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Chapter 1

 


Fiona Campbell stood on the
passenger deck of the ferry, watching Kilrigh Island, where she had
grown up, coming into view. The salty smell of the sea assailed her
nostrils and the weak morning sun glistened off the surprisingly
blue water. The weather forecast, at least for the next five days,
promised sun and temperatures well above average for Scotland at
this time of year.

The wind whipped her long red
hair and she held it behind her until the gust died down. As an
older woman came to stand beside her at the railing, she glanced
up. The woman was clad in a kilted skirt and sash, which was a dead
giveaway that she was a visitor to Scotland.

“Is that
Kilrigg over there?” asked the woman in an American accent. Well,
at least Fiona thought it was American. It could have been
Canadian—she could never tell the difference—and she wasn’t about
to ask. She smiled inwardly at the woman's mispronunciation of her
childhood home.

“If you
look over there, you'll see the church that Kilree is named after,”
Fiona corrected gently. “Kil means church and
righ is the
Gaelic word for king. No one knows to which king the name refers.
Historical records of the island were lost in a fire sometime in
the 1600s. There are rumours that the king may have been Bonnie
Prince Charlie, but there is no evidence to support
them.”

“I think I will
just assume that it was Bonnie Prince Charlie then,” said the older
woman, touching Fiona lightly on the hand. “I'm sorry if I offended
you by mispronouncing the name of the island.”

Fiona leaned in close to the
woman.

“I've heard
much worse attempts,” she whispered conspiratorially.

The woman seemed to sigh in
relief that she had not offended a Scot.

“My name is
Jess,” said the visitor.

“I'm Fiona.
It's lovely to meet you.” Fiona could clearly see the men on the
pier now. They were getting ready to guide the ferry in and tie it
up. The knot of worry dissipated momentarily as a wave of nostalgia
washed over her. Her mind was flooded with memories of her
childhood. There were good memories mixed with the bad ones. “We
should get down to our cars. They like us to be ready to go as soon
as they dock. It was nice meeting you, Jess.” As she made her way
down to the car deck, she bit her lip. Surely her worries were for
nothing.

Ten minutes later, Fiona was
rolling her car gently down the gangway of the ferry when she
spotted a tall, dark-haired man standing near the end of the pier.
He was wearing blue jeans and a white vest top. His arms were
folded in front of him, showing off a magnificent set of biceps.
She began to drag her eyes away from him, but not quickly enough to
see the brake lights on the small truck in front of her. She jammed
on her own brakes and heard a crunching sound.

“Damn,” she
muttered, jumping out the car. The owner of the truck in front
climbed out his cab and started to shout.

“For the love
of... Oh, Fiona Campbell! What the hell happened? Are you all
right, lass?”

“Angus. Oh,
Angus, I'm so sorry! I got distracted. I'm fine. Are you
OK?”

Angus was her father’s drinking
buddy and neighbour, and he was frowning at her.

“I'm fine.” He
walked to the front of Fiona's car and surveyed the damage. “It's
not too bad,” he growled.

“Obviously I'll
pay for any damages.”

“Och Angus,
it's barely a scratch.” The deep male voice gave her a start. Fiona
turned to see the man who had distracted her earlier smiling down
at her. Now she recognised him. Brodie MacNeil, the Laird's son.
When they were children, they’d been practically inseparable, but
once Brodie had gone to a private boarding school in Glasgow, he
and Fiona had grown apart.

She probably hadn’t seen him
since she was about seventeen, and even then she had only seen him
briefly. Heat rose in her cheeks at the thought of her black dyed
hair, thick eye-liner and attempts to cover her freckles with too
much make up. She’d had a crush on Brodie back then but during that
last summer before college, she’d been too shy to speak to him
much. He had tried to resurrect their friendship again, but a
mixture of raging hormones, teenage angst and anger at her father
had prevented her from accepting it. And now here he was—grinning
at her.

“Hi Fiona, long
time, no see.” His baritone lilt sounded just as good-natured as it
always had.

“Um, hi,” she
muttered, her old insecurities rising within her. She concentrated
on her father’s friend. “Angus, I'll be at my dad's. Just send the
bill to me. I'll be down to see Finlay to get my car looked at too,
so I'll pay for yours then. I'm really sorry.”

“Hmm. Like
Brodie said, it's just a scratch.” Angus gave Fiona a perfunctory
smile and climbed back in his truck. She looked at the back of his
truck as he drove away and had to admit that apart from a tiny dent
and some red paint from her bumper, there really was no damage to
the truck.

“He never
changes.” Brodie shook his head.

“What are you
doing here?” she asked, sounding harsher than she had
intended.

“I was
collecting that tractor.” He nodded at the big blue equipment in
the back of the car deck.

“No, what are
you doing on Kilrigh?”

“I live
here.”

“I thought you
were in Edinburgh.”

“Yes, I was at
agricultural college. I've been home for three years now. Nice to
see that you made it eventually. Was your sat nav
broken?”

“Pardon?”

“Your dad has
missed you.”

“Who do you
think you are to tell me about my father? Keep your nose out of
things that don't concern you, Brodie MacNeil.”

Brodie smiled broadly at her. He
always had been able to wind her up.

“Nice to see
your acne eventually cleared up,” she threw back at him, opening
the door of her car and driving off the ferry without a backward
glance. Maybe coming back to Kilrigh had been a bad idea after all.
Just seeing Brodie again was opening up old wounds that she wasn’t
sure she wanted to deal with. It also reminded her how much she
missed her former best friend–even after all this time.

 


~* * *~

 


It took ten minutes to drive the
winding single track road to her father's croft. The drive afforded
time for Fiona to calm down and for her face to stop burning with
embarrassment from her encounter with Brodie MacNeil. She had been
surprised at just how good looking her former playmate had become
and his handsome face and muscular arms and chest now seemed to be
imprinted on her brain.

She arrived at her father's
house to a raucous welcome. Two collie dogs bounced around her,
barking and attempting to lick any part of her they could reach.
Bella, her father's housekeeper, threw her arms around Fiona,
crushing her into her ample bosom. Bella sat Fiona down and bustled
over to her with a pot of tea and two cups. She then hurried to the
stove and brought back a plate of scones and a pack of butter,
before she shooed Callie and Rosie, the two dogs, out of the
kitchen.

Bella had just asked Fiona how
life was in the big city when the door to the yard opened and John
Campbell, her father, walked in. He was clad in shirt and jeans and
mucky green Wellington boots.

“I thought that
was your car outside,” he said gruffly, despite the broad smile
that lit up his face. “Let me clean my hands before I give you a
hug.”

“Oh, Dad, I
don't care if you're dirty, I grew up covered in mud from this
croft. Come here.” Fiona walked over to her father and gave him a
bear hug. She felt his big strong arms wrap around her and she was
transported back to her childhood, before her parents' divorce. His
behaviour had driven her mother away and Allison Campbell had been
forced to move to Glasgow to get away from him, leaving Fiona to
grow up without regularly seeing her mum. Fiona still resented him
for it. But he was her father, and despite everything, she still
loved him.

Her dad pulled out of the hug
and held her at arm's length, inspecting her with a critical
eye.

“You look
tired, my little Fee.”

“I'm fine, Dad.
I just needed a holiday.”

“Well Sarah's
wedding was as good an excuse as any, I suppose.” Her father did
not disguise the hurt in his voice. She knew she should have come
back some time in the five years since she had graduated to see
him, but she had just got caught up with other things—like holidays
in Ibiza, city breaks in Paris and drunken weekends in Amsterdam.
Besides, Darren was not a fan of the countryside. He had refused
point blank to visit the small island on the west coast of
Scotland.

Fiona had found Darren, her
boyfriend, in bed with one of his co-workers. It had happened three
months ago and, although she had dumped him immediately, it still
hurt and was still causing her sleepless nights.

“I'm sorry,
Dad. I should have been back before.”

Her dad smiled at her and patted
her shoulder.

“You're better
off without him, lass. He's not worth your time and he sure as hell
is not worth your tears. Take these two weeks and find yourself
again.”

Fiona bit her lip and nodded.
There was nothing more to say.

She resumed her seat and started
to tell her father and Bella about the veterinary practice where
she worked. After she had finished, she asked her dad about the
croft.

“Ah well, you
know how it is. It's pretty tight for everyone at the moment. A
worldwide recession impacts all businesses, even wee crofts on
remote islands. All the crofters have pulled together and with the
help of the Laird, we've weathered the worst of it. Brodie has been
a godsend.”

“Brodie?”

“Aye, you went
to school with him, remember? You two were thick as thieves when
you were small.”

“I remember
him. I met him at the pier this morning. He was picking up a
tractor.”

“It's arrived?”
asked her dad, brightening up.

“It was a blue
tractor. Looked brand new to me.”

“That'll make a
big difference to us.”

“Why would a
tractor for Home Farm make a difference to you?”

“My own tractor
has had its day. It breaks down nearly every time I used it. Brodie
offered me his tractor. Said he'd had his eye on a fancy new thing
he had seen at the Royal Highland Show and that it was like the
sports car equivalent of tractors. He's giving me his old one. I
offered to pay him for it but he wouldn't take a penny from me. The
only way his father would allow him to get the new one was if he
donated the old tractor to one of the crofters.”

“And you
believe him?”

“I'm not going
to look a gift horse in the mouth, lass.”

“Fair
enough.”

“Well, I have a
cake to make for the baking competition at the Highland Games
tomorrow,” interrupted Bella. “Fiona, lass, your bedroom is all
made up. If you need to get on the Wi-Fi, the password is
Callie46.”

“Dad! You
shouldn't make your password the name of your pet.” John rolled his
eyes.

“I know, but
they'll never work out the 46. It's a very precious number to
me.”

“Why?”

“Because the
most precious thing in my life was born on June the fourth. Now go
and see your room and I'll bring up your case.”

Fiona swiped away a tear as she
hurried up the winding staircase to her old bedroom.

 



Chapter 2

 


Kilrigh Highland Games was one
of the small community’s main social events. It seemed that
everyone on the island was in one place that afternoon. The pipe
band music nearly drowned out the screams from the children taking
part in the egg and spoon race. She and her best friend, Sarah
McGregor, stood watching the highland dance competition in the
sprawling field just outside the village. Earlier, they had
followed the pipe band through the village and up to the field.
Fiona had danced part of the way, holding onto Sarah and giggling
furiously. She’d not had this much fun since she had thrown her
ex-boyfriend out of her flat. Now, Sarah laughed at Fiona's curled
lip.

“You really are
a child of the 21st century,” Sarah chuckled as Fiona's mobile
phone beeped yet again. “Aren't you getting that?”

Fiona pulled her phone out of
her tiny handbag and looked at the screen.

“No,” she
answered petulantly. “It's Darren. It's Saturday. He'll be in the
pub watching the football match with his mates and he'll now be
drunk and wanting to declare his undying love to me.”

“And you don't
want his undying love?”

“His undying
love failed when I caught him doing the naked rumba with that girl.
Apparently she works in accounting. Ha! It could only be more
clichéd if she'd been his secretary.”

Sarah nodded but remained silent
when Fiona placed her phone back in her bag. They watched the
dancing in silence for a few minutes.

“Do you want to
get a drink?” Sarah asked eventually.

Fiona nodded and they headed off
to the beer tent and bought a couple of lagers. There were no seats
at the assorted garden furniture spread in front of the tent so
they headed round to the deserted area of grass at the back.

“Oh, this is a
glorious sun trap,” exclaimed Fiona, hitching her full-skirted blue
sun dress up her thighs and sitting down. She had applied strong
sunscreen earlier. She looked enviously as Sarah stretched her
long, thin legs in front of her. Fiona was curvier than her best
friend and she knew that she could never have had the confidence to
wear the tight hot pants that the tall blonde was sporting. Sarah
had the kind of figure that men were naturally drawn
to–particularly good looking guys like Brodie MacNeil.

 


~* * *~

 


Fiona was practically falling
asleep when she heard a low chuckle from somewhere near her feet.
She sat up immediately, pulling her skirt down over her thighs. She
found Brodie's gaze raking up her legs and over her body, lingering
momentarily on her breasts before he turned and looked at
Sarah.

“Gary was
looking for you, Sarah. Something to do with the baking
competition.”

“Oh damn, I
forgot,” said the bride-to-be. “I get to choose who is going to
make the cake for the wedding. Brodie, will you look after Fiona?”
She scampered away without waiting for a reply.

Brodie threw himself down on the
grass beside her, his kilt splaying out beside him, and then he
smiled.

“Is this
Sarah's?” he asked, lifting up the half-finished beer.

“Yes,
but...”

“I doubt that
she has anything too infectious,” he shrugged, taking a mouthful of
the now lukewarm liquid. Fiona picked up her bag and pulled out her
phone, trying to ignore her companion. The bright sun made it
impossible to see the screen, so she tossed it back where it came
from and studied the craggy hills in the distance.

“I'm sorry if I
over-stepped the mark yesterday,” said Brodie. “It's just...
well... he has missed you, Fee. And he also knows you've been
having a hard time. John's been worried sick. You barely even email
him anymore.”

“It's none of
your business.”

“I know, but
he's my friend.”

“I'm not a
child anymore.”

His gaze moved over her again as
he replied hoarsely, “Oh, Fee, you don't have to tell me that
you're not a child.”

Fiona shifted uncomfortably,
trying to find a way to change the conversation. His words were
stirring feelings in her that she had put to rest a long time ago.
She spotted his sporran sitting on the grass between them.

“What's wrong
with your sporran?” she asked. He was close now—too close—and his
breath on her neck was having a distracting effect.

“The chain
broke. I'll be able to fix it easy enough with a few tools when I
get home.” His hand was sneaking around her waist and she turned
her head to find her lips close to his.

“Brodie, we
used to play together in your paddling pool. This is...”

“You are
welcome to join me in my paddling pool any time you like.” His
voice was barely a whisper before his lips grazed over hers. She
closed her eyes and allowed him to tease her bottom lip with his
tongue before she parted her lips slightly. He pushed his tongue
into her mouth, gently forcing her teeth apart and exploring. She
wrapped her arms around his neck and he manoeuvred her back onto
the grass, lifting his body half on top of her. As they devoured
one another hungrily, he grazed his hand up from her waist to her
breast, palming it gently.

She couldn’t believe how easily
she had accepted his advance and how quickly her body was
responding to his touch. She was usually careful about becoming
intimate with a man, yet here she was, making out behind the beer
tent with Brodie MacNeil at the Highland games. Fiona's head was
swirling and she was very aware of his hardness pressing against
her thigh. He groaned as she gently nipped his bottom lip and he
thrust his hips against her thigh in response.

Fiona heard his name being
called over the tannoy first. She ripped her mouth away from his
and batted his hand away from her breast.

“What...?”
growled Brodie, moving down towards her neck.

“They're
calling you.”

Brodie cocked his head and
nodded when his name came over the tannoy again.

“Shit, I'm
entered into the caber tossing competition.”

“The caber
tossing competition where you throw a big wooden log as far as you
can?” She giggled, still aware of his own “caber” pressing against
her leg.

“Yes, what's
wrong with that?” He frowned.

“Oh, em,
nothing. It just seems funny. Here, you'll need your sporran. I
have a safety pin to hold the chain together for now.” She quickly
removed the pin from her bag and fixed the sporran. He grinned as
he left her sitting on the grass, blowing her a kiss before he
walked around the corner and out of sight.

Fiona straightened her dress and
picked up the two plastic beer cups. Her lips tingled from their
kisses and she ached with frustration at the sudden loss of him.
Why was she even entertaining the notion of sleeping with Brodie?
Surely he didn’t actually want to have sex with her–and she
definitely was not going to have sex with him. She’d just broken up
with Darren. There was no way she was going to use him as her
rebound fling.

She walked over to watch the
caber tossing competition and found Sarah among the other
spectators. She stood laughing with her best friend at the array of
strong and weak competitors attempting to throw the old telegraph
pole as far as they could.

Brodie won the competition
easily. As he had tossed the caber, Fiona's eyes had been glued to
his strong arm muscles: arms that had been around her only minutes
before. It was almost as if his touch was burned onto her skin.

When he took the podium to
accept the winner's trophy, he looked directly at her and smiled.
He was gorgeous. But she couldn’t figure out why she had allowed
him to kiss her. She could not fall for him. There were many
reasons why the whole idea of a relationship with Brodie MacNeil
was ridiculous.

Then he was at her side.

“We're all
going to the pub now. Are you coming?”

“I really
should get home.” Fiona started to back away. His smell and his
grin were intoxicating.

“Fiona, what's
wrong?”

“Nothing. It's
just...”

“Just
what?”

She turned from him and started
walking towards the field gate, which led out onto the main road
round the island. After living in the city and driving along three
lane motorways, it seemed funny to think of the narrow single track
with regular passing places as a main road. The tarmac fell away
steeply to the dark green peat bog on one side and the rough
uncultivated expanse of heather on the other. Beyond the peat bog,
the sun glinted off the sea–the mainland barely visible to the
naked eye.

“What happened
earlier was... nice, but it can't happen again.”

“You weren't
complaining at the time.”

“You caught me
off guard. Look.” She stopped walking and turned to him, grabbing
his arm to stop him from continuing to move. “I'm not ready for a
relationship. Besides, we live in very different places. I don't do
one-night stands and we can't carry on a relationship with me
living in Glasgow and you living on Kilrigh.”

“Well, I can't
help thinking you're jumping the gun after one kiss, but ignoring
that, if it came to it, one of us could move.”

“Brodie, you're
a farmer. There are not a lot of jobs in the city for someone with
a degree in agriculture. Besides, you have to take over the estate
one day. And I sure as hell am not coming back here to
live.”

“Why not? Bert
is looking for someone to take over the vet's practice. He wants to
retire.”

“And then I can
spend the rest of my life with my hand up the backsides of all the
cows on the island? I don't think so.”

“What happened
that caused you to hate your home so much?” he asked
suddenly.

“Nothing. I
just like having a shop around the corner in case I run out of milk
at short notice and clothes shops a twenty minute journey
away.”

“If we run out
of milk here, we either drink our coffee black or we go out first
thing in the morning and collect a jug of milk fresh from the
milking machine tank. And we have the internet for shopping or we
go for a weekend trip to Glasgow. You speak as though living in the
city is somehow superior to living on Kilrigh. Well, we may not be
as cultured as the city folk, Fee, but at least we don't end up
sleeping with the girl from accounts.”

She gasped at his arrogance. How
dare he? Before she realised, her hand had come up to slap him
soundly on the cheek, but he was too quick. He caught her forearm
firmly in his hand and leaned down to whisper in her ear.

“Don't ever try
to hit me or anyone else again.” Brodie let go of her arm
instantly. “Now, stop pouting and come to the pub. There will be
lots of us there and I promise not to try to molest you again. I
also promise not to propose marriage to you and actually make you
think about staying on Kilrigh.”

He put his hand gently on the
small of her back and guided her out of the field and down the road
to the village. His gentle but familiar touch sent a shiver up her
spine. There was no denying it now. She wanted Brodie. She wanted
him to run his rough fingers up her naked body, to find out if he
was a true Scotsman and to be able to forget everything for a short
time and just enjoy being with him.

 


~* * *~

 


Fiona found herself being
whirled around the pub floor in an energetic jig by Gregor Kincaid.
Gregor was a couple of years younger than she and Brodie. He was a
tall, blond, muscular drummer in the pipe band and was also used to
working hard since he had taken over his own croft after his
father’s death a few years earlier. He had been trying to charm his
way into her affections all evening and had bought her a couple of
drinks earlier. He was confident and a complete flirt. She had
tried to buy him a drink in return so no one thought she was
interested in the younger man, but he had refused.

Throughout the evening she had
watched Brodie, acutely aware of exactly where he was at any given
time. They had regularly made eye contact and each time he had
grinned at her, it heated her core.

The small folk band that had
been playing since they had arrived slowed down the tempo and Fiona
took the opportunity to thank Gregor for the dance and go to the
bar for a drink.

She felt Brodie's presence
behind her before he spoke. He was almost flush against her as he
placed his hands gently on her hips.

“I have
something for you,” he rasped.

“Really?” She
smiled and handed over money to the barman. She stifled a groan as
he tightened his grip on her waist. As warmth pooled in her belly
she struggled to maintain control. She forced herself to thank the
barman and collected her change, dropping it into her bag without
bothering to find her purse.

“Yes. My mother
always says, 'neither a borrower nor a lender be.'”

Brodie brought his hand towards
her face. Between his fingers was the safety pin she had given him
earlier. She took it from him and laughed as he pushed himself
closer to her, trapping her between the bar and him. His muscular
six-foot frame pinned her gently to the shiny wooden surface as he
pressed his hips against her. His hard length nestled at her back
set her blood dancing and she was left in no doubt as to what
exactly was under his kilt.

“Brodie...” She
wanted him. Oh, how she wanted him. But she couldn't afford to have
him. The emotional cost of having him and then leaving to go back
to Glasgow may very well crush her. As a child she had cared deeply
for her friend and the short time she had spent with him today had
proved that those feelings had only been hidden rather than lost.
He moved slightly and turned her in his arms.

“It'll be very
embarrassing if I have to move away from you just now. It's not
like I have a sporran on to hide my predicament. Dance with me,” he
urged.

Fiona chuckled and placed her
arms around his neck. They moved slowly into the throng of couples
on the makeshift dance floor. Brodie caressed her hips as he
brought his hands down over her bottom and squeezed, drawing her
closer to him and rubbing himself against her. His groan of desire
was muffled by the skin on her neck as he skated his lips over the
delicate flesh.

“You're not
doing anything to improve your predicament,” she warned
him.

“I don't care,”
he muttered, nibbling gently on the lobe of her ear. He stroked the
cheeks of her butt before moving the fingers of one hand lower,
prodding between her legs and almost reaching her core, despite the
layers of cloth between them. It took all her will power to draw
back slightly, preventing herself from rubbing harder against
him.

“Brodie, this
is dangerous. We're in public.”

“Hmm.” He
started to move, steering her through the other couples and farther
away from the bar. The sudden chill of night air made her gasp as
he grabbed her hand and dragged her out into the street. The road
was lit by a few street lights, but it was much darker than the pub
had been. Even still, she could see the tenting of his kilt and
smiled at the effect she clearly had on the handsome islander. It
felt good to know that she was desired – and by the same person who
used to tease her for being ‘a ginger.’ He seemed to like her mane
of long red hair now.

“Why are we out
here,” Fiona asked, breathlessly. He stopped and looked at her then
grabbed her hand, pulling her along the road. “Where are we
going?”

“I'm taking you
home.”

“You are?
Why?”

“Because, if I
stay out here with you much longer, I won't be responsible for my
actions.”

“And what
actions might those be?”

“Stop flirting,
Fee. You were the one who, a few hours ago, was telling me she was
not ready and doesn't do one-night stands.”

She allowed him to drag her
along a few hundred yards. She really did want him. Her nipples
were like tiny rocks chafing against the fabric of her bra and her
legs like jelly. She needed his strength, his hardness to press
against, to disperse the frustration that mounted with every minute
that passed. If she went into this with open eyes, she couldn't be
too badly hurt surely.

She dug her heels in, and Brodie
came to a stop, turning around and raising a questioning
eyebrow.

“Would you be
interested in a fling? A holiday romance, I suppose. No strings
attached.”

“I thought men
were the unromantic ones.” He inched close and caught her around
the waist. “And yes, much as I want more from you, I'll take what
you're willing to give for now. You know, as we grew up, I always
assumed you and I would marry. We were best friends and I thought
we always would be. Then the summer before university, you wouldn’t
speak to me and since then I’ve wondered what I did to upset you. I
really wanted to make it up to you and hoped that one day you’d be
my girlfriend. I guess I didn’t want that childish notion to end.
So yes, Fiona Campbell, I will be your Highland fling and I’ll keep
my fingers crossed for more. ”

He really did want her and
always had. As a child she had also just assumed she would marry
her best friend. If only she could reconcile her past to be with
him. But that wasn’t possible. The past could not be undone and she
lived in Glasgow while Brodie lived on the tiny island.

“OK, a fling it
is. But let's take it slow, for now.”

Brodie pressed his lips against
hers as he tangled the fingers of one of his hands in her long
thick hair. She granted his tongue access, causing him to groan. He
pulled her hips closer to him. She was lost in his warm, sensual
kisses, rubbing herself gently against him, increasing her own
desire. Neither of them noticed the car headlights until the driver
hooted the horn. They looked up to see some of the people who had
been in the pub earlier grinning at them through the
windscreen.

“We're in the
middle of the road,” he pointed out.

“Yes, it
appears so.” She buried her head against his chest to hide her
embarrassment. As they moved to the side, the car drew up alongside
them, the car engine quieting, accentuating the low burr of the
electric windows as they were lowered.

“Get a room!”
shouted Donald. Gerry whooped loudly and started a round of
applause, while Craig tunelessly whistled the wedding
march.

Fiona continued to push her face
into Brodie's shirt but she giggled as he called back to their
tormentors, “Jealousy is an ugly emotion. And you guys would know
all about being ugly.” The relief of pressure on her shoulder told
her that Brodie had removed his hand and was making a rude gesture
as the revellers drove off.

Once the noise of the car engine
had abated, Fiona extracted herself and grasped his hand, heading
off in the direction of home. As they walked, she told him about
Glasgow and her life there. Brodie spoke about how pleased he was
that all the crofters were making it through the recession.

“You didn't
really need a new tractor, did you?”

Brodie tightened his lips and
two lines of discontent appeared between his brows. “What are you
implying, Ms Campbell?”

“That you told
my dad you wanted a new one so you could give him your old one and
he wouldn't refuse to take it.”

“You don't give
your dad enough credit, Fee. He knows fine that I didn't need a new
tractor. But he's sensible. He'd rather swallow his pride a bit
than risk the croft going into receivership. Not that we would let
that happen. The whole story of my desire for a new tractor was
just an act so neither of us looked like we were being unmanly.
Everyone knows the truth. It's all a game.”

“So you are
giving my dad a relatively new tractor for nothing?”

“It's an
investment. If the croft goes under, the estate doesn't get the
rent.”

“Yes but...” He
placed his finger over her lips. She knew the cost of the tractor
would be at least a year's rent for the croft.

“But nothing.
OK? There is nothing more to be said on the matter. We look after
our own on Kilrigh. Even those who go off and hide in Glasgow for
five years.”

She was about to protest when he
scooped her up in his arms and carried her into the field, taking
care to shut the gate behind him. The deep lowing of the cows
didn’t deter him as he gingerly side-stepped cow pats, heading for
a barn on the other side of the field. Fearing he would drop her,
she remained silent until he put her down, opened the barn door and
ushered her inside. He pulled a cord in the centre of the barn and
a solitary light bulb illuminated.

“When did
Kilrigh get electricity in barns?” she asked, frowning. “And why
are we in Angus MacDonald's barn?”
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