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      To all the bookworms out there,

      May you never run out of books to read and worlds to explore.

      

      Ana

      x
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        Ben has two passions in life, books and Bookmarked, the bookstore he owns in the town of Chester Falls. But when he spots the guy across the bar, all broody, gorgeous and hard muscle, he can't resist reaching out.

      

        

      
        Tristan's life could be worse, but moving into a new town and finding your boyfriend cheating on you with a random guy, all on the same day, is pretty up there on the scale of 'how much worse can it get?

      

        

      
        Things start looking up the moment the sexy stranger with the nerdy glasses and deep brown eyes asks him the right question at the right time.

      

        

      
        It was a one off. It meant nothing. Right?

        When fate traps Ben and Tristan into a second meeting, will Ben finally listen to his best friend? And will Tristan put his past aside to catch his sexy bookworm?

      

        

      
        Welcome to Chester Falls, where you can expect to meet sweet men, sexy situations, interfering friends and lots, lots of feels.

      

        

      
        How To Catch A Bookwork is a 12k, MM romance short story set in the small town of Chester Falls. The events in this story happen before the events of How to Catch a Prince.
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      Funny how you could be surrounded by a mass of people and still feel completely alone. Add in betrayed and sorry for yourself, and you have the perfect bad decision inducing cocktail of emotions.

      Not that I’d been purposefully looking to make any decisions tonight, good or bad. When I got in the car and drove fifty miles out of town, I didn’t have a destination in mind. I’d only wanted to have as much distance away from my cheating ex as possible without the risk of getting lost on the windy roads of the area I now called home.

      I wanted to believe I was giving Jack time to pack his shit up and leave my apartment, but in reality, I knew that if I’d stayed, I would either have punched him in the gut or forgiven him.

      Twenty-four hours.

      It hadn’t even been twenty-four hours since we’d arrived in our new town from Boston.

      I’d only ever heard of Chester Falls from my college friend, Hannah, before I took on the new job, but I’d been ready to leave the city for a different lifestyle. It just seemed that Jack wasn’t as ready for that change.

      I shook my head, the cheap scotch burning on the way down my throat. The loud thud of the dance music was like a hammer to my heart, but it wasn’t loud enough to stop me from hearing my own thoughts.

      God, I hated scotch, but it was the fastest route to get me to that place where I didn’t care about the reasons for my presence at the roadside bar.

      It seemed O’Mahoney’s wasn’t just any roadside, middle of nowhere bar. It was also a gay one, no doubt catering to those from neighboring small towns who couldn’t—or didn’t—want to be out. It wasn’t really my scene, but I couldn’t deny how the bodies grinding against each other on the small dance floor in time to the music were turning me on.

      That was how I’d met Jack.

      A different roadside bar, a different town. I’d gotten a flat tire after driving past the bar, and fortunately, I hadn’t stopped that far from there, so I'd been able to walk back for help. Jack had been the one to give it. First, by offering me a drink and then a bed.

      That had been the start of a three-year relationship that had come to an end tonight, and if I was honest with myself, it was way overdue.

      “You’re looking at that scotch like you want to murder it.”

      I looked up from the tumbler holding the amber-colored drink to meet a pair of big brown eyes almost hidden under a fringe of floppy black hair and dark-rimmed glasses.

      “It’s not my favorite drink,” I said.

      The guy narrowed his eyes, but his smile never left his face. “Why?”

      “Why is it not my favorite, or why am I drinking it?” I asked.

      Someone pushed the guy from behind, which caused him to be so dangerously close that I’d smelled the fresh scent of his aftershave.

      “I’m Ben,” he said. “What’s your name?”

      “Tristan.” I extended my hand, but Ben didn’t see it because he was looking out toward the dance floor.

      “Look around,” he said. “Most guys here drink to feel or to forget. Question is, which one are you?”

      I opened my mouth and closed it again, looking around at all the men near the bar, on the dance floor, and those watching the dancing from the sidelines. When I’d chanced upon the bar earlier, I thought I wanted to forget.

      The hurt, the betrayal, the time lost loving someone that didn’t love me back. Yes, I’d definitely wanted to forget.

      But now?

      Now, I was intrigued.

      There was something in Ben’s eyes, in the way he held himself. He was… captivating. I’d always struggled to connect with people, but somehow Ben got through my defenses even though we’d barely exchanged a word.

      I kept both hands gripped tightly around the scotch tumbler to keep myself from pushing Ben’s hair back from his forehead so I could have a proper look at his eyes.

      I didn’t recognize the gravelly sound of my voice when I replied,

      “Feel.”

      My eyes zeroed in on Ben’s mouth, his slow smile, and the way he trapped his lips between his teeth. My cock filled in my jeans, so I took a swig of the horrible drink to make my body focus on the burn in my throat rather than the inexplicable pull I was feeling toward Ben.

      Ben stood up and held out his hand.

      “Come.”

      “What? Where?”

      “Dance.”

      I drank the rest of the scotch, coughing as it went down, and followed Ben to the dance floor. I’d never been a great dancer, so I was grateful the DJ changed to a slow dance song with a soft beat.

      Around us, more couples came to the dance floor, while those dancing on their own either paired up with other singles or left for the bar.

      Ben rested his hands on my waist and pulled me closer. I had no clue what to do with my own hands, so I did what I’d been dying to do and ran my fingers through Ben’s hair before I let my hands rest on the back of his neck.

      Ben’s eyes were so dark I could barely see the irises, but I didn’t miss how his pupils dilated as the gentle sway of our dancing caused our cocks to brush against each other.

      I pulled Ben closer and whispered in his ear, “Why are you here tonight?”

      For all the confidence Ben seemed to exude, I didn’t think he fit in with this bar. He was too…nice for a place like this.

      Ben shivered in my hold and waited a second before he said, “Same as you.”

      I didn’t know what I’d wanted from this place, so how could Ben? I was about to tell him just that when he pulled my face to his and pressed our lips together. The initial shock literally took my breath away.

      Or maybe it was all Ben.

      With his confidence, perception, and looks, I knew Ben would have taken my breath away in the checkout line at Walmart.

      Ben deepened the kiss. I let his tongue massage mine, tease and taste me. I was impossibly hard and could feel Ben was, too, so I broke the kiss and looked into Ben’s lust-filled eyes. I didn’t have to ask. Ben’s nod was enough for me to pull his hand toward the men’s room.

      For a gay bar on the side of the road in the middle of nowhere, the men’s room was surprisingly empty, so I picked the last stall and dragged Ben in, locking the door behind us and pressing him against the wall.

      This time, I was the one to initiate things. I pressed my palm against his erection and traced the outline of his cock, focusing on the head straining against the zipper. Ben’s hips moved to get more friction, his hands fisting my shirt like he was trying to hold on for dear life. He moaned and leaned his head against the wall, his eyes closed.

      My lips latched onto the skin of Ben’s neck, sucking and kissing just as my hands fumbled to get both our cocks out. When I did, Ben put his hands on my face to pull me in for a heated kiss.

      “Fuck, you’re so responsive,” I said.

      “And you’re sexy as fuck.”

      Ben pushed my hands away to take both our cocks in his hand. We didn’t even need any additional lubrication because my cock was leaking like a motherfucker under Ben’s expert touch.

      Who was this guy? With his cute, nerdy look and a killer smile, he’d had me spellbound from the word go and was now driving me crazy with his hand.

      “Can I fuck you? Please tell me I can fuck you,” I whispered in Ben’s ear. I didn’t even care that I sounded desperate.

      “Not sure you got the memo, but I didn’t come here to play rummy.”

      I’d wanted to quip back, but there were other pressing matters, mainly that my dick was more than ready to get acquainted with Ben’s ass.

      I pulled out the condom and small packet of lube from my wallet, sparing only a small thought as to why even after three years in a relationship, I still hadn’t foregone protection.

      Ben’s dexterous fingers worked their way down the buttons on my shirt and then felt their way up my chest, stopping at my nipples. I thought I’d come on the spot when Ben pinched one and then the other.

      “If you don’t want this to be over before it starts, you need to stop that,” I growled.

      Ben threw me an innocent look that had the exact same effect as his touch.
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