

      ‘Half-brother.’

      ‘And he’s five months younger than you?’ Her voice was matter-of-fact.

      ‘That’s correct.’

      She lifted up the letter at the front of his file, scanning it quickly. ‘Your half-brother – Duncan – is asserting himself to be the rightful heir. His solicitor has written to you, asking for you to settle the claim. Otherwise he’s threatening court action.’ She looked up from the paper. ‘Were you expecting that?’

      ‘It doesn’t surprise me that he’d do something like this.’

      ‘The two of you don’t get on?’ she asked. Her eyes had softened, but her tone was still businesslike.

      ‘Duncan isn’t my biggest fan,’ he told her. ‘He’d contest anything our father left me, even if it was worthless.’

      ‘He would? Why?’ She tipped her head to the side.

      ‘Because I’m his illegitimate half-brother. Does that make a difference?’

      ‘No, it shouldn’t.’ She kept her gaze firmly on his. ‘Scottish history is full of illegitimate children becoming heirs. It would depend on the terms of the will and if there are any caveats on the lairdship. And so far I’ve found nothing. As far as I’m concerned the terms of the will are clear, and Scottish law supports it.’

      ‘So will Duncan’s claim stand up in court?’

      Lucy shook her head slowly. ‘No, I don’t believe so. But I should warn you, the wheels of our judicial system are slow. The claim could be caught up in court for a while, and this could end up very expensive for you.’

      ‘I don’t care how much it costs,’ he said, leaning forward with a serious expression. ‘I’ll pay whatever it takes. I want to win.’
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