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“Welcome to Spill The Beans, I’ll be right with you,” I called over my shoulder as I finished the last few sentences on my recent blog post. I made sure to save the document before I minimized the window and closed my laptop. 

My stomach flip-flopped as I headed over to the front counter and recognized the grumpy man waiting impatiently at the cash register. It wasn’t his obnoxiously tall, muscular frame that gave him away, nor was it the jet-black hair that was perfectly trimmed and fell neatly into place. It was the piercing green eyes that locked on me and pulled me into the abyss as I stood in front of him. Every single time I looked at him, I could feel myself slipping deeper into their depths. 

He looked tired but not tired enough to neglect the thin goatee that dotted his jawline. Apparently, his priorities included grooming and not sleep—not that I was one to judge. I was almost late this morning because I took an extra five minutes to shave my legs even though it was the dead of winter in Montana and no one would see them. But still—it made me feel better.

“Good morning,” I greeted in my usual chipper tone. “What can I get you? We have a few specials if you’d like to hear them.” I knew that he didn’t, but I offered anyway. 

He raised a brow and tapped his debit card on the counter. I let out a heavy sigh and pulled my mouth to the side. 

“Are you sure I can’t convince you to try something new? Just this once?” I asked, pressing my hands in front of me while giving him the best puppy dog eyes I had. 

“No, thank you.”

I waited a few seconds to see if he would change his mind, even though I knew he wouldn’t. While I didn’t know Owen Crawford very well, I knew that he drank his coffee black and shot down every recommendation I had ever suggested to help liven it up. 

“Okay,” I replied casually. “Anything else this morning?”

“No.”

“Not even a muffin? I just baked a fresh batch of banana nut,” I offered.

I wasn’t sure it was possible, but his brows rose even higher on his forehead, disappearing into his hairline.

“Is that supposed to mean something?” he questioned, his voice containing a hint of amusement. 

“What?” I asked, looking over my shoulder as I prepared his coffee in a to-go cup.

“The way you said banana nut, it felt like there was some hidden message I was supposed to pick up on.”

I snapped the lid onto his cup and slid it across the counter to him.

“Oh,” I stammered, wiping my now sweaty palms on the front of my jeans. “I just thought, you know, it was a good choice because you’re a man.”

“And it’s a manly muffin?”

“Not per se....”

“The other muffins are too feminine for me?” He bent slightly and looked into the case. “Is the double chocolate chunk muffin not a manly choice?” 

“Just forget I said anything,” I laughed, waving my hand in the air. I reached forward to take his card as he pulled it away. 

The hint of a smile curled up the corners of his plump lips, making my insides feel all mushy. He was staring at me, giving me his undivided attention while I was squirming to get away. Owen NEVER paid this much attention to me, and it was now apparent that my body had no idea how to handle it. I was sweaty and twitchy and pretty sure I might explode from the adrenaline that started pumping through me as I scrambled to talk my way out of this one. 

“No way, I want to know what you were insinuating.” He smiled. An honest, genuine smile that crinkled the corners of his eyes. 

Gosh, he was so good-looking. Older but not too old. Hair that begged to have my hands run through it. Biceps that could easily lift me and toss me over his shoulder as he paraded me down the hallway to my bed.

“I wasn’t,” I lied, retracting my hand and lowering it to my side while trying to force the inappropriate daydream out of my head. Man, I desperately needed to get laid. But since I was single and Whiskey Mountain was a small town with no prospects, it really meant that I needed a night alone with a bottle of wine and my vibrating rose. 

His eyes locked on me, and for a moment, I felt like I was going to get consumed in the thick green forest. Had I ever seen anyone with such dark green eyes before? They were hypnotizing, and I wanted to get lost.

“What’s so special about the banana nut?” His voice was softer now, all hints of mocking me gone. 

I took a deep breath and pulled my shoulders back. He wasn’t going to let this go, so I had no choice but to tell him.

"Fine,” I sighed. “Bananas contain potassium, magnesium, and B vitamins, which increase the body’s overall energy levels. They also contain the bromelain enzyme.” I lowered my eyes and looked away. 

“And that’s supposed to mean what? What does the bromelain enzyme do?”

I felt my neck flame with heat as it rushed to my cheeks. While I had good intentions for recommending it, I never imagined having to explain it out loud. When people came here for a date, I could get by with making my subtle suggestions to the guys, and that was the end of it. 

“It helps improve blood flow and increases libido,” I rushed out, then tried to cover my last few words with a cough behind my fist. 

His brows were back up, drastically high again, as he took in my words. 

He licked his lips, and I found myself following the trail of wetness that his tongue left across them. Then he leaned in closer and whispered.

“So, you’re telling me that you think that I should have a banana nut muffin this morning because you’re worried about my libido?” 

I was suddenly on fire and took a step back. His words shot straight through my body, spreading heat along the way. 

“Umm....”

I shook my head, trying to clear the word libido from my head. Something about how he said it made it sound so dirty and arousing. Libido.... Libido... Li... Bi... Do. 

“Maggie?” he asked, pulling me out of my fog.

“Sorry, what?”

He chuckled and tapped his debit card again. 

“I was just saying that I’ll go ahead and take a muffin,” he said, extending his card to me. Before I could grab it, he pulled it back again, our fingers brushing against each other in the process. “Better yet, why don’t you make it two.”

“Two?” I choked out, finally taking his card. 

“Yeah, I wouldn’t want my libido to suffer this morning.”

My heart thumped wildly in my chest as I rang him up, then went to grab his muffins. He thanked me, and for the first time since he’d started coming in two months ago, he smiled at me as he left. TWO smiles in one day? Something was definitely amiss in the universe. 

I leaned back against the counter, allowing it to hold me steady as my knees wobbled beneath me. 

Men like him didn’t exist in Whiskey Mountain, which was why all the women had been going crazy since he arrived. Now I understood what all of the fuss was about. 

After I gathered myself again, I went back to the table in the corner that had the best view and started a new blog post. Spill The Beans wasn’t just the name of my adorable coffee shop but also the blog I ran that focused on relationship advice. Not that I was an expert of any sort, but if there was anyone who loved love, it was me. 
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Owen
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I sat at my desk, peeling back the wrapper on the muffin. I purposely tried to avoid getting to know people in town since I wasn’t planning on staying in Whiskey Mountain very long. Just long enough to do my job, then return home to New York City. 

But there was something about Maggie—I finally stopped long enough to read the name tag that was conveniently right above her right breast—that drew me in this morning. Maybe it was that I was too tired to dart in and out of the coffee shop like I normally did, or perhaps it was how flustered she got when she started rambling on about the damn muffins. Then again, maybe I was so used to interacting with people and the constant buzz in NYC that I actually craved talking to someone this morning. 

My first meeting of the day had been rescheduled, which gave me the opportunity to google whether or not bananas were supposed to improve male libido. Sure enough, they were a great natural option, and so was pineapple. And after a lengthy search and plenty of rabbit holes later, I also found that if I ate enough pineapple, it would make my cum taste better too. Not that I had anyone to try that out on.

I was single and planned to stay that way. Relationships weren’t my thing. Committing to someone who would just turn around and break every promise they’d ever made—as well as your heart—kept me guarded and ready to run the second a woman looked at me a certain way. Trust me—we all knew the look. If you hadn’t seen it yourself in person, it was in every chick flick I had ever seen, almost like it was some sort of how-to guide that taught girls how to master it. 

I chewed the last bite of muffin and wiped my face with the napkin. No matter how hard I tried, I still couldn’t get Maggie out of my head. The way her short hair fell into her eyes when she bashfully looked away, or her full lips that begged to be kissed. She was bite-sized compared to my tall stature, but that didn’t stop me from imagining her wrapped around my waist as I showed her that I didn’t need a damn muffin to help my libido. Her blue eyes were like kryptonite and had me going crazy. 

Once I was done eating, I cleared the trash from my desk and got started with my day. My first meeting this morning was supposed to be with the planning committee to discuss the proposals I had come up with for revitalizing the old, run-down strip mall that sat just within city limits. I knew that I had been chosen for this project because of the recent work that I had done in Fallen Oaks, which was the next small town over. 

I had already drafted several proposals that included different options for the committee to discuss. The best option, in my opinion, was for them to knock down the current structure and rebuild. But if I’d learned anything from working in small towns, it was that the locals were rarely ever supportive of destroying an existing establishment and starting over. 

There was something refreshing and invigorating about starting fresh and building something new. Being able to make it exactly what you wanted without any restrictions. Not having to worry about what problems might be hiding, waiting to come out like dirty little secrets. That’s how I would handle things, but unfortunately, my job entailed that I discuss all of the options available and then figure out which one worked best for everyone involved. 

By mid-day, I had rescheduled meetings and set up appointments to look at some additional land that the mayor wanted to discuss. It had been sitting vacant for years, and after I discussed some of the work I had done in Fallen Oaks, we agreed that it might be worth looking into ways to develop the land to create more business for the neighboring towns. 

I looked out my office window and smiled at the people walking past, huddling close together to avoid the cold while they rushed into the next shop. It was a small building—roughly the size of my office in New York—with one bathroom, a small room in the back that I was currently using as a conference room for meetings, and the space up front where I’d set up my desk. After working in Fallen Oaks, I knew that it was important to come across as approachable when people came to my office, even if I kept my distance from everyone everywhere else. 

This was the second strip mall in Whiskey Mountain, the other one being the property I was supposed to discuss this morning before the meeting was canceled. There were roughly fifteen shops that spanned the length of Main Street. Each one faced the street, and the back of the building was for parking. My office was set up between a cozy-looking book shop and a gift shop that got a lot of traffic. I was also only a few spaces down from Spill The Beans, which I convinced myself was why I stopped by there every morning for my coffee fix. It wasn’t that I couldn’t just make my own damn coffee—it was as basic as coffee could be. 

But Maggie, on the other hand, was anything but basic, and I found myself wanting an excuse to see her more often. My mind knew better than to allow myself to get to know a woman like her, but damn if my body didn’t get the same message.  The problem was, women like Maggie weren’t into no-strings-attached hook-ups, and unfortunately, that’s all that I had in me anymore. 
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Three

Maggie


[image: ]


I sat down at my desk and opened my emails, ready to answer the ones that had come in today while I was working at the coffee shop. Since we were only open until three, it gave me plenty of time to respond to reader emails as part of my weekly Ask Mags section, which focused on relationship and love advice. 

I sipped my tea and brought my knees up against my chest as I read the first one. 

Ask Mags,

I recently found out that my boyfriend has been talking to another woman. He insists that she’s just a friend, but I feel like there’s more to it. He hides his phone from me, and the other day lied and said he was talking to his mom. I knew he was lying because I had just gotten off the phone with her. What should I do? I don’t feel like I can trust him anymore. 

—Confused in Montana

I sucked in a deep breath, cracked my knuckles, and dove in. 

Dear Confused in Montana,

I’m sorry to hear that; I can imagine how frustrating and disheartening that must have been to find out. I think there are many things happening here that need to be considered. First, your boyfriend is talking to another woman who he insists is just a friend. If you’re unsure whether to believe him, I would sit down and talk to him. If she really is a friend, then maybe the three of you can go do something together so you can get to know her. I understand that he was wrong for not telling you about her, but I think the lines of communication are closed on both ends. Do you think there’s a reason he’s so closed off and doesn’t want to tell you that he’s talking to her? Is it possible that he feels you might not be supportive or that you could be jealous of her? I wouldn’t jump to the worst conclusion right away, but I do think that you owe it to yourself to have an honest conversation with him. If you’re still unsure and unable to trust him, then maybe it’s best to re-examine your relationship and see if you can move forward. A relationship without trust isn’t healthy and won’t last long. Best of luck, and please let me know how it goes.

I pressed send and leaned back against the kitchen chair. While I didn’t enjoy these types of emails, I never ignored them because everyone deserved an opportunity to discuss whatever was going on in their lives. And even if this relationship didn’t work out for them, I knew in my heart that they were destined to find love. We all were. Some of us just took longer than others.... 

But, that also didn’t mean that my eyes didn’t light up and my heart didn’t swell when I got the sweet ones about trying to find love, like the next one. 

Ask Mags,

Help! I recently started a new job, and my coworker is soooo cute! But every time he tries to talk to me, I clam up and walk away. I can’t help it! He makes me shy, and I can’t think of anything logical to say. I don’t want to mess things up with him by looking like I’m stupid. You have to help me! Show me the way!

—Twitterpated and Confused

I giggled as my fingers began moving swiftly across the keyboard.

Dear Twitterpated and Confused,

This is an excellent thing! I’m so excited for you! But don’t worry, those feelings are normal and we’ve all been there at some point or another. 

The next time you see him, try to initiate a conversation. Keep it short and straightforward, and maybe practice saying it in your head ahead of time, that way you don’t freeze by trying to come up with something on the spot. It can be as simple as—"hey, it looks cloudy. I wonder if it’s going to rain.” Once he starts talking, focus on what he says—not what his mouth looks like as he speaks. 

Soon, you’ll find that the conversation gets easier, and then you can see about asking him out. Start with a casual, easy-going date so you’re both comfortable and no one feels the need to impress each other. I always like to suggest coffee dates, and as you probably know—I happen to have the CUTEST coffee shop where you guys can meet! I promise I won’t spill the beans, but I’ll probably be standing behind the counter, squealing for joy for you! Also, if you do come to the shop, be sure to try the lavender latte. It’s a calming mix of lavender, chamomile, and honey—and it’s delicious! The perfect combination for those first date jitters.

I answered a few more emails, then shut off my computer. It was early in the day, and I was surprisingly caught up. After the holidays, things usually slowed down for me. Tourists were no longer flocking to Whiskey Mountain to rent a snowy cabin to spend Christmas. Instead, they were all back at home, trying to keep those New Year’s resolutions they set a few months ago. Which speaking of, I had started to let slide. 

I pulled my hair into a ponytail, struggling with a few pieces that were too short to go in right. I hated my hair too long because it got in my way, but at the same time, I hated it being too short because I was constantly putting it up, which got harder the shorter it was.

The weather app on my phone showed that it was as cold outside as it looked, but that wasn’t going to stop me. I was born and raised in Montana, so I was already used to the cold weather. I put on my shoes, grabbed my phone, popped an earbud in my ear, and headed out for a run. 

I wasn’t one of those people who listened to music while I ran. Nope, I was one of those women who listened to audiobooks and purposely chose the smuttiest one that I could find. Nothing helped me get those extra few steps in like a woman panting heavily in my ear as some devilishly handsome man pushed her over the edge as she climaxed.

My feet pounded the pavement as I sprinted through town, watching out for pedestrians as I breezed past them on the sidewalk. It wasn’t my favorite place to run, but the trail I preferred was covered in ice, leaving few choices for me today. 

Just as I was about to slow down to avoid an elderly man coming out of a shop, a door swung open and hit me in the face as I ran into it.

“Son of a bitch!” I yelled, bouncing back as I watched the stars dancing in front of my face. 

“Oh my God!” a deep voice muttered. “Are you okay?”

I held my fingers to the bridge of my nose, trying to stop the bleeding as I felt the warm liquid drip from my face. 

“I’m bleeding,” I stammered, unable to lift my head enough to see who was talking to me. Not
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