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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.

      [image: backhand index pointing right] Leave your review here:
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      2. GOODREADS REVIEWS

      3. RUBYSCOTT.SHOP REVIEWS

      Thank you, from Kat, Jen and Ruby!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            [image: Signed Ebooks by Ruby Scott]
          
        

      

      
        
        If you bought ebooks direct from me, you can get these signed with a personal message written just for you, along with one of my sapphic doodles.

      

        

      
        Head over to my web shop to order a signed ebook

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        A Thought…or two

      

    

    
      
        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

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

      
        Chapter 26

      

      
        Chapter 27

      

      
        Chapter 28

      

      
        Chapter 29

      

      
        Chapter 30

      

      
        Chapter 31

      

      
        Reviews are appreciated

      

      
        Want to stay updated?

      

      
        More tension. More desire. Keep reading.

      

      
        Also by Ruby Scott

      

      
        Acknowledgements

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        Ruby Scott

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            A THOUGHT…OR TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        "I have loved women all my life, but I had never fallen in love with a woman until I met her."

      

      

      
        
        — Radclyffe Hall

      

      

      

      "She walked into my heart like she always belonged there, took down my walls and lit my soul on fire."

      
        
        — Anonymous
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      “Come back to bed. You know you want to…” Kirsty’s plea was playful and Kat was sorely tempted. She lay on the bed, her body open and inviting. The white cotton of the sheet fell gently over the curves of her body, like freshly fallen snow just begging for imprints. “Want to see what’ll you be missing?” Hooking one finger under the edge of the sheet, she gently teased the material down over the top of her chest. Kat stood mesmerised, the lure of this beautiful woman reeling her in. Swallowing hard, she bit her bottom lip and considered her options.

      It was 5.30 a.m. If she left Edinburgh to drive back to Glenbrae now, she could nip home, shower, change and be putting the first batch of homemade scones in the oven by just before seven a.m., ready for the café opening at 8 a.m., or…she stood dangling one black suede heel on the end of her finger, swinging it from side to side. The pendulum moving from angel to devil. As she ran her tongue across her bottom lip, she already knew which way the shoe would fall.

      “Fuck it.” There was a clatter as her shoe hit the floor and with an enormous grin, she climbed back out of her tight black dress and jumped on the bed. This morning was for making snow angels.

      Kirsty threw back the sheet with a laugh that filled the room. “I knew you wouldn’t be able to resist. I know you too well!” She threw back her head allowing Kat to cover her neck in small kisses and as they intensified, a small moan escaped. As she grabbed a handful of Kat’s long black hair, she pulled her in close and whispered in her ear. “I love it when you do that. Don’t stop.”
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      Kat cursed herself for not having called Eva last night to ask her to open up the café for the morning trade. It was just after seven a.m. when she left the hotel. Checking the time on her phone, she took the key out of the lock and went over to hit the buttons on the alarm keypad. It was 7.45 a.m. Tripping over the leg of a stray chair that hadn’t been mated with its table, her frustration bubbled over.

      “For fuck’s sake.” She surrendered to the fact she had lost her post-coital relaxed demeanour to the imminent threat of scone-gate if she didn’t get the ovens on, fast.

      By 8.30 am there was an array of piping hot scones cooling on the racks and she’d made a start of the lunch prep. Thankfully, she’d had the foresight to take out a few cakes from the freezer the night before, so she just had to add the buttercream and the frosting and they’d be ready to serve. Eva and Nancy were on the rota for the day, so that would at least let her nip home to get showered and changed once everything was ready.

      “Is Kat in?” Libby’s voice echoed through the empty back room. The whole place always sounded so much bigger when it was empty, and the vaulted ceiling with the skylight by the kitchen seemed to encourage echoes. She heard Nancy give a cheery hello before telling Libby she was through in the back.

      Libby’s head appeared around the swing door. “Wow, they must be some scones to have gone to this much effort. Is a cocktail dress the new uniform for café Des Fleurs?” Her teasing tone was met with a puff cloud of flour being thrown at her as Kat banged her hands together.

      “I was a tad late in coming back this morning. I was all ready to leave and then, well—I got a little distracted.”

      “Obviously because I didn’t get a text from you. For all you knew, I could’ve been up half the night worrying about where you were.”

      “God, you sound like my mother. I know I was supposed to text. Time just—ran away with itself. I promise I will try harder next time.”

      “Well, you better because that was the deal. I just need to know you are safe. Somebody has to look out for you.” Libby’s attention shifted from Kat onto a huge silver bowl with the last of the scrapings of cake mixture left inside. “You could go out with any random stranger. At least with Ingrid, I knew where you were. Is that bowl for washing?” Her hand moved towards the bowl in question, ready to grab the red silicone spatula sticking out the top of the bowl.

      “Don’t you dare. You know you aren’t allowed to pinch in here. Go and ask Nancy to give you a scone if you are hungry.” Kat swatted a hand towards Libby, leaving a white plume rising.

      “This is no fun. When I go to my Mum’s I’m not allowed any there either. First dibs go to Samuel and Isla. That’s one of those odd little benefits people don’t tell you that you have to forfeit when you have children. How did you get on, anyway?” Libby watched as Kat stuck her head in the fridge at the far end of the kitchen and with lightning speed her finger was in the bowl hooking a large dollop of mixture. As Kat reappeared with more butter she stopped, eyeing Libby who was sucking the mixture of her finger.

      “What?” Her response was muffled as she sucked the last of the cake mixture from her fingertip. “Tell me how it was? It was Kirsty again, wasn’t it?”

      “Yeh, it was good.” Slicing the butter into small chunks, she dropped them into the bowl of the red KitchenAid mixer and slid the control to the slowest speed, allowing it to cream the butter and sugar.  “The castle was incredible. It was free champagne all night and oh my god! The canapes were bloody marvellous. They had these little puff ball things with a salmon and roe type filling. I was chasing the waiter guy around the room trying to get more.” She wiped her hands on the cloth hanging over the apron ties covering her dress. “There were fireworks towards the end of the night and we went out and stood at the ramparts watching them. The whole skyline across Edinburgh just lit up. It was stunning. It felt like they went on for ages.” Kat switched off the mixer and raised up the attachments so she could shoogle the bowl out.  With two quick scoops around the bowl, Kat flicked the mounds of buttercream onto the fresh sponge. Libby stood, drooling. “Have you heard a word I’ve just said?” Kat asked her.

      “Yes, food, fireworks. Are you using all that buttercream?” Libby’s eyes never once strayed from the bowl. Kat could only shake her head.

      “Here. But if anyone comes in, put the bowl down and for god’s sake wipe your mouth.” Kat held out the bowl and Libby didn’t need to be invited twice. With a huge lick of the spatula, Libby’s attention came back to Kat.

      “So is she away back down to London?”

      “Yes, this morning. She’s on the 10.30 a.m. flight down to Heathrow. She seems thrilled with some new deal she has struck with Visit Scotland and Historic Scotland to use a few of their properties for some new film that’s getting made in a few months. Her company has won the location management contract and from what she said, it’ll be a big one.”

      “Oh, does that mean she will be up here more often then?” Libby’s eyes widened in anticipation of the answer. Kat gave a rueful shake of her head and rolled her eyes. Libby was keen for her to find love in the same way as she had with Brogan, but the reality was Kat didn’t want the whole 2.4 kids scenario. Not that there was anything wrong with it, if that was what you were after, but the idea filled Kat with dread. Freedom was what Kat would opt for every time. Hearing Mel Gibson scream the word in her head brought a small internal chuckle.

      Kirsty was CEO of “UK’s Calling,” a location management company for the film industry, and although her trips to Scotland were infrequent, Kat loved the occasional invites to fancy nights out they afforded her. They’d met through a Tinder hook-up, a spontaneous night when Kat had agreed to be Kirsty’s plus one at a promotional night at The Hydro in Glasgow. The night had ended with her staying at a penthouse overlooking the Clyde. It was swanky and an agreeable change from her usual village life.

      “No, it doesn’t. Once the deal is in place, the operational side of things gets handled by her location managers, so unless another contract comes up she isn’t back for the foreseeable,” Kat gave a slight shrug, “and that is fine with me. Kirsty is a great diversion for a short blast, but that’s it. Nothing more.” Her head nodded as if punctuating a full stop of the end of her sentence. Topic closed.

      Libby had only started. Her face was a picture of concentration as she once again dove the spatula straight to the bottom of the bowl, hunting the last of the buttercream from the bottom. “So, what about Ingrid? Is that really over this time?”

      “Yes. It was really over last time as well. The girl just can’t keep away. It’s my charm or my pheromones, but she keeps coming back for more.”

      “Because you let her! You know she wants more and you never say no. You aren’t being fair on her.” With the bowl spotlessly clean and free from even the smallest fragment of buttercream, Libby pointed to the dishwasher and asked, “Do you want this in here?”

      “Yes, please.” Kat spun the tilted sponge platform and with a last sweep of the palette knife she stood back to admire her work. “Flawless.” Whipping off her disposable gloves, she turned to Libby. “I never led her on. Not once. You know what it was like at the start. It was brilliant fun. When she relaxes, she is good fun, but she has this whole serious side where everything has to get so damned heavy and full of angst. I don’t do angst. You know I don’t. Life is too bloody short.”

      “Life isn’t always as simple as that, Kat, and you aren’t getting any younger.”

      “You sound like my mother! Libby, I have no body clock ticking away, no desire to have children. Life is a journey, not a destination…or whatever soul satisfying bullshit pops up on Instagram.”

      “Well, what about that firefighter you see on and off?”

      “Eadie? She and this new woman seem to be getting quite serious. She’s sworn a vow of monogamy for the foreseeable. Which is fine because she snores like a trooper after sex. The neighbours banged on the wall it was so bad and when they are banging not for the banging but the snoring, you know it’s not going anywhere.” Untying her apron she pulled it over her head, popped it on the side and dusted down her back dress, leaving it covered with the powder from the inside of the gloves. “Right, come on, let's get out of here. I need to go home and shower. I can’t have people seeing me or they’ll expect this level of haute couture every day.”

      Making a sweeping motion with her hands, she ushered Libby back out of the kitchen.

      “Nancy, today’s cakes are through the back and lunch prep is more or less done. Just a bit more to do on the salads when you get five minutes, if you could be a love?” Placing a hand on each of Libby’s shoulders, she marched her towards the door.
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      “Would you like to order another drink?” The waiter picked up the glass in front of Kat, holding it at an angle as he waited for her answer.

      “What? Mmm, yes, please. Can I have a—” She scanned the polished stainless steel shelves, leaning forward on the edge of the brown leather curved stool on which she sat. The granite surface of the bar felt cool against her arms. Tigerlily was her favourite place to indulge when she came to Edinburgh for the night and this evening held promise. They had a decent selection of malts and given she had booked a room for the night, she wasn’t going to miss the opportunity.

      “I’ll have a Bunnahabhain, please. No ice.” Lifting the round drinks coaster, she tapped the bar, watching the young chap take down the bottle from the shelf, remove the corked top and then expertly flick the stainless measure with his other hand ready to pour.  “Make it a double will you?” Her request made the young barman smile.

      “Water or as it comes?”

      “A little water on the side, please.” An Islay malt was at its best with just a splash of soft Scottish tap water, and this particular malt was too good to waste.

      Taking a bar mat from the small pile that sat next to the chrome and ceramic Grolsch draft pump, he placed her drink down and turned to retrieve a tiny jug of water.

      “Are you staying with us tonight, madam?” He lifted the electronic pad, ready to tap in her room number. She gave him her room card and signed for the whisky.

      The bar was quiet for a Tuesday. One glance told her that her date wasn’t in the room. Two earnest young professional types in suits were sitting on the far side, one leaning forward desperately trying to get his point across, as the other sat legs wide leaning back. Spot the alpha, Kat thought with a shake of her head. She finished the last of her whisky in four long mouthfuls, raised herself off the stool and smoothed down her tight black jeans. Checking her watch, she saw she had another five minutes before the arranged time. Just enough time to visit the little girls’ room.

      She loved the way her back straightened, walking taller, pushing through her pelvis, when she wore heels. The sheer slit fabric of the long-sleeved black top allowed intriguing glimpses of the tattoos on the tops of her arms and shoulders. The two men sitting in the corner stopped and turned as she walked past. She had an impressive figure for a thirty-year-old and she knew how to flaunt it when she wanted, but she wasn’t flaunting anything for these two. No, she’d save that for the cute brunette she’d been flirting with endlessly for the last two weeks on Tinder.

      As soon as she had swiped right, the alert popped up, and the chat had started. She was a Development Manager for the Edinburgh gaming group ‘Sirius A’ and she talked an excellent game, that was for sure. With huge beautiful blue eyes and a short choppy boyish cut, she had grabbed Kat’s attention immediately. The messaging had been playful and flirty, just the way Kat liked it. A no expectations evening of food, a few drinks and hopefully some decent company was suggested and here she was waiting for her to arrive.

      As she walked back across the bar, Kat caught the first glimpse of her date. Her first thought was: wow, she looks a bit shorter than the claimed 5’5”. But she shrugged it off, thinking she was just further away from the bar than she had realised. The closer she got, the smaller she looked. Like a really weird optical illusion. Kat felt a sense of bewilderment cross her face and before she could hide it, the woman smiled, looked her up and down fully and with a nod said, “You’ll do.”

      Kat’s normal charisma was stunned into submission as she took in all 4’10” of her date. So, the height was a little different to what she expected. Fair enough, sometimes people shrink with age and talking of age—Kat was sure she’d said thirty-five. Yes, definitely thirty-five, but the lines around this woman’s eyes and neck suggested she’d had one hell of a paper round, if that was her age. At Kat’s best guess she’d have said early fifties, and that was squinting at height in dim light.

      “Rhona?” She couldn’t help the slight note of surprise that entered her voice.

      “Pleasure to meet you, Kat.” Rhona drew out the word ‘pleasure’ as she nodded her way up Kat’s body. At 5’7” and wearing a pair of stiletto-heeled boots, Kat had never felt so obviously tall.  “C’mere you!” To Kat’s horror, Rhona sidled around the stool and without warning launched into an enormous bear hug. With Rhona’s head pressed against her stomach, Kat felt the tight squeeze around her bum.

      Unsure of where to put her hands and sensing that patting the woman’s head was inappropriate, she reached down to her shoulders awkwardly, resting them for a brief moment.

      As Rhona released the bottom half of her body, Kat had a fleeting moment of relief. And then it all got a little surreal as Rhona bobbed up and down on the spot, building momentum to hop onto what appeared to be the tallest of all the bar stools. Spinning the stool around to face the bar with her feet dangling in the air, unable to reach the foot rest, Rhona hefted her bum forward and grabbed the cocktail menu.

      “This place has the best cocktail selection in Edinburgh. What do you fancy?”

      “I had a whisky earlier, so I’m not sure I should mix…” Her voice trailed off as Rhona’s enthusiasm for the selection grew.

      “What about this one…ginger vodka, cucumber juice, mint syrup, with a dash of lime and chilli? I’ll have that one, I think.” As Rhona read the menu, her head followed the line of text, mouthing the words as she went. Then, as if someone had hit the carriage return on an old-fashioned typewriter, her head snapped back to the left.  Kat found it weirdly fascinating to watch the repeated action, but as Rhona glanced up, she distracted herself with the menu being handed to her by the cute young barman. Ironically, it took Kat a tiny amount to make her choice.

      “What can I get you ladies?” He flashed a smile at Kat, but she merely nodded towards Rhona, allowing her to make her selection first. Rhona’s face filled with eager enthusiasm.

      “I’ll have a ‘Long Tall Sally,’ please.”

      Kat looked at the barman, his expression neutral and professional as he took Rhona’s order.

      “Yourself?” he asked Kat.

      Kat took a breath in. Tonight was not going at all as planned. “I’ll have the third one on the list. The Schnapps and Jagermeister combo, please.”

      “Superb choice.” Meeting her eyes, he read her order back to her. “A ‘Short Trip To Hell’ coming up.”

      Kat smiled, nodded to no one but herself and thought, yup, you really couldn’t make this shit up.

      As the night continued, Kat learned a vast amount about Rhona and at an impressive speed of knots, given she hardly paused for breath for the next two hours. She apologised to Kat, explaining, “I know I don’t look exactly like my profile image.” As Rhona said the words, she looked at Kat who tried hard to keep her face expressionless. Not an easy task for Kat, at the best of times, never mind on a night like tonight. “Yeh, I’ve put on a couple of pounds since they took the photo,” she continued with a shrug, seeming relieved to have got that off her chest.

      Kat crinkled her nose and raised her eyebrows and she mentally sorted through a variety of replies, all with varying degrees of appropriateness. “Really? I hadn’t noticed.” Her chosen reply was safe, yet loaded with omission. Opting to ignore the several enormous elephants parked in the corner of the bar drinking pints, she continued, “I wouldn’t have been able to tell a weight difference. You look very trim for your—well, you know—I wouldn’t have known if you hadn’t said.” Putting the shovel down next to her stool, she considered the £139 price tag for the Black Suite she’d happily paid out only hours before in anticipation of a fun-filled night.

      The temptation of the swinging wicker chair in the room had filled her with a variety of acrobatic options to make the night memorable. Sadly, as she sat looking at Rhona, Kat couldn’t whip up the enthusiasm for a forward roll, never mind anything else. The girl was pleasant enough, and definitely chatty. Very chatty. It wasn’t the obvious difference in elevation between them that dulled Kat’s spirits. Kat was never heightest. Nor was it the age difference. No, there was just no spark. Maybe after another drink?

      As the cocktails flowed, Rhona was getting decidedly more amorous and whilst Kat wasn’t encouraging her, she wasn’t discouraging her either. Having someone so openly flirt with you and hold such desire in their eyes was quite intoxicating. The hand on the knee, the wide-eyed enthusiasm, the laughing just a little too much at jokes that just weren’t that funny. Another few of these “Drunken Elf” cocktails and maybe she could be tempted to let her lick her candy cane.

      Oddly, as the night had gone on, Rhona’s voice had seemed to get quieter. Not that that was such a terrible thing, but it meant that Kat had to lean in, with a vague pretence of listening. As Rhona’s voice dropped even lower in volume, Kat turned, frustrated as she had no option left but to attempt lip reading. In a pink blur, she felt a mouth pressed against her own and her eyebrows disappear over the top of her forehead in surprise. As her mouth opened, releasing a gasp, a tongue darted over the top of her teeth and she spluttered, pulling herself back sharply. The movement was so sharp she almost tipped herself off the bar stool. Thankfully, there was no one behind her.

      Rhona sat wide eyed, smirking. “Was that too fast? With the tongue thing I mean? It’s just when you leant in for the kiss, I well—I couldn’t resist.” With barely an audible pause and the finesse of a runaway freight train, she asked, “So do you want to come to my brother's wedding with me?”

      As if someone had ripped a needle across vinyl, the haze of inebriation was sucked out of Kat. “What? What did you say?”

      “Would you like to come to my brother's wedding with me? The one I’ve been telling you about?”

      “What?” The genuine confusion which comes of not listening to a word of a conversation you’ve been party to for the last two hours splattered across Kat’s face.

      “Will you? Come, I mean?” There was a look of excited expectation as Rhona let her words sink in.

      Kat was stoic. Unflinching, her eyes didn’t blink for at least thirty seconds. In unison, every muscle in her face twitched. Taking a long breath, she gathered herself for a measured response. “Rhona, you are a lovely person, but I think we’ve perhaps misunderstood each other. I don’t do the whole relationship thing. This is just fun. No expectations, no forward planning. Just enjoying the moment?” She paused and cocked her head, trying to gauge how her words were landing.

      Rhona bit her bottom lip. It was hard to tell what she was thinking, but a pang of guilt made Kat feel she should soften the blow.

      “Look Rhona, I’m sorry, it isn’t you, it’s me. I just like the freedom to enjoy who I am with whenever I want to be with them. It’s a mutual spontaneous fun thing. But equally, I get that isn’t everyone’s way, and that’s cool. It’s just not for me.” She took another sip of her drink. “You okay?”

      Rhona was pursing her lips together, slowly nodding to herself. Kat watched her. Christ, I hope she doesn’t make a scene, she thought. She loved staying at this hotel every few months; it was her treat to herself, but a clingy, vocal date causing a scene in the bar would really take the shine off the place. She took a brief glance around. The bar had filled slightly, but it was still quiet for a Tuesday. If Rhona kicked off, she’d just usher her out the door quickly. It was one advantage of height. Kat readied herself as Rhona looked at her. It was fine. She could handle this.

      “Right, fair enough. Shall we just fuck then?” Rhona placed her hand on Kat’s knee and squeezed.

      Closing her eyes for a second, Kat cursed herself, thinking, oh shit. That’s not what I meant.
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      Even after washing her hands thoroughly, Kat could smell a slight fishiness on her fingers. That was the joy of prepping the langoustine for the lunch platters. But it was a good job done. After another hand wash, Kat dried them on a paper towel, binned it, and went through the kitchen doors to investigate the rising commotion coming in the café. As the swing door of the kitchen fell behind her, she watched everyone gather up at the windows or make their way through the small split entrance doors.

      “What’s all the fuss?” Kat peered over Nancy’s shoulder through the window as a large grey truck emblazoned with the name “UK Calling” thundered through the village street.

      “It’s the film crew. That’s them arrived. Eva was serving a table out front and she was sure she saw Eric Stenson go past in a grey Range Rover with tinted windows. Don’t even ask how she saw him if it had tinted windows, but it made her day.”

      “I watched him in that new one Netflix just added, Obduracy. That’s it, isn’t it? He was all right for a bloke. But I really only watched it to see Amy Rider.” Kat winked at Nancy, who shook her head in return.

      “Who else are they saying is in it? Have you heard?”

      “Well, according to Eva, who seems to be the font of all knowledge to do with this film, it’s Jennifer Michael. You know the older one, who was in that film back in the noughties. What was it called?” She squinted at Kat, trying to remember the name.

      “Temptress. It was called The Temptress. I loved that film. I dragged Libby along to see it three times when it was on in Dunfermline. She was my first real crush. Mind you, she was a decent age then. She must have been what, mid—maybe even late thirties? So, what would that make her now? Mid-fifties?”

      “Yeh, she was in that one about the CIA that was out last summer. The one about the reporter that got kidnapped in Yemen. She’s one of my favourites. She looked damned good for age. If I can look like that when I get to her age, I’d be well chuffed.”

      “Aren’t you there already?” Kat jumped as Nancy flicked the cloth at her, just catching her on the ass.

      “Hoy! That’s sore!” Kat’s hand massaged her butt cheek where the towel had hit her. “You are bloody lethal with that thing. It’s a weapon in your hands.”

      “Well, that’ll teach you to talk about my age like that. I’ve another four weeks till I hit fifty I’ll have you know.” She wagged her finger in Kat’s direction. “And don’t be getting any ideas about a party. I’ve already warned Jimmy off the idea. I hate everyone looking at me. I’ve told him he can take me for a nice meal if he wants to do something nice. I quite fancy that new Italian in Stirling. Knowing him though, I’ll end up at some greasy spoon by the market.”

      Kat raised her shoulders in a shrug. “Don’t look at me. I know nu’think,” she said in her best Transylvanian accent.

      “No, Kat, really you’d tell me if he’d planned something, wouldn’t you? You know I hate surprises.” Nancy grabbed Kat’s arm. “Promise me.”

      “Honestly Nancy, Jimmy hasn’t said a word to me.” She gave a slight shrug. Everyone was making their way back to their tables. What Kat didn’t tell Nancy was that Eva was the one doing all the coordinating with Jimmy for her 50th celebration, but he didn’t want to throw her a gigantic party. He had asked Eva to ask Kat if he could get the café for a romantic dinner with just the two of them, and she had said yes.

      As Kat walked back up towards the kitchen, Eva ran up behind placing her hands on her shoulders and jumping. Kat shook her head. “I’m not giving you a backie, up the café!”

      “Did you see him? He is lush! He’s even better in real life than in the movies. According to Candice’s dad, they are all staying up at the old Nettlefield Farm and they’ve hired it for like six weeks. They start setting up at the castle tomorrow. I have to tell Candice I’ve seen him!” Pulling the phone from her jeans pocket, she caught Kat’s stern look. Just as quickly, she slid the phone away again.

      “Customers first, Eva. Wait till your break and then you can call her with all the gossip. How do you know all this, anyway?”

      “Candice’s dad works for the estate and he drinks at the Kings with Mr Martin, who’s the groundsman at the castle. They’ve been talking about it for weeks. Seemingly they are paying a fortune for it. They’re filming in Edinburgh and across by Loch Lomond too. He’s seen like the whole schedule,” she rattled off her answer at a speed which left Kat’s head spinning. “Candice and I are going up after work tomorrow to see how close we can get and to see if we can see Eric. It’s gonna be amaazin’!”

      Kat couldn’t help but laugh at her over the top enthusiasm. They did occasionally get some TV crews in the village filming because it was a conservation village, but they had never had anything on this scale before and certainly not A-List names such as Eric Stenson and Jennifer Michael. Kat wondered who was doing their catering. Perhaps it was worth giving Kirsty a call.
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      Kat sat on the sofa with her legs crossed underneath her.  She’d been toying with getting another tattoo to merge under the rose, which went from her shoulder and halfway down her upper arm. It’d give her symmetry. She held the two arms out in front of her at shoulder height, twisting her palms around so she could survey the detail. The fierce set of eyes of the lioness staring out from the savannah grasslands on her left was her favourite piece. Marcus, the guy whose artwork it was, now lived in New York with his new wife, who was American.

      They still had loose contact with each other via Instagram. Grabbing her phone, she brought up his feed and started scrolling through his latest work. There was a nun with a machine gun emblazoned on a woman’s ass cheek; the detail was amazing and so was this woman’s butt. She turned and glanced down at her ass cheek, wondering how long it’d stay in its current pertness. The big 3-0 was coming up in just a few months. Perhaps a tattoo would be just the thing to celebrate. Lord knows I need something to pick me up, she thought. It was a Saturday night, and here she was, sitting on her lonesome, flicking through random unwatchable box sets. Nope. Seen it. Nope. Don’t do sci-fi. Nope. Watched one episode and it was crap. Shit, how come there was so much stuff and nothing to watch. How had it come to this?

      Man, she would normally be out enjoying herself with whoever was in favour or at home having even more fun. Or at the very least with friends having a good laugh. This was too sad for words. Libby and Brogan, having put the kids to bed, would be all loved up on the couch, so she couldn’t call them. In fairness, it would be more likely they were slumped in a heap in the middle of the sofa, exhausted from having put the kids to bed.

      Picking up her phone, she brought up her contacts list and started scrolling. There was always Ingrid, her egg woman, although Libby had already given her a strict warning not to play with fire. The things that woman could do with her tongue were nothing short of remarkable and she never seemed to tire. The sex was great if only it wasn’t always followed by the desperate need to make plans for the next time they would see each other. Still Libby was right: that particular vicious circle had to be broken. But it could always start from tomorrow. She could just drop her a quick message and ask what she was up to. That would be innocent enough. Wouldn’t it? Her finger hovered over Ingrid’s name. Fuck, she wanted to hit that button. In frustration, she threw the phone down on the sofa. Libby was right. Libby was always bloody right.

      Padding through to the kitchen with her gin glass in hand, she decided to pour herself another. She allowed her finger to wander along the array of bottles. So many flavours and so little time. Which one next, she wondered. “Ene, tene, mone, mei, which one shall it be?” Her finger landed on the distinctive white diamond bottle of GlasweGin. The sound of the ice cracking as the gin eased itself into the glass was delicious. She was so lost in the moment she didn’t hear her phone ring until it was almost too late. Running through to the sofa, she grabbed her phone.

      “Kirsty? Hi, how are you doing? I wasn’t expecting to hear from you.” In fairness, Kat never really expected to hear from Kirsty, but it was a surprise given they had chatted earlier in the week. The catering contract for the Glenbrae location had gone. It was one company that was supplying all locations and Kat wasn’t in a position to have been able to do that. Kirsty had been good to her word, though, and her guys had placed orders for food and extras to be delivered up to Nettlefield.

      Kirsty, on usual form, didn’t waste any time in getting to her point. “I need a favour, Kat. Jennifer Michaels has decided she wants to get out and do a bit of seeing Scotland when she is here. I think the reality is that she can’t stick being anywhere near Eric for too long, so she is trying to get out and away whenever she can. I don’t know how much you know
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