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      Caroline rarely did anything exciting with her weekends; they usually involved comfy pants and a mountain of work. But not this weekend. Not tonight.

      She leant towards her bedroom mirror, applying a deep red lipstick and rolling her lips. She looked hot, and she wasn’t afraid to admit it. Caroline had spent far too long seeing herself as less than. She’d sat at home with negative thoughts repeatedly playing over in her mind. But now she was ready to move on, or as ready as she could be. After a pep talk from her sister, Joy, and her best friend, Gail, Caroline had psyched herself up…and now she was ready to let her hair down.

      This was nothing more than a little fun, but Gail and Joy had promised her that everything would be okay. Caroline had to remember that if she had any chance of stepping foot outside the door tonight. Don’t get this all wrong. Enjoy yourself.

      “You’re beautiful. You matter. You deserve happiness.”

      Caroline smoothed her hands over her new size 14 dress, the soft silky material heaven beneath her palms. She’d lost a few pounds over the last several weeks, but she finally felt comfortable in her own skin again. She’d always had curves—at one time, she’d loved them—and this dress really showed them off.

      She slipped her heels on and grabbed her phone from the bed. As she did so, it started to ring in her hand.

      “What are you wearing?”

      Caroline’s brow rose. “That’s a little forward of you.”

      “Ha! There she is. My best friend is back in business.” Gail laughed as Caroline turned off her bedroom light and took the stairs. “So, what outfit did you decide on?”

      “The green dress.”

      “Perfect. I bet you look absolutely gorgeous.”

      Caroline smiled. She loved Gail dearly. She’d always been the one shining light in her life. “I’m trying to remind myself that I do.”

      “Listen to me, and listen good.” Gail paused, making sure she was listening. “You are gorgeous. You always have been. And I know this is a huge step for you, it’s been so long, but Naomi isn’t in your life anymore, Caz. She has no hold over you; you don’t answer to her. She’s nothing.”

      “I know.” Deep down, Caroline absolutely knew. Still, old habits were hard to break.

      “You walk in that bar tonight, and you knock the socks off Eva.”

      “I know you mean well, but it’s not like there’s any point in trying to impress her, Gail. I’m paying her to be there…”

      “Correction: I’m paying her to be there.”

      Okay, Gail was right. But if Caroline enjoyed her evening, she may just pay the beautiful, blonde Eva to spend time with her again. She couldn’t believe she’d decided to go along with this. Booking an escort wasn’t something Caroline had thought she’d ever do. But still, she was excited. For the first time in two years, Caroline would spend the evening with another woman. It didn’t matter why or how. The important fact was that she was doing it at all.

      “You still there, Caz?”

      “I’m here.” Caroline ran a hand through her dark hair, taking her overcoat from the closet under the stairs. “Just…I’m doing the right thing, aren’t I?”

      “Do you think I’d let you go through something like this if you were going to get hurt? This is just some fun. Relax into it.”

      “No, I know you wouldn’t. But this is just a meaningless meeting, Gail. I’m sure Eva is going to be wonderful company, you said a friend of yours is very fond of her, but this…isn’t me.”

      “And what is you? Sitting at home, working yourself into the ground, single for the rest of your life?”

      “That’s not what I want. But having dinner with Eva isn’t going to mean I’m not single. I’m still going to come home tonight alone.”

      “No, but having dinner with Eva is preparing you to get yourself back out into the world of dating. If you can feel comfortable and confident with a woman like Eva, you can feel comfortable and confident with anyone.”

      Again, Gail was right.

      “And tomorrow morning, I’ll be over to have brunch with you and dissect how your night went.”

      Caroline didn’t know what she would do without her best friend. Gail had been through so much with her, and instead of pressuring Caroline over the years, she’d sat on the couch drinking wine or eating tubs of ice cream with her. Gail may never understand how much that meant to Caroline, but it did. It meant the world.

      “Now, you pretty lady, have a date with Eva. Don’t think of her as an escort. Don’t worry about the cost or if people are looking. They won’t be. And please, enjoy yourself.”

      “I-I will.” Caroline swallowed, a sudden dread settling in the pit of her stomach. “If anything goes wrong, I’ll call you.”

      “Correct. And I’ll be right over.”

      “You don’t have to do that. Jon and the kids are your priority. You’ve done more than enough for me. I’ll see you tomorrow, okay?”

      “If you need me, call me.”

      Caroline blew out a calming breath, pressing her back against the wall in the hallway. “I will. Goodnight.”
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        * * *

      

      Caroline stood at the bar, scanning the room every once in a while. Whenever a pretty woman neared, her heart raced, and her palms grew clammy. It wasn’t the ideal way to feel. This experience was supposed to excite her, prepare her for a life without Naomi, but dread continued to plague her. She really needed to get out of her head.

      As she scanned the bar again, Caroline promised herself less thinking time. Especially tonight of all nights. Eva would certainly keep her mind occupied; she’d seen her picture online. Gail had insisted she take care of the details, right down to the time and place, so Caroline would go for it and hope for the best. It couldn’t be any worse than sitting home alone.

      “Caroline?”

      A soft voice followed by a gentle hand on her shoulder had Caroline’s body thrumming. And then she turned around, her breath catching as Eva stood before her. “H-hi.”

      Eva wore a little black dress, her long blonde hair straight and falling over one shoulder. But it was her eyes that stole Caroline’s breath with every inhale. Cobalt. Intense. Wow…she was striking. God, it was like sunshine in Caroline’s usually dreary life.

      She’d expected a young woman who oozed confidence, turning heads as she walked into the bar, but Eva didn’t draw attention to herself. Really, she didn’t need to. This woman was by far the most beautiful woman Caroline had ever encountered. She’s supposed to be beautiful. Don’t let yourself get carried away here.

      “Can I get you a drink?” Caroline found her voice, but she couldn’t be sure how long that would last. Eva was…a lot to take in right now.

      “I’ll have a glass of Chardonnay, thank you.”

      Caroline smiled and turned back to the bar. She ordered two glasses, her eyes closing briefly as Eva came to stand next to her, her eyes burning through Caroline’s face. And then Caroline glanced in her direction. “Forgive me, but I’ve never done this before.”

      “Had a drink in a bar?” Eva quirked an eyebrow. God, that was sexy.

      “No…this.” She motioned between them.

      Eva smiled and leaned in, her hand placed on Caroline’s forearm. “Don’t worry. I don’t bite.”

      Heat shot straight through Caroline. It had been far too long since someone said something like that to her. In a seductive tone, Eva’s breath washed over her ear. Okay, Caroline had to get a grip on herself. Eva was an escort, not her happy ending.

      The bartender placed their drinks down, offering a nod to Caroline as he added it to her tab. She turned and handed Eva’s drink to her, with no idea what was supposed to happen next.

      “Maybe we should get a table so you can calm down.” Eva slid a hand to the small of Caroline’s back, heat emanating from her fingertips. “Let’s get to know one another.”

      Okay, Caroline could do that. Talking. Talking was nice. And it was safe. Providing she didn’t say anything stupid. “I have a booth over on the back wall. I got here a while ago. Nerves, you know.” She smiled weakly, but Eva just beamed that gorgeous smile, her hand still sitting in place against Caroline’s body. How was it that a simple touch felt so…electrifying?

      They slid into a booth, sitting opposite one another, and Caroline took a moment to breathe. She watched Eva as she took her wine glass between her lips, licking the wine residue as she set it down on the table. “So, Caroline.”

      “Caz is fine.”

      “Okay, Caz.” Eva nodded. “I like that. It makes you sound fun and adventurous.”

      “It does?” Caroline couldn’t recall the last time someone had suggested she was any of those things. But she had been, once upon a time.

      “Mm. Now, tell me…” Eva paused, relaxing back against the leather of the booth, crossing her legs. “What do you do?”

      “I’m in education,” Caroline said, unaware how deep she should go. The last thing she needed was the staff at school to get wind of this. She’d never live it down.

      Eva drummed her fingers on the table. “I thought so. You look like a teacher.”

      “I’m not sure if that’s a compliment or not.” Caroline narrowed her eyes, smiling when a smirk played on Eva’s mouth.

      “It was an observation. That’s all. I could probably tell you what half the people in here do during the day.”

      Caroline scanned the room, women who loved women were enjoying what was likely to be a wild night. “Their girlfriends?”

      “Okay, I like you.” Eva laughed from deep within her belly. “But, given the fact that we’re in a lesbian bar, you’re practically stating the obvious.”

      “Mm. True.” Caroline studied Eva. How much could she ask here tonight? “Can I ask what you do? Or is that off the table?”

      “I…do this.”

      “Right. Yeah. I wasn’t sure if you had another job.” Don’t ask stupid questions.

      “I did. But then I lost it. Hence why I’m here drinking wine with a beautiful woman this evening.”

      As much as Caroline loved that, Eva was being paid to say those things. She had to remember that above all else. It didn’t matter how lovely Eva appeared to be; it was her job to be flirtatious and say what her client wanted to hear.

      “I’m sorry to hear that.”

      Eva shrugged. “Redundancy. It happens to most people at some point.”

      “I’m sure you have plenty of time to find a career you love. Unless, of course, this is where you see your future.”

      Eva held up a hand, sipping her wine, “Not at all. I have a daughter to take care of. And I don’t want her to wonder where I am at the weekend once she gets older and becomes wise to the things that go on around her.”

      “She’s only a toddler?”

      “She’s 14,” Eva explained. “She’s my world.”

      Caroline smiled when Eva’s eyes brightened further. It was clear she loved her daughter very much, and that was already a score in Caroline’s book. If nothing else…Eva had a heart. “I’m sure she’s proud of you.”

      “I’d hope she is.” Eva twisted her wine glass on the tabletop, eyeing Caroline. “So, Caz. Why me?”

      “My friend set it up. Says I need to get out more.”

      “You have good friends.”

      “You know what, I really do. And it’s something different to what I usually do. It’s a nice change.” Damn right it was different. Caroline had the most uninteresting life behind closed doors.

      “Well, I’m glad we met. Your friend certainly knew what you wanted. At least, I think she did.”

      Caroline winced inwardly. Gail had no filter, and while she loved that about her best friend, it could get them into trouble at times. “What did she say?”

      “That I’m to sweep you off your feet for the night…and that you love to dance.”

      “Oh, I haven’t danced in a long time. A glass of wine and some company is perfect, but thank you.”

      Eva held up her hands. “Hey, I’m just doing as I’m told. But whatever you prefer. I won’t tell if you don’t.”

      Caroline grinned. The weight of the uncertainty she’d felt all day was quickly slipping away. Eva was very relaxed, and that was exactly what Caroline needed. “I like you. Gail picked well.”

      “You really don’t want to dance?” Eva leaned in, lowering her voice. “What kind of woman doesn’t like to dance?”

      A woman who was repeatedly belittled for ten years of her life, Caroline thought. “It’s just not really my thing anymore.”

      Eva eased back in her seat, running a hand through her hair. “Okay, fair enough. I’ll just have to convince you before this night is over.”

      “Oh?” Caroline quirked an eyebrow, a hint of flirtation fighting its way through the doubt and the fear. It had been a long time since she felt a blush creep up her neck, but it was happening now, and she didn’t care. “Is that so?”

      Eva winked. “I’ll have you dancing. Don’t you worry about that.”

      Caroline felt a wave of something unfamiliar wash over her, that heat she felt on her cheeks spreading over her entire body. The toe of Eva’s stiletto heel was trailing up the back of her calf, those slender fingers still tapping on the table as she pinned Caroline with her stare. “C-can I get you another drink?” Caroline knocked back her wine, trembling as she slid out of the booth.

      Eva placed a hand over her glass. “I’m okay for now. Maybe later.”

      “R-right. Yes. Sure.” Caroline kept herself composed, the fear of stumbling her way to the bar a real possibility. Eva was just working. That’s all this was.

      Yeah, leave it to you to want to bed the bloody escort, Caz!
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      What the hell was she doing? Eva was working, Caroline had paid for her to be here, but from the moment she’d laid eyes on Caroline, Eva had fallen into another existence. One where Caroline’s green eyes infiltrated her world, those long, dark luscious locks flowing so freely down her back. And the dress? God, it made those eyes all the more intense. 

      This…wasn’t good. 

      Yes, Eva was still a newbie when it came to the world of escorting, but that didn’t mean she wasn’t aware of the rules. The rules of getting involved, the rules of heartbreak, just…the rules. But Caroline already didn’t feel like a client. She felt like someone Eva had stumbled upon in a bar, like an ordinary night. If she hadn’t paid to be with Eva tonight, she was absolutely the kind of woman Eva would gravitate towards. But the fact still remained, she had paid for Eva. She was working. And Caroline, well…a woman with so much beauty yet pain behind her eyes, wouldn’t be interested in Eva and her fourteen-year-old kid. 

      Caroline was forty-seven. Eva knew that from the details Caroline’s friend had provided on booking. It wasn’t an issue for her, the age, but this woman had to know exactly what she wanted. She was professional, a teacher, Eva assumed. She would be completely out of her mind to entertain the idea of a real date.

      And even if she did think about exploring, it would only end one way. Disaster. Eva didn’t have time for another disappointment when it came to love. She’d faced plenty of that recently. Her own daughter had asked that she not get involved with anyone unless they meant the world to her, and Eva had to agree. The failed relationships weren’t doing either of them any good, but Eva only wanted someone she could love. Someone she could climb into bed beside at night, resting her head on their chest as she slept, them playing with her hair.

      This wasn’t the life she wanted. 

      The money was great, but if she had things her way, she wouldn’t be escorting. The company was mostly fantastic, but Eva had never imagined herself in this line of work. She’d once had much bigger hopes for the future. But the mortgage on her house needed paying, her daughter needed uniforms and equipment for school—as well as the essentials that came with being a living, breathing thing on this planet—and Eva hadn’t known which way to turn. A friend of hers had suggested escorting to help with the bills, but it just wasn’t what Eva had wanted. 

      Okay, she wasn’t Eva. She was Hannah. Hannah Adams. But tonight, she had to be Eva. Even though she didn’t want to be when she was around Caroline. She couldn’t quite explain why Caroline had caught her attention from the get-go, but the beauty of this line of work meant Eva could flirt freely…and Caroline would never assume it meant more.

      Caroline came walking towards her, a slight sway to her delicious hips, and held out her hand. “Come on.”

      “Look at that.” Eva grinned, taking Caroline’s soft hand. “I didn’t even have to try to encourage you. You’re a dark horse.”

      “I love this song. And if the offer of dancing is still on, I’d love to take you up on it.”

      Could she dance with Caroline while separating her feelings from her job? Eva had never had to do so in the past, but it surely couldn’t be that difficult, could it? Besides, she didn’t know the first thing about this woman. By the end of the night, that immediate attraction would probably be gone. Fuck, Eva needed it to be gone. “That offer will always be there. Let’s dance.”

      Caroline led Eva to the dance floor, the beat flowing through her body as she turned and placed a hand on Eva’s waist. Don’t let this go too far. Eva had never crossed the line with a client, but as she watched Caroline let go, her curvaceous figure a vision in front of her, it only strengthened her claim that Caroline didn’t feel like a client.

      When she eyed Caroline, Eva sensed a nervousness beginning to interfere. Caroline hadn’t wanted to dance initially, but Eva was happy she’d changed her mind. This woman knew how to move. Wanting it to continue long into the night, Eva pulled Caroline in by the waist, smiling as their cheeks pressed together.

      They looked good together, and that was exactly what Caroline had employed her to do. They were supposed to look good together here. They were supposed to blend into the crowd as Eva gave her the girlfriend ‘nightlife’ experience. And if that was going to happen, she would have to give Caroline a little more. 

      Just enough to leave her wanting…

      Eva’s thigh moved between Caroline’s legs as their bodies pressed together. A smile spread on Caroline’s mouth, and if Eva had heard right, Caroline’s breath had just caught as they moulded into one. But this was what Eva craved. Someone who enjoyed being with her and not wondering what she could provide. Yes, Caroline had eyed her on several occasions, but she hadn’t done so with the extra payment of sex at the end of the night. It was one of those rules that was broken if the price was right. Not with Eva, but within the industry. Caroline hadn’t once given that impression. 

      She seemed like Eva. Hannah. Someone who just wanted to enjoy another woman’s company. 

      Caroline’s arm wrapped around Eva’s waist, their bodies moving sensually as the beat of the music changed. Eva felt the shift in Caroline as she relaxed more into this, but she quickly realised that slow dancing with this woman wasn’t the wisest idea she’d ever had. Eva found herself struggling to pull away. Caroline, her emerald eyes, her soft hands…they did everything without intentionally doing so. 

      “You move so well,” Caroline whispered as she leaned towards Eva’s ear. “I’m very impressed.”

      “And to think you didn’t want to dance with me.” Eva took her bottom lip between her teeth as she turned her face away from Caroline. God, this woman was gorgeous. “I was initially offended.”

      Caroline brought Eva’s gaze back to her. “And now?”

      Aroused! Eva wanted to yell. “Surprised.”

      “Surprised?”

      “Well, you had me convinced that you were a terrible dancer. But you’re not. I’m impressed…and your hips are a dream.”

      Caroline lowered her eyes, a slight smile on her mouth as she blushed. “Thank you.”

      A swell of attraction held firm in Eva’s stomach, her mouth dry as Caroline pressed a hand to her lower back. She didn’t want to be Caroline’s escort. She didn’t want to be anyone’s escort. But certainly not Caroline’s. What she wanted was to ask Caroline on a date, perhaps test the water with a kiss, but it could never possibly work. Eva needed this job; she had bills to pay. And Caroline…well, she wouldn’t possibly want to date a woman who allowed others to pay for her. Nor would Eva expect Caroline to. Nobody wanted that.

      But then Caroline looked at her, a devastating smile spread on her mouth, and Eva felt all control slip through her fingers. She lifted Caroline’s chin with the tip of her finger. Eva knew this was going to be a mistake, but she found herself drawn to Caroline. “Did you want to get out of here?”

      Caroline visibly swallowed, her bottom lip between her teeth. But then she shook her head. “I can’t. I’m sorry. It wouldn’t be right.”

      Eva’s brows drew together. “Wouldn’t be right?”

      “I’m having an amazing night, but I can’t pay you…f-for that.”

      Eva cocked her head, stroking a thumb across Caroline’s cheek. Even if she needed the money, she wouldn’t take it. No, that wasn’t the type of night she wanted to spend with Caroline. “I don’t want you to pay me, Caz. I want you to let go and enjoy yourself.”

      Caroline draped her arms over Eva’s shoulders as the music slowed again. “You’re my escort. We can’t cross that line.”

       “And if I wasn’t your escort?” Why the hell had she asked that question? There was no denying they were drawn to one another, but it didn’t matter how Caroline responded to her question. She was her escort. Plain and simple.

      “God, I’d have left this bar with you an hour ago.” 

      There was a light in Caroline’s eyes that Eva was seeing for the first time tonight. A confidence, perhaps. And then it faded no sooner than it had appeared. Caroline had a story to tell, but could Eva—Hannah—be the one to listen? 

      “You’re really beautiful. Far too good for me. But I appreciate that you’re only doing your job. I know none of this is real… I’d be an idiot to assume it was.”

      Eva didn’t know whether to run away or to grip Caroline’s face and kiss her until the bar closed. “I wish I hadn’t met you like this. You’re not like anyone I’ve come across in here before.”

      Caroline’s hips continued to move against Eva, that slow sensual beat drowning out everything else around them. “Well, for the first time in over ten years, you’ve made me feel wanted. So, thank you…for helping me to believe that I can put myself out there again.”

      “Sweetheart, you should always put yourself out there. You’re gorgeous.” Eva ran a hand through Caroline’s dark hair, thrilled when the softness reached her fingertips. “And this body…it can move.”

      Caroline looked into Eva’s eyes, tears brimming on her lids. She didn’t say anything; she just continued to stare as the people around them moved on and off the dance floor.

      “Are you okay?” Eva found her voice, concerned by Caroline’s reaction to her words. “Have I done something to upset you?”

      “H-how much?” Caroline asked, swallowing and looking away as though she didn’t want to ask that question. “To spend t-the night with you…”

      Eva’s heart broke just from the look in Caroline’s eyes. She wanted Eva, but not like this. And if Eva was being honest, she didn’t want Caroline like this either. “Hey, we don’t need to do this. You don’t want this, Caz. You don’t want to sleep with your escort.”

      “Right.” Caroline untangled herself from Eva, taking a step back. “It’s just…those things you were saying.” She shook her head, genuine disappointment clouding those intense green eyes. “I should have known it was part of your job. I do know it’s a part of your job. But nobody has ever looked at me how you do.” Caroline suddenly had embarrassment written all over her face. “I’m sorry, I have to go.”

      Eva’s forehead creased as Caroline suddenly rushed away and towards their table. She took her coat and slid it on, turning to leave, but Eva caught her wrist before she could. “Everything I’ve said to you tonight, I meant it.”

      “That’s sweet, but we both know what this is. And as much as I’ve enjoyed my evening with you, it’s not real. You’re not real. You’re doing your job.”

      Eva leaned in towards Caroline’s ear. “My name is Hannah. If you want to meet me again, tell me the day and time, and I’ll be here. As me. Not as your escort.”

      And just like that, Caroline was gone, the door swinging closed behind her.

      But her perfume lingered in the air around Eva. Her eyes burned into her memory.

      Escorting…was ruining her potential love life.

      Face it. Nobody wants a woman like you.
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      Caroline sunk down on the couch, dragging her legs up and under a blanket. It was Saturday afternoon, and she’d avoided Gail’s calls, embarrassment rolling through her for how she’d handled last night. This was the exact reason why Caroline didn’t bother to date…or even go looking. It didn’t matter if Eva had been wonderful and accommodating; Caroline had made a complete idiot out of herself the moment she looked at Eva as someone other than an escort.

      It seemed they’d just clicked. When Eva spoke about her choice to become an escort, she didn’t seem overjoyed by it. But that wasn’t Caroline’s business to involve herself with, and Eva…when all was said and done…wasn’t attracted to Caroline for who she was. It was all a game. A job. Caroline, as miserable as she felt about it, was her client.

      The doorbell rang, but Caroline only sunk further down into the couch. It would be Gail, probably with Joy in tow, but she didn’t want to get into this right now. It needed to be straight in her head before she even considered telling her sister and best friend about the stupid decision she’d made last night. The decision to ask Eva how much she charged for a night together. God, how humiliating.

      Caroline brushed a tear from her jaw, blowing out a calming breath. Would she always humiliate herself? Or would another woman continue to do that for her? The latter wasn’t possible, Caroline didn’t believe she could give her heart to another person for them to stomp all over it again, but she couldn’t be sure that it wouldn’t happen in some other way.

      “Are you just going to ignore my calls?” Gail appeared in the doorway, glaring at Caroline. “You know I hate using your spare key, but I had no choice.”

      Caroline clenched her jaw, willing her tears to fade. “I didn’t want to see you yet.”

      “Why? What went wrong?”

      Caroline swallowed, pulling back the blanket and offering the other side of the couch to Gail. “Eva was lovely. So, that was something.”

      “But?”

      “I let myself get carried away. But that’s your fault for telling her she was to take me dancing!”

      “I just told her what I knew you loved.” Gail placed a supportive hand on the blanket covering Caroline’s knees. Most days, she didn’t know what she would do without her best friend. She’d pulled her back from the brink more than once. “Did you enjoy it? Dancing?”

      Caroline smiled weakly. As much as she’d loved it, she couldn’t get past what had followed. “I haven’t been dancing in years. Naomi wouldn’t allow it.”

      “Yeah, well, now you have. And that bitch can’t stop you.”

      Caroline understood where Gail’s hatred for her ex-wife came from, but Naomi wasn’t a bitch. She just…didn’t love Caroline. Never had, apparently. And Caroline wasn’t good enough for her, nor was anything she ever did. Then there were the clothes she chose to wear, the hairstyle, the makeup. How she cooked, what she cooked, the time it took. Her career, her friends and family, how much she earned, and whether she could be trusted to not blow it on day-to-day life. Yeah, Naomi really didn’t like Caroline very much at all.

      “You’re thinking about her, aren’t you?”

      Caroline cleared her throat. “No.”

      “You were. When will you listen to me? When will you realise that Naomi said the things she did, behaved the way she did, just so she could put you down! Because she wanted to hurt you.”

      “That’s got nothing to do with any of this. Eva was perfect. But then I made a complete tit of myself and asked her…” Caroline paused, bringing her hands up to her face. “Oh, God. I can’t even think about it.”

      “You wanted more,” Gail said nonchalantly. “And that’s perfectly normal.”

      “It doesn’t make it right, Gail.”

      “You’re only human. And you deserve intimacy as much as the next person. I can’t say I would have thought it would be with an escort, but whatever floats your boat, love.”

      “She told me her real name as I was leaving.”

      “She did?” Gail quirked an eyebrow, crossing her legs at the ankles as she brought them up to rest on the coffee table. “You’re sure?”

      “I’m sure.” Caroline chose not to reveal her name. Hannah had shared something private with Caroline. It wasn’t necessary to reveal her true identity. “She asked if I wanted to leave the club. She was…God, she was just so seductive and—”

      “It’s her job to be,” Gail cut in.

      “I know that. But this was different. She asked what I’d do if we met and she wasn’t my escort.”

      “And? What would you do?”

      Caroline felt heat rising up her body. For the longest time, Caroline had craved the exact feeling she’d had last night. The want…the passion in another woman’s eyes as they looked in Caroline’s direction. “Oh, I don’t think I should say.”

      Gail exhaled a long breath, resting her head back on the couch. She turned her head to Caroline, offering the smallest of smiles. “Did I make a huge mistake by booking her for you? Am I going to live to regret this?”

      As much as Caroline wanted to call Hannah, to seek her out, she knew it wasn’t possible. A date was doable, but a relationship with her would be difficult to maintain. Throw in Caroline’s insecurities, and it was a disaster waiting to happen. “No. I won’t see her again.”

      “Not even as an escort?”

      Caroline swallowed down the emotion she felt rising. “Especially not as an escort.”

      “It’s time for you to get up off the couch,” Gail said as she got to her feet. “I’m not sitting around here with you on a Saturday afternoon when we could be out having lunch together.”

      “I…don’t feel like it.”

      “Tough. Joy has already booked us a table.”

      Caroline groaned. She knew her sister would come to play a part in this at some point. Still, they were only doing what was best for Caroline. And sitting home alone all weekend wasn’t really what she wanted either. “Let me shower. I’ll meet you there.”
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        * * *

      

      Hannah rushed across the street, checking her watch as she stopped outside a new rustic café that had opened in the city. The reviews had been fantastic, and as she peered through the window, it looked as though lunch was going to be worth it. The place was packed out, not a single table available from what she could see.

      Today she was meeting with a client who had become a regular. Juliet was a lawyer, always on the go, but she paid very well, usually handing over a hefty tip on the way out the door. Hannah never knew how long their meetings would last. It could be a couple of hours, it could be thirty minutes. Juliet had rushed off on more than one occasion so far, but Hannah was satisfied based on the repeated bookings that it wasn’t anything she was doing wrong.

      I can think of somewhere else I’d rather be today…

      Hannah hadn’t slept very well last night at all. Between her constant worries about her daughter discovering her current job, and Caroline, Hannah had stared at the ceiling for most of the night. She still hoped to hear from Caroline, but realistically, she knew she wouldn’t see her ever again. Caroline had a lot to deal with, Hannah knew that just from her demeanour last night, but whatever was going on…she wished Caroline well. It was all she could do.

      As she stepped inside the café, Juliet stood from her seat and waved her over. The table was set back against a wall, out of the way of prying eyes, Hannah assumed.

      She switched into her escort mindset, shedding her long overcoat as she approached Juliet’s table. Her client leant in and kissed her cheek, offering a seat. “Hi, Eva. I’m sorry I called so suddenly, but I found I had a little time to myself this afternoon. Why not enjoy it with you?”

      Oh. This was different. Juliet…was different.

      “This place looks great. Have you been here before?”

      “Once or twice during a working lunch. But today, I’m not working.”

      Eva quirked an eyebrow. “You’re not working? Are you feeling okay?”

      Juliet laughed, waving Eva into her seat. “Please, sit down. Let’s eat.”

      She studied Juliet; her dark brown hair pulled up into a French braid. She always had a particular look about her, someone you wouldn’t cross at the office, but Juliet was a pussycat, really. Eva had spent enough time with her to know that, and Juliet had been nothing short of respectful with each meeting.

      “Now, I know you’re already surprised that I’m not working, but I have another proposition for you…”

      Eva cocked her head. “Okay.”

      “I’d like you to come away with me. It’ll be a week. I’ll pay you very well.”

      Eva lowered her eyes. She was sure a break away would be perfect, but it simply wasn’t possible. She had commitments here, though; she wasn’t like a lot of the escorts on the books at the agency. In fact, she was certain she was the only one who had any kids. “I’m sorry, I can’t.”

      “You can’t?” Juliet frowned.

      “I have responsibilities at home. A daughter.”

      Juliet seemed surprised by that, her eyebrows almost reaching her hairline. “O-oh. I had no idea.”

      “I don’t usually bring it up unless I have to.” That was a lie. She’d spoken freely with Caroline last night about her lack of desire for this job, even mentioning her daughter on one occasion, but she would stick by her opinion of Caroline. That woman was entirely different from her other clients. “And I’d love to join you on your trip, but it’s not possible for me. I’m sorry.”

      Juliet held up a hand. “Don’t be. I understand.”

      Okay, that went better than she expected it would. Juliet didn’t look like a woman who took no for an answer, so she was pleasantly surprised.

      “Should we order?” Juliet asked, eyeing her phone on the table as it started to ring.

      “I…guess so.” Eva smiled, cocking her head towards Juliet’s phone. “Unless you needed to get that.”

      “Damn it. I do.” Juliet stood from the table, taking her phone call outside. Eva perused the menu, noting one or two things she’d love to try. And then Juliet came sauntering back into the café, a disappointed look in her eyes. “I’m sorry, but you know where this is going.”

      “You have to leave. Don’t worry, I understand.”

      “But please, stay and enjoy your lunch. You won’t get a table for the foreseeable in this place. I’d advise you to eat here while you can.” Juliet slipped cash onto the table, resting a side plate over it. “I’ll be in touch, okay?”

      Eva nodded, offering a smile. “Sure. Don’t work too hard.”

      As Eva watched Juliet leave, the bustle of the café drowning out her own thoughts, she rested back into her seat and exhaled a breath. “Why do people keep running out on me lately?”

      While Eva—Hannah—would rather spend her Saturday afternoon enjoying lunch, she would have much preferred some company too. And even though Juliet was only a client, they did get on well. At least, she thought so when they spent more than ten minutes with one another. Juliet wasn’t looking for anyone serious in her life; company was all she needed. Someone to share a few minutes with in between the never-ending work calls. But as usual, Juliet had been called away.

      Hannah set the menu down, smiling as a server came towards her. She placed an order for a sharing platter. It didn’t matter that she was eating alone, and this way, she could try smaller portions of several things on the menu. She never could make up her mind when faced with food.

      And then she relaxed into her seat, scanning the huge café. Friends shared a bottle of wine with each other, couples tried different foods from one another’s plates, and Hannah…well, it just made her miserable. Maybe she could get in touch with a few of the girls she used to meet up with. A couple from school, the ones she used to work with, just anyone, really. At thirty-four, her entire life revolved around her daughter. She wouldn’t change that, not in a million years, but adult company when her daughter was at her dad’s for the weekend would be wonderful.

      Hannah’s eyes landed on a particular table. Three women spoke animatedly, laughing with one another as they clinked their wine glasses. She recognised the woman with her back to her instantly. Hannah would know those shapely legs anywhere. She stared harder, willing the woman to turn around, but instead…her friend raised an eyebrow in Hannah’s direction.

      She smiled and lowered her eyes, forcing herself to sit upright and mind her own business. She knew it was Caroline. She felt her in the room full of people. And if she focused hard enough on the different scents around her, Hannah knew it was Caroline’s perfume she could smell. The very same one that had enticed her last night. She’d been stupid to ask Caroline if she wanted to leave the club, but Hannah was certain she wasn’t the only one who felt the connection between them. Hannah never felt that spark. The rush of blood to the head and…other places. It was rare that she felt butterflies in the company of anyone else. But Caroline had given her all that and more.

      Hannah lifted her head ever so slightly, her heart slamming against her ribcage when Caroline turned in her seat and stared directly at her. She wore her hair up today, exposing a beautiful neck. Her casual choice of clothing didn’t do anything to put Hannah off, a sheer grey blouse exposing what lay beneath. She considered turning away, but Hannah instead offered a smile, surprised when Caroline got to her feet and made her way over to her table.

      “Hi,” Caroline said, a slight blush on her cheeks. “Meeting friends?”

      “Oh, no. Here alone. Well, I wasn’t…but I am now.”

      Caroline chewed her lip, shoving her hands in the pockets of her form-fitting black jeans. She looked just as good dressed down as she did dressed up. “Did you want to join us?”

      “No, thank you. That’s a lovely offer, but you know.” Hannah lifted a shoulder, picking up the menu again and praying the server didn’t bring her food while Caroline was standing close by. “Just a quick lunch, and then I have to get going.”

      “Right, well…it was nice to see you again.” Caroline hesitated as she turned to walk away, her step faltering as she hovered between Hannah’s table and her own. And then Caroline turned back. “About last night…”

      Hannah held up a hand. She didn’t want Caroline to apologise for asking to spend the night with her. Because if Hannah could have things her own way, she would have been waking up with Caroline this morning. But something had held her back. Whether it was the conflicted feelings she had, the thought of Caroline paying her for sex, or something else entirely, Hannah…as Eva…couldn’t go through with it. “You really don’t have to say anything. We both got a little carried away. I’m sorry if it ruined your experience with me.”

      “I just wanted to thank you again,” Caroline said, shifting slightly nearer and lowering her voice. “You really helped me to get a little confidence back. It means more than you’ll ever know.”

      The crack in Caroline’s voice didn’t go unnoticed by Hannah, her heart soaring as Caroline looked at her with genuine admiration in her eyes.

      “You’re welcome.”

      Caroline threw a thumb over her shoulder. “I should get back to my table. But if you ever want to join me here, you’re more than welcome to. My sister, Joy, owns this place, so we’re around a lot.”

      “It’s a great place.”

      “I’ll see you.” Caroline turned and moved towards her own table, her shoulders slightly slumped.

      But Hannah found herself not wanting to cut a conversation with this woman any time soon. She had a wonderful presence about her. “Hey, Caz.”

      Caroline turned, wearing a sweet smile.

      “You look gorgeous.”
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      Caroline opened the front door, stepping aside to let Gail through. She hadn’t expected a midweek catch-up with her best friend, Gail had her own family to take care of, but did she appreciate it? More so than ever before.

      “Now, I know you don’t drink through the week, but I brought a bottle in case.”

      Caroline could indulge once in a while. Tonight was the perfect night to do so. She wasn’t sure what she wanted to say to Gail; she just knew she couldn’t spend time in her own head any longer. It had been four days since she’d bumped into Hannah at Joy’s cafe, yet processing her night out with Eva was proving harder than Caroline thought it would. Really, considering her lack of interest in dating over the last couple of years, she shouldn’t feel so up in the air with this. Caroline should have been able to move past it all days ago.

      She followed Gail through into the back living room, offering a nod when Gail held up the bottle of wine. “Go on. Just a small one.” Caroline sunk down into the couch, sighing. “You didn’t tell Joy you were coming over, did you?”

      Gail returned with two glasses of red wine. “No. I got the impression on Saturday that you didn’t really want to talk much about Friday night.”

      “Thank you for not pushing it at the weekend. I thought it would all be over by now, but it seems not.”

      “Have you seen Eva again?”

      Caroline cast her gaze to her glass of wine as Gail sat down. “No. But I’m beginning to wish I could.”

      “You can. What’s stopping you?”

      “Humiliation. The idea that Eva thinks I want to sleep with her. That’s not who I am, Gail. I don’t ask women how much a night with them costs. I was overwhelmed, and if nothing else, I’d like to check she’s okay.”

      Gail smiled. “I’m sure she wasn’t offended. Eva likely has people asking the same question a lot of the time. While I’d like to think she doesn’t actually sleep with clients, I’m sure she’s okay. If she wasn’t, she wouldn’t have spoken to you at the cafe.”

      “Still,” Caroline paused, lifting a shoulder. “I’d like to see her again.”

      “Okay. Then book her. I’m not going to stop you.”

      “I…don’t have her number. You took care of that, remember?”

      Caroline had only seen a picture of Eva before their meeting last week. She hadn’t wanted the website details or anything else purely because she didn’t want to go looking. Caroline had no plans to become a woman who relied on an escort as time went by. No, she wanted something serious. At least, part of her did. If she was going to step out into the world and make someone happy, she needed the rest of her feelings to match up with that. But right now, they didn’t. Not how she wished they would.

      “I have the website on my phone still.”

      Caroline ran a finger around the rim of her wine glass. “Do you think I’m making a mistake?”

      “I think you should tread carefully.”

      Caroline nodded. She understood what Gail was saying, and she was inclined to agree. Caroline couldn’t get attached or tangled up with this woman. “I will.”

      “So, am I giving you Eva’s number?”

      “Yes.”

      Gail took a pen from the coffee table, jotting down Eva’s number and handing it to Caroline. She stared down at it, chewing the inside of her cheek, her hand trembling ever so slightly. This number would lead her to the woman she’d spent the last four nights thinking about. Caroline wasn’t sure how to feel about that. Delighted…but terrified at the same time.

      “Well, there it is. What you do next is your own business. But first, tell me more about this woman.”

      There wasn’t much to tell. Not really. Other than the fact that Hannah had lit up Caroline’s painfully boring world… “I think if I got to know her, she could be someone special.”

      “Oh?” Gail quirked a brow.

      “We got along very well. Perhaps she could be a friend.”

      “A…friend you want to fuck? I have a feeling that’s not going to work out very well for you, Caz.”

      “Look, I know that’s off the table. Eva is an escort, she’s paid to make people feel good, but I don’t know. I saw something more. I felt something more. She says she was genuine, and I believe her. I don’t know why, but I do. I believe that the connection I felt…she felt it too.”

      “Then I think you should call her. Book her as your escort and see where things take you. So long as you’re aware of the consequences if you get too close, then I don’t see the problem with booking her again.”

      Caroline glanced down at the number in her hand again. “I’ll think about it. See how I feel in the morning.”

      “Good decision. Sleep on it.”

      Caroline had been sleeping on this for days now. Nothing had changed, and she suspected it wouldn’t until she met with Eva—Hannah—once again. “Thank you for coming over.”

      “I’ll always be here for you.” Gail lay a hand on Caroline’s knee. “That’s my job. And I’ll always stand by you no matter what decisions you make.”
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        * * *

      

      Hannah lay beneath the cover, curled up with a romance novel she’d been meaning to start for several weeks. While she loved to live through characters, she’d much prefer to have her own little perfect romance. She’d raised her daughter to be respectful and intelligent, they had
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