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Prologue

She dreamed the same dream she’d dreamed hundreds of times, and ten minutes from now, Morpheus would awaken her from it as he, like clockwork, always did. Everything in Tinsley’s life happened like clockwork, and she figured everything always would.

This was four hours and forty-five minutes before the Magician would walk into The High Priestess, the struggling mystic supplies and Tarot-reading shop she owned, and change Tinsley’s life forever.

A blindfold was tied tightly around her head, immersing her in total darkness. She was held to the bed by nylon straps, one attached to each of her wrists and ankles. As always, she made a show of struggling and could no doubt break free if she really wanted, but a show is all it was. She enjoyed feeling trapped.

Helpless.

Out of control.

She squirmed as a man buried his face in her cunt, the whiskers of his beard scratching the insides of her thighs in ways both painful and pleasurable. She felt her orgasm rapidly approach as his tongue pressed hard against her clit, and he hastened its arrival by inserting a finger, and then another, inside her throbbing, aching entrance. A third finger made its way into her anus, and that’s when she lost it.

Bucking her body against her unseen, unknown lover, she climaxed. She moaned. She screamed a name that she could never remember upon waking.

When it was over, he slid up her body and tugged at her blindfold. The darkness in the room was almost as complete as that behind the blindfold, and she struggled to make out his features. The only things she ever saw were bright blue eyes.

Noises, fast and shrill, from another world, shook her. She cried out, wanting more time to figure out who had fucked her so many times, this time with his mouth but sometimes with a cock that seemed ever hard for her. But it was time she never got, thanks to Morpheus and his frustratingly timely need to pee.


Chapter One

Four hours and thirty-five minutes after alerting his owner of his desire to go outside, Morpheus barked as the Magician entered Tinsley’s shop and her life.

The man currently being assaulted by a barrage of high-pitched shrieks from Tinsley’s miniature pinscher wouldn’t come to think of himself as “the Magician” for quite some time. It takes some people a while to see themselves as they truly are.

“Morpheus!” Tinsley yelled at her dog. “Calm down!”

Morpheus immediately ceased his yipping and ran back to his owner’s feet as she walked toward her visitor.

Tinsley felt like time, and maybe her heart, stopped when she locked eyes with the stranger. He seemed a bit taken aback, too, although Tinsely barely registered that, as he stared back at her with ice-blue eyes like the ones she’d seen repeatedly in her dreams. When she finally managed to stop staring at his eyes, she noticed his well-trimmed beard and wondered if it would feel the same as another she’d had, in a way, between her legs. Taking a quick glance at the rest of him, she noticed his unusual left hand before returning her gaze to his gorgeous face.

She thought he might be the most handsome man she’d ever seen.

She forced herself to speak. “Can I help you with something?”

She was prepared to help him with anything--and she meant anything--he needed. She felt her pussy throb at that thought.

“Tinsley?” he asked.

“That’s me,” she said, waving her hands up and down her body. It was a corny move, but she appreciated the way his eyes traveled along with her hands across the landscape of her. “And you are?”

“Colton,” he said.

Tinsley felt an awkward tension forming between them and, in a perhaps ill-thought way to break it, she asked, “Hey, has anyone ever told you that you might be a witch?”

“I don’t think so,” he replied.

“Well, are you at least very lucky?” She pointed to his left hand as she asked this.

He smiled, and that smile took her breath away. He held up his hand and wiggled the extra finger there toward her. “Polydactyly isn’t all that rare, you know. If everyone who had an extra digit was a witch, there’d be quite a few witches running around.”

“The extra digit isn’t usually fully functional,” Tinsley said. “Yours looks like it might be.”

“Oh, it is. Fully formed and functional, I assure you.”

His little innuendo did nothing to calm the tingling she felt down below. She gave him a nervous laugh.

“I’ve never been called a witch, but certain people think I’m a magician,” he said.

“Really?”

He nodded. “The Houdini kind of magician. An… escape artist of sorts. Not actual magic, of course.”

Her curiosity over his abilities as an escape artist was pushed aside by suspicion over the rest of his words. “Why ‘of course?’” she asked, narrowing her eyes.

“Just a joke. Didn’t want you thinking I could cast spells or anything silly like that.”

“Silly,” she said, making a show of looking around her shop.

Colton looked around then, too, and perhaps realized how disparaging his joke was. Tinsley’s shop had display cases filled with jars of various herbs and dried flowers, crystals of every shape and size, tarot card decks, and books on magic. Sure, she also carried a lot of smoking paraphernalia, including bongs that resembled fantasy creatures, but overall, one couldn’t walk into her shop and think that she’d take kindly to someone referring to real magic as “silly.”

Tinsley fervently believed she had changed lives through the magic of her tarot card readings. Colton didn’t know it, couldn’t know it, but he may as well have slapped her across the face.

The throbbing in her pussy had stopped, at least momentarily.

“So, what can I do for you?” she asked in her customer service voice.

“I think you may have something of mine,” Colton said.

“Oh, really?” she asked.

“A man named Caleb told me he gave you a partial set of tarot cards last week. He stole them from me. From my brother, actually. They were stolen when he was at a strip club in the Tower. But they belong to me. To my father’s estate.”

The Tower was a massive building in the center of town that housed various sex clubs. Tinsley had been intrigued by it, wondering if going there and having a little fun would get her past her hesitation to seek something other than a platonic relationship with others in favor of waiting to meet the literal man of her dreams. That Colton here seemed to bear a strong resemblance to said man of her dreams wasn’t lost on her, but if she let herself fall for every man with blue eyes and a beard, she’d have no end of disappointment.

Besides, he’d already pissed her off with his comment about “silly” magic, so she could cross through his name on her “literal man of her dreams” list.

If she had such a list, anyway.

“I see,” Tinsley said. “I knew something was off about all that.”

“So, you have the cards?” Colton asked.

Tinsley nodded. “I’ve been meaning to look into them since he dropped them off but haven’t had a chance. Caleb said the box only had the major arcana in it. Some decks like that were created only for artistic purposes, but otherwise, a partial deck is pretty useless. Regardless, I wouldn’t want to keep them if they belong to you anyway.”

Tinsley led him toward a glass display counter at the back of the shop and walked behind it.

“My father insisted that the cards were valuable,” Colton said.

“I wouldn’t know,” Tinsley said. She pulled a wooden box from below the counter and placed it on top, next to the tablet that served as her cash register. “As I said, I haven’t really looked at them.”

“Can you look at them now?” Colton asked. “Let me know what you think?”

The nerve of this guy, she thought, but years of customer service and service to others in general--her years as a Target cashier, her time spent as a daycare teacher’s aide, her volunteer work at a reptile rescue center--made her smile a fake smile. “Sure thing.”

Tinsley opened the box and looked at the blank white card backs facing up.

“These probably weren't commercially produced,” she said. “If they had been, surely there would have been decorative images printed on the card backs.”

“Could be rare, then?” Colton asked.

“Or one of a kind,” Tinsley replied. “Might be worthless, of course, if they're poor quality.”

She drew the card on top and flipped it over.

“Oh my,” she said.

The card featured a painting of a naked man in a chair, a cloth stuffed into his mouth. Along the bottom of the card, in fancy script, was “0--The Fool.”

Tinsley had never seen a Fool card like this. The Fool was almost always depicted as a happy-go-lucky man with a dog at his feet. Often the dog was trying to warn the Fool of some impending danger he was about to walk into.

Tinsley pointed out how odd this Fool was compared to most.

“I’m not familiar with what the Fool card is supposed to look like,” Colton said, “but that image is eerily similar to something that I encountered recently.”

“See a lot of gagged, naked dudes, do you?” Tinsley asked.

“Only one. But it was yesterday, and it was your friend Caleb.”

“Sounds like you’re friendlier with him than I am,” Tinsley said, winking.

Colton sighed, and she took a bit of pleasure in seeing his exasperation. “It wasn’t like that,” he said. “What’s the next card?”

Tinsley flipped the next card over. It was the Magician card.

Unlike the Fool, this card was very similar to most depictions of the Magician. It was a man standing behind a table in the middle of a field of flowers. On the table were a cup, a sword, a pentacle, and a wand. These represented the four suits of the minor arcana. Above the man’s head was an ouroboros, a snake that formed an infinity symbol. His right hand was raised above his head, holding a magic wand, and his left hand was down by his side.

His unusual left hand.

“Is that what that card is supposed to look like?” Colton asked. “Or is it strange like the Fool card?”

Tinsley didn’t take her eyes off the card. “It’s very similar to most depictions of the Magician, except for this.”

The Magician on the card had six fingers on his left hand. Tinsley pointed to it and looked up at Colton.

“It’s you,” she said.


Chapter Two

“It can’t really be me,” Colton said.

Of course, you’d say that, Tinsley thought. “Can’t it?” she asked.

Colton started listing excuses for why the Magician on the card wasn’t really him. Something about how maybe his father designed the cards and threw in Colton’s polydactyly as a joke. Or perhaps the artist messed up. Tinsley could sense his unwillingness to accept magical things at face value and was more or less ignoring his rambling.

And then she remembered the Fool. She moved the Magician card off of the Fool card.

“And what about Caleb here? Did your father know that was going to happen?”

“Coincidence.”

It took everything Tinsley had in her not to ask him to leave right then and there. “If you say so,” she snapped.

“What’s the next card?” Colton asked. “Assuming these are in the usual order.”

This’ll blow your damn mind, Tinsley thought. “The High Priestess.”

“No shit?” he muttered.

“No shit,” she replied, smiling, and flipped over the next card. She knew without looking at it that it would indeed be the card she’d named her shop after.

This High Priestess card wasn’t as different from a typical one as this deck’s Fool had been, but it was a little more off the mark than the Magician. It was a woman on a throne, wearing a blue robe like the High Priestess is often depicted as wearing (and, perhaps to Colton’s surprise but certain not Tinsley’s, similar in color to the skirt Tinsley was wearing that day). Her hair was primarily black with a bit of red in the front (like Tinsley’s), and she was holding several cards in one hand and a cigarette or joint in the other. On her lap sat a small black dog that didn’t look precisely like Morpheus but, combined with the other similarities to herself, was enough to send shivers down her spine. She could only imagine what Colton must be thinking.

Tinsley saw her fingers trembling as they touched the card but could do nothing to stop them.

She heard Colton say, “That’s not--” and then everything went black.

---

Images flashed through Tinsley’s mind. It felt like dreaming but more intense.

More real.

The first one was from her sex dream, which she’d had the night before and many nights before that. She was strapped to the bed as she always was, but her blindfold was absent. A man was furiously fucking her to an orgasm, and as she cried out, she realized she could see his face now, clearly, for the first time. He looked a lot like the man in her shop right now in the waking world, the Magician who inquired about the curious set of major arcana, but there was something off about him. His eyes, though blue, were colder than Colton’s, and he lacked the sixth finger that Colton had on his left hand.

Though she had never seen Colton before today and had never known the identity of the man who fucked her in her dreams, she was suddenly overwhelmed with the knowledge that it should have been Colton on top of her right now. Whoever this other man was, what was happening should have felt wrong. Very wrong. But it didn’t. She wanted this to happen, despite knowing that it shouldn’t.

She struggled against her restraints, and unlike countless times before, she got the sense that she couldn’t break free even if she wanted to.

But, again, she didn’t want to.

“This isn’t right,” she whispered, but she was lying. Goddess knew it felt so right she wondered if she’d ever want to feel anything--anyone--else. “You’re not…”

“I’m not what, you filthy whore?” the man said. “I’m not Colton? You’ll find he’s not all he’s cracked up to be. He doesn’t even know who he is, whereas me… well, I’m exactly what you expect me to be. The name’s Malachi. Nice to meet you.”

With that, the cruel man on top of her exploded inside her, filling her up with seed so hot she thought she might burn up from the inside out. If so, it would be a death well worth it, and this thought would shame her for quite some time.

She felt something inside of her change, and she knew that from that moment on, she would be

completely

irrevocably

his.

Before she could process the perversion of her perfect dream, she found herself running. In the distance stood a man and this time she could see that it was Colton she ran toward. Though he stood there, unmoving, the distance between them never seemed to shrink, no matter how hard and fast she ran. Her heart pounded and not entirely from the effort of running, and what she thirsted for was not water but something else altogether.

Eventually, she fell to her knees, exhausted, ready to give up on her fruitless pursuit. Ready to give up on everything.

“Get up,” an old woman said, suddenly in front of Tinsley. The woman, whose head was that of a white fox, held out her hand. “You’ve just started on your path.”

Despite every instinct telling her not to, Tinsley took the old woman’s hand and stood. When she was on her feet, she looked at the woman, and a word formed on Tinsley’s lips.

“Kitsune?”

The woman took off her fox mask, smiled, and disappeared.

More images flooded Tinsley’s awareness, this time static ones like photographs or paintings.

Or cards.

A woman with pale white skin and freckles everywhere holding a dark-skinned baby. An old man fucking a girl young enough to be his granddaughter. A woman lying, legs spread wide open, in the back of a pickup truck as one after another in a seemingly endless line of men entered her long enough to deposit their milky gift. A man bankrupting himself for a woman he only ever saw, masked, on a computer screen, and another man intricately tied up with rope and hanging from the ceiling as a woman in a full latex bodysuit berated him.

More and more images, coming and going faster than she could keep track. A magnificent building, a tower of debauchery, engulfed in flames from the pits of hell. Two alcoholics meeting at a bar and finding an addiction better than any from a bottle. Three beautiful dancers fighting to find life after death.

Almost every scene she witnessed was sensual and erotic, depicting passion, lust, and sometimes love. She felt herself yearning with more and more need as each one revealed itself.

On and on they went, so fast now she couldn’t make out details. Until the last one.

It was an image of herself, with the world in her hands, and she was smiling.

---

“Holy fuck,” she said when the images stopped.

Her legs trembled. Her panties were soaked, her juices leaking out and dribbling down her inner thighs. She looked at Colton, who had his phone in his hand now for some reason, and, despite her distaste for his attitude toward magic, almost asked him to fuck her.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

“I’m fine,” she said, not knowing if it was true. Waves of worry and doubt and fear crashed over her, almost--almost--replacing the euphoric lust she felt between her legs. “It’s you I’m worried about.”

It wasn’t Colton himself she was worried about, but rather whatever it was about him that would make her chase after him to the point of exhaustion.

“Me?”

“And Malachi,” she said, feeling chilled. “I’m really worried about him.”


Chapter Three

Though Colton showed a fair amount of concern for what he thought was Tinsley having a seizure, he managed to work in another insult or two about her belief in magic and the tarot before taking his leave. He agreed to leave the cards with her so she could study them more. He even offered to take her out to dinner so they could discuss everything more. She blew off his invitation.

The insane thought she’d had when coming out of her vision--that she should ask Colton to fuck her right then and there--passed pretty quickly. Despite his resemblance to her dream lover and her vision seeming to point her in his direction, the last thing Tinsley wanted was to sleep with someone who was so dismissive of much of what she believed and stood for.

However, one thing that hadn’t passed was her need to be fucked by someone.

The rest of the day went by as uneventfully as most days did. Tinsley rang up a handful of sales (primarily books on witchcraft and the Tarot, a couple of t-shirts she’d made with funny magic-related quotes, some stones, and crystals) and gave three Tarot readings. She admittedly wasn’t as attentive to her customers as she usually was. She simply could not get the strange set of major arcana--or the man it belonged to--out of her head.

It was strange to feel so much gratitude and anger for one person at the same time. Gratitude because he’d bestowed upon her such a magnificent gift--more time with these cards, which she already knew were something pretty special. Anger because of his flippant dismissal of something about which she was so passionate. She tried not to let it bother her. Who was he to her anyway? Despite some passing similarities to the man in her dreams, she’d just met him. He meant nothing to her.

Or, should have meant nothing to her, at least.

The arousal that had begun when Colton walked into her shop and heightened during her vision stayed with her all day. She found herself flirting with every man, and several women, who came into her shop. It embarrassed her to think about how little effort any of them would have had to make to have her lift her long skirt to grant them access to whatever their hearts desired.

She had to laugh at herself. She hadn’t had sex with anyone for several years other than the man in her dreams, and for all she knew, it would be several more years before that changed.

It took tremendous willpower not to look at the rest of the cards as the day went on. Part of her was scared after her experience with the High Priestess card. Colton had said she looked like she’d had a seizure, and she didn’t want to risk that happening with customers around.

She planned on taking the cards home and looking thoroughly at each one. Despite Colton’s fears over a seizure, she wanted to see if other cards brought visions like the High Priestess did. She also needed to scan some of them to do a Google image search and see if there was any information about the deck online.

And she would’ve done all of that had she not, on her way home, encountered a road closure due to construction that made her drive a different route than she usually did. She found herself driving past the Tower and knew what she had to do.


Chapter Four

Entering the lobby of the Tower, Tinsley was surprised to see the fox-woman from her vision stepping out of the elevator. She didn’t have her fox mask on, but Tinsley recognized her all the same.

“Leaving for the day?” a pretty blond receptionist said from behind her desk. She was flanked by two large men sporting handguns on holsters.

“I am,” the old woman said. “Have a nice evening, Penelope.”

As she made her way toward the door that Tinsley had just walked through, the two women locked eyes.

“Hello, dear,” the old woman said.

“Kitsune?” Tinsley asked, repeating the line from her vision.

The other woman smiled. “No one calls me that anymore,” she said, sighing. “Shame, really. I like it better than my current appellation.”

Tinsley shot her a questioning look.

“Vixen. I’m usually called Vixen these days.”

“Nice to meet you, Vixen,” Tinsley said and told Vixen her name.

“Nice to meet you as well, Tinsley,” Vixen said, shaking her hand. “Is this your first time here?”

Tinsley nodded.

“I thought so,” Vixen said. “I have a business up on the fifth floor, and we’re always looking for pretty girls to service our clients. However…” Vixen tapped her lips with her index finger as if deep in thought. “I think you might want to go downstairs. Something tells me you might enjoy the dungeon.”

“Dungeon?” Tinsley said.

Vixen nodded. “If you like bondage and theatrics, it’s tough to beat Tartarus and everything it has to offer. Just watch out for its owner, Malachi. He might be more than you can handle right now.”

Tinsley swallowed hard, her pussy throbbing when she heard that name.

“I believe he’s away today, so nothing to worry about there,” Vixen said. “When you get downstairs, ask for Bishop. He’ll get you going in the right direction.”

After Vixen parted ways with Tinsley, Penelope the receptionist had Tinsley come over to pass a security screening that involved having her ID scanned and checked against a restricted visitors list. Tinsley also had to sign an agreement that she consented to seeing nudity and sexual acts anywhere within the Tower, as well as one stating that she wouldn’t record anyone else without their consent.

With the formalities over, Tinsley examined the various pamphlets and signs showing everything on offer at the Tower. She paid particular attention to the one for Vixen’s Den, the luxury gloryhole complex on the fifth floor, but also looked at information about the Terpsichore strip club, the Fool’s Pride bar, something called the Hotwife Hotel, and more. This was all an academic exercise because Vixen had been correct in her assumption. The thing that interested Tinsley the most was the dungeon in the basement of the building.

Tinsley got into the elevator and pressed the button that would take her to Tartarus. Stepping off the elevator, she was greeted by two armed guards that looked eerily similar to the ones in the Tower’s lobby, and she had to let them scan her ID again. Above the door into Tartarus, stenciled onto the wall, was: “Abandon hope all ye who enter here.” Tinsley didn’t know whether to smile or roll her eyes at that.

“Welcome to Tartarus,” one of the guards said, handing her back her ID. “May we direct you to anything in particular?”

“I was told to ask for the bishop,” Tinsley replied.

The guard smiled. “No ‘the.’ Just Bishop. It’s his name.” He opened the door and said, “Go on in. I’ll let him know you’re here.”

Tinsley stepped inside and found a long hallway leading from the doorway. On either side, as far as the eye could see, was a seemingly endless series of windowless doors.

A man who looked like the stereotypical white Jesus stepped out of one of the ones closest to Tinsley and bowed in greeting. With his long brown hair and beard and choice of clothing (red tunic, worn, brown suede pants, and no shoes), he looked like he’d be more suited to leading a cult in a chant than working in a BDSM dungeon.

Not that she had much experience in BDSM dungeons, mind you.

“Hi there,” white Jesus said. “Welcome to Tartarus. I’m Bishop Pope, one of the instructors here.”

Tinsley suppressed yet another urge to simultaneously smile and roll her eyes. A guy who looked like Jesus and whose name was “Bishop Pope” welcoming her to a BDSM club named after a hell-like place? It was a little over the top.

“My name’s Tinsley,” she said. “Vixen told me to ask for you.”

Bishop smiled, and it was such a warm, inviting smile that it put her instantly at ease. “And do you know why she might have done so?”

Tinsley shrugged, trying to appear nonchalant although her heart was racing. “I’ve long been interested in… the kinds of things I think go on down here. I’m not sure how she sensed that, but I think she did.”

Bishop nodded. “Why don’t we step into my… office and discuss your options.”

Tinsley followed Bishop into the room he’d stepped out of. He’d called it an office, but it was unlike any office Tinsley had ever seen. It reminded her of her shop, with silk tapestries hanging everywhere depicting forests and other nature scenes. White string lights and candles were everywhere, and incense wafted around the room. In the middle of the room was a king-size mattress placed directly on the floor.

“So, do you work for Malachi?” Tinsley asked.

“I’m more of an independent contractor,” Bishop replied.

“What’s he like?” Tinsley asked. “I’ve… heard things.”

Bishop sighed. “Most of those things are probably true,” he said. “Are you here seeking truths about Malachi? Or about yourself?”

Tinsley felt her face flush. “Myself, I suppose.”

Bishop sat on the mattress and nodded toward it. “Please, sit.”

Tinsley did so, a respectful distance from the man.

He smiled and said, “Don’t worry, I don’t bite. Not until we get to the playroom, that is.”

Feeling more at ease--no, bolder and more adventurous--than she’d felt for quite some time, Tinsley asked, “Is that a promise?”

“Depends on what you want exactly,” Bishop said. “Do you want me to bite you? Dominate you? Or do you want to be the one who dominates?”

Tinsley thought about it. “I’m… not sure. I’ve had this recurring dream for a while where I’m… tied up and… used? I think that’s the gist of it. But in the past, I’ve always thought I’d like to be the one in charge. At least sometimes.”

Bishop nodded. “Sounds like you might be a switch. What about partner preferences? Orientation?”

“I’ve always thought of myself as bisexual,” Tinsley said. “But lately, I’ve come to realize I’m probably pansexual. Or, rather, omnisexual. I think many pan people say they don’t notice gender in their attraction. I do recognize gender, and it’s important to me, but I’m attracted to people of every gender.”

“So, you like to keep an open mind with all things sexual,” Bishop said, smiling. “I like that. And I’d like to help you explore any options you want to explore. Would you like that, too?”

“I think so,” Tinsley said, trying to sound patient and having no idea if she was successful. The throbbing in her pussy seemed to grow stronger by the minute. “What would that involve, exactly?”

Tinsley expected him to tell her there were books to read or videos to watch. Or maybe a questionnaire she had to fill out, like the one she’d found online a while back that indicated she was, indeed, a switch, like Bishop had said. But he didn’t list any of those things.

“I’m free for the next two hours, and I’d like to have a session with you,” he said. “And I’ve got someone in mind to join us.”

Tinsley felt like she might pass out. “A session? What’s that mean?”

But she knew exactly what it meant.


Chapter Five

Bishop took Tinsley to another room. Along the way, they passed door after door, behind which Tinsley could hear moans, screams, and other sounds. They also passed the entrance to a massive room with a roaring fire in the middle of what looked like medieval torture devices. Tinsley could feel the heat of the fire from all the way out in the hallway.

In the middle of the room they entered was a small leather platform that came up to Tinsley’s waist. Visions of her lying back on it while Bishop pounded away in her pussy flashed through her mind.

But that’s not what Bishop intended.

“Someone else will be lying there,” Bishop said as if reading her mind.

Tinsley turned to him to ask who, but the door behind him opened before she could. Through it walked a stunning woman with long golden hair and light brown eyes. She was naked, showing off every perfectly sculpted muscle in her tanned, toned body.

“Tinsley, meet Aeriela,” Bishop said. “Aeriela, this is Tinsley. She’ll be playing with us for a bit this evening.”

Aeriela approached Tinsley and looked down at her with judgemental eyes.

“I’m going to have to hold back,” Aeriela said, looking at Tinsley but speaking to Bishop. “I wouldn’t want to hurt her. Not really, anyway.”

“That’s why we’re strapping you down,” Bishop said. “I know that’s not usually your style, but…”

“Yeah, yeah,” Aeriela said. “As long as you promise to chase me through the woods later, I’ll play nicely for Tinsley.”

“Through the woods?” Tinsley asked.

“Aeriela is a primal submissive,” Bishop explained. “Think… animals. Lots of clawing, biting, and brute strength.”

“And chasing,” Aeriela added. “Most subs like being tied up. Restrained with nylon or chains. Blindfolded.” When she said this, she shivered in revulsion. “So they can’t see what’s going on. I like fighting back. Making my Dominant question whether they’re ever going to get their prize. Their prey.”

“Wait, so who’s dominating who here?” Tinsley asked.

“You’ll act as Dominant for Aeriela,” Bishop explained.

Tinsley looked over the other woman from head to toe. “I don’t think I can…”

“She’s the only sub I have available right now,” Bishop said. “And she’ll be restrained. And I’ll be guiding you.”

“Guiding me.”

Bishop nodded. “I’m going to dominate you into dominating her.”

Cold chills ran through Tinsley’s body, meeting the heat wave coming from her soaked pussy.

Aeriela stroked Tinsley’s face. “I’ll let him tie me down for you. I’ll try to be less… me… than I usually am. For you. Still… I wouldn’t mind if you growled a bit when you take me.”

---

Safe words were discussed. Each of them had one, even Bishop, in case the play went in a direction any of them were uncomfortable with.

Once Aeriela was on her back and strapped down to the platform, they began. Bishop and Tinsley relieved themselves of their clothes, and Tinsley shivered when she saw the massive staff the soft-spoken BDSM guru sported between his legs.

The two more experienced participants didn’t say anything, leaving Tinsley to decide how things got started. As Tinsley stood there, staring at Aeriela’s spread legs and glistening pussy, she knew she had to taste the other woman.

Tinsley bent over, aware of how much she was exposing herself to Bishop, who was standing somewhere behind her. She started kissing and licking the insides of Aeriela’s legs, starting at her knees and slowly working her way up.

“Bite me,” Aeriela pleaded.

Tinsley did, nibbling a little as she moved toward Aeriela’s cunt.

“Harder,” Aeriela insisted through clenched teeth. “Bit me harder, please.”

Tinsley stopped what she was doing and looked back at Bishop, who nodded.

“She’ll use her safe word if it’s too much,” Bishop said.

Still, Tinsley hesitated.

“It won’t be too much,” Aeriela said. “Tap into your inner beast and show me who’s in charge.”

Tinsley bit down on Aeriela’s thigh as hard as she could. Aeriela thrashed against her restraints, moaning in pleasure.

“More!” the primal sub screamed.

Tinsley gave her more, biting and clawing at the other woman with her hands as she worked her way up to Aeriela’s pussy. Tinsley smiled when she noticed how much wetter Aeriela was now than when they started.

Bishop moved closer and stroked Tinsley’s hair. “Good girl,” he said.

Tinsley realized Aeriela’s pussy wasn’t the only one dripping with excitement as she felt Bishop’s hand on the back of her head, gently pushing her toward Aeriela’s center.

“Okay,” he said. “Time to stop playing with your food and eat.”

“Yes, sir,” Tinsley said, and dove into her meal.

It had been a long time since Tinsley had eaten pussy, but if the sounds coming out of Aeriela’s mouth were any indication, she was doing just fine. Tinsley moved her tongue around the outer edges of Aeriela’s cunt, lapping up juices as if they were quenching an eternal thirst, before teasing the other woman’s clit. Tinsley realized she was being more gentle than Aeriela seemed to like, but the primal sub offered no complaints at the moment.

Bishop moved closer once more, and Tinsley could feel his monster of a cock brushing the skin of her hip. He started slapping her ass with it.

“I’m going to make you take all of me,” Bishop said. “And any discomfort you feel you are going to take out on her.”

Tinsley stopped licking Aeriela long enough to look up at the other woman’s face. Aeriela nodded and smiled. Tinsley lowered her face into Aeriela’s cunt again. As Tinsley started lapping at the other woman’s slick folds, Bishop teased her own pussy with the tip of his cock.

Tinsley barely got back into the rhythm with her tongue when Bishop forcefully entered her. She was wet enough that he slid in easier than she would’ve figured, given his size, but she still cried out as he stretched her out and filled her up roughly and all at once. Tinsley stopped attending to Aeriela and simply held onto the other woman’s legs to steady herself, digging her nails into Aeriela’s flesh. Given how gentle and soft-spoken Bishop had been so far, the painful and yet almost-pleasurable pounding he was giving her pussy was quite the shock.

With Bishop’s massive cock inside her and Aeriela’s delicious pussy in front of her, Tinsley really shouldn’t have been able to think about anything else. It surprised her that thoughts of Colton flashed through her mind, as she imagined it was him behind her instead of Bishop. And then, just as quickly, Colton was banished and replaced by Malachi, the man from her vision, who laughed and taunted her even as he used her for his own nefarious purposes.

It was probably unfair to Bishop Pope that she couldn’t stop thinking about which of the two other men she wanted to fuck first.

“Focus,” Bishop said, gripping her hips tighter. Once again, he seemed to know what she was thinking. At least, he knew she’d been thinking something other than what she should have been.

“Fuck!” Tinsley said as Bishop slammed into her harder and harder with each thrust. She wondered if she’d have to use her safe word.

“Shhh,” he said in that still calm and soothing voice. “Be a good girl and do what I told you.”

Not sure she had it in her, Tinsley whimpered into Aeriela’s pussy. Taking a deep breath, she inhaled Aeriela’s musky scent. Breathing in the other woman’s arousal gave her the energy to continue. Tinsley dug her nails even harder into the flesh of Aeriela’s thighs and began biting at the other woman’s lower lips and clit. She bit down with each and every violent thrust Bishop gave her, worried--but not enough to stop--that she might draw blood from the primal sub.

Pulling her arms and legs against her restraints, Aeriela raised her hips from the platform as much as she could as if to shove her cunt into Tinsley’s face. Aeriela’s juices painted Tinsley’s face, and she moaned, her hips shaking uncontrollably.

She’s going to come soon, Tinsley thought. And so will I…

“You’d better come for me,” Bishop said softly as if reading her mind once again.

As if her body was waiting for his permission--his command--she felt the start of her orgasm. As her pleasure built and built, Bishop increased his speed even more, holding her hips tight. She knew she’d have bruises later in the shape of his fingertips.

One final nibble on Aeriela’s clit sent the primal sub over the edge, and she practically howled as it happened. Aeriela’s whole body shook, and then she collapsed back down onto the platform, her arms and legs going limp. She was sweaty, exhausted, and obviously satisfied.

“Now, you,” Bishop commanded as he leaned down and kissed her back. It hit her hard, immense pleasure and heat radiating from her pussy throughout her whole body. She wasn’t sure her legs would hold out.

“Stay upright,” Bishop said. “I’m not done.”

Tinsley felt like a rag doll as she struggled to keep her legs in place, unable to do the same thing with the rest of her body. Her arms flopped about with every thrust from the man inside her. She was unable to lift her head away from Aeriela’s abused, soaked pussy, her hair becoming matted and wet from the other woman’s copious juices.

As if from a great distance, Tinsley heard Bishop gasp as he made one final thrust and pulled her hips toward him at the same time. Tinsely moaned as she felt his warmth fill her up, wave after wave of hot, sticky cum painting her insides.

They remained like that for a minute or two, Bishop’s cock deflating inside her. When he pulled out, rivulets of cum seeped out of her, sliding down her inner thighs to the floor below.

“Good girl,” Bishop said. “You can rest now if you need to.”

Tinsley collapsed onto the floor, into a puddle of Bishop’s cooling emissions.

Bishop walked over to a cabinet against the wall and returned with towels, wet wipes, and bottled water. He handed Tinsley a bottle and set the rest of the items down next to her. He unstrapped Aeriela, who soon joined Tinsley on the floor. Bishop sat down, too.

“I hope everyone had a good time,” he said, winking at the girls. “I know I sure did.”

“I did, too,” Aeriela said. “Even though it’s not my typical scene.”

“Tinsley stumbled into a rare treat, didn’t she?” Bishop asked, and Aeriela nodded. To Tinsley, Bishop said, “Usually only the very strong get to have Aeriela.”

To Tinsley’s raised eyebrows, Aeriela said, “Let’s just say you saved Bishop here a lot of running and wrestling.”

“And I am not a fan of that,” Bishop said. “Or the woods you usually have me chase you in…”

“Basically, my kink is, if you can’t catch me and force me to take it, you can’t have me,” Aeriela explained. “I have left many a frustrated man in the woods.”

“Myself included,” Bishop said.

Aeriela laughed at that, and for the first time, Tinsley noticed the other woman’s canines were much pointier than most people’s.

“Are you good?” Bishop asked.

Tinsley nodded and thought about the whole crazy day. She’d gone from not having sex with anyone other than in her dreams for years now to meeting a man who seemed like the one in her dreams to fucking two beautiful, kinky people in the basement of a Tower of sin. Not to mention the crazy experiences with those strange tarot cards…

The cards. She knew they held immense power and that she’d only scratched the surface of her exploration of them. She sensed they could tell her so much about her purpose in life, but more than that… they could help her in her work.

She knew what she had to do.


Epilogue

Tinsley smiled as the door to her shop opened. She was sitting at her tarot reading table, now prominently displayed in the center of the shop instead of in the back. Its previous location made it seem like an afterthought, but it deserved more than that.

Especially now.

Especially now that Colton’s strange major arcana was mixed into her favorite deck, the one she used most to perform readings.

Tinsley gave one long, last look at the two cards lying face-up on the table: the Magician and the High Priestess. Despite Colton’s smug rudeness when it came to her beliefs and work, and despite the adventure she’d had with Bishop and Aeriela (an experience she hoped to repeat in some form soon), Tinsley couldn’t get him out of her head. The two cards in front of her seemed to belong together, seemed to have a much bigger story to tell. Was it worth trying to get Colton to see the same thing she did? Or should she just forget about the Magician entirely and focus on herself?

Of course, there was another man, one she had yet to meet, who consumed her thoughts alongside Colton. She told herself she’d have to see if Malachi was represented somewhere in this set of major arcana the way she and Colton were, but deep down, she already knew he was.

Putting the two cards back into her makeshift tarot deck, she looked up as a beautiful woman with red, shoulder-length hair and green eyes approached her. She had an average, fit body with wide hips, and every inch of her exposed, pale skin--face, shoulders, arms--had freckles. She seemed nervous.

Tinsley smiled and said, “Welcome to the High Priestess. I’m Tinsley. What can I do for you today?”

The redhead returned the smile nervously. “I think I’d like a reading.”

Tinsley nodded to the chair on the other side of the table. “Please, sit. Tell me a little about yourself.”

The woman sat. “My name is Alice. My husband and I have been trying to have children, but it’s… not going well.”

“I see,” Tinsley said, already laying out some cards in front of her. All the cards but one had the decorative back marking them as those from Tinsley’s standard deck. One, however, had the blank white back of Colton’s unique cards. “Let’s see what we can do to help you out in that area.”

Tinsley flipped over the special card. The bottom of the card read “III--The Empress.” Tinsley felt a chill run down her spine when she took in the image on the card: a beautiful fox, its fur all white and gray, smiling right at her.

---

Continue the ARCANA story with A GIFT FROM THE EMPRESS now!

BDSM guru Bishop Pope will return in Arcana Book 5. Aeriela the primal sub will return in Arcana Book 11.

Be sure to pick up the FREE prequel book to the Arcana series, A FOOL’S GAME, right here!


Thank you for reading -- you’re awesome!

We hope you enjoyed this book. If so, we’d greatly appreciate a short review on Amazon. Reviews are crucial for any author, and even a simple line or two can make a big difference.
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Sterling & Storm Wilder create incredibly filthy, sometimes romantic, erotic tales featuring emotional depth and kinks such as hotwife/cuckold, humiliation, BDSM, and exhibitionism.

See Sterling’s complete catalog here.

See Storm’s complete catalog here.
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