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        “Scorching hot! Bottle Rocket is a story of sexual awakening that fed my femdom fantasies.”

        —New York Times bestselling author Skye Warren

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “There’s a lot to enjoy about this short, steamy, and fun romance … McLellan is always great for sex toy positivity in her books and all her main couples are queer.”

        —Autostraddle (12 Self-Published LGBTQ Books to Bring to the Beach This Summer

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “Erin McLellan does it again with a sexy, Independence Day-themed romp … You’ll be cheering for Rosie, Leo, and their summer of love as they get a second chance at happily ever after, fireworks included.”

        —Layla Reyne, author of the bestselling Fog City Trilogy

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “This sexy, fun, LGBTQ sex-positive series continues with another great installment! I loved the banter between the hero and heroine, loved the fast pace, and McLellan’s trademark humor and great characterization. This is a solid homerun for me!”

        —Annabeth Albert, author of the Hotshots Series

      

      

      

      
        
        Candy Hearts (So Over the Holidays #2)

      

      

      
        
        
        “Candy Hearts by Erin McLellan is sweet, steamy, totally cute and little bit kinky.”

        —National Public Radio (For February, 3 Romances That Are Short and Candy-Sweet)

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “A super swoon Valentine’s Day read with the perfect mix of spice, sweetness, and humor.”

        —Neve Wilder, author of the Rhythm of Love Series

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “Candy Hearts is blazing hot Valentine’s fun that is jam packed with delightful tropes and sex toys. Exactly the level of heat I needed to melt the winter blues.”

        —Rachel Reid, author of the Game Changers Series
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        “Erin McLellan delivers an authentic portrait of a bisexual woman embarking on a M/F relationship … Stocking Stuffers belongs in the stocking of any romance reader looking for a fresh take on holiday romance with a healthy side of kink.”

        —Entertainment Weekly (19 Christmas Romances to Keep You Warm This Holiday Season)

      

      

      

      
        
        
        "The sexual tension sizzled from start to finish. McLellan weaves sex toys, experimentation and curiosity perfectly into the intimate moments between Sasha and Perry … Get this book as a gift to yourself for the holidays!"

        —Rachel Kramer Bussel, editor of Best Women's Erotica of the Year Series

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “With a Scrooge-like heroine who owns her sexuality with a boldness that is admirable and refreshing, and a sensitive hero who's a lover of romance books and family, Stocking Stuffers is a fun, kinky and yes, swoony, holiday romance packed with laughs, hot sex, emotion and a love that will have you rooting for the happily ever after in ugly Christmas sweaters.”

        —Naima Simone, USA Today bestselling author

      

      

      

      
        
        
        “This book is incredibly steamy yet never loses the Christmas cheer.”

        —Culturess (5 romance books to read for Christmas in July 2022)
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      After a painful breakup, Tyler needs a vacation. He joins friends on their spring break getaway to Alaska, but the trip doesn’t go to plan. Snow, mud, and an avalanche conspire to trap him in a romantic cabin alone with Dean Humphries. Tyler needs time to lick his wounds, and Dean is nothing but an inconvenient temptation.

      

      To protect his heart, Dean masks his feelings behind charm and indifference, but Tyler Vlachos easily sneaks past his defenses. It isn’t the avalanche that knocks Dean for a loop. It’s the brilliant and heartbroken Tyler.

      

      Stranded together, undeniable chemistry thaws the ice between them. But Tyler, who has trust issues a mile wide, and Dean, who hates letting people in, must break down the barriers around their hearts or leave their love behind in Alaska.

      

      Spring Breakup is a low-angst, steamy, male/male romance novella with plenty of Alaskan charm, a nerd/artist pairing, forced proximity, and naughty vacation shenanigans.

    

  


  
    
      To everyone in Alaska who helped me fall in love with the 49th state—even in the muddy, slushy, miserable spring.
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      Spring Breakup is a low-angst novella, but there are a few content notes to be aware of: sex and language; light alcohol consumption; discussion of past breakups; and natural disaster in the form of an avalanche (no injuries). For more information visit erinmclellan.com.

      

      This novella takes place in a fictional Alaskan town.
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      Dean hated the evil-ex stereotype. It was reductive. He stayed friendly with his exes. Surface-level friendly, you know? He got invites to their weddings and followed their side-hustles on social media.

      According to one ex who had psychoanalyzed him during their breakup, "surface level" was a good descriptor of most of his relationships, romantic and otherwise. Dean had been invited to her third child’s christening a few weeks ago. He’d sent a personalized jewelry box as a gift.

      Of course, he’d heard about bad exes, cheaters and such, but he’d never cared enough to get too bent out of shape when his relationships fell apart, regardless of the reason. Sometimes he was down for a day or so. Sometimes he missed the person when they were gone, but it didn’t sucker punch him.

      He’d never longed so deeply for someone that he had, say, been inspired to create art about them decades later. No way. He would leave intensity like that to his best friend, Leo.

      And he would leave crying over a man on an airplane to Tyler Vlachos, who was cute as hell, even with red-rimmed eyes and a ridiculous shirt.

      Dean didn’t know Tyler very well. They’d met once or twice. Surface-level acquaintances, you might say. But Dean was too nosy not to try to get to the bottom of the other man’s tears. He hadn’t been able to keep his eyes off Tyler for the last leg of their flight to Alaska.

      “What’s wrong?” he asked Tyler when they’d made it to baggage claim after a very long flight. Rosie and Leo, their travel companions, were too wrapped up in each other to hear.

      “What? Nothing,” Tyler said.

      “Why did you cry for the last two hours, then?”

      Tyler gave an exasperated sigh. “I’d planned to visit Alaska with my boyfriend Francis one day, and now I’m doing it without him.”

      “Oh God, did he die?” Dean asked, horrified. “I’m so sorry.”

      Tyler shook his head, his messy blond hair sticking to the stubble on his cheeks. “No. We broke up.”

      “Oh.” Unease plucked at Dean’s chest. “When?”

      Tyler’s eyebrows pinched in, and Dean tried not to feel bad about the third degree.

      “Last week. He’s using this week to move out of my condo. He’ll probably nick half my stuff.”

      Oh, for fuck’s sake.

      The vacation was a trap.

      “Leo!” Dean snapped. Leo jerked his head away from smelling Rosie’s hair and sauntered over, looking for all the world like an innocent man. “Why did you invite me on this last-minute spring break trip? Is it a pseudo-charity vacation for lost and broken boys?”

      Dean should have been suspicious of the invite. He should have asked questions, but he’d assumed he would get some awesome sex with Rosie and Leo out of the deal, so he hadn’t been too fussed.

      “What do you mean?” Leo asked, and Tyler’s pretty blue eyes ping-ponged between them.

      “Did you invite Tyler on this vacation last week as well? After his breakup?”

      “We decided to come to Alaska on a whim. We got a deal on the cabin since it’s the off-season here,” Leo said. Rosie approached and slipped her arm around Leo’s waist, giving Dean a don’t-mess-with-us glare. Most men would cower, but Dean didn’t appreciate getting played. Even by people as hot as Rosie and Leo.

      “And you happened to invite two men who each recently went through breakups to the middle-of-nowhere Alaska? On a whim? It was just a coincidence?”

      A pinwheel of emotions flew over Tyler’s face, and Dean tried very hard not to analyze each one.

      “You’re going through a breakup too?” Tyler asked. He sounded way too fucking hopeful that they’d get to bond over that bullshit.

      “Barely.” Dean waved his hand. That wasn’t important.

      “You were with Viggo for a year,” Leo said.

      Dean huffed. Viggo was fine. And Dean was more than fine.

      “It has nothing to do with your breakups,” Rosie said, her voice as cold as the weather outside, so… frigid. “You’re our friends, and we wanted to spend time with you.”

      “And no one else said yes,” Leo added.

      Rosie closed her eyes on a laugh.

      Dean had been so excited to spend a week with Rosie and Leo.

      And, of course, Tyler, who he was sharing a room with, would be there too.

      It was true that Dean had been in a relationship for a year, but it had been one of the loneliest, least inspiring years of his life.

      He was in a rut. A relationship rut. A friendship rut. A creative rut where it was a slog to even pick up his pencils. He was in dire need of a reset and the special kind of companionship only Leo and Rosie offered him.

      Leo actually knew him, saw him, and it would be a relief to be able to let his guard down.

      But he would not be able to let his guard down around Tyler, especially if he thought Dean was some potential love connection.

      He turned toward Tyler. It was snowing outside, and the man had on a tropical camp shirt and sandals. Something about that pricked at every annoyance sensor in Dean’s brain.

      “Whatever our so-called friends planned”—Dean gestured toward Rosie and Leo—“we are not falling for it.”

      Tyler blinked. “I don’t know what you mean.”

      Dean clicked his tongue in irritation. “They have a plan. Trust me. I’m not going to be your spring break fling. Your getting-back-up-on-the-horse man of the hour.”

      Finally, the sadness cleared from Tyler’s eyes, and Dean liked the way anger made Tyler’s cheeks flush. He liked it way too fucking much.

      Damn Rosie. Damn Leo.

      “If I want to get back up on the horse,” Tyler bit out, “I’ll choose a nicer horse.”

      “I’m nice.” Everyone said so. “Did you bring warmer clothes? This is Alaska.”

      Tyler’s mouth dropped open, and he seemed to shake his head in disbelief. Without another word, he grabbed his duffel bag off the baggage carousel and stalked toward the bathroom. Hopefully, to put on long pants and a pair of socks.

      Leo threw his arm over Dean’s shoulders and said, “That was real smooth, lover.”

      “Not my best work,” Dean admitted. “And I’m still mad at you.”

      Leo kissed his cheek. “We’ll make it up to you later.”
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      Tyler wasn’t an impulsive person. He was thoughtful.

      He thought and thought and thought about everything from his five-year plan to his grocery list to every trivia question he’d ever missed on national television.

      He obsessed over the present and the past. The future… hell, the future took up so much space in his head he was lucky his neck could hold it up.

      It wasn’t an easy way to live, but in his thirty-two years on this earth, he’d perfected overthinking. It protected him from the unknown. Usually.

      He wasn’t the type of guy to fly off on vacation with only a few days’ notice or break up with his boyfriend last week over breakfast without really thinking through the repercussions and the fact they lived together and now needed to not live together.

      Not that Francis had left him much choice.

      Tyler’s meticulously ordered life was crumbling around him, and he’d gone to Alaska instead of dealing with it. He hardly recognized himself.

      He’d expected the cold weather. He’d expected snow. He was enough of a control freak to research the forecast prior to flying across the country. And yes, he’d packed warm clothes. But he hadn’t anticipated that Alaska would be so… greige. The sky was murky. The roads were covered in muddy slush. The snow was dirty.

      It matched his mood. No complaints.

      He didn’t understand why Rosie and Leo had chosen to go somewhere freezing for spring break, rather than a hot, sandy beach with an open bar. But if it weren’t for Rosie, Tyler would currently be staring at the ceiling of his bedroom feeling sorry for himself while his asshole of a boyfriend packed up his belongings and begged for another chance.

      Ex-boyfriend.

      “There should be mountains there,” he said as they drove out of Anchorage and toward their destination, a cabin outside the tiny town of Silverbrite Springs. “The Chugach Mountains.”

      “Are you sure?” Dean asked. Tyler didn’t miss the way Dean seemed to always be watching him. It put Tyler on edge.

      “Yes,” he said. Of course, he was sure. They were covered in low-hanging clouds, but they were there.

      Tyler was a quintessential know-it-all. He felt the snarky monster inside him gearing up for a fight. That snarkiness had been trampled down lately, but it was still there. The problem was that Dean tongue-tied him, even before insinuating the trip was some grand matchmaking plan by Rosie and Leo.

      A plan Dean was obviously opposed to. He’d made his disinterest super clear.

      Dean was gorgeous, clever, and confident. He had an almost-invisible cleft lip scar at his cupid’s bow, slightly shaggy brown hair, a sexy voice, and dark eyes. His smile was always rakish and did funky things to Tyler’s stomach. The first time they’d met—at a county fair where Rosie had submitted a peach jam for judging—Tyler had been struck by Dean’s carefree laugh. The next day, during their lunch break, Rosie had mentioned that Dean was in Leo’s newest art book as a model, and Tyler hadn’t been able to resist buying the book for himself.

      Francis had been shocked and hadn’t let Tyler keep the book of erotic art on the coffee table, even though it was a coffee table book. Now Tyler could keep whatever the hell he wanted on the coffee table. Except the table was Francis’s, so Tyler would need to buy a new one.

      Fuck, he would open that book up to Dean’s page—a watercolor painting of Dean’s strong hand wrapped around a dick—and leave it on the floor of his living room for all to see.

      Strangely buoyed by that thought, Tyler relaxed. He wasn’t going to let Dean or Francis ruin the gift of a week away from the outside world. He’d have six days where he wouldn’t have to look at a lesson plan. Six days without answering to school administrators or cleaning up after an untidy child. Six days without Francis nagging him about his clothes or his taste in TV. Six days of nature and wine and hanging out with Rosie. That was cause enough to celebrate.

      For the whole drive to Silverbrite Springs, Tyler daydreamed about their cabin, the soapstone fireplace, the barrel sauna, and sharing a room with Dean. Everything would go flawlessly. Nothing would be awkward. Tyler would have fun and be chill and cool. It would be great.

      Then they arrived. Tyler stepped out of their rented van and slipped ass over teakettle into the mud.

      Not chill. Not cool. Not great.

      Leo hurried over to help him back onto his feet. Tyler’s butt and the back of his coat were wet and covered in gray mud. Dean moseyed over and reached the group as Tyler finished a long litany of curses.

      Tyler’s hair was all over his face, and he went to swipe it out of his eyes.

      Dean caught Tyler’s wrist. A stunned silence followed. Dean’s hand—that hand, yes—was bigger than any hand had a right to be.

      “Mud.” Dean flipped Tyler’s palm up to show that it was covered.

      Tyler’s breath hitched, and he nodded. Dean let him go and stepped back. Tyler glanced up, a thank-you on the tip of his tongue, but Dean took a bigger step back like he couldn’t get away fast enough.

      Ouch.

      Cool, chill, great.

      Tyler’s hair was still in his eyes, and he tried to blow it away. Rosie rushed to assist, brushing it aside.

      A door opened at the cabin to their right, and Tyler turned gratefully toward the stranger who emerged. He was embarrassed and latched on to the distraction like a lifeline.

      There were four cabins along the driveway lane, three for guests and one for the owner of the resort. The guest cabins were private and obscured by the trees, barely visible except for their hot-pink doors. The host’s cabin was simpler and easily seen from the gravel road. Tyler clocked the rainbow flag in the front window, his brain zeroing in on the small comfort.

      A young woman wearing a T-shirt and seemingly unaffected by the cold came down the steps from the host’s cabin and waved at them. “Oh, bad luck. That glacial silt is slippery. Are you okay?” She reached them and shook their hands, except Tyler’s, because his were filthy. “That silt will brush off your clothes once it’s dry, but I also have a washer and dryer you can use if that doesn’t work.”

      “Thanks,” Tyler mumbled.

      “I’m Brooks Rossi, by the way,” the woman continued. “Part-owner of Chum Smoke Cabins. I’m around most days if you need anything. I’ve lived in Silverbrite Springs my whole life, so I’m a good source of info. But there’s also a welcome packet in the cabin full of information about the town, our property, and seasonal activities.” She shot them a bright, crooked smile.

      Brooks had an appealing outdoorsy vibe. Tyler had a feeling she probably knew how to pitch a tent in the rain and clean a fish. She oozed confidence and competence.

      “You might see my brothers, Wrangell and Sarg, around,” Brooks continued. “They’re my handymen. But you’re the only guests, so
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