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***

For those who need to hear this... It’s okay to fail. It’s okay to start again.

***
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All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced or used in any manner without the written permission of the copyright owner except for the use of quotations in a book review.

Copyright © 2022 by Rebecca Andrew

This is a work of fiction.

Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.

Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.
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Retreating with her tail between her legs, was not exactly how Imogen Moran imagined her return home to Banderry, Ireland. Moving away from her family and everything she knew was hard to do in the first place. But she wanted something else for herself, something more. She was young, she wanted to see the world or rather, live in a less rural area than the one she grew up in. At least that was what they thought she wanted.

Imogen didn’t want to be reliant on her family, to be surrounded by people who only saw her as the little tomboy farm girl from down the street. She was so much more than that. The problem was living in the city, wasn’t what it was cracked up to be. Everything was all rush, rush, rush. The nightlife, the work and even the people were non-stop. Imogen made herself at home and fully emerged herself into that life. It was fun, for a while. She didn’t regret the choice to move away. But it was hard to keep up. Especially being a country girl. She wasn’t used to the hustle and bustle of traffic. Not to mention all of the people. As the years went by, she missed her home.

Gazing out of the open window, the cool spring breeze whipping around her and the fresh smell of grass filling her senses, Imogen felt at peace. The air was clear like it always was after a bit of rain. Being here was exactly what she needed. Breathing space, plenty of time and someplace familiar.

Coming home was the right thing to do, but she wasn’t looking forward to all the questions. Her parents, mostly her mother, would be very interested in why she returned. How was she going to tell them she was a failure? Her big plans to go out into the world and become her own woman, to be independent and live away from everything she was used to fell apart at the seams...

Then there was her brother. Iain was a typical older brother. Protective. Caring. Annoying. But she loved him and the way he always looked out for her. Even if he took it too far a lot of the time. She wouldn’t be without him. She was looking forward to seeing him. Growing up, Imogen idolised Iain. She wanted to be as cool as him, especially in school. He was on the football team, always surrounded by people and just, well, popular.

Imogen’s school life was different. She was never bullied. Nobody dared bully her, thanks to Iain. The thing is, she wasn’t welcomed in all circles. She wasn’t a girly girl. She didn’t care for dresses, skirts or makeup. Neither was she one to pine over boys. Oh, Imogen had crushes, like all girls. But there was no sitting in corners gossiping and giggling about it. In truth, being on her family farm, with the animals was more her thing. That was why she became a vet.

Thinking of her brother, her thoughts shifted to his best friend, Collin. It was so cliché, falling for your brothers best friend. But Imogen did. Collin was so cool and when he wasn’t working on his father's farm, he was at her house hanging out with Iain.

It didn’t take long for the little girl in her to develop a huge crush. Of course, she never told him how she felt. She saw the girls he dated through school. The pretty girls. The barbie doll type girls. There was nothing wrong with those girls. Imogen just wasn’t one of them and she never would be. Her style was very laid back. She always wore flannel shirts, dungarees, baggy jeans and sweaters that were too big. He saw her as one of them. One of the boys. It was depressing but she accepted it.

Maybe it was for the best? Collin was a ladies man. He never cheated on any of the girls he dated, and his relationships never lasted very long. But, well, he didn’t lack for female company. Ever.

Heading back meant she would see him again too. The thought made her nervous. It was a sensation she didn’t want to evaluate. Her crush was long past. She had moved on in the city and met someone else. Of course, that relationship fell apart, just like her career. Just one of the reasons she was going home. She was a different person now. Seeing him again would be great, but it didn’t mean anything.

Imogen refused to examine the nerves any further. Pushing them away, she focused on the road ahead and reaching her family farm in one piece. She had been travelling for a good few hours and fatigue was setting in. It also didn’t help that the road she was on, was in disrepair. The puddles from a recent rainfall hid some of the bigger holes. With all the machines and livestock that travelled up and down it, she should have expected the road to be damaged.

It was more than obvious her little car wasn’t built for the country roads. She should have known. But in her haste to get away, it skipped her attention. She had forgotten how uneven the roads were. Her little car wasn’t enjoying the journey.

She hit a nasty pothole. Her whole car jolted loud and hard. Her eyes zeroed in on the warning light on the dashboard. It blinked angrily at her. Her stubborn streak kicked in and she refused to stop. She was almost there. The car would hold out a little longer.

Iain would be able to fix it. Sure, being the mechanic he was, he would be angry at her for driving with the warning light on. Imogen couldn’t bring herself to ask for help. The idea of ringing her brother made her cringe. Just a little. Admitting defeat was a no-no.

When white smoke began to seep out of the bonnet of the car, Imogen knew she couldn’t keep going. Sighing, she pulled over in the nearest layby. Gathering her hair in her hands, she fastened it into a messy bun on the top of her head before getting out.

Looking around, the fields on one side, in the distance she could see a herd of sheep grazing. On the other, a couple of horses stood watching her. The smile on her face came naturally. Being around livestock, being with farm animals was something she missed. She became a vet to work on bigger animals. Horses, goats, cows. She didn’t particularly want to work on dogs and cats. She loved all animals. But big animals were her kryptonite. They were her passion.

Not wanting to call for help, she decided to try and fix it herself. She had many memories of watching her father fix the tractor or show Iain and her how to pull engines apart... How hard could it be?

Popping the hood, with her hands on her hips she looked under the hood, the white smoke billowing out a little more, and studied the engine. Her eyes scanned all the different connections and parts, her brain trying to pull up what her father taught her. She messed with a few things, burnt her finger and ended up with her hands covered in oil and grease. But with no idea
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