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Shagged in the Bookshop


Finding Clifford in a cage on the checkout counter was the precipitating event, but it wasn't the last straw. The last straw had been Marjory's blueprints for the new design of Beryl & Duke, the bookshop that was replacing Well Thumbed after Magian Corp's buyout of Mr. Wendel's lease.

Well Thumbed was a warren of little rooms, each packed floor to ceiling with bookshelves. There were more books than we could possibly fit on the shelves, though — we also had long cardboard bins stuffed with paperbacks, stacks of encyclopedias and atlases in the narrow hallways, cloth-bound novels lined up in neat rows under chaise longues. The smell of dust, leather, and paper filled the air, and the books absorbed even the loudest sounds, creating a murmuring hush wherever you walked in the store.

Not that Well Thumbed was one of those bookshops where random piles of books tottered over your head, threatening to bury you in an avalanche of pages, and where you'd never find what you wanted without tapping into the arcane knowledge of the old man napping at the counter. Far from it! Every room in Well Thumbed was an impeccably curated little world unto itself: not just a science fiction room, but a New Wave room of experimental stories from the '70s; not just a cookbook room, but a space dedicated to tapas and trattoria fare; not just travel, but wilderness adventure guides that smelled of wood smoke and pine sap. Each room was a deep dive into a narrow pool of the human experience, from which you could emerge enlightened and refreshed.

On Marjory's blueprints, rolled out on the counter next to Clifford's cage and weighted down with a volume of Proust on each end, the rooms were gone. A bold sweep of some architect's hand had knocked over every one of Well Thumbed's worlds, replacing them with a single wide, blank page on which were scribbled the notes, "Cafe seating", "Puppet stage", "Self-checkout".

"Are these windows?" I demanded, setting my coffee cup down on the "puppet stage" on the blueprints and sweeping my finger along the wall facing Newberry Street.

Marjorie picked up my cup, but not before it left a faint brown ring on the blueprints. She pushed her glasses up on her nose and said, "Yes, to let in the light — Beryl & Duke is going to be bright, welcoming, and cheery, not a dark and dusty maze."

"Where are you going to put the books?" I asked.

"Right here, silly," she said, indicating the big empty space with a manicured fingertip. "Movable shelves on coasters, so we can easily rearrange the store based on marketing plans and sales analysis. Children's books by the puppet stage, best sellers by the self-checkout, top categories throughout the space. Magian Corp has invested heavily in machine learning technologies for optimizing product inventory and retail design — Beryl & Duke is going to be at the cutting edge of delivering narrative entertainment to the consumer."

"But I want to sell books to people," I said, making sure the sarcasm in my voice was unmasked. "Fuck consumers."

Marjory sighed; she was used to little outbursts from me. Of Mr. Wendel's three employees — Katie, Dutch, and me — I was the only one left. Katie had been the first to go — when Mr. Wendel announced his retirement, even before Magian bought out the lease, she had decided to go back to grad school. Dutch lasted about two weeks into Marjory's tenure as transitional manager pending the big redesign project — he realized right away that Magian's plans were anathema to the spirit of well-thumbed, and he had no desire to watch Well Thumbed strip-mined and sold for scrap. But I was still hanging on, out of sheer cussedness; working in a bookshop had been my girlhood dream, and while Well Thumbed was as perfect a bookshop as I could imagine, I didn't want to give up the thrill of placing just the right book in a customer's hands just because Marjory was here to "deliver narrative entertainment to consumers."

"We'll have new categories quarterly," Marjory continued, reaching under the counter to produce a laminated card with blocky printing on it. "Maybe monthly, depending on what the algorithms are picking up in sales trends. Here's what we're shelving after the remodel."

I looked over the list, which was scant: Modern Wisdom Traditions, Speculative Experiences, Inspirational Lunch Recipes, Boy Wizard School Adventures.

"Did an AI write this?" I asked.

"Of course not, silly," Marjory said. "Artsatic did, the Magian neural network. It's not really intelligent, it's more — predictive?"

"Where's travel? Romance? Science fiction?" I demanded.

Marjory shrugged. "The categories will change regularly," she said, "I'm sure some of those will come up in the future based on sales trends."

"They're not going to trend if they're not here for people to find. Where — "I banged my finger against the "Inspirational Lunch Recipes — "is erotica?"

Marjory turned bright red and looked away. The little erotica room — one that I had been curating for three years, tucked under the stairs in the back behind a bright green door (of course) — was a point of particular pain for Marjory. Besides the likely novels and memoirs — D. H. Lawrence, Anais Nin, Erica Jong, Henry Miller — the shelves held Tom of Finland photo books, treatises on Stone Age phallic art, guides to the bawdy houses of New Orleans and San Francisco in the 1920s, and a sumptuous coffee-table book dedicated to dildo and vibrator designs through the ages. It had a red velvet fainting couch, a pedestal bearing a plaster cast of Psyche Revived by Cupid's Kiss, and a gilded mirror on the ceiling. Illumination was provided by a pair of bronze wall sconces tucked between shelves: one a winged Victory, holding her light above her head, breasts pushed proudly forward; and one a mysterious Hecate, robe falling open to reveal a single round breast and a long, lean belly leading to a shadowy cleft, her light held off to the side. You could only enter the room with a key kept at the front desk or, when I was working, around my neck on a silver ribbon, but those who dared request an audience with Eros were never denied and never disappointed.

"There will not be," Marjory said, rapping her fist on the counter for emphasis, "erotica in Beryl & Duke. EVER."

I glared into her eyes, conjuring all manner of wicked visions that I was trying to project from my mind to hers: Marjory bound in white cotton ropes while I flogged her bare ass with a riding crop; Marjory kneeling, ass in the air, a fox-tailed butt plug protruding from between her alabaster cheeks; Marjory naked and spread-eagle on a bed, arms and legs bound with leather straps, while men in feathered masks licked honey from her tits and belly. I'm sure that if I could get even a glimmer of the wondrous deviltry behind the green door of my little room into her head, Marjory would melt into a puddle of goo.

"And why is Clifford in a cage?" I asked.

Clifford, the silky-furred black cat who kept Well Thumbed free of mice and spent his days lounging on the high shelves, mewed piteously when he heard his name.

"He can't stay here," Marjory said, "a bookstore is no place for a cat."

"A bookshop is the best place for a cat."

"Construction starts next week," Marjory said, "and inventory starts tonight. Well Thumbed closes its doors today, and reopens next month as Beryl & Duke — a brand new retail experience for printed material!" She pulled another laminated card up from under the counter. "Your schedule for this week. Overnight shifts, supervising the temporary workers, a clean sweep — it will be such a relief to have these dusty old tomes cleared out!"

"Clifford is coming with me," I said, taking the cage off the counter. I glanced at the card with my schedule before putting it in my skirt pocket. "I'll be back at eight. You can cover for me the rest of the day."

Clifford and I stormed out of the store, Clifford hissing in his cage and me scheming a comeuppance that would show Marjory once and for all who really ran the bookshop on this corner.

That night I arrived at Well Thumbed a few minutes after eight o'clock to find Marjory giving instructions to a crew of bored looking college guys. There were four of them, three light-haired, clean-cut preppie types who might have answered a central casting call for a "Dead Poet's Society" sequel, and one dark-haired, lean-muscled young man doing his best James Dean in a white t-shirt and tight jeans, the red petals of a rose just visible above his collar. Marjory's laminator must have been working overtime, because they were all pinned with little name tags: Kevin, Mark, and Kyle on the triplets, Frank on the Beat poet.

When she saw me arrive, Marjory made a point of glancing at her watch, then handed me a laminated sheet of paper and a grease pencil. On the sheet were printed two columns of small text; "Pull List - Night One" was printed across the top.

"When you find your books," Marjory said, turning back to the guys, "load them on your hand cart. When your hand cart is full, bring it to the front for Penelope to check in."

"You can call me Penny," I said.

Marjory turned and glared at me, then turned back to the crew.

"The store is not currently organized by subject," Marjory continued, "so you may find some of the books difficult to locate."

"The store has its own organizing principles," I interrupted, "and I'm sure once you understand them, you'll have no trouble at all."

Marjory kept a withering eye fixed on me and said, "Penelope will be at the front desk placing orders for the new inventory, but she can assist you if you're unable to find the books."

The first night went smoothly enough. The guys scurried through the shop with little two-wheeled, v-shaped book carts, pulling books down from the shelves and stacking them on their carts and bringing them to me when their carts were filled. They were slow at first, puzzled that all the poetry books weren't in the same room, and that European history was scattered throughout the store. With a little effort, though, they got the hang of it, understanding the rough outlines of Mr. Wendel's organizing scheme, and they only needed my help finding a few tricky stragglers, like the gardening book that lived with the Buddhist books and the photography collection among the cookbooks.

Meanwhile, I was tasked with placing an order for the books Artsatic had chosen for Beryl & Duke's shelves. I could not imagine a more banal pile of dross: they seemed to be selected based on their nearly identical covers, their ecstatic titles — was "Change Your Lunch, Change Your Life!" destined for Inspirational Lunch Recipes or Modern Wisdom Traditions? — and their price point, all between $5.99 and $12.99. If Marjory was trying to drive me out of the store, she might have landed on the perfect method.

"Excuse me," one of the set of three — Mark, according to his name tag — asked while I was entering an order for sixteen copies of "Basil Becker and the Potion of Potential" for the Boy Wizard School Adventures section. "I can't find this one."

I looked up from the computer and took the sheet, on which he had circled "Aphrodisia" with his blue pencil. I stifled a guffaw; Artsatic had made a wonderful flub in selecting this title for the Inspiration Lunch Recipes section.

"You'll have to come with me," I said, closing the laptop on which I was placing the orders. "This one's in a special collection."

When I unlocked the green door and pushed it open, Mark's eyes went wide with wonder. The little room was by far the most sumptuous in Well Thumbed, a small oasis of voluptuous decadence in the otherwise staid store. I stretched myself out on the fainting couch and looked up at the mirror; Mark's eyes followed mine, and he gasped at the cavorting nudes etched into the mirror's edges, twining together like sumptuous vines.

I motioned toward a high shelf behind my head. "It should be up there," I said, "next to 'Food for Love' and 'Cooking in the Nude.'"

Mark stepped up on the little stool, and I craned my neck back to watch him. His ass stretched his jeans nicely, and his back looked broad under his pink polo shirt. I undid the top button of my blouse and stretched my arms over my head to show a little cleavage.

"Found it!" he said, stepping down with the book. The cover showed a naked couple — she blonde-haired and curvy, he bearded and bearing an uncut cock at rest — emerging from an empty plate in an exultation of vines and flowers.

"That's the one," I said from the fainting couch, turning my hips so my skirt rode up my thigh. "It has some really interesting recipes with royal jelly."

"I'll bet," he said, flipping through it to glance at some more of the bright, sexy, psychedelic illustrations. "I didn't know this room was here!"

"By appointment only," I said. "I've got the only key." I lifted the little key on its silver ribbon on my finger, letting it dangle between my breasts. "It's a special collection. Maybe you'd like to spend some time in it?"

"Maybe," he whispered, eyes drawn to the key as if to a hypnotist's coin. Then he blinked and pulled his gaze away. "Um, but first I need to finish up my list for tonight."

"As you wish," I said, swinging my feet to the floor and standing slowly. I put a hand against his chest as if to steady myself, palm flat, and I could feel his heart pounding. "I didn't see anymore titles from this room on tonight's list, but who knows what tomorrow night might bring?"

Mark tucked "Aphrodisia" under his arm and hurried out of my chamber of desires. I licked my lips as I watched his ass moving away from me, and when I heard the lock click behind me at the turn of my key, I knew the plan I would set in motion.

Accessing Marjory's pull lists wasn't difficult; security wasn't a primary concern of Magian Corp, and she had stored them as files in the same network folder as my order lists. I added and removed a few titles, keeping them the same length but slightly more interesting than what Artsatic had originally selected. I wondered if Artsatic's algorithms could be trained on spicier faire, but I didn't have time to teach a predictive model the arts of eros; I only had two nights to put my plan in place.

The second night went largely the way the first night had, with the four guys scurrying around with their carts and me sitting at the desk with the laptop. Around ten o'clock, the first odd title popped up — Kevin had been hunting for "The Present State of Bettyland" among the travel and geography books, to no avail.

"Oh, I know where that one is," I said. "Come with me."

When I led Kevin to the green door, I gave my hips an extra roll. I had worn a shorter skirt that night, one that showed the backs of my thighs when I went up on my toes, and I gave an exaggerated stretch when I reached for one of the high shelves.

"I don't think I can reach," I said, looking back over my shoulder. Kevin was gazing in wonder at the little chamber — I don't think he even noticed my skirt riding up until I spoke to him. He snapped his attention first to my ass, then quickly moved his eyes up to my hands where I was reaching for a green clothbound book.

Kevin took the volume down, his hand brushing mine, and he opened it to the title page. Opposite the title was an engraving of a voluptuous nude woman in repose, her breasts like fertile hills and the dense bush between her legs a verdant forest; around her were arrayed plows and scythes of a decidedly phallic design. He closed the book quickly, his face turning red.

"That's a rare one," I said, brushing the hand that held the book with my fingers. "It's an erotic essay that compares a woman's body to a fertile island; I don't know what section Marjory wants it for — maybe Modern Wisdom Traditions?"

"I wouldn't know," Kevin said, "I'm just collecting the books ..."

"I'm sure you must be curious," I said. I leaned close enough to him that my breasts brushed his arm.

"A little, I guess ..."

"I wonder if there are any other books to be found in this room that will make their way to Beryl & Duke's shelves." I put my hand on his waist and gently guided him toward the door. "The plan for the new store is quite mysterious to me."

It was much the same with Kyle and Mark, who found "The Sailor Who Fell From Grace With the Sea" and "Delta of Venus," respectively. Each came to me when unable to locate the book on the shelves, and I let each into the little room behind the green door.

Mark had already seen the room once, and I could see his eagerness to return — I swear he was salivating a little. The edition of "Delta of Venus" on the shelf was sumptuously illustrated with black and white photos, and I let Mark leaf through it, gazing hungrily at the veiled figures and chiaroscuro scenes that depicted Nin's erotic stories. I stroked his back, let my hands roam over his belt and onto his ass, and breathed softly against his throat while he turned the pages. He walked hunched over a little with the book tucked under his arm, trying to hide the erection that was stretching the front of his jeans.

The copy of Mishima's novel that I pulled down for Kyle had a pictorial clipped from a men's magazine of a sex scene from the film, with Kris Kristofferson and Sarah Miles, tucked inside the back cover. He unrolled the glossy pages and stared slack-jawed at the picture of Sarah Miles standing in profile, arms supporting herself against a bed's headboard, while Kris Kristofferson buried his face in her thick black bush. I pressed myself into Kyle's back, my tits against his shoulder blades, and whispered, "I don't think those pages need to stay with the book; why don't you keep them?" Kyle had to tug at his jeans and tilt his hips to slip the folded magazine pages into his jeans pocket, because his erection was straining the fabric.

When Frank came to me with his mystery book — "Tropic of Cancer" — he had a sneering smile on his face.

"I'm a little surprised that this is on my pull list," he said, tapping the title on his sheet. "I'm not sure it fits any of the categories Marjory has."

I shrugged. "Maybe it could fit them all? It would be a tasty snack for lunch, and I'm sure Miller was a boy wizard of some sort."

"I don't know what game you're playing, Penelope," he said as he followed me to the locked green door. "But I'm pretty sure Marjory wouldn't approve."

"Call me Penny," I said, "and couldn't care less what Marjory approves."

I motioned toward the far shelf, and Frank walked up to it, running his finger along the spines and silently mouthing the titles. He found "Tropic of Cancer" and pulled it down; a thick white card stuck an eighth of an inch or so out of the top as a bookmark. Frank carefully opened the book to the marked pages, holding the spine open in his palm, and read from the underlined text on the left-hand side: "'All I ask of life, he says, is a bunch of books, a bunch of dreams, and a bunch of cunt.'"

Frank looked up from the book and smiled at me, not blushing at all from reading aloud that most profane of words. I looked back, holding his gaze, and repeated back to him: "'a bunch of books, a bunch of dreams, and a bunch of cunt.' That sounds pretty sufficient to me; what do you think, Frank?"

He looked around at the shelves surrounding us, and said, "That sums it up for me. I'd say that's pretty much what we've got here, isn't it?" He stepped close enough to me that the open book rested against my tits. "Books and dreams and cunt."

At that, he reached out with his free hand and brought his fingers up under my skirt, brushing my panties with his thumb. I felt a thrilling jolt and pushed back against him.

"Books and dreams and cock, too," I said, reaching my own hand out to squeeze his crotch. His cock was hard inside his jeans — I think it had been hard since he started following me to the door.

"What game are you playing, Penny?" he whispered as he leaned in to kiss my mouth. I averted my lips, causing him to graze my cheek instead. I gave his cock a hard squeeze, and then turned abruptly on my heel, causing the hand that was fondling me through my panties to flip my skirt up.

"Use this key on this door tomorrow at midnight," I said, taking a key on a purple ribbon out of my skirt pocket and tossing it to him. He scrambled to catch it in the air. "You'll find out then."

The tension in the air the next night was electric. Marjory had left four laminated pull lists again, and a sheaf of papers for me to use for ordering more of Artsatic's selections for Beryl & Duke. Kyle, Mark, and Kevin eagerly pored over their lists, looking for anything vaguely anomalous. Frank scanned his briefly, then caught my eye and grinned, lifting the key on its purple ribbon above the collar of his white t-shirt with one of the fingers that had been fondling me the night before. I grinned back and went to the laptop while the guys scattered into the warren of book-lined rooms.

The first thing I did was throw the sheaf of papers into the trash can beneath the counter; I wasn't going to be ordering any of those titles. I had my own orders to place, already queued up in a file I had uploaded to the network drive — a whole collection of reprints of dirty books from the '60s and '70s, including "Swap Meet Swappers," "Cindy's First Shave," "Becky On Call," and "Check Out the Lusty Librarian." Whether or not I would be there to see Marjory's face when she opened the boxes of paperbacks with their garish covers was in doubt — if my plan worked I almost certainly wouldn't be — but the thought of it delighted me almost as much as Frank's fingers had.

My work done early, I prowled the bookshop in search of Kevin, Mark, and Kyle. I found each in turn, alone in a room, and slipped them a copy of the green door key on different colored ribbons. As I slid the keys into their back pockets, giving their asses a firm squeeze, I whispered a different time into each ear, starting at eleven o'clock and staggered by fifteen minutes. It was only nine thirty by the time I had finished distributing keys, which gave me plenty of time to retire behind the green door and prepare.

The first fumbling turns of a key in the door's lock happened a few minutes before eleven o'clock — someone was anxious to begin. I could have helped open the door, but I wanted my first student — Kevin — to enter the classroom by his own efforts. He must not have ever used a skeleton key before, because I waited at least three minutes, tapping my foot impatiently while he floundered and scraped. Finally, the door swung open and Kevin staggered into the room.

He stood just inside the doorway while his eyes adjusted to the dim light. I had thrown perfumed red silk scarves over the sconces, and the scent of lavender and oleander filled this little room. The fainting couch was up against the bookcases, and also the pedestal and Psyche statue, to make room for the pillows — red and black velvet, fringed in gold — that I had scattered across the floor.

When he made me out in the shadows, standing in the corner, he gasped. I had traded in my skirt and blouse for a uniform more in keeping with the night's training: a black bustier with sheer rose silk panels and a blood red ribbon between my breasts; a pair of black suspenders with brass fittings that attached to a black frilled garter belt and held up sheer black stockings; red lace panties that were framed by the suspender straps and barely covered the trace of hair I had shaved down into a little tuft; ankle-high, shiny, black leather boots with a stiletto heel that clicked when I walked toward Kevin. My black hair was pulled back into a tight, severe bun and secured with a silver stick, one end of which was shaped into a pair of lovers entwined in an embrace. I held a black riding crop in my hand, which I slapped lightly against my calf when I walked; the little sting on each strike was delicious.

"Welcome to your lessons, Kevin," I said, stopping in front of him. I gave him a playful swat with the crop, and he jumped but didn't step away. I reached out for the collar of his polo shirt and pulled his face down to me for a kiss.

Kevin's kiss was awkward, clumsy, but enthusiastic. His lips and tongue were everywhere all at once, and he sucked hungrily when I let my tongue probe his mouth. He was so distracted with kissing that he didn't notice that I had picked up a pair of handcuffs, padded with black silk, from the chaise; by the time I had snared one wrist, and then the other, locking his hands behind his back, it was too late for him to protest. He smiled awkwardly and shrugged his shoulders, trying to free his hands, but he was trapped.

"I hope they're not too tight?" I asked, running the riding crop from his chin to his chest, and then giving another playful swat — this one a little harder, so he flinched with the sting — against his belly.

"No, they're fine," he said, smiling awkwardly.

"No, mistress, they're fine," I snarled, and gave him a more emphatic thwack against the hip. He startled and repeated with a stutter, "No, m-mistress, they're fine."

"Thank you," I purred, and leaned in to give him a dry peck on the cheek. "Let me get you comfortable for your lesson; you have a lot to learn tonight."

I slowly dropped to my knees in front of him, running the crop down his chest and over the bulge forming in his jean and down his leg, slapping it twice against his ass. When I started to undo his jeans, Kevin moaned, and I smiled up at him as I slid the zipper of his fly down. With a quick tug I had jeans and boxers down to his knees, and his cock sprung free, already weeping its creamy liquid that glittered in the dim light. I circled the base with the riding crop, and ran the tip along his shaft to the head. I wanted to lick the pre-cum from the slit, but I refrained — the night was young, and I wasn't sure Kevin could hold back.

I stood back up, sliding my body up his; his cock slid from my tits to my belly, nestling against my garter belt as I walked him slowly back to the chaise and pressed his shoulders to seat him. I knelt in front of the chaise and pulled his shoes and jeans free; when he leaned back into the cushion, his cock bounced against his belly — cocks are preposterous, waggly things when not properly seated, and this one looked especially silly, and especially delicious.

"I want to read you a little story," I said, reaching for the shelf above Kevin's head. I let my tits brush his face, and I felt his tongue lick through the lace of my bustier. When I found the book I wanted, I stood back up, and I saw a flash of disappointment across Kevin's face. I opened the book and began to read.

I was only about halfway through my reading when I heard the next key scraping the door lock. I glanced up at the mantle clock — an ornate brass timepiece with a fleeing nymph in a diaphanous robe on one side, a pursuing satyr with a massively erect cock on the other — and saw that Mark, too, was running a little ahead of schedule. With an annoyed harrumph, I turned back to my reading while the rattling continued:

"'They became all mouths and fingers and tongues and senses," I read. "Their mouths sought another mouth, a nipple, a clitoris. They lay entangled, moving very slowly.'" I looked up at Kevin, who was breathing hard and gently rolling his hips so his cock flopped against his thigh; I imagined that he wanted nothing more right now than to take his shaft in hand and stroke. I smiled and continued. "'They kissed until the kissing became a torture ... '"

The door flew open and Mark staggered in, the key danging by its blue ribbon from his fingers. I snapped the book shut — my own tattered paperback copy of "Delta of Venus," not the beautifully illustrated one I presented to Mark last night — and walked across the room.

"You're a little early," I said, leaning into him as I reached behind him to close the door. "I hope that you're not premature about everything else."

He started to speak, but I silenced him by pressing my mouth against his. Mark's kisses were more controlled than Kevin's had been, but no less enthusiastic. He reached his hands around me and cupped my silk-covered ass, lifting my belly against the bulge in his pants. I found the hem of his shirt and gave it a tug, and Mark helpfully lifted his arms over his head so I could pull it free. With his arms held up, it was easy for me to slip the coiled rope I had placed on the shelf by the door over his wrists and pull the lashing tight; the look of surprise in his eyes when I stepped back was electrifying.

"We were just having some story time," I said, taking Mark's shoulder and guiding him toward the chaise. Kevin was trying to hunch over to cover his erection, but to no avail; his face was beet red. I could see the color rising in Mark's face, too, as I seated him hip to hip with Kevin.

I undid Mark's jeans and slid them free, then yanked down his boxers. His cock spilled out, flopping against his thigh, only half erect. I leaned over his lap and guided his shaft to my mouth with my hands, quickly sucking him to hardness; his cock shone wetly in the dim light when I pulled my mouth away.

Kevin was still looking away from Mark, eyes shut tightly; I leaned across Mark's lap and sucked Kevin, too. When I looked up, Kevin was watching me and smiling — it's amazing what a little oral attention can do for a man's attitude. I stood again, surveying my two bound and erect students, and found my place so I could begin reading again.

"'They kissed until the kissing became a torture,'" I resumed, "'and the body grew restless. Their hands always found yielding flesh, an opening. The fur they lay on gave off an animal odour, which mingled with the odours of sex…'"

And then the damned fiddling at the lock again! I knew that it was my own fault for giving them all keys, and for not thinking through all the steps to give myself time to manage the scene the way I wanted, but I was still frustrated, feeling rushed. When Kyle was no faster at opening the door than Kevin and Mark had been, I stormed to the door, threw it open, and pulled Kyle into the room with my fist holding tightly to the collar of his shirt.

"You're early," I said, then gave him a kiss that involved a sharp nip at his lip with my teeth. He gasped and brought the back of his hand up to his mouth, coming away with a thin smear of blood; I could taste the coppery tang on my tongue, and I smiled.

While Kyle was still inspecting the blood that came away from his lip, I unsnapped the suspenders from my garter belt, letting them dangle from the tops of my stockings toward my ankles, and unhitched the belt. I made a quick figure eight with it and seized Kyle's wrists, drawing his hands together and pulling tight. He barely had time to be surprised before I had him sitting to Mark's left, hands bound, pants around his ankles, and cock exposed.

I reached for the book, but then decided that this trio was in need of more remedial education. I set "The Delta of Venus" aside and picked up the riding crop, making it sing by flicking it quickly in the air.

"First of all," I said, "I am extremely disappointed in your ability to tell time. Do none of you have a watch? Did all you think that when I said eleven, or eleven fifteen, or eleven thirty, I would welcome you ten minutes early?" I glanced at the nymph-and-satyr clock and sighed. "It isn't even eleven thirty yet, but here you all are.

"Second," I continued, "have you never used a key in your lives? This is not a complex piece of equipment — you stick it in and you turn it; I'm more than little worried that when we get to the other stick-it-in-and-turn steps of the night you're going to have no clue how to proceed there, either."

Mark chuckled at this, and his cock twitched. It was cute to see the head bounce off his thigh, but I was in no mood for 'cute' at the moment. I gave his thigh a sharp thwack with the crop and he shouted in surprise.

"You're not here for your amusement," I said. "You're here for my amusement, and to ruin Marjory's plans for Well Thumbed."

"Umm ... " Kevin started, looking warily at the riding crop. "What's our incentive for ruining plans? I mean, we want to get paid, and we only have three more nights on this job ..."

"Did you like getting your dick sucked?" I asked.

"Well, I ..." I could almost feel the heat his face was giving off as he looked away from Mark and Kyle. "Yeah," he whispered.

"'Yeah' what?" I asked, putting the tip of the crop against his knee and sliding it up his thigh. Gooseflesh pimpled his skin, and I could see his balls tighten — whether from fear or anticipation or both, I couldn't say.

"Yeah, I ... I liked getting my dick sucked."

"Mistress Penny?" The tip of the crop tickled his scrotum.

"I liked getting my dick sucked, Mistress Penny," Kevin said.

"Then that's your incentive," I said, and delivered a comparatively gentle blow to the inside of his thigh. He startled, but his cock stayed hard.

"Does anyone else wish to question incentives?" I asked. Mark shook his head; Kyle, who had yet to have his dick sucked, started to say something, but when I stared into his eyes and swung the crop from side to side, he fell silent.

"Good," I said. "We can proceed, then. Marjory intended to have you start collecting the books not on her pull list tomorrow night for bulk sales to a books-by-the-yard decorating firm or for pulping; that won't be happening. I'll pay you out of the Well Thumbed till for the rest of your time on this gig — and I intend to buy your silence on the matter with other currency."

I retrieved my book and turned to the dog-eared page where I'd left off. My captive audience shifted on the chaise, bare thighs brushing each other, cocks at attention.

"'With tongues and fingers they pried into her,'" I read, "'back and front, sometimes stopping to touch each other’s tongue ...'"

The key rattled again in the door, and I looked at the clock to see that it was almost ten minutes past midnight; I was so caught up in the story of Elena and Leila and Bijou, and in the exquisite discomfort of Mark and Kevin and Kyle, that I had lost track of time. Frank was fashionably late, but I was so pleased to hear him tumble the lock and throw the bolt with an easy turn of his wrist that I didn't mind. I stepped to the door and greeted Frank with an embrace, throwing my arms around his neck and pulling him into a hot, wet kiss.

When Frank saw the trio on the couch, cocks twitching and faces red, he laughed. Then he looked me up and down, me in my black and red costume and armed with my crop, and he laughed harder still.

"Jesus, Penny," he said, "what the hell are you doing? I was getting worried when I couldn't find the Three Musketeers; I didn't imagine they'd been kidnapped by a dime store dominatrix!"

"We're doing a little training," I said, trying to keep my cool; I expected Frank to be challenging, but not petulant.

"I'm not sure any training is going to sink through those granite skulls," said Frank, "but at least this is amusing. I've got to admit, though, it's not what I was hoping to find behind the green door when you slipped me the key."

"Oh?" I asked, pressing closer to him. "And what did you hope to find?"

"This," he said, and suddenly pushed his hand between my legs and tugged my panties to one side. I was so wet from tormenting the trio on the chaise that his finger slid in to the second knuckle, and he bent his finger to push against the front wall of my vagina, causing a trickle of nectar to flow out onto his hand. I gasped, but didn't pull away — he was scratching an itch that had been building all night.

Frank used his thumb to strum my clit, and pulled the moisture from my cunt with his fingers to spread all over my parted lips. I groaned and leaned toward him with my mouth open, but he dodged my kiss so it landed on his neck. With his free hand he tugged at the tight ball of my hair at the back of my head, sending the silver stick clattering to the floor, and pulled my black hair loose, wrapping it around his fingers so he could pull my head back and expose my throat to his sucking lips and nipping teeth.

He pulled me by the hair back to the chaise and pushed his knee into my ass until I dropped to my knees in front of the bound trio. The three of them were staring up at us in wonder and desire. Kneeling behind me, Frank pushed my head down into Mark's lap, and I took his cock hungrily into my mouth, slurping loudly. Frank held me by the hair with one hand, and pulled my left arm up behind my back just to the edge of pain. I could feel his erection through his jeans against my ass, and I pushed back against him.

"How does he taste?" Frank hissed into my ear when he pulled me up by the hair, Mark's cock falling out of my mouth and smacking wetly against his thigh.

"Good," I gasped. "He taste's so good."

Frank pushed me down onto Kyle's cock, holding my head down until the head tickled the back of my throat and I gagged. He jerked me upright again, and licked my lips with his tongue.

"That does taste good," he whispered, "I can taste the musk on your lips. You love the taste of cock, don't you?"

"I do," I gasped, "oh god I do."

"Good," he said, pushing me down onto Kevin's lap. He rubbed his fingers on my cheek where it bulged with Kevin's cock inside.

I heard a rustling behind me, and let Kevin's cock slip from my mouth so I could look back over my shoulder. Frank had pulled off his t-shirt, revealing that the rose tattoo that peaked up above his collar was part of a garden that extended across his chest and down his abdomen, a riot of flowers and vines that ran along his sinews and veins. He undid his belt, unzipped his jeans, and yanked his pants down to reveal his cock, long and lean as the rest of him, rising up from his tattooed splendor.

Frank pulled my panties down to my knees with a quick tug and gave my ass a ringing slap. He snatched my riding crop away from me and struck my thigh; the sound echoed in the little room, and the sting was almost as delicious as Kevin's cock, which I swallowed again, humming as I sucked. Frank tapped a steady rhythm against my thigh, not too hard and not too light, and I moved from cock to cock with hands and mouth, feeling like a racehorse being driven around a course by my demanding jockey.

One finger, then a second, slid into my cunt; Frank turned his hand so his fingers could stroke the front wall of my channel. The stroking and the whipping had me on the verge of climax, and I buried my head in Mark's lack, tongue sliding up and down his shaft, while I pounded Kyle's and Kevin's cocks in either hand. Kevin let out a shout, and I looked up to see his cock erupt, sending a long rope of cum splashing onto his blue shirt. It drizzled warm and sticky down my hand, and I leaned over to lick the salty fluid from my fingers.

Frank's fingers slipped free, and I pushed my ass back, desperate to be filled. I wasn't empty for long; Frank's cock pushed past my lips and slid into my cunt, the head bumping against my cervix. I closed my eyes and focused all of my attention on Mark's cock while Frank fucked me with long, steady strokes, the crop still tapping against my hip.

It didn't take long for Mark to come; he let loose with no warning, his bound hands on the top of my head, and I spluttered when his jizz struck the back of my throat. It was muskier than Frank's cum, with a rich taste like raw oysters, and I drank it down greedily.

Frank's pace was increasing, both of his thrusting cock and his slapping crop. I matched his pace with my fist around Kyle's cock, tonguing his balls while I stroked. Kyle let out a groan when he came, and I felt his jizz fall into my hair.

I pushed back hard against Frank, both hands now on the couch's frame, and started to chant "Fuck me fuck me fuck me" in time with Frank's thrusts. He grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled my head back, and I roared as my orgasm raced through me. I could feel a geyser let loose between my legs. My cunt squeezed hungrily around Frank's shaft, and my legs shook as the waves flowed through me.

When I could see straight again, I looked at the three cocks on the couch; they were shiny and still hard, cum dribbling down the shafts. I untied Kyle's and Mark's hands, and they quickly brought their fingers to my hair and throat, stroking and searching. Frank was still fucking me, but more slowly now; he undid the clasps of my bustier and let it slip over my shoulders. My tits freed, I felt my nipples brush someone's leg, and I leaned into the bare flesh.

Frank suddenly pulled out of me and lifted me up so I stood on my knees. He licked my bare back and squeezed my tits, then fell onto his back among the pillows I had thrown on the floor. He pulled me down with him, and I stretched out on top of him, legs spread wide, turning my head to kiss him. His tongue traced my lips while his hand moved over my belly and between my legs, stroking my clit. I lifted my knees up, and I could feel the three pairs of eyes on the couch staring at my wide open pussy.

Frank took his cock in his hand and probed first at my pussy and then, tentatively and gently, at my puckered asshole. His cock was wet from the gusher I'd let loose when I came, and my juices were running down from my pussy, but it wasn't slippery enough for him to push his way in.

"Kyle," I gasped, "behind you — the lube ..."

Kyle turned and felt around on the shelf. In front of an illustrated guide to 19th century French lingerie was a plastic tube. Kyle handed it down to me and I applied a generous dollop to Frank's cock, and then groaned as he pushed the head slowly into my anus. I kissed him desperately as he filled me.

I felt a finger on my clit, and looked up to see Kyle kneeling between our spread legs. He had one hand on my cunt and the other on his cock, and he looked into my eyes with an all-consuming longing. I gasped my assent, and he aimed his cock and pushed into my pussy. I could feel both cocks stroking the thin membrane separating my two channels, and I moaned.

Mark must have found the keys to Kevin's handcuffs on the shelf by the lube, because there were suddenly two pairs of hands on my tits, my belly, my throat, and two cocks jostling for access to my mouth. I opened my lips and let them negotiate their own terms for fucking my mouth — I only cared that I had a cock in it, and I didn't know or care whose. Hands stroked my belly, my tits, my legs, so many hands and fingers, smearing sweat and lube and jizz all over my skin.

With a grunt, Kyle came inside my pussy; I could feel the warmth spreading through my channel, and the spasming jerks of his cock. No sooner had he pulled out than another cock took his place — Mark's? Kevin's? I didn't know; I didn't care. I just needed to be filled and fucked. Another orgasm rippled through me, but it was hard to distinguish one climax from the next — I was a sputtering live wire throwing off sparks.

Hands and mouths and cocks covered every inch of me; lips sucked my nipples, teeth nipped my neck, cocks pounded my pussy, and all the while Frank held me in place, the anchor of my passion. I felt like that tattered copy of "Flowers in the Attic" that passed hand to hand in middle school, the cover torn away, spine cracked, the good pages dog-eared and smeared by a hundred sweaty fingers. Like that paperback, I was beaten, abused, bent, but, if not loved, then appreciated, greatly and desperately appreciated.

I'm not sure how many turns Kevin, Kyle, and Mark took with my pussy; I'm sure each fucked me at least once, probably twice. Someone came in my mouth again — not Mark, the flavor was different — and I could feel a sticky puddle drying between my tits. The pace was slowing, the fucking less desperate, almost gentle. Someone was nuzzling against my neck while cuddling against my hip, a softening cock leaking onto my flesh. After a while my pussy was finally empty of cock, though not of jizz — I could feel the warm trickle of mingled cum leaking down my thighs.

"Books and dreams and cunt," Frank whispered in my ear, and I laughed. He slipped his cock from my asshole and held the shaft between my pussy lips. With a shout, he bucked his hips, lifting me with him, and shot a long, white blast up my belly so hard it struck my tits.

I steadied myself with my hands and rolled off Frank, squeezing up against someone — Mark, maybe? — who appeared to be dozing, curled into a ball on the pillows. Frank spooned behind me, hands on my tits, and someone pushed my sticky, cum-covered hair from my face and gently kissed my cheek. I felt sleep's stealthy approach, and chose to fall into its embrace, exhausted and sated in my chamber of lust.


Bonus Story: Reposado Gold
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Every muscle in my body aches, there’s a searing hot spotlight flooding through the windows, and someone is blaring a fucking fire alarm directly into my ears. I pull a pillow over my head as tight as I can, but I would need lead walls a foot thick to block out this light and noise: scratchy linen and musty foam will not be up to the job.

Also, my head hurts. Like someone used it as the Liberty Bell’s clapper for a big old Fourth of July extravaganza. I would scream, except I’m pretty sure my head would shatter, and then where would we be?

Good question, because I’m not exactly certain where we are …

I pull the pillow off my head and struggle to sit and look around. The spotlight, it turns out, is the sun streaming through some faded yellow curtains, and the fire alarm is an exuberant little blackbird perched on a bush just visible through the window. Its song is pretty, but I’d like to wring the little fucker’s neck.

When I swing my feet over the side of the bed, which is not my bed, I make contact with the likely source of the pounding in my head: an empty bottle of Sauza Reposado Gold. That stuff is dangerously smooth. I look down at my feet: one is bare, the electric green polish on my nails a little chipped, and the other is still wearing one of my black ankle high cowboy boots with the embroidered flowers.

I hear what sounds like the starting burp of a chain saw beside me, and I look over to see that I’m not alone in the bed. While I’m relieved to learn that I probably didn’t polish off that bottle of tequila alone, I’m also a little concerned that I don’t immediately recognize the naked man stretched out face down in a tangle of sheets, snoring into a pillow. His broad back rises and falls with his snores, and his naked ass, a firm, muscular ass, is bared to the ceiling.

I run my fingers tentatively along his ass, careful not to wake him, and a memory makes me smile. There was dancing last night, I suddenly recall, at the Lucky Cowboy Saloon, and I was holding handfuls of this ass while slow dancing to a cheesy Alan Jackson song. At least I think it was this ass: it was covered in denim at the time, and that broad back was covered by a black shirt with embroidered red roses on the yoke.

The exact shirt, I suddenly realize, that I’m wearing. The sleeves are a little long, and there’s a blotchy stain on the left side that smells a whole lot like tequila, but I’m quite sure it’s the same shirt. A memory of me unbuttoning this shirt tickles at my tequila-addled brain, feeling the smooth pearl buttons between my fingers and his rough stubble on my cheek. I remember I undid those buttons slowly, letting my fingers slide along his chest and belly as I worked my way down, tongue following; he was smooth and salty, like the rim of a margarita glass. When I got to his belly button I was on my knees, and he laughed when my tongue flicked inside (a manly chortle, not a giggle) and he pulled my head closer, fingers tangling my hair.

I remember encountering his belt buckle, too, a big silver oval with a golden-horned steer in the center. I ran my fingers along the fine filigree of flowers surrounding the steer and then found the clasp, levering it open so I could loosen his belt and continue my downward progress. My cowboy’s jeans were dark and soft: fancy dress jeans, not his work jeans. And they were closed with a row of buttons that required a hard tug to undo. He helped by pulling off the belt and giving his hips a wiggle, and I yanked his jeans and boxers down in one tug and uncovered his saddle pommel, already firm and ready to ride.

Oh yes, memories are coming back now. I’m not exactly sure where I undressed this cowboy: probably here, but where is "here"? But memories of what I did once I had him undressed are becoming a little clearer. To start with, of course, I licked him; he was salty and musky, perfect complements to the tequila taste in my mouth, soft like velvet and hard like a branding iron. And I stroked him, barely able to wrap my fingers around the girth, his foreskin slipping smoothly over the shiny head. At some point, I clearly recall riding him like I was a rodeo star, his cock filling my pussy like a bull in a bucking chute, wearing his cowboy hat that was a little too big for me, while sucking his cock …

Hold on, while sucking his cock? The old memory machine is getting a little wonky, because clearly if I was riding his cock I wasn’t also sucking his cock. I’m certain I did both things, but not simultaneously.

I shake my head to clear it, which only causes my dehydrated brain to bounce painfully off the inside of my skull. If I’m going to function at all today, and possibly reconstruct some more of what I’m pretty sure are very happy memories, I need to make my way to the bathroom for a glass, or bucket, of water and a nice long piss. Keeping my eyes closed against the blinding sunlight and the steady spin of the room, I stagger to my feet, unsteady on wobbly knees and a single boot, and stumble across the room.

I immediately hit my shins against a bedframe and grunt at the sharp pain; at least it’s different from the pain in my head. I open my eyes and have a sudden strange double vision: I was pretty sure the naked cowboy on the bed was behind me, but no, there’s a naked cowboy on the bed in front of me now. I cautiously look back over my shoulder and confirm that yes, there is a naked cowboy on the bed behind me, with tousled black hair, scratch marks on his back, and the nicest piece of man ass this side of the Rockies. But when I turn my head to look in front of me, I can confirm that there’s also a naked cowboy there, on a different bed, also face down and possessing quite a handsome ass, and also possessing marks on his back that I’m sure would match skin samples under my fingernails if this were an episode of "CSI: Missoula," but with curly blonde hair. I look behind me: naked cowboy, black hair; I look in front of me: naked cowboy, blonde hair.

"Aha," I say, and grin. The memory machine is working fine, just a little incompletely. My vision of riding one cock and sucking another makes perfect sense now. My brain pieces together how it happened:

I pushed the first cowboy down on the bed after getting him slippery hard in my mouth, and then crawled on top of him. I was naked at this point: I can’t recall how that happened, but I can attest that there was a cool breeze on my tits and nothing between my pussy and the cowboy’s cock. There was someone else in the room during my work getting the black-haired cowboy ready – I’m pretty sure it was the black-haired one – but he was definitely an invited guest, I’m sure of that.

I can remember looking into the prone cowboy’s beautiful blue eyes while I reached behind me for his cock and slid the head back and forth along my wet pussy lips. And I kept staring into his eyes while I slid the barrel of his gun into my holster and ground myself against him. Then I pushed up with my arms so I was straddling him, tits bouncing, and I looked across the room and motioned to the blonde cowboy who was standing by the nightstand, already naked himself, cock in hand, bemused smile on his face, that he should come join the party. He didn’t hesitate a moment: I got the feeling that the two of them had been in a situation just like this a time or two in the past, and needed no instruction on how to get his dick lined up to my mouth.

Oh yes, the memories are coming back, and they’re pretty sweet.

But my need to piss and chug some water is stronger than the sweet nostalgia, so I stagger around the bed with the sleeping blonde cowboy on it, gently brushing his ass with my fingers as I go by, The bathroom door is partially open, and I crash inside, find the toilet with the seat up, typical of a man’s (men’s?) motel room, drop the seat into place and sit just in time to empty my bladder with a glorious ringing stream. I’m damned lucky that I’m naked except for the sleeping cowboy’s shirt and my one boot, or I would have absolutely soaked my panties. Taking care of business clears a good third of my hangover. I rest my head in my hands and let the relief wash over me.

Somehow the snoring rumble of the two unconscious cowboys has followed me into the bathroom – how can two men snore so loudly? It’s echoing off the tiled walls, louder than it was in the bedroom, almost as if it’s coming from …

I reach over to pull back the shower curtain and find a third cowboy, stretched out in the tub with a rolled up towel against his neck as a pillow, drool oozing out of his open mouth accompanied by a steady thunderous snore. He’s naked, too, with a half-hard cock resting against his thigh in a tangle of curly hair and some scratches visible on his chest. It’s looking like a goddamn crime scene in this motel room, and I’m the prime suspect for having laid these bodies low.

Cowboy number three has a black handlebar mustache and close cropped hair. He also has a shiner ringing his left eye, and a pretty recent one judging by the rich purple shade. I look him up and down – black eye, mustache, scratches, cock – and slowly the clues coalesce in my memory.

As near as I can tell, things might have gone down something like this:

All week I was working on the Lazy L Ranch with my cousin Sandy and her partner Judith, mending fences and pulling out the watering troughs after a long, brutal Montana winter. The sheep will head out to graze soon, and we had a lot of work to do to clear the pastures. To celebrate, we headed into town to pour a few back at the Lucky Cowboy Saloon.

It was a pretty busy Friday night for the Lucky Cowboy. Every bar stool was taken by townies or men who worked the ranches nearby, and most of the tables were filled, too. We found a small table in the corner and I went to the bar to get a pitcher of beer and order some pretzels.

At the bar, I noticed a trio of cowboys from the Flying V Ranch, and they seemed to notice me, too. The one with curly hair and the rose shirt – the one lying face down and bare assed on the bed where I crashed – tipped his hat at me and offered me a shot of tequila. I was raised with manners, so I tipped my hat, too, and took his shot, slamming it back and enjoying the burn, and then let him get a good look at my swishing tail as I went back to Sandy and Judith with the beer and pretzels.

We were well into the third pitcher when the cowboys plugged quarters into the jukebox machine and approached our table with a request to dance. Again, manners and all – Sandy and Judith would probably have preferred dancing with each other, but we were three on three and it seemed like a good night to scoot boots, everyone having spent a hard week working, and the Hank Williams, Buck Owens, and Emmylou Harris they picked was sounding good. We rotated happily through all the configurations of cowboy and sheep gal, and inspired a few more dancers to take the floor, though the ratio of guys to gals in the bar was definitely lopsided.

It was during that Alan Jackson slow dance that I decided which cowboy was my favorite, and I had a pretty good time swaying close to him, his buckle against my belly and my hands creeping toward his pockets. That song could have gone on all night as far as I was concerned; I was tempted to send Sandy to the jukebox with a fistful of coins to keep it going. It was a corny song, like all great country slow dances, and that just made it better.

The song ended, and I was debating whether to pry this cowboy loose from his posse, when someone I hadn’t danced with yet – a big guy in a Harley-Davidson t-shirt and leather jacket with a beard down to his beer gut – came up behind my cowboy and tried to cut in. I politely suggested that I’d rather not switch partners just yet, but Harley was insistent and took hold of my arm, squeezing pretty tight. I tried to yank free, and he just held tighter, fingers digging into my biceps. When my cowboy tried to pry Harley off, Harley took a swing at him, which my cowboy dodged easily, and then followed up with a punch to the beer belly that doubled Harley over.

That should have been that: invitation declined, first politely and then assertively. But apparently Harley’s buddies wanted to even the score with my cowboys, and fists started flying. I’ll admit that I threw a few punches myself, and I’m pretty sure I saw Judith take a swing or two: do not underestimate the lesbian sheepherder demographic, those gals are fierce. But most of the blows were being landed by our dancing cowboys. At one point I was lifted up onto the bar by one of the cowboys to get me out of the way of a beefy bull of a leather dude, and I watched the melee from there until the bartender returned from the back office, where he was no doubt calling the county sheriff, waving a shotgun and demanding that we clear the bar or there would be hell to pay.

The bar cleared out chaotically but quickly; the bartender was so busy waving his shotgun over his head that he didn’t see me grab the two bottles of tequila as I jumped off the bar and followed Sandy, Judith, and my cowboys out the back door and into the chilly early spring night. Once we were in the parking lot, I immediately grabbed one of my cowboys – I’m not sure which one, it might have been the one with the handlebar mustache and the black eye – and gave him a deep, hungry kiss. The adrenaline coursing through my system had ratcheted my horny level to eleven. Whichever cowboy it was, he returned the kiss and then some, tongue in my mouth and hands on my ass.

When I broke away from the kiss, I raised my two stolen bottles of Sauza Reposado Gold over my head and let out a wild whoop like I was a cowpoke rolling into town off a cattle drive and looking to raise some hell. My cowboys, Sandy, and Judith responded with whoops of their own. The cowboys piled into a beat up old Chevy pickup truck while Sandy and Judith scurried back to their Subaru. I stood between the two vehicles holding my bottles, unsure which way to run.

Sandy rolled down her window and yelled, "Cops are coming, you’d better be scarce! Call me when you get where you’re going and if you need a ride in the morning!"

I looked over at the Chevy, and my cowboys flashed their brights at me. "Fuck it," I said, gave Sandy and Judith a wave, let out another whoop, and ran to the truck just as the flashing lights of the county sheriff’s SUV flew past.

And that’s how I ended up in the Silver Gulch Motel, surrounded by passed out, naked cowboys and nursing a well-earned hangover.

Of course, they didn’t start passed out; not by a long shot. No sooner had I climbed into the cab of the pickup than the kissing commenced again, I think with the blonde cowboy first, but pretty soon I was stretched across all three laps trading kisses and cuddles with everyone while we roared down the dark and winding roads away from the Lucky Cowboy. By the time we roared into the parking lot of the motel, I had lost my shirt and gained a couple of ruby red hickies on my neck. Somehow I had the presence of mind the text Sandy: "@ Silver Bluch Model doin gud"; she sent me back a laughing face emoji and thumbs up, but I didn’t see those until after I emptied my bladder in the morning.

The one with the mustache went to the office while the other two carried me out of the truck to the unit at the far end of the lot, hands and mouths everywhere at once. I believe that was when I lost one of my boots, though the mustached cowboy gallantly retrieved it when he ran up with the key. Once the door was open, we piled inside, tugging at clothes and nipping at skin and licking all over in a squirming, giggling pile of limbs.

This is not to imply that I was manhandled and mistreated. No sir, my cowboys were nothing if not complete gentlemen. While they were more rough than gentle – which is exactly how I wanted it – they were focused first on my desires. My first desire was for a cock in my mouth once I had them undressed, but my next desire was for a mouth on my cunt, and they delivered three of those, first one at a time and then in pairs. I don’t know how it normally is with cowboys, but this trio seemed very good at teamwork, fair play, and share-and-share-alike. They had a nice rotation going, two working their tongues on my clit and fingers in my pussy while one offered me a shaft to lick and suck, and then on some wordless signal they rotated, encircling me in a constantly flowing circle of attention. It’s probably impolite to keep count of orgasms in a situation like this, but I’m pretty sure I topped three, which had been my personal best from an evening of oral until then.

"Oh, fuck, that’s enough!" I finally had to yell. I was sorry to have to take the black-haired cowboy’s cock out of my mouth to do so. "I need a dick in me now!"

And again, like perfect gentlemen, they commenced to fucking me. Each had a distinctive style: the blonde was slow and steady, the brunette rode me high with his shaft rubbing my clit, and the one with the mustache lifted my legs onto his shoulders and hammered me like he was driving fenceposts – but they complimented each other. I imagine they made quite a team on the ranch, the way they could work me over without saying a word.

Two orgasms later, when I needed to move to keep my thighs from cramping up, they took turns being my bucking bronco while I rode them hard. At one point I was swapping between sipping tequila from a plastic motel cup and sucking on a hard cowboy cock while riding one of my cowboys, and I believe I touched the face of God.

All good things must end, though, and even a cowboy can’t be ridden forever. The black-haired cowboy was under me, thrusting up to meet my grinding hips, when he suddenly gasped and said, "I’m gonna blow, baby, where do you want it?"

I hopped off him, let the blonde cowboy’s cock out of my mouth, and wrapped my lips around the head of his dick. He tasted like pussy and sweat and tequila, a flavor that should be available in six pack cans at the Loaf’n Jug. He roared when he shot his jizz, and I drank it as thirstily as I had the bottle of Sauza.

The mustached cowboy was behind me while I was bent over the brunette’s crotch, and he slid into me with a hand on my hip for a half dozen quick thrusts before he pulled out and came across my ass; I cooed at the feeling of his warm cum dripping down my thigh.

The blonde cowboy was kneeling beside me, stroking his cock and fondling my tit. "Don’t waste that in your hand, cowboy," I said before I took it in my mouth. He lasted only a suck or two before his jizz followed the brunette’s down my throat, soothing the burn the tequila had given me.

Exhausted, I collapsed on the bed while they cuddled against me, gently stroking me and nipping at my neck with their teeth and lips. I tried to speak, but nothing coherent was congealing in my brain, and soon oblivion swept me up in her arms and carried me away.

My bladder empty and three glasses of tap water down my throat (plus two to rinse my mouth of the residual taste of jizz), I am suddenly aware that I’m starving. A giant plate of sausage, eggs, and hash browns would go a long way to restoring my strength. But I am also, now that I recall the events of the night before, more than a little horny. Seeing all that naked cowboy flesh scattered around the motel room rekindled the fire between my legs.

I’m figuring out how to work the little coffee maker by the TV and thinking impure thoughts about the cowboy stretched out on my bed when I hear the mustached cowboy from the bathroom pissing like a racehorse. He staggers out of the bathroom, bleary-eyed and tousle-haired and sporting a nice hunk of morning wood. When he sees me by the coffee maker, he grins and makes to tip his hat, then realizes that his hat, like the rest of his clothes, is in a pile near the door.

"Good morning, cowboy," I say in a low voice so as not to rouse the other sleepers. I slip the shirt off my shoulder and flash him a smile and a tit while the smell of coffee rises from the little pot. "Let’s go for a ride before breakfast."


Marjory's Lesson
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Marjory's Lesson

Penelope thought she was done with Magian Corp, the soulless conglomerate that bought out her beloved Well Thumbed bookshop and turned it into Beryl & Duke, a "distributor of narrative entertainments" driven by the Artsatic algorithm. But one night, as she's leaving her new bookish lair at Lucky Fierce Vibes, her old nemesis makes a surprise appearance ...


Marjory was glad to be rid of Penelope, the petulant, decadent, thoroughly wicked woman who had curated the erotica section of Well Thumbed before Magian Corp transformed that dingy little dungeon into the bright and shining Beryl & Duke. But somehow Penelope poisoned Artsatic's formulas, making the machine dream up filthy fantasies, before her disgraceful departure. And she's poisoned Marjory's mind as well ...


Marjory's Lesson is a sequel to Shagged in the Bookshop, in which rivalry gives way to lust and secret desires are unlocked.


About Cornelia Quick
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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
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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 …


Cornelia Quick Starter Pack
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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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