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Chapter 1: Final Words and New Beginnings
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Sadie stood outside the sterile hospital room, her father's dismissive words still echoing in her ears. "She can go now, if she wants," Damian had said, with the casual indifference one might use to shoo away a fly. She turned to leave, throwing back a quip, "Keep your ears up, keep fit," as if she were heading to a gym session rather than potentially away from her father's last moments.

The hospital corridors felt colder as she walked away, her mind replaying their conversation. Damian, ever the pragmatist, had managed to discuss his girlfriend's surgery, his son's bizarre relationship, and his disdain for Sadie's presence all in one breath.

Back in her car, Sadie reflected on the absurdity of it all. "I hope these aren't his last words," she thought, "Here was a man, my father, whose final words to me could've been penned by a motivational poster gone wrong." Not exactly the 'I love you' every daughter dreams of," she muttered to herself, starting the engine with more force than necessary.

Her phone buzzed—a message from her brother Scott, with his usual demands.
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SADIE DROVE, NOT TOWARDS her small flat in Bath, but towards Chiswick, the family home that now loomed like a battleground. Her thoughts drifted to her mother, who had passed away over twenty years ago, and had insisted Sadie should inherit her car, fearing her daughter might never afford one. "Thanks for the vote of confidence, Mom," Sadie said aloud, her voice laced with both sarcasm and sorrow.

Arriving at the house, she walked through the door, the silence greeting her like an old friend. This house, filled with architectural accolades and cold memories, was now hers to deal with. She remembered her father's disdain for her career choices, his voice dripping with sarcasm, "Oh, it's nice that you write, but you don't have to show it to anyone."

Later that evening, after a call where Damian seemed unusually sentimental, discussing art and his past works, Sadie felt a rare connection. But the warmth of that conversation didn't last. The next morning, Damian called to say that doctors had informed him he didn't have long to live; his health was deteriorating, and his heart would eventually stop. Shocked, Sadie promised to come to the hospital immediately so he wouldn't have to be alone. Through tears, Damian spoke about his inheritance, pleading, "Please promise me, that you kids won't fight over the inheritance." Sadie had only seen her father crying twice; once when her mother was diagnosed with cancer, and now.

Saturday morning, the call came. "Your father passed away early this morning at 6 a.m., peacefully," the hospital nurse said over the phone. Damian was gone.

Within two hours of hearing the sad news, Scott's first words were, "The family home should have been left to me, not Sadie. She wasn't even in a position to handle the finances. I would be so much better suited."

Sadie, ever the peacemaker, promised to honor their father's wishes, though she knew the battle for the estate was just beginning. It was then, in response to Scott's comment that she couldn't handle the estate, that Sadie decided to transform this house into something more than just a monument to Damian's ego. The architecture was undeniably cool, with its sleek lines and modern design, but it lacked the coziness that makes a house a home. She'd breathe life into those spaces, adding warmth to complement the impressive structure, making it not only a showcase of Damian's vision but also a place filled with laughter and comfort.
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Chapter 2: Bath
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Back in Bath, Sadie could immerse herself in the serene embrace of nature, walking for hours with nothing but the sounds of birds and rustling leaves for company, offering panoramic views of the picturesque countryside. She adored the lively yet historic streets of Bath, its ancient waterside including the Roman Baths, and the literary legacy of Jane Austen, which infused the city with a timeless charm. Her home was nestled in one of the city's characteristic yellow stone buildings, a small estate reimagined by Damian's architecture firm. She had moved there upon returning from her expat stint in Singapore, grateful for Damian's foresight; London's soaring property prices had made his offer of a reserved flat an appealing sanctuary.

However, the tranquility of Bath was a stark contrast to the family discord following Damian's funeral arrangements. Scott had turned volatile towards Sadie, especially as the inheritance dispute intensified. He felt disadvantaged by the estate's division and now openly threatened Sadie's claim to the house, despite the will still being in probate. Sadie, meanwhile, had already begun clearing out old items and planning renovations, setting her sights on moving back to London. The estate, a lovingly restored heritage building in Chiswick, became the focal point of contention with Scott trying to impede every step she took.

With inheritance arrangements underway, Sadie spearheaded the efforts while Scott opposed every action, and Piers decided to withdraw for a while by taking a long holiday.

Amid this familial strife, Sadie's professional life offered a reprieve. She secured a contract to document a renovation for her interior design blog—a project at the picturesque Lansdown Crescent in Bath. This assignment was to be a series of articles detailing the renovation's progress weekly, providing not just creative engagement but also vital financial support. With Damian's estate tied up in legal limbo, thanks to Scott's objections, this project was crucial. Although each sibling had power of attorney, the lack of notarization left financial institutions wary, freezing assets.

This writing gig was more than just work; it was a buoy in turbulent waters, supplemented by the modest rent from her flat in the Bath estate, a small legacy from her father's careful planning.

The quaint café, tucked away near the Pulteney Bridge, was the kind of place where the baristas knew your name. Sadie entered, the bell above the door tinkling softly, and scanned the room for the man she was to meet, Mr. Alex Chen, the project manager with a significant stake in the Lansdown Crescent renovation.

She spotted him at a corner table by the window, his profile sharp against the soft light filtering through the lace curtains. He stood as she approached, a smile breaking the seriousness of his features.

"Sadie?" His voice had a smooth, transatlantic cadence, hinting at his dual heritage.

"Alex, I presume?" Sadie extended her hand, which he took with a firm yet gentle grip.

"Please," he gestured to the seat opposite. "I've taken the liberty of ordering the house special. I hope you like it."

"Adventurous. I like that," she said, settling into her chair. "So, your project at Lansdown Crescent, it's quite ambitious. Restoring history while infusing modernity."

Alex nodded, his eyes lighting up with passion for the topic. "Exactly. It's about preserving the soul of Bath while offering something... unexpected. Like this place," he gestured around, "hidden but full of character."

Sadie smiled, "I can see why you'd pick here for our meeting. It's off the beaten path, much like your approach to renovations."

Their drinks arrived, a concoction of local herbs and exotic spices. "To new projects," Alex toasted, lifting his cup.

"And to uncovering hidden gems," Sadie added, clinking her cup against his. 

They sipped, and Alex leaned in, his tone conversational yet imbued with a flirty edge, "So, Sadie, what's your angle? You write about interiors, but what really gets your gears turning?"

"Transformations," she replied without hesitation. "Taking something with history, with stories etched into its walls, and giving it a new chapter. Much like people, I suppose."

"Intriguing," Alex mused. "And do you believe people can be renovated as easily as buildings?"

Sadie laughed, "Perhaps with more resistance. Buildings don't argue back."

He chuckled, the sound rich and inviting. "True. But where's the fun in that? Resistance can lead to the most interesting outcomes."

Their conversation flowed effortlessly from architecture to art, from the bustling markets of Asia where Alex spent much of his time, to the serene English countryside they both appreciated for different reasons.

"You've got that globetrotter vibe," Sadie noted, enjoying the dynamic exchange. "How do you balance it with the stillness projects like Crescent View require?"

"It's about grounding," Alex said, his gaze lingering on her. "Finding anchors in both worlds. Do you find that writing serves as your anchor?"

"It's more of a sail," Sadie corrected playfully. "It takes me places. But yes, it keeps me connected, much like this project might."

"Well then, let's navigate these waters together," Alex proposed, his eyes holding a mix of professional interest and something more personal.

"I look forward to it," Sadie responded, feeling the spark of a connection that promised more than just a professional relationship. "Let's make some history at Lansdown Crescent."

Their meeting extended well beyond business talks, laced with laughter and the undercurrent of mutual attraction, setting the stage for what was to come.
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SADIE CHOSE TO WALK home despite Alex's offer for a ride. The evening air was refreshing, and she needed time to think. Strolling along the Upper Borough Walls, past quaint little shops, she felt a whirl of emotions. Alex wasn't at all what she had anticipated—a typical middle-aged construction manager. Instead, he was youthful, worldly, with a sharp wit that had captivated her during their coffee conversation.

However, her pondering was cut short by the jarring ring of her phone. It was Scott, and his voice was a cold splash of reality. He had unilaterally rescheduled the funeral, his tone aggressive as he
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