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      Alexandra Garcia stared at the shelf.  She was looking for a new book to start reading.  She had just finished the latest Patricia Briggs novel.  She liked the spicy content but was looking for something a little more grounded in reality.

      Alexandra's sex life wasn't bad, but it wasn't exactly exciting either.  If asked, she’d say it was ordinary.  If you pushed, she'd admit it could be rather dull.  She and her husband, Carl, would have sex once or twice a month.  Most of the time, she'd have to initiate things and more than once Carl acted like making love was a chore.

      That's why she liked books with heroines who didn't shy away from carnal pleasures.  She liked reading about lusty pirate wenches, sexy hustlers who used their charms to seduce their marks, and sometimes she even enjoyed a little paranormal tale about an urban shaman falling for demon or two.  She was drawn to women who loved sex, women who didn't shy away from losing themselves in sexual bliss.

      Up to now, she'd stuck with mainstream titles where the characters had plenty of sex, but the authors didn't get too graphic in their details.  Alexandra was getting bored and that's how she found herself standing in the far corner of the Barnes & Noble, past the romance section, past the paranormal romance, and even past the urban romance.

      The sign on the bookcase read “Erotica.” Alexandra stood there stunned, the wide selection intimidated her.  None of the authors were familiar to her.  Names like Day, Banks, and Zane adorned the spines.  Simple suggestive one-word titles were the order of the day: Owned, Marked, Rush.

      She didn't know where to begin.  She was about to give up her quest for a dirty book and pick up Outlander instead, recommended by a friend, when she spotted a title she'd seen before.

      Fifty Shades of Grey.  This book was all the rage at one time.  The author even made the rounds on the morning TV talk shows.  Alexandra didn't know what the book was about, but if it was read by millions of women, it couldn't be that bad could it?

      She pulled the single copy from the shelf and read the back.  Innocent ingénue seduced by a handsome billionaire.  Could be promising, she thought.

      She turned to head for the register when she nearly ran into a tall, handsomely dressed woman.  She was blonde, with blue eyes and her peachy skin was lightly tanned.  According to the name tag pinned to her dark green top, her name was Tawni.

      "I'm sorry," Alexandra said as she tucked the book behind her back, like she was a teenager caught with a pack of cigarettes.  "I didn't see you there."

      "No worries," Tawni said.  Her voice was calming yet commanding at the same time.  "I shouldn't have snuck up on you.  My name is Tawni, I'm the store manager."

      The woman stuck her hand out to Alexandra.  She shook it.

      "Alexandra," she said.  "I was just… I was just looking for a new book."

      "You're in the right place, Alexandra."

      "You can call me Alex."

      "Okay.  Alex.  So, you want something a little racier than Nora Roberts."

      Alexandra felt herself blush.  She pulled the book from behind her back and looked at it, avoiding Tawni's gaze.

      "Yeah.  This looked interesting."

      "You'd think so," Tawni said.  "But you'd be wrong.  I'm not going to lie to you.  That book sucks."

      "That's an interesting sales technique."

      The store manager ignored her.  She took the book from her grip and put it back on the shelf.

      "Let me see.  Let's find you something with a decent plot and some toe-curling sex scenes."

      Tawni passed her finger over the spines.  Alexandra followed her hand with rapt attention.

      "Here we go," she said.  The woman pulled out a book and handed it to Alexandra.

      "Twin Fantasies," she said, reading the title out loud.  "What's it about?"

      "A woman caught between two men.  It's got an interesting story with juicy details to wet your panties."

      Alexandra gasped at the woman's comments.

      "Oh, don’t be so prudish.  You're not looking for thought-provoking literary masterpieces here.  You want something to get your engine revving, don't you?"

      Alexandra gave the woman a stunned look.  Her mouth was dry and she felt an odd stirring in her core.  There was something titillating about discussing erotica with another woman.

      "Well?"

      "Sure." Alexandra said while nodding.

      "Sure, what?"  Tawni wasn't letting her off the hook so easily.  Was this woman flirting with her?  Alexandra couldn't tell.  She'd never been sexually attracted to another woman, but she was finding this blonde's attention very intriguing.

      "Sure, I want something to arouse me."  She smiled while answering.

      The blonde returned her smile.

      "Tell you what, Alex.  Since you're not sure about what kind of story you want to read, why don't you head over to our café, have a coffee on me and read the first few chapters."  Tawni handed Alexandra a card.  "If it's not your cup of tea, just leave it on the table and one of my staff will reshelve it."

      "And what if I like it?"

      Tawni pointed to the front of the store.  "The registers are over there."

      Before she could say anything else, the store manager confidently turned and headed away.

      "Well, that was weird," Alexandra said to herself.  She knew she was going to buy the book, but she wasn't going to pass up a free coffee, so she headed over to the in-store café.
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      She was about a third of the way through the book when Alexandra sensed someone sit down across the table from her.  She looked up into the store manager's confident gaze.

      "I guess I was right then.  You like the book."

      "Yeah, I paid for it already.  I just lost track of time."

      "That's a sign of a really good book."

      "You have any more by Opel Carew?"

      "Not in stock, but I might be able to order you one.  Finish this and we'll see."

      The woman stood to go.

      "Hey, Tawni.  Thanks," Alexandra said.

      "For?"

      "For the recommendation."

      "It's my job."

      "Yeah.  But still.  Most people would avoid engaging with someone in the erotica section."

      "I'm not most people.  I don't think there's anything wrong with an active sexual appetite.  I'm glad I was able to help.  And don't be shy if you need another recommendation."

      Tawni turned to go but stopped.  She slowly turned back to face Alexandra.

      "Hey, Alex.  Would you be interested in joining a book club?"

      "Uhm.  I've never really given it much thought."

      "Well, if you are, we’ve got an opening in our group.  It's just a handful of women who enjoy spicy reads."

      Alexandra laughed.  "You have a dirty book club?"

      "You could say that."  Tawni took out one of her business cards and wrote a number on the back.  "This is my cell number.  You want to join, give me a call.  We meet once a month.  We rotate hosting duties.  The girls would love to have you.  It's been a while since we had any fresh blood."

      "Now that sounds ominous."  Alexandra chuckled.

      Tawni joined her.  "Yeah.  I guess it does.  But don’t worry.  We don’t bite.  Well, except for Teresa, but only if you're into that sort of thing."

      Alexandra was left speechless.  She watched the store manager walk away, her hips swaying in a tight beige skirt.

      That was odd, she thought.  Alexandra wasn't sure if she wanted to join any book club, let alone one that read dirty books.  What she did know is that she wanted to finish the book she had.  She was getting to a good part and didn't know if she'd be able to control herself, so she grabbed her book and headed home to the privacy of her bedroom to continue reading.

      At least that was the plan.

      When Alexandra pulled up to the house, she noticed her husband's car was in the drive.  She let out a disappointed sigh.  Carl was supposed to be at work.  She didn't expect to find him at home, sitting on the couch in the living room.

      All through the drive home, her mind had been racing and her body buzzing.  She looked forward to pouring herself a glass of wine, stretching out on her bed, and getting back to her book.  What she had read so far had built up a warmth in her core that she was looking forward to exploring further.

      Now, she had a need that required attention.

      "Hey, honey," Alexandra called out, as she hung up her keys on the rack next to the garage door and tossed her book on the kitchen counter.  "Glad you're home.  I need you to do something for me."

      She was planning to drag him into the bedroom and demand that he fuck her brains out.  She was more aroused than she'd been in a long time.  The story she'd been reading, the woman at the bookstore, the invitation, all had ignited a spark in her libido that was quickly turning into an inferno.  She'd planned on using her fingers, but now she'd have her husband's dick to take care of her.

      "I hope it's not too complicated," her husband replied.  His voice sent a shiver through her.  She loved Carl, but it had been years since she felt a tingle just by hearing his voice.  Her reaction today was due to her body being primed by a very talented author.

      "Nope, it’s pretty simple really," Alexandra said as she entered the living room and reached her hand out.  "You just need to⁠—"

      Her words caught in her throat.  Carl lifted his left hand.  The white bandage stood out in stark contrast to his light brown skin.

      "What happened?" she said as she took her husband's arm by the elbow to investigate.  She stopped when he gave a subtle wince.

      "I cut myself," Carl said.

      "How?"

      "It's kind of stupid.  I was opening a pack of spark plugs."

      "And you cut yourself?"

      "Uh.  I was opening the pack with my pocketknife.  And something caught.  And I pushed too hard.  And…"  Carl showed his wife his palm.  A small dot of red showed in the middle of the white gauze.  "It's not really that bad.  But Manny sent me to the emergency room to get a couple stitches, ‘out of an abundance of caution,’ he said.  Oh, sweetheart, really, it's not that bad."

      Alexandra knew the anguish on her face over her husband's injury was being amplified by her disappointment over her unmet need for an orgasm.  Add to that, the guilt over not knowing which was worse.

      So instead of taking her husband to bed, she pulled him into the bathroom to inspect his wound.

      "Really, sweetheart," Carl said as she unwrapped the bandage and pulled away the gauze.  "The doctor in the ER took care of it."

      "I don’t trust doctors."

      She didn't need to explain her distrust to her husband.  He was well aware of what happened to her father when she was a child.

      Luckily, the attending physician who took care of Carl did an excellent job.  The two small sutures in the middle of her husband's palm had been expertly applied to Alexandra's satisfaction.  So she got some fresh gauze and re-applied the bandage.

      "Doc said it should be fine in two days.  Manny told me to take the rest of the week off."

      "Two days, huh.  You think you'll manage not being able to jerk off for that long?”

      Carl laughed.  "Maybe you could help me take care of that."

      When she'd seen her husband's injury, Alexandra had given up all hope of getting any sexual satisfaction any time soon.  Her husband's comments immediately re-ignited her arousal.

      "Maybe a little quid pro quo?" she said.

      "What's that mean?" Carl asked.

      Alexandra smiled and gave his cheek a soft pat.  "It's a good thing I didn't marry you for your brains."

      "I know.  It was for my cock."

      She had to bite back a nasty comment.  Sure, her husband had a nice cock.  But he wasn't the best lover she'd ever had, besides the fact that he was the main reason their sex life was waning.

      "Sure.  That's what first got my attention," Alexandra said.  "So, do you really need me to help take care of that?"

      She needed relief badly, and she was more than willing to give her husband oral sex, if it meant he'd reciprocate.

      "Nah.  I was only kid—Oww, fuck!"

      She forgot she'd been holding her husband's injured hand.

      "I'm sorry, sweetheart," she said half-heartedly.

      Carl didn't notice.

      "Let me get you some dinner, then we can decide if there's anything else I can do for my sweet, injured teddy bear."

      Alexandra put on a pan of boiling water for pasta and another for the fancy sauce her mother had recommended.  She then pulled out the meatballs she'd made the day before and put them in the oven.

      "What's this?" Carl asked holding up the book she'd bought.

      "Oh, just something I got on my way home."

      "Twin Fantasies.  This why you're so interested in helping me with my ‘problem’?”  Her husband made a jerk off motion with his uninjured hand.

      Alexandra laughed.  "Give me that," she said as she grabbed her book.  She took it to the bedroom and put it on her nightstand.

      After dinner they watched a little television, then headed to bed.  Her husband may have had the next day off, but she didn't.

      When she returned from brushing her teeth, she saw Carl had started reading her book.

      "I didn't know you liked romance books?" she said as she slipped under the covers next to him.

      "Who's Tawni Weldon?"

      "What?"  How did he know about the bookstore manager.  Then she saw he had the woman's business card in his hand.  She'd used it as a bookmark.  "Oh.  She was the manager at the store I stopped at."

      "Why'd she give you her cell phone number?"  Carl gave his wife a suspicious look.  "You're not cheating on me with another woman are you?"

      He laughed.  Alexandra gave him a blank stare.

      "You aren't cheating on me, are you?"

      Her stare turned into a grin.  "Not with a woman, no."

      "Huh!"

      She held the grin for as long as she could, until she lost control and started laughing.

      "Carl.  I'm not cheating.  With a man or woman."  She couldn't help but notice a bulge forming under the covers, where her husband's cock was.  "And if I was.  I wouldn't be using their business card as a fucking bookmark.  You think I'm that stupid?"

      "No.  I'm just.  What's going on?"

      Alexandra sighed.  "Okay.  I was in the store, browsing for a new book to read.  Tawni, the manager, came by and helped me pick one out."

      "This one seems a little racy."

      "It's very racy."

      Alexandra explained she was looking for something a little spicier than what she had been reading, and Tawni helped with a great recommendation.

      "And you bought this today?  You're almost halfway through with it."

      "I would have finished it, if you weren't home."

      "Don't let me stop you."

      Carl replaced the impromptu bookmark and handed the book back to his wife.  Alexandra took it and started reading.  Her husband scrolled through his phone as he often did before going to bed.

      Alexandra got almost two-thirds of the way through before she realized how late it was.  She put the book down and turned to give her husband a goodnight kiss.

      She was startled to find he was staring at her, his eyes open wide like huge saucers.

      "What?" she said.

      "I don't think I've ever seen you do that," he said.

      "Do what?"

      "Play with yourself."

      "What!"

      "Yeah.  You were rubbing your pussy while you read.  Don't be embarrassed.  It's pretty hot if you ask me."

      Alexandra felt her skin heat up.  She'd been so engrossed in the story that she hadn't noticed what she was doing with her free hand.

      "It must be a pretty good read," he said.

      Alexandra admitted it was very good.  Her husband asked her what she was going to do when she finished it, and she said she'd ask Tawni to order her another book by the same author.  What she didn't tell him was that she also planned on joining an erotic book club.
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