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Dedication

For my mum – my biggest cheerleader.

How lucky we were for the time that we shared.








Isla & Alistair’s Playlist

The Night We Met – Lord Huron

Let Alone the One You Love – Olivia Dean

Landslide – Fleetwood Mac

DAISIES – Justin Bieber

Panther City – Leon Bridges

Open Your Heart – Madonna

Us and Them – Pink Floyd

Dive – Ed Sheeran

Dancing Barefoot – Patti Smith

You Make Loving Fun – Fleetwood Mac

Until I Found You – Stephen Sanchez

It Isn’t Perfect But It Might Be – Olivia Dean

Total Eclipse of the Heart – Bonnie Tyler

Easy Does It – GoldFord
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Scan this QR code to listen along!
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Author’s Note

While One for the Road is primarily a light-hearted read, it features content that may be triggering for some. This includes: infidelity of a previous partner; the death of a parent from Alzheimer’s (off-page); mentions of medical negligence (off-page); mentions of insecurities related to post-partum body image. This novel is an open-door romance with multiple on-page sexual encounters and explicit language.








Prologue March Alistair

I couldn’t say exactly when my life had become a heaping pile of flaming shit. Maybe it was two years ago, when I’d been suspended from my inner-city GP practice for “unprofessional conduct”.

Maybe it was months before that, when I’d started riding the Glasgow Subway an extra stop on my way to work every morning, just to hold off the pandemonium that inevitably awaited me: a backlog of angry patients, mounting paperwork and not enough hours in the day.

Or maybe it was years before that, when I’d dumped my fiancée, Juniper, only weeks after her dad had died. A life-changing conversation I’d handled in a single phone call. Three minutes and twenty-seven seconds was all it had taken to prove to everyone in my life what a selfish arsehole I truly was.

There were probably an infinite number of tiny moments in between those milestones, micro misdeeds adding to the tapestry of a man who wasn’t worth very much. But today really took the cake.

“Please tell me you didn’t just skip out on our father’s funeral?” The hard voice of Callum, my eldest brother, filled the cab of my rented Land Rover.

My hands tightened around the wheel, the narrow slice of tarmac slipping beneath its wheels. “I stayed as long as I could,” I said. Until the coffin was in the ground, and I’d felt like my chest was ready to explode.

I barely even recalled clambering behind the wheel or tossing the crumpled copy of my dad’s will onto the passenger seat before peeling out the cemetery’s car park. I’d meant to drive somewhere that reminded me of him. Anywhere to scrub the image of that wooden box beneath mounds of earth from my brain. Within minutes of driving out onto the main road, I’d realised Dad had spent so much of our childhood working, chained to his desk at Kinleith Surgery, he’d never taken us anywhere. Not a single day trip or even a fucking picnic at the beach.

So, I’d driven the entire length of the Isle of Skye to Neist Point Lighthouse and just sat in my car, the rain lashing the windows, until my body began to tremble from the cold.

“As long as you could? Alistair! This wasn’t a family barbecue. I get that we all had our issues with him but shit – he’s still our dad.”

“You think I don’t know that?”

Our father, Jim Macabe, had been a hard man to grow up with. He’d run his household like an army unit. We were like Scotland’s answer to the Von Trapp family without the genetic predisposition for perfect pitch. Even now, at thirty-seven years old, I couldn’t set foot in my parents’ house without recalling his dad stare, levelled at whichever of his four kids had pissed him off that day. Cold and flat, like he was taking inventory of every bad choice we’d ever made.

He’d been an arsehole, to put it plainly. Short-fused. Impossible to please. And yet, weeks after he’d died, I still couldn’t shake the urge to try to live up to those unachievable standards.

It was like, at some point during my teen years, I’d become an addict and his approval was my drug of choice. With enough effort, I could craft myself into exactly the man he wanted me to be – a doctor, just like him – and in return, I’d gain his affection.

Fucking pathetic.

My hands tightened on the wheel, a sob I’d been holding in for months now working its way up my throat. “Shit, Callum, I – I’m sorry. Is Mum okay?” Had she seen me leave?

“She’s fine. Juniper and I are staying with her tonight.” Maybe I was too numb, because the guilt that should have dug into my chest like shrapnel at the sound of my ex-fiancée’s name was nothing more than a dull twinge.

Callum’s girlfriend, I reminded myself. It had been several months and that revelation was still taking some getting used to.

Talk about fucked family dynamics.

“Good,” I said, absently. “That’s good.”

“Just tell me you’re okay. I can send Mal—”

“No. Don’t bother him.” My younger brother had enough on his plate. “I’m nearly home now anyway.” I turned my car into the blink and you miss it turning toward Kestral Cove and the little cottage I’d started renting back in December. It wasn’t quite a home. But it was quiet. Clean, if not for the smell of fermented cabbage I was still trying to air out of the soft furnishings (I’d come to the conclusion that the previous tenant was a hobbyist pickler). Good enough for the few short months I planned to stay here while I sorted my shit out.

“Okay,” he clipped. The shine of taillights in the distance distracted me as he continued, “How about we meet in the morning—”

“Shit!” I cut him off. “You’ve got to be fucking kidding me.” I pointlessly hit my indicator, coming to a stop behind an ancient pink VW Beetle.

“What’s that?” Callum asked.

“Nothing. Just a damn tourist. Must have taken a wrong turn off the main road.” There was nothing down this way except miles of fields and two little cottages perched right by the cliff edge.

My windscreen wipers were working overtime in the downpour, and I flashed my headlights, indicating they should move over – they weren’t even stopped at a passing place. “It’s really coming down out there, I can come out—” Callum offered.

Always the hero, offering a hand no matter how weird things had become between us. Guilt slithered through me. It was more than I deserved. “I’m fine.”

“I don’t think you should be alone.”

But I am alone, I wanted to say. Glasgow. Skye. It doesn’t matter.

My siblings were the only ones who reached out to me now. Family duty and all that. Who knew it only took professional ruination to find out who your true friends were?

If you’re asking stupid questions, you already know the answer. I could hear my dad, his stern voice taking up the empty passenger seat like a spectre.

My Glasgow friends were all ones I’d met in medical school. The kind who stuck together out of habit and circumstance. Frequenting bars from our uni days on the weekends, recounting the woes of our underfunded health service and the weird smell that always lingered in Glasgow’s Royal Infirmary over drams of whisky.

Now I’d become part of the conversational checklist at medical conferences. “Did you hear Alistair Macabe blew up his own life? And how about that new endoscopic platform . . .”

Not that I cared.

I didn’t need friends.

Who had the time or inclination to foster new relationships as an adult, anyway? I barely had time to nurture the ones I had. And even those I eventually found a way to fuck up.

You have to be selfish if you want to be successful; don’t make my mistakes.

I blinked Dad’s voice away, as though I could scrub the memory clean with enough rubbing alcohol, only half focused on Callum’s voice as he said, “I know the will reading came as a surprise, but I think it will be good for you, even if it isn’t what you planned. Taking over Dad’s surgery means you can stay here . . . with your family.”

Dad’s surgery. The words settled in my blood like shards of ice, and I refused to look at my passenger seat, at the will. I didn’t need to read it again. I had it memorised.

And to Alistair, I leave Kinleith General Practice. Make me proud, son.

Make me proud, son. Because I hadn’t already. I mean, I’d always known that. My dad’s permanent expression had been a disapproving scowl, but to have it confirmed on paper hurt far more than it should have.

I’d spent every minute of my adult life barrelling toward one goal: becoming a senior partner at my own GP surgery before I hit forty. Four years before my dad had earned the accolade. Because if I couldn’t please him, I’d be damn sure to outdo him. But then he had to go and fucking die and steal that from me too – the opportunity to earn it for myself. Everything I’d worked for, years of late nights, working on the weekends, kissing the arses of senior doctors, personal sacrifice – all for nothing.

I swore I could already hear the village’s rumour mill running: Wee Alistair Macabe couldn’t cut it in the big city after all . . . came running back to Skye with his tail between his legs.

“I need some time to think it through,” I told Callum distractedly, my attention captured by the tourist – a woman – jumping out of the Beetle’s driver seat into the pissing rain. She rounded the car and opened the boot. Had she broken down? Fucking great.

Callum replied, but I wasn’t listening as I watched the Beetle driver through the quick slide of my wipers. She raced back to the driver’s side and returned with a torch. It was really coming down out there. Barely five p.m., but the swollen clouds had turned the sky the moody grey that was a constant plague on Scotland’s west coast. Despite the rain, I could see now that steam poured from the engine, and she wafted at it with small, frantic hands. Yeah, she’d definitely broken down. Would it be a dick move to just leave? Try to drive around her? The gap between her car and the grass verge was tight, but I could maybe do it.

In Glasgow, I would have left without a second thought. Probably wouldn’t have even noticed someone stranded on my commute. I’d have my headphones in place, nose stuck in my phone. Just the way I liked it.

My brothers would help, though.

Mal, my younger brother, would probably be able to fix it with his bare hands, or use brute strength to push her to the nearest garage. Callum, Kinleith’s vet and small-town hero, would have somehow charmed the car into working. Only a quick grin and a little click of his fingers required. Not me. My knowledge of cars began and ended with the colour-coded fuel pumps.

Palming the gear stick, I eyed the steep grass verge bracketing the dirt track. My four-wheel drive could definitely stand a few minutes of off-roading . . . but, shit.

I thumped a fist off the wheel. “Callum, I gotta go.”

“We have to talk at some point.” He always sounded tired when he talked to me.

“Yep,” I agreed, knowing I’d put off that conversation for as long as possible. I hung up without another word, then edged my vehicle as close to the Beetle as I could. I lowered my window. “Miss?”

Either she didn’t hear me or didn’t care because she didn’t glance up. She had the small torch clutched between her teeth while her fingers fluttered over the engine, clearly having no idea what to do. Only a thin pink anorak protected her from the rain, the front unzipped, and it whipped around her body like a parachute, ready to drag her into the air.

Early spring on Skye could be just as bad as autumn.

I cleared my throat. Yelled, “Hey, miss!”

She finally noted me, offering a single hurried look over her shoulder. It was too dark to clearly make out the colour of her eyes. Still, they settled on me, wide and a little irritated. She took the torch from her mouth. “What?”

“You’re blocking the entire road.”

“Not like I can help it.” Her voice was smooth and crisp. English. She glanced back at the engine that was likely as old as the car.

Fantastic.

“Have you called a tow truck?”

“Nope. One won’t come out on a Sunday. I’ll be as quick as I can.” Right. Water ran off her back in sheets, down her bare legs, soaking her pink cowboy boots. Oh jeez. This girl was more clueless than I was. If I left now, she’d probably stumble through the field, right off the edge of the cliff.

“Guess I’ll call one then.” I yanked my phone from its holder. Kinleith didn’t have a garage, but there was one in a neighbouring village that was sure to be open. Rural as Skye might be, this wasn’t Middle-earth. Rumour had it, the pub in Kinleith now stayed open past nine p.m.

The phone signal was shit all the way out here, and it took a minute for the search results to load.

“Well?” she finally called.

“Closed.” Christ, it was like I’d fallen into a time machine.

“Like I said,” she hummed, not even turning around to speak to me.

“Look, you obviously don’t know what you’re doing,” I said, trying not to sound pissed off at her smug tone. But she was the one holding me up. “Is it worth getting soaked to your skin? Get back in your car, I’ll call you a taxi.” Then I could be on my way, guilt-free.

Apparently, it was, because she ignored me.

I watched as she kept tinkering uselessly. “Look, lass—” I started. The English adored that nickname, didn’t they? Because of that stupid time-travel show.

“Don’t ‘lass’ me, all right, Braveheart? I’m getting really tired of men thinking they can dictate my life, so just keep quiet and enjoy the show.”

Well, colour me fucking told.

Lips pursed, I rolled up the window. Could I really just sit and wait?

The wind tore her hood back, revealing honey-blonde hair that quickly soaked to a dark brown before she yanked it back into place. My fingers twitched toward the door handle.

Don’t do it.

Don’t do it.

Your shoes are Italian leather. Just don’t look.

Then a startled cry left her lips.

“I’m a moron,” I muttered, throwing myself into the driving rain. Mud immediately squelched around my feet. I tried not to wince, grabbing the umbrella from the back seat.

As I got closer, I finally saw that the tiny car was loaded up with bin liners and boxes spilling with clothes. In the front seat, a small girl, no older than my seven-year-old twin nieces, sat quietly in the front seat, playing on an iPad.

Her sister? Cousin?

The woman didn’t seem old enough to have a daughter. Maybe the wee girl was a kidnap victim, and I was about to aid and abet a criminal.

Funnily – or not funnily, I suppose – it wouldn’t be the worst thing to happen to me this year.

The tourist was shorter than I expected up close. Her head barely grazing my shoulder as I settled beside her, angling the umbrella to shield us both. “I’ll have a look,” I offered, taking a quick inspection of her.

A thick braid curled over one shoulder, the end disappearing into her jacket. I could only see the lower half of her face beneath the brim of her hood. But it was enough to note her pale skin and full lips that naturally turned up at the corners in a constant smile.

“You know about cars?” she asked

“A little.” Nothing. I wouldn’t have even known that in a tiny car like this, the engine was located in the back. “But I’m a doctor.”

“A doctor of cars?”

Deliberate sarcasm?

“A GP.” The title slipped from my lips. Then I continued like an absolute arsehole, “I could perform an emergency tracheotomy with my eyes closed. How hard can this be?”

She laughed and gestured to the engine. Her teeth glistened perfectly white in the torchlight as she passed it to me. “Be my guest.” The action made me shiver. That might have been the rain – I’d forgotten to put on my coat. Even with the umbrella, the wind whipped rainwater onto my face and it trickled down my back like chilled fingers while I bent over the engine, taking in all the various pipes and cylinders.

It felt like reading a foreign language. One I knew I could get to grips with if given enough time to study. I spoke passable French and Spanish and had taken up German in my free time. I could get a goddamned car running.

The tourist folded her arms, her fingers flicking over her forearms while I studied. I stemmed the urge to reach out and still them.

That is definitely the battery, I mentally ticked off the square black box. I moved the torch beam. And I was sure that other thing was called the alternator, but it was impossible to tell if there was something wrong with it from sight alone.

“Maybe if I google it.” I fumbled for my phone, making a mental note to do some research into cars. I was a fixer by nature. When I came across a problem I couldn’t solve, it consumed me until I put it right.

“Oh my god.” Clearly exasperated, she wedged herself into my space, tangling her hands in the material of my jumper. My pulse jumped. Mouth gasping as she tugged me close enough for the heat of her body to seep into mine and . . . dried her hands on the end of the fabric.

“Hey, do you know how much that cost—”

“Got any water?” Using both hands, she unscrewed the cap of a translucent little reservoir in the centre.

I blinked. Brain stumbling. “In the car.”

“Can I have it?”

“You’re thirsty?”

Her teeth flashed again. She was laughing at me. “It’s for the car.”

I returned in moments, handing over the metal water bottle with the urgency of a man desperately trying to ignore the mud seeping into his socks. She poured it into the reservoir and stepped back.

“How will that help?”

“It’ll cool the engine down,” she said, like she’d done it a thousand times before.

After a minute, the engine stopped steaming and I realised I’d been had. “You never needed any help, did you?”

Her lips twitched. “No. I know a little about cars. Well, this car anyway.” Replacing the cap, she handed the bottle back to me.

I became thankful for the rain; it cooled my burning cheeks. “Why even let me try?”

“I needed to wait for it to cool down enough to get the cap off. And I really needed a good laugh. Your ‘I’m a doctor, how hard can it be’ speech was the most entertainment I’ve had all week.”

Fucking excellent.

“I’m so glad I amuse you.” I ground my teeth together. “You can take it from here?”

“Yep.”

“Wonderful. Kinleith village is in that direction.” I pointed over my shoulder and turned back to my vehicle.

“Hey!” she called after me. I paused, despite myself. “You should give me your number in case I break a nail next time.”

Ha, ha, ha. Who knew the English had jokes? “Have a nice life,” I threw back, dragging my soaking body into the driver’s seat. Not bothering with my seatbelt, I shifted the Land Rover into first gear and half mounted the bank to circle her car.

My shoes squelched against the pedals, definitely ruined. I had a mind to send her a bill. But that would involve seeing her again.

The adjoined cottages sat a few twists and turns down the lane and I pulled up a few minutes later, ignoring my allocated parking space out front and parking on the gravel around the back instead. Thankful I didn’t have neighbours, I let the SUV idle, trying to trick my brain into mistaking the engine’s quiet rumble for white noise. Or whale sounds, that was supposed to be relaxing, right?

Mind still churning, I stared at the crooked little structure. No desire to go inside. The lights were off and I’d left the curtains open, the darkened windows gaped back at me like lonely, uninviting voids.

Despite what I’d told Callum, my mind was made up.

I might have ruined things back in Glasgow, but that didn’t make Kinleith my home either.

I didn’t fit here anymore.

I’d get my shit together, sell the surgery Dad had left me, then I’d get out of here.






March Isla

Please say this isn’t it.

I’d never believed in bad luck before. Never believed in the tooth fairy or wishes on birthday cakes. I’d tried once, at fifteen years old, when I’d watched my parents scream at each other over my fully lit birthday cake and realised the number of times they’d split up and gotten back together tallied higher than the number of candles.

I’d made a single wish. May that kind of love never find me. Flicking off Daisy’s – my beloved VW Beetle – barely cooled engine, I realised fifteen-year-old Isla had been short-changed. And all by a man whose best chat-up line had been, You sort of look like Margot Robbie in the right light.

Daisy sputtered to a stop outside the cottage that looked better suited to a children’s cautionary tale, the witch within waiting to eat people alive. I unlocked my phone, pausing on the open social media app I’d been torturing myself with all week. My still-puffy eyes taking in the picture of Cameron, my ex, and Annabelle, the high school ex-girlfriend he’d vehemently sworn I didn’t need to worry about when we moved to his hometown, Kinleith, just over a year ago.

We split up for a reason, Lala. We outgrew each other. I actually think you guys would be great friends.

I guess that made me the idiot, because I’d accepted those words as truth. Allowing Annabelle to welcome me into her circle of friends. I’d joined their knitting group and the Kinleith Village Committee. Gone on coffee dates and to hot yoga, even a girls’ weekend to Inverness.

And yet there they were, exchanging saliva at the top of Ben Nevis, nowhere near as sweaty as two liars deserved to be after a four-hour hike. The words “True love always finds its way home” sat beneath two hundred likes.

Two hundred.

I’d made the mistake of scrolling through the comments yesterday, then cried in the shower.

The perfect couple . . . So happy for you . . . Always knew you guys were made for each other.

A little heads-up might have been nice.

Trying to suck down the tears for the sake of our seven-year-old daughter, Teddy, short for Theodora, I navigated to the email the barely-legal-drinking-age letting agent had sent over this morning.

Despite my best efforts, the text blurred together on the phone screen. I should have known the rent price was too good to be true.

The advert stated words like “quaint”, “traditional features”, “sea view”. There was a possibility the sea view would be revealed with tomorrow’s sunrise, but as for the rest…

Through the smattering rain, I squinted at the warped little cottage. The garden was an overgrown mess of brittle stalks and thistles, a wonderful distraction from the dirty windowpanes and yellowing lace curtains. One shutter hung crookedly, jerking violently in the wind.

This was the single place in the village I could afford on my meagre savings, most of which was the small inheritance I’d received from Granny Pat. She’d also bequeathed me the ancient car I now drove.

“It looks cosy,” I finally said aloud, feeling damn proud when my voice didn’t wobble.

I couldn’t go to my parents even if I wanted to. Thanks to my mum’s latest ten-minute voice note, I knew that they were currently on-again and getting ready to fritter away their retirement savings on a round-the-world cruise.

I’d have to do this alone.

I needed a job – well, first I needed a CV. The odd bit of money I made from baking birthday cakes for the mums at school wouldn’t cut this.

What was the going rate for feet pictures these days? When Cameron and I lived in Edinburgh, a man on the bus told me I had career prospects as a foot model. Of course, he’d asked if he could try on my shoe ten seconds later. Not the most reliable recommendation, perhaps, but that had to be a sign.

With the price of my new rental agreement, even my alluring feet might not be enough. The tourist industry in Skye was booming. Great for local business, but the island was becoming so overrun with short-term holiday rentals, house prices were skyrocketing.

“It looks haunted.” Teddy looked up, eyes so blue and sad behind her thick-framed glasses. Hands squeezing the life out of the stuffed bunny in her lap. Before this week, she hadn’t so much as glanced at the toy in years. Then I’d rehashed almost word for word the most frequently told story of my own childhood – While Daddy and I won’t be living together anymore, we both still love you very much – and she’d barely let Bluebell bunny out of her sight ever since.

“It’s not haunted,” I said, nudging her with my elbow, trying my best to mask my uncertainty. This place could definitely be haunted. “We’re going to have so much fun. Just you and me, it’ll be like we’re on a girls’ holiday. We can sing Fleetwood Mac at the top of our lungs and eat cookie dough for dinner whenever we want.”

Her sigh was slow and far too heavy for a seven-year-old. “Daddy says sugar will rot my teeth.”

“I’ll make the sugar-free stuff.” And it would taste like shit, but I’d choke it down for her.

Teddy’s nod was small. Placating. Like it was her job to be the strong one.

I felt my spine collapse back against the seat; the vertebrae no longer capable of holding the weight of my failure. Even the time I’d accidentally rubbed nipple cream on her gums instead of teething gel in a sleep-deprived daze couldn’t compare to this.

In silence, we stared at the cottage like it might shape-shift before our eyes. Or like a tornado would blow through and whisk us away.

My gaze drifted over to the property attached. It looked empty. Equally as small. A little barren, but neat and tidy. No peeling paint.

Probably another holiday rental.

“Shall we go and check it out?” I urged Teddy.

She sighed again, but got out the car, clutching Bluebell bunny closely. I went to open the shared gate between the properties, which gave way under a single push. Literally gave way, clattering onto the mossy stone path. Her shoulders drooped. “We can fix that,” I promised, wringing out the ends of my hair from the earlier downpour.

The perfect metaphor for my life lately.

The front door hadn’t fared much better, the white paint chipping to reveal rotten wood beneath, but the key slid easily inside the lock, and it swung inwards with only the smallest of creaks. My heart thundered, then swelled in relief. The inside was better than the outside, at least.

Sure, it smelled a little musty from disuse. The agency that ran out of Fort William, on the mainland, had informed me in our emails that it had been shut up throughout the winter season. And sure, the entire cottage would have fit inside our old porch. But that meant less cleaning. And it was a bonus that it came fully furnished.

Teddy hesitated in the doorway, pushing her glasses back up her nose.

“Cool, right?” My boots made a low squelching noise as I spun in a slow circle in the tiny open-plan living space. “Now we can be in the same room while I’m baking and you’re watching TV.”

“I guess,” she said. I’d never heard anyone sound less convinced. “Why are the walls brown?”

Good question.

“Well . . . some people like that colour. But we’re allowed to paint, I already checked. How about yellow? Or blue? You love blue.”

She shrugged, finally stepping inside. I bit my lip, giving her space to feel her feelings. She’d always been a serious wee girl, even as a toddler. Whereas my feelings bubbled so close to the surface, they often leaked from my eyes in water form. Good or bad.

Teddy took after Cameron. Well – the old Cameron. The man I’d thought he was when I’d fallen in love with him. He’d always been steady, calm and practical. The kind of person everyone trusted, including me. And I rarely trusted anyone.

Moving further into the kitchen, I smoothed my hand over the cheap pine cabinets then toed the linoleum floor that was starting to peel in the corner. I closed my eyes, trying to picture how this place might be in the summer, windows open to the salty sea air. Flowers in the garden. Baking in the kitchen, the smell of sugar and cinnamon filling up the cracks in the walls. Apple pie, just the way Granny Pat used to make it. Helping Teddy with her homework at the kitchen table, both of our hearts a little more healed.

The image wasn’t perfect. There were still so many unanswered questions: how we’d get by; how Cameron and I would co-parent in this mess. But for Teddy, I would damn sure make it work.

Teddy, clearly unimpressed, perched on the very edge of the sagging sofa. “Why is there a door in the middle of the room?”

“What?”

“The door?” She pointed and I turned, spotting the out-of-place wooden frame. “Is that my bedroom?”

It couldn’t be. The bedrooms were at the back of the property. A cupboard most likely. “Maybe it’s the Narnia door. Think I’ll find Mr Tumnus behind here?” I waggled my eyebrows, hoping to make her laugh. “Or maybe it’s where all the ghosties live.”

She didn’t even crack a smile. Same, kid, same.

Testing the brass handle, it swung open easily. At best, I’d expected to find old cleaning supplies. Maybe a random selection of Tupperware lids. At worst, a dead body stuffed inside a suitcase. I mean, it was already the shittiest week on record, I may as well round it out with a stint on the ten o’clock news.

What I found on the other side was so much worse.

I’d always liked to imagine I’d be calm in the face of danger. The seventy-fourth winner of the Hunger Games. The good Samaritan giving up my space on a life raft. But when masculine blue eyes behind round-framed glasses met mine, I screamed like the devil was chasing me.

“Hey! What the hell do you think you’re doing? This is private property.” The man was fully dressed, thank God. But he leapt to his feet, tipping his chair like I’d walked in on him in the bathroom.

“Me?” I scuttled back, putting myself between Teddy and the rando man in my cupboard. “You have thirty seconds to explain yourself before I call the police.”

And that’s when I recognised him.

Alistair Macabe.

He looked different in this light. Less put together than when I’d seen him twenty minutes ago beneath the shadow of an umbrella. Raindrops coating his glasses.

That Alistair had led with confidence. I’m a doctor, how hard can it be? With his sharp suit and even sharper jaw. A man who knew exactly the kind of presence he exuded.

The Alistair before me now looked a little more dishevelled. Scruffed five o’clock shadow. Harried hair. Glasses slipping down his nose. But the icy eyes were the same.

“Of fucking course it’s you!” He took in me in my pink rain jacket with a sneer. Clearly, he didn’t know my name. Interesting.

Then again, after only a year, I was still new to Kinleith, by island village standards. Ninety-five per cent of the residents had lived in one another’s pockets for generations. Second cousins twice removed. A pet gerbil’s godparent. That was the reason that most Skye residents didn’t even bother with online dating. Ghosting was essentially outlawed given the extremely likely possibility you’d run into them buying bananas the next day.

Alistair didn’t exactly run in Kinleith’s social circles. I’d only ever glimpsed him in the village from a distance, striding down the high street like he was about to land the lead in a nineties courtroom drama. But you didn’t have to grow up in Kinleith to know all there was to know about the Macabe family.

“Language. There’s a child present,” I hissed, relaxing a little now I knew he wasn’t a psycho with an impeccable axe-wielding arm. Just the black sheep of the four Macabe siblings.

Over his shoulder, I noted the kitchen. Almost a mirror image to mine. A stack of moving boxes were piled by the door. The damp jumper from earlier slung over the back of a worn leather sofa. And the pieces clicked into place. A lot quicker for me than they did for him, it seemed, because he set his feet wide. “Did you follow me here?”

“What?” He couldn’t be serious.

“Oh please, after your little ruse back there with the car and the kid, I’m right to be wary. For all I know you’re plotting to rob me blind.”

A laugh bubbled up my throat. “Wow, can you please point me in the direction of the person who dared gift you with such a monumental ego? I’d like to have a word.” It felt good, if not a little vicious. But it was the first time I’d laughed this week.

His eye twitched. “Why are you here?”

“For you, muffin.” I pressed a hand to my heart. “How quickly you dismiss our love.”

A little part of me expected him to hear the joke in my words. To see the funny side of our less-than-ideal living conditions. But no, his face paled. Lips that were just a little too full for his sharp face, drawing tight. I swear I could see the images flicking through his mind. A boiled bunny. A bathtub full of water. Glenn Close giving the performance of a lifetime.

I had only one question: Who gave men the right?

I wanted to laugh in his face, but instead I bit my lip, gazing up at him with a silly, lovestruck expression I’d seen girls on reality dating shows make.

He stepped back, swallowing. “Typical trespasser, nothing to say for yourself. Hand over the key and we’ll call it—”

“I’m not trespassing. Jeez, I thought doctors were supposed to be smart.” Did I really have to spell it out to him? Reaching into my back pocket, I drew out my fresh set of keys, still attached to the square “Skye Rentals” chain. “I’m very clearly your neighbour.”

“Impossible.” He gave his head one determined shake. Like he couldn’t fathom a situation where he was wrong. “The rental company promised they wouldn’t lease this place given the situation—” He pointed to the door sitting between the two living rooms. “I paid extra for the privilege.”

A week ago, I’d have folded beneath that chilly stare like a stack of cards. Right then, I didn’t have the energy to care. I’d spent a week dividing my and my kid’s lives into boxes, without even knowing if I’d have space to store them. Cameron would move back into our home tomorrow with my replacement in tow, and somehow, I had to go on existing in this tiny village – the one I’d been forced to move to – where the news of our break-up was probably being whispered over every dinner table.

I raised my chin. “You’ll have to take it up with the rental company.”

“Oh, believe me, I will.” His large hand gripped the edge of the doorframe.

“I’m shaking in my boots.”

That bit wasn’t a lie. Up close, Alistair was intimidating in a way that his brothers weren’t. Hawkish. Watchful. Like he knew he was the most intelligent person in any room he deigned to grace with his presence.

As a woman who’d barely scraped through school, smart people intimidated me like no other.

Feigning indifference, I rapped on the divider wall, listening to the hollow thud of thin plasterboard. “Why is there a door in the middle of the room anyway?”

He pointed to the vaulted ceiling. “The original structure used to be one property. Supposedly, it ‘adds character’. Code for: ‘The landlord is too cheap to brick it up.’”

Fantastic. “Luckily for you, Teddy and I are wonderful neighbours. We’re quiet, keep to ourselves and have plenty of sugar on hand.”

“I’m sure Ted Bundy said the same.”

I scoffed. “If anyone is making . . . serial killer” – I whispered out the side of my mouth, painfully aware of the seven-year-old at my back watching every moment of this exchange – “jokes, it should be me. You could annihilate Kinleith’s impeccable crime record in one fell swoop.”

His eyes burned into mine for a long moment, then he reached for the door handle. “Better lock the door behind me then.”

“I will.”

“Good.” With one last glance, he said, “Don’t get too comfortable in there.”

The second the door closed, I stared at it, trying to jump-start my brain the same way I would Daisy’s crappy engine. I flicked the lock into place with a shiver, quickly dropping my hand. It was like the door had a pulse. Somehow, I just knew he lingered on the other side, glowering at me through the wood.

I’d need to drag a bookcase across it. Maybe nail it shut.

What a weird guy. I wasn’t exactly thrilled at this living situation either, but that had definitely been an overreaction.

Turning, I found Teddy exactly where I left her. Her expression serious but unsurprised at the latest bizarre turn in her life. “Cool feature, huh?”

“Is he going to kill us?”

“Of course not,” I huffed, heading for the front door, determined to start unloading some of the boxes while the rain held off. Then paused on the threshold. “You know how to phone 999, right?”






1 July Isla


Isla: Hey Cameron, confirming playdate with Teddy on Saturday.

Isla: Let me know when you can, I need to arrange my shifts at Brown’s.

Isla: Can you let me know today?



“Wait, wait . . . my brother did what?”

“He put in a complaint to the landlord. Again,” I hissed, almost dropping the pie as I slid it from the oven. I frowned at the latticework. Crisp enough. A bit too brown . . . Maybe I should try rolling the dough a little thicker.

“What for this time?”

“Apparently I dry my hair too loudly.”

Heather Macabe’s loud laugh escaped through the phone I’d propped up on the kitchen counter with a chopping board. Her pretty features distorted by the three-inch crack in the screen I couldn’t afford to replace in this lifetime.

“It’s not funny. Every time I remember his last complaint, I reconsider burning these damn cottages to ground.”

Through the small screen, I watched her flit around her own kitchen, prepping lunch for her twin daughters Ava and Emily.

Before this March, Heather and I had been little more than passing acquaintances. Her daughters were in the same class as Teddy so we’d shared polite smiles at the school gate, a brief conversation at parents’ evening.

Then the first morning I’d dropped Teddy at school after Cameron ended things, I’d felt the stares from other parents. The whispered, Did you hear what happened? Apparently Cameron came home from work last week and completely blindsided her . . . They’ve been sleeping together for months . . . Gave her a week to find somewhere else to live . . . I always knew Cameron and Annabelle weren’t done, did you see the way they were flirting at the Christmas Eve carol concert? I don’t know how she didn’t see it. Makes you wonder if that’s why he was so keen to move home in the first place.

I’d kept my head high, willed my abused eyeballs not to fill with tears. Then Heather had been there. Her hand slipping into mine.

Turned out she’d been through a similar experience with her former husband, Mike. Not another woman, but a new job on the other side of the world.

From there we’d bonded quickly. Late-night video calls recounting the woes of selfish ex-partners and solo parenting. And my occasional complaints about her grizzly older brother.

“Oh, you mean the time he requested you stop putting out your bins in your underwear? Hardly worth the ten years you’d serve for arson.”

“It wasn’t my underwear.” I cringed, squeezing my eyes shut as I pictured the thigh-grazing T-shirts I wore to bed. “And how was I supposed to know the view from his window extended that far?”

“You remember he’s a doctor, right? He could get up and personal with your anal fissures and not blink an eye.”

“Then why the complaint? He hates me.”

“He doesn’t hate you – I don’t think Alistair has the ability to truly hate anyone. He’s . . .” She searched for the word. “Reserved. Always has been. And I think he’s stressed, not that he wants to talk to his family about it. Ever since he took over Dad’s surgery, he’s been snarling like a bear at anyone who looks his way.”

Right. Because it had barely been four months since their dad died.

I might have felt sorry for him. Might have. Okay, I did feel sorry for him. But the weekly complaints were starting to get out of hand. “I swear, all I have to do is breathe and he thumps on the wall. You’d think I was throwing raves over here, not watching reruns of Bluey with a seven-year-old.”

“Want me to talk to him?” she offered. “And by that, I mean kick him in the balls and tell him to be nice to my friend.”

I grinned. It still felt strange on my face. “And that will help my living situation?”

“Well, no, but it would make both of us feel good. Speaking of feeling good, do you think anyone has died from lack of orgasms?”

“What?” I coughed out at the subject change, sliding the apple pie onto a wire rack, along with the strawberry cheesecake croissants I’d dragged myself out of bed at four a.m. to put in the oven.

Jessica Brown, the owner of Brown’s Coffee & Cakes on Kinleith’s high street, had taken a risk in hiring me, with zero actual work experience besides an incomplete pastry chef apprenticeship eight years out of date.

Falling pregnant at twenty had put a sudden halt on any long-term goals until they were so far in the rearview mirror I hadn’t even considered picking them back up. I was determined to not give her a reason to regret it.

“All I’m saying is, you’re starting to look a little . . . tightly wound.”

“I’m not tightly wound, I’m exhausted.” I felt like I’d aged thirty years in the past four months.

“Been there and bought the T-shirt, sweetie.” She tossed the chopped carrot sticks into a lunch box a little harder than necessary. “Being a single parent can be soul-destroying—”

“I’m not a single parent. Cameron lives fifteen minutes away.”

“And the last time he took care of Teddy for more than an hour was?”

I bit my lip. We both knew the answer. Never. “You’re basically a single parent, and do you want to know what helped me?”

“What?” I waved my spatula at her. “Don’t say orgasms—”

“It’s unfortunately orgasms.”

“Did Mr Summers finally pluck up the courage to ask you out?” I asked, picturing the kids’ perpetually kind school teacher who — for reasons that were glaringly obvious to some — adopted the personality of a garden gnome every time he called Heather into his office. Which was often. Her girls were adorable little hellraisers.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” She sniffed.

“Oh please, you’re so hot for teacher.” I couldn’t say I blamed her. It was pretty hard to resist a perfect ten who ran a guitar club for children and somehow made seasonal sweatshirts look hot.

The tattoos didn’t help.

“No, I’m not!” Her cheeks flushed. “Not even a little bit. I’m sure it’s like . . . illegal to date your kids’ teacher. And even if it wasn’t, he acts like the girls are delinquents, pushing unsuspecting old ladies down staircases.”

“Didn’t Emily cut another student’s hair last week?”

“It’ll grow back!” she burst out, and I laughed. “Thank god it’s the first week of the summer holidays. Six weeks free from Mr Summers’ judgemental I think it’s better we discuss this in my office tone.” She paused chopping to point the knife at me. “And I’m not talking about my orgasms, I meant yours. It’s been months since Cameron. Maybe it’s time you got back in the saddle.”

“I wasn’t ever in the saddle, so to speak. Cameron always said he felt emasculated when I was on top.”

Her mouth gaped. “Please tell me you’re joking.”

“Nope.”

“God he’s an arse.” She huffed. “Now I’m feeling better about the present I got you.”

I paused. “My birthday was in April.”

“Then consider it my official contribution to a friend going through the sads. It’s coming in the post, should be there any day now.” She gave me what I’d quickly learned was her I did something bad smile.

“Please don’t tell me it’s another curse from an Etsy witch, the first was emotionally scarring enough.” A few weeks ago, Heather’s friend, Juniper Ross, told me she knew of a witch who sold curses online. For only twenty pounds and a lock of his hair, Cameron would become the unfortunate victim of premature greying.

Not a bad deal.

If I were vengeful enough, I might have gone for it. But silver temples would only make Cameron more attractive.

“No.” Heather laughed. “Trust me, you’ll know it when you see it. That reminds me, I saw Cameron and Annabelle the other day. They came into the tasting room at the distillery. I would have thrown them out, told him what a shrivel-dicked piece of shit I think he is, but I didn’t want to cause a scene.”

Heather worked at Kinleith Whisky Distillery, owned by her brother Mal and his wife, April. It was the biggest whisky supplier on the entire island. They even had a cute bar attached people called ‘the tasting room’, which I’d begged Cameron for weeks to take me to. He always said he was too slammed at work.

Guess his schedule freed up.

“You don’t need to do that.” I felt my cheeks burn. “I don’t care about Cameron and Annabelle.” A lie. “The only thing I care about now is Teddy. And pie.” I twisted the camera so she could see. “What’s your opinion on apple versus cherry?”

She gave it more thought than I’d expected. “Cherry is the flashier option, I guess, but apple pie triggers universal fondness responses. It’s basically peer-reviewed.” She shrugged. “Is that your gran’s recipe?”

I nodded. “I’m going to serve it at Brown’s today, taste-test it with the customers. If I don’t come first place in the Cairn & Crust contest with her recipe, she’ll haunt me for the rest of my life.”

Heather snorted. “I can confidently say you’re going to make the Cairn & Crust your bitch.”

“You think so?” Baking contests were held several times a year in Kinleith, but the Cairn & Crust was the big one. Held annually, in the middle of August, the best pie won a lofty two-thousand-pounds prize money.

“I know so. I’m already cringing on other contestants’ behalf.”

Last year I’d placed second. This time I was determined to win. Two thousand pounds was pocket change to some people. For me . . . it wouldn’t solve all my problems, but it would give me some breathing room. I could get Daisy’s engine issues fixed. Or pay off the stack of overdue bills mounting up on the kitchen table.

“Oh, I meant to ask,” she continued. “Is Teddy going on the school trip at the start of term?”

I paused, halfway through loading the dirty bowls into the sink. “What trip?”

“In September. Three nights in Inverness, a stop at Urquhart Castle and a boat trip on Loch Ness. Seems a little pricey, but the girls are excited.”

My blood pulsing slowly in my veins. Already mentally moving around the few pounds in my bank account. What did pricey mean exactly? “Teddy must have forgotten.”

On screen, Heather had her back to me, pouring hot water into a mug. I was thankful she couldn’t see my face.

A fist thump, thump, thumped on the wall. Alistair. I’d never been so pleased for the rude interruption. Or for Teddy’s “Mummy, the grumpy neighbour is complaining again.”

“Shit! Heather, I gotta go.”

“Okay, well, let me know about the trip. If we sign them up quickly, we’ll be able to request the girls share a room.”

“Yep,” I wheezed, my windpipe feeling too narrow as I hit the end-call button. “Teddy, time to have breakfast!”

Her feet were slow down the hallway, but she appeared moments later, still in her pyjamas. “I think I was playing Disney too loudly.”

“He’ll survive.” The man complained like it was his full-time job.

I quickly set a bowl of cereal before her. She stared at it with a sigh, like someone had literally pissed in her Cheerios. “What’s wrong? I thought you liked chocolate hoops.”

“Not anymore.”

“Okay.” I used my gentlest voice. “We’ll have to wait until the end of the week. When I get paid, we can go to the shop and you can pick out anything you want.”

She sighed again, picking at her breakfast. I felt like the worst mother in the world.

My fault.

Everything was always my fault when Cameron wasn’t here for her to be angry at.

It’s teething problems, I reminded myself, swallowing down my frustration. It’s normal for her to be angry. I’d been angry too. Those first few weeks, abandonment had turned my brain into a gremlin’s playhouse, the unwanted creature chewing and twisting every good memory I had with Cameron until I didn’t recognise the bitter woman staring back at me in the mirror.

Now I just felt tired. Ready to climb into my bed and sleep until the metamorphosis stage of my life was over and I re-emerged, transformed into a woman who was ready to handle her shit. Steer her own boat, or however the saying went.

At this point, I’d settle for making it to work on time.

“Am I seeing Daddy today?” she asked, picking at the hoops, one at a time.

“No, sunshine. You see Daddy every Saturday, remember?” Teddy knew she only saw her dad on Saturdays. Still, she asked the same question every morning.

Her nod was small, detached. I scrambled for a way to make it better, to put a smile on her face, no matter how fleeting. “Why didn’t you tell me about the school trip?”

She didn’t look up from her bowl. “Because we can’t afford it.”

The crack of my heart echoed in my ears.

I sank into the chair opposite, my legs giving out. No matter how thoroughly I fell apart, this shit was never supposed to touch her. Had I become so bad at hiding it?

“Hey, we can absolutely afford it,” I lied. “If you want to go, we’ll find a way.” Even if I had to sell a kidney on the black market, my kid was going on that trip. “Okay?” I urged, until she nodded.

“Ava and Emily are going, and we get to go on a boat and hunt for the Loch Ness monster.”

“For real? Then it’s a done deal. You’re definitely going.” I rounded the table, burying my face into her blonde mess of curls. Breathing her in. Letting my worry melt, if only for a moment. “Now, go get dressed for summer camp.”

“Do I have time to play Lego?”

“Get dressed first, we can’t be late on the first day,” I said, right as a blender whirred to life on the other side of the wall.

The second Teddy disappeared, I flipped my middle finger, imagining Alistair Macabe could see me. “You’re not so quiet yourself, Mr Perfect.”






2 Alistair


Dear Mr Macabe

Your complaint against Miss Lang (of number 2 Croft Cottages) has once again been noted and forwarded to the resident. Miss Lang has since replied with the below message:

“Please tell Dr Macabe that if he agrees to park his petrol-guzzling monster truck in his allocated parking space, I shall make every effort to blow-dry my hair after seven a.m. It’s called a compromise.”

As this is your third complaint this month alone, might I suggest taking this matter directly to Miss Lang to see if an agreement might be met.

Kindest regards

Julia

Skye Holidays and Rental Homes



The bloody kid was in my front garden again.

Sitting cross-legged in denim dungarees. Long blonde pigtails that were already tangled. Her tongue poked between her lips as she slotted cubes of Lego together.

Nope. Not today. I didn’t have time for her distractions.

Pressing the fob for my Land Rover, it beeped to life. The kid immediately snapped her head up. “Hi, Ali.”

I hated that nickname.

“See this line here,” I said without preamble, pointing down the middle of the two properties. My half was neatly trimmed. A perfect patch of crisp green lawn that I clipped once a month without fail. Theirs made my eye twitch every time I looked at it. A mess of too-long grass and weeds I knew Isla Lang called “wildflowers” because she’d dumped the empty seed packets in my bin. “You’re supposed to stay on that side of it.”

The kid’s nearly translucent eyebrows pulled together. “Are you a policeman?” Her accent was a lilting mix of crisp English and Scottish, a rolling ‘r’ sneaking out here and there.

“No.”

She turned the Lego over in her fingers, a City Space Explorer I recalled seeing in the Lego shop on my last trip to Edinburgh. “Then I don’t think you can own grass.”

“Oh yeah, says who?” Real mature. Had I truly sunk so low I was picking fights with a kid?

“Me.”

Oh, well in that case. “Look—” What was her name again? Her mum always called her “sunshine”. I had the pleasure of hearing it fifty times a day through my living-room wall. But was that her actual name? “Kid. You’re what, six? Respectfully, what the hell do you know?” I fully sounded like the Grinch.

It wasn’t that I hated kids. I had two nieces. A quarter of my patients were children. I just . . . they were unpredictable. I hated unpredictable. How was I supposed to comfortably converse with someone when I couldn’t even vaguely anticipate the next words out of their mouth?

“I’m seven.” She held up the correct number of digits. “And I’m super smart. The best in science class.”

Despite my annoyance, a huffed laugh slipped out of me.

She tilted her head, continuing to study me, nose wrinkling like she somehow found me lacking. “Mummy said I shouldn’t talk to you because you’re a grouchy old man, but you don’t look that old.”

Another huff. What else had my insufferable neighbour been spreading about me? That I kicked puppies? Howled at the moon once a month? “Your mummy is probably right; you shouldn’t talk to strangers.”

She continued as if I hadn’t repeated the age-old adage that was spouted to every child. She’d probably climb into a stranger’s van for a bag of sweets, too. “You aren’t a stranger; you’re a super spy.”

Fucking kids, man. I crossed my arms, finally accepting I was having a little fun. “What gave me away?” Her mum might be a nightmare, but at least the child was semi-entertaining.

“Your hairy face.” She rubbed her own chin. “Only a spy would have a chin that hairy. To hide your identity.”

“Oh yeah?” I brushed a hand over my jaw. My wee sister, Heather, lovingly called it my depression beard. Super spy felt infinitely better. “Does your dad have a beard too?” I absolutely had the personality of an internet stalker. As soon as something piqued my interest – or my annoyance – my brain demanded every scrap of information I could get my hands on.

In the case of Isla Lang, there was very little.

I’d learned her name from a misdelivered council bill. I knew she worked at Brown’s, had been raised in the south of England if her accent was anything to go by. And everyone in Kinleith seemed to adore her.

I knew she drove a beat-up old car that was better suited to a scrapyard and dressed like an extra from The Brady Bunch – all bold prints, little skirts and sunset colours. A smile that could launch a canned laugh track.

I knew that she was messy and disorganised, always rushing from her house like she was late for something.

I knew that at least twice a week she sat on the rusted old patio furniture in her back garden and stared at the stars.

If I hadn’t seen her walking in daylight with my own eyes, I’d have begun whittling my furniture into stakes weeks ago, because the woman did not sleep.

She banged about in her kitchen until midnight, only for her alarm to blare through our shared bedroom wall at four a.m. Every day like clockwork.

At six a.m., she blow-dried her hair.

After that, I was granted fifteen minutes of blessed silence before the music started. Everything from Marvin Gaye to Fleetwood Mac. I felt like I’d poured an energy drink directly into my brain.

I knew more about her morning routine than I had about Juniper’s. And we’d lived together for two years before our separation.

Outside of that, I made a point to know as little as possible about my neighbour.

Didn’t stop me from being curious though.

And her ex made me very curious.

A flashy Audi – the same model half the arsehole doctors at my old surgery used to drive – came by now and again, dropping the kid off, rarely picking her up. Presumably her dad. But he never got out the car, never spoke to Isla.

I knew I could ask my siblings. He clearly lived locally. But I had a feeling – and I wasn’t sure why – that as soon as I opened my mouth, questions like: What’s his height? Does he have a full head of hair? What can he bench press? might spill forth.

“Nope . . . he cooks at a seafood restaurant.” The word came out with a slight lisp thanks to her missing two front teeth, but she hit all the syllables correctly. “If I want to be a spy when I grow up, will I need a beard?”

“That depends. Do you want a beard?”

“I don’t know. I think it might be itchy. Maybe I’ll just be a fairy. Or a chef like Daddy.”

“Why not both?” I needed to get out of here, wind the conversation down. But I stopped suddenly at the sound of the front door opening.

“It’s time to go, sunshine – oh, hey.”

My head snapped to the left before I could stop it. The sun was too bright to fully see Isla – or perhaps the light was coming from behind her – but her voice made the back of my neck prickle.

My annoyances with my neighbour went in this order:


	She was hell-bent on disturbing the peace.

	She looked like a fucking angel.



I’d noticed it the day after she moved in. I’d been going over the patient records for the surgery – the undigitised records – and resisting the urge to bang my head against the wall when I’d heard a grunt, followed by a low curse coming from the front garden. The complaint already fully loaded in my throat as I’d thrown the door open. Then I’d spied Isla flat on her back on her weedy lawn, a half-rotten fence panel clutched in her small hands, a smudge of mud coating her cheek . . . and my breath had caught.

My attraction was tangible, untimely and really inconvenient.

A distraction I didn’t want and couldn’t afford.

Just like it was now as she stepped out of the house and I took in her messy blonde curls, the same colour as the barley from the distillery. She was short. Curvaceous in a way that made my mouth water every damn time. It didn’t exactly help when she held a tray of pastries in her hand. She always brought the smell of sugar with her.

Her legs and feet were bare. Instead of glancing at them, I took in the short denim dress layered over a white shirt with floaty sleeves that would have made anyone else look like a pirate. She wore a silver ring on every finger and each nail was painted a different colour.

I assumed the disorder was purposeful.

“Teddy, come get your shoes on. We’re going
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