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Prologue

The Californian sun streamed through the window,
highlighting the house she was looking at on the computer screen.
Meadowbrook Manor, a boutique hotel in Somerset, the UK.
The house drew her in as she peered at the big windows, the
impressive front door, the inviting interior as shown in the photos
that had been taken of the inside. She could almost see, almost
feel herself there.

She noticed a tear sliding down her cheek, which surprised
her, as she hadn’t realised she’d been crying. She angrily brushed
it away. There had been so much, too much that had brought her
to this point, and as she stared at the hotel she begged it to give
her the answer she needed. Although it felt hopeless, she was
desperate to understand. After a while, she felt her heart start to
warm. She knew it was crazy, but it really felt as if Meadowbrook
was talking to her, calling her.

Before she had time to change her mind she pulled up another
website, this time for flights, and with a few clicks she’d booked
herself a ticket. She hoped, no she knew, in her heart that it was
the right thing to do. That ticket was going to take her to just
where she needed to be.
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Chapter One

Pippa could feel a smile inching its way across her face
before she opened her eyes. Today was going to be a good day.
She sprang out of bed with childlike enthusiasm, opening the
curtains in her small bedroom that overlooked Meadowbrook’s
magnificent gardens. Meadowbrook Manor, a grand Georgian
house, had been home to her and her three siblings for their entire
childhood. They’d lived with just their father, Andrew Singer,
throughout most of this time, as their mother had passed away
when Pippa was only four years old.

And since Andrew’s death, Meadowbrook had become much
more than just a family home to the Singer siblings. They’'d
turned it into a boutique five-star hotel.

Pippa looked out at the sweeping gardens. Even in winter, they
were perfectly maintained and deserving of the reputation that
made them an attraction. They had been her father’s pride and
joy, so they remained important to Pippa and her three siblings,
as did the animal sanctuary that lay just beyond — another great
love of their father’s before he passed away.

She took a moment to enjoy the view that stretched out over
the Mendip countryside. It was a rare interlude, as Pippa was
now busier than ever. Opening and running the hotel was pretty
much the only job she’d ever had, but she was lucky that she
loved doing it. She was a people person, so managing a hotel,
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charming the guests, making sure their every whim was catered
for, played to her strengths. Although her sister and two brothers
were involved in the hotel in their own way, it was still largely
her baby. The only baby she had.

She brushed this negative thought away. She often thought
about how just a few short years ago she’d been married to Mark,
a controlling man who’d turned out to be ruthless and uncaring.
But she didn’t see it until it was almost too late, as one often did
in such relationships, and since then she’d been largely single.

Before her divorce, Pippa had always thought she’d have
children and become a mum, rather than run a hotel, but she
had learnt the hard way that life didn’t always work out the way
you thought it would. And she was better off now. Surrounded
by her siblings and their partners, she did sometimes feel a little
sad about being single, but she was only thirty-two, after all —
it wasn’t as if she was an old maid just yet ... although she felt
like it at times. Pippa once again pushed those negative thoughts
away. Lately, she’d been letting negativity creep into her head,
but not today.

She hopped around the room with an energy that seemed
on endless supply since the hotel opened. Though the first few
months had been anxious ones, Pippa had barely come up for
air, but now the hotel had found its rhythm. In fact, Pippa was
preparing a party to celebrate its one-year anniversary.

Like with many things at Meadowbrook, the anniversary
was slightly unconventional in that they were celebrating over



a month early. The official opening of the hotel had been held
on Valentine’s Day last year, and her brother Gus’s wedding
to Meadowbrook garden designer, Amanda, had marked that
occasion. But as they had bookings this year for those in search
of romance, they were holding the party early during the first
week of January. Not only was it quiet, but everyone involved
with Meadowbrook would also welcome a party to fend off the
post-Christmas and New Year blues. No one she knew did dry
January, after all. Her brother Freddie said if you were going to
pick a month to give up drinking, why pick the coldest, longest
and most depressing? She had to admit he had a point.

Although they all had different strengths and often bickered,
the Singer siblings all agreed that Pippa should take the lead on
the hotel as manager and they supported her in different ways.
She often wondered what her father would think of her now.
Andrew Singer was driven, complicated, successful and loving,
and she missed him every single day.

Harriet Singer was the business brain behind Meadowbrook,
the hotel and the animal sanctuary, as well as their father’s
various investments and complicated estate. Gus, the second
oldest, took care of the gardens; Amanda and he ran a gardening
company that was hugely in demand. He also painted and ran
increasingly popular painting workshops at the hotel. Freddie,
her third sibling, was sort of her co-manager but he ran the bar,
his particular area of interest, and took care of all the marketing
and social media. Somehow, they’d figured out how to do this



together, without too much fighting. They’d almost made it to a
year with no casualties at the very least, and Meadowbrook was
open for business.

After showering, Pippa dried herself and pulled on a pair of
jeans and a new cream jumper. Having kept this weekend free
of guests for the anniversary party, the hotel felt eerily quiet, and
Pippa wasn’t used to being here on her own. But this morning, for
a little while at least, it was just her. She smiled as she made her
way to the kitchen and poured a large mug of coffee. She leant
against the counter, thankful for a moment’s peace and quiet.
Yes, today was going to be a good day ...
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