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Prologue 

The velvet cloak of moonlight settled over the ruined towers of 

Raglan Castle, and the shadows beneath them stirred. The 

souls of those who had once lived here were restless, their 

tales as yet unfinished. 

Battles had been fought and the echoes of victory and 

despair lingered, imprinted into the very stones of the castle’s 

foundations. When the Parliamentarians lay siege to their 

Royalist enemies within its walls, the conquerors thought 

themselves victorious, but their triumph was hollow, as fleeting 

as the shadows. 

And yet, there were those for whom the events of that long 

ago summer siege had a different impact. With their legacy 

now under threat, the time had come to reveal all. But evil, not 

fully purged by the passage of centuries, had other ideas, and 

the old stone walls could feel another battle brewing … 



 

Chapter One 

Raglan Castle, 21st May 2016 

Tess hated driving along the A40 towards Raglan. It was an 

ordinary road, nothing special, except for one small fact – it 

was where her late husband’s fatal accident had occurred. But 

if you wanted to go to Raglan Castle it was the quickest route 

and she was tired of hiding from the horror of what had 

happened. 

It was time to start living again. 

Had it really been six months since that awful day? The 

reality of what had happened had hit her hard. And it was real. 

Giles wasn’t coming back, but he was everywhere at Merrick 

Court, the big country house he’d been so proud of. The echo 

of his footsteps, the whisper of his voice; they haunted her 

even if he didn’t. And she was more alone than she’d ever 

been in her life. 

Tess tightened her grip on the steering wheel. She was 

moving on, sorting her life out. She’d be fine, but right now she 

just needed to get away from the house, do something – 

anything – other than feeling sorry for herself. 

The road was straight with double lanes and mercifully free 

of traffic. Her sight was a bit blurry and she blinked, trying to 

focus. As she did so, she became aware of something on the 

opposite carriageway. A few bits of old yellow tape flapping in 

the breeze, left over from a cordoned-off area of investigation. 

The crash site. Tess tried not to look as it flashed past, but it 

was all indelibly etched into her memory as she’d seen it that 

day: police cars, a flattened grass verge, skid marks and a 

mangled car. A beautiful white Porsche. Or rather, what was 

left of it. 

‘No!’ She mustn’t think about that any more. 



 

But her brain supplied a lot of extra images she definitely 

didn’t want – a car swerving dangerously in the rain-soaked 

darkness, perhaps hitting the barrier in the centre of the road 

before bouncing to the left and off into the trees. Screeching 

tyres, the crunching noise of metal hitting metal, then metal 

hitting wood, screaming … And all because Giles had been 

driving too fast again. Drunk. 

She knew why, but she didn’t want to think about that either. 

Tess’s heart was racing, her breath coming in painful 

gasps. She felt her hands slipping on the steering wheel as 

she broke into a panicked sweat. The rational part of her 

brain told her she shouldn’t be driving at all in this state, but 

there was nowhere to stop other than the hard shoulder and 

she’d be vulnerable there. She had to carry on. 

A roundabout hove into view and she slowed down, passing 

the first turnoff, taking the next one. A slip road could be 

glimpsed only a short way down the road and, breathing a 

shaky sigh of relief, she drove onto a tiny lane leading up a hill. 

A sign told her she was on her way to Raglan Castle and, after 

a hundred yards or so, she entered the car park and the 

castle’s outline appeared above her, silhouetted against the 

cloudy sky. As she parked under a tree, next to some other 

cars, the ancient towers seemed to offer temporary sanctuary, 

as they must have done to countless others in its time. She 

leaned her forehead on the steering wheel and tried to calm 

down. 

She was safe. 

When her heart rate had slowed and her limbs stopped 

shaking, she got out of the car and looked up at the castle. 

What was left of the buildings dwarfed their surroundings, a 

majestic, but sad sight. She must have passed these ruins 

hundreds of times while driving to and from London, but she’d 

never stopped to go inside. Yet something about it had called 

out to her today, tempting her to come and have a look at last. 



 

‘Why not?’ she muttered. Anything was better than moping 

around Merrick Court. 

A shop on the right doubled as a ticket office. She quickly 

paid the entry fee and followed the path to the castle, staring 

up at the two towers flanking the gatehouse. Making her way 

across the moat, Tess passed through the gateway and into 

what used to be a large courtyard. The cobbles were uneven, 

but must once have been a labour of love, covering a large 

area that sloped downwards at one end. Clumps of grass grew 

between the rounded stones where horses’ hooves no longer 

kept any vegetation at bay. Tess thought this added charm 

and softened the look of the surface. 

There was something calming about old ruins. Stones that 

had withstood the ravages of time to show a fraction of the 

grandeur that once was. There were echoes of past lives here 

too, but they weren’t personal, like the shadows at Merrick 

Court. Tess relaxed and allowed the peace of the ancient walls 

to seep into her very core. 

Wandering aimlessly, she explored for a while, finding 

empty, roofless shells of rooms and staircases that either led 

nowhere or to dizzying vantage points. Eventually she made 

her way to the hexagonal Great Tower. Seventy-eight steps of 

a circular staircase took her – out of breath and with burning 

thigh muscles – to the viewing platform at the top. Three 

hundred and sixty degrees of amazing landscape surrounded 

her; undulating fields and hills, trees, hedges and tiny rivers, 

with the Black Mountains on the distant horizon. It was 

beautiful, but Tess couldn’t stay there. It seemed dangerous 

and a quick glance down into the courtyard five or six storeys 

below made her head spin. She stumbled towards the stairs 

and safety. 

Down at the base of the tower she found herself next to 

what was left of the moat. There was a stone wall which had 

crumbled away in parts and Tess sank down onto the cool 



 

stones, careful not to lean over too much. She gazed at the 

tranquil waters and the gently bobbing water lily pads. 

Timeless beauty. Serenity. Stillness. She felt the tension leave 

her body again. 

The sun came out from behind the clouds and cast a 

shimmer of light onto the dark surface. She leaned forward a 

bit, wondering what was hidden in the murky depths. Tiny 

wavelets stirred the water and she watched, mesmerised, until 

she felt almost as though the moat was rising up towards her 

in a surge of liquid. Her head spun again and she felt herself 

swaying. She put out a hand to steady herself; she was going 

to fall if she wasn’t careful. 

She stood up and was just about to take a step away from 

the moat, when a pair of strong arms grabbed her round the 

waist from behind and pulled her back. 

‘Whoa, mistress, don’t do that. Nothing is that bad, trust me. 

There’s always something left to live for.’ 

What the hell …? 

Tess twisted to look at her would-be rescuer, whose strange 

speech in a thick Welsh accent took a moment to register. Had 

he thought she was about to commit suicide? That almost 

made her smile as it had never even crossed her mind, despite 

the calamity of Giles’s accident. But the smile died on her lips 

as she squinted into the rays of the sun and took in his 

appearance. 

The man standing before her was dressed in an old-

fashioned outfit with a long leather waistcoat, white linen shirt 

with a drawstring fastening and loose trousers tucked into big 

leather riding boots with the tops folded over. A hat with a 

somewhat bedraggled plume sat on top of an awful lot of hair, 

sort of in the eighties’ rock band style – very long, dark and 

wavy. It suited him, she had to admit, but then he had the kind 

of face that would have looked great with any hairstyle. 

Handsome, in a rugged way, and with a ‘bad boy’ twinkle in his 



 

eyes. Tess wondered if he was wearing a wig as she guessed 

he must be a re-enactor working at the castle, but the long 

tresses looked real enough. Good grief. A hard core history 

buff, obviously. 

‘Please, come inside,’ he insisted. ‘It’s not safe out here.’ 

‘I’m sorry?’ What on earth was he on about? Tess looked 

around, trying to spot any obvious dangers, but saw none. 

Instead she found that the moat had disappeared and she was 

standing next to some sort of lake. A shoal of large, brown fish 

were circling near the surface, some opening their mouths as if 

waiting for treats. How did she get here? Did the castle have a 

lake? Thoroughly confused, Tess turned back towards the man 

and pushed out of his grip, intent on getting back to the moat. 

She’d only taken two steps when she began to feel light-

headed again. Her vision swam. What the hell was going on? 

‘Mistress? Are you all right?’ 

She heard the man’s voice coming as if from a great 

distance, then everything went black. 

o 

Raglan Castle, 21st May 1646 

Arabella Dauncey kneeled by the lake at its northern end 

where the water garden spread out to her right. She loved 

watching the greedy carp who came to the surface to see if 

she’d brought them anything. Pieces of bread were always 

welcome, sucked into their open mouths with a smacking 

noise. She tried to feed them slowly, aware that this might be 

the last time she’d be able to visit this beautiful spot. The war 

was coming closer to Raglan and she’d been told a siege was 

imminent. The poor fish would have to fend for themselves, 

just like everyone who would soon be locked inside the castle. 



 

Would they even survive? 

She didn’t want to acknowledge that the question might 

equally apply to the human inhabitants. 

She shivered at these dark thoughts and stood up, staring 

into the water and bending forward for one last look. Just as 

she was about to take a step away from the lakeside, a pair of 

strong arms grabbed her round the waist from behind and 

pulled her back. 

‘Whoa, mistress, don’t do that. Nothing is that bad, trust me. 

There’s always something left to live for.’ 

Arabella twisted to look at her would-be rescuer and pushed 

at his chest to make him let go. ‘I beg your pardon?’ 

Had he thought she was about to commit suicide? She must 

have looked more wistful than she realised. Still, it was none of 

his business and she was about to tell him so when she 

noticed his appearance. The words died in her throat. 

He was dressed like a cavalry officer with a long leather 

jerkin, riding boots and jaunty hat. It wasn’t his clothing that 

caught her attention, however, but the man himself. Long, 

wavy dark hair framed a face she found amazingly attractive. 

Tall and well made in every way, his broad shoulders filled out 

his shirt very nicely. She’d felt the strength and muscles in his 

arms during their brief contact and she found herself wishing 

she was still being held by them. And his voice, deep and 

smooth, with a Welsh lilt that caressed the ears, was the kind 

you could listen to for hours … She gave herself a mental 

shake. No, what was she thinking? 

‘Please, come inside,’ he insisted. ‘It’s not safe out here.’ 

‘What do you mean?’ Arabella frowned at him. There hadn’t 

been any reports of soldiers approaching yet or orders to stay 

inside the castle walls. Although if she listened carefully she 

could hear what might be musket shots in the distance. 

Someone practising? And there was a strange smell of burning 

in the air. Perhaps he was right, but for some reason that 



 

irritated her even further and she stepped away from him. 

‘Have you brought news? Why did you not say so?’ She 

turned and headed for the nearest stairs up towards the 

terraced garden. ‘I’ll go and …’ 

But she’d only taken two steps when she tripped on the hem 

of her long skirt, which must have become wet while she knelt 

by the side of the lake and was therefore longer and heavier 

than usual. She stumbled. 

‘Mistress? Are you all right?’ 

The man’s hand shot out and once again he steadied her. 

Arabella glared at him and pulled her arm out of his grip. ‘I can 

manage. Thank you.’ 

It wasn’t like her to trip on her own skirts, but the man’s 

presumption that she’d been careless made her cross. She 

was never careless. Not to mention suicidal. She was made of 

sterner stuff and so far the horrors of this war hadn’t daunted 

her spirits. Who was he anyway? She’d never seen him 

before. 

As if he’d heard her unspoken thought, he belatedly 

remembered his manners and swept off his hat as he bowed to 

her. ‘Rhys Cadell, at your service, mistress. May I escort you 

back inside? Please?’ He indicated the stairs she’d been 

heading for with a flick of his hand and a lift of his eyebrows. 

They were uncommonly fine eyebrows, perfectly shaped and 

not too thick, above a pair of sharp, moss-green eyes 

surrounded by dark lashes. 

She felt her cheeks heat up. What was she doing admiring 

the man’s eyes? She’d only come outside for a little while to be 

alone, something that was almost impossible inside a castle 

crammed full of people seeking sanctuary from this wretched 

war. Perhaps she’d stayed too long? She squinted again at the 

setting sun and realised she had. 

‘I thank you, but I can find my own way. I will go inside 

directly.’ She nodded a cool dismissal, but the man didn’t 



 

budge. He merely held out a hand to help her up the nearby 

steps and with some reluctance she took it. It seemed churlish 

not to, but the moment her fingers touched his, she regretted it 

as it felt as though a current reverberated through her all the 

way down to her toes. What madness was this? 

The green eyes, when she made the mistake of looking into 

them again, seemed to be glinting with amusement. Was he 

aware of the effect his touch had on her? She sincerely hoped 

not. As soon as she’d reached the top of the stairs, she let go 

of him. ‘Thank you.’ 

She was about to walk away, when he spoke just behind 

her. ‘May I know your name, mistress? I am new to this place 

so a friendly face would be welcome.’ 

Arabella hesitated, but it would be impolite to refuse to reply. 

‘Arabella Dauncey.’ She gave him a quick curtsey and almost 

added ‘unmarried ward of the Marquis of Worcester’ but 

stopped herself just in time. Why would he need to know that? 

‘A pleasure to make your acquaintance, Mistress Dauncey.’ 

She nodded, not wanting to acknowledge that it had been a 

pleasure meeting him too. Then something he’d said 

registered belatedly. ‘You have just arrived, you said? How can 

that be? I thought they weren’t letting anyone in now.’ The 

marquis had given orders that no one else was to be admitted, 

as the castle was full to bursting. 

He smiled and shook his head. ‘Now that would be telling, 

mistress. And it’s not my secret to share.’ 

Arabella fought to quell her curiosity, which was well and 

truly piqued now, but she wouldn’t give him the satisfaction. ‘I 

see,’ she managed to say calmly. ‘Well, I hope your “secret” 

will help us all. We could certainly use a few miracles around 

here. Good day to you, sir.’ 

Before he could say anything else to upset her equilibrium, 

she swept off towards the Bowling Green and the bridge to the 

South Gate. But although she didn’t look back, she felt his 



 

gaze between her shoulder blades until she reached the safety 

of the vaulted entrance. 

Who was he? And why should it matter to her? 



 

Chapter Two 

Raglan Castle, 21st May 2016 

Tess came to when someone bumped into her shoulder on the 

way down the wooden staircase leading to the moat. She 

seemed to have passed out – or fallen asleep? – with her head 

leaning against the railing and now had a crick in her neck. 

The woman trying to get past sent her a glare, as if it was a 

crime to sit on Welsh National Trust stairs and doze off, but 

Tess ignored her. She was too busy wondering why she’d had 

such a strange – and very vivid – dream or hallucination and 

how she came to be sitting here when the last she 

remembered she’d been over by the moat. 

No, by a lake? But there wasn’t one here. 

She stood up slowly and rubbed her neck with one hand. 

Glancing around, she could see that she was alone apart from 

Angry Woman. There were no handsome re-enactors in sight; 

in fact, no men at all. Had she dreamed him up? But he’d 

seemed so real. And what about the lake? She could see the 

greedy fish quite clearly in her mind. 

No, impossible. 

She shook her head. ‘Get a grip,’ she muttered, but inside 

her mind more images of the man kept playing, like an old reel 

of film, with snatches of conversation. The odd word here and 

there made sense – Rhys, news, secret … Had he told her his 

name before she passed out? She didn’t think so. But he could 

have done. And why would he give her news or talk of 

secrets? 

It was all so strange and she was gripped by a niggling 

sense of worry, an anxiety totally unlike the kind she’d been 

afflicted with in the months following Giles’s death. This was 

different, more real somehow, as though there was something 



 

menacing she needed to be wary of. True fear. Her own 

worries about her future and what she should do with her life 

seemed very trivial in comparison. 

What the heck was going on? What was there to be afraid 

of? She looked around again. Nothing. It was as peaceful a 

scene as you could possibly wish for. No dangers of any kind. 

‘You’re seriously cracking up,’ she murmured to herself and 

dusted off the back of her jeans before heading for the exit. 

‘Excuse me, but do you have re-enactors on site to give 

visitors a more authentic experience of the castle?’ she asked 

the lady at the till by the entrance. 

‘Not today, no. Later during the summer, maybe. Too few 

visitors to make it worthwhile this time of year.’ 

‘You’re sure? Only I thought I saw a man in period 

costume …’ Tess trailed off and felt her cheeks heat up as the 

woman sent her a puzzled gaze. 

‘I haven’t seen anyone like that, I promise. He would have 

had to get past me to go in.’ 

‘Right, well, er, thank you.’ Tess hesitated, then dared one 

more question. ‘I’m sorry, but is there a lake near here?’ 

‘No, not unless you count the moat. There used to be lakes 

at the back of the castle in the ornamental gardens. They’re 

long gone though. Why do you ask?’ 

‘Oh, no reason. Just curious.’ 

Tess left quickly, too embarrassed to even look at any of the 

souvenirs for sale. Seeing the crash site again had obviously 

messed with her brain. It was time to go home and face the 

empty house and the bitter memories. Time for more action. 

Maybe ditch the antidepressants completely, even though 

she’d already cut them down to an absolute minimum? They 

weren’t helping, just numbing her thought processes. And 

giving her hallucinations? 

Tess drove her little Mini carefully along the main roads, 

trying not to imagine what could so easily happen if you lost 



 

control of your car the way Giles had done. But she wasn’t 

drunk, it was still light and there wasn’t a raindrop in sight. No 

reason why she should have an accident. 

She bumped along the smaller, winding roads towards 

Merrick Court and through the impressive wrought-iron gates, 

which were open. Bryn Jones, the old gardener, usually closed 

them before going home for the day, so he must still be around 

somewhere. Probably in his potting shed or in the greenhouse. 

The thought was comforting; Tess wasn’t entirely alone. And 

he lived just down the road, in his small, neat cottage. Not far 

at all. 

As she turned into the stable yard, she noticed there was 

another car parked where Giles’s Porsche had always stood. It 

was also a Porsche, a Cayenne, the large Chelsea tractor 

variety, and Tess knew only too well to whom it belonged – her 

sister-in-law. She groaned out loud. ‘Oh, hell! That’s all I need.’ 

Taking a deep breath, she got out of her car, then made her 

way to the kitchen entrance. Her visitors were sitting on the 

back steps; Rosie and her two teenage kids – Louis and 

Emilia. 

At the sight, it was as though a black cloud materialised 

around them, reaching into Tess’s brain. She tried to shake off 

the anger that began to swirl inside her, but only partly 

succeeded. Why did Rosie keep visiting? When Giles was 

alive they never saw his sister from one Christmas to the next. 

Now she’d suddenly decided she had to keep an eye on the 

place and appeared at Merrick Court at regular intervals. She 

didn’t even phone to ask if it was convenient, but then Rosie 

never thought about anyone’s feelings apart from her own. 

‘There you are, Therese! Where have you been, for 

goodness’ sake? We were starting to think you were never 

coming home,’ Rosie began as soon as Tess was within 

earshot. ‘I tried to call your mobile, but you didn’t pick up.’ 

Tess resisted the urge to say, ‘Lovely to see you too,’ in a 



 

sarcastic tone of voice, and ignored the use of her full name, 

which Rosie knew she hated. 

‘I’ve been out.’ Tess knew that made her sound like a 

defiant teenager, but really, did she have to account for her 

every move to Rosie? She had a life. Or she was supposed to 

have one, anyway. 

‘Well, we’ve waited ages! Actually, I think it would be a good 

idea if you gave me a key. You know, just in case.’ 

‘In case of what? I lock myself out? Don’t worry, I have that 

covered.’ Tess walked past Rosie and up the steps, fishing out 

the keys from her back pocket. ‘Hi, Louis, Emilia.’ She 

managed a small smile for her nephew and niece by marriage, 

who had both stood up. 

‘Hey, Tess. You okay?’ Louis, the only person in that family 

Tess actually liked, came and put his arms round her for an 

awkward teenage boy kind of hug. At nearly eighteen, he was 

starting to get over the teen stage, while his fifteen-year-old 

sister was in the very worst phase. ‘Bet it’s all still a bit tough, 

huh?’ 

‘Yeah.’ She hugged him back briefly. He was a nice kid, 

down to earth and not stuck up like his mother and sister. She 

noticed Emilia’s face remained passive and the girl didn’t look 

like she’d been mourning her uncle. Emilia was only ever 

concerned with herself, a spoiled little princess. 

‘Come on in.’ Tess unlocked the door and didn’t wait to see 

if they followed her into the large old-fashioned kitchen. It was 

like something out of a National Trust brochure and most 

people gawped when they saw it for the first time – faded 

grandeur with a large iron range, massive dresser, copper pots 

and pans and a black Aga. And scrubbed pine everywhere, 

together with enough blue and white porcelain for a battalion of 

servants, even though they were long gone, just like the 

money needed to pay for them. ‘Are you staying the night?’ 

she asked, trying to dredge up some politeness when really 



 

she wanted nothing more than to tell them to go away and 

leave her alone. 

‘Of course we are. It’s a three-hour drive back to London 

and you know I don’t like driving in the dark.’ Rosie pulled the 

door shut with some force. 

Tess closed her eyes for a moment, wishing she hadn’t had 

to deal with Rosie today. Or any day, for that matter. ‘Well, you 

can have your usual rooms but you’ll have to make the beds 

up yourselves. I’m a bit tired. I’m sure you’ll understand …’ 

‘Don’t you have servants for that? We have a Filipina maid 

and she does everything,’ Emilia piped up at last, while 

frowning at her iPhone. ‘And why doesn’t this work here? It’s 

like we’re in Outer Mongolia or something.’ 

Tess ignored the first part of the girl’s sentence as Emilia 

knew very well there were no servants at Merrick Court. ‘You 

need to log onto the Wi-Fi. It’s the only way you’ll be able to 

communicate with the outside world from here. We’re in a sort 

of black hole, mobile-wise, remember?’ 

‘Well, what’s the password?’ Emilia was stabbing furiously at 

the little keypad on her phone. 

‘Please?’ Tess couldn’t resist. The girl’s attitude was just the 

final straw. 

‘What?’ Emilia looked up and focused on her for a moment. 

‘She means they should teach you some manners at your 

school,’ Louis put in, rolling his eyes. ‘As in, what’s the 

password, please.’ 

‘Shut up, Louis.’ Emilia glared at her brother, then at Tess, 

who decided the girl was too self-absorbed to even understand 

irony. 

‘It’s Merrick123,’ she said. ‘I’m going to heat up some soup 

and bread rolls – will that do for dinner? I’m sorry but I wasn’t 

really expecting guests.’ 

Rosie sighed. ‘I remember when this kitchen was always 

filled with cooking smells and the larder overflowing, just in 



 

case. People were forever visiting Mama and Papa, dropping 

in on the spur of the moment, so one had to be prepared.’ 

Tess heard the implied criticism but ignored it. ‘Well, your 

parents could probably afford to feed the five thousand. I 

can’t.’ She headed for the walk-in larder, which was bigger 

than most normal people’s kitchens. 

‘Soup sounds great to me,’ Louis said. ‘I’ll help you. Why 

don’t you and Em sort out the beds, Mum?’ 

‘Yes, I suppose.’ 

‘Don’t call me Em! How many times do I have to tell you? It’s 

Emilia, or Milla to my friends, so that’s not you, obviously.’ 

Emilia was looking daggers at her brother again and her 

mother wisely towed her towards the hall and upstairs, averting 

the inevitable row. 

‘Milla?’ Louis trailed after Tess while imitating his sister’s 

snooty voice. ‘How pretentious can you get? God, she’s so 

annoying.’ 

Tess put an arm round his shoulders and gave him another 

quick hug. ‘Never mind. Siblings are always irritating. You’ve 

met mine, haven’t you? Sarah would beat Emilia hands down 

in any annoying sister contest, trust me.’ 

Louis smiled, although Tess noticed the smile didn’t quite 

reach his eyes. ‘Hey, are you okay yourself?’ she asked, while 

busying herself heating up soup. Was he still mourning his 

uncle? Shaken by the suddenness of it all? She hadn’t seen 

the boy for a few months and although they exchanged the 

occasional email, that didn’t tell her much. 

‘I’m fine. Lots of stupid exams coming up.’ Louis shrugged. 

‘Oh, poor you, that’s horrid.’ Tess threw a packet of frozen 

bread rolls to him. ‘Here, catch and put those in the Aga, will 

you, please?’ 

‘Yup, sure.’ As if continuing their earlier conversation, he 

added, ‘It was all a bit of a shock, wasn’t it? Uncle Giles, I 

mean. Even though it was a while ago now, I keep thinking 



 

about it and it kind of freaks me out, the way these things can 

happen so suddenly. It’s like … my mind can’t let it go.’ 

Tess nodded. ‘Yes, me too.’ She knew only too well that 

endlessly thinking about the ‘what ifs’ could really drag you 

down. Lately she’d been doing better on that front though. 

‘Aren’t you scared, living here alone?’ 

‘No, not really.’ She had been frightened at first, jumping at 

every shadow, but that was when she’d gone to the doctor and 

been prescribed medication. The antidepressants deadened 

most feelings and she’d stopped caring. She added jokingly, 

‘Anyway, if the resident ghosts had wanted to get me, surely 

they would have done so by now?’ 

Louis cracked a small smile. ‘I guess. Well, you don’t have 

to stay much longer now – I hear the solicitors have finally 

found the heir.’ 

‘Yes, although I haven’t been told when he’s coming.’ 

Merrick Court and the title that went with it – Earl of Merrick 

– were entailed in the male line. The solicitor had explained it 

all to Tess after Giles’s funeral, and what it meant in practical 

terms was that she couldn’t inherit anything other than the 

contents of the house, plus Giles’s personal possessions. 

Everything else had to go to the closest male relative, 

descended in a straight line from father to son. Daughters 

apparently counted for nothing, so Louis couldn’t inherit either. 

It was all very complicated. 

It had taken the lawyers a while to locate the heir, a man 

who was descended from a younger son of Giles’s great-great-

grandfather or something, but Tess had been told just a few 

days earlier that he’d been abroad but had now been in touch. 

While the solicitors had been sorting things out, she’d stayed 

on at the house as a sort of custodian. 

Louis was quiet for a while then said, hesitantly. ‘Well, if you 

need support when he turns up, just say, okay? I could always 

come on a weekend.’ 



 

‘Thanks, that’s really sweet of you, but I’m sure it’ll be fine.’ 

She didn’t anticipate any trouble with the heir. It was more a 

question of getting organised, selling off her part of the 

inheritance – the contents of the house – and finalising her 

plans for the future. She didn’t need help with that. 

Rosie and Emilia eventually came back to the kitchen and 

they all sat down to eat. 

‘Eeuuw, what is this?’ Emilia muttered, wrinkling her nose. 

Tess pretended she hadn’t heard and instead looked at 

Rosie. ‘So what brings you here? Again.’ 

Rosie’s eyebrows rose in affront. ‘Do I need an excuse to 

visit my childhood home? And there’s so much to be done.’ 

‘Done?’ 

Rosie waved her spoon around, gesturing towards the rest 

of the house. ‘Yes, everything that needs sorting before you 

move out and—’ 

‘I’m perfectly capable of arranging things myself, you know.’ 

Tess gave Rosie a hard stare. ‘I’m not an imbecile.’ 

Rosie flushed. ‘I never said you were. It’s just, you’ve been a 

bit down and we thought we’d help. Sorting out old stuff to take 

to charity, that kind of thing.’ 

Interfering, more like, and trying to appropriate things for 

yourself. But Tess didn’t say that out loud. Rosie seemed to 

think that because some things at Merrick Court had 

sentimental value to her, Tess would let her have them for free 

‘as a memento’. She’d tried that tack a few times already, but 

Tess had had enough. If Rosie wanted something, she could 

pay for it. She had a rich husband after all. 

‘I’m fine now, but thanks for the thought. And I can manage 

on my own.’ She didn’t give Rosie a chance to reply, just stood 

up and went to put her bowl and plate in the sink. ‘If you’ll 

excuse me, I’m going to bed. Louis, please will you make sure 

all the doors are locked?’ 

‘No problem.’ 



 

‘Thank you. Goodnight.’ 

Back in her room, Tess was too restless to sleep, and 

headed into her en suite bathroom. It was a lovely space, all 

bright white tiles, claw-footed roll-top bath and ancient sink 

with bronze taps. She’d added yellow towels and candles to 

give the room a warmer feel and now it was perfect for relaxing 

in. 

Tess poured herself a bath, adding a liberal amount of rose-

scented bath oil, and sank into the warm depths with a 

contented sigh. Leaning her head against a small, folded 

towel, she felt the heat of the water seep into her, beginning 

the process of unravelling the anxiety that still flowed through 

her. 

She stirred the water slowly with her fingers, staring into its 

depths, and allowed her mind to drift … 
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