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This book is dedicated to lovers who play in and out of the bedroom, those who never stop playing, and those who desire to please their partners and get off on getting their partner off, plus celebrate who they truly are because that’s how it should be. Mutual pleasure is mutual bliss.

This book is an erotic romance, specifically erotic Romantasy, please read and enjoy it knowing this is the genre it is in.

Marinate in your sexuality daily.
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The Drink Master

Chapter 1
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“The storm is ramping up out there,” Jack said with concern in his voice as he handed me my second cup of spiked coffee. “You should be hitting the road before long here.” His blue eyes were warm. “I think some staff are even heading home early since many guests are clearing out.” His lips captivated me again, just as they had every night this week. He’d been giving me tasty drinks nonstop, but what I really wanted to taste was that mouth of his.

“I know. I’ve been on the fence all day wondering if I should stay and finish this story, or if I should hightail it home.” The problem was, I didn’t want to go home. It only reminded me that Lance had left me. It had only been two months, and I still couldn’t get used to walking in the door knowing I’d be the only one home.

“Well, alcohol-laced coffee is probably the worst precursor to storm driving on the planet,” he scolded sternly.

“Maybe that’s me subconsciously getting myself to stay,” I said plainly. “Or you’re just that good at making drinks.”

He scoffed. “Coffee plus a pour hardly qualifies as ‘making drinks’.” Even his smirking was sexy, the crinkles around his eyes deepening. He wasn’t just alluring to look at, he was my first choice to chat with, and that included my best friend Marla, who had just left the lodge. Our girl’s weekend had been flanked by days of solitary writing on purpose. I found it hard to write in the empty house with my deadline looming, I knew I needed to get me somewhere where everything I looked at didn’t make me forlorn. Maybe I needed to just move.

“Well, I think it’s perfect,” I said, giving him a lingering twinkle in my eyes. I instantly wondered how he’d react if I asked him to just fuck me on the bar. I tried to hide my smile. The place was clearing out after all, and my lack of sex had me full of rage. I loved my toys, but sometimes a woman just wants some real dick. I was ready to pounce on him, if the chance arose, and I was on a hot chase looking for that minute to happen.

“You’re too kind.” He continued to wash glasses, his eyes darting between me and his washing. “What was it you said you were writing again?” His smile crept across his face as his gaze filled with a tease.

I laughed. “You don’t ever stop do you?”

“Lana, I’m so curious what you write. Maybe just give me a tiny clue,” he begged. His confidence, and his persistence, were both intriguing and flattering.

“I can’t,” I said. I stifled a laugh. If I told him, he’d know it all, and that wasn’t something I was ready for.

“Come on, I’ll keep your secret, I promise.” He finished the glasses and returned in front of me. “I’ll buy you a drink,” he said with a wink.

“Oh, and now you’re expecting me to pay for this one?” I tipped my coffee cup to my lips and took a sip.

“Naw, I wouldn’t do that to a beautiful woman like you.”

How many ‘beautifuls’ would it take me to act? He’d only called me ‘beautiful’ about three times a day the whole time I’d been at the lodge. If I were writing this story, I’d be making myself out as a stupid clueless buffoon for not acting on it.

“You are generous, that’s for sure. I might have to just move in here.” I was teasing, but on all levels, I meant it.

“I wouldn’t complain.” He turned his back to me, and then there was that butt I’d been itching to grab.

“You would get tired of me, but do they offer monthly rent?” I asked with a guffaw. “I’m not joking.”

He whipped around. “The winters here are stunning.”

I crumpled up my napkin and tossed it at him. “Below zero temps are not how I’d like my winters.”

“We have fireplaces and nice warm jackets,” he said, raising an eyebrow.

If it weren’t for my recent breakup, I’d sneak behind the bar and pull him into a dry hump, but, there was that little sticky thing called heartache that had me trapped. I hadn’t expected to be divorced at forty-five, but then, I had known I didn’t want to be married at forty-five either. I had been tempted many times, but Lance had taken the step. It had hurt, like five thousand rocks on me, but at the same time I’d wanted it too. After months of writing, which was my usual healing potion, I still couldn’t smooth out that duality.

I eyed Jack up as he worked on something with his back to me. I knew he wasn’t married, but I’d never asked if he was single. That was too direct. I didn’t want to date, but I’d definitely be up for fucking. He whirled around. He held an orange drink laced with red drips along the clear glass walls and red berries afloat in it. The way he cradled it between his fingers stirred something in me. Perhaps I was just too horny to not think about sex, or maybe he just knew how to handle things. “You sure aren’t trying very hard to get me to leave.”

“If I get you drunk enough, you won’t be able to even consider going out in that snow.” He motioned towards the window where giant snowflakes were falling in droves.

“Ugh. Winter in northern Minnesota should be outlawed.” I sighed as he handed me the festive-looking drink.

He was slow to pull his fingers away, giving mine a light caress, sending desire zinging through me. “My newest creation for this Christmas. I call it Fruit Bowl.”
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