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	“The Romance Section” by A. Boss

	MF Contemporary 

	Aspen is spending the day at a bookstore, talking on the phone to her best friend about how she needs to get some action, when she’s overheard by a hot stranger. He’s ready to give her all the action she wants—right there in the romance section. 

	 

	“Secrets and Lilacs” by Jack Stein

	MM Contemporary 

	The truth can be more fantastical than fiction, like the books about real men loving each other that the protagonist finds in the library, or how he and a faceless stranger on the other side of the shelf start exchanging notes and favorite books. But if he and the stranger can find the courage to face each other—maybe they can live out their own fantasy.

	 

	“By the Book” by Day S. Grant

	MF Paranormal 

	Jared is a chameleon hybrid and librarian. He has a crush on his roommate, Hannah, a stunning raccoon hybrid and avid reader. Jared tries to keep his crush a secret, but when he suspects the book Hannah is reading on the other side of the couch is erotica, he can’t keep his desire hidden any longer. Luckily for him, Hannah wants him to act out the book.

	 

	“Cross-Species Flirting for Beginners” by Gemma Moon

	FF Human/Orc Urban Fantasy

	Human Hazel has a crush on the orc woman who always studies in the university library at the same time as her. But she’s never dated a monster before, and doesn’t know how to approach the beautiful orc. But as she secretly observes the orc, she realizes the orc is trying to send her a message.

	 

	“Xalted” by Achilles King

	MM Trans Contemporary with BDSM

	Yann works at an adult bookstore—harboring submissive desires he's never explored since transitioning. When a steamy BDSM novella leaves him breathless at work, the last thing he expects is for the book's author to walk through the door. Now face-to-face with the man who penned his deepest fantasies, Yann must decide if he's ready to surrender control. Will this enigmatic author help Yann discover the submission he's been craving?

	 

	“A Temple by Any Other Name” by Johannes T. Evans

	MM Historical

	When Cassian Roosevelt moves to rural Iowa to start a florist business, he doesn’t expect to find any Uranian pleasures in such a small town. He has heard tales of the fearsome librarian Marian, and when he delivers flowers to the library, discovers Marian is not a prickly woman, but a man. And a confirmed bachelor.

	 

	“Fuckathon at the BookCon” by Cheeky Boutée 

	MFMM+ BBW Gangbang Contemporary 

	Author Caitlin Newhouse is invited to an exclusive party in the hotel room of her own favorite author. But when she walks into the room, she’s surprised to find herself in the middle of an orgy. Caitlin’s ADHD mind races even as hands explore her curves. But maybe her fellow authors can get her out of her head and into her body.
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	“Oh, you know, just daydreaming about meeting the perfect book boyfriend and getting railed in the romance section while being told I’m a good girl,” I answer my best friend wistfully, thumbing through the latest staff recommendations in said romance section.

	I didn’t plan on spending my entire Saturday afternoon in Narnes & Boble, but here we are. I sigh as the smell of paperbacks and Stirbucks fills me with joy. This is my happy place—well, specifically when my favorite indie bookstore is closed for the day.

	Becca snorts on the other end of the phone. “Sorry I asked.”

	Clearly she wasn’t looking for honesty when she asked what I was up to. “I’m at the three-story one in College Town. The place is deserted,” I murmur, picking up the latest A. Boss novel. I flip it over to read the back, knowing she’s on my must-read list. It doesn’t really matter what this one is about, I’ll download it later through the Kindle app and stay up all night to finish it.

	“Well, duh, Aspen, it’s spring break. You’re the only loser hanging out at a bookstore daydreaming about getting boned when you could be out there partying with the actual possibility of getting some action,” Becca says. “It’s all about location, my dear bestie.”

	“I’ll take my chances,” I say with a roll of my eyes as I simultaneously adjust the cleavage of my sundress. “Jesus. My boobs are falling out,” I mutter. “Shoot. I think the tie just broke.”

	Becca gasps. “The paisley pink one with the flowers?”

	“Yeah.” I gently pull on the tie at the top as I round the maze of aisles and nearly bump boobs first into someone. “Oh.” My step faulters and my breath stutters as the epitome of a young Johnny Depp right out of the 90s classic, Cry-Baby, stares down at me.

	The only thing he’s missing is the leather jacket and teardrop tattoo.

	Dark jeans, black T-shirt, molten chocolate eyes, tanned skin—his chestnut hair is even doing that swoopy thing where a piece falls over his forehead. His jawline is sharp and defined, creating shadows that accentuate the strong contours of his face.

	There’s something magnetic about the way he carries himself, shoulders broad and posture confident, but not too arrogant. His fitted T-shirt outlines his toned arms and makes my pulse quicken. His eyes aren’t just brown either, they’re observant. He takes me in with an intensity that has me believing he’s already learned my deepest, darkest secrets before we’ve even spoken.

	Yes, please.

	“Well, I guess if you’re looking to get railed in public, that dress is the one to do it in.” Becca laughs. And she might as well have screamed that last sentence given how high the volume is on my phone right now.

	Hot Stranger raises a single dark brow at my friend’s words before his gaze dips low, trailing my body and leaving heat in its wake. His eyes linger for a moment too long to be casual, his irises darkening as they travel back up to meet mine. I take a tentative step back.

	A ghost of a smirk plays on his lips, confident and knowing. I find myself frozen under his appraisal—both wanting to look away and completely unable to.

	Oh, boy.

	“Um, yeah, bye.”

	“Wha—” Becca’s voice flutters through, but I hang up the phone and drop it into my purse.

	I shift my weight from one foot to the other, desperately searching for something clever to say but coming up blank. I bite my lower lip and try to look anywhere but his intense scrutiny—which only leads my gaze to wander to other parts of him before snapping back up in embarrassment. Heat rises to my cheeks.

	Blushing and staring, it really is my go-to for awkward first encounters.

	“It is a pretty dress,” Hot Stranger says so, so smoothly. His voice is a low baritone that gives me the same feet kicking feeling I get when the enemies finally become lovers in a dreadfully slow, slow burn.

	“Oh, well, um…” My chest is so flushed, I can only imagine the show he’s getting between my staring and the broken tie that should be keeping my breasts in check.

	“You’re welcome,” he says.

	I pause, look at him again, then laugh. “Wow, cocky much.”

	He laughs, a warm sound that fits him perfectly. “Isn’t that what book boyfriends should be? A little cocky, a little possessive…” Darkness replaces the humor in his gaze as he leans in. “Know exactly what they want.”

	I hum. “I prefer my possessive fictional men to be more on the cinnamon roll side. You know, Golden Retriever in the streets, Rottweiler in the sheets.”

	The smile he sends my way is peak heartbreaker mode. My knees nearly give out from under me. “I’m more of a German Shepherd myself. Loyal, protective. Love you till the day I die.”

	Oof. That was a hell of a line. My blush deepens and I brush my longer, strawberry blonde hair over my shoulder. “I had a Shepherd growing up. She was the best dog. Absolute sweetheart.”

	Smooth, Aspen, real smooth.

	“Me, too,” he says, and it’s unclear if he’s telling me he is an absolute sweetheart himself or he also had a German Shepherd growing up. “Want to know something else about German Shepherds?” he asks, his voice dropping to a low rumble.

	The space between us seems to shrink with each passing second. His eyes never leave mine, making it impossible to look away, to breathe normally. I nod, not trusting my voice.

	He takes a half step closer. “They always know when to stop playing games.”

	My back finds the nearest bookcase—had I been stepping backward this whole time? —and his palm presses against the shelving beside my head. The heat from his body radiates against mine and my knees weaken.

	“Is that what we’ve been doing?” I whisper. “Playing games?”

	His other hand reaches up, fingertips grazing between my breasts where my broken tie has left me exposed. Goosebumps breakout over my skin and my breath catches in my throat. The featherlight touch sends electricity down my spine, making it impossible to focus on anything but the warmth radiating through his fingertips.

	“You tell me,” he murmurs. His lips hover over mine, waiting. When his lips brush against mine, asking for permission, I press forward to answer.

	His kiss deepens, hungry and certain, as if he’s been waiting for this moment since our eyes first met. I gasp against his mouth and he takes the opportunity to trace my bottom lip with his tongue. He tastes like mint and dark chocolate—rich, intoxicating, and dangerously addictive. I could get drunk on his taste alone, a perfect blend that seems to capture him.

	My hands press to his chest, feeling the solid warmth beneath his shirt. The steady drum of his heartbeat quickens under my touch. I should be thinking about how fast this is happening, but all rational thought scatters when his hand slides from the shelving to cradle the back of my neck—strong, sure fingers tangling in my hair.

	He breaks the kiss to stare into my eyes, his gaze dark and filled with intent. “Tell me to stop,” he whispers roughly, “and I will.”

	Stopping is the furthest thing from my mind. Instead, I slip my hands beneath his shirt, my nails grazing over the hard ridges of his abdomen. “What if I don’t want you to stop?”

	The smile that spreads across his face is different from before—less practiced charm, more raw desire. He captures my hands in his, bringing them to his lips before guiding them back to his shirt. The remaining distance between us vanishes as his body presses fully against mine, pinning me to the bookcase with a delicious pressure that makes my every nerve ending sing.

	“Then let me show you just how sweet this dog can be.”

	His mouth finds the sensitive spot where my neck meets my shoulder, and my head falls back against the wall of books with a soft thud. As his lips trace a path toward my collarbone, his hands work at what remains of my tie, gently unwinding the fabric until my breasts spill forth, fully exposed to his hungry gaze.

	“Fuck,” he breathes, his breath hot against my skin.

	My chest rises to meet his mouth as it descends onto my breast, sucking one pert nipple into his hot, wet mouth. His hands slide beneath the fabric of my dress, warm palms skimming over my thighs and sending chills across my exposed skin. I arch into his touch, silently pleading for more. His fingertips trace the outline of my pussy over my panties and I shudder softly, biting back a moan.

	“Shhh,” he whispers, lapping at my nipple before licking his way to the other. “We wouldn’t want anyone to hear you get railed in your favorite section now, would we?”

	A breathy laugh escapes me and I urge his mouth to return to my lips. 

	“Tell me your name,” I say between kisses. Surprised by the vulnerability in my voice I quickly add, “So I know what to whisper in your ear as you fuck me.”

	He pulls back just enough to look into my eyes, his expression so intense it steals my breath. “Vince. Yours?”

	“Aspen.”

	He grins. “Beautiful.”

	The warmth of his fingers dip beneath the fabric of my panties. He toys with the seam of my bare pussy, trailing the thick digit up and down until he grips my thigh with his other hand, hiking it over his hip. “Hold onto me,” he growls as my legs open for him and he finds my clit.

	I gasp, clinging to his broad shoulders as he works my pussy with slow, sensual circles. I can feel myself getting wetter and wetter under his ministrations. Then his finger slips to my entrance, dipping inside. “Look at how wet you got for me, baby,” he groans, nipping at my lower lip before kissing it sweetly. “Such a good, good fucking girl.”

	I arch into him as he adds a second finger and bite down on his shoulder to silence my cries of pleasure. “Oh—” My legs begin to tremble and my pussy flutters around his fingers. He never slows, keeping pace as my orgasm builds and builds and… I come. Hard. A trembling, shaking, whimpering mess in his embrace.

	“Mmm,” he hisses, the heel of his hand continuing to press against my swollen, throbbing clit. “Fucking beautiful,” he grunts. “God, I want you so fucking bad.” He buries his face in my neck, breathing hard, his lips on my skin as his fingers slip free. I nearly whine at the loss of them.

	He brings his fingers to his lips, sucking them into his mouth. Our eyes meet, and I feel an unfamiliar warmth bloom in my chest—not just desire, but something deeper.

	“Delicious,” he breathes huskily, his fingers lingering as if he’s savoring the taste of me. A playful smile tugs at the corner of his mouth.

	In one fluid motion, he lifts me, and my legs instinctively wrap around his waist as he carries me away from the wall of books. His strength is effortless, hands secure beneath my thighs. Our lips never part as he navigates the maze of shelving until he finds a more secluded corner. He pins me between two bookcases with unexpected gentleness.

	His gaze searches mine. “Is this okay?”

	The question, so simple yet loaded with meaning, makes my heart swell. Even consumed with desire, he’s checking, making sure. I answer by capturing his mouth again as my hands explore the broad expanse of his back.

	I nod, moaning into his mouth. “Condom?” It’s not the sexiest request—or maybe it is? Either way, I want him to fuck me, but that doesn’t mean we should be reckless.

	He grunts, letting my legs slide down his hips until my feet hit the floor. “Panties off,” he says before digging in his back pocket and pulling out his wallet.

	I drop my purse at my feet and fumble, hurrying to slip off my panties at his instruction. Wow, we’re really doing this. I’m about to fuck a stranger on the second floor of Narnes & Boble. The moment they’re off he takes them, stuffing them in his pocket with a wicked grin.

	I giggle as he holds up a plastic, golden square with MAGNUM written across it. My gaze drops to the thick outline tenting his crotch and the walls of my pussy spasm with anticipation. I reach for his belt, but he stops me, clamping a hand over my wrist. “I need to hear you say it,” he pants, eagerness in his eyes. “Once I put this on, I won’t stop until you say you’re mine.”

	I shake his hand off my wrist and find his belt with a tug, bringing him a step closer and flush against me. I smile. “So cocky.”

	He chuckles. “What can I say? I know what I want.”

	I hum, sliding his zipper down and reaching in to grip his cock and pull him free. My thighs clamp together at the sight of his length—the girth, the swollen head with a bead of precum at the tip, the thick veins wrapping around him.

	I stroke him from base to tip as my eyes flick upward to meet his. “So do I.”

	A low groan vibrates in his throat. His jaw flexes as he tears open the condom before removing it to secure over his cock. “Turn around.”

	A thrill shoots through me as I slowly turn for him. I lean forward, bracing my hands on the bookshelf at eye level when I feel his hands on my ass. I peer over my shoulder as he gathers my dress in one hand, his cock in the other.

	I wiggle my ass, making him pause to look at me. “Hurry, before someone comes.”

	A spark of humor shines in his eyes. “Oh, someone will.”

	I laugh, slapping a hand over my mouth to silence it as our humor is replaced once again with lust. He flips my dress up, exposing my bare ass as it settles around my waist. He steps forward, his cock sliding down my crack and through my damp folds. “Vince,” I breathe as he prods at my entrance, his gaze drinking in every bit of newly exposed flesh.

	“I like my name on your lips,” he says, slowly easing his cock inside me.

	My grip tightens on the shelf in front of me as we exhale our pleasure together—at the feeling of finally being connected. The thick glide of his cock through my channel, filling me to the hilt, is exquisite.
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