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Glossary of Scottish Gaelic Words Used
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Gealach - moon

Mo gealach - my moon

Mo chridhe - my heart

M’ eudail - my pride

Mo leannan - my lover, my darling, my sweetheart

Luaidh mo chèile – love of my life

Thig an seo a leannan – come here my love

Thigibh an cois mo ghràidh – come along my love

Tha’s mo nighean – that’s my girl [also: nighean - daughter]

Foighidinn – patience

An seo, gabh iad seo – here, take these

Leanabh bochd – poor baby

Caileag mhath – good girl

Tha gaol agam ort – I love you

Tapadh leat – thank you

Bràthair – brother

Piuthar - sister

Ciamar a tha thu – how are you?

Glè mhath – very good

Ceart gu leor, mo gealach – All right, my moon?
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Chapter 1 
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It was warm on the train taking us to Oregon, which was the next stop on my ‘meeting my fb friends tour of the US’. It wasn’t packed; there were plenty of vacant seats, but it wasn’t empty either. My new toy-boyfriend - for want of a much better description - Sam, did not appear to be overly worried that he would be recognised; with his height, (over six feet) physique (drool-worthy muscles) and colouring (green eyes and almost black hair, shorter than when filming, but still long enough to be tied back with a leather thong) and his beautiful face, there was no doubt that he was the Sam Tennant, star of the hugely popular TV series, The Keepers; but even though he had donned a baseball cap when we left the hotel where we had met, he had thrown it, and his jacket, off when we boarded the train, and I had caught one or two covert stares.

Sitting beside me, on the outside seat, he was browsing my e-reader for one of my stories to read, and I began to surf my phone, discovering loads of messages I hadn’t responded to while I was ‘busy’. Of course, by busy, I mean meeting Sam and falling into a relationship and his bed. A lot.

The first was from Kim. She had been the friend I had met up with last, before I found my way, accidentally, to Sam. She lives in Maryland and, like me, she is a teacher. Yes, I know I’m retired, but I am a teacher by nature, not just by profession. We had connected online, and meeting face-to-face had established a proper friendship. We had shared stories about the classroom, and laughed and reminisced about our careers. She told me a story similar to the one I told Sam about my name (which I’d shared with her, too) that led to my pupils all calling me by my first name; and she reciprocated with one in which she had ended up being called Mrs Applesauce, a pun based on her surname.

I wasn’t sure how much to tell her about Sam. I felt guilty not telling her everything, but it still felt odd... I mean, how do you tell someone in a text that you had run into your celebrity crush who was twenty years younger than you, and that he had fancied you too? And that the sex was out-of-this-world fantastic, and that he wanted to get to know you better and was joining you on your holiday? Well, like that I suppose; but in a text? No. I needed to call her. Sometime. Soon. Not yet. It was too new. I felt that if I enthused now, I would soon regret it. His decision to join me on the remainder of my journey was great, but also a surprise I was struggling to accept.

I did have to explain myself to Lorey though, who I was seeing next. Another former teacher who had segued into a different career, she had kindly offered to let me stay with her while in Oregon, the state where she lived; but now, with Sam in tow, that would not be polite or reasonable. My message confirmed my journey and ETA, and I simply added that I had gained a travelling companion and so would be staying, with him, in a hotel.

Once I had dealt with my messages, and updated my profile, (as an author, I try to keep it up-to-date), I settled back to watch the landscape passing by the window, and make the occasional note inspired by the view. Occasionally, I glanced at the gorgeous man beside me, who was apparently engrossed in whichever of my stories he was reading. I don’t want to say I was painfully aware of him, although there was pain involved. I could feel him even though we were not touching, and I was aware of his personal scent; if I thought about that smell, and made myself conscious of the area between my legs, I was reminded by the slight abraded feeling of his presence there, and then I was suffused with a warmth that took me by surprise. Widowed for more than two years, and celibate for some time prior to that, the unexpected resumption of my sex life had assumed a dream-like existence in my mind; that it was with a younger man only reinforced this sense of unreality, but the pain brought it into blush-inducing actuality.

I stifled a yawn. We had been so active (hmmm) and travelling had a tendency to make me tired, but I didn’t want to sleep. I didn’t want to be the ‘old lady’ falling asleep on the train, especially this early into the journey; but the rocking motion of the train, the clacking of the wheels on the tracks, and the warmth of the carriage were all conspiring against me.

Another yawn. When I suppressed this one, my cheeks blew out with the effort of controlling it. I snuck a glance at Sam, but he appeared to be concentrating.  I had tried to look at the e-reader, but without being obvious, I couldn’t see enough to tell which one of my stories it was that had him engrossed, but I was somewhat flabbergasted to find him enjoying a romance novel. There were a couple more stifled yawns and then, like a lion in the sun, my mouth opened wide, my eyes closing and my cheeks stretching. The yawn incorporated three inhales and a loud exhale, and I needed a tissue as tears streamed down my face.

As I rummaged through my bag for said tissue, I felt Sam’s eyes on me. I looked up at him somewhat abashed and mumbled an apology.

“It’s me should apologise,” he said softly, “I’m the one who’s kept you from your sleep the last couple of nights. Here, lass.” He put the tablet down and shuffled about in his seat. “Lean against me.”

We manoeuvred until I was half up on the seat, leaning against his chest, his arm across me.

“Now close your eyes. I need you refreshed for later tonight. Hush now; I’ve got ye, lass.”

I had no choice but to succumb; I was warm, safe and sleepy, surrounded by my new favourite smell, him, and soon my eyes closed.

“Wake up, my moon, mo gealach.”

The soft Scottish voice was accompanied by a gentle rubbing of my arm and a kiss on my head. I arched my back, happy that it wasn’t too stiff. I swiped my hand over my face, worried that I might have been drooling, blinking a bit, before looking up at Sam and smiling.

“We’ll be there in about half an hour. Thought I’d give you time to come round.”

A little bit of shuffling, and I sat up properly, rolling my shoulders and ankles to get my body in working order.

“How long...?”

“A few hours.” He smiled roguishly. “And naw, you didnae snore.”

I punched his arm and laughed.

We began to pack things up, and as I put the e-reader away, I asked if he’d finished the story.

“Aye.” He gave me a soft, but intense stare. “Is that what, erm, interests you?”

“Why? Which one did you...? Oh!”

One - only one - of my stories is set in a manor house and a servant is chastised by the master. Both enjoy themselves, and they go on to explore the world of BDSM. It was an experiment to see if I could write something like that. I looked coyly at Sam, and his expression told me what I needed to know. It had been that one which he had read.

“Well, erm, it’s not my usual output, but, well, erm.” I inhaled deeply. “Yes. Maybe.”

He raised his eyebrows and grinned.

“Gud. I’m up for a challenge.”

Lord, you’d think I was too old to blush at sixty-four, but apparently I’m not. I started to speak, but stopped when I realised I had absolutely no idea what to say. He had already threatened to spank me when I said something disparaging about myself. So, is that what interested him? Did I really want to know? Yet?

Disembarking from the train, I scanned the busy station concourse for Lorey. I knew what she looked like from photographs on social media, but that didn’t give me an idea of her height, or overall appearance. I needn’t have worried. She was holding up a sign with my name on it. It was Sam who spotted her first - the blessings of being so tall - nudging me and nodding towards her before guiding me along the platform.

She was beaming – she has a lovely warm smile – and I felt my own face broaden into a reciprocal grin despite my incipient shyness. She gave me a cheerful greeting, despite her surprise when she saw who I was with. I knew she was a fan of Keepers, the TV series that Sam was starring in, yet she simply put out her hand to shake his when I introduced him, and I was impressed with her poised response.

“Verra pleased to meet you, Lorey.” He said. “A lovely name, you have. I’ve heard a bit about you from Gen. We met at the comic-con...”

“What? Back in...?” Her face pin-balled from one of us to the other as she processed our recent and unexpected meeting.

“Aye. And I was smitten. So here I am!” He put his arm around my shoulders and looked down at me, fondly.

I thought I could see Lorey thinking things like ‘lucky woman’, but she recovered quickly and responded:

“Welcome to Salem; it’s lovely to meet you, too. I confess that I am a fan of the show.”

“Aye. Gen said. Thank you. Genni was a bit worrit about bringing me along, so I hope ye don’t mind me gate-crashing yer meeting.” Sam’s Scots brogue got stronger at times. His accent varied from an educated East Coast American, as his character, Nevan used; a very proper English, a soft and gentle Scot worthy of Edinburgh nobility, through to completely Gaelic; and when he was emotional and true, it bounced between the last two the most.

Lorey assured him, and me, with a smiling glance, that she was more than happy to entertain the two of us. We moved out of the station to where she was parked.

“You’ve booked in to the Double Tree?”

“Yes.” Sam had chosen the hotel, but I had booked it to help him keep a low profile. He was insistent that he would pay, though, transferring money onto my card. We’d been lucky to get a room at such short notice.

“Well then. I’ll drive you there; it’s still my lunch break. I’ll let you check-in and come back for you in a couple of hours when I finish work. Is that okay?”

“Thank you.” I said, subduing my natural instinct to question if that was convenient for her, since clearly it was. Instead I reiterated my gratitude for her taking the time to collect us, and how happy I was to finally meet her.

Lorey dropped us outside the large chain hotel, its frontage mimicking a more traditional building; red and cream brickwork, a large drive-through portico and a neo-neo-classical roofline. We checked in and settled in our pleasant, but basic room. 

A double bed, with a pale yellow bedspread to complement the yellow paintwork; a dresser and bedside tables in a blonde veneered wood, and two bucket chairs upholstered in the same material as the yellow-sprigged curtains. Sam toured and shouted excitedly for me to follow him. He was in the huge walk-in shower with seating, and there was a mischievous
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