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Prologue

 


Once upon a time in a land
far, far away, and a very, very long time ago, there lived a very
naughty Genie. In fact, he was so naughty that something had to be
done. But Genies are slippery little things, and no matter where
you hide them, these silly humans have a habit of setting them
free, and then they complain about the havoc they cause.

Really, how hard is it not to rub a
lamp, or a bottle, or a mirror or … well, you get the idea. There
was only one thing to be done. Nothing shiny would do, and
certainly nothing a female would have access to, because you know
those women—sheesh, they're even worse.

So, it transpired that our naughty
Genie was banned to a scroll. Not a pretty, or even a working
scroll, just your everyday, ordinary scroll, buried at the back of
the monk's library. And there he stayed. Now Sol had to do
something to keep himself entertained. Immortality sucks when
you're stuck inside a scroll, I tell you. I did mention he was
naughty, right?

So what do you think our
naughty Genie did? He wrote, of course. Naughty stories, full of
sex and passion; stories that burned themselves into the very
fabric of the scroll, until, eventually, the inevitable
happened.

Sol was found by fair
hands. Intrigued by the symbols on the scroll, the unsuspecting
human ran her fingers across the coarse parchment, and Sol … Well,
that would be telling you the story before it even
began.

But, let me ask you this. When you
picture a Genie, what image springs to mind? Huge, blue, beard,
funny accent?

Well, think again, for our naughty
Genie is never what he seems. Remember, wish fulfillment is his
game, and as the years rolled on, and scrolls became books and
books became computers…

But I'm getting ahead of myself. Let
me take you to the here and now, and our heroine for this story.
Can you see her, overworked, underpaid, and thoroughly
frustrated?

 


 



Chapter One

 


"You have got to be kidding me?" Karen
groaned and looked at the stacks of data to be inputted in
disbelief.

"Nope, boss man says this needs to be
done tonight. I know, it sucks, but you know him. Some big meeting
on Monday and he needs all the data. I'll stay and help for as long
as I can, but, well, it's Alexander's school play tonight, and
I—"

"I know, I know. Just go.
I'll do it." Karen suppressed her sigh of annoyance and took little
comfort in Susan's brilliant answering smile of
gratitude.

"You're a star, Karen. I was hoping to
leave early, because we need to get ready, and I was so worried,
that I couldn't…"

Karen stopped listening.
Yeah, good old Karen, that was her. If something needed to be done,
Karen would do it. Karen this and Karen that. Karen won't mind,
because Karen's got nothing better to do after all. No rushing home
from work, because there was nothing and no one to rush home to,
not even a pet. Allergies took care of that one, and Erwin the
goldfish was quite happy with his own company. In fact, Karen was
quite sure she could be gone several days and he wouldn't even be
hungry. She was always over-feeding him as it was.

Half an hour later, she
barely registered Susan's cheery, "Adieu," so engrossed was she in
her work. By the time she finally inputted the last bit of data,
darkness had fallen, and she was the last one in the office.
Security dimmed the lights, and she reached across to turn on her
desk lamp, dislodging her glass of water in the process. It
teetered precariously, and then spilled over the edge and into her
open handbag.

"No, shit, shit, shit."
The ominous sizzling sound from her phone had her throat close up
in horror. It blinked feebly at her and then died a death. She dove
to retrieve it, only to discover that her e-reader was also soaked
through.

"Oh, for fuck's sake, what
next?" Her phone she could do without, but her e-reader? She shook
the water off, and blew on it, but she knew deep down that it was
already too late. Several years old now, it had been temperamental
lately, and she knew she ought to have replaced it ages ago, but
something else always came up. Last month it had been her car's
MOT; the month before her washing machine had literally blown up,
requiring not only a new machine but also redecoration of her
kitchen, and now this. Would it never end?

Her one weakness was her
collection of erotica stories, and she had been halfway through a
particularly titillating naughty fairytale, damn it. How was she
going to make it through the weekend now?

Karen blew her fringe out
of her eyes and shut off the computer. She fished through her soggy
bag for her security pass, and shook her purse out. Fortunately,
her bank cards seemed fine, not that she could do anything with
them. The credit cards were maxed out, and with payday five days
away, there were only peanuts left in her bank account. Not for the
first time, Karen wished she had a dartboard handy to stick pins
into her ex-husband's cheating face. Not only had he left her for a
younger model, he had also left her with a mountain of debt to pay
off, and a deep distrust of all men. At thirty-five she was hardly
over the hill, but with the few extra pounds she couldn't seem to
shake off, and her self-confidence at an all-time low after Jason's
defection with Miss Plastic Fantastic, she wasn't about to put
herself out there.

Which left her e-book
collection and her little vibrating friends. Only now she didn't
even have her books anymore. She was about to flip the purse shut
when her gaze fell on the dog-eared library card.

"Good lord, I haven't used that in
years." She grimaced at the echo of her voice on the quiet office
floor, and squinted at the address printed on the small card.
Friday was late night opening, and if she hurried she might just
about make it. That's if the library still existed. No one used
libraries anymore, and her cheeks heated at the thought of having
to ask some stuffy librarian where the saucy books were.

Half an hour later Karen
pulled into the small, and utterly deserted, library car park.
Checking her watch she saw she had ten minutes left before closing
time. She hurried out of her battered little mini and took the
stairs two at a time. All that was left of the once huge library
was the basement section, the rest of the building having been
converted into office space it seemed. Karen glanced up with a
sudden pang of nostalgia, as happier times came flooding back to
her.

Growing up in this small
town, she had spent many happy hours in this library. First in the
children's section, and then as she got older in the romance
section. They hadn't had erotica then, and somehow she doubted they
would now, but it was worth a try. She could always re-read the
Kama Sutra, at a push.

With a self-depreciating
smile Karen pushed open the heavy door and was immediately
transported back in time. She'd forgotten the smell of books, and
the way her heart always felt lighter when she stepped into the
library. When had life gotten so busy that she'd stopped taking
time out to just immerse herself in the physical evidence of rows
and rows of books? The small space was crammed full of them, from
ceiling to floor, all neatly arranged by title, and
genre.

The front desk was
deserted, but maybe it wouldn't take her too long to find what she
needed. The romance aisle caught her attention, and she made a
bee-line for it. The quick tap-tap of her heels seemed too loud in
the quiet space, and she half expected some irate librarian to bear
down on her, but no one came. The place was eerily quiet in fact,
and the fine hair on her arms rose in response. This was
ridiculous. Whoever heard of anything happening in a library? Once
she'd held a particular fantasy, involving a library and a hot man
taking her from behind as books rained down onto them, but that was
hardly going to happen now, with … Shit
… five minutes before it closed for the
weekend.

She scanned the long aisle
in vain for anything even remotely racy, and then she saw it. A
tiny sign announcing the Erotica section. All two shelves worth of
it. Her heart sank, when she skimmed the titles. All far too tame
and besides she'd read them all. Even that book was there. Karen rolled
her eyes and sighed.

Her tastes ran to rather
more extreme and, above all, more accurate depictions of the
lifestyle, dammit. She knew this was going to be a waste of time.
Reading in front of her big desk top it would have to be
then.

The discreet cough behind
her came out of nowhere, and she spun round so fast that she
stumbled and had to grab onto the shelves for support. Her blood
rushed in her ears, as adrenaline swamped her body for the seconds
it took to realize that there was nothing to fear from the old man
with the
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