
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Magician’s Secrets

BDSM & Cuckold Erotica

By Sterling & Storm Wilder


Copyright © 2022 by Sterling & Storm Wilder.

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

Names, characters, businesses, events, and incidents are the products of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.


Arcana: Erotic Urban Fantasy

0. A Fool’s Game (available for FREE here)

1. The Magician’s Secrets

2. The High Priestess

3. A Gift From the Empress

4. At the Feet of the Emperor

More coming soon!


Free Prequel Book!

Get A FOOL’S GAME, a prequel to the Arcana series, for FREE right now!

[image: ]
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Chapter One

Colton, naked with a cage on his cock and bound to a chair by nylon rope, watched as his girlfriend Cadence kissed another man on Colton’s bed.

The other guy was Martin, an unkempt, overweight, balding man twice Cadence’s age who served as a security guard at a local mall. Martin’s slovenly appearance starkly contrasted Cadence’s curvy, fit body with its perfect, bronzed skin. Colton and Cadence took turns picking the other man in this crazy little game they played, and this time it was Colton’s turn. Cadence usually opted for good-looking, muscular men who still had all their hair, but Colton thought it would be more fun if she had to fuck someone she found undesirable if Colton ever lost the game.

Not that he ever did.

A small electronic timer on a nightstand counted down the minutes until the makeout session on Colton’s bed turned into actual sex. Above the timer, hanging from the top of a lampshade, was a chain with the key to Colton’s cock cage. Cadence and Martin could do anything and everything except vaginal or anal penetration until the timer hit zero. If Colton broke free from his bonds and unlocked his cage before that happened, Martin had to get out of the way and let Colton fuck his girlfriend.

Again, Colton always won this game. This time would not be any different. Colton knew others might say he had a cuckold kink, and that may have been true, to an extent. What he really had, he thought, was a danger kink. He didn’t actually want to watch helplessly while his girlfriend was taken in front of him, but he got off on the danger of that possibility.

Tonight was a bit more complicated than usual for a couple of reasons. As it turned out, Martin was pretty good at tying a rope (Colton always let the other man do the tying), so it was taking him longer to work through his restraints than it usually did. The other reason had to do with Colton’s brother, Malachi.

Malachi had called Colton just before tonight’s game started to inform him that he’d lost something of Colton’s. It was a weird partial deck of tarot cards that had belonged to their father, who had always claimed they were one of a kind and valuable. Malachi had been upset when their father had passed away and stated in his will he wanted Colton, the younger brother, to take care of his not insignificant estate. Malachi should not have been surprised since their father had also groomed Colton to take over the family business years earlier. To assuage Malachi’s hurt feelings, Colton let his older brother help with a few things concerning the estate.

One of these things was getting the tarot cards’ value assessed. Why Malachi decided to take them with him to a strip club was beyond Colton’s ability to comprehend, but he did so. The cards were stolen when Malachi was distracted by a new dancer. This had been almost a week ago now. Malachi’s words expressed regret when he told Colton all of this, but his tone told a different story.

The bastard was happy they’d been stolen. Why was something else Colton couldn’t comprehend, but he knew it as sure as he knew Martin was not going to fuck Cadence this evening.

Colton was so distracted by his thoughts he was surprised to see only a minute left on the timer. He looked at Cadence, whose mouth was only inches away from Martin’s precum-dripping cock, and saw a questioning look in her dark brown eyes.

Working fast, Colton finally slipped one hand free from the ropes and used it to free the other. After untying his ankles, he virtually jumped toward the nightstand with the cock cage’s key. Unlocking the cage, he placed a hand on Martin’s shoulder right as the timer hit zero. This was unfortunate timing for Martin, whose penis had just slipped between Cadence’s ruby red lips.

“You can stop sucking his cock, Cadence,” Colton said. “I win.”

The look on Cadence’s face was utter relief. Martin’s, not so much.

Martin quickly got dressed and left the room. Cadence smiled up at Colton.

“You had me worried there for a second,” she said, making a face. “I thought maybe you were gonna make me fuck him.”

“You know I always win this game,” he said as he squeezed her breast.

She moaned in response to his touch. She took his cock in her hands, pulling him closer. He slid his hand up her inner thigh, which was still wet from her previous endeavor.

“It couldn’t have been that bad,” he teased, showing her his wet hand before licking it.

“I can’t help it if my body responds to touch so willingly,” she said as she gently stroked him.

“I like it,” he said.

He grabbed her hips and turned her over. Facedown in the pillow, her wavy hair flowed around her like chestnut-colored water. Her ass was in the air. He knew she liked this position and sometimes wondered if she imagined one of her picks from their game behind her instead of him. Not that he cared, really. He teased her by rubbing his cock from her clit to her ass. Which hole would he pick? He knew the anticipation was driving her mad as she clenched the sides of the pillow. He pushed the tip into her drenched pussy. She pushed back, sliding him deeper inside. He pulled back, smiling, as she made needy little cries into the pillow.

“Fuck me already,” she said

He grabbed her by the hips and began thrusting deep inside her. He loved the sound and sight of his cock pounding her sopping wet pussy.

“Yes!” she screamed. She was rubbing her clit as he fucked her. “I’m close. Don’t stop!”

He could feel her pussy contract as she orgasmed.

“Can I have your ass?”' he asked.

“Yeah,” she said, still feeling the aftershock of her release.

He pulled out of her pussy, and began rubbing their juices on her other hole, getting it nice and wet. He had to work to push in her tight opening, knowing he should be using lube but also knowing she enjoyed the pain brought on by doing it this way. She was doing her best to relax to welcome him into the backdoor, but her groans and squeals told him it wasn’t an entirely pleasant experience for her. Still, he penetrated her inch by inch, savoring the tightness until he was all the way in.

“You took all of me,” he said with a sense of pride both for her and for him.

He slowly began pumping her ass, building up speed as he went.  This wasn’t going to take long. He wanted to make it last but knew he couldn’t. He shot his hot load into her. The two of them cried out in unison, her from him trusting a little too hard and him from the sheer pleasure that was making his legs quiver. He gave her a playful little slap on the ass and rolled her face up to kiss her lips. He went to get a washcloth to clean them up.

After all, he was a gentleman.


Chapter Two

The strip club where Malachi had lost the tarot cards was called Terpsichore and was located on the third and fourth floors of the Tower. The Tower was a veritable monolith of sin situated in the exact center of the city and featured every type of sex club imaginable. Malachi himself ran a BDSM dungeon in the basement of the Tower, which also included a gloryhole business, orgy playrooms, a company that facilitated hotwife and cuckold fantasies, and much more.

Cadence insisted on tagging along when Colton went to look into the missing cards. She’d never been to the Tower and was curious what kind of trouble she might be able to get into there. Colton didn’t mind. They’d been together for quite a while, but they’d had an open relationship since the beginning and were not exclusive to each other. It didn’t even bother Colton all that much to reflect on the fact that he had actually been exclusive to her for the most part over the years, even as he knew she was having her own fun on the side. He tried not to pry into Cadence’s personal affairs.

He thought he loved her, and as long as she still enjoyed the games they played and the sex they had with each other, all was right in Colton’s world.

Cadence wanted to look over the information pamphlets in the lobby of the Tower. Colton left her there to do that and took the elevator to Terpshichore’s lower level. After having his ID scanned and paying the club’s cover charge, he stepped into blaring music and almost total darkness.

The only well-lit areas of the club at the moment were the stages. Along the wall opposite the door were the main stage and two smaller stages on either side. A curvy blond woman wearing nothing but a thong and a black collar danced on the left stage. From her collar dangled a shiny sun charm.

A thin woman with a streak of white in her otherwise dark hair danced in similar attire on the right stage. From her collar hung a metallic black crescent moon.

A woman whose physical characteristics were a mix of the other two--her fit figure midway between the others, her long hair dirty blond--occupied the center stage. Her collar had a silver star charm hanging from it.

Colton knew Malachi had a fondness for making his submissives wear collars with charms and wondered if it was one of these dancers who had distracted him the night he lost the tarot cards.  He’d find out soon enough.

Finding the manager, a gruff fellow named Stanley, and bribing him to get access to the security room was easy enough. Colton told Stanley what he was looking for, and Stanley quickly pulled up the security footage from that night.

Together they watched as the stripper currently on the main stage sat on Malachi’s lap. Colton noted that she wasn’t wearing the collar with the star on it then. Malachi and the dancer stood up and disappeared, and the small wooden box with the tarot cards could be seen on Malachi’s table. Shortly afterward, a young man approached the table and picked up the box.

“Any idea who that was?” Colton asked.

Stanley laughed while he nodded. “Oh, yeah. That’s Caleb. He’s Astrid’s… husband.”

“Astrid?”

“The new girl,” Stanley said. “The one who left with Malachi.”

“Kid must have stolen the box to get back at Malachi for taking his girl away,” Colton said.

“Probably took her away in more ways than one,” Stanley said, “if rumor is to be believed.”

“Thanks for your help,” Colton said. “Guess I’ll go talk to Astrid, see if I can track down her husband.”

Colton made his way to the tables near the stage and found an empty one. Sitting down, he pulled a $50 bill from his wallet and waved it toward Astrid. He had a passing thought that between this and bribing the manager for the security footage, this was getting to be an expensive endeavor. If it led him to the cards, though, it would be worth it.

It didn’t take long for Astrid to notice Colton’s offer and she left the stage, heading for Colton. Behind her, the other two dancers moved from their smaller stages to the big one and started a joint routine that involved making out with each other.

“Hey there, handsome,” Astrid said, relieving Colton of his money before sitting on his lap. She stroked Colton’s beard. “Love the beard. Reminds me of my master.”

“Thanks,” he replied. “I guess. But I’d like to ask you about your husband.”

“You sure?” she asked. “People always have lots of questions about my master.”

“And who’s that?” Colton asked as if he didn’t already know.

“Malachi,” she replied. “You look a lot like him, you know. And not just the beard. It’s the eyes, mostly, that piercing blue.”

Colton sighed. “Not Malachi. Caleb.”

Astrid rolled her pale blue eyes. “What about him?”

“I need to speak to him,” Colton said. “He stole something of mine, and I’d like it back.”

Astrid laughed. “Caleb? I doubt he’d have the balls to steal anything, but if you want to talk to him, I can help you out with that. Let me give you a private show, and he’s all yours.”

“I’m guessing you’re not ‘giving’ me anything.”

She laughed again. “You’re smart, just like Malachi, too. C’mon.”

Astrid led Colton upstairs. Terpsichore's upper level consisted of a hallway with private rooms lining either side. They entered one to find a young man sitting naked in a chair, a ball gag on his mouth and limp cock in his hand. Another chair sat a few feet away from the man.

“This is Caleb,” Astrid said. “If you want to talk to him, you’ll have to have him remove his gag. And his gag only comes off in one scenario.”

“And what scenario would that be?” Colton asked.

“We call it the Complete Deluxe,” Astrid explained. “A thousand bucks.”

“One thousand dollars to take off his gag?” Colton asked.

Astrid laughed, turning toward Colton and running her hand from his beard down to his crotch. “Well, you get a little more than that for your money.”

“I didn’t exactly bring that much cash,” Colton said.

Astrid pointed to the table next to Caleb. A credit card reader with a number pad awaited Colton’s payment. Colton sighed, spurred on by memories of his father insisting on the value of the missing tarot cards, and inserted one of his credit cards into the machine.

“Excellent,” Astrid said, slipping off her thong. “Thank you for your patronage. Now, take off your clothes and sit down.”

Once Colton was naked and sitting, facing Caleb, Astrid began her lap dance. She slid her bare pussy along Colton’s shaft, drenching it in her juices. Despite the weirdness of this whole endeavor, Colton was rock hard in seconds and wanted more.

“What’s your husband get out of this?” Colton asked, even though he knew precisely what a husband might get out of this. He had very similar predilections, after all.

Astrid took Colton’s cock in her hand and rubbed the tip against her warm, wet opening.

“He can only get off when seeing me with another man,” Astrid said.

“That’s unfortunate,” Colton said, gasping as the head of his cock pushed through Astrid’s pussy lips.

“Not for you,” Astrid said as she lowered herself onto him, encasing his shaft inside her. “Oh my God, Caleb, he’s inside me now. Remember when you used to stick it inside me?”

Colton felt a sharp pain in his gut, similar to what he sometimes felt when he came close to losing his game with Cadence. It was what drove him to play the game, this strange mix of arousal mixed with jealousy and agony. It was something he’d heard called “cuckold angst.” In this case, he felt it on behalf of Caleb, but he recognized it--experienced it--nonetheless. He realized he liked it more than he thought he did, although what Astrid was doing at the moment was perhaps helping out with that.

Regardless, it spurred him on. Colton grabbed Astrid’s hips, pulling her into him as he rose up to push his cock further inside her.

Astrid rode Colton harder, getting into a rhythm with his movements. She leaned into him so her tits pressed into his face. He licked and bit at her nipples and felt his orgasm quickly approaching.

Something wasn’t right, though. Despite the pleasure she was giving him, the look on Astrid’s face was one of utter boredom.

Hearing Caleb gasping, Colton looked over to him to see that he’d removed his ball gag. The poor guy was furiously masturbating his now erect cock. He seemed to be enjoying Astrid being fucked more than Astrid was.

“If you’re not into this, you can stop,” Colton told Astrid. “All I need is some answers from him. You can keep the money.”

“It’s okay,” Astrid said. “You paid for a service and I take that seriously.”

“It’s not your fault, dude,” Caleb said, still jacking off. “She doesn’t like fucking anyone now. She can’t. Not after Malachi.”

“What?” Colton asked.

“Malachi,” Caleb said. “The owner of Tartarus, the BDSM dungeon downstairs.”

“I know who he is,” Colton said. All too well. Turning back to Astrid, still riding his cock, he asked, “You like him so much, you can’t get into this with other guys?”

“You’re not listening,” Caleb said. “Sometimes you hear that a guy will ruin a woman for other guys, and that’s bullshit. Except with Malachi, it’s not bullshit. Any woman who fucks him will never enjoy sex with someone else again. Her body may be responding to what you’re doing, but her mind? Not so much.”

“That’s ridiculous,” Colton said, but as he looked at Astrid’s blank expression, he couldn’t help but wonder.

He’d feel bad later for enjoying this as much as he was. Despite her seeming lack of enthusiasm, Astrid was very good at what she did, and Colton shot a hot, sticky load into her womb after another couple of minutes.

Caleb quickly followed, spewing his spunk all over himself and the floor in front of him.

“I hope you enjoyed that,” Astrid said, kissing Colton on the cheek. “I’ll leave you boys alone now.”

Watching Astrid leave, Colton felt a sudden ache in his chest. There was no way what Caleb said about Malachi could be literally true, but it sure seemed like Astrid believed it to be.

Colton’s phone buzzed. He looked at it to see a text from Cadence.

This place is great… don’t wait around, I’ll get a ride later.

He was curious about what she was up to, enough that he again felt a little of that sharp, angsty pain, but he forced himself to return to the matter at hand. Colton turned back to Caleb and asked, “So, where are my tarot cards?”


Chapter Three

Caleb told Colton he’d given the tarot cards to a woman named Tinsley, so Colton paid her a visit the next day. Tinsley ran a metaphysical and marijuana supplies shop called the High Priestess a few blocks away from the Tower. Signs on the shop window advertised tarot readings, custom-made clothing and jewelry, and fantasy-themed bongs.

A strong incense smell assaulted Colton’s nose as he entered the shop. It smelled like a mix of rose, cedar, and cinnamon. Joining the incense in the attack on Colton’s senses was a miniature pinscher and its high-pitched shrieks, which seemed to grow louder with each passing second.

“Morpheus!” a woman’s voice came from the back of the shop. “Calm down!”

The dog immediately ceased its yipping and went to stand at its owner’s feet.

Colton wasn’t sure what he expected from this Tinsley, but one thing he didn’t expect was to have his breath taken away at the sight of her. Looking back, Colton would realize that what happened when their eyes met was the perfect realization of the old, romantic cliche of time standing still.

He wouldn’t know until much later that time stood still for Tinsley, as well.

She was beautiful. Her mostly black hair had a generous splash of red above her forehead, and her eyes seemed to be both blue and green at the same time. She was well over half a foot shorter than Colton and had large breasts and shapely hips. Colton found himself wanting to see her from behind, to see if her ass was as lovely as the rest of her. As she smiled at him with her perfectly shaped lips, she seemed both welcoming and cautious, and he found that quite endearing.

She was poetry come to life, fine art wrapped in flesh and bone.

Whenever Colton had been asked what his type was, he’d always laughed and said he didn’t have one. That sentiment now seemed foolish. This was his type, right here. He’d just gone all his life up to now without realizing it.

Tinsley spoke first, not quite breaking the spell but at least enabling Colton to think about the matter at hand, when she asked, “Can I help you with something?”

“Tinsley?” he asked. His voice sounded like it was coming from some distance away.

“That’s me,” she said, making a dramatic show of hands up and down her body as if inviting Colton to take another look. “And you are?”

He told her his name.

“Hey, has anyone ever told you that you might be a witch?” she asked.

“I don’t think so,” he replied.

“Well, are you at least very lucky?” she asked, this time pointing to his left hand.

He smiled, holding up his hand and wiggling the extra finger there. “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,” he said. “Fully formed and functional, I assure you.”

She laughed, seeming to get Colton’s thinly veiled innuendo.

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

“Really?”

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

“Why ‘of course?’” she asked, shooting him a suspicious look.

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

“Silly,” she repeated, looking around her shop.

He regretted his choice of words. Tinsley obviously wouldn’t find the thought of actual magic silly at all. He looked up at the shelf above a display case off to the side, with its rows of jars filled with various herbs and dried flowers, all labeled by name and list of uses. The sign above it said “Ingredients for all your magickal needs.” The display case beneath it housed a bottom row of smoking paraphernalia, including bongs that look like dragons and other fantasy creatures. The top row were crystals of every shape and size, also labeled by name and use.

“So, what can I do for you?” she asked, suddenly all business-like.

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

“Oh, really?” Tinsley asked, raising her eyebrows. It was such a cute gesture that Colton’s heart skipped a beat. Maybe he hadn’t completely ruined things with her after all.

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

“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, passing by shelves filled with books and tarot card decks. On top of the counter were a tablet and card reader that served as the shop’s cash register. Inside the case were stones of various sizes.

Tinsley walked behind the counter.

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

“I wouldn’t know,” Tinsley said, pulling the wooden box from below the counter and placing it on top. “As I said, I haven’t really looked at them.”

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

Tinsley smiled. “Sure thing.”

Tinsley opened the box. The cards were face down, with entirely blank white card backs. She pointed out that the lack of a decorative card back was unusual if the deck had been mass-produced.

“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.

Colton looked at the card. It was a painting of a naked man, sitting in a chair, with a cloth tied around his head and stuffed into his mouth. The bottom of the card, in cursive script, said, “0 -- The Fool.”

“I’ve never seen a Fool card like that before,” Tinsley said.

“I’m not familiar with what the Fool card is supposed to look like,” Colton admitted, “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,” Colton said. “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. “It wasn’t like that,” he said. “What’s the next card?”

Tinsley flipped the next card over. Along the bottom, it said: “I -- The Magician.”

The figure on the card was a man standing in a field of flowers, a table in front of him. On the table were a cup, a sword, a pentacle, and a wand, which Tinsley said were the four suits of the minor arcana portion of a traditional tarot deck. Above the man’s head was a snake forming an infinity symbol (an “ouroboros,” Tinsley would later explain). He had his right hand raised above his head, holding a wand, and his left hand held to his side.

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

Without looking up from the card, Tinsley said, “It’s very similar to most depictions of the Magician, except for this.”

She pointed to the Magician’s left hand, which had six fingers. Then, she looked up at Colton, her gaze so intense he thought he could feel it.

“It’s you,” she said, and he got the sense she wasn’t just talking about the man on the card.


Chapter Four

“It can’t really be me,” Colton said.

“Can’t it?” Tinsley asked.

“Well, maybe my father designed these cards himself,” Colton said. “Maybe he added my polydactyly to the Magician as some kind of inside joke or something. Or maybe the artist just screwed up.”

Tinsley moved the Magician card to the side, revealing the Fool card underneath.

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

“Coincidence,” Colton said, not truly believing it.

“If you say so,” Tinsley said, obviously not believing it either.

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

She smiled, and shivers ran through his whole body. “The High Priestess.”

“No shit?”

“No shit.”

Colton held his breath as Tinsley flipped over the third card and placed it next to the Fool and the Magician. Sure enough, the bottom of the card read “II -- The High Priestess.” The figure on the card was a woman on a throne. She wore a blue robe and had black and red hair. She held a fan of cards in one hand and, in the other, a joint. On her lap sat a small black dog which didn’t look especially like Tinsey’s miniature pinscher, but that distinction didn’t do anything to set Colton’s mind at ease.

Tinsley’s hand remained on the card, her fingers visibly shaking.

“That’s not--” Colton started to say, intending to finish the sentence with “you,” but stopped when he looked at Tinsley’s face.

Her eyes were wide open, but all he could see there was white. Tinsley trembled, swaying on her feet, as her mouth opened and closed with no words coming out.

Colton had seen someone have seizures before, and he was almost certain that’s what was happening. He thought it odd that her mouth was moving, as he was sure the jaw would clench shut during a seizure, but he wasn’t exactly an expert.

He pulled out his phone to call 911 just as Tinsley spoke.

“Holy fuck,” she said.

Colton stopped before pressing the second “1” on his phone’s dialer.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

With tears in her eyes, Tinsley said, “I’m fine. It’s you I’m worried about.”

“Me?”

Tinsley nodded. “And Malachi.” She visibly shook--shivered--when she said the name. “I’m really worried about him.”

Colton joined Tinsley in shivering, and he wondered if the air conditioning in the shop had suddenly turned itself up higher. He’d never told her Malachi’s name.

“I think you should go to the hospital,” Colton said. “It looked like you had a seizure.”

“I didn’t,” Tinsley said. “I had a vision. A revelation.”

She looked down at the box with the rest of the unrevealed cards.

“I think I know why your dad thought these were valuable,” Tinsley said. “I’d like more time with them if that’s okay.”

Despite his original desire to retrieve the cards, Colton now wasn’t sure he wanted anything to do with them.

“I’m not sure I’m prepared to buy them from you,” Tinsley said before he could reply. “To be honest, I don’t make a habit of buying rare items like this. If my shop was a little more successful, maybe, but…”

Colton nodded, pointing toward a sign behind the counter. “I don’t imagine you’re getting rich by charging $10 for a Tarot reading. Probably not much demand for that kind of thing at all.”

“You’d be surprised,” Tinsley said. “I have a fairly long list of clients seeking a deeper understanding of their lives.” She moved the High Priestess card so that it was touching the Magician. “And their loves.”

“I’ve never believed in this stuff,” he said. “No offense.”

“Settle down there, Harry.”

Colton blinked. “Excuse me?”

“Harry Houdini didn’t believe in magic either,” Tinsley said. “He spent the last few years of his life going after psychics and mediums. Debunking them. You said people call you Houdini, and you don’t believe in magic. Just like him.”

“Tell you what,” he said. “Why don’t I leave the cards with you and let you think about it. Do some research. If you decide you want to buy them, come up with a price you’re okay with. Maybe I’ll be okay with it, too.”

“Okay,” she said. “You’ll be in touch, I take it?”

Colton nodded and picked up one of her business cards from an acrylic holder on her register counter. Putting her card in his wallet, he pulled out one of his own and handed it to her.

Tinsley looked it over and said, “CEO of FATE, huh?”

“That’s me,” Colton said, mimicking the dramatic show of hands over his body that she’d done earlier.

If she found humor in his gesture, she didn’t show it.

“It’s a bit on the nose,” Tinsley said. “You--the Magician, whether you want to admit it or not--bringing me--the High Priestess--a set of tarot cards with… unusual properties.”

“I didn’t bring the cards here,” Colton pointed out.

“That’s right,” Tinsley said. “The Fool did.”

“Anyway, the company name stands for Fulfilling Acquisitions Through Ecommerce,” Colton said. “We specialize in finding rare pieces for private collectors, museums, historical societies, et cetera.”

Tinsley glanced down at the cards. “I’m assuming your father had something to do with your company?”

Colton nodded. “He founded it.”

“You should have led with that,” she said. “If he thought these things were valuable, they probably are.”

“I trust they’re in good hands, then,” Colton said. “Maybe I can take you out to dinner soon and we can talk about your findings.”

“We’ll see,” Tinsley said in a way that made Colton think she’d already made up her mind. “You mentioned the Tower earlier. I’ve never been. Do you know much about it?”

Colton shrugged, acting nonchalant, although inside, he felt panic at the idea of Tinsley visiting the den of sin where so many people, including his brother, constantly seemed ready to tempt new arrivals with their forbidden fruits.

The memory of Astrid’s lap dance and thoughts about what Cadence might have gotten up to in the Tower while that was happening made Colton’s face flush red.

“I don’t know more than most people, I’d imagine,” Colton said. “I’ve not made a habit of going there.”

“I’ve thought about checking it out,” Tinsley said. “Now, I think I’m going to need to.”

“Why is that?” Colton asked.

“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.”


Chapter Five

Despite their disagreements over the nature of the supernatural, there was no denying it: Colton was smitten with Tinsley. She was all he thought about over the next few days, which passed in a blur of the usual company documents to sign and decisions to be made. Colton lost a not-insignificant amount of time sitting at his desk, staring at Tinsley’s business card, and almost calling her.

He’d been staring at his phone and not calling Tinsley when Cadence texted him.

U up for tonight?

It took Colton a moment to realize what she meant. They were supposed to play tonight, and he’d completely forgotten. He almost replied that he couldn’t do it, but his cock had been rock hard thinking about Tinsley, and he could use the outlet.

Feeling only a little bad about thinking of his longtime girlfriend as an “outlet,” he replied.

Sure thing… you have someone in mind to join us?

Sure do LOL can’t wait for you to see who it is

That sounds naughty… I like it

lmao … see ya tonight ;)

---

“This is a little different,” Colton said.

They were in Colton’s dining room, and Cadence was holding ropes.

“Different can be good,” Cadence said.

“Just never known you to want to tie me up,” Colton said. “Usually, we have the other guy do it.”

Cadence giggled and pulled a chair out from the table in the middle of the room. “I don’t want to spoil the surprise,” she said. “Now, sit.”

Shrugging, Colton sat and let Cadence tie him up. Moments after she was finished, the doorbell rang.

“Right on time,” Cadence said, leaving the room.

The next voice Colton heard sent a metaphorical knife through Colton’s heart. He would often think a real knife might have been less painful.

“Interesting game you have here, Colton,” Malachi said, walking into the dining room.

Malachi was smiling, but his eyes, so much like Colton’s and yet so different, projected rage. Years of pent-up jealousy and anger over their father choosing Colton for everything--the family business, his estate--seemed ready to spill out of those ice-blue orbs. Malachi’s hair and beard were, like his eyes, similar to Colton’s but darker, so dark one searched for a word that meant blacker than black when trying to describe them. Colton was in good shape, but Malachi’s body was incredibly muscular without being bulky, tougher and harder than Colton’s. Everything about Malachi, his very presence, was darker than Colton. More than Colton.

Including his cock, if Malachi’s bragging about it could be believed. His cock, which, if the rumors were true, had magical properties that Colton’s most certainly did not possess.

“What the fuck are you doing here?” Colton demanded.

Malachi laughed. “What the fuck do you think?”

“Surprise!” Cadence said, walking up behind Malachi. “Look who I met when you took me to the Tower the other day!”

“You can’t do this,” Colton said to both of them, already working at the ropes binding him.

Who knew Cadence would be such a good rigger?!

“Oh, I assure you, we can,” Malachi said.

Colton shook his head. “No. I’m vetoing this. Now!”

Cadence laughed. “No no no no no. Neither of us has ever had veto power before, so why start now?”

“You’ve always had veto power,” Colton said. “I’d never make you do anything with your body you didn’t consent to.”

“So considerate, this one,” Malachi said. “What do you say, Cadence? Do you consent to whatever happens to your body this evening?”

“Absolutely,” Cadence said.

“How long does he usually have to break free?” Malachi asked.

“Fifteen minutes,” Cadence answered.

“Let’s give him… thirty tonight,” Malachi said.

“Cadence, please,” Colton said.

“You never lose, remember?” Cadence said. “And you have twice the normal time and no cock cage. Should be a piece of cake for Houdini, right?”

Malachi laughed. “Houdini. That’s funny.”

Cadence and Malachi turned to leave the room.

“He’ll ruin you for other men!” Colton blurted out.

Colton’s face reddened with embarrassment as he spoke the words. He didn’t really believe that nonsense, did he? It couldn’t actually be true.

Could it?

“Are you trying to entice me even more?” Cadence replied. “Geez, Colton, I already wanna fuck him.”

“I’m serious!” Colton protested. “You won’t enjoy sex with me or anyone else again!”

Cadence laughed. “So I’ve heard. From other girls. Hell, from Malachi himself. If it’s true, I consent to my fate. Enthusiastically. Good luck with the ropes, sweetie.”

“If you manage to free yourself, you know where to find us,” Malachi said, eliciting another giggle from Cadence.

They left the room. Colton lunged forward, as if he could stop them without untying himself, and fell face first, chair and all, onto the floor. He lay there, dazed for a moment, before resuming his efforts to free himself.

Colton had no idea how much time passed before he finally got his hands free, and his heart thumped in his chest as he untied his ankles. Leaping to his feet, he made his way to his bedroom and flung open the door.

It was empty. The bed was made and just like he’d left it this morning. A wave of relief washed over him as thoughts of Cadence and Malachi pranking him ran through his mind.

And then, he noticed the timer on the nightstand, counting down.

Just over fourteen minutes remained.

“Fuck!” Colton screamed at the empty bed when he realized what they’d done.

They’d gone to Malachi’s house, which was fifteen minutes away with no traffic.

---

Colton almost had three accidents while racing to Malachi’s house. He could practically feel the timer mocking him from the passenger seat, but he didn’t look at it the whole way over. Slamming on the brakes, he slid into the curb when he got there. He leaped out of the car, leaving the door open and the engine running.

Pounding on the door, tears streaming down his face, Colton didn’t realize the timer hit zero before he even stepped onto Malachi’s porch.


Epilogue

Three hours later, Colton was sitting in the dark, on the top step of Malachi’s porch and heard the front door open behind him. Malachi sat down next to his younger brother.

“She’s going to need a little bit of recovery time,” Malachi said. “I’ll let her spend the night here if you want to come by in the morning to pick her up.”

Colton remained silent.

“She’s already asked about moving in,” Malachi said. “They usually do. Getting a bit too crowded here with my pets, so I’m probably going to say no.”

“Your pets,” Colton whispered.

“The Terpsichore dancers,” Malachi said. “You’ve met Astrid. Sunshine and Luna are the other two. I don’t recall their real names at the moment, but that information never seems necessary anyway.”

“You’re a bastard,” Colton said.

Malachi chuckled. “That’s what Dad always thought. Or wished, at least. Wished I hadn’t really been his.”

They sat there in silence for several minutes.

“This is your fault, you know,” Malachi said. “Your lack of rules for this silly game you play, I mean. No formal veto power, no list of off-limits partners… not even a stipulation that the event has to take place in your own bedroom.”

“Fuck you,” Colton said.

Ignoring Colton, Malachi asked, “So, what did you think of that mystic shop owner? Tinsley, is that her name? Caleb tells me she’s beautiful and… enigmatic.”

Colton fought to keep his hands from trembling as Malachi talked about Tinsley.

“I haven’t met her yet,” Malachi said. “But I’m going to. Very, very soon.”

---
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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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