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Dedication

For Ken and Pam




Epigraph


‘Marriage is not a destination, but a journey.’

Bernard Dsa






Something Old

Granny Ruth’s Wedding Cake 

 

 

Ingredients

350g (12oz) plain flour

1 tsp mixed spice 

100g (3½oz) ground almonds

4 medium eggs

225g (8oz) unsalted butter

225g (8oz) caster sugar

225g (8oz) currants

225g (8oz) sultanas

225g (8oz) raisins

100g (3½oz) glacé cherries, halved

100g (3½oz) cut mixed peel

A quality brandy and a nip of whisky

A dash of milk

Method

Macerate the currants, sultanas and raisins in brandy overnight.

Preheat an oven to 150°C/Fan 130°C/Gas mark 2. Grease and line a cake tin, using either a 23-cm (9-inch) round or 20.5-cm (8-inch) square tin. Sieve the flour and mixed spice into a bowl and add the almonds. 

Beat the eggs together with a little milk. Soften the butter. Cube and cream the butter together with the sugar. Slowly stir in the flour and then the egg mixture. When completely mixed, add the soaked dried fruit, cherries and mixed peel. Stir until evenly distributed. Place the mixture into the prepared tin and protect the top with baking parchment paper. 

Bake for about 3¼ to 4 hours. Remove from the oven and allow to cool slightly. Turn onto a wire rack. Pour a small amount of brandy and a nip of whisky over the cake whilst warm. 

Allow to cool thoroughly. Wrap in greaseproof paper and then tinfoil, store in an airtight container. Store for at least six weeks before use, feeding once a week with a tablespoon of brandy. Decorate as required using an apricot glaze, marzipan and white icing.

For a larger, wedding-style cake, depending on the size of tins, make double or triple the mixture.
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‘Oh my … that is just beautiful, Rachel.’ A tear crowded Jill’s eye as she watched her daughter step out from the changing room.

A slow smile spread across Rachel’s face. ‘I like it too.’ 

It did feel strange though, being in a ‘frock’, as Granny Ruth would have called it, and not just any old frock – an off-white, gorgeous, lace-detailed, to-the-floor wedding frock. It had a hint of boho chic about it, just perfect for her countryside summer wedding. Rachel did a small twirl in the middle of the shop, then caught sight of herself in the full-length mirror, and paused. Hah, she hardly looked like herself at all; she was usually dressed in old jeans and wellies and could even sometimes be found out on the farm in a practical green boiler suit, which was highly glamorous. Ooh, it was a lovely feeling to be wearing something so special, but strange too.

‘I think we might’ve found the one, Mum.’ She had a lump in her throat as she spoke. 

‘I think so too, love.’ Her mum nodded with a proud and happy look on her face.

Rachel had also found the one in Tom Watson. Just thinking about him and their impending marriage made her heart swell, yet there was still a trace of disbelief that all this had happened to her over the past few months. Tom was her long-time friend and neighbour; their relationship had blossomed into something so much more, taking them both rather by storm, a most beautiful, soul-drenching storm. 

‘Gosh, your dad would be so proud if he could see you now, Rachel.’

‘Oh Mum, it’ll be so strange not having him there on my special day, won’t it?’

‘I know, love, but he’d want you to enjoy it … to be happy. And he was always very fond of Tom, even before you and he got together. I’m sure he’d have approved.’

‘Yeah … I think he would have. But he won’t be there to walk me down the aisle, will he …?’ There would be such an empty space beside her on the day, as well as the one that she always carried inside.

‘No, love.’

Rachel sighed, then gazed at herself in the shop’s full-length mirror, her dark wavy hair falling loose down to her shoulders, her green eyes catching the light. There she was, standing in the prettiest of gowns, which hung and clung in just the right places, as if it had been made for her. The only problem was the price tag. Her mum had persuaded her to give it a try when it had caught her eye, even though it was somewhat over budget, along with a few other gowns that she’d discovered on the sale rack. She’d tried the reduced ones on first, being mindful that this was very much a wedding on a budget. They were very nice, but not quite right. 

She looked at the price tag once more, with a sigh. How could she be selfish and go ahead and get this one? It would mean a cut in the wedding budget somewhere else. Maisy, her daughter, and Maisy’s best friend Amelia, the cutest of flower girls, deserved lovely dresses, as did Eve (maid of honour) and Charlotte (her bridesmaid). There were flowers to buy, some kind of marquee or tent to organise in case of rain. They could of course do much of the buffet themselves, and they really wanted to be able to invite all their family and friends from the village and local farming community to share this happy occasion. So many people had supported them through such difficult times over the years, it’d be a wonderful way to show their appreciation. Rachel really didn’t want to have to cut the guest list.

The shop assistant stepped forward from her position near the counter. ‘Oh, that looks stunning on you, really.’ She was smiling softly, the hint of a tear in her eye. ‘I see lots of dresses come on and off and sometimes you can just see when it’s the perfect gown for the bride-to-be.’

‘But I can’t …’ Rachel began.

‘Can’t what?’ asked Jill.

‘I can’t get it … I’m sorry, Mum, I shouldn’t have tried it on. We were being silly, thinking we could stretch to this. The others were in the sale, this one isn’t. There’s so much else we need to pay out on.’

‘But I’m sure we could manage, with a bit of careful budgeting … if this is the right dress for you. It is your wedding day, after all. A once-in-a-lifetime occasion.’

‘Yes, but there’s no need for it to make us stony-broke. And I want everyone to enjoy it, not just me.’

‘Oh, I suppose … but what a shame, love.’

‘It’s fine … There’ll be another dress to catch my eye somewhere, I’m sure.’ Rachel rallied, despite the nip of disappointment, as she headed back into the changing room. She took one last longing glance at this gorgeous dress before the assistant stepped in to help undo the rear zip, ready for her to step out of it. 

‘I know it’s a long shot … I don’t suppose there’s any chance of a discount on this one?’ Rachel ventured. Well, if you didn’t ask …

‘Oh, I’m sorry, madam, but we can’t reduce this one. It’s the new season’s range, just come in, and we always try to price our dresses competitively as it is. The others you tried were the remaining few from last year’s stock, that’s why we could discount them. I’m sorry.’

Rachel gave the dress one last look, the delicate flowers appliquéd on the draped tulle skirt catching her eye, as the assistant began to place it carefully back on the hanger. Ah well, a chance to dream.

‘Are you sure?’ Jill asked, as she emerged from the changing room.

‘Yes, I’m sure. It’s lovely, but it’s just too expensive. It’s not about the dress at the end of the day, it’s about me and Tom, isn’t it?’

‘Yes, you’re right,’ her mum sighed and nodded. ‘Come on then, I don’t know about you, but all this dress shopping has just about done me in. I spotted a coffee shop over the road. Shall we go and recharge with a cappuccino?’

‘Great idea.’

Settled at a wooden table by the window of the café, Rachel could see the assistant tidying the little wedding shop after their visit. Her dress was placed back on the rail, ready for someone else to try on.

‘We’d manage somehow, you know love …’ Jill’s voice trailed off, as if she was a little disappointed too.

‘No, it wouldn’t feel right – even if it looked right – if I blew the budget already. I’m sure I can find something else that’ll do just fine.’

How Jill wished she had some secret savings stash she could dig into right now – she’d so love to make her daughter’s day. Maybe there was a way she still could?

Whilst Rachel nipped to the bathroom, Jill sketched what she could remember of the dress on a white paper napkin, while it was fresh in her mind: the simple yet flattering bodice with its V front and back, the fine tulle of the skirt with its gorgeous appliqué flower design. She then popped the drawing into her handbag. Well, you never knew …
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TWO MONTHS LATER

‘Have you remembered to put the hiking boots in, Mum?’

‘Yes, both our pairs are in.’ Jill was trailing a couple of all-weather anoraks to the Land Rover. Well, you had to be prepared for all eventualities in Scotland, rain or shine, even in May and at the supposed start of summer.

‘Prosecco?’

‘Yep, got the essentials packed, of course. The box of six is in the boot.’

‘Perfect … and I’ve got the sticky toffee puddings and the Tupperware box of meringues from Granny Ruth right here.’ Rachel perused the back of the truck. Cases in, yep, the cool bag of provisions, yes … hmm. Rachel had a mental check list but she was sure she was going to forget something. She knew she should have written it all down last night, but she’d been far too busy getting everything ready for Maisy’s next two days at school and for staying over at Amelia’s. She’d also been flat out organising everything on the farm ready to hand over to their farmhand, Simon, and Tom – her lovely, gorgeous Tom – who were taking the reins whilst she was away for her hen do. A hen do, she could barely believe it.

It felt weird packing up the truck, ready to pick up her best friend and maid of honour, Eve. It was going to be a weekend to remember, Eve had boasted, though she still hadn’t spilled on all the details. Rachel was so excited but there were a few nervous butterflies in her stomach too; as a single parent she hadn’t had a night away since Maisy had been born five years ago, and with her father’s tragic death nearly three years past, and the devastation they had endured in the aftermath, the family hadn’t been in the frame of mind to take a holiday.

Dad … memories of packing for holidays in years gone by suddenly flooded over her. Long weekends piled into a static caravan near Scarborough on the Yorkshire Coast, fish and chips sitting on the harbour at Whitby, with donkey rides on the golden sands at Filey Bay. Dad’s strong hand holding her own as they splashed up to their knees in icy-cold waves that took their breath away, laughing even as they shivered. God, she missed him. Her thoughts turned to her own little girl, Maisy, who had given her an extra big hug at the minibus pick-up that morning before school. Rachel had been left with a solid lump in her throat as she watched the bus pull away, with Maisy waving animatedly out of the window. It felt so strange to be leaving her child behind, even though she was looking forward to these few days of fun and freedom. She’d left a check list for Amelia’s dad, Ben, on top of the small overnight case she’d packed with her daughter’s favourite outfits, pyjamas and wash bag, and her comforting soft toy sheep. Maisy would be fine, she told herself. 

A couple of friends, Kirsty and Hannah, were going to make their own way to the accommodation in Oban and join them there later today, as they had younger children and were sorting out timings with grandparents and dads who were working. Close friend and bridesmaid, Charlotte, was taking a train up after work tomorrow; the best she could manage was an early finish from her Friday classroom shift at the primary school. Honestly, between her and Eve, it had needed military-style strategies to arrange this getaway.

‘Right then, Moss is in his kennel, isn’t he?’ 

Moss, their faithful Border collie, herder of sheep and tail-wagger extraordinaire, was going to be looked after by farmhand Simon, and then Granny Ruth when she came over to stay with Maisy for the Saturday night of the weekend shift. 

‘Yep, and the Pudding Pantry is in safe hands with Jan and Daniel, so it’s time to go, love,’ rallied Jill.

With that, Dan appeared on the threshold of the Pantry ready to wave them off, calling out, ‘Have a wonderful time, ladies.’

Jill gave a small sigh and waved back, looking slightly emotional herself. 

Oh gosh, they really were getting fond of each other, Rachel mused. It was still strange to think her mum had a new man on the scene, even if the romance was in its fledgling stages. It was lovely to see her mum with a spring in her step once again. But Rachel couldn’t deny it was still hard to balance that against her father’s absence. How could anybody possibly step into her father’s shoes? But, she conceded, it was so good of Dan to offer to help out at their beloved Pudding Pantry business, and for the next few days he’d certainly be a godsend. He wasn’t a bad baker himself, either, and was already getting a name for his cheese and chive triangle scones.

‘O-kay then.’ Rachel took up the driving seat of their old and slightly battered Land Rover. As she started the engine, she gave a silent prayer that it would make the four-hour journey across the border. She gazed up at the stone farmhouse as she pulled away, feeling a tug in her heartstrings. As they made their way down the farm track, the valley nestled around them, green and lush with fields of sheep happily grazing, she saw little Petie, Maisy’s now extremely big pet lamb, munching away. They passed their herd of cattle, Morag and Iona looking over the hawthorn hedge at the departing vehicle with seemingly sad, deep brown eyes. ‘Won’t be long, ladies,’ Rachel called out.

Three whole days away at a cosy wooden lodge near Oban – with her mum Jill, best friend Eve, and close mates Charlotte, Kirsty and Hannah by her side. The lodge had looked so lovely from the images on the internet, with log fires, old beams, all set in woodland beside a small lake. It even had an outside Jacuzzi with a view across the water: very chic. 

Pulling up outside Eve’s cottage five minutes later, and seeing her friend come bounding out of the front door, Rachel found herself feeling an unfamiliar buzz of freedom. 

‘Hi, Eve. Are you road-trip ready?’ She stuck her head out of the window and beeped the horn excitedly.

‘Just about, hun. I’ll go fetch my suitcase. Hi, Jill.’ She gave a merry wave.

Out she came a few minutes later with a large case – it was big enough for a fortnight, never mind three nights. Rachel hoisted it into the back of the Land Rover. ‘Blimey, how long do you think you are going for? What on earth have you got in there, the kitchen sink?’ she jested.

‘Hmm … just a few bits.’

‘Hah, are you intending to elope or something?’

A flush of colour blushed across Eve’s cheeks. ‘Don’t be so daft. It’s just a few clothes, and well, it could be all weathers. And … there’s a few extra things to make sure we have a really nice time. It’s your hen do, after all. Ooh, talking of which, there’s more still to bring from the kitchen …’ Off she dashed again, returning a couple of minutes later with yet another box of prosecco. ‘Essential hen-do supplies,’ she beamed. ‘Well, we are in the middle of nowhere. We can’t be running out of the bubbly stuff.’

‘Eve, we’re only staying a few miles from Oban. We’re not exactly going to the Outer Hebrides.’

‘Oh well, better to be prepared,’ Eve grinned.

‘Exactly,’ called Jill from the cab.

‘Oh, and there’s one last thing, there’s a lasagne all made ready on the kitchen side. If you could bring that out for me, Rach …?’

‘Really? Oh, wow, that sounds delicious.’

‘Well, I was making one for Ben and the girls to have, so I thought I’d double up. So, tonight’s supper in our cosy lodge is sorted.’

‘Aw, that’s brilliant.’ 

With the back of the Land Rover finally loaded, Eve jumped in, ready for the off. 

‘Sorted?’ asked Rachel. ‘Sure you’ve got everything?’ she added wryly.

‘Yep, sorted!’

‘Great stuff, this is exciting isn’t it,’ added Jill with a wide grin.

‘Let’s hit the road,’ announced Rachel from the driver’s seat. 

Within twenty minutes, they were over the Scottish border and winding their way along country roads, through rolling hills. The Land Rover climbed and the moorland road peaked to give them a view down over the city of Edinburgh and the wide grey Firth of Forth. The traffic began to get busier as they skirted the city on the bypass heading for Glasgow. The Land Rover was rattling on well – so far so good.

An hour later on the motorway near Glasgow, they saw a services sign.

‘Anyone else ready for a wee stop?’ chirped Eve. ‘I’ve been holding on for a while.’

‘Sounds a good idea. And a nice cup of coffee wouldn’t go amiss,’ replied Jill.

‘Oh yes, a latte is calling,’ added Rachel, flicking the indicator on.

The services car park looked busy as they pulled to a stop, with people scurrying in and out of their cars like ants. For a second, Rachel wondered where their varied lives were taking them, what journeys they were making today – the holidays planned, family visits, the trips to work. It was a world away from the peace and quiet of Primrose Farm in the Cheviot Hills.

Jill moved to gather her handbag from the footwell, just as Eve exclaimed, ‘Ooh my, eyes at two o’clock, ladies.’

‘What?’ Rachel looked around frantically. ‘Oh, I see.’ Rachel’s mouth hung open, just as Jill moved quickly to see what the fuss was about, managing to bang her head on the dashboard. The younger girls giggled.

‘Ah …’ Jill had clocked what they were staring at now, taking in the guy in the white van parked opposite them who was removing his T-shirt, oblivious to their ogling. He revealed a rather toned and tanned bare chest. 

Jill began rubbing the back of her head. ‘Crikey, I haven’t seen a body like that in a long while.’ She quirked an eyebrow.

‘Mu-um …’

‘What do you mean, Mu-um? You two are thinking the same, I’m sure.’

Actually, Rachel had seen a body like that rather recently, and was very much looking forward to getting married so she could see it every night. Her gorgeous Tom Watson.

The man had now peeled off and discarded one T-shirt to replace it with another.

‘Hmm, well, you don’t get to see that every day,’ added Eve cheekily. ‘It’s a bit like that old Coca-Cola advert, do you remember?’ 

‘Hah, yes. Probably not PC any more, but guaranteed to put a smile on a girl’s face.’

They grinned, grabbed their bags, and got down out of the Land Rover, at the very same time that Mr T made his exit from his van. He fired them a broad smile across the car park, before strolling towards the services entrance. The girls were happy to follow those long legs and pert buttocks, sneaking a glance at each other and then erupting into a fit of the giggles, suddenly feeling like teenagers again.

‘And so, the hen do begins,’ announced Eve chirpily. ‘Not at all a bad start either, ladies.’

After a quick coffee stop, they climbed back into the truck and tucked into the melt-in-the-mouth caramel brownies that Jill had baked as a surprise.

‘And, that’s not the only secret we have up our sleeves,’ Eve said conspiratorially.

‘Oh, you can’t leave it at that. Come on, spill.’ Rachel hated being left in the dark. Much of the weekend planning had been left to Eve and the other hens. What had they got in mind? 

‘Not telling …’ Eve patted the side of her nose. ‘You’ll just have to wait and see.’

It didn’t seem as if Rachel was going to find out just yet, so she turned on the engine, turned up the radio, and concentrated on the road ahead. Rachel and Jill smiled broadly as ‘Islands in the Stream’ came on, one of Dad’s old favourites, and they all sang along at the tops of their voices.
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‘Are we nearly there yet?’ chimed Jill, just like little Maisy might say.

‘Well, it says there’s only about a mile to go,’ reported Eve, checking the GPS on her phone.

They’d passed the quaint coastal town of Oban and were winding their way through narrow country lanes. The woods became denser around them, a little gloomy in fact. Rachel really hoped they weren’t going to be stuck out in the depths of nowhere like something out of Stephen King’s Misery. Some hen do that’d be!

But, soon enough, the thick pine trees gave way to open countryside again, and the road became dappled with sunlight, the bracken at each side giving the landscape a moorland feel. A red squirrel dashed across the road in front of them before leaping up into an old Scots pine. 

‘Ah, look, did you see that? What a cutie,’ Rachel exclaimed. She loved spotting wildlife.

And then, as they rounded a corner, they saw a lake shimmering silver ahead, and a wooden lodge – set back from its shoreline – came into view. Wow, what a stunning setting. Rachel’s fears were swiftly allayed as she pulled up beside the cabin.

‘Oh, what a pretty spot!’ called out Eve. ‘Even if we are miles from humanity.’

The Scottish town of Oban with its small shops, bars and restaurants was actually only five miles away, but out here it felt as if it could be a hundred miles distant. And with all the ups and downs of recent times – losing her precious father, working like a trojan at the family farm, and the pressures of single motherhood – Rachel reflected that this felt like the perfect tonic right now. And with her best friends, gorgeous mum Jill, a heap of brownies, prosecco and a whole load of wedding plans in tow, what could be better?

‘It’s beautiful,’ added Jill with a beaming smile.

‘Come on,’ Rachel leapt out of the truck. ‘Let’s go and explore.’

They climbed the wooden steps up to the balcony. Walking around the lodge, they came to the front deck that overlooked the lake. And yes, there was the fancy hot tub they had seen in the pictures online. 

‘Wow, what a place for a prosecco moment!’ Eve pointed at the Jacuzzi with a wide grin. ‘Bubbles in the bubbles.’

‘Oh yes.’

‘Sounds good to me.’

‘A pool with a view.’

And what a view.

It was a warm May day, the sky a deep azure with just the odd puff of cloud. The lake was small yet so pretty, reflecting the blue of the sky. There was a cottage nestled on the far hillside, but no other buildings near to their lodge. Nothing to disturb the view, or the noise of birdsong around them. A grey and white heron stood on one leg, concentrating on the waters beneath him. A pair of mallard ducks paddled happily, whilst a coot busied herself at the reeds on the water’s edge with three little ones swimming beside her. Rachel wondered instinctively about little Maisy and felt a stab of maternal panic. But it would all be fine, she reminded herself. Maisy was settled at school, and she’d enjoy the sleepover at Eve’s house with Amelia tonight, where Ben would be spoiling them with pizza and ice cream. It was time to switch off, Rachel realised.

They wandered back, found the key under the flower pot as instructed, and opened the door on to a gorgeous open-plan living area – all wooden beams, a cosy log fire, a large dining table and chairs, and a characterful kitchen. Perfect. Exploring the cabin with big grins on their faces, they found the four bedrooms: two doubles that overlooked the lake, a twin and a single.

‘You take a double room, Mum. Eve and I will have the other, Kirsty and Hannah can share the twin, and we’ll save the single for Charlotte.’

‘Great. And we get the lake views.’ Jill made a thumbs-up sign.

‘Absolutely.’

‘Me and Rach will be up chatting all night anyhow, knowing us pair,’ said Eve.

‘Right, well let’s go and unload all of Eve’s twenty bags from the boot then, and get our one case each Mum,’ Rachel added wryly.

‘Well, I don’t know about you lot,’ added Jill, ‘but I’m ready for a cuppa. Let’s get unloaded and I’ll get the kettle on.’

‘A cuppa, really? This is a hen do, ladies. Let’s get the prosecco opened!’ Eve grinned.

With a glass of bubbly to hand and swimming costumes on, the girls opened up the French doors and made their way to the inviting hot tub on the deck area. They climbed the three wooden steps, and one by one slipped down into the warm frothing water. 

‘Marvellous,’ said Jill, settling back in the bubbles.

‘What a spot,’ added Eve, taking in the view of the lake as a gentle breeze rippled over its waters in tiny silver waves. 

‘Ahh, this is what it’s all about,’ Rachel said slumping back, just managing to keep her glass above water level as the bubbles rose over her shoulders. ‘Oops, don’t want to water this stuff down.’

‘Bliss.’ Eve gave a small sigh.

‘Oh, and now we’re finally here with time to think, I’ll need to talk over some of the wedding plans with you lot too,’ said Rachel.

‘Absolutely, that’s what we’re here for, after all.’ Eve smiled warmly.

‘Can you believe it’s only seven weeks to go until the big day?’ Rachel pulled a panicked face. ‘It’s all creeping up so fast. July will be here before we know it.’

‘I know. Time’s flying just now,’ added her mum.

‘And … I’m getting slightly worried that I still haven’t chosen a dress yet,’ confessed Rachel with a sigh. ‘I’ve a feeling I’m going to end

























































































































A LETTER FROM CAROLINE

Thank you so much for choosing to read Summer at Rachel’s Pudding Pantry. I hope you’ve enjoyed spending time with the fabulous Swinton family at Primrose Farm. Hopefully you’ve been curled up with this novel with some scrumptious pudding to hand!

If you have enjoyed this book, please don’t hesitate to get in touch or leave a review. I always love hearing my readers’ reactions, and a comment or review also makes a real difference in helping new readers to discover my books for the first time. You’d make an author very happy. [image: Smiling emoji]

You are welcome to pop along to my Facebook, Instagram and Twitter pages. Please share your news, views, recipe tips, and drop by to read all about my favourite bakes and the inspirations behind my writing. It’s lovely to make new friends, so keep in touch.

Thanks again, take care, and see you soon! 

Caroline x

Facebook: /CarolineRobertsAuthor

Instagram: @carolinerobertsauthor

Twitter: @_caroroberts
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Looking for more love, laughter and pudding at Primrose Farm?

Don’t miss the other unforgettable novels in the Pudding Pantry series
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Can Ellie bake her way to a happy ever after? A deliciously heartwarming novel for fans of Lucy Diamond and Milly Johnson.

When Ellie Hall lands her dream job running the little teashop in the beautiful but crumbling Claverham Castle, it’s the perfect escape from her humdrum job in the city. Life is definitely on the rise as Ellie replaces spreadsheets for scones, and continues her Nanna’s brilliant baking legacy.

When Lord Henry, the stick-in-the-mud owner, threatens to burst her baking bubble with his old-fashioned ways, Ellie wonders if she might have bitten off more than she can chew. But cupcake by cupcake she wins the locals over, including teashop stalwart, Doris, and Ellie’s showstopping bakes look set to go down in castle history!

Now all that’s missing in Ellie’s life is a slice of romance – can Joe, the brooding estate manager, be the one to put the cherry on the top of Ellie’s dream?

 

Click here to buy now 9780008125394




Ellie’s baking adventures continue in this second, deliciously festive Cosy Teashop novel. Don’t miss this Christmas showstopper!

[image: Advertisement image: The Cosy Christmas Tea Shop by Caroline Roberts]

From sleigh bells to wedding bells …

After a rocky start, Ellie Hall baked her way into everyone’s hearts at Claverham Castle – even the miserly Lord Henry was won over – and the run-down teashop regained its old sparkle.

Now Ellie has upgraded cupcakes for fairytale masterpieces as the proud caterer for an ever-growing list of weddings at the castle. The teashop team love baking to the tune of happy ever afters, but can they pull together when a certain bridezilla pushes them all to boiling point?

Christmas is just around the corner, and a last minute booking threatens to snow the team under. Ellie and her hunky hubby Joe have their own Christmas dreams to chase, but they’re determined to pull through and give this special couple the winter wonderland wedding they deserve.

 

Click here to buy now 9780008212674




[image: Advertisement image: My Summer of Magic Moments by Caroline Roberts]

‘I loved this book. Pure escapism at its best’ Sun

Claire is ready for a bright new chapter. Winding her way to the coast for a cosy cottage retreat, she prays that three weeks of blissful peace and summer sunshine will wash away the pain of the last year.

Claire’s a survivor – she’s growing proud of the scars that prove it – and she’s determined to make the most of each and every day, to seize those little magic moments that give life its sparkle.

Her plan for peaceful solitude goes awry when handsome, brooding Ed turns up in the cottage next door. Will a little summer romance prove the worst distraction? Or might it be the perfect remedy?

 

Click here to buy now 9780008236267




[image: Advertisement image: The Cosy Christmas Chocolate Shop by Caroline Roberts]

The snow is falling, the hot chocolate’s warming, and hearts are melting …

Emma is the proud owner of The Chocolate Shop by the Sea, nestled in the heart of the cosy seaside village that’s become her home. With Christmas right around the corner, she and her assistant Holly are busy cooking up the locals’ festive favourites.

From cinnamon hot chocolates to reindeer lollipops, Christmas wouldn’t taste the same without a little cocoa magic. And for Emma it’s the perfect distraction from her romantic pains of the past. So when the shop’s miserly landlord threatens to hike up the rent, Emma’s Christmas and New Year suddenly look a lot less cheerful.

With the whole village rallying behind her – and loyal spaniel Alfie by her side – Emma’s determined to hold onto her chocolate-box dream.

The chocolate calendar countdown is on. Can Emma rescue her business and her broken heart?

 

Click here to buy now 9780008236298




[image: Advertisement image: The Cosy Seaside Chocolate Shop by Caroline Roberts]

When Emma opened her gorgeous little chocolate shop in the harbour village of Warkton-by-the-Sea, she realised a lifelong dream. Love is also blossoming with her hunky beau, Max, who’s slowly healing her fragile heart.

Summer is here and life has never felt so sweet. Until the rainclouds start to gather …

A rival sweet shop and killjoy landlord give Emma a headache, and when a face from the past turns up unannounced, Emma finds herself spiralling down memory lane. With Max’s crazy work schedule driving him to distraction, Emma’s in danger of making some choices she might regret …

With close friends, spaniel Alfie, and the whole village behind her, can Emma get the chocolate shop and her love life back on track?

 

Click here to buy now 9780008295554
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Brimming with emotion and tension, The Desperate Wife is an unforgettable novel about love, loss, and the impossible choices that life deals us.

 

 

His secret tore her world apart …

Kate believed she had it all. A loving husband, two beautiful little girls, and a million happy memories still to collect. Everything was how it should be – a family, together.

But Kate discovers she has been living a lie.

Her husband, Michael, has betrayed her in the most unimaginable way, tearing all love and trust to pieces.

Feeling lost and alone, Kate doesn’t know what to believe anymore. With Michael’s secrets exposed and her marriage hanging by a thread, she fears that life may never be the same again.

Only Kate holds the power to forgive. But what will it take to forget?

*Previously published as The Torn Up Marriage*

 

Click here to buy now 9780008125387
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About the Author

Caroline Roberts lives in the wonderful Northumberland countryside with her husband and credits the sandy beaches, castles and rolling hills around her as inspiration for her writing. Caroline is the Kindle bestselling author of the ‘Pudding Pantry’ and ‘Cosy Teashop’ series. She enjoys writing about relationships; stories of love, loss and family, which explore how beautiful and sometimes complex love can be. A slice of cake, glass of bubbly and a cup of tea would make her day – preferably served with friends!

If you’d like to find out more about Caroline, visit her on Facebook, Twitter and Instagram – she’d love to hear from you.
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Also by Caroline Roberts

The Desperate Wife (previously published as The Torn Up Marriage)

The Cosy Teashop in the Castle

The Cosy Christmas Teashop

My Summer of Magic Moments

The Cosy Christmas Chocolate Shop

The Cosy Seaside Chocolate Shop

Rachel’s Pudding Pantry

Christmas at Rachel’s Pudding Pantry
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