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      Independent authors like me are completely dependent on reviews. The truth is simple:

      Good reviews = Amazon recommending this book = my ability to write more stories.

      You don’t even need to write words — just leaving a quick ★★★★★ rating is enough to make a huge difference.
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      Thank you from Victoria, Abby and Ruby!
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      “Ignore what a person desires, and you ignore the very source of their power.”

      
        
        - Walter Lippmann
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      “I wouldn’t ask unless I had to. You know that, don’t you?” Matt dissolved into another fit of coughing, and Abby gave an involuntary shudder as the sound of mucus rattled through the phone.

      “I know. I know,” she repeated, grabbing an envelope from the pile of unopened bills which sat on the top of the microwave. A sticky residue caught her hand as she reached for the pen. “Oh, for fuck’s sake.” Still holding the pen, Abby lifted the side of her hand to her mouth and licked. Yup, it was definitely honey. That was a relief. Letting out a long sigh, she tapped out an impatient rhythm with the pen nib on the paper, waiting for Matt’s coughing to subside. When it did, she wasted no time.

      “Right. What’s the address?”

      “It’s Mill Farm Road, Aberdour. Well, it’s not in Aberdour. It’s about five minutes outside of the village,” Matt said in a thin wheeze. “I’ll WhatsApp you the directions and coordinates. Just follow the road to the bend. You can’t miss it.”

      “Mm.” Like the last Glencoe shoot, she thought, but decided not to vocalise the cynicism she held towards her friend’s navigational prowess, or rather lack of it. On that trip, Betty, her battered, brown Renault Clio, had to be abandoned halfway up a sheep track. Mind you, being rescued by the rather luscious Lisa, a smallholder with a throbbing quad bike, had given the day a welcome upturn.

      “I’ve let Victoria know you’ll be there by nine, ready to start.”

      “What you’ve already⁠—”

      “Abby, you’re a fucking star. You know that. Right?”

      Abby rolled her eyes at Matt’s stock question. It’d taken a few months after they’d first met to realise it wasn’t rhetorical, because frustratingly, if she didn’t respond with immediate agreement, then he’d just keep asking. The balance between fondness and downright irritation with him was always in equal measure.

      “Yes, Matt, I know that. Send me across the job sheet and the address and I’ll get it done, but you owe me. Big time.” Abby was pretty sure Matt spluttered some more thanks, but she didn’t hang on the line any longer than she had to. Ill people were never really her thing.

      Hanging up, she leant into her kit bag and pulled out a bottle of sanitiser. The clear blob hit her palm with a reassuring plop and she worked it over her skin, as though Matt’s virus could have seeped through the phone line.

      The screen lit up with directions for tomorrow. One tap later and the full spec appeared.

      Client: Victoria Fraser.

      Address: Tigh Na Dànachd, Mill Farm Road, Aberdour.

      Details: Product shoot for website. Adult themed.

      Abby’s eyebrows raised. This was a little different from her bread-and-butter wedding shoot. Intrigued, she read on.

      There were approximately twenty new products being added to an existing online retail business. Her fingers sped across the MacBook keyboard, typing the site address, wetforwomen.co. 

      Abby came face to boobs with a tanned, well-endowed pair of—yup, given the proximity and placement of their hands, it was a safe bet they were lesbians.

      Running her finger over the trackpad, Abby decided the favour she was doing Matt might not be such a hardship after all. Besides, if she wasn’t covering Matt’s shoot, she’d be spending the day editing images of couples cooing over each other, dripping in love.

      Eurgh!

      The poor saps had no idea how fast it would all come tumbling down once the shine had worn off. They’d wake up one morning to the realisation that they had already peaked, leaving them warped together in a sad spiral of descent for the rest of their days. At least that was the matter-of-fact reason Katie offered for the end of their marriage. It happened over porridge one morning, with such quick efficiency, Abby’s bowl was still warm when the door slammed closed for the last time. That had been eighteen months ago, and Abby still couldn’t reconcile Katie’s vision of bleak oblivion with her own excited anticipation for the holiday they’d booked to Disney. To this day, she still hadn’t ridden the Seven Dwarfs Mine Train, plus she’d never been able to face oats again.

      Wetforwomen.co offered a line of lube that came in a variety of flavours, including “Stuffed Jalapeño.” Stuffed with what? She mused, before being distracted by the sleek designer dildo range. They were USB chargeable. The sort of toys that didn’t need batteries, or a motivational team talk before the big game…the sort Abby aspired to own.

      Perhaps tomorrow’s shoot was for a new range? Abby checked her watch. In exactly eleven hours, she’d have her answer. There might even be a chance that she’d be rewarded with a free sample, or two. God knows she could do with an upgrade. Not a sudden jump to first or even business class, but making it out of cargo would be a start.
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      “Where the f—,” Abby threw the soft velvet cushion against the sofa in frustration. The only upside to shooting weddings every week was the standard gear never varied and she could gather everything she needed blindfolded, inside of five minutes. Crucially, that meant an additional half an hour in bed. But this morning when the alarm, she could have sworn she’d set, didn’t go off—damn Alexa, and Bezos—her swanky Bluetooth speedlights, which she never used, were nowhere to be found. It wasn’t until the precariously balanced box labelled “Cables and Shit” toppled and spewed, did she see them cowering in the corner of the walk-in cupboard, aka the darkroom. Not that she’d developed a single image behind that door, but so named because she’d never gotten around to fitting a light.

      Ten minutes later, she was off. Betty squealed in anguish as Abby balanced her coffee and phone while crunching through the old girl’s gearbox. The irritating ping from her phone was courtesy of Matt.

      Matt: Victoria’s expecting you at nine. Please tell me you're nearly there, or at least on your way?

      Abby balanced the coffee filled travel mug on her lap and stuck the phone to the magnetic holder covering the vent. Holding down the little blue mic on WhatsApp, she recorded a voice note.

      “Yes, I’ve left.” It was true, she had left, but there was no need to mention she hadn’t reached the end of her street yet. “I’ll be there for nine. Go back to your bed. You’re ill remem—augh!” The speed bump, which Betty had just struck at a solid 38 mph, sent a slosh of coffee over her white shirt. The warm trickle that was seeping down her jeans and pooling in her crotch, didn’t make the experience any better. It was at times like these Abby was grateful she drank nothing hot, instead opting for the cooler side of lukewarm. “It’s fine. I’m fine. I’ll be there.”

      And she was, with exactly ninety-seconds to spare. A miracle given the buildings in front of her weren’t on any map. They were too new. Thank god Matt had told her the driveway she needed to find was on the first ninety degree bend, or else she’d have missed it completely. There were a series of renovated farm buildings at the end of the long mono blocked driveway, and Abby let out a long, low whistle as she took in the sheer scale of the project.

      This must have cost them a small fortune. A quick glance around Betty’s interior, with frayed stitching and stained velour seat covers made Abby cringe, especially when applied the groaning hand brake between a Mercedes SUV and Audi R8. 

      Maybe it was time to upgrade? That second hand Honda Civic she’d seen online, with under fifty thousand on the clock, was almost in her budget, and it wasn’t bad for a five-year-old car—but now wasn’t the time to think about that. First, she needed to change.

      Creaking Betty’s door open, Abby quickly glanced around. The place was quiet. Maybe too quiet? Had she got the right address? There had been no signs confirming the name of the property. It was just Matt’s WhatsApp directions that had led to this spot. It would be wise to check the google coordinates… But before her thumb had swiped her iPhone screen, the right side of the large double oak door swung open to reveal a tall red headed woman and Abby’s jaw hit the ground with a thud.

      No. No way.

    

  

OEBPS/images/dv-logo.jpg
D&V





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Rubyscott.com
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Signed. Personal. Yours
      


      		
        Reviews are appreciated
      


      		
        A thought…
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Reviews are appreciated
      


      		
        Want to stay updated?
      


      		
        More tension. More desire. Keep reading.
      


      		
        Also by Ruby Scott
      


      		
        Acknowledgements
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Rubyscott.com
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


      		Also by Ruby Scott


      		About the Author


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/ruby-scott-1610-X-2560-px1.jpg
R, Gt

www.rubyscott.com





OEBPS/images/may-i-all-you-mistress.jpg
AN AWARENING OF DESIRE





OEBPS/images/bought-from-me-let-me-sign-your-ebook.jpg
Bought From Me?
Let Me Sign Your Ebook






OEBPS/images/rtx-1f449.png






OEBPS/images/break-rule-screen.png





