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Author's Note


"Marjory's Lesson" is a sequel to "Shagged in the Bookshop"; it certainly benefits from a reading of that story, but you can enjoy it on its own, too, with a little foreknowledge. So here, in as few words as I can manage, is our story so far:

Penelope worked at Well Thumbed, a shop specializing in rare and obscure books, before Magian Corp, an international conglomerate planning to turn the dark and dusty warren of shelves and vestibules into a bright, airy, and soulless "deliverer of narrative entertainment to the consumer," purchased it. Refusing to be beaten by Marjory, the corporate manager tasked with clearing the clutter and making way for Artsatic, the algorithmic system that would design and stock the new Beryl & Duke store, Penelope put a wicked and decadent plan into place, involving the four young men hired to cart away the old books and her encyclopedic knowledge of erotic fiction.

Her plan worked well — maybe too well — and Penelope was ravished and defiled in the most delicious ways by her acolytes, to be discovered the next morning in a sated and spent tangle of naked limbs on the bookstore floor when Marjory came to assess their progress.

And now, on to the aftermath ...


1. Penelope


"You ruined me," the voice hisses, tense and ragged in my ear. "You ruined Beryl & Duke, you ruined Magian and Artsatic ... but worst of all, you ruined me ..."

I feel fingers grip my collar, and breath hot against my bare neck, and I nearly drop my keys. The pink and green neon light above the alley's entrance hums deep and low, the coiled letters and bright shamrock proclaiming "Lucky Fierce Vibes" throwing strange shadows against the bricks.

"Marjory?" I gasp. I start to turn, but a hand grasps my chin and turns my face roughly toward the brick wall beside the metal door that leads inside.

"Ruined," she growls. Fingers tangle in my hair and push my cheek against the hard bricks. "Whenever I close my eyes, whenever I let my guard slip for just a moment, I see you, sprawled naked on the floor, that smug, satisfied smile on your face ..."

I let out a laugh despite the pain of the brick abrading my skin. If anyone was ruined that morning, when Marjory burst into my little library room after giving those three nice young men and Frank — lean, inked, dangerous Frank — a lesson they would never forget, it was me. They split me open and bent me to their lusts, inflamed by my days spent teasing and tormenting their growing desires. I was playing with perilous toys, and I knew the risks I was taking; and I enjoyed every degrading, disgraceful, disgusting moment of it.

"Shut up!" Marjory shrieks, twisting my hair in her fist. "Shut up, shut up, shut up!"

But I can't shut up; once I start laughing, I can't stop, and the waves course through me, shaking me head to toe. I remember her opening the door to my little alcove the morning after my debauched orgy of delight, the blue-ribboned key rattling in the lock while Marjory called, "Penelope? Kyle? Kevin? Mark? Frank?" And I remember the expression on her face, cycling from confusion to surprise to rage, as she looked on our filthy little tableau: Mark's bare ass striped red from my riding crop, Kyle with a silk-padded handcuff still dangling from his wrist, Kevin curled naked against my hip with his softening cock resting on my calf, Frank grinning up at her with my lipstick smeared across his cheek, and me, shiny with sweat and sticky with cum, utterly annihilated by more climaxes than I could count.

"Shut up!" she yells, pulling my head back as if she plans to smash my face into the wall.

I twist, dropping my keys to the concrete pavement, and take Marjory's face between my hands, pulling her mouth to me for a hard, hot kiss. She pushes back, writhing like a serpent, struggling against me, and then collapses with a sob, surrendering at last to my probing tongue.


2. Marjory


Penelope drags me through the door and up a narrow flight of stairs toward a red light burning above us; I stumble after her, weak-kneed and wobbly, my head still spinning from her kiss. It's like she sucked all the oxygen from my lungs, leaving me to float weightless in a tingling void.

When I stumbled into her secret room that morning and found the five of them reposing in their filth, I immediately dismissed the lot of them and thought sure that I was rid of her pernicious stain forever. But soon after Beryl & Duke opened, the wicked rot she had sown deep in the system began to tarnish the gleaming chrome and polished marble of the future, and my nightmare truly began.

Her job with Magian, winding down Well Thumbed, should have been simple and brief. She was to oversee the men we hired to clean out that old dump on the night shift — three college boys with the brains and demeanor of golden retriever puppies, and one would-be Beatnik festooned with tattoos — while entering the order lists and sales records into the database that would drive Artsatic's algorithms. The dream of Artsatic was the dream of the future: clean and efficient, driven by data and desirous only of greater and greater profit, Artsatic would design Beryl & Duke's shelves and layout to optimize sales, and order only the books and related items guaranteed to fly out the door. With no human judgment to sully its perfect logic, Artsatic would not only respond to sales trends in the blink of an eye, it would eventually come to drive those trends itself, shaping the desires of the frail and malleable creatures whose pockets it endeavoured to empty.

The first four sections the algorithm chose to stock — Modern Wisdom Traditions, Speculative Experiences, Inspirational Lunch Recipes, Boy Wizard School Adventures — were strong sellers in the opening weeks. Then the Inspirational Lunch Recipes were replaced with Colorful Cosmetic Strategies, and sales went even higher. All I had to do was open the boxes of books that arrived and throw them on the shelves; the advertisements that Artsatic composed and distributed did the rest. It was the perfect test of Magian Corp's vision of a human-free future.

But then the box of Feral Fetid Dreams books arrived, packed with lurid paperbacks with titles like "Hotwife Menagerie" and "I Was a Teenage Hucow." I immediately called the corporate offices, but of course, there was no person to answer the phone, just a dizzying maze of recorded voices and repetitive song loops designed to make me give up in an hour or so with a pounding headache. I dutifully put the books out, and they sold, but I could feel the character of Beryl & Duke, and of our customers, taking a subtle turn.

And they kept coming, and coming, and coming (no pun intended). Adventures in Modern Cuckoldry, Monstrously Mythical Menages, Frolicsome Freeuse Fantasies, Swinging as Sport and Pastime. A hundred copies of "Diddled by the Dinosaurs," and then twice as many of its sequel, "My Slutty Saurean Slavemaster." They flew out the doors (in plain brown wrappers that I kept stacked by the self-checkout kiosks) as Beryl & Duke gained a reputation for being the finest purveyor of smut for a hundred miles around.

As I shelved the latest shipment of "Naughty Nannies" and "The Cuck's Surprise," my eyes blurry from another sleepless night haunted by erotic nightmares inspired by the books Artsatic kept sending to the store, it dawned on me that somehow Penelope, that strange and conniving and thoroughly depraved monster, was having her revenge.

And if I was ever going to sleep again, I would have to have mine.

"How did you do it?" I demand as she drags me down a brightly lit hallway, the walls gleaming white.

She pushes open a glass door and pulls me into a dark room lit only by a single, slender tube of magenta neon that encircles the ceiling, then shoves me against a bar stool that I can see only dimly. I struggle to keep my footing, and blink against the colorful lights that suddenly blaze to life across a chrome and glass bar in front of the stool.

"Do what?" Penelope asks. She's walking around to the other side of the bar, standing between me and glass shelves stacked with ornate bottles and gleaming cups. In my dazzled state, I can make out only the shape of her crown of raven hair and the crimson sheen of her gown.

"You know what," I spit, scrambling up onto the stool and resting my hands on the bar. "Your revenge."

She turns her back to me and reaches for a bottle on a high shelf; I hear a faint chuckle from her, and then she turns to face me again and sets a tall, narrow, black bottle on top of the bar with a decisive thud. Two handle-less silver cups appear in her hands when she reaches below the bar, and she begins to pour a silvery liquid from the bottle.

"I'm sure I have no idea what you're talking about," Penelope says, raising a cup to her lips. My eyes are beginning to adjust to the gleam, and I can see her lips are turned into a wicked, mocking grin, her dark eyes flashing.

"You know exactly what I'm talking about," I hiss. "You turned the algorithm against me, you poisoned Artsatic with your vile filth, you transformed Beryl & Duke into a den of dirty, dirty smut."

"Oh, it worked?" she says, and suddenly lets out a loud laugh. "Holy god, it actually worked? Your computers are dumber than I had imagined, and I imagined them to be quite spectacularly witless!"


3. Penelope


The sake slides down my throat as smooth as silk and as cold as ice, and I can't help but shudder as its glow permeates my limbs. It's a special Hakkaisan snow-aged bottle, brought back from Japan in the bartender Josie's luggage and served only on the most special of occasions; I consider this fortuitous meeting with my old nemesis Marjory to be quite special, and I'm sure Josie will forgive me my chutzpah in pulling it down from the high shelf.

"And you just kept unpacking the books and putting them out?" I say after Marjory has given me her tale of woe about her suffering at the whims of a suddenly, freakishly, horny algorithm. "You never thought to just say 'no'?"

"I ... how could I say 'no'?" she whines. Her blonde hair is disheveled, as if she's spent weeks running her hands through it in distress, and her eyes are red and puffy as if they haven't seen dreams — natural dreams, that is — in months. Her fingers tremble against the cup of sake, and a little dribbles down her chin when she sips; I'm tempted to lean across the bar and drag my tongue across her lips to sample the way the sake's flavors are made richer by the heat of her skin, but I'll save that pleasure for later.

"You say 'no,'" I say, leaning across the bar and cradling her chin in my palm, "by saying 'no,' Marjory. It's not that hard."

Her lip quivers, and I can see tears shimmering in the corners of her limpid blue eyes. My tongue darts out from my mouth, and it's all I can do to resist the lure of her pale lips, her silken hair, her smooth skin. Normally I prefer men, but Marjory is surely tempting me tonight. I blame Yoshiya's "Flower Tales," which has been the Story Hour selection this week. That, and Marjory's quivering lip.

"But the algorithm," she says with a sniffle. "That was the plan, the algorithm would decide, and I would trust it."

"Did it give you a safe word?"

"A ... a what?"

"A safe word," I say again. My fingers tighten on her cheeks and I pull her face closer to me, leaning down so our noses are nearly touching. "So you could revoke your consent without any doubt."

"I ... nothing like that," Marjory says. "There were terms and conditions ..."

I laugh and put a finger under her chin, tilting her face toward mine. Her pale lips are soft, and they glisten wetly in the blue and yellow lights from the bar.

"Did you read the terms and conditions?" I ask. "Including the part where you agree to binding arbitration and are forbidden from suing Magian Corp even in the case of dismemberment or death?"

"I ... what ... who actually reads the terms ..."

"I do," I say, then press my lips hard against hers. She lets out a gasp, but opens her mouth so my tongue can seek the flavor of sake warmed behind her teeth.


4. Marjory


"Our safe word," Penelope says when she pulls her mouth away from mine, "will be 'yellow rose'; can you say that?"

"Say what?"

My head is spinning again; if I weren't sitting, I would certainly be falling. The combination of the cold sake and Penelope's hot tongue is too much for me.

"'Yellow rose,'" Penelope repeats. "Say it. 'Yellow rose.'"

"Yellow rose," I whisper.

Penelope lets go of me and spins on her heel, then moves around the bar to the rustle of her silk dress. I tremble in my seat as she approaches me, a haughty gaze fixing me in place like a lepidopterist's pin through my thorax.

"If you can't say 'no,'" Penelope says as she grips my shoulders and pulls me to my feet, "can you even say 'yes'?"

"Yes," I say with a sigh, and I press my face into her shoulder. Her red dress is soft and smooth against my cheek, and I can feel her heat rising through the thin material. "Yes, yes, I can ..."

#

Penelope guides me down the hall away from the bar, her arms around my back while I lock my hands behind her neck, my mouth seeking the warmth of her throat. There are doors on either side of the passageway, all identical, all closed; the only light is thrown by a dim yellow bulb far down at the hallway's end. Penelope suddenly stops beside one of the doors and presses her hip to some hidden latch in the smooth surface, and with a swishing sound it swings open and I tumble inside, tripping over a low table and landing on a plush velvet chaise.

"What will you say 'yes' to, Marjory," Penelope whispers in my ear. She stretches out on top of me, pinning me to the chaise, and I can feel her stiff nipples through the thin fabric of her dress. "What wicked, filthy dreams have brought you to this place?"

I open my mouth to answer, but only a plaintive sigh comes out. What can Penelope, wicked Penelope, know of the dreams that have been haunting me since the algorithm began its lusty reign of terror?

It started before Artsatic went off the rails, of course; when I walked into the aftermath of Penelope's orgy and saw the tangled, sated bodies on the floor like a kinky crime scene, the door to some dark chamber in my mind suddenly flew open. As much as the thought disgusted me, I couldn't help but imagine myself at the mercy of those four hungry, beastly men, perhaps presided over by Penelope in the role of lion tamer, a cruel whip gripped in her delicate fingers. In unguarded moments, while I unpacked boxes and stacked books on Beryl & Duke's pristine shelves, the image came back to me, each time growing more urgent, more enticing, more delightful.

Then the filthy books began to appear, with their bright and lurid covers: the buxom women falling out of their too-tight gowns, the shirtless men shining with sweat, the couples locked in hungry embraces. At first it was just a shelf or two, and I could avoid walking past them as I tended to the business of keeping Beryl & Duke humming along, but over time, the balance shifted, and soon I was surrounded by leering, lust-filled depictions of the most shameless debauchery.

The images invaded my dreams at night. I was chased through dark mazes by minotaurs sporting turgid, weeping cocks; I was passed hand to hand by broad-chested, tattooed men who had their wicked way with me; I roamed Beryl & Duke in broad daylight, naked and ashamed, trying to no avail to hide behind the shelves and stacks of books while customers pointed and laughed at my nudity. I woke exhausted, sore, and, all too often, aroused.

I tried everything to reclaim the tranquility of the night, starting with delicate teas and lavender sachets, and progressing to nightcaps of warm brandy, sleeping pills that promised perfect oblivion, and, to quell my brazen libido, desperate self love. It was the latter that brought me to Lucky Fierce Vibes and, by surprise, Penelope.

There was an article in the Sunday paper about Lucky Fierce Vibes, the sex toy and sake boutique that had just opened in the city's trendy warehouse district. It promised an atmosphere of welcoming curiosity and an array of devices sure to tickle the most devilishly difficult of fancies. When I visited their website, and saw all the implements on display, I knew I had to pay them a call. I had my eye on a little rose-shaped device that promised to tickle and tease its user to the heights of pleasure, and I pictured myself falling into careless insensibility while it tumbled from my languid fingers.

Just inside the door, at the top of the stairs that led to the sake bar, I saw a poster advertising "Dreadful Penny's Saturday Story Time." A photograph of a woman wearing a feathered headdress and tight sequined gown with a plunging neckline illustrated the poster, and for a moment I felt like I had fallen into a waking dream: it was her, the woman who launched my living nightmare of lust and confusion. A puzzle piece in my mind snapped into place at that moment.

"Cat got your tongue, Marjory?"

I startle at the sound of her voice, her warm, soft lips against my ears bringing me back to the present. Her fingers, long and nimble, are dancing up my thigh, making their way under my skirt. I stiffen, my skin tingling at her touch, and for a moment I consider gasping, "Yellow rose!" and running away from Lucky Fierce Vibes and into the dark night outside.

"If you don't tell me what you want," Penelope hisses, "then I'm going to take what I want. And what I want is this ..."

One finger slips up the leg of my plain cotton panties, tickling its way through the tangled thatch between my thighs, and I let out a moan when she discovers the proof of my arousal, hot and wet on her fingertips.


5. Penelope


My jaw is still a little sore from dining on Marjory's sumptuous delights last night, and I'm worried that Dreadful Penny is going to slur her words during today's story time. I select a costume that will distract from any mumbling and stammering that might otherwise mar the delivery: high shiny boots that rise above my knees, little red satin panties, a tight black and red bustier that offers my breasts up as if on a platter, and red satin gloves that stretch from my fingertips to my elbows. Some people come for the stories, but I suspect most of my audience is there for the show.

Lucky Fierce Vibes has been a godsend for me, letting me flourish more than even my little chamber of delights at Well Thumbed would allow. When Magian Corp bought out the bookshop, I was left with a few boxes of books I had salvaged from the wreckage, my threadbare red chaise longue, and the gilded mirror that hung on the ceiling. Those were the core around which I have built a glorious collection of treasures for exploring the limits of human desire.

I have two chambers to curate now, thanks to Lucky Fierce Vibes. The first is a vestibule off the main showroom, where the shop's wares are on display on chrome and glass shelves: colorful dongs of all shapes and sizes, sleek vibrators that glisten in the warm light, harnesses with complex webs of buckles and straps, little boxes holding mysterious devices that promise (and deliver!) ecstasy without bounds. In my little room, arrayed on clean white shelves, are books designed to tickle the biggest sex organ of them all, the brain.

I have the classics, of course — "The Story of O," "Delta of Venus," "A Man and a Maid," "Venus in Furs." But newer books that catch my fancy have a place here, too, stories of weddings that devolve into orgies, of suburban cul-de-sacs that harbor secret sex clubs, of sororities that initiate their members into the sisterhood of domination and submission. My only criteria is that they be passionate, and daring, and a little bit dangerous.

And once a week, for a fee, customers can join me in the room beyond the little vestibule to explore stories together in greater depth. The story room is a sumptuous and decadent den of velvet cushions and satin drapes, high mahogany bookshelves lit by golden baroque lamps, with my gilded mirror hanging above it all. My audience array themselves on the pillows and carpets before my throne-like seat, couples and throuples and curious singles, and attend with rapt interest to my selections.

Sometimes, I choose something subtle and sweet, like Yoshiya's dreamlike tales of unrequited, pining love between women in a cruel and unforgiving society. Other times, I select stories that are almost too nasty to relay: gangbangs in pinball arcades, bondage in a pirate king's bed, holiday bazaars gone dangerously, deliciously wrong.

Today I've chosen something on the nasty side, a story about a woman who flees her lover's bed when his wife makes a surprise appearance. She wanders half-naked through the city, lost in a maze of alleyways and deserted wharfs, finally stumbling into a tavern where she hopes to find a ride back to safer, more familiar streets. And she gets a ride, a hard and dirty ride, passed roughly from man to sweaty, lustful man in that dank and dirty bar.

I'm just about to the part of the story where the bartender rips the heroine's blouse open, sending buttons clattering across the floor. My audience — a half dozen today, three couples curled up together on the cushions before me, kissing and giggling, hands running over disheveled clothing, fingers slipping between buttons and under shirts — seems appreciative enough, and they certainly don't notice that my tongue is too tired to articulate all the words correctly.

"'Her nipples stood stiff and sharp in the cold, dank air,'" I read, "'aching for the bartender's callused fingers to caress them.'"

When I lick the tip of my gloved finger and reach to turn the page, I hear the squeal of the door's hinges behind me and turn to see Marjory stepping briskly into my den, her jaw set with determination. She's wearing a white cotton blouse and navy skirt, with her blonde hair pulled back in a ponytail; she's holding a rolled up magazine in her fist.

"I know what I want," she states, standing between me and my audience. I glance around her hip to assess the reaction of the couples on the cushions: an annoyed roll of the eyes from one, a lingering glance up and down Marjory's backside from others, a couple of knowing grins.

"That's lovely, Marjory," I say, finishing the turn of my page while holding her eyes with mine. "But right now, I'm engaged in some important work. Can this wait until we're finished here?"

"Oh," she says, looking over her shoulder at the people arrayed behind her. I can see a rosy tint of color rising on her throat. "Oh, yes, sorry ..."

"Have a seat, Marjory," I say, motioning with my book toward the cushions. "We're just getting to the good part."


6. Marjory


Acouple on the cushions slide over, and the man pats the pillow beside him in invitation. I slowly lower myself to the floor, smoothing my skirt across my lap, and hold my rolled-up treasure tightly in my fists. Penelope looks at me over her pages, a wry smile on her lips, then begins reading again.

She looks terrifying and beautiful seated on her throne, her black hair wound in a braided coil around her head and her body resembling an iron trap ready to be sprung. The red and black bustier buckled about her torso barely covers her nipples with a delicate fringe of lace, and she has one bare foot propped on the edge of her seat, an empty black boot lying against the chair's scrolled leg. I can see the smooth front of her red satin panties shadowed by her leg, and my mouth suddenly waters at the memory of her delicate flavors.

Last night, when I was slow to answer with what I wanted, Penelope had taken her own desire by peeling my sopping panties down my legs and burying her face between my thighs. Miracle of miracles, it turned out that was my desire, too, and I met her questing tongue with raised hips and an arched back. Penelope devoured me, leaving no meat at all clinging to my bones when she was through with me, and I was more than happy to return the favor, feasting for the first time on a woman's taste. If I had known before how rich and heady that meal would be, and how much pleasure I could derive from my lover's pleasure, I would have sampled those pungent streams long ago.

What would her audience think, I wondered, if I were to crawl across the floor right now and drag my tongue across that satin barrier between my mouth and Penelope's pussy? I close my eyes and take in a deep breath; I swear I can smell her arousal, the sharp tang and deep musk that is imprinted forever on my memory. My mouth waters, recalling the way her delicate folds felt against my lips, the way her pulsing clit rolled against my tongue as I lapped at her like a cat with a bowl of cream. I feel a deep, aching need in the depths of my cunt, stronger than any desire I've ever felt.

So strong, in fact, that it takes me a few minutes to realize that the couple beside me is no longer simply sitting in rapt attention to Penelope's story. I notice movement out of the corner of my eye, and when I glance to my left, it's all I can do not to cry out in surprise. The man's trousers are bunched at his ankles, and the woman has turned to face his feet, her hand wrapped around his throbbing erection while her cheek rests against his thigh, intently watching her fingers move up and down the length of his shaft.

"'She started to cry out,'" Penelope reads, "'when the brutish bartender's fingers plunged between her legs, but her shout was stifled by the thick, stout cock of the man to her left suddenly pushing between her lips.'"

With a gasp of surprise, I shift myself away from the couple to my left, only to bump against the woman to my right, who stretches wide against the pillows with her head thrown back and her knees lifted up. Her lover lies between her legs, pushing her skirt up past her belly, and I can hear the wet, slurping sounds his mouth makes as he laps at her cunt.

"'Every thrust of the bartender's hips against her made the stars behind her eyes flash brilliant shades of angry orange,'" Penelope reads, "'and she moaned loudly around the other stranger's pungent cock. The more their attention disgusted her, the more she felt herself aroused.'"

I slide backward, scrambling to sit as high on the cushions as I can, glancing first to my left, where the woman is now swallowing her man's cock as deep into her mouth as it will go, then to my right, where the woman writhes in shameless ecstasy beneath her lover's tongue. So much like Penelope's expression last night, I can't help but think when I look at the stranger's face, eyes closed and mouth slack, and I need to press my knees together to quell the pulsing ache at my core. I look across the room at Penelope, seated haughtily upon her throne; she flexes her bare toes and grins over her book at me, then runs her tongue across her plump red lips. I can't help but shiver.

"'No sooner had the bartender released his seed in a hot, fetid flood deep into her cunt,'" Penelope reads, drawing out the "u" in cunt like it's the tastiest vowel in the English language, "'than another man bumped him away with his hip and took his place before her pussy could clamp itself shut. His cock was longer, thicker, stiffer, and it reached depths she didn't know existed behind her delicate coral lips.'"


7. Penelope


Marjory's panties are so wet, it's almost as if they're not there at all; I can imagine them dissolving away under my touch as my palm presses into the heat between her legs. She moans and trembles, arms thrown around my neck, and grinds herself against my hand.

"Oh fuck," she groans into my ear as my thumb strokes her pulsing nub through the thin cotton. "I ... I didn't know they would be ..."

"My audiences enjoy my stories," I say. I have her pressed against one of the high bookcases on the wall, and she lifts a leg to let my fingers wander freely across her cotton-covered cunt. "That was relatively tame, actually; you should have seen all the fucking when I read them 'The Autobiography of a Flea.'"

When I push the crotch of her panties to the side, Marjory arches her back and pushes against me. Her hungry cunt swallows my fingers and her tongue pushes into my mouth. I feel her channel pulsing around my digits.

The three couples at my story time today were regulars, and I think they were especially enthusiastic to put on a good show for a newcomer. Usually, they're content with a little mutual masturbation, lazily stroking themselves and each other as I narrate my tawdry little tales. Today, they were such a wanton tangle of limbs and cocks and cunts that it was all I could do to keep my eyes on my page and my ass on my chair; watching Marjory tremble in terror and arousal, surrounded by naked, writhing bodies, made all my skin tingle with desire.

"You need to show me what you've brought," I say, letting my fingers slip from her slippery sheath, "or you don't get to come."

Marjory sighs in frustration. She pushes her hips against me, and I can feel her heat through my satin panties. I let her grind against my thigh for a moment, then spin her around and bend her double, head against the chaise nestled beside the bookcase, lifting her skirt for a view of her pretty ass. My hand comes down on her flesh with a sharp smack, and she lets out a gasping cry.

"Show me," I say.

Marjory grunts and slides to the floor, then crawls on her hands and knees to the cushions. She retrieves the rolled up magazine she abandoned at the end of my story and holds it up to me.

"This is mine," I say as I take it from her. On the cover is a drawing of a woman in a tattered body suit and knee-high boots, lying back on one elbow with a black three-cornered hat covering her crotch. Tiny people walk on her legs and try to peer around the hat as she chews her thumb with a look of saucy distress on her face.

"I thought so," Marjory says. "I found it when the construction crew was taking down the walls inside Beryl & Duke. I don't know why I kept it."

I smile and flip through the pages. It's Milo Manara's "Gullivera," an erotic retelling of "Gulliver's Travels." It was one of my favorites for a while, and I jilled off many times to fantasies of having miniature people climbing on my naked body while looking at the exquisite drawings of Gullivera in distress.

"This is what I want," Marjory says, going up on her knees and pointing to a page that shows Gullivera tied down with ropes on a beach. She flips the page and her finger lingers on a panel in which the naked giantess arches her back, bush thrust toward the sky, while her captors struggle to keep her bound.

"I want to be tied down and struggling," she says, her voice going deep and husky, "helpless and exposed, powerless to resist."

"Interesting," I say. I grasp the finger that's pointing at the page and twist her hand back until the magazine drops to the cushions. "And what acts are you powerless to resist?"

"All of them," she gasps. Her arm tenses as she tries to free her hand, and I use my leverage to twist it behind her back. Marjory grits her teeth, then says, "I want hands and mouths and cocks all over me, groping and pinching, squeezing and stroking, and there's nothing I can do but surrender."

"But you don't surrender without a fight," I say, leaning over her. She tenses again, struggling against my hold; color rushes to her cheeks.

"Yes," she gasps. "Yes, the struggle ... the struggle is important ..."

I apply more pressure, pulling her into a crouch. Her free hand flails, slapping against my thigh.

"Do you remember your word from last night?" I say, leaning down so my lips are close to her ear. "'Yellow rose'?"

She nods through gritted teeth, and I see tears glistening at the corners of her eyes.

"Yes, I do," she says, "but I'm not going to say it."


8. Marjory


"I'm going to give you what you want," Penelope hisses in my ear, "but when I want to."

She gives me a sudden shove, releasing the arm she has twisted behind my back, and I stumble across the floor, tripping onto the cushions where I had witnessed her story time orgy. I let out a cry as I fall into the pillows, still pungent with the smell of sex, and roll onto my side, gasping like a fish plucked from the water. Penelope marches across the room, her boot heels clicking and my rolled-up magazine slapping against her thigh, and seats herself beside a small writing desk piled high with books, one leg crossed over the other.

"There are things we'll need," she says, opening a drawer in the table to remove a small blue notebook and yellow pencil. "And people, of course. This request of yours is no small undertaking, no scenario I can whip up out of thin air."

She starts scribbling in the notebook, her head bent in concentration. A lock of her carefully braided hair falls loose, hanging against her cheek, and I'm reminded of the scene I stumbled on that morning: Penelope lying naked on the floor, skin shining with sweat, surrounded by the bodies of her four lovers. Her hair was a tangled, sweaty mess, strands plastered to her cheeks and forehead, and she had a look of triumph on her face when I stood gasping in the doorway.

Gasping and, I realize now but did not then, supremely aroused.

She pauses, lets out a laugh, and shakes her head as if amused by her own witty joke. After a few more jots on the page, Penelope rips it free of the notebook and dangles the ragged-edged paper before me. I crawl toward her across the pillows, favoring my aching shoulder and trying to avoid a cooling puddle of love's essence cooling on the carpet.

"Take this to Ronda," Penelope says when I snatch the page from her fingers. "Tell her it's for my special project."

She tosses the magazine down to me, and it flutters open beside me to a full-page drawing of Gullivera spread out on the sand, wearing nothing but a tattered Union Jack shirt, ropes binding her to the ground. I've stared at this picture so many times I know every stroke of the pen, every shadow Gullivera's curves cast, every tangle of her long brown curls fanned out beneath her head. She looks strangely at peace, before her struggles against her bindings have begun, and I take a deep breath, trying to attain that repose despite my pounding heart.

#

"You must have been a very bad girl," says the petite woman in the short, shiny, silver dress and neon-green bobbed wig when she looks over Penelope's list. Then she looks up at me, her green-painted lips twisted into a wicked grin. "Or a very good girl. Which is it?"

"Um ... bad, I think," I say, shivering a little.

I have a sudden urge to run away, to flee to the safety of my life before I stumbled onto the aftermath of Penelope's midnight debauch, and before Artsatic was poisoned by Penelope's wicked books. But of course, that safety no longer exists, and I've let myself be pulled even deeper into her bawdy web of lust and lechery.

What did I think would happen when I approached Penelope in the dark alley just last night? How did I imagine I would take my vengeance for the images of sensual gluttony that crowded my mind? Did I think that somehow I could force her to turn them off and set me free, that she possessed a sort of switch that controlled my fantasies?

Because, it seems, Penelope does have a switch of sorts, but it's not the switch I imagined. The tawdry fantasies that arrive at Beryl & Duke every day, packed into cardboard boxes and arrayed across the store's sterile white shelves — cheating wives with balloon-like breasts, bare-chested bulls leering hungrily at their conquests, willing cucks and naughty queens — have all been pushed aside to make room for darker dreams. These fantasies of ropes and straps, of surrender to a lust-filled horde let loose to swarm over my helpless but hungry body: were they always lurking in the unexplored and fetid depths of my own brain, or has Penelope somehow smuggled them into my skull?

The woman — Ronda — laughs and shakes her head. The lights above the shelves of dongs and dildos sparkle across her dress, throwing glittering rainbows as her body wiggles with mirth. My mouth goes dry, but I feel a sudden heat and dampness between my legs.

"Come with me, then," she says, reaching for my hand and pulling me toward a door tucked between the displays. "We need to do some fittings if this is going to work. I don't think we've sold an anal hook in over a year!"

I let out a little gasp of fright, but let her guide me into a dark room with walls crowded with implements of gleaming steel and shining leather.


9. Penelope


"Who is this?" demands the voice on the other end of the call: gruff, deep, and masculine, it's a voice I haven't heard in months except in my dreams. In my filthiest, most depraved dreams ...

"Penelope," I say, trying to keep my own voice steady and decisive. Just imagining the man from which that voice issues — the dark hair, the lean muscles, the garden of tattooed vines and flowers that climbed from his thighs to his chest — makes me quiver.

"Penelope," he says, his voice dropping even further in pitch, its tone like sticky sweet honey coating a razor-sharp blade. "Penelope ... my dime-store dominatrix. What can I do for you, Penelope? Do you have more books you want me to tote?"

I close my eyes and set my jaw. I remember when he called me that — a "dime-store dominatrix" — the night of my orgy. He had thrown me off my game, set me onto my back foot with his mocking tone; the other men, the clean-cut college boys I had spent the week quietly corrupting and turning to my will, had groveled and begged when I took my crop and cuffs to them, but not Frank. He had turned the scene against me, seizing my body in his fist before I had time to bring him to heel, and it took all my strength to regain the upper hand.

"No," I say, "I have a cunt that needs to be filled."

There's a moment of silence, and I can hear the sharp intake of breath. Who's on their back foot now? I think, running my tongue across my lips.

"That might be something I can help with," Frank says at last, his voice more sticky than sharp now. "I think I've filled that cunt before and did a good job of it."

"Not my cunt," I say, though I would like very much for him to fill me again if we get the chance. "Marjory's."

Another beat of puzzled silence delays Frank's response, and I let myself smile.

"Marjory," he says at last. "The blonde ... buttoned up tight as a nun's snatch, but with a hungry gleam in her eye ..."

"That's the one," I say. "I need some help unbuttoning her. But also with tying her down — she's become a wriggly little thing who just won't sit still without some help."

"I see ..."

"Do you think you're up to the challenge?"

"I might be," he says, and I can hear the gleeful twist of his lips as he speaks. "Do you have enough rope?"


10. Marjory


I've been pacing up and down the hallway between my bedroom and the bathroom for an hour, my stomach twisted into a nervous knot and my pussy throbbing in anticipation. It's been two days since Ronda fitted me for the studded leather cuffs that will wrap my wrists and ankles, the silver chains that will hold my breasts, and the rose-shaped silicon gag for my mouth, and all I can think about is how I will finally have a chance to exorcise the demons that have been tormenting me.

Exorcise ... or exercise? A naughty smile curls my lips as I imagine the delights that Penelope has promised. I went to visit her again last night at Lucky Fierce Vibes so we could go over the final details before my coming ordeal.

"No panties," Penelope hissed, suddenly pushing a hand up under my skirt and roughly pushing my panties aside. "And shave this," she said, twisting her fingers in my tangled blonde bush and giving a sharp tug that made tears sting my eyes.

"All of it?" I asked, trying not to whimper. The pain was sharp, but when she loosened her grip, the warm glow of release made me sigh.

"I want you as smooth as a porcelain doll," she said, tugging my hair again until I gasped and then gently running a thumb across my engorged clit.

And I am smooth now, slippery and slick. As soon as I got back to my apartment, I lathered my bush with lavender soap and took a razor to it, sipping a chilled glass of white wine to steady my trembling fingers as I crouched in the bathtub. I dragged the razor across my legs as well, and under my arms, only nicking my knee a little bit so a thin trickle of blood spiraled down the drain. And when I raised my tingling mound to the faucet, feet braced against the tiled walls, and let the water pour hot and hard against my sensitive flesh, I came with a roaring gasp that certainly must have reverberated through the entire building and startled my neighbors from their sleep.

"And no supper," Penelope said. "I want you hungry when you get here tomorrow night; I want to hear your belly growl, because we're going to fill you with delightful treats until you're satisfied beyond measure."

As if I could eat anything at all, with my stomach so knotted! I have to pause in my anxious pacing and lean against the bedroom door, pressing my forehead against the cool, smooth wood; the mere thought of food makes me want to throw up.

"What will you do to me?" I asked Penelope, leaning against her while her fingers continued to stroke and probe between my legs. I raised a leg, hooking my knee against her hip, so she could slip a finger into my sopping channel.

"Whatever we want to do," she said, grabbing a handful of hair from the back of my head and yanking so she could press her lips against my throat. I groaned and pushed against her.

"Everything ..." she mouthed against my neck, her teeth grazing my collarbone as she pulled my hair. "Everything ..."

I put my hand against the back of my head, recalling the burn of my scalp from last night. It felt like a promise of so much more to come. My skin tingles in anticipation even as my heart races with delicious terror.

Everything ...

Whatever we want ...

My phone rumbles from the kitchen, the klaxon squawk of the alarm I set so I'd be on time for my torment. My knees almost buckle beneath me as I push back from the bedroom door, and I take unsteady steps toward the front door, refusing to look back over my shoulder at the safe, quiet, controlled life that I'm leaving behind.


11. Penelope


Ipace back and forth across the room, nervously checking and re-checking the straps and ropes hanging from the ceiling, the padded dais raised at the room's center, the waist-high black box filled with playthings, even though I've checked it all a dozen times already. My heart races and my mouth feels dry; not since that night in the ruins of my chambers in Well Thumbed, when I lured Frank and the three sweet college boys to my lair, have I felt anything approaching this nearly crippling stage fright. I clutch the black silk kimono draped over my shoulders to my throat and shiver, but not from chilly air.

This space isn't my usual lair for my intimate Dreadful Penny's Story Time, with its sumptuous curtains and plush cushions and shelves of books. In this large, open room, located upstairs from the bar and dildo shop, Lucky Fierce Vibes offers occasional lectures, demonstrations of bondage techniques, and exhibitions and auctions of erotic art. Every other time I've been here, it's been set up with rows of chairs, a raised lectern, and a screen displaying slides for a lecture on the function of the clitoris, or aquatic themes in classical Japanese erotica, or advanced techniques in shibari suspension knots: all fascinating, and highly valuable in understanding the wrinkles of human sexuality, but generally a bit on the dry side.

There's nothing dry about the silk slings suspended from the ceiling, the wicker basket beside the dais full of riding crops, and the coils of colorful rope hanging from hooks on the screens surrounding the dais. And there's certainly nothing dry about the sensation between my legs as I imagine how all of this kit and tackle will be employed on Marjory's quivering flesh. With the dimmed lights and the scent of sandalwood and honeysuckle from the incense sticks burning on the tables flanking the dais, this otherwise antiseptic space is a dizzying treat for the senses.

"So where's the cunt that needs unbuttoning?"

I startle when I hear the voice from the doorway, deep and indulgent, and turn to see Frank stepping into the space. He's wearing a plain white t-shirt, stretched taught across his shoulders, black jeans that hug his hips and ass, and a pair of black leather boots with silver buckles at the ankles. Just a hint of the roses inked across his body pokes up from his collar, and the rich green tendrils of thorny vines circle his arms below the short sleeves.

I resist the urge to run to him and let him take me in his arms; there will be time for that later, I hope, once we've given Marjory the lesson she deserves.

"You're vulgar," I say, crossing my arms across my chest and cocking my head at him. "Have you no sense of decorum?"

"None whatsoever," he says, closing the distance between us with a pair of steps that echo off the high ceiling. He looms above me with a hungry smile on his face and a wicked glimmer in his dark eyes. "But I thought we'd already established that. 'All I ask of life,'" he says, quoting from Henry Miller's "The Tropic of Cancer," "'is a bunch of books, a bunch of dreams, and a bunch of cunt.'"

I laugh, remembering that quotation from my night of debauchery in my old Well Thumbed haunt.

"There aren't a lot of books in this space," I say, gesturing at the quite book-free space around us.

"Maybe not," Frank says, leaning closer, "but I think there's plenty of dreams and cunt here."

His hand is suddenly reaching under the short skirt of my kimono, pressing flat against the satin fabric between my legs. I let out a gasp, though I shouldn't be surprised that this is how Frank chooses to greet me; it's how he met me the last time we were together. His other hand slips beneath the collar of my robe, finding the delicate red lace that covers my breasts.

"Vulgar," I repeat, melting a little under his touches, "but eloquent. Did you bring the help I asked for?"

He chuckles — deep and gravelly — then leans down until his lips are hovering an inch above mine. I can feel the heat radiating through the thin fabric stretched taut across his chest.

"I really don't need help," he says, "but since you insisted ..."

The hand caressing my panties suddenly rises above his head, leaving me aching for his touch, and he snaps his fingers in the air before bringing his lips against mine for a bruisingly ardent kiss that makes my knees tremble.


12. Marjory


Itake the stairs from the bar to the upstairs lecture space two at a time, breathless and flushed. The traffic between my apartment and Lucky Fierce Vibes was heavier than I had planned, and the rideshare driver I hailed apparently didn't have the burning need to reach the shop at the end of the warehouse district alley that I did. I suppose I could have told him, "I need to get there fast so my body can be ravaged by wicked and gluttonous strangers," but I'm not convinced that would have helped deliver me safely to the neon green sign.

The large, white, windowless door at the top of the stairs is closed. A sign with the Lucky Fierce Vibes green shamrock logo hangs from a hook above the handle: "QUIET PLEASE: Lesson Underway." My throat tightens and my mouth goes dry; this is my last moment to escape, to turn back and sink into my life before Penelope. I could just quit Magian Corp, walk away from Beryl & Duke and the teaming den of smut Artsatic has made of it, pull up stakes and leave town, change my name and disappear ...

"You never thought to just say 'no'?"

Penelope's question rings in my ears and makes my cheeks burn. I realize that I have never once in my life said "no" and really meant it. I could start a brand new life of refusal right here, just outside the door to the lesson Penelope has promised me. I don't need a safe word to free myself; I only need the feet that brought me here.

But just as I have never said "no," I have also never said "yes." I have never wholeheartedly embraced my own desires, nor demanded my own fulfilment. And this whole wild ride with Penelope, from the moment Magian Corp acquired that raggedy old bookshop to this instant on the stairs, is a demand for fulfilment. It is a full-throated, unashamed, desperate cry of "yes"!

With a deep sigh, I slip off my flats, grasp the door handle with as much conviction as I can muster, and stride barefoot and proud into the room.

#

The light on the landing is much brighter than the light in the room, and at first all I see are indistinct shadows. I blink, and my eyes gradually adjust to the dim and flickering illumination cast by candles arrayed about the space.

I see a round, raised dais in the center of the room, draped in a cream-colored cloth that hangs all the way to the floor. Above it, dangling from the ceiling, are silk cords and black ropes; behind it stands a hinged screen covered with painted figures, pale-skinned women lounging on piled cushions beneath a bower of willows.

There are people standing to the side of the dais, three — no, four — men, bare-chested and barefoot in black trousers, with black-feathered, sharp-beaked masks covering their eyes and noses. They stand with their feet apart, hands clasped behind their backs, mouths at rest or turned into the barest of smiles, like waiters at a strange but fancy gala.

To the other side, I see Penelope. She's wearing a short black kimono, the skirt barely reaching her thighs, and she has her raven hair braided and wound about her head with red ribbons. When she sees me, a playfully wicked smile lights her face, and she takes a step toward me on high, clicking heels.

A fifth man steps out of the shadows behind her, also shirtless, but unmasked. A rose garden of tattoos blooms across his chest, red petals and green vines vibrant despite the dim light. I recognize him almost immediately as Frank, one of Penelope's lovers who lay tangled in her arms when I stepped into her little chamber that fateful morning.

Hands are suddenly on my arm, and I stiffen, letting out a gasp. I glance to my side and see that Ronda must have been waiting at the door, wearing a rainbow-striped dress that catches the candles' flickering light, and a green and gold wig shaped into a short bob. Her purple lips part in a smile as she turns me around to face her, and she looks up into my eyes with an expression of welcome that puts me immediately at ease.

"Welcome to your lesson, Marjory," Ronda says. "I do hope you learn a thing or two about yourself."


13. Penelope


Istep behind Marjory, using my heels and my height to tower above her, my kimono sleeve draped across her shoulder.

"You're late," I hiss into Marjory's ear, and she shudders.

"I ... I'm sorry ..." she starts to say, and I clamp a hand over her mouth to silence her.

"Quiet," I say. "From now on, I only want to hear you screaming, groaning, or begging for more."

"Or saying your safe word," Ronda says in a chipper tone, winking at me. I sigh and nod; Ronda lacks my dramatic flair, but she's much better than I am at the nuts and bolts of a scene like this.

"Or saying your safe word," I repeat. "Which is ...?"

"Yellow roses," Marjory whispers in a thin, quavering voice.

"Or," Ronda says, pressing a red rubber ball into Marjory's hand, "if we've got you gagged, or your mouth is otherwise filled, you can give this a squeeze." She wraps her hand around Marjory's fist, and the little ball lets out a loud, plaintive squeak. "If anything is too much, or you just need a breather, let us know and we'll back off."

Marjory nods, her jaw set firmly, but tears glitter in the corners of her eyes. The fingers of the hand not holding the rubber ball flex and stretch at her side, and her chest rises and falls with her breath. She suddenly seems small and fragile, struggling to seem brave; the scent of fear tickles my nose and makes my cunt clench with desire.

"Then let us begin," I say, pulling her chin up with my fingertips so I can place a hard kiss against her trembling lips.

#

The men Frank brought make quick work of stripping Marjory bare, peeling off her blouse and pulling down her skirt with little finesse and no fanfare. She crosses her arms across her chest and presses her thighs together, trying and failing to maintain some modesty; her awkward pose makes my pulse quicken.

"The cuffs," I say over my shoulder, snapping my fingers. One of the men scrambles to the black chest standing beside the dais and retrieves the leather bands, the silver rings attached to them ringing as he hurries back to us.

While two of the men kneel to clasp cuffs around Marjory's ankles and two more pry her arms apart to cuff her wrists, I stand behind her and stroke her golden hair. She trembles beneath my fingers, every muscle tensed, and I can hear her ragged breath as she struggles not to cry out. Her flight response threatens to send her screaming naked into the night, and I can't help but chuckle at the image of Marjory fleeing through the streets wearing nothing but the leather cuffs.

"The rope," I say.

Frank steps behind me and presses the coiled cord against the back of my neck; the fibers are sharp and scratchy, and I shiver all the way to my toes. I turn to face him, and he puts the loose end into my hand, letting his fingers linger against my skin.

One of Frank's assistants pulls Marjory's left arm behind her back, and I thread the rope through one of the rings on the cuff. Then I loop it through the ring on her right wrist cuff and pull tight, until her shoulders draw together and her breasts jut forward, and she lets out a groan.

Frank drops to his knees beside me and draws the rope through the rings on Marjory's ankle cuffs, ratcheting the cord tighter and tighter until her knees buckle and she lets out a shriek. If Frank's masked helpers hadn't been ready to catch her, she would have toppled over on the floor; instead, they let her drop into their waiting hands and drag her toward the dais, where they toss her face down onto the raised platform, grunting with the effort.

I help Frank pull the ropes tighter until Marjory's heels meet her wrists behind her back, and together we wrap the rope around her waist while two of Frank's helpers lift her belly away from the dais. The red rubber ball is still in her hand, held loosely against her palm beneath her curled fingers. Frank deftly fastens a hitch upon the wrapping around Marjory's middle and then reaches above him for the straps dangling from the ceiling.

I kneel down at Marjory's head, taking her cheeks in my hands and turning her to face me. Tears leave wet traces down her cheeks and her lips tremble, but her jaw is set in firm defiance.

I snap my fingers again, motioning toward the black chest, and one of Frank's assistants hurries to retrieve the rose-shaped gag that Ronda fitted for Marjory based on my requirements. I press the bright red silicone flower into her mouth, making sure that it's lodged between her teeth, then pull the strap behind her head and give it a sharp tug. Marjory winces as the gag stretches her lips, and she makes a muffled, moaning noise.

"Are you ready to fly, Marjory?" I ask.


14. Marjory


Ilet out a muffled howl of surprise, and then of terror, when I feel myself rising up from the dais. My shoulders burn as they take the brunt of my weight beneath the taut ropes, and then I spin and swing until my swaying body finds a tenuous equilibrium. When I open my eyes, I see that I'm at least four feet above the dais, probably eight feet above the floor, and my stomach lurches dizzily. I'm on the verge of screaming, "Yellow roses!", but then remember my mouth is stuffed with the rubber rose. I could squeeze the rubber ball in my hand, but I don't really want this to end so quickly.

Six of my tormenters — Penelope, Frank, and the four masked men — walk underneath me, bending their necks back to look at me. I'm suddenly very aware of my nakedness again, my breasts dangling toward the floor and my shaved mound on clear display beneath the rope coiled around my belly. There's nothing I can do to hide myself from their eyes, and they gawk brazenly at my suspended body. I am absolutely helpless, and I feel a strange, tingling pleasure prickle my skin.

Penelope reaches inside a black hinged chest on the floor beside the dais and retrieves a stiff riding crop. She smiles up at me as she slaps the crop against her palm.

"Did you ever have a piñata at your birthday party, Marjory?" she calls up to me. "I never did, but my friend Susie had one every year when we were kids, and it was so much fun to smash it open and scramble for the candy. I wonder, Marjory, are you full of sweets, too?"

She stands on her toes and swings the crop at me, but I'm too far away for her to connect solidly. The tip grazes my knee, stinging just a little bit. Penelope sighs and says to Frank, who has a length of nylon strap belayed about his waist, "Can you lower her a little, please? And maybe give her a push so she swings? I like a little challenge."

Frank grins and takes a step toward me. I hear a gear grind above me, but I can't turn my head to look toward the ceiling, and suddenly I lurch toward the floor. I try to scream despite the gag, but my fall is arrested after only a few inches. Frank grunts and shifts again, and I drop further; when the strap holding me stops my fall, the rope around my middle burns against my belly, and I struggle not to gasp.

I'm low enough now for one of the masked men to reach up and push my knee, and suddenly I'm swinging forward, then back again. He pushes me again, and I spin — the strap holding me must have some sort of swiveling hook — and the room becomes a sickening blur. I close my eyes and moan, no longer sure of up and down.

When Penelope's crop strikes my hip, the blow echoes sharply, and the sudden, sharp pain makes me gasp. I open my eyes and see her pulling her arm back to let another blow fly; I try to twist my body to change the directory of my swing, but it's not enough; she strikes my side, and the pain radiates through my body.

Another blow lands against my shoulder, and I bite hard against the gag — I wasn't expecting to be hit there! When my vision clears, I see one of the masked men looking up at me, a crop in his hand and a leering grin on his lips. He swings again, letting the crop's long neck snap, and I feel a sharp pain across my hip while Penelope's crop strikes my knees with repeated, quick slaps. I groan, then grit my teeth against the burning sting, refusing to give them the pleasure of my muffled vocalizations.

Blows fall from all directions, and it feels as if all six of them have joined in, flicking crops against my naked skin like I'm in the middle of a stinging swarm of wasps. I raise my head as best I can, straining against my bonds, and my shoulders burn with the deep glow of red-hot embers. My teeth grind against the gag, holding back a scream that threatens to explode from my throat.

And then suddenly the blows stop, and I collapse, dangling and twirling like a broken piñata.

"Bring her down," Penelope says, her voice breathy, as if she's just sprinted a mile. "I want to see if we've knocked anything sweet out of her."

I hear the gear above me grind again, and the dais seems to rise up to meet me as I fall. The strap tightens just before I land, making my bones rattle, and then Frank gently lowers me onto the smooth, cream-colored sheet draped across the padded platform.


15. Penelope


When Marjory lands with a thud on the dais, she lets out a groan. I step over to inspect her, finding a subtle hashmark pattern of red stripes on her skin; when I touch the marks with my fingers, I feel their heat, and Marjory lets out a chattering sigh around the red rose between her teeth.

Frank is already removing the hook from the hitch looped on her back, and then loosening the bindings around her waist so her legs can stretch and then fall behind her. Her hands remain bound, though, her shoulder blades pulled together by the rope looped through the cuffs around her wrists. She arches her back, raising her breasts off the dais and craning her neck back.

I reach behind her head and feel for the buckle of the gag tangled in her golden hair. After a few tugs, it comes loose, and I toss it away into the shadows. Marjory lets out a deep groan, spittle flecking her lips and chin now that her lips and jaw can move naturally again.

"How did you like your flight, little bird?" I ask, stepping in front of her. I reach beneath her and grasp her breasts, pressing my palms against her stiff, hot nipples. Marjory lets out a gasp when I pinch the hard little pebbles between my thumb and forefinger.

When she doesn't answer, I wrap my fingers around her chin and turn her head so we can lock eyes. Tears turn the blue of her irises a rich aquamarine, but she holds my gaze defiantly.

"I asked you a question," I say, leaning close enough to her that our noses are nearly touching.

"It was fine," she croaks. "Nice, even. We should do it again."

I raise my hand, ready to strike her burning red flesh, but I feel fingers wrap around my palm, staying my blow. I look to my side and see Ronda, smiling sweetly under her green and gold wig, one hand gripping mine and the other extending an open jar of a fresh-smelling salve. I sigh and let my arm fall, and take the offered jar.

"You're too kind," I whisper, glaring at Ronda as I dip my fingers into the thick, cool cream.

"Kindness is a kind of strength, Penelope," Ronda says, winking at me.

I scoop out a generous dollop of the cream and smear it across Marjory's hashmarked haunches. It's smooth and cold, and smells like honey. She lets out a sigh, writhing and squirming as I spread the salve over the marks we've scattered across her flesh. I pass the jar to Frank, and he joins me in covering Marjory in the sweet-scented cream, then hands the jar to one of the masked men.

Soon all of us are circling Marjory on the dais, hands running all over her exposed skin, making her flesh glisten. She stops fighting against her bindings and relaxes into the ropes, letting the cords hold her weight. I run my fingers over the curve of her ass, unmarked by our rain of blows, and she lets out a long, deep sigh.


16. Marjory


Ifeel like I'm still flying above the dais, even though I can feel the smooth sheet against my breasts. Hands appear from everywhere at once to stroke and caress my body, spreading a cool, rich cream on my tingling skin. My shoulders ache fiercely from the ropes' cruel stretch, but the sharp stings from my tormenters' crops are fading to a pleasant tingle.

Warm hands slide over my ass, and I raise my hips to prolong the touch. Fingers knead the flesh, working the cooling balm deep into my muscles, and I let out a sigh. I press my cheek against the smooth sheet below me and luxuriate in the sensation.

The kneading fingers work lower, gently spreading the globes of my ass and exploring the treasures they reveal. I smile and sigh again; I recognize these fingers, the sure and capable caresses of Penelope's hands, and I relax into her touch. The caresses on the rest of my body continue — firm pressure on my haunches, light tickles across my aching shoulders, fingers sliding under me to tweak my nipples and stroke my breasts — but it's Penelope's fingers, creeping stealthily below my ass, that hold my attention.

"You're opening like a flower, Marjory," I hear Penelope whisper as her hand cups my sex and raises my hips from the dais.

I feel other hands on my legs, bending my knees as the ropes holding my ankles to my wrists go slack, and then guiding me up until I'm kneeling on the dais, my back sloping so my shoulder rests against the sheet. Penelope's hands roam between my legs, spreading warmth and moisture over my bare mound, through my sensitive folds, between my unfolding channel and the puckered bud of my asshole, and I don't know where the soothing salve ends and my own leaking nectar begins.

A finger slides through my delicate lips and into my channel, and I can't help but moan in delight when it strokes the ribbed wall of my vagina. I open eagerly to the intrusion, welcoming Penelope's finger to explore more deeply. A second finger joins the first, spreading me delightfully, while a thumb presses against the pulsing nub of my clit.

"Is this the attention you were hoping for?" Penelope asks.

I can feel her breath against the small of my back, and then her warm lips brushing the curve of my ass. I push back against her mouth as best I can, my movements hampered by the rope binding my hands to my back, and I feel her teeth gently graze my sensitive skin. Her thumb presses more firmly into my clit, turning the bundle of throbbing nerves in a slow, dreamy circle, and a shudder courses through my body.

"Yes," I moan, closing my eyes and letting the waves of pleasure shake me.

Penelope's fingers explore my depths, finding nodes of delight that I've never felt before. A narrow finger prods gently at the puckered hole of my anus, and I flinch in surprise, and then let out a long, deep groan when it opens my secret passage. I don't know if her finger is drenched with the juices that are flowing freely down my thighs from my quivering cunt, or if the creamy salve is lubricating her digit, but in either case, her finger is warm and slippery and slips easily inside until she has both of my holes filled.

"Do you like that, Marjory?" Penelope coos. I can feel her leaning over me, the silk kimono brushing my skin while her lips graze my ear. "Do you like me filling you completely?"

"Yes," I moan again. My thighs tremble and my breath catches; I've never felt so completely full as I do at this moment. When her hand inside me moves, I can feel her fingertips separated only by the delicate membrane dividing my channels. If she does this for much longer, I'm surely going to fall apart and collapse in a shaking puddle on the dais ...

Then her hand suddenly disappears, leaving my pussy and asshole open, yearning voids. I cry out in dismay and frustration, pushing my hips back, desperate for contact. I was so close, so close ...

"I think you'll like this even more," Penelope whispers, stroking my hair while her lips press against my trembling throat.

I feel something hard and cold and round pressing against my asshole, and I make a startled cry of protest as I'm opened again, but not by Penelope's narrow finger. Whatever is pushing into me now feels thick and unyielding, and I clench my anus in resistance.

"Relax," Penelope purrs, "let it enter you, Marjory, and I promise you'll experience delights you never thought possible ..."

I grit my teeth and strain against my bonds, but the object probing my puckered hole persists. Penelope's fingers slide between my legs again, running circles around my throbbing clit, and as the tingling pleasure begins to build again, I start to relax, and then let out a gasp when the hard, cold ball passes the ring of my anus.


17. Penelope


"And she's hooked!" Frank shouts, a look of triumph on his face.

I smile and bite my lip in delight. Marjory is indeed hooked: an S-shaped metal curve protrudes from her ass, bending up toward her back and ending in a silver loop above her shoulders. Frank and one of the masked men are untying the ropes that bind her wrists together, while two more men lift Marjory so she's kneeling, her arms dangling at her sides.

They pull her arms around in front of her and run the rope through the silver rings again, then across her shoulders and through the loop on the end of the hook, restraining her in a triangle of cordage. When she tries to slump forward, the hook tugs at her ass, forcing her upright again.

"How is that, Marjory?" I ask, stepping in front of her. I reach out to pinch her nipples, which stand rock hard from her jutting breasts, making her yelp. "Are you helpless and exposed? Are you powerless to resist?"

She answers me with a groan. When her head slumps forward again, the cord attached to the hook tightens, and she raises shoulders to relieve the pressure inside her ass.

"I told you not to eat before your ordeal," I say, taking a step back and beckoning toward one of the masked men. "Did you follow my instructions?"

She makes a grunting, affirmative sound in her throat.

"Have you worked up an appetite?" I ask. I run a hand over the bare chest of the masked man beside me, down his belly and to the waist of his black trousers. He lets out a sigh when my hand grazes the front of his pants so I can feel the erection pulsing inside. "Because I have a treat to serve you."

While I unbutton the man's trousers and unzip his fly, Frank disappears behind the silk screen. He returns a moment later with a large white ottoman that mirrors the dais on which Marjory is kneeling. He sets it on the floor in front of Marjory, and the man steps onto the stool as I slip his trousers over his hips, revealing a thick, erect cock that is now level with Marjory's belly and pointing toward her chin.

"I'm sure your mouth is watering right now," I say, taking the man's cock in my hand and running my fingers up its length. "I'm sure you can't wait to take this hunk of meat between your lips and swallow it down."

Marjory makes a grunting noise in the back of her throat. She wears a scowl on her face, but I can see that her eyes are fixed on his shaft, and on my hand slipping nimbly up and down the turgid rod. The man trembles when my thumb brushes across the tip, capturing a pearly smear of pre-cum.

"Taste," I say, reaching up to put my thumb against her lips. Marjory clamps her mouth shut and shakes her head from side to side, but after I transfer the pearly smear to her lips, I see her tongue flick out fast as a snake's to taste the salty liquid.

Frank stands beside her, adjusting the ropes securing her hands and the hook. With a hand between her shoulders, he guides her forward until she bends at the waist, the rope holding the hook tightening as she moves. She lets out a groan, but she doesn't resist as the S-curve slips deeper into her tight channel. I tremble, imagining how it must feel inside her — the pressure against the walls of the channel, the way the smooth ball at the end pushes deeper and opens her wide, the silvery metal growing warm as her body temperature rises with her arousal.

I pull the man's cock forward, holding it at the base, and when Frank pushes Marjory's head lower, I brush the purple tip across her lips. She makes another grunting noise, resisting my efforts to part her lips with the cock's bulbous end, but again her tongue flicks out to taste the sticky smear left behind.

"Come on, Marjory," I say, "you know you want to taste it. You know you're hungry for this delicious treat."

With one hand on his hip and the other wrapped around his heavy balls, I bend down to drag my tongue up the length of the masked man's cock. I moan when my mouth reaches the tip, and I take the crown between my lips, circling it with my tongue. The man quivers, and when I release the wet, shimmering cock from my mouth, he lets out a groan. He places a hand on my head and tangles his finger among my braids.

I look up at Marjory, and I see her lips have parted in imitation of mine. I gather the slippery mix of spit and pre-cum from the end of the man's cock and transfer it to her lips; she drags her tongue across her lips and sighs, closing her eyes.


18. Marjory


When Frank shoves my head down again, causing the object in my ass to push deeper inside me, I open my mouth and let the masked man's cock slide past my teeth. The taste that Penelope gave me, spreading his pearly essence on my lips with her fingers, has roused a hunger in me that I have never felt before. I've sucked cocks — of course I have! — and longer, thicker, sweeter-smelling cocks than this one, had my mouth flooded a few times by their salty seed, but I've never longed to suck a cock like I do now.

What have I become? I wonder as I lick and suck the stranger's shaft, my drool dribbling down my chin, mindless of the rope tight across my shoulders and the metal hook driving deeper into my ass. Who is this stranger possessing my body?

Because my body is very clearly under the direction of some new and unknown entity. Every nerve tingles with desire, every muscle aches with need. The cock in my mouth twitches and pulses, jabbing at the back of my throat when Frank guides my mouth further down the shaft, but it's not enough ... not enough ...

"That's right," Penelope pants, her voice deep with longing of her own, "that's right, Marjory, take it ... take it all ... take it deep ..."

Out of the corner of my eye, I see another of the masked men stroking an even longer cock, his black trousers bunched around his knees. The black and green feathers on his mask tremble with the shaking of his head, and glimmer in the candles' dim light. I try to reach my hands toward him, wanting so badly to take his shaft between my fingers, but the ropes binding my wrists make movement impossible. The metal hook rides higher and deeper with my fruitless gesture, but my cries are stifled by the thick, musky cock in my mouth.

I feel a hand reach between my legs to roughly cup my sex, and I try to push against it, urging it to enter me. The fingers merely dance at the mouth of my channel, though, spreading my seeping nectar over my shaved mound and letting my juices flow down my thighs. Another hand grasps a breast, and then I feel a sharp pinch that makes me cry out, the cock slipping free. I look down to see a silver chain dangling from my breast, suspended from a cruel-looking clamp.

"Take it," Penelope demands, her voice hoarse, and slaps the man's cock against my lips. A clamp snaps onto my other nipple, and I gasp at the sudden sharp pain. Frank is holding the silver chain that now stretches from nipple to nipple, tugging it firmly as if to test its hold; its hold is firm, pulling my breasts sharply up.

The hand between my legs — it must belong to one of the two remaining masked men, because I can see Ronda hovering behind Penelope, a smile on her lips and her arms folded across her chest — pushes up firmly, hard against my clit, and I groan around the cock once again firmly lodged between my lips. I want to grind down against it, but the hook in my ass holds me fast.

While I suck, Penelope strokes, her fingers striking my lips with each pull. Our eyes lock, and it is as if our minds are merging across an impossible gulf, the masked man's erection the bridge between our consciousnesses. The cruel twist of her lips tells me everything I need to know about Penelope's intentions, so I'm ready when the man grunts and shivers and lets his cum explode into my mouth. I swallow, gagging as the thick, warm cream coats my throat. The man staggers backward, nearly tripping as he steps off the ottoman.

I feel the hook in my ass tremble, and then let out a surprised gasp when someone pulls it free; I can hear the metal ring and clatter as it falls to the floor, the loose end of the rope that held it falling against my back. The hand between my legs pushes up again, harder, and now I'm able to grind myself against it, my bound hands able to push against the dais to give me more leverage. I press my thighs together, trapping the hand in place.

"Help me flip her over," I hear Frank say, and feel hands grabbing my arms and legs. I struggle for just a moment, wanting to keep riding the hand pressing against my pussy, but I'm overwhelmed, overpowered, and a little exhausted. For a moment, I feel like I'm flying again, the room spinning wildly around me, and then I'm on my back, legs thrown wide and my bound hands bouncing against my belly.

I raise my head, trying to sit up, and see Frank and the man whose hand I was riding pulling my legs further apart. They're working ropes through the silver rings on the cuffs around my ankles, and soon they have my feet pulled back and bound against the dais. Someone else pulls my hands up over my head and begins working at the rope holding my wrists together, and soon my arms are stretched wide and bound, too, turning me into a five-pointed star tied down to the dais.

The masked man who had been stroking his cock beside me suddenly emerges between my legs, his erection still firmly clasped in his fist and pointed toward the ceiling. He has a wild, leering smile on his lip, and through the holes in his mask I can see his eyes burning with lust. My stomach tightens, and I try to pull my legs together, but I'm bound too tightly; his eyes are clearly locked on my bare, gaping cunt as he shuffles closer to me.

"You remember your word, right?" I hear Ronda whisper in my ear. I look frantically around, my head lolling off the edge of the dais, finally finding her kind, concerned face hovering upside down above me. "You're in control, Marjory, remember that ..."

Her soft, warm fingers graze my cheek and chin, and I feel my lips quiver at her touch. I nod, choking back a sob, and then smile up at her.

"I remember," I say, "I remember, and I'm ready ..."

"Good," Ronda says, and she cradles my head against her belly as the first hard cock plunges into me.


19. Penelope


Ihave to admit, I'm not terribly impressed with the helpers Frank managed to wrangle. Their staying power is certainly subpar. The one I stroked off into Marjory's mouth definitely finished a lot faster than I had hoped he would — I was enjoying looking into her eyes while we worked on him together — and the one who fucked her first on the dais is spilling his seed across her belly after only a few strokes.

The next one to take his place between her thighs has a bit of style, at least, his fingers gripping her hips as he rolls his ass in a sensuous little dance. Marjory's breasts bounce with each thrust, the silver chain stretching from nipple to nipple, swaying as they shake. Ronda supports her head, fingers gently stroking her cheeks and chin, whispering and cooing as if to comfort her through an ordeal that Marjory is clearly loving, if her grunting noises and breathy gasps are any sign.

"Is this what you wanted?" Frank whispers into my ear. He's standing behind me, pulling my kimono open so his fingers can dance across my bare belly and drum lightly upon my red satin panties.

"It's not about me," I say, relaxing into his arms. "This is for Marjory."

Frank laughs against my neck. One hand slides up across my red lace bra, the fingers plucking at my stiffening nipple.

"Bullshit, Penny," he says. "Ever since that night at the bookstore, you've been dreaming about this moment."

"Whatever can you mean?" I say. I reach an arm up and back so I can pull his face closer to me. His teeth graze my throat and I quiver from head to toe. "I only want what's best for Marjory."

"I think we both know that the only person Penny thinks about," he says, tugging at the waistband of my panties, "is Penny. And Penny is absolutely drenched."

His hand slides down my belly and inside my panties, fingers swirling between my legs, and I groan. I cannot deny that I'm drenched — I was getting wet the moment Frank's helpers stripped Marjory's clothes off, and I've only become more aroused as the lesson has gone on. Whether Marjory has learned anything, I cannot say; but I have certainly confirmed a few suspicions I've long held about myself.

"You don't think Marjory is having a good time?" I ask. She's struggling and writhing, every muscle taut, growling groans escaping from her mouth. "I think she's having a good time."

"I think she's having a fabulous time," Frank says. He pushes my panties down so he can run his fingers through my tightly cropped fringe. "And I think you are, too."

"Oh, I'm not done having a good time," I say. The man currently fucking Marjory appears to be reaching his crisis, with the fourth of Frank's assistant's patiently waiting as if in a queue, cock in hand. "In fact, I plan to have the very best time of all quite shortly."

#

My esteem for the man Marjory sucked off rises a little when I see that he's ready for another go as soon as there's an opening available. I don't think he's going to last long, though, not the way Marjory is writhing and convulsing, so I need to be efficient with the straps around my thighs and not linger on the delightful way Frank's fingers graze my skin while he tightens the buckles. The thick black club of a dong held against my groin by the system of belts around my waist and legs stands at attention, and I stroke it lazily, smearing it with the honey-scented cream, imagining it to be my own rampant cock.

Frank stands behind me, his fist joining mine on my ersatz penis. He nibbles my neck while we run our hands up and down the length of the dong, his hard, naked cock pressed between my ass cheeks. His trousers lie in a pile with my kimono, bra, and panties.

"You've got a lovely cock, Penny," Frank whispers. I shiver and close my eyes; for a moment I swear I can feel his fingers on my smooth leather shaft.

"So do you," I say, reaching behind me to feel the spongy tip of his cock beneath my fingers.

Marjory's current lover is nearing the end of his performance, sweat beading on his forehead and a string of profanity exploding from his lips. Marjory is sweating, too, her golden hair plastered to her forehead and cheeks, and she's straining so hard against the ropes tying her to the dais that I can hear the fibers strain. Ronda continues to support her head, lovingly stroking her sweat-slick face and throat, taking the force of Marjory's body in her belly when her lover pushes himself deep into her.

"We'd better get ready," Frank says, stepping beside me and guiding me with a hand on my shaft toward the dais. "I think it's almost our turn."


20. Marjory


Ifeel like I'm still flying at the end of the straps hanging from the ceiling, spinning crazily through the air, even though I'm bound to the dais, unable to move. Every nerve buzzes and tingles; my arms and legs ache deliciously from my struggles, and my skin burns with my exertions.

The — third? fourth? maybe Ronda is keeping count for me ... — of the masked men is grunting and groaning between my legs, his feathered mask askew and his upper lip trembling with his efforts to prolong his pleasure. I'm well past the point of prolonging anything, having climbed to a fever pitch of arousal long ago and now riding a constant wave of rolling climaxes. My brain is aflame with ecstasy, and my eyes are dazzled by exploding stars every time my pussy clenches around a cock.

"Oh fuck," the man gasps, "fuck fuck fuck ..."

He shudders, fingers digging hard into my hips, and I can't help but laugh at his struggle. It's a losing battle, doomed from the start, he has no choice but to surrender to the vice-like grip of my cunt as I bear down on his pulsing shaft and howl. His entire body shakes as he pulls himself free, and I sigh when his hot seed splashes against my belly.

"Next!" I cry out, laughing like a madwoman as I let my climax wrack my body. Ronda strokes my cheek and braces my head against her belly.

"That would be me," I hear Penelope say, and I snap my eyes open with a start. I haven't heard her voice in a very long time, and I almost don't recognize it.

She stands between my knees, taking the place of my latest retreating lover, and my mind does somersaults trying to square the vision before me. Her black hair is still braided and coiled about her head, but some strands have come loose, giving her an almost witch-like appearance. Her breasts are bare, nipples stiff and dark. From between her legs a thick, black cock rises, supported in her fist and glistening wetly in the flickering candlelight.

I don't remember Penelope having a cock ... my brain muses. But of course, if anyone would have a huge, black cock jutting up from between her legs, it would be Penelope ...

"Penelope," I sigh as she steps forward. I can see Frank's face over her shoulder, leering down at my naked body, but it's Penelope's eyes that hold my gaze. "Penelope ... are you going to fuck me?"

"Of course," she says, letting the cock fall against my clean-shaven mound. "I'm going to fuck you hard and fast and deep and make you forget every cock you've sampled tonight."

I shudder and sigh in anticipation. Penelope places her hands on my thighs while Frank's hand grasps her cock. His fingers slide up its length, and then he slaps it against my tingling, throbbing clit, making me cry out. He drags the blunt end across my folds, moving it from side to side, gently nudging at my channel.

"Are you ready?" Penelope asks, her eyes holding mine.

My mouth is dry and my tongue is swollen, and I can only nod my assent as the thick, hard club of a cock pushes slowly into me.


21. Penelope


I'm sandwiched between Marjory and Frank, my every thrust into her pussy countered by one from Frank into mine. Marjory's flesh is supple and pliant beneath my hands, and almost searingly hot to the touch.

"Is ... this ... all ... you ... wanted?" I grunt as I pound myself against her, mesmerized by the sway of her tits and the glittering of the chain somehow still clipped to her nipples.

"All and more," she gasps, closing her eyes as her head falls back into Ronda's hands. Her body shudders beneath me as another wave of orgasm ripples through her, and she lets out a wail, limbs straining against her bonds.

I look down at my black dong, slick and shiny with salve and Marjory's nectar, as it stretches her open. Marjory's belly quivers with every thrust.

"Ever since that night at the bookstore, you've been dreaming about this moment."

Frank's words rattle in my mind, dragging me back to the morning I lay wrapped in the embrace of four lovers on the floor of my chamber, the ruins of Well Thumbed scattered around us. Orchestrating an orgy was a strange way to take my revenge on Marjory for ruining the bookshop; poisoning her mind with filth by filling Artsatic's algorithm with all manner of lewd dreams was perhaps even stranger.

But is this revenge at all, unlocking Marjory's darkest desires and then quenching her thirst so completely? I had hoped to teach her a lesson about longing and fulfillment, about embracing the terror and mystery at the nexus of the mind's cravings and the body's limits for sensation. Instead, she's teaching me secrets of resiliency and bottomless hunger that I never imagined possible.

My syllabus is turned against me by Marjory's unquenchable cunt.

Frank finishes first, letting out a growling roar as he fills me with his seed. He pushes me down hard against Marjory as he quakes through his crisis. I'm close behind, though, shuddering with my cheek against Marjory's sweat-slick belly, my hips thrusting wildly as I drive my dong into her for one final, triumphant plunge into her depths.

Head spinning and chest heaving, I clamber onto the dais and stretch myself across Marjory. My mouth finds hers, hot and hungry, and she moans into my mouth when our tongues meet in a tangle between our lips. I can hear the rattle of metal rings as Ronda moves around the dais, loosening Marjory's bindings. Marjory's body, just moments ago stretched tight as a ship's rigging, goes slack and yielding beneath me.

"I'm ruined," Marjory says with a hoarse chuckle as I unclasp the clamps attached to her nipples and let the silver chain slide with a tinkling clatter off her body. "Absolutely ruined ... and made brand new ..."

"Transformed and transfixed," I whisper, kneading her soft breasts to restore the flow of blood into her bruised, trembling nipples.

"Thank you, Penny," Marjory whispers. She raises a hand to stroke my cheek, but it flops limply back onto the dais, and she lets out a giggling sigh.

"And thank you, Marjory," I say, taking her hand in mine and raising it to my lips. Her fingers taste of honey and sweat and desire fulfilled. "Thank you for sharing your dreams with me ..."
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Shagged in the Bookshop

When Magian Corp takes over Well Thumbed, the bookshop where Penelope has curated a room of top notch erotic titles, they threaten to sanitize and de-sex her collection. With a little help from four young men hired to help clear out the shop, Penelope takes charge and stages an event that would make Anais Nin and Henry Miller blush.
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I'm just a gal who knows what she likes, and that's what I write about.

If you enjoyed this story, please leave a rating to help others find it!

Follow my Amazon author page for updates when a new story hits Kindle Unlimited.

Follow my blog for updates on all of my fun and sexy stories. If you sign up for my weekly newsletter, you can select a free story and get news about upcoming releases, sales, and special deals.


All For One and One For All


[image: ]

When one just isn't enough …

Check out my "All For One and One For All" series of spicy tales about ladies at the center of attention and passion …
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Find more of my unique blend of humor and heat, love and lust, in the Cornelia Quick Starter Pack: six collections of short stories that will leave you breathless for more!
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