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      After years of living under the cruel thumb of her father, Julie Winslow is ready to take back her life and find her happily ever after.  There’s only one problem – she’s a thirty-year-old virgin and embarrassed as hell about it.

      When her best friend suggests hiring an escort to not only help rid her of her pesky virginity but teach her some moves in bed, Julie swallows her pride and calls an escort agency.  She books a date with the sexy and gorgeous Cal.

      Court Thomas has been saving his identical twin brother’s butt for years.  When Cal calls, begging him to take his place with his latest ‘date’, Court reluctantly agrees.  Unprepared for his immediate attraction to the beautiful but fragile woman, he’s rocked by Julie’s request for him to take her virginity.

      Determined to change her mind, he continues to impersonate his brother.  But when Julie’s warm kisses trigger a desire he’s never experienced before, will he convince her to wait for ‘Mr. Right’ or take the sweet gift she’s offering?
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      “That is the stupidest idea I’ve ever heard.”  Julie sipped at her coffee and glared at her best friend.

      “No, it isn’t,” Mary insisted.  She took her own sip of coffee before leaning forward and giving Julie a scrutinizing look.  “You’re thirty years old, and you’ve spent your entire life practically locked up in this ridiculous mansion.  Your father is dead.  Nothing is stopping you from living your life now.”

      Julie winced and stared morosely at the gleaming tabletop.  “Don’t soften the blow or anything, Mary.”

      Mary took her hand and squeezed it.  “Listen, I get that your father had you convinced that you were worthless, but the bastard has been dead for six months.  How long are you going to continue to live in his shadow?  You have no family.  I’m your only friend, and that’s just because I refused to let your father intimidate me, and you spend all of your time sitting on your ass in front of the television.  That’s no kind of life, Julie.”

      Julie sighed and rubbed her forehead.  Mary was right.  She was wasting her life and had been for the last thirty years, but she had no idea how to start fresh.  Some days, just trying to leave the house felt like too much.  She’d been bullied and manipulated by her father for her entire life, and even though he was dead, she could still hear his voice whispering in her ear.  She would never be pretty enough or smart enough for him, and after years of emotional torment, it was too easy to believe that what he had told her repeatedly over the years was true.

      “Fine.  You’re right – I need to get out more.  But I hardly think what you’re suggesting is the right way to meet someone,” she said.

      “This isn’t about meeting someone,” Mary said.  “This is about getting your pesky virginity out of the way so that you can relax about it, gain some self-confidence, and then meet someone.”

      “And you think paying someone to rid me of my pesky V-card will boost my self-confidence?”  Julie asked.  “I hate to tell you this, Mare, but having sex with someone who’s paid to tell me I’m beautiful isn’t exactly a confidence booster.”

      Mary shook her head.  “That isn’t what I meant.  You think being a virgin at thirty makes you some kind of freak, and, truthfully, it does a little.”

      “You’re doing a bang-up job of making me feel better,” Julie said.

      “I’m being honest.  The truth is – you’ll be hard pressed to find a guy who doesn’t think it’s weird that you’re still a virgin at thirty.  That won’t help your self-confidence or improve your non-existent dating skills.  You need to get rid of your V-card first, and this is the perfect solution.  Then you can start looking for Mr. Right, who will love you for who you are, not because he’s being paid to.”

      “Hiring some – some gigolo to take my virginity is not the perfect solution.  Only dirty old men hire prostitutes to have sex,” Julie said.

      “You’re totally looking at it the wrong way.  One, they’re not called gigolos anymore, they’re called escorts, and two -”

      “Fine!  So, I’ll hire an escort for a night of wham bam thank-you ma’am to increase my chances of finding a nice guy?”  Julie said.  “Seriously, Mary, I love you, but -”

      “And two,” Mary drowned out Julie’s protests, “it’s not a wham bam scenario.  These guys are professionals.  They wine and dine and will do whatever you want them to.  You don’t even have to have sex with them the first time if you don’t want to.  You could go on a few dates and get to know them before you sleep with them.”

      “Yeah, for a cost,” Julie said.

      Mary rolled her eyes.  “Like you can’t friggin’ afford it, Daddy Warbucks.  Your father did the only nice thing he ever did for you in his entire life by leaving his fortune to you.  You’ll never spend all of it in a lifetime, so don’t even try to tell me a few thousand bucks on an escort will break you.”

      “A few thousand?”  Julie’s eyes widened.  “Just how good are they at sex for it to cost thousands?”

      Mary laughed.  “They’re excellent, Julie.  Trust me.”

      Julie gave her a suspicious look.  “Have you hired an escort before?”

      “No.  But do you remember a couple of years ago when I was hanging out with that chick, Devon?”

      Julie nodded.  “I remember.  That girl was a freak.”

      “She wasn’t a freak,” Mary said.  “Anyway, she had an important work function that she needed a date for.  She hired an escort, and he was perfect.”

      “Did she sleep with him?”

      “Well, she wasn’t planning on it, but the guy was so goddamn charming that she ponied up the extra cash and had the best sex of her life that night.”  Mary grinned.

      Julie rubbed her forehead again.  “This is ridiculous.  I can’t believe I’m even having this conversation with you.  I am not hiring a man to deflower me so that I can get out and meet other men.  Besides, even if I lose my virginity and learn some moves in the sack, men aren’t going to be interested in me.  Look at me.”

      She glanced down at her chubby body and pulled self-consciously at her yoga pants.

      “I am looking at you.  I know you think that you’re fat and ugly, but you’re not,” Mary said.

      “You have to say that.  You’re my best friend.”

      “No, I don’t,” Mary said.  “Since when have I ever said something to you just because I had to?  When your eyebrows started looking like two fuzzy caterpillars were about to have sex on your face, who told you?  When you got that dreadful pixie haircut that made you look like a fairy after a three-day bender, who told you?”

      “Okay, okay!”  Julie could feel a grin crossing her face, and she sipped again at her coffee.  “You’re blunt, and you’re mean.  It’s what I love most about you.”

      “Damn straight it is.”  Mary leaned back in her chair and crossed her legs before looking appraisingly at Julie’s body.  “You’re not fat, Julie.  I know your father spent a lifetime telling you that you were, but you’re not.  You’re pleasantly plump, charmingly chubby, curvy in all the right places.  You get your idea of beauty from the internet and the TV because that’s all you see.  You never go out in the real world.  Get your ass out of those yoga pants and into clothes that fit you properly, and you’ll look fantastic.  Guys will love your body.  I guarantee it.”

      Julie snorted before glancing at Mary’s slender body.  “Says the girl who wears a size four.”

      “So what?  Who cares?  You think guys will like me better because I’m a size four, and you’re a size twenty?  That’s bullshit.  Sure, there might be guys who prefer skinny chicks, but plenty of men like their women with curves.  They like a little something to hold on to during the pushin’.”

      Mary made a rude gesture with her hips, and Julie blushed hotly, a nervous giggle escaping from between her lips before she looked away.

      “See!  That’s exactly what I’m talking about,” Mary said triumphantly.  “Sex is even mentioned in front of you, and you turn into a giggly thirteen-year-old girl.  You need to get sex out of the way and learn some things before trying dating.  Trust me on this, Jules.”

      “Mary, I -”

      “Listen – you go to the escort agency, find a guy who floats your boat, and tell him the truth.  Tell him you’re a virgin and looking to lose it and gain some valuable sex tips.  Easy-peasy.”

      “It’s not easy-peasy,” Julie said.  “Besides, what if someone found out I hired a prostitute?  I’d be humiliated.”

      “Who’s going to find out?  I’m your only friend, remember?  And I’m certainly not going to tell anyone.  Who does that leave?  Your dead father?  Who cares what that son of a bitch thinks?  Besides, he’s too busy burning in hell to notice your new life.”

      “Mary!”  Julie stared at her in shock, and Mary shrugged.

      “It’s true, and you know it, Jules.”

      She jumped up and headed out of the kitchen and down to Julie’s father’s study.  Muttering curses under her breath, Julie followed her into the study and tried to ignore the immediate pang of guilt.  Her father’s study had always been off-limits to her, and even now, she felt uncomfortable standing in the room.

      Mary plopped down in the black leather chair behind her father’s desk and turned on his laptop.  Julie crossed the room and peered over her shoulder as Mary typed.

      “Vanessa’s Escort Agency?”  Julie said.  “That’s original.  Seriously, isn’t prostitution illegal?  How can she even be in business?”

      “I don’t know how it works,” Mary said.  “I mean, being an escort isn’t illegal.  I’m sure they call the sex part something different.  Like, maybe they refer to it as ice cream.”

      “Ice cream?”

      “Yeah!  Like there’s a cost for a perfectly legal dinner with the escort, and if you want ice cream after, there’s an additional cost,” Mary said.

      She clicked the link to the website and immediately clicked on the “our escorts” link.  Despite herself, Julie stared with interest at the pictures that popped up.

      “Wow,” Mary said.  “These guys are hot.”

      She scrolled through the pictures of men.  “Ooh, I like this one.  His name is Robert, and he’s a ski instructor.”

      “No way,” Julie said.  “He’ll be way too fit for me.”

      “They’ve all got rock-star bodies, Jules.  That’s the appeal.  How about this guy?  He’s twenty-seven, enjoys outdoor activities, and is co-owner of a gym.  Nice.”

      “Nope,” Julie said.  “Definitely not.”

      “Oh, for the love of Pete,” Mary said.  “Just pick one, Jules.”

      “What for?  I have no intention of….”

      She trailed off as Mary scrolled further down.

      “What?  See something you like?”  Mary wiggled her eyebrows at her and then followed Julie’s gaze.

      “Wow…he’s hot.”  She clicked on the man’s profile.  “Let’s see.  His name is Cal.  He’s thirty-three and likes walks on the beach, romantic dinners, and fine wine.  Huh.  That’s cliché, but he’s gorgeous, so we’ll let it pass.”

      Julie didn’t reply.  She stared mesmerized at the man on the screen in front of her.  He smiled easily into the camera and had an air of rugged confidence about him.  He had short dark hair, green eyes, and a slight cleft in his chin.  She studied the hard angle of his jaw and the broad shoulders clothed in an expensive dark suit.  He was beautiful.  She couldn’t even picture approaching a man who looked like him, let alone imagine herself naked in front of him.

      Mary clicked a different link, and the man’s face disappeared.  Julie felt a tug of disappointment that turned to horror when she realized Mary was typing an email.

      “Mary!  Stop this right now!” she squeaked.

      “Nope.”  Mary finished typing, and Julie read the short message.

      Hello,

      My name is Julie, and I’m interested in hiring an escort for the evening.  Please call me at the enclosed phone number.

      Sincerely,

      Julie Winslow

      Before Julie could stop her, Mary had clicked on the send button.  She stared at Mary in horror.  “What did you just do?”

      Mary grinned at her.  “If you don’t want to speak to them, ignore the phone call, Jules.  But if you want to change your life for the better, answer the damn call.”

      She stood up and kissed Julie on the cheek.  “I’ve got to go.  I’m meeting Gary for lunch at Oasis.  I love you, Jules.”

      “I – I love you too,” Julie said.  Still stunned at what had just happened, she followed Mary to the front door in a daze.

      “Take a chance, Jules.  You deserve to be happy.”  Mary kissed her cheek and ran down the front steps to her car parked in the driveway.

      Julie shut the door and leaned heavily against it.  What the hell just happened?
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      She was sitting on the couch watching daytime television, eating a plate of raw celery and carrots, and wishing it was ice cream when her phone rang.  Her heart jumped in her chest, and she muted the television before reaching for it.  The only person who ever called her was Mary, and she studied the strange number, her pulse thrumming like a frightened bird.  She knew without a doubt that it was the escort agency, and feeling like she was having an out-of-body experience, she pressed the answer button.

      “Hello?”

      “Ms. Winslow?”  A woman asked.

      “Y-yes.”

      “My name is Meagan.  I’m calling from Vanessa’s Escort Agency regarding your earlier email.”

      “Oh yes, hi.  Um, listen, there’s -”

      “We’re so glad you called us.  We like to meet our potential clients in person, so is it possible for you to drop by our office?”  Meagan asked.

      “Well, I -”

      “We promise we won’t take up much of your time.  Does tomorrow at three work for you?”

      “Okay, sure,” Julie said.  Years of living with her domineering father, having him constantly belittle and chastise her for her choices, had turned her into a dyed-in-the-wool people pleaser.  She should never have answered the damn phone.

      “Great!” Meagan said.  “I’ll email you our address, and we’ll see you tomorrow at three.”

      She ended the call before Julie could reply.  Julie set her phone down and stared blankly at the television.  She was going to an escort agency tomorrow.  What did one even wear to an escort agency?

      She took a deep breath and called Mary.
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      She stood in front of the open elevator and bit her lip indecisively.  It wasn’t too late.  She could simply turn and walk out of the building.

      Coward.

      She winced at her inner voice.

      Do you want to be alone forever?  You may not want to admit it, but Mary was right.  Part of the reason, a big part, you’re afraid to meet anyone is because you’re ashamed you’re a virgin at thirty.  Do this.  Lose it to someone anonymous who’ll say all the right things and make you feel pretty.  They’ll show you what to do, and you can stop worrying about sex and all its mysteries and start worrying about finding the right guy.  Do you want to die alone, surrounded by cats?

      No, she most certainly did not.  Never mind that she was allergic to cats and couldn’t go near one without breaking into hives.  The principle of the thought was sound.  If she didn’t do something, didn’t change something, she really was going to die alone, exactly as her father predicted.

      She squared her shoulders, remembering the disgust in her father’s voice when he had repeatedly ridiculed her for her weight and told her no man would ever find her attractive with an ass the size of hers.  He might be right.  Hell, she might never find a man who found her attractive or find the courage to go on a single date.  She could possibly die a lonely, sad spinster despite what she was doing, but at least she wouldn’t die a lonely, sad, virgin spinster.

      “Excuse me, ma’am?  Are you going to get in the elevator?”

      She jumped and smiled apologetically at the man behind her.  “I’m sorry.  Yes, I am.”

      She faced forward and marched into the elevator.  The man joined her, and she hit the button for the twenty-fourth floor with a trembling finger.  He pressed the button for seventeen, and they rode in silence.

      “Have a nice day.”  He gave her a friendly smile, and she forced herself to return it, smoothing her hands anxiously over her skirt.

      The elevator doors closed, and she was alone.  She took a shaky breath and studied herself in the reflection of the elevator doors.  Mary had helped her pick out her outfit.  She wore a dark navy skirt that stopped just below her knees, a pale pink tank top, and a grey blazer.  She had left the blazer unbuttoned but buttoned it after looking at her visible muffin top.

      The elevator dinged, and the doors slid open with a quiet hum.  Expecting a hallway, she jerked with surprise when they opened into a reception area.  A blonde woman sat behind a large wooden desk.  She looked up from her computer as the elevator doors opened.

      “Hello!  You must be Ms. Winslow.”  The woman came out from behind the desk, holding out her hand as Julie stepped into the waiting area.  Julie wiped her sweaty palm on her skirt and then shook the woman’s hand.

      “Um, yes.  I am.”

      “It’s lovely to meet you.  I’m Meagan.  We spoke on the phone.”

      “Oh, right.  Of course.  Hi, Meagan.”

      “Why don’t you have a seat?  Vanessa is finishing up a phone call and will be right with you.  Can I get you a cup of coffee?  Tea?  Glass of water?”

      “No, thank you.”  Julie nearly fell into the oversized chair Meagan directed her toward and clutched her purse.  The waiting room was sparse but tastefully decorated, and she glanced around as Meagan returned to her computer.

      The minutes ticked by, and her anxiety grew.  What she was doing was madness, and she couldn’t go through with it.  She stood.  “Excuse me.  I think I -”

      A door to her left opened, and a tall, silver-haired woman entered the waiting area.

      “Hello, Ms. Winslow.  My name is Vanessa Michaels.  Please, come into my office.”

      Her hands shaking, Julie followed Vanessa into her office.

      “It’s nice to meet you, Julie.  May I call you Julie?” the woman asked as they shook hands.

      “Of course.  It’s nice to meet you as well, Ms. Michaels.”

      “Call me Vanessa.”  She sat down behind her desk, and Julie perched in the leather chair in front of the desk.

      Vanessa folded her hands on the desk.  “So, tell me a little bit about yourself, Julie.”

      “Oh, well, my name is Julie Winslow – I guess you already know that – and I’m, um, thirty years old.  My father passed away recently.”

      “I’m sorry for your loss.”

      “Thank you.  I live by myself, and I’m, um – I’m looking for an escort.”  She realized with dismay that she couldn’t think of a single interesting thing to say about herself, but the woman still stared at her silently, waiting for more.

      “I like to read,” she said before being suddenly inspired.  “And knit.  I’m very fond of knitting.”

      Vanessa smiled at her.  “I never learned to knit.  I always wanted to, but I’m afraid I’m rather hopeless at crafty things.”

      She opened a file folder that sat on her desk.  “Are you looking for an escort for a particular event?  A wedding, perhaps?  Or maybe a high school reunion?”

      “No.  I just wanted a date.  A regular, um, date.”

      Julie wondered if that made her look even more pathetic and desperate, but Vanessa nodded.

      “Very good.  I assume you’ve seen our website.  Was there someone in particular that caught your interest?”

      Julie wiped her hands down her skirt again.  “Yes.  I think his name was Cal?”

      “Excellent choice.”  Vanessa pushed some papers across her desk.  “There is a bit of paperwork to go over.  We do a background check on all of our clients as the safety of our employees is our utmost concern.  If you pass the background check, we will email you information about the escort of your choice.  I recruit all our escorts, and extensive personal background and criminal checks are completed before they’re hired to work for my company.  You don’t have to worry about mental illnesses, sexually transmitted infections, or anything of that sort.  You’ll see all of their medical history and the information from the background check in the documentation we email you.”

      She turned the page on the stack of papers in front of her.  “We also ask that you sign a confidentiality agreement.  It’s a standard agreement, but I suggest you take it home and read through it carefully.  If there’s anything you don’t understand, call Meagan, and she’ll explain it to you.  All right?”

      Julie nodded as Vanessa handed her a pen.  “Why don’t you start filling out the background check information while I explain a little about the company?”

      Julie filled out the paper before her as Vanessa leaned back in her chair.  “I started this company eight years ago.  We employ a small group of men dedicated to ensuring that a woman not only enjoys their date but is treated with the utmost respect and courtesy that she deserves.  If, after your date, you are unhappy in any way, we will refund your money, no questions asked.  That’s a guarantee.”

      She brushed away a piece of lint from her skirt.  “Unlike other escort agencies, we also provide a free-of-charge ‘getting to know you’ appointment.  You’ll meet your escort at your chosen location for a half-hour meeting.  It lets you get to know them better and decide if he’s appropriate for your event.  If he isn’t, we’ll set you up with another escort you choose.”

      She paused.  “Of course, as you’re not looking for an escort for a particular event, I’m sure Cal will be more than appropriate.  However, we still believe the introductory meeting is a good idea.”

      “Do, uh, do many women use an escort for a regular date?”  Julie asked.

      “Of course.”  Vanessa smiled at her, and Julie wondered if the woman was lying.  “Our clients utilize our services for many different reasons, Julie.”

      “Right.”  Julie finished filling out the background check before handing the papers to Vanessa.  “So, um, how much does this cost?”

      “We have a flat-rate fee of five hundred dollars for the first four hours.  Anything over four hours is charged hourly at two hundred per hour.”

      Julie mentally calculated the cost of losing her virginity, trying desperately to tell herself it was a normal thing to do.

      “Julie?” Vanessa said.

      “Sorry, I was woolgathering,” Julie said.

      “I was saying that payment is made directly to the company.  You are not, under any circumstance, to give your escort money.  Your escort will pay all expenses, and if the event lasts longer than four hours, your escort will notify us how long the event lasted.  We’ll bill your credit card the following business day, and you’ll be given a new invoice.  The charge on your statement will show as a numbered company.  Clear?”
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