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The Strawberry
Farm

Victoria Milne

Charlie’s furious when a burger truck begins
trading in the country lane outside his strawberry farm and
encroaches upon his business. What makes it worse is that the
infuriating owner refuses to move, claiming he’s found the perfect
spot on the English coast to spend his summer.

 


But when Charlie’s friends from the city show
up and are convinced that Tai, the bold American chef, and Charlie
should be attracted to one another, the farmer is left with no
option than to grudgingly go along with his friends’ plans to set
them up.

 


His world is rapidly turned into bedlam when
disaster strikes, forcing the reticent farmer to make a decision
that will affect both his and Tai’s summer, and will either bring
them together or permanently drive them apart.
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Charlie knelt on the dusty path separating
the long rows of strawberry plants and handed the toddler a freshly
picked fruit from his wicker basket.

He ruffled the child’s hair. “There you go,
young lady.” Glancing up as her parents approached, he shielded his
eyes from the sun with his hand.

Her mother frowned. “What do you say,
Gemma?”

“Thank you.” The toddler sucked on the
strawberry and grinned, the soft, red pulp dribbling down her
chin.

“You’ve done well this year, Charlie,” said
her father.

“Thanks, Ben. We’ve been lucky with the
weather for a change.” Charlie stood and shook Ben’s hand. “I put
an advertisement in the local paper last week. It’s the busiest day
we’ve had down here for ages.”

“Well you timed it just right; it’s perfect
weather for strawberry picking.” Ben lifted his tray, which was
overflowing with the lush fruits. “We’re just going home.” Gemma’s
mother handed Ben several gaudy burger boxes. “You got somewhere we
can stick these?”

“I’m heading inside. I’ll take them, if you
like.” Charlie grimaced as Ben handed him the rubbish. He didn’t
recognise the packaging. “Where did you get these?”

“Just outside.” Ben pointed toward the
country lane running alongside Charlie’s farm. “I must say, it’s a
great idea having a burger truck right out front.”

“Burger truck?”

“Yeah.” He raised one eyebrow. “Didn’t you
know?”

“No,” the farmer mumbled, “I damn well
didn’t.”

Charlie escorted the family to the car park
and continued walking along the tree-lined driveway. He paused at
the farm entrance, leaned on his mailbox and watched in disbelief.
Sure enough, in the lane opposite, a garish burger truck was open
for business and doing a roaring trade by the look of it. Charlie
gaped for a while, trying to ignore the mouth-watering smell of
frying onions and telling himself to deal with this intrusion
rationally, but he could feel his rage building—how dare they
encroach upon his business.

Tucking his shirt into his corduroy
trousers, Charlie squared his shoulders, fixed an angry stare upon
the truck and strode toward it, pushing to the front of the
queue.

“What the hell do you think you’re playing
at?” Charlie tapped impatiently on the side of the truck, waiting
for the tall, dark-haired man to face him. He was smartly dressed
from the waist up in a black chef’s shirt, but as Charlie looked
lower he saw that he’d teamed it with bright, floral shorts and
flip-flops. The man was obviously a moron; it looked
ridiculous.

“Oh, hey,” the man drawled in a thick
American accent. He turned to look at Charlie and grinned. “You
must be the charmin’ farmer I been hearin’ so much about.”

Charlie looked at him in surprise and shook
his head. “You didn’t answer my question.”

The man tipped his head to one side and
studied Charlie. “Ain’t it obvious?”

“What’s obvious is that you have no business
being here.”

“Actually, I got a permit right here.” He
opened a drawer, rummaged around for a moment and pulled out an
official-looking paper, which he waved in Charlie’s face.

Charlie snatched the document and read it.
“This permit doesn’t state you have to trade in this particular
spot.”

“No, but I kinda like it here. You got the
coolest name for your farm—”

“Well I don’t like you being here, you’re
affecting my business. If I find you here again tomorrow I’m
calling the council and having you removed.” Charlie turned to walk
away.

“You know,” the man called after him. “All
the time people munchin’ on my burgers, they ain’t eatin’ your
strawberries ’fore they’re paid for.”

Charlie hesitated for a moment, huffed, and
continued walking toward his farmhouse.
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