

  

    

      Cover




      [image: TWD_RSVP_72dpi.JPG]


    


  




  

    

      title page




      The Winemaker’s Dinner:




      RSVP




      ...




      Dr. Ivan Rusilko




      ...




      [image: Omnific logo.jpg]




      Omnific Publishing




      Dallas


    


  




  

    

      Copyright Information




      The Winemaker’s Dinner: RSVP, Copyright © 2012 by Dr. Ivan Rusilko




      All Rights Reserved. Except as permitted under the U.S. Copyright Act of 1976, no part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, or stored in a database or retrieval system, without prior written permission of the publisher.




      ...




      Omnific Publishing




      P.O. Box 793871, Dallas, TX 75379




      www.omnificpublishing.com




      ...




      First Omnific eBook edition, July 2012




      ...





      The characters and events in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.




      ...




      Library of Congress Cataloguing-in-Publication Data




      ...




      Rusilko, Dr. Ivan.




      The Winemaker’s Dinner: RSVP / Dr. Ivan Rusilko – 1st ed.




      ISBN: 978-1-936305-79-7




      ...




      Cover Design by Micha Stone and Amy Brokaw




      Interior Book Design by Coreen Montagna




      Photography by John Conroy (JohnConroyPhotography.com)




      Cover Model: Dr. Ivan Rusilko


    


  




  

    

      RSVP




      C’mon, man. You’re a fucking professional. Could you pay attention for two seconds? Forcing my eyes back to the computer screen in my office, I found my article in the same shape it had been when they wandered off: unfinished.




      It was all that woman’s fault—and not in a good way. Sadly, last night was just the latest in my current string of dating disasters. I should’ve known better than to take out a chick my jackass friend met at a night club and introduced me to via text. Yep, I really should have seen this one coming.




      But it had started out great. My date looked ridiculously hot in her short, pleasingly tight blue dress. God, how I love short dresses. Her hair down, her skin nicely tanned, she’d been rocking high heels that made her ass stick out just right—like the girls you see in rap videos. But the second she opened her mouth, it all went downhill. Fast.




      “Oh, you’re a doctor? You must make a lot of money, right?” The question sounded like nails on a chalkboard. At least she’d saved me the trouble of putting any real effort into the evening.




      Along with cougars, Miami Beach has become home to another breed of women to be wary of: climbers. They’re usually very attractive and/or easy, and use their looks to climb the social ladder to previously unattainable levels. Climbers generally demand and expect VIP access to unique locations and situations, along with expensive gifts, wining, and dining. And introductions, of course. They’ll want to meet all the bigwigs because you might not be their final destination, know what I mean? Dirty breed, these climbers.




      I’d first been warned about them by an Australian nightclub owner as he explained the female situation down under. But the entire month I’d worked and played in Oz, shuttling between modeling gigs in Sydney and Melbourne, I never once encountered a woman like that—one seeking a victim with fat pockets and poor self-esteem. But I sure as hell had now.




      Needless to say, for last night’s lovely, the rest of the “date” had consisted of a free dinner, access to an exclusive, private event, and a carefully crafted (and entirely gentlemanly) “thank you, but no thank you.” For me it had been a painfully boring exercise, ending in a quick exit and a good night’s sleep.




      Damn. I sure could’ve gone for a lay, though.




      I shook my head and laughed. What else could I do? And I’d still made no progress on my story. You see what I’m dealing with here? It’s time to stop relying on my friends to set me up, grow some balls, and just go for it when I see a girl who rings my bell or tickles my fancy. Maybe this weekend…Ah, who was I kidding? I’d made these deals with myself before, and I was beginning to doubt I’d ever find that lightning in a bottle again.




      Okay, stop screwing around and just finish this!




      I twiddled my pen between thumb and forefinger and willed myself to concentrate. Finally the conclusion came to me, and I began to type: Love can happen in any place and at any moment. But having the right balance of hormones and neurotransmitters coursing through your veins can definitely aid in the process!




      And, send. I clicked the submit button on The Washington Times site, officially adding another wellness and sexual health article to the weekly column I write. It’s funny, I seem to be riding the same trend in both my column and my medical practice. Patients and readers alike are shifting their mantra from “Make me look good!” to “Help me have better sex!” I love seeing my female patients embrace their sexuality. I think of it as the latest frontier in women’s liberation—nothing to do with political or cultural issues, but more of a XXX spin. I love my job.
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