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The day is blue and bright, brilliant sunshine over jade green sea and a fresh breeze blowing life and colour into my face.

Holidaying on the Scottish West Coast, I am boarding the ferry from the fishing village of Mallaig to the Small Island of Eigg. My two dogs accompany me, Seamus, stepping eagerly forward onto the boarding plank, Fudge, my ageing Labrador, reluctantly following. This is a camping holiday.; me, my dogs, my big estate car and a tent. No phones. No e-mail. Two weeks of uncluttered travel. Absolute bliss! 

It is a sparkling day.

The ‘ferry’ has a well-used kind of look about it. To me, it looks like an ex-fishing boat. The boarding plank really is a just a plank, the only concession to safety being a rope that passes for a handrail. I walk carefully across. Seamus skips over and Fudge follows with an air of deep suspicion for the whole arrangement.

The ferry is crowded and the seats, just wooden boards, highly polished from much use, are crowded. Casting around for somewhere to sit, and having two dogs with me on their leads, there seems to be no-where suitable for me. Then a man waves me over, shunting to one side, and making a gap, against the protests of the small child next to him.

“Here,” he says, “plenty of room for a little ‘un.”

“Thanks.” And I slip into the space he has created for me. 

The man’s accent is Australian and he is rather good-looking, in a weather-beaten kind of way. Wearing jeans, tee-shirt and hiking boots and carrying a backpack, everything looks good quality but well worn. His fair-hair, streaked sun-blond, frames skin brown as a nut, set off by a white-toothed smile and corn-blue eyes.

As I sit, he offers his hand. “Hi, I’m Ross.”

Taking the hand. “Hi, I’m Simone. Thanks for the seat.”

“Ah, you’re welcome. It doesn’t hurt folks to shift up a bit.”

“You sound as though you’re a long way from home?”

He grins. “That’s right. I suppose the accent is a dead giveaway isn’t it.”

“On holiday?”

“Aha.”

“Touring Scotland?”

“Ahh... no, not exactly. I’m hitchhiking.”

“Around Scotland?”

“Nooo... I’m heading for Iceland.”

My brain screeches to a halt. “Sorry. Did I get that right? You’re hitch-hiking from Australia to Iceland.”

“Yup. That’s right.”

“Isn’t there a bit of a water problem there? Thumbing a lift, I get. But the Pacific’s a long way to paddle.”

He chuckles, his eyes crinkling in the sunshine. “Yeah, but I work my way through the wet bits.” 

Ross is an interesting person and we chat happily through the journey, discussing the practicalities of hitchhiking halfway around the world. Seamus interrupts by, in time-honoured fashion, slipping his collar to escape to the prow of the boat, standing like some weird canine figurehead, ears rippling in the fresh breeze as he looks out to sea ahead of the boat.

“A dog after my own heart.” laughs Ross.

“Oh?”

“He wants what he wants and he goes for it.”

I suck in my cheeks at the implications of his words, but nonetheless, as the ferry docks with the tiny pier on the island, we go our separate ways, he strolling one way and me, with my dogs, wandering off to have a look around this piece of wild and lovely Scotland.

The walk is gorgeous, with sheep trimmed turf running down to pebbly beaches by the glittering sea. Wild flowers spot the low, flat landscape and the dogs splash in the waves, coming out soaked, smelling of salt and seaweed.

The ferry leaves after only a couple of hours and I meet Ross again on the jetty.

“Nice walk?” he asks.

“Mmm. Yes, Lovely.”

“Join me on the boat?”

“I’d love to.”

We sit together, chatting.

“So how does Australia to Iceland happen?”

“I was looking for an unusual holiday. All the agents were the same so I closed my eyes and stuck a pin in the map. I got Iceland. But when I tried to book a holiday, no-one could do it. So I decided to hitch-hike.

“And the small matter of intervening oceans?”

“I work my way across. It’s a bit roundabout sometimes but I’ve made progress bit by bit.”

“And you’ve been on the move for... How long?”

“Oh, four months or so. There’s no hurry. What about you? Touring Scotland?”

“Not the whole thing. Just the West Coast. Me, my dogs and the car. It’s lovely, but a bit short on facilities.”

“Don’t they have showers in the campsites?”

“I’m sure they do, but I’m not using campsites. I just park up somewhere nice and pitch my tent. No-one’s moved me on so far. But I am kinda feeling the need for a shower. Y’know, four days sharing a tent with two dogs and, um, personal freshness, is becoming a bit of an issue. I need to find some swimming baths or something. I think there’s some in Oban so I’ll go there.”

He laughs. “I’ll bet. Hey, look. I’m in a hotel. You can use my bathroom if you like.”

I pause, hovering over what might be unsaid in this invitation. 

He holds up his hands. “Hey, no strings. My intentions are honourable. I’ll go down to the bar while you have a clean-up. No funny business. Honest.”

“That’s great. Thanks very much. I’ll take you up on that.”

Back on shore, I load the dogs into the car and follow Ross in his. Back at his hotel, he is as good as his word, letting me into his room and then vanishing downstairs while I soak away several days’ worth of sweat and grime.

Half an hour later, and feeling much nicer to know, I join him in the bar. “Thanks ever so much,” I say. “That was great. I feel so much better.”

“Join me for a drink?” he asks.

“I’d love to. But the dogs have been shut in the car for quite a while. I really need to get back. Feed them and suchlike.”

He looks disappointed. “Shame.”

“Tell you what. Why don’t you join me where I’m camping? It’s a lovely evening and I’m in a gorgeous spot down by the loch.”

He brightens immediately. “Great idea. Where are you?”

I give him directions to my camping spot. “I’ll be there anytime after the next hour or so. Feel free to join me anytime.”

Two hours later, and the sun waning, I am sitting by the loch-side, my campfire glimmering over the water, sending golden wavelets rippling out into the gloaming. Seamus and Fudge are playing in the mini-waves rippling to the shores, trying, unsuccessfully, to catch dragonflies.

Car headlights gleam and with a crunch of gravel on the track, a car pulls up and Ross steps out. Obviously freshly showered, in a clean white linen shirt and faded well-worn jeans, he looks good enough to eat.

He grins as he steps out of the car, teeth very white against his tan. “Hi,” he says, holding out a bottle of wine. “I come bearing gifts.”

“Ah, that’s lovely. Thanks. I’d offer you a seat, but I’ve none here, so I’ll have to offer you a bit of turf instead.

He laughs. “An embarrassment of hospitality. Can I assume you have a corkscrew?”

“Yup. Coming right up. I’ve even got cheese and some of the local bread to sit with that wine.”

My fire flickers in the dusk, reflecting over the loch and melting into a sunset broken to mosaic over the waters. The evening is warm; sultry almost, as we settle. Ross seats himself on the ground, cross-legged on the short grass. The flames flutter between us as we sip wine, chat and nibble snacks, but we both know that we are thinking of other things.

Over the flames our eyes meet, his gaze locking with mine, lambent in the growing dusk. There are no words. Words are un-needed. Our mutual desire speaks for itself; our shared wish to make love.

He stands, walks the few paces across to me, and sits by my side. 

Lifting my chin in one hand, he pauses for a long moment, then leans close, kissing me lightly on the lips. He smells male, delicious; earthy and spicy.

I return the kiss, and his arms swirl around me, his kiss deepening, mouth opening over mine and hands sliding up my shoulders into my hair. My breath quickening, there is a rising heat inside me and my pulse is beginning to race.

A hand slips to my breasts, caressing and then cupping first one, then the other. My hardening nipples crinkle under his touch and I am growing warm between the thighs, my panties
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Author’s Note About ‘Love By The Waters’
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