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About the Book

In the idyllic seaside town of St Carys in Cornwall, Sophie is working as a photographer and putting the past firmly behind her.

When Josh Strachan moves back to St Carys to run the family hotel, he can’t understand why Sophie has zero interest in letting any man into her life. He also can’t understand how he’s been duped into employing Sophie’s impulsive friend Tula, whose crush on him is decidedly unrequited.

St Carys has more than its fair share of characters, including the charming but utterly feckless surfer Riley Bryant, who has a massive crush on Tula. Riley’s aunt is superstar author Marguerite Marshall. And Marguerite has designs on Josh’s grandfather … who in turn still adores his glamorous ex-wife, Dot …

Just how many secrets can one seaside town hold?

Love has the ability to change people, sometimes for ever. And the consequences are impossible to predict.
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Jill's personal favourite amongst her novels is THREE AMAZING THINGS ABOUT YOU, which is about cystic fibrosis and organ donation; to her great delight, many people have joined the organ donor register as a direct result of reading this novel.

Jill started writing fiction while working in the field of Clinical Neurophysiology in the NHS, but now writes full time. She is one of the few who still write their books by hand, like a leftover from the dark ages. She lives in Bristol with her family.
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Acclaim for Jill Mansell’s unputdownable bestsellers:

‘A glorious, heartwarming romantic read’ Woman & Home

‘A lovely uplifting read’ Good Housekeeping

‘Achingly romantic... we loved it!’ Heat

‘The sweetest love story of the year’ Fabulous

‘Fans of PS, I LOVE YOU will enjoy this funny and heart-warming read’ Bella

‘Warm, witty and wise’ Daily Mail
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A special message from Jill Mansell to celebrate her 25th book, THE UNPREDICTABLE CONSEQUENCES OF LOVE

Hello, hello!

If you’re reading this, it means you’ve downloaded my latest book, which is just thrilling, and obviously I hope you’ll really enjoy reading THE UNPREDICTABLE CONSEQUENCES OF LOVE. I wonder if you’ve read some or maybe all of my novels before, or if this is your first time with me? Either way, it’s exciting and if you’d like to give me your verdict afterwards, I really do read all the reviews posted on here and am also contactable on Facebook and Twitter, so please feel free to join in – good honest feedback is always welcome!

Well, I seriously can’t believe this is my twenty-fifth novel. I never expected when I first started writing that I’d even get published, let alone have sold so many books all over the world. (I think we’re up to 8 million copies now.) It’s really been the most amazing adventure, made all the better by social media. Keen readers now count down the hours and minutes to midnight on Twitter and Facebook before each new book is published and magically appears on their phones and tablets. (I do this too, when my own favourite authors have new books coming out – it’s fab!) They also send me photos from all over the world, of themselves reading my novels – often in fabulously exotic places I’ve never been lucky enough to visit myself!

Another wonderful experience for me has been hearing from readers how my books have changed their lives. Babies have been named after favourite characters. One baby was even named after me! Several women have written to tell me that my books gave them the courage to get out of bad relationships and start afresh … and now they’ve found themselves much nicer partners. Others have said the only thing that kept them going through terrible dark times in their lives was losing themselves in my stories. And one lovely lady came to see me at a literary festival to tell me that she’d grown up in South Africa devouring my books and falling in love with the idea of living in a village in the Cotswolds. So guess what? She moved to the UK, to the Cotswolds, met a wonderful man and married him … and she wanted me to know that it was all because of me!

Another thing that amazes me is how well my readers know my work – so many of them have read and reread the books time and again, and can tell me every last detail about them. In that regard I’m far less competent – compared with them I’m rubbish! As soon as I finish writing a novel I move on to the next one and the characters I’ve spent the last twelve months living with and writing about start to fade in my mind like old friends who’ve moved away and you’ve lost touch with. Which is why I should never have done that quiz I found on the internet a while back, designed to test readers to see how well they knew their Jill Mansell books. I got six out of ten and the verdict: ‘Not bad, but could do a lot better.’ (Thank goodness it was anonymous and they didn’t know who I was!)

And now I’m just going to finish by saying how much I really hope you’ll love this, my twenty-fifth novel. It’s a warm, sunny, sea-sidey story that would be fantastic to read in the garden this summer, or whilst away on holiday, lazing on a sunlounger. In fact a few years back while we were on holiday ourselves, my daughter came rushing up to me one morning and said excitedly, ‘Mum, there was a lady by the pool who was reading your new book!’ Well as you can imagine, I was delighted. Until my daughter added, ‘But then she put it down and now she’s reading a magazine instead!’

Anyway, have fun, wherever you are!

Lots of love,

Jill xxx




Chapter 1

In the high-ceilinged drawing room of the Mariscombe House Hotel, Sophie Wells was putting the finishing touches to the setting for the photo shoot.

The original plan, to photograph the Ropers outside and en famille in a Marks and Spenceresque summer meadow, had been scuppered by the abysmal weather. The rain had been hammering down all morning and there was no way of postponing the event, as two members of the family were flying back to Australia tomorrow.

But Emma Roper knew exactly what she wanted. On the phone earlier she’d said, ‘OK, if we can’t be outside, we’ll have one of those all-white shoots instead. You know, all modern and cool. And we’ll all wear white too. It’ll be like one of those Boden ads.’ Delighted with herself and her artistic vision, she’d announced, ‘So that’s sorted. We’ll see you at the hotel at three. It’ll be great!’

Some clients liked to have the style and setting of their photo shoot suggested to them, while others preferred to make the directional decisions themselves. In Emma Roper’s case it was evidently the latter scenario, and Sophie was happy to go along with it. Accordingly, she’d brought with her the lighting system, the white muslin backdrop on stands, and more swathes of muslin for the floor. If Boden-style was what Emma had set her heart on, Boden-style she would have.

She stepped back to survey the end result and adjust the lighting as Dot Strachan popped her elegant head around the door.

‘Oh I say, I need my sunglasses in here!’ Blinking at the brightness of the scene, she went on cheerily, ‘Just wondered if you’d like a coffee, darling?’

Sophie wanted to be like Dot Strachan when she grew up. At seventy-two, Dot was effortlessly stylish, with killer cheekbones and light blue eyes that sparkled, offsetting her perma-tanned complexion and swept-back white-blond hair. Of course she had wrinkles, but they were the good kind that came of smiling so much and living well. She worked tirelessly, made running a hotel look easy and had never worn anything frumpy in her life.

‘Thanks, but I’d better not.’ Sophie pulled a face and indicated the expanse of pristine whiteness. ‘Knowing my luck, I’d manage to spill it. Anyway, I’m fine. The Ropers’ll be here any minute and we’ll be out by four. Thanks again for letting us use the room at short notice.’

‘No problem. Any time, I told you before. When they turn up,’ said Dot, ‘I’ll tell Rose to send them through.’

When you’d grown accustomed to the surfing beaches of California, a grey rainswept afternoon on the north coast of Cornwall didn’t quite measure up. Weather-wise, it wasn’t what you’d call balmy. Josh Strachan had spent childhood summers here in St Carys, but today he was giving the icy waves a miss, leaving them to the diehard enthusiasts.

Like Griff, his grandmother’s long-haired terrier cross, currently barking his head off and launching himself into the shallow surf as it rolled up the beach. Josh shook his head, marvelling at Griff’s boundless enthusiasm for taking on the waves. OK, enough, the torrential rain was coming down even harder now; time to head back. He stuck his fingers in his mouth and let out a piercing whistle to attract the dog’s attention.

Griff determinedly ignored him, like a five-year-old in a playground desperate for one more go on the slide.

Well, he’d only been back in the UK for a week. They were just getting to know each other. Cupping his hands around his mouth, Josh called out with authority, ‘Griff. Here, NOW.’ Bloody delinquent animal, he was doing it on purpose. And to think he’d believed Dot when she’d told him the outrageous lie that the dog was well trained.

Josh made his way down to the water’s edge, kicked off his deck shoes and at the third attempt managed to grab hold of Griff, snapping the lead on to his collar and hauling him up on to the sand. The tail end of a wave caught them, soaking into the leg of his jeans. He gave the dog a stern-as-possible glare, and Griff returned it with a naughty, unrepentant tail-wag. God, the sea was freezing.

As they made their way back across Mariscombe beach before heading up the steps carved into the cliff that gave the hotel its unparalleled view of the ocean, Josh conjured up mental images of the Californian ones he’d left behind. Santa Monica … Laguna … Huntington … amazing stretches of sand, world-class waves, year-round perfect weather …

But it hadn’t been the UK, had it? It hadn’t been home. And most of the time he’d been too busy working with people he didn’t even like to take advantage of the surfing opportunities. Which was why he’d taken the executive decision to walk away, leave that artificial, stress-filled world behind him and aim instead for a better quality of life in the company of people he might actually enjoy spending time with.

That was the plan, anyway. After the Go Destry debacle, he never wanted to see another spoilt, whiny American teenager in his life.

‘Right, now you rest your chin on your left hand, and you lean back a bit, and you two tilt your heads up so you can both see your mum …’ Honestly, arranging five children and an adult could be as complicated as conducting an orchestra. ‘And you rest your hands on their shoulders … that’s it, that’s great, now all look at each other and say, “Wow, you’re gorgeous!”’

The brothers and sisters yelled it to each other then burst out laughing, and Sophie snapped away, firing off fifteen or twenty shots. ‘Brilliant, keep going, say it again to someone else, perfect …’

Amid the giggles and laughter and renewed shouts of ‘Wow, you’re gorgeous,’ the scrabbling noise on the other side of the door went unnoticed. Next moment the handle was pushed down, the door burst open and a wildly overexcited Griff launched himself like a hairy torpedo at the immaculate Boden group.

A hairy, wet, mud-strewn torpedo at that.

‘AAARRGH.’ The teenage girls shrieked and attempted to push the dog away as he scrambled over the boys, tail wagging furiously and paws leaving muddy prints over … well, everything.

‘No! Griff, down,’ Sophie shouted with predictable lack of effect. Emma was aghast, the boys had creased up laughing and the white backdrop was now spattered with dark spots where the dog had energetically attempted to shake off some of the mud.

‘My dress,’ Emma wailed. ‘My beautiful white dress!’

‘Naughty boy.’ Putting down her Nikon, Sophie managed to catch Griff and scoop him up into her arms. Although it hadn’t been his fault. Shaking her head apologetically at Emma, she said, ‘I’ll be back in a minute.’

Outside the living room she saw at once what had happened. At the far end of the hallway, by the entrance, a tall figure stood with his back to her. His dark hair was slicked back and wet from the rain, he was wearing a sodden grey and white shirt and jeans and talking rapidly into the phone he was holding in his right hand. From his left dangled a thin leather lead with no dog on the end of it.

As Sophie made her approach, she heard him say, ‘… OK, no problem, I’ll get that sorted. Bye.’ Then he hung up and slid the phone into the back pocket of his jeans.

She tapped him on the shoulder. ‘Excuse me, I think you’ve lost something.’

He turned, eyebrows raised in enquiry, and saw who she was holding against her chest.

‘Oh, right. Thanks.’

Honestly, talk about unbothered.

‘You can’t just let Griff off the lead, you know, and leave him to cause havoc.’

‘I didn’t.’ Clearly taken aback at her tone, he said, ‘I put him in his basket in the back office.’

‘He’s all wet and muddy!’

‘I was about to fetch a towel to dry him off when my phone rang. It was an urgent call.’

‘Come with me. Let me show you what he’s done.’

‘Oh God.’ The eyebrows flattened out and he exhaled, following her across the hallway. When they reached the closed door to the drawing room he said defensively, ‘Hang on, you can’t blame me for whatever’s in here. I did check the doors on my way through. They were all shut.’

Sophie knew who he was; of course she did. They might not have met before, but it was no secret that Josh Strachan had just moved back to St Carys and into the hotel he’d bought along with his grandmother three years ago.

Goodness, though, he was attractive. It was actually quite fascinating to discover you could be this mad with someone yet simultaneously so hyper-aware of their looks.

‘And are you going to tell me Dot didn’t warn you about his party trick?’ As she said it, she put Griff down and lightly touched the brass door handle. Like lightning, Griff sprang up and grabbed the end of the handle in his teeth, swinging in mid-air for a moment and furiously twisting his body like a Cirque du Soleil gymnast in order to pull it down. As the door burst open, Sophie grabbed him and said, ‘Et voilà.’

She saw Josh Strachan mouth the words Oh shit as he took in the scene of devastation. To his credit, he held up his hands at once and said to the assembled group, ‘I’m really sorry, it’s my fault, I didn’t know he could open doors.’

Most of the assembled group ignored him; they were all far too busy shrieking with laughter and taking photos of each other on their mobile phones. Only Emma, their mother, fixed Josh with a baleful eye and said, ‘It’s all ruined. Our beautiful photo shoot …’

‘I know and I’m sorry, but can we rebook it for another day? I’ll pay for everything, obviously …’

‘The twins are leaving for Australia tomorrow morning. So no, we can’t. But thanks for wrecking something so important.’ Emma’s voice had begun to wobble; her eyes filling with tears, she said in a brittle voice, ‘I can’t believe this is happening …’

‘OK, let me sort this out.’ Sophie dumped Griff in Josh’s arms. ‘Here you are, take him away and get him dried off. Give us five minutes, then bring him back in.’

‘Back?’ Josh looked at her as if she’d gone mad.

‘Why would you want that creature back in here after he’s done this?’ Emma’s voice was shrill.

‘Just do it.’ Sophie signalled to Josh to leave the room with Griff. Then she turned her attention to Emma. ‘It’s OK, please don’t cry.’

‘B-but everything’s ruined.’

‘Listen, of course you’re upset. But isn’t part of all this because your boys are off to Australia tomorrow?’

Emma took a deep shuddery breath and carefully dabbed at her eyes with a tissue. She nodded and said, ‘Of course it is. I can’t bear it. They’re only eighteen … they’re my babies … how am I going to cope without them?’

‘I know, but it’ll be an adventure.’

The older woman’s shoulders sagged. ‘An adventure for them, maybe. Non-stop anxiety for me. I kept thinking they’d change their minds and stay at home.’ Her voice began to wobble again. ‘But it hasn’t h-happened. And goodness knows how they’re going to cope … If I don’t leave clean socks out for them every morning, they just put on yesterday’s dirty old ones!’

‘Ah, it’ll be hard for you,’ Sophie sympathised. ‘But it’ll end up being the making of them, just you wait and see.’

‘Is she crying again?’ One of the boys grinned and shook his head. ‘Come on, Mum, just chill out. It’s all good.’

Emma managed a watery smile at her son. ‘I know, darling. I’m doing my best.’

Sophie collected the Nikon, then drew Emma across the room and sat her down in the window seat. ‘Now, take a look at these.’ She showed her the initial photos, then the few frames she’d captured when Griff had first burst in on them. The element of surprise had worked brilliantly; formerly stilted and ill at ease, the children’s faces had been transformed by laughter and delight. ‘Aren’t they more themselves? Less self-conscious?’

‘And that’s why you want the dog back? So we can take more photos like this?’ Emma sniffed. ‘It’s not going to be very Boden.’

‘I know, but it’ll be more informal and relaxed. They’ll be the kind of photos that make people smile. Honestly,’ Sophie reassured her. ‘They’ll be great. Just in a different way. And you won’t have to pay for them, either.’




Chapter 2

The family left the hotel forty minutes later. From his upstairs window, Josh watched them run across the car park in the pelting rain and pile into a blue people-carrier. At least they didn’t seem too mentally scarred by their ordeal.

Downstairs, he found the photographer energetically tidying the drawing room, restoring it to its normal state. Griff, meanwhile – how typical – had exhausted himself and was now dozing peacefully on the rug in front of the fireplace.

Unaware that she was being observed, the girl gathered up the mud-streaked, paw-printed muslin sheets and bundled them into a metal case. Next, she unhooked the backdrop from its stand, efficiently rolled it up and slid it inside a long cardboard cylinder. Her hair was all shades of blond and cut into a choppy style that swung around her shoulders as she worked. The fact that her clothes choice this morning had been a black top and grey jeans meant that Griff’s muddy prints didn’t show. Her sleeves were pushed up and a collection of silver bracelets jangled on her left wrist. Her top half was natural and her bottom curvy, both attributes Josh approved of, particularly after the years he’d spent in LA, where most of the girls maintained the kind of improbable Barbie-style figures that made it hard for them to stay upright.

‘Nearly done … oh, it’s you.’ Turning, she glimpsed him in the doorway and straightened up. Nodding at Griff, she said, ‘Have you come to get him? He’s shattered now. I’ve just finished the shoot.’

‘I know, I saw the family driving off. And I am sorry. Dot did warn me about the door-opening thing,’ Josh admitted. ‘I just forgot about it. Can I blame it on the jet lag?’

She gave him a look. ‘Only if you’re a complete wuss. You’ve had a whole week to get over it.’

Her eyes were bright and sparkling, silver-grey with very white whites. Her well-defined eyebrows were dark but tipped with gold and there was a smudge of mud on her left temple.

It wasn’t an expression he’d ever thought of using before, but it occurred to him that she had joie de vivre.

‘True.’ He dipped his head in acknowledgement. ‘All my own fault. So how did it go in the end?’

‘Come over here and I’ll show you.’ Leading the way across the room, she picked up her camera and began scrolling through the shots, starting with the half-dozen or so pre-Griff originals, then on through the second stage of the shoot.

‘These are great.’ Josh nodded at them, genuinely impressed. ‘So it ended up not being such a disaster after all.’

‘Thanks to me being a complete genius,’ she agreed happily.

He liked her attitude. ‘What’s your name?’

‘Sophie.’

‘Hi, Sophie. I’m Josh.’

‘I know. Haven’t you noticed everyone whispering about you since you’ve been back?’

‘Not really. Well, maybe a bit. You don’t take much notice after a while.’ He paused. ‘Do you have a business card?’

She took one from an envelope in the side pocket of her black canvas holdall and handed it over.

Sophie Wells Photography. Portraits, Weddings, Commercial was written in silver on a black background, along with her contact details. Josh noticed that as well as the bracelets on her left wrist there was a key attached to a plain silver bangle. He reached out and touched it briefly. ‘What’s this for?’

‘It’s the key to my secret Swiss bank account.’

‘Amazing. I didn’t know Swiss banks used Yale locks.’

A dimple appeared in her left cheek. ‘I started wearing it after I locked myself out of my flat three times in one week.’

‘Look,’ said Josh, ‘I still feel terrible about the photos.’

‘No need. I told Emma I’d do them for free.’

‘But that means you’re losing out. Which is even worse.’

Sophie shook her head. ‘They all like what we ended up doing instead. Emma’s still happy to pay.’

‘But their clothes …’

‘They live on a dairy farm. She says the mud’ll come out in a boil wash.’

‘But when I came back here with Griff, she was in tears.’

‘I know, but you weren’t actually to blame for that. Relax,’ Sophie said cheerfully, ‘it’s your lucky day. You’re off the hook.’

Women, he’d never understand them. Still, it was a positive result. Somewhat distracted by her eyelashes – were they also gold-tipped beneath the mascara? – Josh said, ‘Fine then. So long as you’re sure. Can I ask you a personal question?’

‘You can try.’

He was charmed by her easy smile, playful humour and feisty can-do attitude. OK, and her body was pretty amazing too. ‘Are you single at the moment? Or seeing someone?’

If she were, he would have to say with good-natured regret, ‘Well that’s a real shame,’ and leave it at that.

‘Me? Oh no, I’m not seeing anyone.’ Sophie shook her head. ‘Completely and utterly single, that’s me.’

Excellent. Enjoying her honesty, Josh said, ‘So would you like to come out for dinner with me one evening?’

‘It would have to be an evening.’ Sophie nodded gravely. ‘Otherwise it wouldn’t be dinner, it’d be breakfast or lunch.’

‘Definitely evening,’ he agreed. ‘We could do it tonight if you like.’ This is going so well.

‘Oh, I can’t.’

‘Yes, bit short notice. Friday, then? Or Saturday? You choose, whenever suits you best.’

But even as he was saying it, Sophie was shaking her head. ‘Sorry, no … I mean, thanks for asking, but I can’t meet you for dinner.’

‘Right.’ Taken aback, Josh said, ‘Not at all?’

‘No.’

‘OK. That’s fine.’ It wasn’t remotely fine. What was going on? Did she have a small baby at home, or an elderly relative who couldn’t be left unattended? ‘Am I allowed to ask why?’

Her eyes sparkled. ‘Oh dear, are you offended?’

‘Of course not,’ lied Josh.

Sophie gave him a who-are-you-kidding look. ‘I think you are. Don’t be. I’m just pretty busy right now.’

‘So maybe in a couple of weeks?’ He couldn’t quite believe he was still asking.

‘Look, thanks again, but no thanks. I just don’t really want to go out to dinner with … anyone.’

Aaaand another knock-back.

‘No problem.’ Josh wished he’d never started this now.

‘Sorry.’

He managed a rueful smile. ‘Hey, all I need is a few months for my ego to recover. I’ll be fine.’

‘It’s not you.’ Sophie’s mouth was twitching. ‘It’s me.’

OK, now she was making fun of him.

‘Well, obviously,’ said Josh.

At the exact moment her grandson was being rejected by Sophie, Dot Strachan was fending off a clumsy advance at the other end of the hotel.

Oh dear, it never got any easier. She didn’t want to hurt the poor man’s feelings, but really.

‘So how about it, hmm? Sound like an offer you can’t refuse? The golf club puts on a jolly good bash, you know!’ Edgar Morley’s moustache bristled with enthusiasm at the prospect. ‘And it’s a 1950s theme night. Our era! Everyone dresses up for the occasion. Last year they hired an Elvis lookalike to make the evening go with a swing!’

Was Old Spice aftershave still sold in the shops, or had Edgar bought up crateloads of the stuff years ago and been working his way through it ever since?

Also, the idea of him jiving away in drainpipe trousers was enough to put anyone off their canapés.

But Edgar was lonely. Dot knew this because he’d told her so, many, many times. He had been widowed just over a year ago and was desperate to find himself another wife. Yearning for companionship and for someone to look after him because he had no clue how to cook for himself, he’d taken to homing in on any female of a vaguely appropriate age in general, and Dot in particular.

It was sad, and Dot did sympathise, but he was just going to have to badger someone else to accompany him to the 1950s night at the golf club.

‘Next Saturday, did you say? Oh Edgar, I’m afraid I have something else booked for that evening.’

‘Really? Oh no, that’s too bad.’ With the air of one suspecting that he was being fobbed off, he said, ‘Where are you going?’

‘To a party. With Lawrence.’ This time it was even true.

The reply sent Edgar’s untrimmed eyebrows shooting up. ‘Your ex-husband? Pfft.’ With an air of disapproval he added, ‘To be honest, I’m surprised you have anything to do with him. After the way he treated you.’

‘Yes, well. It’s a party being held by mutual friends. We can either go along separately, ignore each other all night and make things awkward for everyone …’ Dot paused. ‘Or we can behave like adults and turn up together.’

More huffing and puffing from a disappointed Edgar. ‘Well he doesn’t deserve it, that’s all I can say.’

‘I know.’ Right, time to get back to work. Making a point of checking her watch and looking busy, Dot said cheerily, ‘The good thing is, Lawrence knows it too.’
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