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      The end of the summer season at the Stratton Hotel, and sexy forty-something bartender Karla feels melancholy.

      A sexy encounter with a young bellhop proves to be just the way to cap off another successful year…with a twist.

      A steamy hot short story about a cougar who won’t quit, by legendary erotica heavy-hitter Andrea Dale.
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      KARLA WIPED A cloth along the sparkling curves of the last red wine glass. She took her time, polishing away nearly invisible spots—attention to detail, maybe, but the fact was, she didn’t want to finish the task.

      Finishing meant the end.

      The end of the season at the Stratton put her in a melancholy mood every damn year. She preferred the lounge when it was full of people, their voices murmuring, their glasses clinking. Not like this, with the late-afternoon sun slanting through the tall, narrow windows, illuminating the emptiness of the plump leather chairs.

      She loved the lounge because it was a place where people came to drink, not to get drunk, their conversations kept private and genteel because the high ceiling swallowed sound. She loved the Stratton because it was a last bastion of civility in a world of fast-paced, cookie-cutter hotel chains.

      “Hey, Barkeep, what’re you still doing here?”

      She nearly dropped the glass. She’d thought she was the last one left. She’d sent her staff home hours ago, and she’d seen the maids and porters leave in a clump, all heading for a bar in town to celebrate, one last night before they all scattered across the country, back to their homes and real lives.

      For a moment she couldn’t even see who was talking, the sun behind him obscuring his face, but he stepped forward and she laughed. “Hey, Bellboy, what’re you still doing here?”

      They’d done that all summer: calling each other Barkeep and Bellboy whenever they passed each other in the halls or he stopped by for a drink before heading home in the evening.

      But for all their idle chatting for the past four months, she still didn’t even know his name.

      “Just finishing up in the supply closet,” he said. “Soap’ll survive ‘til next year; potpourri, not so much.” He grinned his endearingly lopsided grin, a dimple flashing in his cheek. “I have a confession to make: I’ve been dawdling. I…I’m just not ready to leave yet.”

      “Really?” Karla slid the glass into the rack above her head. “I would’ve thought you couldn’t wait to get back to civilization, family…girlfriend?”

      He laughed. “Oh yeah, it’ll be great to see my folks and my bros. No girlfriend, though. We broke up just before the semester ended.” He waved a hand. “But I like it here. I’m gonna miss it.”

      Most of the Stratton’s summer staff were students studying hotel management or culinary arts, with the rest being exchange students on a work-study program abroad. Only the upper management were regular employees.

      Some, like Karla, were locals.

      “Me, too,” she said. “Hey, there are still a few beers left in the fridge. Let’s toast the old girl.”

      “Sounds good to me,” he said. “Long as we don’t get in trouble.”

      She winked. “I’m tight with the management,” she said.

      She grabbed two bottles, deftly popped the caps, and carried them out to the deck that stretched along the length of the hotel. Most of the patio furniture had been stacked and covered with tarps, but Bellboy wrestled a couple of Adirondack chairs into submission.

      He gave her an appraising look as she gratefully kicked off her shoes and stretched out her legs. Wait a minute… That was more than appraising.

      He was ogling her.

      Karla bit back a smile. Well, she did have pretty damn fine legs for a forty-five-year-old, and her jean shorts, while old and faded and not much good for anything except cleaning the bar, highlighted the tan, smooth lengths.

      She held out her bottle. They clinked the necks together and each took a long pull. Ah, good stuff. Nothing like a cold beer after a hard day’s work, especially with a charming, handsome man.

      Even if the man was young enough to be her son, if she’d bothered to have kids.

      “So how’d you end up here?” he asked.

      “I grew up over there.” She tilted the bottle to indicate the town on the other side of the inlet the separated the Stratton’s promontory from the rest of the island. “We didn’t have a lot of money, but every summer, I’d sneak up here and pretend. Peer in the windows to see the décor, watch the beautiful ladies in their fashionable dresses, the picture-perfect men. Someday, I said, I’d be the one to stay here.”

      He was leaning forward, intent on her story.

      “So when I got married, we had our honeymoon here. Just two nights, all we could afford.”

      Bellboy swallowed his mouthful of beer and blinked. “You’re married?”

      “And divorced eighteen years now,” she said, “but that’s not the point.”

      “Wait, no.” She’d seen him in action, knew he wasn’t stupid, but she’d clearly thrown him for a loop. “You can’t be…”

      “That old?” She laughed again. “Don’t do the math if it hurts your head.”

      He had the good graces to flush. “I didn’t mean it that way.”

      “And I didn’t take it that way, Bellboy,” she assured him.

      “It’s Troy.”

      “Nice to meet you, Troy. Karla.” They clinked bottles again and drank deep.

      “So, yeah, honeymoon,” she went on. “It was glorious, but I tell you, I realized something right then and there: I hated being waited on. Being fawned over like that made me uncomfortable. I loved this place, yes, but not as a guest.”

      “So you work here every summer,” he said.

      “I’m here every summer,” she agreed. “I own one of the bars in town, so that keeps me busy the rest of the time.” She held up her beer bottle and shook it ruefully. “That’s the gist of it, and damn if it didn’t take me a whole beer to tell it.”

      He jumped up. “Are there more?”

      “See what you can find.” She couldn’t help but turn the tables and ogle his ass, firm and tight in his jeans, as he walked back inside. She shifted in her seat. Be nice to wrap her hands around that…for starters.

      He came back, not with beer, but with a bottle of tequila and two shot glasses. Cheeky bastard, this one.

      “I left a twenty in its place,” he confessed, and she couldn’t help but laugh. Cheeky, but endearingly responsible at the same time. He’d go far.

      She reached for the bottle to pour, but he held it away.

      “I know you don’t like being waited on, but you’ve been doing this all summer. Please, let me.”

      His technique was confident and smooth. Again they clinked. Karla savored the fire burning down her gullet before saying, “So what about you? Where are you off to now that the season’s over?”

      Back to the southwest with him, and a job offer at a hotel in Taos, or maybe it was Sonoma. She was listening, she really was, but he was going away, and she didn’t want silly details to cloud her mind later, remembering and wondering.

      She stood and leaned against the railing. The slanting sunbeams shimmered across the surface of the lake; soon the sky would be the same shade of deep blue before it faded into black.

      Troy came up behind her, reached around and poured more tequila into the shot glass she’d rested on the white-painted rail and his own, next to hers. She heard him set the bottle down.

      Just this one more, she promised herself. But then, she said that every year.

      He brushed against her, and she felt his hardness against her ass. Heat shimmered through her like the play of light on the water.

      “I’m probably being too forward,” he said, his mouth near her ear, “but I have to say it: You have fantastic legs.”

      She smiled. “Thank you. I run pretty much every day.”

      He moved half a step closer, brushing against her again. “Actually, you have pretty much fantastic everything.”

      Her turn was deliberate, slow and confident and brushing against him in return, like answering his question. Yes.

      “Thank you,” she said again. She ran a hand down along his hip, cupped around his taut cheek. “Mmm. Not too shabby yourself.”

      Invitation accepted. He leaned in and kissed her, his tongue rubbing over her lower lip until she opened to him. He was young and eager without being clumsy.

      And that rocked her to her core.

      She let him take the lead, but she subtly led him, too. Reached up to stroke the sensitive skin at the nape of his neck (since his thick hair was too short to really weave her fingers into and grab hold of), to clutch the solid muscles of his shoulders.

      Urge him closer. There, that’s what she was talking about.

      By the time his palms skimmed over her breasts, her nipples were peaked and sensitive, eager for his touch. He sucked in his breath.

      The sound flared right down between her legs. Her clit pulsed.
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