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Chapter One




The mist swirled around Grace’s feet as they pummelled the tarmac. She turned left off the village road and braced herself for the ache she was about to feel in her inner thighs as she jogged up the steep incline of the moor road.

She breathed deeply through the burn and welcomed the stretch of her muscles after the long flight halfway across the world. Already the heat of the Australian summer she’d left behind was a distant memory.

The mist grew thicker. Rising up in front of her as she left the warmth of the village behind her. She hadn’t bothered with a headlamp. It reflected too much light against the dense air, making it harder to see.

She missed this. Up on the moor, the fog dampened the night’s sounds to an eerie type of silence she’d never heard anywhere else in the world, but in Dartmoor. No other noise intruded on her thoughts, except for the metronomic pounding of her feet.

Not that she wanted to think at this moment.

She’d slept fitfully on the flight. Every time she closed her eyes she was transported to happier times. Her mother in the front garden, waiting for Grace to take the shortcut across the fields on her way home from school.

The garden had been her mother’s pride and joy. The scent of lavender flowing through the windows on warm evenings was still as vivid in Grace’s mind today as it had been when she was ten years old.

But then one day there was no one waiting for her. The cottage didn’t smell of herbs and home cooking, but of hospitals and morphine. Grace blinked back the tears, and used the ball of her hand to swipe away the one that escaped. She picked up the pace. Outrunning bad memories was what she did best.

A dark shape appeared in front of her and she cried out involuntarily as a solid wall of muscle stopped her dead. Warm hands clamped around her upper arms, and a frisson of fear shuddered down her spine. 

She’d been so deep in thought running up the road she’d stopped being aware of her surroundings. A foolish mistake and one she’d only made because she was still imagining the safe village she left behind twelve years ago.

There was much to fear in Huntersford Leigh, but being attacked wasn’t one of them. Not in the dead of winter when all the tourists had gone, anyway. It hadn’t occurred to her to bring protection.

She lifted her knee, hoping to connect with something vital, but she was trapped hard against the man’s body.

“Grace? It’s me.”

The voice was low, soothing, possibly friendly. Her fear dropped a notch and she looked up from the hard chest she was currently pinned against, past the unyielding line of his jaw, until she focused on sharp eyes that missed nothing. The deep voice wasn't familiar, but the intense gaze staring down at her was unmistakable.

“Jesus, Dev. You scared the living daylights out of me.”

His stance had an edge of menace that hadn’t been there when they were young. Instinctively, she took a step back, forcing him to release his grip.  

“Sorry. I heard someone running up the road—”

“What? So you thought you’d jump out and surprise them?” She forced her words out in between gasping breaths. Running up the hill and his surprise entrance had taken a toll on her equilibrium.

Normally she’d have kept her annoyance in check, but her heart was still in her throat from the fight or flight instinct he’d aroused. It didn’t help that he looked like he’d barely be breaking into a sweat if their roles were reversed.

“I was concerned someone was in trouble. Who goes running on the moor in this weather?” His steely stare gave nothing away, but his sardonic tone made her see red.

“Clearly I was making my way back to the cottage.” 

His expression softened. “I’m sorry. I can hardly believe it.”

No. Neither could she. She’d been reeling ever since the police had phoned a few days before. “Thanks.”

She drew in a deep breath and released it slowly. The mist had thinned a little and a large four by four parked to one side of the road came into view. It was only then she realised she was standing right beside the cottage.

A tightness settled in her shoulders. She’d been away too long. In the past, it had never mattered how thick the fog whirled around her, she’d always known the exact location of her house. “Shit. If you hadn’t had stopped me, I’d have continued up the road at least another quarter of a mile.”

His lips rose in a faint smile, but it didn’t reach his eyes. “Can we go inside for a minute?”

Grace wavered between answering him honestly and being polite. Travelling for the last twenty-four hours had wiped her out. She’d only gone for a run in the hope that releasing some tension would help her sleep. Reminiscing over old times wasn’t high on her list of priorities.

For a moment she thought about denying his request, but Devlin would think it strange and only ask more questions. The quickest way to get rid of him would be to let him in and find out what he wanted.

“Sure.” Leading the way down the garden path to the front door, she unzipped her pocket and dug out the key.

“You found it okay?”

Grace grimaced. She’d forgotten what it was like to live in a small community where everyone knew each other’s business.

“It was right where Mrs Hargreaves said it would be.” Under a flowerpot beside the door, as if that wouldn’t be the first place even the worst burglar in the world would look. Still, she shouldn’t complain. Mrs Hargreaves always had an idealistic view of the tourists that flocked to Dartmoor in the summer.

Stepping over the threshold, Grace held the door open for Devlin to follow her inside. His vast framed filled the tiny hallway in a way it had never done when they were teenagers.

This afternoon, when she’d first come in, it was like walking into a time warp. Not much had changed since she left for university. Even the flowery wallpaper was just as her mother had hung it. Although now it was faded in places where the sun shone through the kitchen, and the edges a little frayed here and there. But the sight of it still filled her with the love and happiness she’d felt as a child.

The only new thing in the hallway was the luggage she hadn’t carried upstairs yet.

Devlin’s gaze alighted on it and he looked back at her, his eyebrows raised. “I guess travelling on commercial airlines is a lot rougher than I remember.”

“It’s my camera gear. I can never guarantee how it’s treated once it’s out of my sight. The strengthened cases protect the lenses from almost anything.”

She’d learnt that the hard way.

He made a move towards it. “Do you need a hand shifting it?”

“No thanks.”

He stopped and frowned. “It looks heavy.”

“It is, but I’m used to it.”

Those few boxes were her life. They’d been everywhere with her, from the rainforests of Suriname in search of a rare frog to the base camp of Everest where her photos of the elusive snow leopard ended up winning her a coveted award.

She wasn’t ready to take the equipment up to her old room just yet. At least here on the hallway floor it felt as if she could still flee at a moment’s notice. Before the truth escaped.

The grandfather clock ticked steadily behind her. The silence in their conversation stretched out uncomfortably. Did Dad still wind it on a Sunday? She’d have to remember to do so soon, before it stopped.

Devlin’s stance shifted as he switched his weight from one leg to the other. It didn’t strike her as an impatient move. But one to make himself more comfortable.

Well, he was the one hanging around. At this rate she was never going to get rid of him. “Why did you come, Dev? I don’t believe you’re the welcoming committee.”

The glint in his eyes confirmed he at least still had his sense of humour.

“Mum. She saw the light on and wanted me to check on my way home.”

“You still live with your parents?”

His brow drew down. “What? No. I haven’t lived at home since I was seventeen.”

Of course. She remembered the day he left. In the throng of people that had gathered to wish him well, he’d hugged her and said he’d miss their daily walks. She doubted he remembered them now.

“I’m the other side of the village.” He tipped his head to indicate across the river. “Dad has a cold and Mum didn’t want to send him out in this weather.”

Grace shook her head and let out a sigh. Mrs Judge had been looking out for her from the day her mum got sick.

“Besides, she knows I pass the moor road on my way back from Exeter, so it was no trouble.”

Maybe letting Devlin come in was a mistake. She wasn’t normally so ungrateful for people’s kindness. But she was cranky and out of sorts. The adrenalin that had been pumping round her body was fading and in its place was a bone-deep tiredness. Not from the jet lag. She was used to that. But from the heartache of coming home.

Giving herself a mental shake, Grace forced herself to smile. “Tell her thank you, and I’ll go up and see her tomorrow.”

She thought that would appease Devlin and he’d be on his way, but he seemed to be hovering by the door, with something on his mind. It wasn’t like him to be shy about saying what he thought. It was one of the things she’d admired most about him when her mum died.

Everyone else seemed to walk over eggshells unsure how to act or what to say. But Devlin treated her as if her world hadn’t just fallen apart. That day he’d shown up at the door on her first day at senior school insisting that she walk with him to the bus stop had been a turning point for her.

He probably did it under duress from his mother, but those walks, as brief as they were, rescued her from the grief that overshadowed every other part of her life.

The clock struck nine, and she yawned, hoping that Dev would get the hint. Not that she was likely to sleep for several hours yet, no matter how tired she felt.

Finally, he opened the door and made a move to leave. At the last moment he turned. The look of disappointment in his eyes stilled her heart.

“He missed you, you know. You should have come back sooner.”

Her throat constricted as the bitter lump of betrayal wedged itself in her chest. Sod being polite. Willing her hand not to shake with the anger that had spiked along with her blood pressure, she grabbed the handle out of his grasp, yanked the door open wider, and pushed him back outside.








  
  
Chapter Two




The cold night air hit Devlin like a bucket of ice water as Grace thrust him over the threshold. She’d caught him off guard with the speed of her reaction to his words, her slight form belaying a deeper strength.

He straightened up and met her piercing stare.

“Go home, Devlin.”

He should heed her curt tone and return another day. But he couldn’t leave yet. Not without telling her. As the door began to close, he stepped forward, grasping the edge of it with his hand.

“Wait. Give me a minute.” 

She let out a sigh. “Why? So you can berate me again for something you know nothing about?”

“But I do, that’s the point.”

Her brow creased in a frown. “You haven’t seen me in years. You weren’t even here for the last two I spent in the village. How can you possibly know anything about my relationship with my father?”

He raked a hand through his hair. Hell. In his mind, this conversation had been so much easier. “When I got back from Iraq, we talked. A lot.”

She blinked, slowly, as if she was taking it all in, but her expression remained blank.

He couldn’t understand why she was so indifferent to her father’s death. “Your dad was really proud of everything you’d achieved. He’d always have a clip from a magazine article or something you sent him in an email to show anyone that cared to look.”

“Well, there’s your proof. I wasn’t the bad daughter you make me out to be.”

Devlin sighed. In the darkness of the night, with only the low glow from the lamp in the hallway behind her, Grace’s face was in the shadows. But he could still see those alluring hazel eyes shuttering her true emotions. Just as they’d done when they were kids.

Maybe he was wrong. Maybe she did care. He, more than anyone, should understand how it was easier to keep the pain hidden deep inside. “I didn’t say you were bad. I just meant he missed you. Christ, Grace. You didn’t even come back for a visit.”

Her jaw tightened a fraction, and the pressure of the door closing increased beneath his hand. He put his foot against the base of it for insurance. She wasn’t going to take him by surprise again.

“I’m not having this discussion, Devlin. Just because you had long conversations with my father, it doesn’t give you the right to interfere in my life.”

He swallowed hard. Her words were closer to the truth than she realised. When he’d first agreed to Geoff’s request, he’d been curious as to how Grace might react. But ever since he heard the news of her father’s death, he’d been dreading this confrontation.

He needed to get this out before the conversation spiralled downwards even further. “There’s something else.”

She leaned into the door, defeated. “Can’t it wait? I’m tired and this has been a long few days.”

“No.” Devlin swore under his breath and prayed that Geoff had known what he was doing. “How much do you know about your father’s will?”

Her eyes narrowed. “Nothing. I wasn’t even sure he’d made one.”

Fuck. He'd made one all right. “It's with a solicitor based over in Okehampton.”

“Okay. Thanks for letting me know. Night, Dev. I’ll see you around.”

She tried to close the door again, and he flattened his hand against it.

“Hold on. That’s not all.”

Her brows raised in silent question. 

“He made me the executor.”

“The solicitor?”

“No. Your dad.”

Her lips pursed as she digested the information. After a moment, she lifted her chin and met his gaze. He was taken right back to when they’d last seen each other all those years ago. Acceptance. Before she even knew what he was about to tell her, it was acceptance of her fate. As if fighting for something wouldn’t make a difference to the end result, so there was no point in trying.

“He’s left you something?”

“No.” He ran a hand through his hair as her meaning struck home. “Christ, no! It’s all yours. But you need to speak to the solicitor.” He took a deep breath. “There are…conditions.”

Impatience flitted through her eyes. He couldn’t determine if it was aimed at him or her father.

“What are you not saying, Dev?”

“It’s better the solicitor explains it. I’ll set up a meeting for us.”

Her posture stiffened against the door at his use of the word us.

“I’m sorry, Grace. I don’t mean to obfuscate, but when you see the will, you’ll understand.” 

She threw her hand up in front of him. “Why can’t you just tell me?”

He was too scared. Did that make him a wuss? Probably. But he was man enough to admit it. “It’s complicated.”

“He was a simple man.” She gestured to the cottage that hadn’t changed in years. “A clean house, food on the table, and a little money for a rainy day was all that mattered.”

He reached out and ran the back of his finger across her cheek. “Who loved you very much.”

Grace turned her face away from his touch. “So much so that he put conditions on what he left me.”

Devlin frowned. “And what conditions did you make when he was alive?”

Her eyes widened. The hurt in them was unmistakable. Caught in the memories of the past, he’d spoken without thinking. He took a step back in retreat.

“Goodnight, Devlin. Make the appointment. Just make it soon. I’m not planning on hanging around.”

Before he could say that was exactly what she would be doing, Grace closed the door.

He stood there for a moment. How had he managed to so spectacularly fuck up something that should have been straightforward? Shaking his head at his own ineptitude, he headed back towards his car. 

He was nearly at the end of the path when he heard it. A sob from behind the door Grace had just closed. Guilt twisted in his gut. He’d been so busy thinking about how much Geoff had missed Grace, he hadn’t really thought about what it must be like for her. To finally come back only to find her home a hollow shell of what it was before.

Cursing himself, he walked back to the door. “I’m sorry, Grace.”

A muffled cry came from somewhere near the letter box. He pictured her huddled on the floor, sunk against the door, and closed his eyes. Why hadn’t he kept his mouth shut? He’d promised her father he’d look out for her, and the first time he tried, he made her cry.

He cleared his throat and made a conscious effort to keep his voice calm. “Please open the door.”

“Go away.”

“Not until I know you’re okay.”

A sarcastic snort reached his ears. “I’m fine. Never better.”

The mist swirled around him as he stood on the step, unsure of what to do next. At least it sounded like she’d stopped crying.

“Grace?”

“Just leave me alone, Dev. You’ve done enough tonight.”

He briefly closed his eyes and took a deep breath, before marching back to his car, calling himself all kinds of a fool every step of the way.

    
  Grace hiccuped as she swiped the tears from her eyes.

Bastard. What gave him the right to criticise her? What did he know? He got out. Escaped to the army and never looked back.

She inhaled deeply and then slowly released her breath. The anger felt good. Better than the numbness she’d felt since the police had called. Not that she’d ever give Devlin the satisfaction of knowing he'd helped bring her out of the mental fog she’d been in.

Ever since she’d answered the policeman’s tentative “Miss Vaughan?” she’d been wavering between sadness, regret, and dread.

If it wasn’t for the fact that despite their differences, she still loved her father, she would never have come back to Huntersford Leigh. It wasn’t as if she or the village had missed each other in the twelve years she’d been gone.

But she couldn’t let a stranger organise her father's funeral, or pay someone to go through the house and clear it out. So here she was. Trapped for the next couple of weeks between gossiping villagers and so-called friends that asked too many questions.

Taking a tissue from her pocket, Grace blew her nose and wiped her face.

Give Devlin his due. He’d sounded genuinely regretful as he spoke to her through the door. But she’d waited until she heard the garden gate close, before giving in again to the sobs that racked her body.

Her throat started to tighten again. She forced the emotion down and latched back onto the anger.

And what the fuck was he getting at about Dad’s will? Why her dad thought it needed Dev as an executor was beyond her. She’d meant it earlier when she said her dad was a simple man. There was the house, sure, but probably not much would be left after the bank was paid what was owed to them.

Raising her chin, Grace glanced through to the living room and caught sight of her mum’s favourite vase on the mantelpiece. Another tear escaped her eyes and she brushed it aside. All she needed was a few keepsakes to remember the happier days.

Although quite what she’d do with them, she wasn’t sure. Personal belongings didn’t fit into her nomadic lifestyle. Perhaps she’d finally have to get a storage unit. She tilted her head back against the door. Just one more problem to solve.

Closing her eyes to blot out the memories that surrounded her, she let out a shuddering breath. She’d only been back a day and already she was regretting it.








  
  
Chapter Three




Devlin woke with a start, the thump of his heart vibrating harder than a Chinook’s rotating blades.

He threw off the sheet that covered him and drew in a deep breath. The cool air washed over his sweat-drenched body and chased the nightmare away.

It was just a dream. He closed his eyes again. The reality had been so much worse.

He gave himself a moment to recover before glancing at the bedside clock. Five fifteen. His alarm was about to go off. Might as well get up. Sleep was never going to come now.

Swinging his legs over the side of the bed, he stood up slowly, stretching his leg muscles. Days like this, he was careful not to demand too much from his body until he’d completed his warm-up exercises.

He couldn't figure it out, but he’d swear there was a correlation between the nightmares and the functioning of his legs.

All part of the healing process, according to the surgeon, but after six months, he was starting to think he was just going to have to get used to it. Atonement for his mistake.

He pulled on some running gear and threw a change of clothes into his bag. An hour in the gym before work would help ease his legs and his stress.

Easing out of the drive, Devlin flicked on the car radio and soft rock spilled out of the speakers. One thing about not being able to sleep, at least the roads were clear this time of day. It wasn’t long before he left the dark lanes behind and picked up the main road to Exeter.

On the outskirts of town, he turned off and made his way to Agema. Swiping his card at the secure entrance of the defence contractor, he parked in his normal spot underground, and then took the lift to the company gym.

When the doors opened, he walked over to where Jamie was on the treadmills, greeting several colleagues on the way. Placing his sports bag down by a nearby bench, he gave his friend a once-over. “Didn’t expect to see you here.”

Jamie wiped the sweat away from his face with a towel hanging over the handrail. “Landed this morning. I needed to work off some of the tension. What’s your excuse?”

Devlin set the treadmill next to him at an easy pace. “Couldn’t sleep.”

He didn’t need to explain further. Jamie had been a regular visitor while Devlin was recovering. Though they’d taken separate paths in the military, on the rare occasions their paths crossed, they’d always worked well together. And those life threatening situations solidified their childhood friendship even more.

When the army discharged Devlin on medical grounds, Jamie had convinced him that he’d be better off at Agema. More pay, less red tape. He wasn’t convinced about the bureaucracy, and shareholders had their own agenda, just like the army. But he conceded that without Jamie’s intervention, he’d have been lost back in the real world with too much time on his hands.

All he needed to do now was get back to full fitness and back out in the field. Stuck behind a desk, there was too much damn time to think about what he should have done differently.

Jamie pulled out his ear buds and let them dangle in front of him. “I hear Grace is back.”

Devlin groaned inwardly. The village rumour mill was in full force. He’d been working in intelligence for years, but it always amazed him the speed with which news spread through Huntersford. “Yeah. I dropped by last night.”

“Really? You didn’t waste much time.”

Devlin gave his friend a sideways glare. “Mum rang me on the way home. She saw a light and wanted me to check.”

Jamie grinned. “Mummy’s boy. Wasn’t it enough that she made you walk Grace to the school bus every day?”

A small spike of ire hit Devlin in defence of Grace. “Mum only asked me to do it the once. It was her first day at senior school, you jerk.”

Jamie raised an eyebrow. “So, why did you continue?”

“I was going in that direction, anyway.” Devlin hit the button on the treadmill with his finger and sped up. Normally, he enjoyed the easy banter with Jamie. They’d been trading barbs since kindergarten, but today he was unsettled. Maybe it was the nightmare. Or maybe it was the seeing the pain he’d caused Grace, knowing there was more to come.

“Has she changed much?”

He thought back to the way she’d looked last night in the dim light of the hall. Her dark hair curling around her shoulders, the flecks of gold in her hazel eyes emphasised by the colour of her tanned skin. 

Devlin glanced over at Jamie, who was still waiting for him to answer. “A bit. Still as smart as a whip. But she’s lost that air of fragility.”

There was a steely strength in her as she threw him out of the house last night. An assertiveness that hadn’t been there when they were young.

“Maybe I should go say hello.”

“Jesus, Jamie. She’s just lost her dad. She doesn’t need to be fending you off.”

Jamie’s smirk returned and Devlin knew his friend hadn’t missed the growl in his tone.

“No. She’s too busy dealing with you.”

“Fuck off.”

In his peripheral vision, he could see Jamie’s smile widen. Devlin hit the incline button and adjusted to the harder pace. Jamie might be one of his oldest friends, but sometimes that was a curse, not a blessing.

He frowned as he thought about Jamie’s accusation. Truth be told, he’d been trying hard not to think about Grace. It was going to be difficult enough around her over the next few days, without letting the instant attraction he’d felt take hold. Especially once she found out the details of the will.

They continued in silence, focusing on their routines until Jamie pressed a button on the console and his machine started to slow.

“See you later?”

“Yeah. I think we’ve got a call with the US at ten.”

“Okay. We’ll do it in your office, it’s quieter. I’ll bring coffee and cupcakes.”

Devlin’s mouth rose in a half smile and he shook his head at his friend’s lost cause. “It doesn’t matter how many you buy, she’s never going to give in and agree to go on a date with you.”

“I can only ask.”

“Yeah. But every day is getting stalkerish.”

“Says the guy that turns up the first night the girl next door comes home.”

If he hadn’t been worried that his legs might fail him after this morning’s nightmare, he’d have let go of the treadmill handrail and flipped Jamie his middle finger.

    
  Grace woke the next morning to a sense of surreality. Dad hadn’t changed a thing over the years. Teenage idols from over a decade ago still looked down on her from the posters stuck to the wall, while running medals and trophies lined the shelves instead of books. 

She squinted at the teal patchwork curtains and couldn’t help but smile. Maybe she was as bad as Dad. When she’d re-decorated her room as a teenager, she’d refused his offer to pay for new curtains because she could still remember Mum taking her to Launceston to buy them originally. She just didn’t remember the light shining through them quite so brightly.

Not setting an alarm seemed sensible last night, but now she was seriously regretting it. The glare of the sun was high for January, so she must have slept late. Rolling over in the bed, she grabbed her phone from the nightstand. Half-past nine. Shit.

She got out of bed and dressed in the jeans, t-shirt, and sweatshirt she’d worn last night after her shower. Maybe once she’d finished with the police later today, she’d have time to buy some warmer clothes.

The bang of the knocker on the front door made her jump. So much for her hope of escaping Huntersford Leigh without anyone realising she’d come back. Although, given her father’s car crash had made the local news that wasn’t a very realistic expectation.

Running down the stairs to answer the door, she paused briefly at the bottom and glanced at herself in the hall mirror to check she was presentable.

“It’s only me, Grace,” a voice called out.

Devlin’s mother. The sound of the familiar voice lifted some of her depression. Reaching to unlatch the lock, she barely had a chance to open the door fully before she was grasped in a big hug that brought tears to her eyes and forced her to choke down the unexpected emotion.

“You poor thing. I can’t believe it.” Mrs Judge hoisted her back a fraction, not letting go of her shoulders. “You’ve grown too thin. All those gruelling photo trips your dad was always telling us about, I expect.”

Grace sniffed back the tears and smiled. She was unsure whether she was expected to answer and to which statement. Her gaze dropped to the bag of groceries on the step.

Dev’s mum gave a sheepish smile. “I wasn’t sure if you had time yesterday to stop off at the shops, so I brought you a few essentials to keep you going.”

“Aww, Mrs Judge, that’s so nice of you, but you didn’t have to.”

“I wanted to. And I think we’re probably past the Mrs Judge stage, don’t you? Call me Anna.” She picked up the bag and Grace stepped aside before following her into the kitchen.

“You’ll stay for a cuppa, won’t you, Anna?”

“Wild horses wouldn’t stop me.”

Grace filled the kettle as Anna put the groceries away, refusing her offer to pay for them. From the way she bustled around the kitchen, Grace could tell she must have still looked after her dad, just as she kept an eye on the pair of them after Mum died.

There was a kind of normalcy about it that soothed her. As if her father would walk through the back door at any moment, forgetting as always to take off his muddy boots.

She reached for the milk carton Anna had set beside her and cried out as she knocked it to the floor. “Damn. Sorry Anna, all your hard work undone in a moment of my clumsiness.”

Anna reached for the carton as Grace grabbed a cloth to mop up the milk that had spilled. “It’s okay, there’s still plenty there for our tea. I expect you’re just tired from all that travelling. I can fetch you another one from the house.”

“No, don’t bother. You’ve already done so much. I’m going out later to Exeter. I can pick one up then.”

“If you’re sure. I don’t mind, I always have plenty.”

“Please, Anna, don’t worry. I’ll start to feel guilty.” Placing the two mugs of tea on the small kitchen table, Grace took the chair she’d always sat in since she grew out of her highchair.

Anna sat down opposite and reached across to squeeze Grace’s hand. “We’re all so sorry about your dad.”

“Thanks. Do you know what happened? All I heard from the police was that there had been a road accident. I need to go and see them later on today.”

“Down the old Leigh road, was all I heard. Went off the road and into a tree.” Her face creased into a wince as if she hated to be the deliverer of more distress in an already painful situation.

“It’s all so hard to take in. I wonder where he was going?”

Anna gave a small shake of her head. “Not sure. I thought the same thing.”

Grace sighed and stared into her mug. “I’ll guess we’ll never know now.”

“Do you want Mick to go with you to the police?”

She lifted her head and met Anna’s concerned look. “No. I’m fine. Besides, Devlin said he wasn’t well.”

“Listen to me.” Anna shook her head as she berated herself. “Offering help to the girl that takes on lions and tigers.”

Grace laughed. It felt good to have a lighter moment. “You make me sound like I work in the circus, not photography. It was koalas, anyway. Not nearly as dangerous.”

“Devlin could take you? He’s in Exeter anyway. I’m sure he could spare you some time. Shall I call him?” Anna reached for her bag, no doubt to find her mobile.

“No. Please, don’t worry. It’s no problem.” She’d been about to say that she’d already agreed to meet the police at the mortuary to identify the body, but thankfully she realised just in time that Anna would never let her do that alone. So she kept quiet.

Neither would Dev, a voice inside of her confirmed. Despite his harsh words yesterday. But neither of them understood. They only saw what her father wanted them to see, just as it had been growing up. She studied Anna for a moment. No. Maybe Anna understood more than her younger self realised.

But who was she to turn everything on its head now? And what did it matter if Devlin thought her selfish? She’d be gone in a few weeks. Three max, she’d estimated. With no links to Huntersford, she’d soon be forgotten. A ghost of the past. No different to Idonea. Except, of course, that the ancient warrior wouldn’t have run away.

Anna placed her hand over Grace’s again, pulling her back to the present. “If you’re sure.”

Now would be the perfect opportunity to see if Anna knew anything about her father’s will. “Yes. Thank you. Devlin’s already offered to sort out a meeting with Dad’s solicitor. I don’t want to trouble him any more than necessary.”

“Oh that’s good,” Anna beamed. “He’s such a thoughtful boy.”

An image of Devlin standing in the hall flashed into her mind. He didn’t seem much of a boy last night. Not how she remembered him, anyway. All muscle and coiled tension, ready to rake her over the coals for her perceived misdeeds.

But as the conversation progressed, it didn’t take long for Grace to realise Anna knew even less than her about the will. She hadn’t even known that her son was the executor. Was that because Devlin had been asked not to say anything, or was he respecting her privacy, despite the fact he had no problem telling her his view on the situation?

Grace frowned as a final thought flickered into her mind. Or were the conditions so weird he didn’t want anyone finding out?

Anna cleared her throat and Grace gave her an apologetic smile. “Sorry, my mind wandered.”

“Don’t worry, love. I understand.” She gulped down the rest of her tea and stood. “Well, I’d better be off. Come up and see us in a day or so once you’re settled.” She held up a hand as Grace started to rise. “Don’t get up. I’ll see myself out.”

“Okay. Tell Mick to get well soon and thank you again for the groceries. You’re a lifesaver, as always.”

“Oh, it’s nothing. What’s the point of living in a small community if you don’t look after each other?” With that, she was through the door and on her way.

Grace sat back in her chair and folded her arms, Anna’s parting comment whirling through her mind. She wasn’t sure she shared Anna’s idealistic view of the people of Huntersford Leigh.

Her gaze drifted to the flyer held onto the fridge door by a magnet, the bold text advertising the annual pub quiz at The Idonea Arms. She could just imagine the village gossip shared over a pint once the truth came out about her father.
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