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Reeva Mehta is thriving. Consumed in her career as one of London’s top divorce lawyers, she doesn’t bat an eyelid when her mum calls to tell her that her dad is dead. Because he’s been dead since she was five . . . hasn’t he?


If finding out her dad was alive – until last week – wasn’t bad enough, his last request was for his daughters to spend fourteen days in mourning at his house. Which means Reeva must spend a fortnight stuck with the people who betrayed her when she needed them the most – her sisters.


Navigating her absent Bollywood megastar mother, newly dead father and scheming sisters with only a temperamental boyfriend – and even more temperamental cat – by her side, it’s no wonder Reeva’s hair is falling out. Could confronting the truth help the Mehtas put aside their differences, or will attending a funeral be the death of this family?


A fresh, funny and oh-so-relatable novel about trying to be the grown up when your magnificently messy family seems set to sabotage everything. Get ready to laugh, cry and fall in love with this addictive read.









To Coco – the best cat I know
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Chapter 1


Day 1


Reeva Mehta pushed open the double doors and walked out of the courtroom, feeling like the heroine of the movie that was her life. She stood at the top of the stone steps in the glaring sun, beaming down at the world through her oversized sunglasses, allowing herself this one moment of pure, unadulterated success. Because she’d done it. She’d won. Her client wouldn’t have to walk out of her marriage to that abusive arsehole with barely any funds to raise her three kids. Instead, she’d get everything she deserved.


Reeva was still fuming that the shitty Mr Khan had tried to funnel all his money away to his brother, pretending he was practically broke. She knew she should be used to it by now – she’d been working in divorce law for a solid decade – but every time, the injustice of it all floored her. Only this time, she’d stopped it. She’d found out exactly what Mr Khan was doing and had successfully applied to the court to undo the transfer of assets, meaning her client would get her fair share of what was rightfully hers: £3.5 million. Justice had been served.


When the judge had made his ruling, the former Mrs Khan had hugged Reeva with tears in her eyes. And in that moment, Reeva had remembered exactly why she did this job. She could still feel the warmth of the hug as she strode down the street towards the office in her new fuchsia heels. She knew she should swap into the trainers she carried everywhere, but this was Reeva’s moment. The shoes added to her heroine vibe. She needed a soundtrack, too. Something bold. Celebratory. The kind of song they’d play at the finale of a feminist film. She pulled out her phone and went straight to the ‘boss bitch’ playlist Lakshmi had made. She scrolled down, looking for something to match her mood, and laughed out loud when she found it: ‘All I Do is Win’.


Reeva walked back to her office, listening to DJ Khaled on repeat. She doubted that he knew the unique feeling of having saved a woman from financial ruin by using the power of the law, but she still felt very seen by his lyrics. Because, right now, that was Reeva. Despite the best efforts of Mr Khan’s lawyers, she’d won, won, won.


‘I’m so proud of you,’ cried Lakshmi, bursting into Reeva’s office and wrapping her arms around her. ‘I can’t believe you did it! I mean, I can. Because it’s you. But you know what I mean.’


Reeva squeezed her best friend tightly. ‘I know. And it felt amazing.’


‘We need to celebrate,’ said Lakshmi. She opened the bottom drawer of Reeva’s desk and pulled out their chocolate stash. ‘Which are the most expensive ones?’


Reeva pointed to the Rococo pack. ‘They’re from Felicity Howard-Jones.’


‘The double-barrelled ones always give the best chocolates.’ Lakshmi pulled out a couple and passed the box to Reeva. ‘We need music.’


‘I’ve been listening to your playlist on repeat ever since I walked out of the courtroom,’ said Reeva. ‘Well, just one song. “All I Do is Win”. Don’t judge.’


‘As if I would! I play that every time I have an orgasm.’


Reeva laughed. ‘Of course you do.’ She selected a white chocolate truffle and sighed loudly as she devoured it. ‘I’m just so relieved,’ she said, her mouth still full as she reached for another chocolate – a dark-chocolate praline – ‘that we managed to get Noor her money. I don’t know what she would have done if we hadn’t. And the poor kids. They didn’t deserve any of this. Their dad is so selfish.’


Lakshmi smiled kindly. ‘Are you doing that thing again?’


‘What thing?’


‘The one where you over-empathize with the kids whose lives are ruined by their parents.’ She paused. ‘So, all the kids.’


‘I’m not over-empathizing! I care about them on a normal level.’


‘And you’re not projecting your childhood on to them? Selfish, wealthy parent? Neglected kids?’


‘Stop therapizing me,’ protested Reeva. ‘I’m meant to be celebrating.’


‘Sorry, sorry. But it’s true. And it’s probably why you’re so good at your job. Unlike the rest of us, you seriously care, Reevs.’


‘I can’t tell if that’s a good thing or not.’ Reeva caught sight of a short figure striding towards them through the glass door and winced. ‘Oh God. Don’t look now, but Lee’s coming.’


Lakshmi grabbed the open box of chocolates and shoved it back into the drawer. ‘What? He always takes the best ones.’


‘Girls.’ Lee stood at the door with his arms spread out. ‘I knew you could do it, Reeva. Well done.’


‘Thanks, Lee.’ Reeva smiled politely at her boss.


Lakshmi rolled her eyes. ‘You mean women, not girls.’


‘What are you going to do, sue me?’ Lee ignored Lakshmi’s expression, which suggested she was going to do exactly that. ‘What about you, anyway? How’s the Duke?’


‘As entitled as ever,’ said Lakshmi. ‘But don’t worry, I’m getting him everything he wants. The pre-nup I drafted protects his inherited assets. His ex’s claim will be confined to her reasonable needs. In other words – she’s not getting the estate.’


‘Good.’ Lee nodded. ‘Keep up the good work, and you’ll have a real chance at partnership.’


‘A real chance? We both know it’s mine. Who else wins as many cases as I do?’


‘Reeva,’ said Lee, turning towards her. ‘I don’t know why you’re not going up for partnership, too. You could have fought it out between you.’


She shrugged. ‘I just want to focus on the cases I care about. Being partner takes me further away from the stuff I love.’


‘All right, Pollyanna,’ he said. ‘There’s champagne – well, prosecco – downstairs. May as well celebrate your win.’


‘Nice move,’ said Lakshmi approvingly. ‘I hope you’ve ordered enough for when I get made partner.’


Lee scoffed and muttered something to himself about ‘women’ and ‘death of me’ as he walked out of the office.


‘That man,’ said Lakshmi. ‘I swear, if he makes Maria partner over me, I’ll fucking kill him.’


‘As if he’d dare.’


Lakshmi hesitated. ‘You know, I just, uh . . . I hope your decision not to go for the partnership isn’t because of me. I’d be fine with it. The competition, I mean. And if you were made partner over me, I’d be genuinely happy for you.’ She paused. ‘Well, eventually.’


Reeva smiled. ‘I know. But I promise, it’s not about you. I just don’t want it. I’d rather go sideways than straight up the career ladder, you know? Build up a rep on the cases I want, and then maybe go out on my own one day.’


‘Which you would be incredible at, though you know you’d also have to take on the cases you don’t like. Where you rep the bad guys. And don’t just palm them off onto me.’


‘Hey, I’ve represented my fair share of dickheads.’


Lakshmi sighed. ‘True that. Well, at least our resident dickhead got us some prosecco. Coming?’


‘I’ll meet you there,’ said Reeva. ‘I just want to finish up the paperwork.’


‘Only you would celebrate a win by doing paperwork. Remind me why we’re friends again?’


‘Because I celebrate a win by doing paperwork. See you down there!’


When Lakshmi had gone, Reeva pulled down the blinds on her office door and rushed over to the mirror. The paperwork was a lie; she needed to see if things had got worse. Lakshmi knew everything – what was the point of a best friend who didn’t? – but Reeva couldn’t bear the pity that appeared in her eyes whenever they spoke about it. She needed to do this alone.


She took a deep breath and looked straight at the woman in front of her, in her silk ecru blouse, wide-legged charcoal trousers and pointed heels. Her wavy hair, dyed in various shades of brown, was cut above her shoulders, gently framing her slightly too-angular face. It was, as reflections went, a pretty good one. But Reeva was too focused on her task to notice.


Slowly, she used her little finger to push a large chunk of her hair over from the left to the right side of her head. It revealed a perfectly round bald patch. Reeva felt the sickening lurch in her stomach that hit her every time she looked at this bare patch on her scalp (at least twenty times a day) in the hope it had shrunk. But it hadn’t. Instead, it was now so large that with the LED office lights shining straight on to it, it looked like a round lightbulb poking out from the side of her head. Trying not to cry – or think about the fact she now resembled a human lamp – Reeva reached for her ruler.


Just then her phone rang. Reeva looked down at the screen and frowned. Her mum. The last time they’d spoken, she’d forced Reeva to sit through a guided video tour of her villa on a private island in the Seychelles ‘right where George proposed to Amal!’ It had lasted thirty-seven minutes. Reeva’s finger hovered over the reject button. She had too much going on in her life to deal with her mum right now. But at the last second, her finger slid over to accept. She sighed in resignation; no matter how much she tried, Reeva was incapable of taking her younger sisters’ lead and rejecting their mother’s calls.


She pushed her hair back to cover the patch and held up the phone in front of her. The last thing she needed was for her mum to notice that she was going bald.


‘Darling?’ Her mum’s perfectly made-up face appeared, pixel by pixel, on her screen. ‘Can you hear me?’


Reeva nodded. ‘Yep. Is everything okay?’


There was a dramatic silence before Saraswati replied with a pregnant monosyllable: ‘No.’


Reeva waited expectantly for the ensuing monologue on the latest crisis – last time, a Bollywood actor had dared to (accurately) suggest Saraswati was in her sixties – but the sound cut out and the screen froze. She sighed, placing the phone down on a shelf so she could see her mum, but her mum couldn’t see her. Then she picked up the ruler. It was time.


‘Reeva, where are you?’ The pixels slowly rearranged themselves back into her mum’s familiar Botoxed face.


‘I’m here, Mum,’ she called out, looking at the ruler with trepidation. ‘Shall we just talk later? I’m quite busy and your connection isn’t great.’


‘Oh, the bloody Taj,’ muttered her mum. ‘I don’t know why they can’t fix their wi-fi.’ As Saraswati began ranting about the five-star hotel’s poor facilities, Reeva quickly flicked her hair back and reached out to measure the diameter of the patch. She gasped out loud. Six and a half centimetres. It was growing.


‘I know,’ said Saraswati. ‘It’s shocking. Anyway, I suppose I should tell you why I’m calling.’


Reeva rummaged around in her bag for her make-up. She had a date that evening – her twentieth with Nick, not that she was counting – and she wanted to look perfect. ‘Please do.’


‘Okay . . . The thing is . . .’


Reeva pulled out her mascara and began applying it to her lashes, her jaw falling slack as she focused on her task.


‘Darling . . . your dad’s dead.’


‘Uh-huh, and?’ Reeva’s mouth was open as she put on her mascara so her voice came out slurred. ‘Ith there a reathon you’re bringing up thomething that happened when I wath five?’


‘Don’t talk like that, darling,’ said Saraswati. ‘You sound like you’ve had a stroke. And, of course, there’s a reason. It’s just . . . well . . .’


Reeva put away the mascara and pulled out a fuchsia lipstick that perfectly matched her shoes.


‘I suppose I’d better just say it.’


Reeva was only half listening. Her mum probably wanted to talk about her latest realization in therapy, one that would doubtless focus on her own struggles and avoid the phrase ‘I’m sorry.’ Reeva wished this new therapist wouldn’t encourage her mum to share all her supposed breakthroughs with her. It was fine when you were being paid over £100 an hour to hear them, but not when you were forced to listen for free.


‘You see . . . Your dad didn’t actually die back then. He was alive. And he has been all this time. Until today.’


Reeva’s hand slipped and smudged fuchsia lipstick across her cheek. ‘I’m sorry. What?’ She grabbed the phone and stared into her mum’s shifting face.


‘It was a heart attack in the middle of the night yesterday, All very sudden.’ Her mum looked down at her nails (dark red shellac – her trademark) and began fiddling with her ridiculously large diamond ring. ‘I’m sorry to not be able to tell you in person, Reeva. But this latest movie, it’s just taking up so much of my time.’


Reeva wiped the lipstick off her cheek and stared at her reflection in the mirror, and then back down at her mum. ‘I’m sorry – are you kidding? Are you trying to tell me that Dad’s been alive all this time? Until last night?’


Her mum nodded guiltily. Reeva scanned her face in expectation of some kind of explanation, but none came. ‘So, why did you tell us he was dead? Mum – you need to explain. What’s going on?’


Saraswati coughed awkwardly. ‘I know it’s a lot to take in. It’s a real shock; he died so young. Only sixty-four.’ A series of muffled shouts erupted on Saraswati’s end, and her face brightened momentarily. ‘Darling, I’m so sorry, I have to go in a minute. That’s the producer calling me. We’re getting a flight up to the Himalayas today – I have no idea why these directors are so obsessed with getting the mountains into every song sequence. I think the wi-fi will be even worse there. Honestly, these hotels—’


‘Mum!’ cried out Reeva, forgetting her own therapist’s advice to avoid raising her voice when dealing with members of her family. ‘What about Dad?’


Saraswati started twirling her diamonds round her ring finger again. She held her hand up to the light and gave it an admiring glance before turning her attention back to the phone screen. ‘Look, it’s all very complicated. I don’t want to explain it on the phone. My lawyers will give you and your sisters a call later to talk you through the details. Your dad used the same lawyers, which makes it all less complicated. That’s one thing he did right, I’ll give him that.’


‘What details?’ demanded Reeva. ‘Why do I need to speak to lawyers?’


‘Well, it’s just . . . your dad’s last wishes were for you and your sisters to be at his funeral and the prayers,’ explained Saraswati. ‘Seeing as he couldn’t spend time with you in life and all, he thought he’d do it in death. I suppose it’s quite poetic, really. I get you when I’m alive; he gets you when he’s dead. Perhaps more families should do things this way.’


‘I’m sorry – what prayers? When is his funeral? And – and where did he even live?’ Reeva felt her breath constricting. ‘Mum, I need answers!’


‘Oh, he’s just a couple of hours away from London. In Leicester. You’ll need to go for the full fortnight, I’m afraid.’ Saraswati looked somewhat apologetically at her daughter. ‘It’s written in his will. You girls are inheriting everything, so long as you turn up for all the prayers – oh, you know, they happen every night after someone dies? We did it for your ba, remember? Oh yes, you girls were at school . . . Well, it’s not as big an ask as it sounds. You won’t have to organize it all; you just need to be there, sing for an hour every evening, and clean his stuff out in the daytime. He wants the prayers all the way up until the kriya ceremony, though, when he finally goes.’


Reeva blinked in total incomprehension. ‘Goes? What’s a kriya ceremony?’


Saraswati sighed in impatience. ‘Darling, you really should know more about your culture and all our traditions. It’s when the soul leaves the body. On the thirteenth day. Look, Reeva, my lawyers will call you to explain it because I really am needed elsewhere. Hemant was only an optometrist – he worked at Specsavers – so I doubt the house will be all that, but he never spent much, so there’s probably a pile of cash for you all to inherit. It’ll be helpful, I’m sure. Anyway, it was his last wish! You can do that for a dead man, can’t you? And you never seem to take any holiday, so I’m sure your boss won’t mind. Perhaps you could take some extra time off and come and visit me afterwards? Oh, it would be so fun – we could go to a retreat in Kerala.’


Reeva shook her head rapidly. She knew she had only a matter of seconds before her mum did what she did best and disappeared on her. ‘Wait. Mum. Why did you tell us he was dead when he wasn’t? What’s going on?’


There was an awkward silence before her mum’s face started to blur. ‘Reeva? Reeva?’


Reeva leaned in closer to the screen. It looked like her mum was deliberately moving the phone.


‘Sorry, the connection’s failing again. I’ll explain everything soon, I promise. Just do what the lawyers say. Go to his house, and spend thirteen days there with your sisters. Your Aunt Satya – that’s your dad’s sister – will be there to sort it all out. And I’ll be back before you know it.’


Reeva’s mouth dropped open in shock. She didn’t have time to register the fact that she had an aunt she’d never known existed; she was still reeling from her mum’s revelation that she’d have to spend thirteen days with her sisters. Not to mention the Dad news. ‘Wait, they’re going to be there too? No, no, no. I’m definitely not going if they’re there. No. You can’t make me. Nope.’


Saraswati’s arched eyebrows made a valiant effort to narrow. ‘Reeva. You’re an adult woman. Grow up and stop acting like a child. They’re your sisters. Go and spend time with them. It’ll be good for you. You can bond over all this business with your dad.’ She paused thoughtfully. ‘You know, he’s probably left some letters for you that will explain everything better than I ever could. That’s just the sort of sentimental thing he’d do.’


‘No, Mum, no.’ Reeva’s face tightened. ‘You can’t just tell me Dad’s dead, again, and then disappear. You need to come home and explain it all. Right now! And you cannot expect me to spend thirteen entire days with Jaya and Sita after everything that’s happened. You can’t.’


Her mum’s face started to blur suspiciously again. ‘Sorry! It’s the connection. I’ll call to check in on you soon. Love you, mwah.’
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Chapter 2


Day 1


Reeva stared in silence at the blank screen on her phone. This was bad. Really, really bad. Her mum was no stranger to dramatic, life-changing announcements: ‘I’ve got a job as a playback singer in Bollywood!’; ‘I’ve bought a house in Mumbai!’; ‘You’ll love boarding school!’ And, most recently, ‘Come over and meet your new stepdad!’ But this was next level, even for her.


Reeva had known her dad was dead ever since she was five. It was what she’d been told by her mum, and it was what she’d read on Wikipedia. She practically knew the entry off by heart.


Her mum, Saraswati Acharya (known to her fans simply as Saraswati) had been born in Mumbai to a wealthy family in the music business and had impressed them all with her now-acclaimed voice. She’d been expected to go on to have a successful classical singing career, but at the age of nineteen she’d ruined everything by running off to have a love marriage with a Gujarati man studying in London. She’d gone on to have three daughters with Hemant Mehta, but when they were aged just five, three and two years old, he’d tragically died.


Following a few years as a single mum in London, Saraswati had decided to make peace with her family; she had reverted to her maiden name and her parents helped her launch a career singing on Bollywood films. Fast-track a few years later and Saraswati had become a household name in India, while her daughters had become accustomed to spending all their time at boarding school. Saraswati’s voice had featured in dozens of box-office hits and she was now so famous that she’d been asked to appear in the films as an occasional actress. Four years ago, Saraswati had remarried, and her wedding to film star M. J. Shah had been such big news that it had made British headlines as well as Indian ones. The happy couple now lived between Mumbai and London, where Saraswati’s three daughters – Reevanshi Mehta, thirty-four; Sita Parmar, thirty-two-year-old wife of entrepreneur Nitin Parmar and mother to their five-year-old twin daughters; and Jaya Mehta, thirty-one-year-old lifestyle influencer – were still based.


This was the family history that Reeva had been brought up with and had occasionally tried to amend online so it included her job title and omitted the nine-letter horror she’d been burdened with at birth (one that had been discarded when her kindergarten teacher had decided it was too complicated to pronounce). It was everything she knew; it was her life as much as it was her mother’s. She was the five-year-old in the story, the teenager who’d been chucked into Wycombe Abbey, and the thirty-year-old who’d taken a week off work to awkwardly hover in a sari at her mum’s five-day celeb wedding. A wedding that had subsequently ruined Reeva’s life and destroyed her relationship with her sisters for ever.


But Reeva couldn’t think about that now. She was too busy trying to process the fact that everything she’d been told up to now was a lie. Her mum hadn’t been tragically widowed at twenty-seven; she’d had a husband all along. And he’d been working as an optometrist, of all things, just two hours away from London in Leicester – a city Reeva had never stepped foot in. Had they divorced? Was her mum’s new marriage even legal? And why had her mum kept her dad’s existence a secret from her and her sisters for all these years? Had her dad played a part in it too – or had it all been a cruel trick of her mother’s?


There were so many questions Reeva needed to find out the answers to. Only she had absolutely no idea where to start. There was no way she was calling her sisters; not after everything that had happened. No. She’d let her mum – or more likely, her mum’s lawyers – handle that. She’d just have to do what she always did and figure things out on her own. Reeva looked into the panicked deep-brown eyes of her reflection and reminded herself she could handle this. She’d made British legal history by getting a wronged billionaire’s wife over half his worth. And, last month, she’d managed to get a man full custody of his children after his wife had tried to kidnap them and take them to Utah to become Mormons. She could handle a dad who’d died twice.


All she had to do was think of her family situation as though it were a case at work. There was no way she’d have to actually do what her mum wanted and spend thirteen days with her sisters, grieving for a man she had barely known. No. She’d simply call the lawyers to find out everything, then use her brains to get herself out of this ridiculous stipulation in the will, in the same way she would for any of her clients: with minimal stress. Even if it meant defying her dead dad’s last wishes.


‘Guess you’re going to Leicester!’ Lakshmi gave her an apologetic smile as Reeva groaned, theatrically dropping her head into her hands. ‘Oh, come on; it might not be that bad. At least you get two weeks away from all the fucked-up drama of this place.’


Reeva slumped into the brown armchair in Lakshmi’s office and looked down at the brown carpets and brown furniture. They’d been asking Lee to update the decor for years, but he’d refused. Apparently, the colour brown projected an image of trustworthiness. ‘Are you kidding? I’m going to be surrounded by fucked-up drama. And I won’t be getting paid for any of it. Surely there’s got to be a way out?’


Lakshmi scrolled through the document on her computer again that Saraswati’s lawyers had sent over and shook her head. ‘Sorry. It’s airtight, Reevs. If you – or your sisters – want to get his inheritance, you’ve all got to go. Like, tomorrow, latest. You should probably be there right now.’


‘But it doesn’t make any sense! He didn’t even know us. Why would he want us to do his prayers for him?’


‘Maybe he was religious?’


‘No. None of it makes any sense. If we can’t legally get out of it, then I think I should just leave it and turn down the inheritance.’


‘Oh, come on, you heard what the lawyers were hinting! He’d paid off his mortgage. You get a third of everything; you can’t turn down money like that. At least give your share to charity.’ Lakshmi waved her pen in the air. ‘And it’s not just about you, remember? You’ve got to be there so your sisters can get their share.’


‘I don’t think they need the money either. Sita definitely doesn’t – her house is amazing. And, judging from what I’ve seen on Insta, neither does Jaya.’


‘You still follow her?’ Lakshmi raised an eyebrow. ‘Is that healthy?’


‘Is any of this healthy? How can this be happening, Lux? I just don’t understand why Mum told us Dad was dead when he was alive all this time. And why didn’t she tell us before he died, so we could actually speak to him?’


‘I have no idea, but I cannot wait to find out,’ said Lakshmi. ‘You’re going to have to go to his house just to get answers.’


‘Uh, I’m not spending thirteen days with my sisters hunting for clues. We’re not the Famous Five.’


‘Yeah, the Famous Five actually liked each other. And I’m pretty sure none of them ever slept with their sibling’s fiancés.’


Reeva shuddered. ‘Don’t. I can’t bear to think about it. I just . . . I’ve finally moved on. Things with Nick are going well. He likes me. I like him. It’s the miracle I’ve been waiting for. And I hardly ever think about . . .’ she took a deep breath, ‘Rakesh. Or Jaya. They’re dead to me.’


‘Apart from when they pop up on your Insta feed.’


‘They’re muted. Mainly. I just don’t want to go and lock myself up in a house with them in the middle of Leicester. It’s going to bring it all back up. I want to just leave it in the past, where it belongs.’


Lakshmi nodded sympathetically. ‘I know. But Reevs, you can do this.’


Reeva went quiet. ‘I’m scared,’ she said eventually. ‘To face them again. It’s all just so humiliating.’


‘Hey!’ Lakshmi walked over to Reeva and grabbed her shoulders, crouching down in front of her. ‘You’ve got nothing to feel bad about. It’s Jaya who should feel awful. She’s the boyfriend-stealing slut, not you.’


‘But it’s so embarrassing he chose her,’ whispered Reeva. Just talking about it all made her feel like an awkward teenager again; the tall, gangly girl who was always overlooked in favour of her prettier, younger sisters. They’d all got on well enough at home – as kids, they’d spent hours rehearsing gory enactments of Pocahontas and Mulan, Reeva directing their performances (‘Sita, more ketchup!’; ‘Jaya, they’re called savages for a reason!’). Even as teenagers, they’d had a mildly companionable existence during the school holidays, bonding over their mother’s ridiculous behaviour and swapping CDs.


But it had been different at school, where Reeva was constantly referred to as ‘Jaya and Sita’s sister’. It was mortifying. She was the big sister; she should have been breaking rules, gaining a reputation for being cool and paving the path of rebellion for her younger sisters. But instead, she’d always felt more like a lost middle child – an oddity with a nine-letter name no one could pronounce, compared to her sister’s cute four-letter ones, and dark brown skin that stood out against her sisters’ lighter complexions. It didn’t matter so much in England, but every time they went to India everyone spent the whole time gasping over how ‘fair’ her sisters were, and mouthing their condolences to Saraswati over Reeva’s dark skin. It wasn’t surprising that a young Reeva had internalized their colourism and concluded that she would never be as beautiful as her sisters.


Adult Reeva knew it was time to let go of all these insecurities and recognize her worth. At least that was what her therapist had been telling her for £60 an hour for the last four years. And if she was rational about it, she could see that comparing herself to her sisters wasn’t healthy – they were all different. Back at school, Jaya had been voted ‘most likely to be a model’ and Sita ‘most likely to be Prime Minister’, while Reeva hadn’t made any of the ‘most likely’ lists at all. But she had surpassed her sisters academically, getting straight As while they brought home a collection of Bs and Cs, and she’d eventually carved out her own corner in Model United Nations. Her friends there weren’t popular enough to make any of the ‘most likely’ lists either, but they’d been loyal, kind and smart, and she still saw them for catch-ups – well, when they could get time away from their partners and children. And although Reeva had never managed to have a stream of boyfriends at school, like her sisters had, she’d got there at university. When she’d met Rakesh.


‘It isn’t embarrassing,’ Lakshmi replied firmly. ‘Jaya’s a basic Barbie. He’s a cliché. End of. You’re better off without him, Reevs. I mean, who chooses some dumb influencer over you? Think how shit their lives must be. Rakesh has to spend the entire time taking endless photos of her, while she can’t ever eat a single carb.’


‘It doesn’t look so shit when they’re both travelling the world, wearing Dior in waterfalls,’ commented Reeva. ‘I don’t own any Dior. And I don’t remember the last time I had enough holiday leave to go anywhere near a waterfall.’


‘Uh, Dior’s overrated. As are waterfalls. They’re so much colder than they look. Jaya probably photoshops the hell out of her nipples. And . . . you’ve got Nick. A music agent is so much cooler than a – sorry, what did Rakesh even do before he became an Insta husband?’


Reeva smiled, despite herself. ‘Mergers and acquisitions. And I haven’t exactly “got” Nick. It’s been three months. We haven’t even had the “what are we?” chat yet. God, the whole thing makes me feel like a teenager – I have no idea what I’m doing.’


‘You’ll have the chat soon,’ said Lakshmi confidently. ‘Maybe even tonight. Once you tell him you’ve got a secret dad who’s just died.’


Reeva looked at her in alarm. ‘I can’t talk to him about all this! He’ll think I’m mad. His family are so . . . normal and stable and British. Whereas I’ve got a famous mum who’s remarried one of India’s best-loved actors, a sister who’s marrying my ex, another sister who helped her do it and, as of this morning, a dead dad I never knew about. It sounds like the plot in one of Mum’s movies.’


‘Ooh, it would make such a good Bollywood!’ Lakshmi clapped her hands in delight. ‘Like if he was, I don’t know, a major criminal whose actions were going to get you all killed so he faked his death to protect you.’


Reeva raised an eyebrow. ‘He worked at Specsavers. I don’t think he was a criminal mastermind.’


‘Specsavers would be the ideal cover if he was, though,’ Lakshmi pointed out. ‘But it’s fine, I’ve got more. How about . . . your dad was gay, and people were starting to find out, so he had to leave your lives to go and live his own?’


‘Nice plot, but it’s not 1950 any more. And you know my mum loves everything LGBTQ+. She’s been tweeting about it for years. She would have been thrilled to have a gay ex-husband to drink mimosas with.’


‘Yeah, your mum definitely isn’t the average Indian,’ agreed Lakshmi. ‘She’s more liberal than we are.’


‘Uh, I subscribe to the Guardian,’ said Reeva, looking down as her phone vibrated. ‘Oh, it’s Lee. I guess I should go. What am I going to tell him about all this? Can I really just leave for two weeks? What about the Sherwood‒Brown case?’


‘Reevs, you’re allowed a break from work. And you’re allowed bereavement leave when your dad’s died. Just . . . maybe leave out the fact you never actually knew him.’


Reeva sighed. ‘Okay. But two weeks of prayers? Isn’t that overkill? I thought they just lasted a day.’


‘In St John’s Wood, maybe.’


‘What?


Lakshmi shook her head. ‘I forget how you grew up without a proper Indian community. Basically, everyone does it differently. My very Gujarati cousins always do a full thirteen days of prayers, with the funeral in the middle and the kriya at the end – just like your dad’s having. But my relatives in Harrow only do a week of evening prayers, and no kriya. And our Sindhi friends who grew up near where you did in St John’s Wood just do the one day.’


‘There’s a postcode lottery on grief?’


‘Sure. The more affluent you are, the less time you have to mourn.’


‘Well, that’s my privilege checked.’


‘Nah, I think it’s just different family traditions. It’s all pretty confusing. And I guess, because your parents are from different parts of India, it’s even more confusing for you.’


‘Great. So, what else should I expect if I go?’


‘Dhal and rice. A lot of it.’


‘Not paneer and chaats?’ asked Reeva in disappointment. ‘The street food is my favourite part of Indian events.’


‘Sorry – not for the first week. Your dad’s family might do it differently, but mine don’t eat fun food until after the funeral. Week one is basic staying-alive grub, then, in the second week, you’re allowed to eat all the dead person’s favourite meals.’


‘What? That doesn’t make sense. Surely you’d want to comfort-eat delicious carbs when your loved one has just died?’


Lakshmi shrugged. ‘At least this way you don’t end up putting on extra weight. Combine the food with all the crying and it’s basically a fortnight of extreme dieting. They should really use that to sell the extended version of prayers to people. Two weeks of bereavement, and ooh, look, you’ve lost a dress size!’


‘Well, that’ll make a change from everyone telling me how “healthy” I look.’


‘Ah, yes, the Asian synonym for fat.’


Reeva stood up and checked her phone. ‘Great. Well, let me see if Brian’s got back to me about – oh, fuck!’


‘What is it?!’


Reeva looked up from her phone, stricken. ‘An email. From Sita. It looks long.’


‘What’s the big deal? I thought you spoke to Sita all the time? Don’t you FaceTime the twins once a week?’


‘Once a fortnight, but Sita and I don’t “speak”. We discuss logistical details on WhatsApp and I get the twins every third Sunday. We don’t email, and we never write messages longer than a sentence.’ Reeva glanced anxiously at her phone. ‘This doesn’t look good.’


‘Here, I’ll read it.’ Lakshmi grabbed the phone from Reeva’s hands. ‘Okay. Ahem.’ She raised her voice an octave and began reading. ‘ “Reeva, why are the lawyers saying you’re considering not coming to our dad’s house? I know you’re a hotshot lawyer who doesn’t need the money, but spare a thought for the rest of us. Jaya has a wedding coming up, and I’m a mother of two. I thought you at least cared about the twins. This money could make a huge difference to their futures. Can you stop being so selfish? We’re heading up to Leicester tonight and we’ll expect to see you there. Hopefully, we can figure out this gaping hole in our family history while we’re at it. Sita.” Wow, she is co-old.’


‘See why I don’t want to go?’ cried Reeva. ‘I can’t bear it. I know I’m the oldest sister, but I just feel kind of . . . pathetic around them. They’re so confident and scary. Every time I go to Surrey to pick up the twins, I have to put on your playlist. It’s the only way I can face Sita.’


‘Hey, you’re a “hotshot lawyer”, remember? And I’ve seen you at work – you’re scary too. Reevs, you can handle your sisters. And isn’t it all worth it, to get to the bottom of this whole mystery about your dad? You’ve got to be desperate to know why no one told you he was still alive.’


Reeva sighed. ‘I just . . . me, Sita and Jaya? Together for almost two weeks? Even before the Rakesh thing, we would have killed each other.’


Lakshmi put an arm around her. ‘In that case, I guess we’d better write your will too.’


Reeva pulled the front door shut behind her and Nick, almost tripping over the doormat in the process. She was drunker than she’d thought.


Nick followed her into the living room. The walls were painted a very pale pink with grey wooden edgings, and the sofas were covered in navy velvet. There were a few photos on the alcove shelves – a series of Reeva and Lakshmi through the years, from selfies on the beach to drunken dancing at weddings – nestled among brightly coloured books with ‘Booker Prize’ and ‘Women’s Prize for Fiction’ stickers on them. Everything was arranged immaculately, from the art deco glass lamps to the slate coasters, and there was zero clutter. It all looked like it was straight out of the pages of an interior design magazine – apart from the enormous wicker cat tree planted in front of the window.


Nick slipped out of his navy blazer to reveal a soft white T-shirt and sat down on the armchair as he unlaced his vegan leather trainers. He watched Reeva in bemusement as she went over to stroke the black-and-white cat installed on its perch. She managed to stroke it twice before it tried to bite her.


‘Progress!’ said Reeva. ‘Last time, she only let me stroke her once.’


‘So . . . your cat still doesn’t like you?’ asked Nick.


‘Hey, she tolerates me,’ said Reeva, turning back to him. ‘Which is embarrassing, because I did a Daily Mail quiz the other day on “What relationship do you have with your cat?”, and it turns out we’re codependent. Only it’s not mutual.’


Nick smiled politely. ‘I’m going to have to admit that I’m not really a cat person.’


‘Oh, neither was I,’ Reeva assured him. ‘Until Lakshmi shoved Fluffy Panda onto me. And now here I am. In love with a cat that hates me.’


‘Poor Reeva. Come here.’ He opened his arms out, and Reeva walked into them, tiptoeing to kiss him. He wrapped his hands around her shoulders, slowly sliding them up to cradle her head. Nick always kissed her like it was the finale of a romcom, and Reeva loved every second of it. She leaned in happily, temporarily forgetting about wills, sisters and her dead dad – until his hand almost reached her bald patch. She pulled away with a start.


‘Sorry . . . uh, I should feed FP.’ She turned away quickly and walked into the kitchen. FP leapt out of the tree to follow her, snuggling up against her legs as she opened the food cupboard.


‘Cats are so fickle,’ said Nick. ‘It’s why I prefer dogs.’


Reeva frowned – it was not a good sign that the guy she was dating did not like the best thing in her life. She forced herself to remember that, pre-FP, she’d been the same. Or even worse. She used to tell people she ‘wasn’t an animal person’. But when Lakshmi had turned up on her doorstep almost three months ago with a kitten christened Fluffy Panda, everything had changed. ‘It’s to help with the alopecia,’ Lakshmi had explained, dumping the scrawny cat into Reeva’s confused arms the day after Reeva had found a small bald patch on her head (1.7 cm). ‘I read an article about how pets can help with stress; stroking them is calming. And I figured it would stop you feeling so depressed about how much hair you’re moulting all over your flat. Because now the cat can moult its hair with you!’


As expected, FP did moult all over Reeva’s flat. Her black and white hairs relentlessly found their way on to every single item of her owner’s predominantly all-black and all-cream wardrobe, which meant Reeva now spent several extra hours a week cleaning. This was just one example of FP failing to lower Reeva’s stress levels and instead managing to do the exact opposite. Because FP did not like being showered in hugs, strokes, belly rubs or anything that would release stress-busting oxytocin in her owner. She’d accept three hugs a day from Reeva – all before 6 a.m. – before asserting her boundaries and biting her. Her favourite hobby appeared to be turning up her little wet nose at all Reeva’s efforts to make her life better, like bulk-buying the overpriced organic food she was currently refusing to eat.


Which was why Reeva was now on her knees on the kitchen floor, waving a bowl of Chicken Princess at a cat who was completely ignoring her.


‘She . . . doesn’t eat her food?’ asked Nick.


‘She only likes the cheap stuff,’ explained Reeva. ‘But I can’t let her eat it. It’s only 5 per cent meat and 95 per cent unknown substances.’


‘You sound exactly like my friends who have kids,’ laughed Nick. ‘The ones that shop at Waitrose.’


Reeva suddenly realized she was crouched on the floor of her flat like a crazy cat-lady while an incredibly attractive man – a man who did not like cats – watched everything. She stood up quickly. ‘You know what, she can eat the cheap stuff for once.’ She pulled out a pouch of processed lamb and let the firm jelly plop satisfyingly into a bowl. FP instantly ran over and gobbled it up at record speed, purring loudly. Reeva shook her head. ‘Wow, I wish a bowl of 25-pence meat could cheer me up that much. I’d eat £5 worth.’


‘I didn’t realize you needed cheering up so badly. Am I not doing my job properly?’


‘Oh, no, it’s just . . . uh, I’ve had a tough day.’


‘Really, what’s wrong? And why am I only just hearing about all this now?’


Reeva hesitated. She had avoided mentioning her dad drama throughout dinner, instead choosing to share funny anecdotes about her clients, making Nick laugh so much he’d almost choked on his tuna taco. He’d called her ‘hilarious’ and said she was the most interesting woman he’d ever dated. Reeva hadn’t wanted him to switch those adjectives for ‘unhinged’ and ‘dramatic’, so she hadn’t said anything. ‘Um . . . I just have some family stuff going on. But it’s a lot, and there’s no need to go into it with you, honestly. I mean, it’s intense.’


‘Of course,’ said Nick, leaning against her dove-grey cupboards (with gold handles; they matched the gold frames of the Vogue prints hanging on her walls), looking so perfectly at home in her flat that Reeva was starting to wonder how she’d ever enjoyed being there without him. ‘You don’t have to say anything at all. But I’m here if you want to.’


Reeva bit her lip. She was so aware of not wanting to fuck this up. Nick was the best guy she’d dated in a long time, even though he hardly ticked any of the boxes she’d been so obsessed with in her twenties. No previous marriages, for one thing, and a similar age to her. Nick was divorced, and at forty-three, he was also nine years older than her. While his lifestyle – jetting around the world to manage famous singers – was not conducive to the calm family set-up that Reeva had desperately craved ever since she had been shuttled off to boarding school. But after four years of dating in her thirties, she was now aware that this stuff didn’t really matter. What mattered was that Nick came closest to hitting the Holy Quartet – the relationship checklist she’d invented with Lakshmi – out of any guy she’d been with since Rakesh. When she was with him, she felt 1. true desire, 2. genuinely interested in him, 3. a fun lightness, and 4. safe to be herself. Well, almost.


Reeva knew that the safety normally came with time, but it had been three months, and she was still scared to show Nick even 10 per cent of her crazy. She knew she had to try to show him her authentic self by being more vulnerable with him – only then would she be able to see if he was right for her. Or, at least, that was what a podcast on ‘feeling safe in relationships after childhoods filled with abandonment’ had told her.


‘Okay, well, um, my mum called me this morning from Mumbai to say my dad is dead,’ said Reeva. ‘No, it’s fine, you don’t need to look so sad for me! I thought he’d already died. When I was five. But turns out, nope, he only just died today. They’d kept the fact he was alive a secret from me and my sisters. And, yeah, so, now I have to obey his last dying wish, and go and spend thirteen days at his house, grieving with my sisters. It’s one of the stipulations in the will, for his inheritance.’ She paused. ‘Does that make sense?’


‘Uh, wow.’ Nick looked taken aback. ‘Yeah. That is a lot. God, I can’t believe your mum pretended he was dead, and . . . now he is. It’s so dramatic.’


‘Welcome to my family,’ said Reeva, suddenly aware that she didn’t feel as safe as she’d hoped she would. Was it her fault? His?


‘So, are you going to go? And your mum, is she coming? To explain it all?’


Reeva snorted, then tried to cover it up with a cough. ‘Uh, no. She’s conveniently stuck in Mumbai on a film set, so she can’t come over. Her lawyers were the ones who properly explained the whole thing to me. I guess I have to go. My sisters won’t get their share of the money unless I turn up.’


‘Your mum’s on a Bollywood film set?’


Reeva flushed. She’d purposely avoided telling Nick about her mum. But now it was too late. ‘She mainly just sings playback. She only acts occasionally.’


‘Wait.’ Nick’s face lit up. ‘Your mum’s not . . . Saraswati?’


‘You know her?’


‘Of her!’ cried Nick. ‘She’s major! One of my artists wanted her on his backing track, but she was too busy.’


Reeva shrugged awkwardly. ‘That’s Mum.’


‘That’s amazing! I can’t believe I didn’t realize until now – you look so similar! But you have different surnames?’


‘She went back to her maiden name once my dad, well, didn’t die.’


‘Isn’t she married to M. J. Shah? How come you never mentioned it before?!’


‘I . . . don’t really like to make a thing of it. But yes, they’re married.’


‘Wow. She’s a total legend. You must be so proud of her.’


Reeva forced herself to smile. ‘Right.’ This was why she hated talking about her mum – people always made so many assumptions about how she must feel about it all, when the truth was she wished she had a mum with a normal job. It was at times like this she felt the loss of not speaking to her sisters – they were the only ones who knew how she felt.


‘Are you okay?’ asked Nick. He took her hand and led her over to the oval glass table with its suede teal chairs. ‘Let’s sit a moment. This is all pretty big stuff. You must be so overwhelmed. I can’t imagine how I’d feel if I found out that the dad I thought had died when I was a kid had been alive all this time.’


Reeva felt tears springing to her eyes. She blinked them away in alarm. She hadn’t cried once since her mum called – she hadn’t even felt the need to – but hearing Nick repeat the facts to her made everything feel more real. And his obvious shock made Reeva realize the enormity of what had happened. She just hadn’t let herself recognize it until now.


She laughed in embarrassment as she ran her finger under her eyes. ‘Sorry. I guess it is a lot.’


‘You don’t need to apologize.’


‘Sorry,’ said Reeva automatically. ‘God.’ She put her head into her hands. Growing up, all she’d ever wished for was her dad to still be alive. She couldn’t really remember him, and even though her mum didn’t talk particularly highly of him (‘Oh, we had nothing in common. No idea why we ever thought marriage was a good idea’), Reeva had idealized this man she’d never really known. Every time her mum let her down, promising she’d read her a bedtime story and then blowing kisses and apologies at her as she went out to a last-minute party, or sending her PA to parents’ evening because she was still on set, Reeva had fantasized about what life would be like if her dad was still alive. He would have read stories to her, he would have turned up to parents’ evening, and he definitely would have remembered that she hated raisins.


And now, all these years later, she was finding out that he had been alive all that time. He’d been living just two hours away, and no one had told her. She could have had a dad. But she’d been denied her biggest dream, and she had no idea why. Had he not wanted her? Had he had another family? No, the lawyers had told her he’d never remarried or had more kids. But then why hadn’t he come back to the kids he already had? Reeva’s lips trembled. She’d thought she’d already been dealt a lifetime’s worth of rejection by her mum and then Rakesh, but now she was being given a whole new dose: a dad who’d rejected her for twenty-nine years.


‘What are you thinking?’ asked Nick. ‘It must be a lot to process.’


Reeva swallowed and forced herself to lift her head up and smile. She didn’t want to break down in front of Nick. It was way too soon for that. ‘Yep. Families.’


‘I can’t even imagine. Mine is painfully normal, I’m afraid. But I’m happy to offer up a sympathetic ear.’


‘Thanks, Nick. I appreciate it. But don’t worry. I’ll be okay.’


‘I don’t doubt it. You’re so strong – it’s one of my favourite things about you. My exes were always emotional wrecks. They couldn’t handle anything. But you’re always so calm when you talk about your life. I feel like you can handle anything.’


Reeva glowed. She felt so lucky to be with Nick – someone who effortlessly complimented her and made her feel special. When she’d broken up with Rakesh and her life had fallen apart, she’d found it impossible to believe she’d ever be happy with a man again. How could she, when Rakesh had been so right for her? They’d loved doing all the same things – long walks on the Heath at the weekend, cosy pub suppers, organizing fun trips away with their (well, his, but they’d become hers, too) friends – and, most importantly, they’d always understood each other. Rakesh had been the one person she’d never had to explain herself to. He just got it. How lonely she felt sometimes. How law made so much more sense than her emotions. How her family meant the world to her, no matter how they treated her. Until he’d ruined everything.


Nick wasn’t anything like Rakesh – he was much more of an extrovert, and his life was so glamorous that she couldn’t imagine he’d ever be content with the quiet stability she’d had with Rakesh. But he was kind. Interesting. Fun. A lot more fun than Rakesh, actually. And she had a connection with him. After all the bad first dates she’d gone on, she’d given up hope of ever having that again. But now that she’d found it, she was desperate not to lose it – especially not by crying on him about her dad.


She cleared her throat. ‘Anyway, I probably shouldn’t have too late of a night. It looks like I’m going to have to go to Leicester tomorrow.’


‘Leicester?’


‘Where my dad lived. I have to go to his house with my sisters, for these nightly prayers. And, you know, figure out the whole family secret. I am not looking forward to it.’


‘I’m sorry,’ said Nick, with an expression that did genuinely look sorry. ‘How long will you be there for?’


‘Thirteen days. Although’ – Reeva’s face brightened – ‘it started today, so I’ll only be there for twelve days. I’m sure I can convince the lawyers to look past it.’ Her face clouded. ‘But it’s still not great timing. One of my clients is desperately trying to stop his ex from taking their kids to live abroad. But he’s a struggling artist, while she’s insanely rich – which means she’s got all the power and he could go from seeing his kids weekly to seeing them once a year. It just makes me so angry to think she’d ruin her kids’ lives just for her own selfish reasons!’ Reeva paused, then grinned. ‘Which is why I hired a private investigator, who found out she has a coke habit and turned up to parents’ evening high.’


Nick laughed. ‘Of course you did. I love how into your job you are. And it sounds like you do it for all the right reasons, rather than just for the money.’


Reeva blushed. ‘Oh, that’s just how it works with family law. You can’t help but feel for your clients because you end up knowing every detail of their personal lives. Even the things neither of you want to know.’


‘I wish you’d been my divorce lawyer; that would have made the whole process a hell of a lot less painful.’ Nick suddenly shook his head. ‘I’m sorry. I can’t believe I’m bringing up my divorce on a date. Sorry. So, when you’re in Leicester, maybe . . . I could come up and visit? Moral support?’


An image of Jaya flirting with Nick while Sita grilled him about his extravagant lifestyle flashed into Reeva’s head. She swallowed an urge to gag. ‘Uh, no, you don’t have to. I think it’s going to be pretty full-on. And, you know, family time.’ Then she remembered Lakshmi’s top piece of advice with men: thank them every time they offer to do something for you, even if it’s the total opposite of what you want; otherwise, they may never offer again. ‘But that’s a really lovely thought, thank you.’


‘Sure. Well, you know where I am if you need me. Do you want to head to bed?’


‘Yes, please. I need today to end. No offence.’


‘None taken.’ Nick stood up and reached out a hand. ‘Coming?’


‘You go ahead. I just need to turn FP’s robot on so she can play with it. I’ll come soon.’


‘Oh, yes, you will. If I have anything to do with it . . .’


Reeva couldn’t help smiling as Nick leaned in to kiss her again. It was perfect timing. She had had enough of talking about her family – more than enough – and if there was one thing that was going to take her mind off it all, it was climbing straight into bed with Nick and his very sizeable appendage.
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Chapter 3


Day 2


Reeva pulled up outside a compact, semi-detached house in a quiet cul-de-sac. Her father’s home. It looked surprisingly normal. All the houses on the road – and those in the surrounding maze of Elizabeth Street, Victoria Road and Edward Place that Reeva had got lost in – were identical. Light terracotta brick, bright white window frames with symmetrical net curtains, and little green front lawns with a singular apple tree bang in the middle. They all looked like the kind of house a child would draw, complete with a chimney on top and a car in the driveway. Reeva pushed her nineties’ tortoiseshell sunglasses high up on to her head so she could better inspect the house. It looked surprisingly cheery, considering it belonged to a man who had been living estranged from his three daughters. She wasn’t sure what she’d been expecting – something more gothic, depressing? But this just looked ordinary. The only noticeable oddity was that her father had lived there alone. Judging by the plastic bicycles and balls in the adjacent gardens, it was very much a family neighbourhood. But Hemant Mehta had chosen to live there without his family – without having the courtesy to tell his family or even let them know he was living, anywhere.


Reeva forced herself to leave the safety of her car. She still couldn’t believe she was doing this. But here she was, standing outside her father’s home, next to her black Mini Cooper, with two weeks’ worth of clothing in her suitcase. Lakshmi had agreed to move into her flat to take care of FP, Lee had been left with no option but to tell her to take as much time as she needed after Reeva had cc-ed HR into an email, and Nick had given her a post-coital kiss goodbye that morning, promising to call as soon as he got to work. Reeva checked her phone in case she’d missed his call. She hadn’t.


With a sigh, Reeva put her phone away and dragged her leather carry-on up the paved stone drive. She could do this. Everything would be fine. She took a deep breath and reached out to press the old-fashioned bell, but before her finger could touch the plastic the front door swung open to reveal a young woman in thick, black square glasses. Her dark hair was pulled into a messy bun and her arms were crossed firmly across her oversized grey jumper. ‘Took you long enough.’


‘Sita. Hi,’ said Reeva, lugging her stuff on to the porch step, and noticing that her sister made zero effort to help. ‘So, this is it, huh? Dad’s house.’
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