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About the Author

Usually to be found within range of a plate of hot buttered toast, a huge mug of black coffee, and with a bar of emergency chocolate tucked in her jacket pocket, Jenny Kane loves to spend her days writing in her local café.

Jenny combines her past experiences as an archaeologist, university tutor, cheese seller, newsagent, hat maker, Robin Hood obsessive and data clerk, with the sights and sounds of everyday life, to weave tales of relaxingly relatable romance.

Jenny’s ‘Another Cup of . . .’ series has been a consistent bestseller, while A Cornish Escape hit the Amazon Kindle top 10 and stayed there for many months.

Jenny also writes historical mysteries under the name of Jennifer Ash.

Find out more at www.jennykane.co.uk




Readers love Jenny Kane:

‘I’m a big fan of Jenny Kane’ Katie Fforde

‘A summer read as scrumptious as its Cornish backdrop. Brilliant!’ Nicola May

‘I loved this frothy cappuccino of a book!’ Christina Jones

‘A real bit of escapism. Great and truly lovable characters to root for and beautiful descriptions of Cornwall’ ***** Reader review

‘I couldn’t put this book down! I warmed to the characters immediately and was desperate to see how things worked out for them’ ***** Reader review

‘Brilliant read, heartwarming and funny’ ***** Reader review

‘I loved this story from start to finish. The perfect read for a weekend afternoon, with a cuppa and your feet up’ ***** Reader review

‘One of the best books I have read’ ***** Reader review
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About the Book

Abi’s life is turned upside down when she is widowed before her thirtieth birthday. Determined to find something positive in the upheaval, Abi decides to make a fresh start somewhere new. With fond childhood memories of holidays in a Cornish cottage, could Cornwall be the place to start over?

With all her belongings in the boot of her car but no real plan, a chance meeting in a village pub brings new friends Beth and Max into her life. Max soon helps Abi track down the house of her dreams but things aren’t as simple as Abi hoped.

Can Abi leave her past behind and finally get her happy ending?




For my beloved and much-missed grandparents x




A special dedication and thank you must go to the Dennyside Bowling Association. This UK-wide bowling club-based charity was founded by Leonard Denny in 1935. In 2014 they rasied over £40,000 for various good causes. Recently they bid in the CLIC Sargent ‘Get in Character’ Auction. Dennyside’s winning bid enititled them to choose a name for one of the characters in A Cornish Escape. So, please let me introduce you to Jacob Denny – a perfect name for a Cornish potter, and a generous tribute to Dennyside’s founder.

Jenny x




Chapter One

It was the muffins that had been the last straw. As Abi sat nursing a glass of wine, she thought back to the events of an hour earlier with an exasperated sigh.

Hurrying towards the church hall, Abi parked Luke’s unnecessarily large and ostentatious Porsche 4x4, and headed inside with a stack of Tupperware tubs in her arms. With her handbag slung over her shoulder and her key fob hanging from her teeth, Abi precariously balanced her load as she elbowed the hall door open.

Although she was twenty minutes early, Abi had still managed to be the last to arrive, earning her a silent ‘tut’ from some of the executive wives who were adding the finishing touches to the tables that surrounded three sides of the hall, and sympathetic grimaces from everyone else.

Acting as though she hadn’t noticed the air of disapproval, Abi made a beeline for the cake stall and plastered her best ‘this is for charity so be happy’ expression on her face. Polly Chester-Davies, an exquisitely dressed woman whom Abi always thought of as ‘Perfect Polly’, was adding doilies to plates, making the stall look as though it was stuck in a timewarp.

‘Ah, there you are, Mrs Carter, I’d given you up.’

Biting back the desire to tell Polly she’d been working, and was in fact early anyway, Abi began to unpack her wares, ‘Here you go, two dozen chocolate muffins without frosting, and two dozen with frosting, as requested.’

Polly said nothing, but her imperious stare moved rather pointedly from Abi’s face to the chocolate muffins already in position on the table, and back again.

Her disdainful expression made Abi mumble, ‘Are you expecting to sell lots of chocolate muffins today then?’

‘No, Mrs Carter, I am not. Which is precisely why you were instructed to make chococcino muffins.’

It had been that ‘instructed’ which did it. In that moment Abi felt an overwhelming hit of resentment for every one of the orders she had gracefully accepted from this Stepford harridan of the community.

For almost three years Abi had been doing what this woman asked of her, and never once had she said thank you, or commented on how nice Abi’s cooking was. Probably, Abi thought as she compared her own muffins with those provided by Perfect Polly herself, because mine don’t look like they could pull your fillings out. Nor had any reference ever been made to the fact that she would have to catch up on her own work in the evenings, after helping out with whichever good cause she’d been emotionally blackmailed into supporting this time. Not that Abi was against supporting a good cause, but this was different. These women didn’t raise funds for whichever charity was flavour of the month out of the goodness of their hearts. They did it because it was what they should be seen to be doing. It went hand in bespoke glove with being the wife of a successful man in the city, living in faux-village suburbia, and having a suitably fashionable nanny for the children.

Abi spoke slowly through gritted teeth. ‘The message on my answerphone sounded scrambled. I heard it as far as “choc”, so I did what I always do. I dropped everything I was supposed to be doing and made you these.’ Abi nodded towards the muffins but, rather than putting them onto plates, she snapped the lids back on the tubs. ‘Some of us do work for a living, you know!’

Speechless for a fraction of a second, Polly closed her ruby lips, and put her best ‘so sorry for you’ face on. ‘Yes, well, of course, things are very different for you now you don’t have darling Luke to support you.’

‘Luke didn’t support me! I supported me. Unlike some, Mrs Chester-Davies, I did not marry for money!’ Then, collecting up forty-eight muffins she’d never get round to eating in a million years, Abi strode from the hall with her shoulders back and her head held high, trying not to meet a single one of the astonished stares that followed her exit.

As she threw the tubs of cakes onto the passenger seat of the car, Abi’s hands began to shake. It had been a long time since she’d stood up for herself. She could just imagine what was being said about her in the hall as she drove away at an unadvisable speed.

‘Well, I say, how ungrateful; and after we took her under our wing for Luke’s sake!’

‘We should make allowances, she’s grieving after all.’

‘I would have thought she’d like being kept as busy as possible.’

‘I don’t see why she works anyway. Luke was loaded!’

The various conversations Abi’s mind conjured swirled around in her brain, causing her to park Luke’s car with a carelessness he’d have hated, and head towards the kitchen and a bottle of wine at high speed.

She left the Tupperware tubs neglected on the passenger seat.

Now, sipping a rare glass of wine before seven o’clock at night, Abi had a sudden desire to drink the whole bottle. She was also dying to tell someone about what had happened. She was sure if she had a friend to share the ridiculousness of her exchange with Perfect Polly with, it would all fall into perspective, become funny even. But Abi didn’t have friends anymore. Luke had seen to that. She just had people that she knew, and that was not the same thing at all.

Her eyes surveyed her kitchen. Abi couldn’t remember the last time she’d actually studied it properly. There was no doubt it was beautiful. It had everything a connoisseur of cookery could wish for, and with its scrubbed oak units, shuttered windows, state-of-the-art Aga, and antique double sink, it was an interior designer’s dream.

Abi looked down at the sofa upon which she sat. It was in total contrast to the rest of her home. Tatty, and in some places the pale blue fabric was so worn that it was virtually threadbare. This was where Abi had spent most of her time since Luke had died, either reading or sketching out new picture ideas for the children’s books that awaited her attention.

Luke had hated it, but the sofa was her one rebellion. Its continued presence in their lives, and its journey from her flat, to his flat, to the corner of their kitchen, was the only thing she’d ever successfully managed to insist upon.

Abi used to think Luke tolerated it because it held happy memories of their time snuggled up on it together when they’d first begun dating. In recent years she’d come to see it was Luke’s idea of indulging her. Letting his wife have one tiny piece of her own identity to hold onto in compensation for taking over the rest of her body and soul. A fact that had been hammered home to her a few months before his unexpected heart attack, when Luke had told her to buy some throws to hide her sofa from view, as it was an unnecessary embarrassment that lowered the tone of the house.

The reason Abi was living in this Surrey village, which was really a small commuter town with ideas above its station, was Luke. Well, now Luke was gone, along with his constant need to be seen to have the best of everything, and his inability to understand that the best and the most expensive weren’t always the same thing.

Taking another draught of Pinot, Abi sighed. She had done her best to be the wife Luke desired, to match his required lifestyle. She’d spoken to the right people, worn the right clothes, driven the right car, and said the right things. At first it had pleased her to please Luke; but soon it had become just a role she played. Now that it was all over, Abi realised how long she’d been acting the flawless wife, rather than genuinely being the flawless wife.

The quiet one from the office, Abi had been flattered by Luke’s attentions, and bowled over by his good looks. Twelve years her senior, he’d been kind and courteous; not pressing the pace of their relationship, nor teasing about her lack of confidence like his fellows had. It hadn’t bothered Luke, or at least she hadn’t thought it had, that she was merely a temp, a part-time assistant PA to help subsidise her earnings as an artist. She had been his one rebellion against the conventions of his life.

Squeezing her eyes closed, Abi pictured Luke as he’d been in the beginning. Just over six feet tall, with sandy-coloured, well-cut hair, his broad shoulders and muscles were honed by an hour at the gym each morning before work. He’d had a lopsided grin which she’d found endearing, and an easy-going nature that none of his City colleagues had shared.

Luke had swept her off her feet – and she’d been happy to let him. More than happy. Abi hadn’t been able to believe her luck. It had felt too good to be true. Which of course, hindsight now smirked at her, it had been.

Two months after they’d been married in a lavish ceremony in the Bahamas, Luke had been promoted, and in that instant the increased responsibility, combined with a salary increase that no one could truly justify, the Luke Abi had fallen in love with began to disappear.

First he had insisted they move out of his London flat, and into Luke’s idea of where successful couples lived: a huge detached home in a row of identical detached homes in executiveville. Six months later, when Luke calmly informed her that it was time she stopped mixing with her arty friends because they weren’t in keeping with her new lifestyle, Abi began to suspect he’d married her because she fitted the mould of what an executive’s wife was meant to look like. And she did – she was a petite, fit brunette with a high IQ and excellent cooking skills, and although she didn’t care about clothes, there was no doubt she had a good eye for what suited her, and always looked far less unruffled than she felt.

It worried Abi that Luke had only been dead for six months and she didn’t really miss him at all. No. That wasn’t true. She did miss the Luke that used to live with her when the front door was closed on the rest of the world. Only then did she get to see the occasional glimpse of the kind, funny man she had fallen in love with.

She did not miss the Luke who appeared in public. It hadn’t been enough for him to have the best of everything; he had to be seen to have the best. He had become a walking statement of his success, and always had to show the world his latest cars, gadgets, and designer suits. For reasons Abi couldn’t fathom, clever though Luke had been, he’d never worked out that this would turn more people away than it attracted; he was constantly trying that little bit too hard to be liked. The result was that he was seen as rather overbearing. His public standards Abi found impossible to live up to.

Well, now she didn’t have to.

It had been Luke’s idea, a few months after their marriage, that Abi give up going into the office and work from home. She had been delighted, keen to return to her art, but after two weeks, when the search for work hadn’t been the immediate success Luke had assumed it would be, Abi had discovered he’d asked the village ladies to enrol her in all their events, and take her under their wing. In other words, Luke wanted to turn her into a lady of the village.

These twinset and pearls-wearing women were all older than Abi, and most of them had reached the stage of executive wifeness where they could cook a five-course meal for six unexpected visiting reps at the drop of a hat (or at least employ someone to do this for them), while simultaneously running the WI, and chatting to the mayor on the telephone about why purple and silver Christmas decorations would be so wrong in the village square this year.

When Abi had seen an advertisement for a children’s illustrator she had applied straight away, and had been thrilled when she’d got the job. It had taken all the stubbornness she had to ignore Luke’s protests that she didn’t have to work, and should just look after him and their home.

Glugging back her wine, Abi put her glass down, and with a desperate need to escape rising fast in her chest, she walked around her home from room to room. Each one was exactly as it should be. Tidy, clean, and basically soulless.

Pulling her mobile phone from her pocket, Abi leaned against her huge wardrobe doors and opened up her contacts page. There were only five. Her brother Oliver, her brother-in-law Simon, Luke’s mother, Perfect Polly, and her employers, Genie Press. Abi’s old phone had had her friends listed on it. But that, along with her friends, was long gone.

Angry at how easily Luke had manoeuvred her into cutting ties with her past, and even more disgusted with herself for letting him, Abi threw the phone on to the double bed, her heart pounding with fearful exhilaration as she realised that, at long last, she was ready to retake charge of her life.
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