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Scientist Rhylie Dawson works hard, but when it comes to play she's pretty reserved. Until her friends take her to The Cave of Pleasure in New York City. She's there to celebrate her birthday, and maybe, just maybe, get lucky. What Rhylie doesn't know is The Cave of Pleasure is run by Djinn, and they're eager to show her that there's more to life than just work. On stage in front of a bevy of male dancers, Rhylie is told to choose one for her special birthday dance. She picks the fireman, and quickly learns that where there's smoke, there's fire, and a great deal of desire.
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Chapter One
 
 
Rhylie Dawson cupped her hands together, then blew hot air into a small opening between her thumbs, trying to warm up her frozen digits.
“It’s colder than the North Pole here,” her friend Cassidy said, jumping in place and running her hands up and down her arms. “But I’ve heard this club is worth the wait.”
“Actually, if you’re looking for the coldest place on Earth, it would be more applicable to say it’s colder than Antarctica,” Rhylie offered. “The coldest temperature reading ever recorded on Earth, -129 degrees Fahrenheit, was taken there.”
“You’re kidding me, right?” Cassidy’s mouth hung open.
“No, I’m not. It was in 1983. Just a little bit of trivia.”
Cassidy stared at her, then shook her head as their third friend, Elise, giggled. “I wasn’t talking about the temperature, Rhylie, I’m talking about you. We’re ready to enter the hottest club in New York City, and you’re spouting trivia like you’re on a game show.”
“Sorry.” Rhylie bit the corner of her lower lip. “I’m doing it again, aren’t I?”
“Yes, you are,” Elise answered, putting her arm around her and pulling her into a half-hug. “But we still love you, even if you do read encyclopedias for fun.”
“That’s the whole point,” Cassidy said. “She needs to have more fun than reading encyclopedias. Rhylie, it’s your thirtieth birthday for heaven’s sake. Relax and enjoy yourself. Let’s get you laid tonight. That’s why we all have separate hotel rooms, so we can have sex with men we picked up from this very bar.”
Rhylie’s eyes strayed to the unobtrusive banner above the door: The Cave of Pleasure. “Right, sex with strangers. Do you know what the rate of STDs is in this country? Do you? It’s—”
Cassidy held up her hand. “Don’t. You. Dare. Now listen to me, I left a huge pack of condoms on your night table, and I expect to see at least one of them used by tomorrow morning. Make him double bag it if you’re so nervous about disease. That way there will be two gone.”
“You’re so crude,” Rhylie said, smiling despite herself. “I’ve never had sex with someone I just met.”
“You’ve only had sex with one person,” Cassidy leaned in to whisper the last words, “and that was four years ago.”
“I can’t believe you’re throwing that in my face. I never should have told you.” Rhylie looked at the people lined up around them, wondering who had overheard her friend.
“If you’d told me sooner than last night, we would have made this trip ASAP. Sweetie, please trust me on this. One good screw, and then I’ll let you go back to learning useless trivia that you can bore people with when you’re in a nursing home.”
Cassidy’s words slammed into Rhylie like a freight train. “It’s not all useless. Some of it comes in handy, like right now talking about the weather. It kept the conversation going, didn’t it?”
Cassidy’s eye-roll hurt Rhylie’s heart, taking residence right next to the idea that she’d spend her golden years repeating trivia to people who didn’t give a damn about her, or her facts. Her heart pounded in her chest, and she fought for breath. Any second now she would hyperventilate, and someone would have to call the paramedics.
Rhylie pulled at her blouse in a useless effort to loosen it from her throat. Someone, or something, had taken hold of her windpipe and squeezed, hard.
Cassidy gave her a puppy dog look “Just promise me you won’t spout off a bunch of statistics on popular dance moves to the first guy that asks you to dance.”
“I promise,” Rhylie wheezed out, trying to take a deep breath and tugging a little more on her blouse. Is this what she’d become? A scientist who didn’t know how to relate to people without a spreadsheet in front of her? How had this happened? When had this happened? Why had this happened?
She opened her mouth and gasped for air. “Ack.”
“Sweetie, you okay?” Elise patted her on the back. “It’s not as bad as she makes it sound.”
Yes, it is. That’s why I spent eleven hours a day at work, then come home to take-out and the remote control and watch mindless TV. “Ack.”
“Rhylie?” Cassidy put her hand on her arm. “Breathe, breathe, it’s okay. I’m sorry if I upset you.”
“Ack.” A vision of herself in a nursing home, sitting and staring out the window, took shape in her mind. The woman next to her would be telling about how she’d slept with the prince of some foreign country or climbed the Great Pyramid despite the ban that was in place. She would turn to Rhylie and ask about her life.
“I studied global warming, but never found a solution.” She would reply. “And, I can recite Scarlett’s lines in Gone With the Wind, backwards. Want to hear?”
“Rhylie!” Cassidy shook her arms. “Does someone have a paper bag?”
Rhylie’s eyes widened, staring into to the concerned faces of her two friends, and the three men standing in front of them. She fought back her panic, swallowing hard.
“No. I’m fine; it’s all right. I’m just cold, and it got to me.” She bit back a factoid about the effects of frigid weather on the body.
“Let’s go back to the hotel,” Elise said, moving toward the street and waving her arm for a taxi.
“No.” The line was moving now, and Rhylie nudged her friends. “We’ve waited this long, and I bet we get in pretty soon. I want to do this. It is, after all, my birthday.”
“Why yes it is,” Cassidy said in a booming voice. She turned to the bouncer who was watching them intently, his eyes fixed on Rhylie. “It’s my friend’s thirtieth birthday, can we go in now so we can par-tay?”
Rhylie blushed as the crowd started to chant, “Let her in, let her in!”
The bouncer continued to watch her, then a woman appeared at his side, as if out of nowhere. Long, dark hair fell in waves around her face, and her penetrating eyes studied Rhylie intently. Nervous, Rhylie shifted her gaze away. When she looked back, the woman was motioning for them to come forward.
“Come on.” Cassidy grabbed her arm as the crowd yelled, part of them in approval, part in protest.
When they reached the front, the woman stepped toward them. “Hi, I’m Anya. Who’s the birthday girl?”
“She is.” Cassidy hugged her close. “We’re from a little town in Maine, and we came here to celebrate her big day. We hear this is the place to be.”
“It is,” Anya replied. She gently touched Rhylie’s arm, and a zing of warmth spread through her. Rhylie frowned, then pulled her arm away. Was the woman some type of heat conductor who could pass warmth to others? That would be a phenomenon worth studying. But before she could say anything, the woman released Rhylie’s arm and waved them in.
“In honor of Rhylie’s birthday, everyone gets to go in now. Go, but stay orderly, please.”
The crowd cheered as the ladies walked inside. As the three friends stepped over the threshold, Anya appeared in front of them. Rhylie blinked at her rapid movements, but the other two ladies didn’t seem to notice.
“Around ten, make your way to the Pleasure Hall,” Anya said, leaning closer as if to impart confidential information. “It’s ladies’ night.”
“Strippers?” Cassidy wagged her tongue in appreciation.
Anya grinned. “You got it. Have fun, ladies.”
Rhylie gave her coat to a woman that appeared at her side, and then turned back to talk to Anya, but the hostess had disappeared.
“She knew my name.”
“What?” Elise handed over her coat and propelled her friend to the main entrance.
“She knew my name, without being told.”
“Nonsense,” Cassidy said. “I’m sure I said it outside.”
“No, you said my friend.” Rhylie didn’t want to tell Cassidy that the many variables outside, including the wind and the dull roar of the crowd, would make it impossible for Anya to have heard Cassidy say her name from almost thirty feet away.
“Would you relax? Did you hear what she said? Strippers. You’re going to choose one, proposition him and take him home with you. They’ll be so hot after all those women have been fawning over them, they’ll be ready for some action. Maybe you can take two for the price of one.”
“They’re probably gay. The odds of two of them not being gay, or taken, are probably six hundr…” Rhylie clamped her mouth shut when Cassidy held up a finger.
“I swear, if you spout another statistic tonight, I’m going to rush us to the nearest BDSM club and offer your butt for a whipping. I’ll put a muzzle on you and tell them I’m your Mistress and it’s all a game.”
“Fine. I’ll shut up then, Mistress.”
“That’s better.” Cassidy beamed at her. “Behave yourself slave, or I’ll follow through on my threat.”
Inside the club they found a festive atmosphere, much like the way she’d pictured a Sultan’s harem. Brightly colored swatches of cloth hung from the rafters, and braziers provided low lighting. Rhylie wanted to go and examine one, to determine its source of energy. Instead, she allowed Cassidy and Elise to lead her to a table where they ordered Cosmopolitans from a well-built waiter.
“Yummy,” Elise said. “Bodes well for the ladies’ night show, doesn’t it. These men are gorgeous.”
“So are the women. Maybe they’re all already taken, with each other.” Rhylie tired not to feel out of place, but her limited ‘par-tay’ experience, and her size sixteen body, currently stuffed into a brand-new “little black dress” that was much shorter than she was used to wearing, made it difficult to relax. They’d spent the day at the spa, though, so her nails and toes were freshly done, and her blond hair was perfectly coiffed.
She had sat completely still while a professional did her makeup, and the results were spectacular, if she did say so herself. But underneath it all she was still the same Rhylie, the woman who spent the majority of her time with other scientists, trying to figure out why temperatures were changing so rapidly, why weather patterns had altered, and what, if anything, could be done about it.
Her drink arrived, and she guzzled it down, fast. Cassidy’s eyes widened, and she grabbed a passing waitress. “Another one, please. Heck, bring her two.”
The waitress nodded, and when she’d finished the second drink, Rhylie felt no pain. She imagined herself in the nursing home, telling her roommate, “I got slammed on my thirtieth birthday and had sex with a stripper. Top that one.”
Cassidy and Elise both rushed to the dance floor. Rhylie stayed at the table, and had just started on her third drink when warm sensations spread up her back. It was as if someone touched her, stroking her hip lightly. She turned to find nothing but empty space.
She took another sip of her drink before pushing it away. “Slow down, Rhylie. You’re starting to hallucinate.”
Still, she couldn’t shake the feeling of someone, or something, standing beside her, studying her, probing her mind, body and soul. The shivers increased, pleasurable tremors that made her nipples tingle and wetness form between her thighs.
There were fingers on her, touching her lightly. She moaned once, and there was one final feel of them over her neck, tracing down to her breast, caressing her.
“Oh yeah,” she whispered as the fingers moved just a little lower, then disappeared, leaving behind a trail of warmth and pure bliss. She glanced around and saw that she was still alone, except for the hundreds of people milling about, ignoring her. She didn’t believe in supernatural things, didn’t believe in mind reading, or instant connections, or déjà vu, or auras or any of that stuff. And she didn’t believe in visits from ghosts or spirits. There was just no logical explanation for things like that.
“Too much alcohol,” she said, pushing her glass away so she wouldn’t be tempted to go back to it. She held up a finger, intent on asking the waitress for a soft drink.
“Here you go,” she said, putting one in front of her.
“But I didn’t ask for it yet.”
“No, but I had an extra one, and you looked as though you needed it. Better grab your friends and hurry in for ladies’ night. Tonight’s theme is men in uniform. Yummy.”
She flitted away and within seconds, Rhylie followed Cassidy and Elise into the Pleasure Hall, where the action had already started. Seductive music with loud beats blared from the speakers, and half-dressed men gyrated around tables, some of them standing on top of them. They were all beautiful, well-built specimens who looked as though they could stand in for Atlas.
Suddenly, the room went wild. A spotlight fell on Rhylie, and two sets of powerful hands came under her, forming a chair and picking her up in their arms.
The crowd started to chant ‘birthday girl,’ and embarrassment flooded her face, the heat feeling as if it would melt any ice formed outside the building. The two men trotted toward the stage, and she held on to their shoulders, praying she didn’t fall off. They deposited her next to Anya, who spoke into a microphone.
“We have a special treat for the birthday girl,” she yelled to the crowd. “One special dance from one special dancer. And who shall it be, hmm? It’s your choice, Rhylie, so choose wisely.”
Rhylie wheeled around to find a line of men standing behind her, dressed in everything from a policeman’s uniform to a sailor suit. All the armed forces were represented, along with every manner of civil servant. She surveyed the group, wondering what she was supposed to do.
Every last one of them gave her a seductive look, winking and moistening their lips as if in anticipation of a kiss.
She turned back to Anya. “What am I supposed to do?”
“Go with your heart. One special dance, which one attracts you the most?”
“Um, I’ve never done anything like this.”
Anya stepped behind her and gently touched her shoulder. “Close your eyes, and think of one of these men you’d like to see dance for you, and only you”
Rhylie followed her instructions. Images of the men danced before her eyes, their uniforms disappearing to reveal gorgeous, toned bodies. She ran through them once, then centered on one.
Fire. She worked with the elements, knew the elements. Fire. The fireman.
Before she could voice her choice, though, flames shot up on either side of the stage, seeming as if they would singe the ceiling. Smoke curled around her feet, and she was lifted up by two of the men and deposited in a throne at the center of the stage.
The fireman moved toward her slowly, his head down, his hips swaying to the beat of the music. Her heart pounded as he stepped in front of her, his gaze fastened on the floor. Then he lifted his head slowly, and as the music sped up she found herself staring into a pair of smooth, chocolate brown eyes.
“Welcome to my world, Rhylie. May I light your fire, and then use my hose to soothe your burns?” He cupped his crotch, and Rhylie’s mouth fell open. Before she knew it, a soft yes escaped her lips, and he started to dance as the flames shot up again.
And her body felt as if it had caught fire, in the most delicious way possible.


 
 
 
Chapter Two
 
 
The music pounded in a heavy beat, the bass rumbling across the floor and shooting up Rhylie’s body, making her vibrate. The dancer tore off his hat, tossing it into the corner. Long, flowing locks of jet-black hair snaked down his back and over his shoulders.
Rhylie’s nipples formed into taut little buds, pressing against her lacy bra. Her clit throbbed, tendrils of pleasure flowing out from it, threatening to overtake her as a seductive grin spread over her fireman’s face. He licked his lips, and then turned to the audience, giving her a perfect view of his incredibly tight ass, encased in tight tan pants.
He swirled his hips from side to side, then wiggled them, his buttocks firm in the molded clothing. Rhylie wet her lips and wondered what it would feel like to clasp those buttocks as he thrust into her, pounding his cock into the wetness that now flowed freely from her swollen folds.
He turned to her, his hands tangled in the suspenders that covered his otherwise-bare chest. She swallowed hard and focused on his muscles, wondering how many hours a day he worked out to keep his body in such perfect form. She imagined being under him as he did his daily push-ups. He would kiss her with each descent, his tongue licking the sides of her mouth as he lifted back up, then came back down on her again.
Or maybe he would do his sit ups with his face pointed to the bottom of her body. His tongue would find a new target then, licking across her clit as his rock hard cock teased her mouth before lifting back up. Her excitement grew as she envisioned swallowing him, feeling his cock pulse inside her mouth, and then lift back out, teasing her repeatedly with each thrust.
Rhylie focused her gaze on his crotch. A thick bulge there let her know he enjoyed his work, very much. She bit her bottom lip, wanting to pull the pants from his body, see his cock spring to life, take it in her mouth and suck. Hard. She imagined running her lips around the head, tasting the little drop of moisture that would appear, tickling the slit until he hissed his pleasure. Then she would...
A snap of his suspenders broke her fantasy, and she glanced up at him. Dark eyes communicated his desire, and she knew he could tell exactly what she was thinking, and how much it turned him on. He ran his fingers over the bulge, his hips still gyrating to the relentless beat.
Then he gave his pants a yank, and they separated at the sides. He threw them over his head as the crowd howled its approval. The little G-string he wore didn’t hide his arousal. His cock peaked over the top, growing with each second, snaking toward his belly button.
His finger caressed the underside of his shaft, lightly tracing the prominent vein. “Do you like what you see, my little Rhylie?”
She nodded, wanting again to lean over and take him in her mouth. He was long and thick, and it had been so long since she’d been with a man, and seeing him made her insane with desire. He stroked himself, making a circle with his thumb and forefinger, then he leaned toward her.
A roar from the crowd made her jerk back, and she looked out, not seeing past the darkness of the stage. Behind her fireman another fireman danced, entertaining the crowd. Rhylie’s eyes narrowed in confusion as the dancer she’d chosen tugged the side string of his costume, pulling it from his body and leaving him completely naked.
He stroked himself again, and Rhylie moaned softly, the moan turning into a heavy groan as his free hand caressed her thigh, gently sliding over her skin.
“Open for me.” His accent confused her just a little. She hadn’t noticed it earlier. It was European, maybe Italian? Or Spanish?
Who cares? Rhylie thought, opening her thighs at his command. The crowd wasn’t paying any attention to them. They were watching the other dancer as he strutted back and forth, his hips moving in a sensual rhythm.
Her dancer lifted one of her legs over the arm of her throne, and her dress shifted above her hips. He touched her panties and they disappeared, making her gasp. How had that happened? Clothing didn’t just disappear. It was impossible. She tried to close her legs, but he stroked her gently, her body turning to jelly under his touch.
“Shush, little Rhylie. Don’t question. You’re mine right now. Relax and enjoy what I can do for you.”
I had sex with a stripper on stage, in front of an audience. Top that one. She slunk into the chair and nodded, wondering where the practical, rational Rhylie had gone. He was kneeling now, both hands on her thighs, kneading her flesh and making her clit throb with even greater intensity.
Fire burned inside her as he licked his lips then lowered his head between her thighs. The first sweep of his tongue made her arch into him, and the sharp little point he’d made with his oral appendage speared her folds, sliding into her wetness.
Rhylie grasped the back of the chair and pushed herself into his mouth as he grasped her hips, his tongue sliding up and down her wetness. She bucked her hips as he feasted, sliding deeper into her, making her body shiver with pleasure. She lifted herself up on her hands as he slid his tongue inside her, flattening it and sliding it in and out, caressing her inner walls as she gasped for air.
When he slid out and gave her inner labia one long, hot lap of his tongue, she shivered, then gasped as he captured her clit in his mouth, sucking it hard, then pushing the hood back and grazing the tight bud with his tongue.
She came instantly, grasping his hair and pulling him closer, grinding herself into his mouth as waves of indescribable bliss rolled over her. He continued to nibble, his teeth gentle yet firm against her clit as aftershocks rolled through her. The pleasure subsided, and he licked her again, flicking his tongue over the bundle of nerves, sending her flying again.
This time she screamed as the orgasm slammed into her harder than the first, tightening her muscles as he continued to bathe her with his tongue. Her body soared, lifting from the chair. Four gorgeous men at each limb held her up as the fireman devoured her, the pleasure almost unbearable.
Rhylie undulated under his touch, pulling against her human bonds as he filled her with one, two, and then three fingers, sliding them back and forth as he continued to lick and eat her pussy. When she came a third time she screamed for him to have mercy on her body, which felt as if it were on fire, the flames licking at her nerve endings. He nibbled on her thigh, sucking heavily, and she giggled as thoughts of him marking her as his own spread through her. Her reasoning seemed to disappear as he stopped, his hand still stroking her now naked body, whispering words of endearment and encouragement, telling her to ride the pleasure, to fly to the heavens and back.
Shockwaves of ecstasy filled her, making her feel as if she were soaring, her body tingling from the thrill. When he licked her thigh, then sucked the tender flesh into his mouth, she screamed out again, pleasure overtaking her as his thumb flicked over her clit, sending the over sensitized flesh into spasms yet again.
When she finally came down, and registered where she was, she sat in her chair, fully dressed. He stood in front of her, his hips moving, his cock settled inside the tiny strip of clothing he wore.
The ladies in the crowd yelled their approval as he leaned over and gently placed his lips on hers, his tongue soothing and soft as he licked her lips.
“Happy birthday, sweet Rhylie.” He extended his hand, and a gold lamp appeared in his palm. He gave it out to her with a wink. “For you. It is my sincere desire that you would wish for me, and let me set you on fire again, hum?”
“What’s your name?” She studied his eyes, marveling at the fact that they now looked amber, almost like a flame of desire burned inside them.
“Alesandro. But my friends call me Sandro.” He stepped back and offered his hand. She took it and stood, clutching the lamp to her chest.
“Thank you, Alesandro.” Her mind reeled at the fantasy she’d just produced, and in front of a thick crowd of women. What had she done? Had she screamed out when she’d come in her dreams? Or had she just lived the whole thing out in her mind?
Heat spread up her cheeks as Alesandro continued to study her, as if he’d known exactly what she’d been thinking. Would he be disgusted to know she’d just had an incredibly life-like fantasy that he’d gone down on her, complete with three mind-blowing orgasms?
“It was my pleasure, Rhylie. My extreme pleasure.” He stroked the lamp, letting his finger trail over the web between her thumb and forefinger. “And it will be my pleasure to serve you again, and again, and again. I can promise you that.”
* * * *
“Call him!” Cassidy pushed the phone across the bed toward Rhylie, who shook her head. They were back in the hotel now, all three of them without male companionship.
“He didn’t give me a phone number, just the lamp.” She picked up the birthday token. It felt warm in her hands, but she resisted the urge to stroke it. Her friends had already teased her mercilessly about the dance Alesandro had done for her, how her eyes had been glued to him the whole time as he’d strutted for the spectators, turning to her often to give her a little private dance before turning back to the ladies sitting in the audience.
“I creamed my panties,” Cassidy said, taking a drink from a bottle of water. “He was hot.”
“Very,” Elise said, wiggling her tongue.
Rhylie cut her gaze toward the window as memories of her fantasy flooded her mind, how Alesandro’s tongue had sent her soaring higher than she’d ever been in her life. It was just proof that the mind was a powerful thing, she thought. All it took was one very well-formed male body to make her sexually-deprived body think he’d devoured her pussy, and she’d let him, while four men held her high in the air to be pleasured by his tongue.
“Well, I’m going downstairs to the bar,” Cassidy said, standing quickly. “Who’s with me? Maybe we’ll get lucky down there.”
Elise quickly assented, while Rhylie demurred. “I’m tired.”
“I would imagine so,” Cassidy said. “You had an orgasm, or two, up there, didn’t you? I would have been coming all over that chair.”
Rhylie blushed. Her friends laughed, and then thankfully left without pushing the issue. She studied the lamp, pulling the top off and peering inside. She wasn’t sure what she hoped for, maybe a sheet of paper with a phone number on it, or a card with Alesandro’s name and address printed on it, along with a “meet me,” message.
When nothing popped out she put the lid back into place, then set the lamp on the table. She lay down on the bed, still fully clothed, her body still tingling from the orgasms she’d had that night. She had “creamed her panties” just like Cassidy had said. The little strap of material had been soaking wet after the dance. She let her fingers slide over the dress and down to her thighs, which pulsed under her touch.
“Alesandro.” She spread her thighs and touched her mons, her folds feeling strangely sore as if they’d been seriously worked over that night, as they had been in her dreams. She closed her eyes and imagined Alesandro standing in front of her, his eyes blazing that beautiful amber color, his cock in his hands.
“Fuck me, Sandro, please.” She slipped her fingers inside her panties, touching her clit. She came with one stroke, her hips lifting from the bed as her climax peaked. She closed her eyes, imagines of the gorgeous dancer between her thighs fueling her dreams for the rest of the night.


 
 
 
Chapter Three
 
 
“Hey, did you finish that report on the sea levels for last month?”
Rhylie tapped her eraser against her desk, then pasted on what she hoped was a sweet smile for her boss, Tony Marlow; that way he wouldn’t be so angry when she informed him she wasn’t done with the monthly report.
“I’m working on it.” She tried to put force behind her smile when she noticed the frown take shape on his face. That report should have been done on Friday, before she left for her weekend trip to New York. She’d told herself she’d find time to work on it in the hotel room, but Cassidy and Elise had not allowed it.
She’d assured herself she could finish it this morning. But all she’d been able to think about was Alesandro. She’d managed to do a little bit on the report, but that fell by the wayside when she went to the restroom to examine the tender spot on her thigh and discovered a hickey.
A hickey. A love bite. A bruise from a man’s mouth on her thigh. And the only mouth that had been on her thighs was Alesandro’s. It could only mean one thing: Saturday night had been real. All of it. Despite what Cassidy and Elise said, Alesandro had gone down on her at the club, in front of a roomful of women, and they hadn't seen a thing. He’d licked and sucked at her most intimate flesh until she’d come again and again.
How was that possible? The scientific part of her brain screamed that it wasn’t possible, and sometime during the night, when she’d been dreaming about Sandro’s touch, her fingers had caressed her thigh just a little too hard, and that’s what had caused the bruise.
Deep down inside, though, Rhylie knew that wasn’t true. It was a hickey, pure and simple. Inadvertently, her fingers trailed over the jean-clad spot while Tony talked, reminding her that he had to have the reports in to the main lab in Chicago by Wednesday, and that he wanted time to examine it before he sent it in.
“I know, I’m sorry. I fell behind this weekend, taking time off for my trip.”
Tony’s frown lightened. “I know, it was your birthday and here I’m ruining the memories by yelling at you. Have it for me tomorrow, okay?”
“Sure thing, boss. I’m working on it right now.” When I’m not dreaming about a gorgeous dancer dressed as a fireman who licked me to glory and back Saturday night.
“Great, don’t stay too late, though. I want it finished, but I don’t want you to kill yourself over it. You stay too late most of the time.”
Rhylie knew that was his subtle way of telling her to get a life, as her friends had done this weekend.
“Statistically, I don’t put in any more hours than you do, because I know that you work when you go home. The only difference is I’m staying here.”
“You work at home too, Rhylie. I want you out of here by five tonight. No arguments, or exceptions. Understand? If the report’s not finished, then get it done in the morning, but don’t work on it at home. If I have to, I might lock you out of accessing the mainframe from your home computer.”
Rhylie smiled and nodded, then turned back to her desk, listening to Tony’s footsteps as he headed down the hall. She knew he wouldn’t lock her out, or at least she hoped he wouldn’t. She shuffled some papers, taped a few keys on her keyboard, then let her fingers stray to her thigh again.
Was a hickey supposed to burn? She’d never had one before, so she wasn’t really sure. This one did, though. Not a burn like you’d receive on your skin, but something that pulsed deep inside her, sending something that felt strangely like desire coursing through her.
What had that gorgeous man done to her? Had he used some type of hypnosis, or maybe drugged her drink? Even if either of those scenarios was correct, how could he have performed oral sex on her, in front of everyone, without anyone seeing?
Maybe it was twins. One of them danced to distract the crowd while the other feasted between a woman’s thighs. If that was happening, though, she needed to report The Cave of Pleasure to the authorities. They couldn’t take advantage of women like that.
She’d received pleasure, true, but was it right to do it without a woman’s knowledge? She stared at her papers, then cast her gaze to her backpack. A quick glance at the clock showed she had a few hours before Tony’s self-imposed deadline of going home by five that evening. A little inspection of the lamp Alesandro had given her was in order.
She pulled the item from her backpack and set it on the desk, frowning as she studied it. It seemed to be made of brass, and it looked exactly the same as it had on Saturday: a harmless souvenir. Of course, she’d never had a souvenir from an orgasm before. Truthfully, she hadn’t had that many orgasms, either. The ones she’d had Saturday evening didn’t count, since they were fantasies. Weren’t they?
The hickey on her thigh throbbed and she touched it again, the burn of desire searing through her. She closed her eyes and imagined Alesandro before her, his chest bare, his cock peaking above the waistband of the tight fireman’s pants, throbbing in invitation.
She swallowed hard and stroked the lamp, running two fingers from the spout to the handle. The brass felt warm to the touch, and Rhylie shivered as an imaginary tongue slid over her clit.
She placed her palms on the edge of her desk and lifted up from the chair, putting all her weight onto her upper arms. The tongue swiped over her again, and she groaned, loudly.
“That’s it, Rhylie. Come for me.” Sandro’s voice filled her tiny cubicle, and the tip of a tongue found her clit, flicking it back and forth. Rhylie came hard, grinding her still-clad hips into her invisible lover.
“Very nice.” She pushed away, stumbling backward, her legs trembling.
Sandro sat under her desk, naked. One hand stroked his long, thick cock while the other caressed his thigh. “Don’t leave me. Come back here and let me taste you again.”
“Drugs. You must have put some sort of drug on the lamp, a hallucinogen. Ecstasy maybe? No, I think you have to ingest it. But you could have crushed it into a powder and rubbed the lamp with it. Absorbing it through the skin could cause hallucinations, right? Oh lord, I’m losing my mind.”
“I’m no hallucination, Rhylie. You rubbed my lamp, and I came to you. I’m afraid, though, I was a bad djinni. I just could not resist another taste of your delicious pussy.” He licked his lips and pumped his cock. Rhylie’s heart went into overdrive.
“Maybe it’s just stress, that’s it. Cassidy is always on me about working too much. And I don’t sleep enough. I’m just sleep-deprived. Maybe I’ve fallen asleep at my desk, and you’re a dream. That’s it, not a hallucination but a dream. A fantasy.”
“Thank you. I like being called a fantasy.”
“Sixty-four percent of Americans don’t get enough sleep, you know. And I’m one of them. It’s finally caught up to me.”
Rhylie ran her fingers through her hair, then rubbed her hands over her jean-clad thighs in rapid motion. Her palms were damp with sweat, and the pulse point in her neck beat out a fast rhythm. Her love bite throbbed in tempo to Sandro’s hand as it worked his cock.
“Come back and sit,” he said, his voice soothing. “You’re not seeing things. I’m very real. Come and touch me and you’ll see.”
“Hypnosis!” She snapped her fingers and started to pace her small cubicle. “That’s it. There must have been a chemical in the smoke at the club that made me susceptible to hypnosis. Of course, you can’t make a person do something under hypnosis that they wouldn’t normally do, since hypnosis is merely suggestion that takes hold in the brain. I’m not sure what that means about me seeing a naked man under my desk.”
“Stop moving around.” The humor in his voice sent shivers up her spine. “Come and sit, talk with me. You haven’t been hypnotized, and I’m not a hallucination. You rubbed my lamp and called me forth.
“You’re a djinni?”
“I’m very impressed. Most people would call me a genie.”
“There’s a difference,” Rhylie said, her voice low. “Djinn have free will, and you haven’t mentioned anything about being bound to me, as a genie would. You only said that I called you forth.”
“Very good.” He palmed the head of his cock and Rhylie shivered, wondering what it would feel like to take his length into her mouth, to taste him as he’d tasted her the other evening.
“Come and find out.” His grin was filled with a pure sensual delight. “I’m perfectly willing to be your test subject in that matter.”
Rhylie licked her lips in anticipation, then laughed softly. “I’ve always believed if I could touch something, then it’s real.”
“Then touch me.” He was standing in front of her in seconds. She blinked and took a step back. When he didn’t move she extended a finger, tracing it over his strong forearm. Definitely flesh and bones, warm to the touch. She could feel his heartbeat as she moved her finger over his bare chest. She pressed her fingers into his skin, and her body responded with vigor.
Oh, he was real. Very real.
“How is this possible?”
He cocked one eyebrow at her, and her pussy clenched as his hand reached out to caress her hip. Her taut nipples hardened further. His touch was magical, and an inferno of lust swept over her. She wanted him. Now.
“We’ve been over that.”
“The lamp.”
“Yes, the lamp.”
She cast a glance at the lamp, then sidestepped him and picked it up, rubbing it forcefully. Her fingers warmed from the friction, and when it was obvious the material was nothing more than brass, she turned it upside down, examining the bottom. No label proclaimed it made in China, or any other industrial nation. She then turned it over and over, searching for something, though she wasn’t sure quite what.
“It’s just a lamp,” he said, his breath feathering against her neck. When he had he come up behind her?
“No, everything has a basis in fact. There has to be something scientific about it. There’s wires or something that provided a signal you read to come here.”
“I forged it myself, many centuries ago with a pure flame made by the fire djinni that created me. And tell me something, even if there were wires to send signals to me, how did I get here? Do you have an explanation for that, too?”
“Not yet, but I will.” She turned back to him, letting her gaze stray down to his hard cock. “I can give you an explanation for that. The male brain sends out signals of arousal, widening blood vessels in the upper portion of the body, and sending the blood flow to the penis, where blood vessels grow smaller with arousal, thus, trapping the blood and causing the penis to grow.”
“And grow, and grow.” He cupped her buttock and pulled her into him, his hard cock rubbing against her jean-clad pussy. “It needs someplace wet and warm to call home for a while. Do you have such a place?”
“The average male penis is five inches long and about a half-inch wide when erect.”
“I’m not average, I assure you. Plus, you’re talking about human males, and I’m not human. Tell me, Rhylie, how long do you think my penis is?”
Their gazes locked, and she swallowed hard, again. At this rate, she would feel bone-dry. At least in her mouth. Moisture flooded the southern region of her body. “I wouldn’t know until, um, until I, um, felt...touch...”
He took her hand and guided it to his cock. “Then touch me. Feel how much I want you. The minute I saw you I wanted you. I prayed to the Goddess that you would pick me, and you did.”
His skin was soft, and his cock pulsed under her fingers. She slid one along the underside, following the trail of the enlarged vein. His sharp intake of breath made her heart rate quicken even more. In response, she groaned and put her head on his shoulder.
“Why?”
“Why what, my little skeptic.”
“Why me?”
“I believe we’ve already been over that, too.” He caressed her chin, then lifted her head enough to put his lips on her forehead. “Because I want you. May I take you, Rhylie?”
“You didn’t ask Saturday night, before you licked me to orgasm several times.”
“Yes, and I was reprimanded for that, but it was more than worth it. I’m afraid I lost all self-control when I saw you, though. I could not help feast on you.” He cocked her head and claimed her lips, his tongue sliding over her until she opened for him, sucking him inside as he gathered her in his arms, pulling her against his hard chest.
Rhylie felt as if every bone in her body had melted as he held her close, greedily taking her mouth as his hands roamed her back and buttocks.
“La mia stella,” he whispered against her neck. “Mi ha lasciato l’ama.”
For the second time in three days, Rhylie felt as if her body were on fire. In her mind, she knew she should say no, that she didn’t know him, and she wasn’t the type to fall into bed with someone at the drop of a hat. But she also knew, despite evidence to the contrary, that he’d already tasted her, already pleasured her with his tongue on Saturday night. And then, Cassidy’s words about her being boring, and staid, pushed forward, and Rhylie knew this was a chance she had to take.
“Yes, you can love me.”


 
 
 
Chapter Four
 
 
The fire inside her increased and Rhylie wondered how such non-practical words had just left her mouth. But truthfully, she didn’t care. All she wanted was the hard cock she’d just felt buried deep inside her.
“Don’t think, la mia stella, just do.” His lips were on her neck now, tracing her veins, the movements making her shiver.
“I’m hardly a little star.”
“Oh, but you are.” He stroked her cheek, moving away a stray piece of hair. “Your essence burns into my soul and lights up the area around you, much as a star lights up the dark night.”
“People don’t have essences.” She could not help stare into his eyes. “They have blood and bones and flesh, but that’s it.”
“And souls?”
“The body makes a person work, not a soul,” she said, her voice breathy. “The brain stem...”
His lips captured hers again, searing into her and making her knees weak. She sagged into his body, willing herself to stop thinking and give into what was happening, let herself be loved by this perfect specimen of the male form. When the kiss finally broke she gasped for air, then gently pushed on his chest.
“I have to finish work, first. I can’t just leave.” She turned to toward her desk, wondering what she would tell one of her co-workers when they came in and found a naked man in her cubicle. The thought froze in place, however, as she stared at the charts in front of her.
What had been partially done before was all done now, every figure in place, every i dotted and every t crossed. “You did my work for me.”
“No, you did it. I simply found the information stored in your brain and put it down on paper, where it belonged.” He lightly ran his fingers up and down her shoulders. “I’m going to make love to you now, make you scream in pleasure.”
“I’m not sure my co-workers would take too kindly to that.”
“Then where would you like to go? I’ll take you anywhere, as long as I can bury myself deep inside your soft flesh.”
Rhylie couldn’t believe what was happening. She should be screaming at him to leave, yelling at him for taking advantage of her on Saturday night, something he’d freely admitted to doing. Instead, her mind focused on the perfect place to make love with a djinni, someplace that would be unavailable if a human man were standing with her.
A floating globe appeared before her, spinning slowly. She gasped, then ran her hands around it, searching for wires, or an invisible stand.
“Choose,” he said, his voice deep in her ear. “One perfect place for our first joining.”
She would not argue semantics with him, but technically they’d already joined, on Saturday evening. The globe continued to spin, but Rhylie could didn’t focus on it. Other things appeared in her mind. Soft things. Weightless things. How would that work?
“A perfect idea.” His fingers lightly traced over her shoulder blades, and Rhylie almost screamed when Tony’s voice sounded from the doorway.
“Wow, I guess you were almost done.” She turned to find him leafing through her report, a huge smile on his face. How had that happened? She hadn’t given it to him, or even called him to tell him it was done, and ready to be turned in. “Take the rest of the day off, Rhy. See ya tomorrow.”
She could hear Tony whistling as he went back down the hallway. Next to her, Sandro ran his fingers over her forearm, the touch soft, yet intense. Columns of fire shot up in every corner and Rhylie’s sharp intake of breath made her head spin.
“Close your eyes,” he said softy.
She thought about arguing with him, but if he truly were a djinni, then he’d read her mind and he knew what she wanted. This would make it or break it. He was either real, or a very gorgeous figment of her imagination.
“The fire…”
“Yes, I burn for you.” The flames were real, yet not causing damage. Those definitely weren’t a figment of her imagination.
She moaned softly as he wrapped his arms around her. Neither was the muscular chest pressed against her back, or the hard cock she could feel pressing against her buttocks.
When they left the ground, her senses reeled. The air grew cooler as they ascended, and Rhylie knew, despite what her scientific brain told her, that a magical being held her in his arms. When they broke through the first cloud, she gasped.
“Will this one due? Or would you like a fluffier bed?”
“Clouds are just a mixture of evaporated moisture and air,” she said, looking around her in awe. “Close to earth, the moisture is invisible, but up here, the particles cling together to form things we can see.” She was standing on a cloud. A real cloud, something that had no true substance, yet it felt solid under her feet. Or maybe it felt that way because Sandro still held her. When he let her go would she plummet to the earth?
He loosened his grip, his fingers lightly touching her hips now. She tentatively put her foot out, pressing it against the soft cloud under it. The surface felt solid, yet the cloud swallowed up her shoe.
“This is so surreal,” she said, pressing harder.
“It’s a nice soft surface on which to lay you while I love you.” His lips were on her neck now, soft and wet; his hands cupping her bare breasts, caressing her with gentle care.
“Where did my clothes...how?”
“Shush.” His fingers teased her nipples, tweaking the already hard buds until they ached with need. Within seconds she lay on the cloud, sinking into the surface yet having no fear she would fall.
Despite the cold atmosphere so far above the earth, she felt warm and protected as his tongue replaced his fingers, flicking first one, and then the other nipple until she arched her hips in need, rocking them back and forth as he sucked in a nipple, nibbling on it as he pulled more of her breast into his mouth.
Desire flowed through Rhylie as she stroked his shoulders, her hands straying to the long, black hair cascading down his back. His mouth moved from one breast to the other, back and forth as he pressed his body into the soft flesh between her thighs.
Her clit responded eagerly, drawing into a tight, tingly knot that throbbed with need. She moaned when he applied pressure with his thigh, her legs spreading to welcome the thick, muscled length of him.
“Please, take me. I’m begging you.”
“Not yet, sweet one.” He licked her nipples, then propelled himself to his knees, her legs wrapped around his hips. “It would be over too soon that way. I want to touch you, stroke you, watch you writhe in pleasure. Will you do that for me?”
Was he kidding? “Yes.”
“I loved having you climax under my tongue Saturday. I relived the experience several times in my fantasies.”
His fingers were on her clit now and all Rhylie could do was murmur a response.
“Do you have fantasies, Rhylie?”
“I’m living one of them right now.” Was that her voice? Had that breathy, sultry tone come out of her mouth? She never remembered sounding that way before.
He flicked his fingers over her hood, moving it back to expose her clit. The tight bundle shivered with need as he stroked it, then pinched. Rhylie came, her hips shooting up in the air, bucking wildly into his hands.
“That’s it, my sweet one. Oh yes, watching pleasure fill you brings me exquisite joy.” He captured her clit between his thumb and forefinger, holding it captive while he bent over and flicked the tip of his tongue over it.
Instead of ending, Rhylie’s orgasm hit stronger, her body pulsing as blood roared through her. “Sandro!” The intense sensations were almost too much, and when he scraped his teeth over her pounding clit she screamed, feeling almost as if she would lose consciousness.
It seemed as if the cloud wrapped around her, holding her close, making her a part of it, lightweight and fluffy, yet full of intense energy. When the feelings lessened somewhat, she opened her eyes to find him watching her, the smile on his face unlike anything she’d ever seen before. It seemed almost as bright as the sun, and the approval in his eyes made her shiver.
“So beautiful.”
Rhylie stroked his thighs, savoring the feel of his muscles and warm skin. “Oh Sandro. Thank you.”
“It was my pleasure.” His fingers gently parted her folds, caressing her wet folds but not touching her clit, which still beat with the intensity of her orgasms. He dipped two fingers down, sliding them into her soft channel. “So tight and warm and ready for me.
Her insides quaked at his touch, welcoming him inside her. She rocked slowly into his touch, relishing the feel of him, the fullness he gave her.
“Rhylie, may I take you now?”
Her eyes rolled into the back of her head as his fingers picked up speed, opening her more, spreading bliss through her body. “Oh yes, please.”
She opened her eyes long enough to watch him take his fingers into his mouth, sucking her juices from them, murmuring words of appreciation.
Then he settled himself above her, putting a hand on either side of her shoulder, his gaze blazing into her own. She’d never experienced such a thrill at seeing a man above her. Of course, there had only been the one, but he’d been so fast, in and out, that Rhylie didn’t have the time to lock the image of him into her mind.
But she would have this one forever. Sandro looking down at her, desire burning inside him, his mouth spread into a sensual grin that made her pulse speed even more. He lowered his hips, the tip of his cock finding its intended destination with ease.
When he slid inside her she shut her eyes and gasped softly.
“Don’t close yourself to me,” he whispered. “Watch me so I can watch you. I want to see your eyes when I’m inside you, watch the delight spread through you as it spreads through me.”
She gasped as their gazes locked while he moved inside her, his shaft filling her, spreading her folds until ever delectable inch of him was a part of her. Her soft flesh pulsed around his hard cock, and she wrapped her legs around him as he started to move, sliding in and out at a leisurely pace that Rhylie was sure would drive her insane.
She tried to encourage him to move faster, tightening her legs and rocking under him. He shook his head slowly, then stroked her side, his lips gently touching her neck, moving up to her ear.
“Savor the heat, my darling. Relax into it, enjoy it.”
Rhylie tried, and failed, to relax. She clutched at him as he angled upwards, gliding over her G-spot, sending shockwaves through her body. He did it again, and again, the sensations building yet another orgasm inside her.
“My body will be jelly when you’re done,” she whispered, the words coming out haltingly.
“Good.” Several more expertly placed strokes were all it took. Rhylie soared again, the feeling almost painful as the climax ripped through her body. Her eyes pulsed, and tiny flashes of light filled her sight. She screamed again and Sandro began to thrust harder, clasping her hands in each one of his and holding them in place on either side of her head.
His hard body pressed her into the soft cloud, which seemed to wrap them up like a cocoon. His hips pistoned back and forth, and his deep groan of satisfaction filled her ear even as he filled her insides.
“Rhylie.” His breath was hot against her and she clutched him tighter, afraid that if she left go he would disappear, and she would discover it had all been a dream, a fantastic, orgasmic dream.
“I’m not going anywhere,” he whispered, lifting up to gaze into her eyes. “You rubbed my lamp, and now I’m yours for thirty days.”
“Thirty days? How exactly does this work?”
“It’s an unwritten contract.” He was still buried inside her, still hard and throbbing despite the orgasm she knew he’d just had. “When a beautiful woman such as yourself rubs a lamp, the djinni inside belongs to her for thirty days. I will fulfill every fantasy you’ve ever had.”
Her eyes widened. “Every one of them?”
“Yes, every one. It will be exquisite pleasure for the both of us.”
A thousand questions ran through her mind, not the least of which was how this was possible, how Djinn had come into existence and what was the magnitude of their power. Obviously, it was considerable if he could whisk her to a cloud and then make love to her.
It seemed so unreal, yet there was no logical explanation for what she’d just experienced.
“I will answer all your questions, but first we sleep, yes?”
“Yes.”
“Good.” He nibbled on the tip of her nose and Rhylie closed her eyes, surrendering to the fantastic idea of having her own pleasure djinni for the next thirty days.


 
 
 
Chapter Five
 
 
“Buongiorno, la mia stella.” Rhylie settled back into Sandro’s hard chest, sighing with pleasure when he tightened his arms around her. “Did you sleep well?”
“Very.” Her sigh turned into a moan when he stroked her hip, his touch light. It took her a few minutes to realize she’d fallen asleep on a cloud, and woken up in her bedroom. “I had the most wonderful dream.”
His deep chuckle sent shivers down her spine. “Would you like to have another one?”
“One long continuous dream, for thirty days,” she whispered. She turned to face him, snuggling into his chest, his hard cock pressing into her mons. “Tell me who you are, really. How does one get to be a djinni? How old are you? Where do you come from? Italy, obviously, but what part?”
“So many questions,” he rubbed his thumb against her chin and then lifted her lips to his, the kiss light and airy.
“I’m that type of person,” she said when he released her lips. “I like to know the how and why of things. It’s why I’m a scientist.”
“Some things just are, with no explanation,” he replied.
“No, there’s always an explanation. I took a class on mythical creatures in college, as part of an English Lit course. Djinn were discussed in there as being mythical, which as we both know means not real, or fictitious.”
“Really? Do I feel fictitious to you?” His cock pressed into her soft skin, and she sighed in pleasure. “Was it not real last night, when I was buried deep inside you?”
“Of course it was real.” She sat up, pulling her knees into her chest. He stayed in place, tracing his fingers up and down her back. Oh he was a flesh and blood man, but she’d already established that. His touch made her insane with desire. “What I don’t understand is your magic.”
“You’re not supposed to understand it, that’s why it’s called magic, la mia stella.” He kissed the small of her back, sliding his tongue back and forth over the indentation and down to where her buttocks joined.
Rhylie shivered, hugging her legs tighter as his tongue continued to explore her back. “It’s not fair to distract me while I’m trying to make sense of this.”
“There is no sense to be made, Rhylie. I am yours for thirty days. Don’t question, just do.” He’d moved behind her now, his legs on either side. He pulled her back into his arms, kissing the top of her head. “My name is Alesandro. I lived in Rome when it was the center of the world. Now I live here, in your time.”
Her mind reeled at his words. If he lived during the Roman Empire, that would make him—”It can’t be.”
“Why, because your laws of physics say a body cannot live for almost two thousand years?”
“It’s not physically possible,” she said, her words so low she could barely hear them herself.
“Not physically, maybe, but magically, yes.”
“Have you always been a djinni?”
“Yes, I was born Djinn, and both my parents, and brothers and sisters still live.”
“You’re shattering everything I hold to be true. That human life is molecules and tissue that eventually give way and stop working.”
“A little dose of magic will do you good. Now, tell me a fantasy you have, one that you’ve always wanted to fulfill. It doesn’t necessarily have to be sexual, although that would be a great deal of fun.” His deep chuckle made her laugh. “Don’t tell me you don’t believe in magic. Some little part of your soul does, or you wouldn’t have thought of that.”
Rhylie turned her head to him. “You can read my mind?”
“Yes, I can.” He turned her so easily that she wondered if he’d done it by magic. She straddled his lap now, his hard cock against her thigh. “Would you like to eat breakfast, or take part in your first adventure?”
He pulled her in for a kiss, and she melted in his arms, his lips warm. When he probed for entrance she granted it, welcoming his tongue into her mouth as his hand wrapped around her hair, stroking her head and neck.
“I can’t go anywhere,” she said, gasping for breath when he was done. “I have work to do.”
“Your work will be done.”
Shock shifted through her as she pulled back from him. “Are you planning to clone me?”
“No, it’s just a little feat of magic.”
“Messing with people’s minds, you mean. I’m not sure I like that.” She crossed her arms over her chest, trying not to lean into the hand that now caressed her cheek. It was so hard, though. His touch was soft, yet firm, and it made her feel special.
“You worry too much,” he said softly. “I won’t hurt anyone. It’s not in my nature.”
The phone rang and Rhylie looked down at Sandro, who smiled. She reached for it, not at all surprised when Tony’s voice sounded in her ear. He spoke for a few minutes as she stared at the man, no the djinni, under her.
“Vacation?”
“That’s right, you need one. Take a few weeks, hell, take a month. We’ll make sure everything gets done.”
“I don’t know, Tony. I have quite a few reports to finish.”
“They’ll get done.” His voice was in the room now, as if he were standing right next to her. “I’m warning you, Dawson, if I see you in here before the month’s out, you’re fired.” The humor in his voice made her feel better.
“When did you figure this out?”
“Why you were gone this weekend, on Saturday night, actually. My wife told me you needed a rest, and I agree. She said a weekend was hardly enough time for you to relax. Go somewhere fun, and bring back lots of pictures. See ya later.”
He hung up before she could protest, and she put the phone back in the cradle.
“We should eat before we go,” Sandro said, his hands caressing her thighs. “I’m starving.”
* * * *
Rhylie knew she should be cold. After all, it was thirty-six degrees Fahrenheit and the wind was more than brisk. But, somehow she didn’t feel cold. She was wrapped in a warm sweater and coat, items she’d selected for trip. But that wasn’t what kept her warm. It was the heat from Sandro’s body.
He stood behind her, wearing only a pair of jeans and a white fisherman’s sweater. His black hair hung loosely over his shoulders, and his dark eyes flashed with passion every time she looked at him.
She still wasn’t sure how they’d gotten here, but she would not ask any more questions about things like that. It was best to just go with the flow. And the flow had taken them to Ireland, and Blarney Castle.
The structure stood before them, the gray stones in stark contrast to the green grass and shrubbery surrounding it. Hordes of people milled about, tourists looking over brochures and talking with their loved ones. She just stared at the structure, awed that seconds ago she’d been in Maine, in the tiny kitchen of her small apartment, marveling at the different pastries Sandro conjured up for their breakfast. Now she was in Ireland.
“I’m curious why you choose this for your first journey,” Sandro said softly, putting his hand on her hip and moving her toward the stairs.
“Would you like me to tell you, or do you just want to read my mind?”
“Be a good girl now,” he replied. “Answer the question.”
“My friends tell me I talk too much, about boring things, and well…”
They started up the stairs, and she stopped talking.
“Go on.”
At the top, she moved to the side to let a family move by, then watched as various people performed the age-old ritual of kissing the Blarney Stone.
“I’ve always wondered what would happen if I kissed the Blarney Stone,” she said. “I’d always wondered if it would give me the gift of gab, as it is reported to do. You know, make it so that I wasn’t so dull.”
“You’re far from dull, Rhylie.” He stroked her cheek, and the look on his face made her blush.
“That’s not what I meant. Elsie and Cassidy get angry with me for sprouting trivia all the time. For instance, do you know the origin of the Blarney Stone? Some say it’s the stone Moses used to provide water to the Israelites during their flight from Egypt. Others say it is a stone of magical powers, given to the family who lived in the castle by a witch. Of course, there are other theories, too, some of them dealing with Robert the Bruce and the throne of the Scottish king.”
“You say you don’t believe in magic, yet your first choice is something magical,” he said, leaning over to kiss her gently.
She put her hand above his heart, the beat of it pulsing to her touch. “You’ve managed to shatter my non-magical beliefs.”
“You believed in it before I came into your life,” Sandro said, holding up a hand to halt her objection. “If you hadn’t, you would have never thought about kissing the stone before now, and you have thought about it, haven’t you?”
“No.” She barely heard her own reply. Was what he said the truth? Did some part of her believe in magic, despite her scientific background? She’d never given the thought any credence until Sandro had pointed out that she’d thought about it before. “Maybe I thought about it as an experiment, to see what would happen? To see whether it would end my ceaseless discourse of useless facts.”
“I don’t find them useless at all,” Sandro said, taking her hand and leading her toward a portion of the stone that was unoccupied. “I think they’re charming.”
“Charming? You think it’s charming I can name all the capitals of Europe without batting an eyelash?”
“Yes, I do. It shows you pay attention and look at the world around you.”
“It shows I’ve had one boyfriend in my life, and all my other spare time has been spent reading books.”
“Now you have me to charm with everything you’ve learned in life, and I’ll do the same for you.” He turned so that her back was to the wall. “Are you ready?”
Rhylie knew how this worked, and it made her a little nervous, to say the least. A person sat with their back to the stone, then bent over the small support wall, going back until their lips could touch the stone. There were poles to use for support, too, but no one could do it without a partner to hold their legs while they bent backwards.
In this case, she had Sandro, who had straddled her thighs, holding them tight between his own. She knew people had fallen to their death here, and while she wasn’t exactly afraid of heights, she knew it was a long way down if she happened to lose her balance.
“I’ve got you,” Sandro said, his hand snaking under her sweater to stroke her stomach. “Lean back and kiss the stone.”
Rhylie let out a deep breath. She’d dreamed of doing this ever since she’d learned of the stone’s existence. What did her fascination with this object say about her, she wondered. Was she a closet magic fanatic? Did she have, buried deep down inside her, the natural wonder that came from seeing things that couldn’t be explained?
As a scientist she would say that all things could be explained. But then she gazed around at the number of people here, waiting their turns to kiss a supposedly magical stone. If she were to ask them why they were here, she was sure they would say it was for the thrill of seeing something that was part of history, something that supposedly held magical properties.
She gazed at Sandro, who winked at her and nodded. The poles were cool to the touch when she grabbed them, one with either hand. Then she leaned back, her hair falling into the crevice as her head bent toward the stone. Sandro’s thighs pressed against her own even as one hand held her hip, and the other caressed her stomach. His touch was warm and made her tingle.
And her heart was in overdrive. Whether it was from his touch, or doing something she’d never thought to get the chance to do she wasn’t sure. Maybe it was both. Either way, she was sure her blood pressure was up more than a few points as the blood rushed to her head.
The stone was cold under her lips, but doing this provided a thrill. She waited for a spark to fill her body, for something to show she’d just changed her life in some profound way. Nothing happened. Disappointment flared inside her as Sandro helped her back into a sitting position.
“It didn’t work.”
“Of course it did,” he said, propelling her from the spot so another tourist could take her place.
“No, I don’t feel any different. I can spit out the seven metals of alchemy and the gods and planets that match each metal?”
“I would hope so.” He pulled her away from the crowd, over to a small area that overlooked a green field. “I see those things as part of your charm. Each person has something unique about them that makes them distinctive, makes them who they are. Your intellect, and your ability to remember trivia is yours.”
Rhylie tried not to snort. “Right. My ability to bore people to death makes me unique.”
“Hum.” She glanced at him, narrowing her eyes.
“What?”
“Nothing.” The denial left his mouth easily, but Rhylie could tell the wheels of his brain were moving at an extraordinary rate.
“You’re up to something.”
“As a matter of fact I am.” He took her hand and placed it on his cock, which strained against his jeans.
“You’re insatiable,” she said with a laugh. “Is that part of being a djinni?”
“In my case, yes.” She stiffened a bit at his words. How many other women had previously had the pleasure of thirty days with Sandro? Was he alone in this part of the world, or…
“It’s the club,” she said softly. “That woman at the door. She knew my name without me saying it.”
“Anya. Beautiful, isn’t she? She’s just back from giving birth to twins, one from each of her Djinn mates.”
She backed away from him, her mind working just as hard as she’d known his was a few minutes earlier. “Why me?”
“What do you mean?” The look he gave her made her think he really didn’t understand what she was saying. But she knew better. He could read her mind, after all. He knew exactly what she was thinking. She cocked her head, grateful when he smiled and gave her a sheepish look.
“It’s not what you’re thinking,” he said. “Saturday night wasn’t an ambush, or a set up. I took it a little further than I should have, because I was so attracted to you. Because I wanted you.”
“You mentioned earlier that you got in trouble for Saturday. What exactly did you get in trouble for?”
He snaked his hands under her sweater, caressing her stomach. “Djinn have free will, and it is something we value very highly. Therefore, when a djinni wants to work his magic, so to speak, it is important that they not force themselves on someone.”
She nodded. “Go on.”
“Matuse, the owner of the Cave of Pleasure, was unhappy with me for not holding back, for letting my lust for you take over. I should not have pleasured you Saturday evening. I was only supposed to dance.”
“And the lamp?”
“Djinn give their lamps sparingly. Some djinn are assigned specific people that need their aid, yes, but if that person does not rub the lamp, then they are not bound. In your case, I knew you would rub my lamp, and wish for me.”
“But how? I mean…” He put his finger on her mouth to silence her, then leaned over and replaced it with his lips.
“Some things happen without a reason,” he said, nibbling on her lower lip. “Do you not believe in fate? In destiny? In love at first sight?”
Rhylie felt as if he’d kicked her in the stomach. “Of course not. A person’s fate is not decided before they are born. Their life happens, and grows, around how they are raised and the events that take place because of where they are.”
Sandro pressed his body against her, his heat enveloping her. “During my many years of life I knew there was one woman for me. And when I saw you, I knew you were that one woman. I felt it in my heart, in my mind, and in my soul.”
“You didn’t even know me.” The bottom had dropped out from under her. The only thing keeping her standing right now was Sandro, who caressed her with a gentle intensity that made her nerve endings jump with remembrance of how he’d made her climax with his tongue, his fingers and that gloriously hard part of him that pressed against her right now.
“My soul knew you, and deep down inside, yours knew me, too. You just have to learn to let go, and allow yourself to feel without there being an explanation. I love you, Rhylie. I loved the dream of you before I met you, and now I love the reality of you, and I always will.”


 
 
 
Chapter Six
 
 
It seemed so strange to watch Sandro stand in line for food, when he could just snap his finger and make food appear before them. Rhylie clutched the salt shaker at the small table where she sat, her eyes glued on the man who’d professed his undying love for her, despite the fact they’d only just met.
Love at first sight was a myth, just like… Just like what, Rhylie, like djinn? She glanced back at where he stood, talking to the waitress in the fish and chips shop. Since they were in the area, he’d decided a trip to London was in order, for her to visit the British Museum and see the Rosetta Stone, the busts of Roman art, and the Seal Burse of Elizabeth I, among other things.
She’d listened with interest as he discussed the items in the Roman exhibits, talking about the busts, the coins, jewelry and cups and how they were used. She knew most of the things, but hearing him tell it, and knowing he’d been around to see the beginnings of many of the items, and had used some of them, made the trip that much more fascinating.
At the Egyptian exhibits, she’d recited facts about the Rosetta Stone, telling him of its discovery by French troops in 1799, and how it had been used to decipher hieroglyphs. Then she’d laughed and leaned in to whisper. “You probably already know those things, don’t you? Since you were around, then.”
“It’s better to hear you tell it,” he’d replied. “I never tire of the sound of your beautiful voice.”
It was the words as much as the tone of his voice that produced a full body shiver then. He’d pulled her into his arms, kissing her with an intensity that had curled her toes. The people around them had chuckled, and she’d blushed profusely, her hands clutching his sweater, afraid to look into his eyes for fear she would tell him she never wanted to lose him.
All things came to an end, even affairs with magical djinn who assumed they would be together for the rest of her life. Of course, the rest of her life would be much different from the rest of his, wouldn’t it? That thought had given her pause.
Her body would give out in less than one hundred years, and she’d already lived thirty of them, hadn’t she? What would happen then? Would Sandro be thankful for the time they had together and move on to some other woman he felt destined to love? Or, worse yet, when she grew older, and he stayed the same, would his “undying love,” really die?
“Never.” His voice sounded in her head, and she jerked her gaze toward where he stood at the counter, patiently waiting for their food. “You really must learn not to question things so much, la mia stella.”
His little star. Was that really how he saw her? No one had ever used a term of endearment for her before. Her parents, both of them scientists, had raised her to believe that human emotions were flawed and not to be trusted. She knew they didn’t really like each other very much, though they stayed married because it was easier that way.
Her one attempt at romance had proven them right, and she’d shied away from love. Until now. Of course, she didn’t love him, did she? Her body craved him, craved the pleasure he could give. But, love was an emotion people thought they felt, something that made them feel better, made them feel wanted. It wasn’t real, just a fantasy.
“I thought we’d go to the National Gallery,” Sandro said, setting a newspaper full of fish and chips in front of her. He reached for the vinegar and pushed it toward her. “Have you ever been?”
“No.”
“I love Rubens’ Sampson and Delilah, and Van Gogh, of course. The Sunflowers are beautiful.” He sprinkled vinegar on his fish then took a healthy bite. “They have da Vinci and Monet, too. All the paintings are quite stunning.”
She stared at her fish, then looked at him in wonder. “It’s really wrapped in newspaper.” His grin made her blush.
“This restaurant does it for show, really. If you’ll notice it’s really wrapped in white parchment.”
“Yes, at first the newspaper helped keep the food warm.” She laughed, then took a drink from her cup. “You knew that already, though.”
After dousing her fish with vinegar, she tore off a small chunk and nibbled on it. “Where are we going next? After the museum?”
“Well, I’ve found a pleasant way for us to spend the evening, fashioned after a fantasy I saw buried deep in your subconscious. After that, it’s up to you. What else would you like to do?”
“I’m not sure.”
She knew a few things she wanted to do, truly, but her mind was having trouble getting past the “deep in your subconscious” remark. Had she fantasized about something subconsciously? Or had she pushed something away in her mind as being “too weird,” or “just too far gone?”
Of course, after years of listening to Cassidy talk about her sex life, anything could have planted itself inside her mind. It could just be something she retained that Cassidy said. It didn’t necessarily mean she wanted to do it. Did it? Cassidy was bold and adventurous, taking many different lovers and trying out new things, something Rhylie had never done. Maybe at some point she’d been more than a little fascinated by one of Cassidy’s stories, and had actually thought about living it out.
But, it wasn’t something she would ever do, not something she would have the fortitude to go through with. The desire, maybe, but she would chicken out in the end, she knew it.
“Are you going to tell me what you’ve planned?”
“No.” He popped the last of a piece of fish in his mouth, then doctored the other one before taking a huge bite. “But you’re going to love it, I promise.”
* * * *
Rhylie tried to put the idea in the back of her mind as they toured the National Gallery. Seeing all the beautiful paintings had been absolutely fascinating. She wanted to do more than look, though, she wanted to run her fingers over the canvases, wanted to feel the paint the actual artists had used to create the masterpieces in front of her.
“Such talent,” she said. “I’ve always wondered what it would be like to have talent.”
“You’ve got a different sort of talent.” Sandro gently stroked her thigh. They were standing in front of The Virgin of the Rocks, and Rhylie marveled at the color and the artistry involved in the painting.
“He did it all,” she said softly. “He was a scientist, a painter, a mathematician. His talents and his curiosities were unbridled.”
She turned suddenly to Sandro. “Did you know him?”
“I met him, yes, in Rome.” His gaze fastened on the painting and she could see a little bit of regret in his look. He continued to study the painting as he spoke. “He was a fascinating man, always in motion, always creating and doing. He was filled with a fire to live life to its fullest. I was young, though, and didn’t appreciate what, or who, I was seeing at the time. It was a missed opportunity that I regret. I was more interested in physical pleasures then.”
“So things haven’t changed, hum?” She loved the frown that appeared on his face, his brows drawing together and his mouth tightening just a little. “Well, you did go down on me the first time we met.”
“Is that a complaint? Because if it is, then I didn’t do it right, and we’ll have to try again. Right here. Right now.” He pulled her into his arms, cupping the back of her head and kissing her with an intensity that made the woman next to them gasp in feigned horror, but Rhylie could tell she was really impressed, and wishing it was she in the handsome djinni’s arms.
You think you like it, sister. Rhylie moaned as Sandro’s tongue delved into her mouth, sending her into a whirlwind of emotions. It felt so good, so right. And yet they were in public, and people were watching. Rhylie pushed against his chest.
“Behave,” she managed to whisper, her chest heaving with her excited breathing. He made her burn with just one touch, one kiss.
“Where’s the fun in that?”
“People are watching.” Her nipples tingled against her lacy bra, begging for his touch. Between her thighs her clit throbbed, remembering the pleasures this man could bring.
“You like that idea,” he whispered in her ear. “My beautiful, practical scientist is excited by the fact that a woman is watching, and wishes she could take your place in my arms. But she can’t. The only one I want to hold is you.”
He was right, she knew. The idea of being watched was thrilling, to say the least.
“Yes it is, for us, too,” he whispered in her ear. “The djinn who held you Saturday all wanted to take my place, all wanted a taste of you. If given the chance, they would have brought you to orgasm, one by one, their tongues sliding over your clit, under my watchful eye, of course, since you’re mine.”
The image made Rhylie shiver, and she clasped her hands in his sweater, his hair brushing against her hands. “Sandro.”
“Yes, you like that idea. I know.” His words hit her like a ball of fire, and suddenly she remembered the story Cassidy had told her that had peaked Rhylie’s interest so much, what had fascinated her and titillated her with its naughtiness and taboo nature. She’d told her friend it was terrible, that she should be ashamed of participating in such a thing, but secretly Rhylie had wished it had been her. And now, it seemed as if it would be.
Flames shot up in every corner of the room, licking the ceiling and filling the room with heat. Around her, the people continued to gaze at the paintings, except for the one woman who watched her, envy written all over her face.
“Sandro.” He stepped away, dropping her hand and licking his lips.
“I will see you very soon, la mia stella. Don’t be late.” He disappeared and Rhylie shivered at the sudden lack of heat. Around her, no one seemed to notice he was gone. The woman who’d been staring at her now focused her attention on a painting.
Rhylie swallowed hard, wondering what she was supposed to do next. He’d told her not to be late. Was she supposed to search the museum for him, or was she supposed to wish for something.
No, she’d already done that. She’d done it without even realizing it. Panic swept through her at what he’d seen in her mind. But, he hadn’t seemed to care, or thought she was strange. After all, it was one of the most popular sexual fantasies for women, wasn’t it? Sex with more than one man at a time, and sex with a stranger. Except here one of the men wouldn’t be a stranger. It would be Sandro.
Or would it? Would he participate, or would he sit by the sidelines and watch? The thought thrilled her, and she wondered what it said about her ever practical mind. And she wondered exactly what he would do, how he would handle the situation.
The room seemed to grow colder and Rhylie hugged herself, surprised when her hands met bare arms instead of the sweater she’d been wearing. She looked down at herself, shock running through her like wildfire.
A skimpy erotic maid’s outfit replaced her jeans and sweater. The tight top barely contained her breasts, her nipples pushing against the silky black fabric. One false move and they would pop free. She traced her fingers over the lace of the apron, running her hand down to the skirt. Numerous lacy petticoats lifted the skirt out, almost as if she were wearing a tutu, a very short one that is. It barely covered her crotch. If she moved at all, she would be exposed for every person in the room to see.
But she wasn’t in the museum anymore. She stood on a huge stone stairway, like one you’d find in a French chateau. It was huge, and seemed wide enough to park a car inside. She took a step up, and then another. With each step she took columns of flames appeared behind her, consuming where she’d come from, leaving nowhere for her to go but up.
Nowhere for her to go but to Sandro, who would light her fire yet again.


 
 
 
Chapter Seven
 
 
Sandro sat alone, the fire casting shadows over his handsome face. He seemed so close that it seemed as if he and the flames were almost one. The orange glow made him more handsome than ever. He wore loose fitting linen pants and no shirt.
Still, she felt more naked than he was, though, especially since she knew what would happen. She hadn’t thought about this in ages. How was it that he’d discovered it, buried in the recesses of her mind? After Cassidy had told her about it, Rhylie had fantasized about it for days. And now it was about to happen.
The appearance of a tray of drinks in her hand startled her just a bit, and at that moment Sandro turned to give her a sensual smile.
“Ah, just in time. I’m very thirsty. Come here, girl, don’t just stand there.”
“Yes, sir.” She would not think about the implications, or about where this desire had actually sprung from. She would enjoy herself, savor every second of this fantasy.
She hurried across the room, bending to offer the tray to Sandro. When she did, her breasts popped out. He licked his lips, then slowly lifted his gaze to her, the desire in his eyes burning into her soul.
The sensual tone of his voice made her shiver, and when she did the tray tipped, spilling the glass and soaking the front of the Sandro’s shirt. Mock anger flashed over his face and Rhylie gasped.
“My, what a bad little girl you are. Should I throw you out on the streets, or should I teach you a lesson?”
“I’m so sorry, sir.”
“Yes, so am I.” He grasped her around the waist and pulled her across his lap. The skirt had barely covered her before, but from this position she was totally visible, and totally vulnerable.
Sandro slapped a hand on either buttock, clasping it firmly and squeezing. Rhylie tried not to panic, forcing herself to breathe in through her nose and out through her mouth.
She still had one foot on the floor, and Sandro put his knee between her legs, forcing them open. And then, he slapped her ass. The sting spread through her behind, heading straight for her clit, which tightened in response. The air hit her wet nether lips, sending tendrils of pleasure through her.
He slapped her ass again, the sound from the stiff petticoats crumpling under his arm competing with the loud thwack from his hand coming down on her bare bottom.
“Sandro!” He slapped her ass again and Rhylie shuddered, the pleasurable sting seeping into her pores. He gave her two more softer smacks, then rubbed her behind.
“You’ve been a bad girl.”
“Yes, I have.” She wanted to be bad. Very bad.
“Perhaps this will set you straight.” The slaps grew in intensity, two on either side, the yearning for more spreading through her, and frightening her more than a little bit. You weren’t supposed to enjoy being spanked, were you? But she knew many women did, and now she was one of them.
His hand came down over and over, the slaps just hard enough to make her bottom throb. When the sting turned to a slight pain he stopped and stroked her behind, his fingers warm and gentle against the burn of her buttocks.
“What a wicked girl you are. It’s a good thing I’m here to set you on the right path, isn’t it?” The next slap made her groan, and she mumbled out a yes.
And then, the spanking started again, his hand not striking so hard, but still leaving quite an impression on her bottom. When the sting turned to a burn he caressed her, his hand soft and gentle against the tingling the spanking left behind.
“Are you ready to be a good girl?”
“Yes, sir.”
“Stand up and turn around.” She obeyed him immediately, her body buzzing as it had never done before. She felt as if electricity flowed through her veins, giving her sexual energy like she’d never felt before. Was it the spanking, or was it Sandro? She knew the answer to that one quite easily.
It was the fact that Sandro had spanked her. She had no doubt that if she’d participated in the activity with any other many it wouldn’t have left her feeling as charged as she was right now.
But it was more than physical contentment she felt right now. Her soul felt a bond with Sandro. They belonged together, forever. But what did that mean, exactly? How was it possible? Humans didn’t have relationships with djinn, did they?
A slap on her ass brought her back to reality. She turned to face him, her eyes widening.
“Pay attention, bad girl. Don’t allow your mind to wander on that which is already decided. Now, spread your legs, then reach down and touch the floor.”
Vulnerability snaked through her as she positioned herself in front of him. The maid’s outfit hugged her close, yet her breasts hung loose, and the whole bottom half was open to his inspection.
His hands roamed her buttocks, stroking the now tender flesh. She closed her eyes and gave into the sensations he provided, relaxing into his touch as one hand continued to caress her and the other cupped her mons, his thumb sliding inside her easily, his entrance paved by the wetness that flooded her during his spanking.
Was that purring sound coming from her? That’s almost what it sounded like, a deep, contented purr as he stroked his thumb in and out of her channel, his other fingers seeking, and finding, her clit.
She came almost instantly, his free arm wrapping around her waist to keep her in position. The purr turned into a soft mewl, her hands clawing the floor for purchase as pleasure spread through her body, igniting nerve endings and making her feel as if she would pass out from the incredible feelings his touch produced.
She could feel his breath on the small of her back as he continued to fuck her with his thumb. She wanted to stay in this position forever, savor the closeness she felt at this moment, both physically and mentally. When he gently vacated she cried softly in protest, pushing her hips back at him.
“More, please.”
“Of course, la mia stella. More for both of us.” Her body felt limp as he stood and picked her up, carrying her to a huge tester bed she hadn’t noticed when she entered the room. She’d had eyes only for him at the time.
But how could she have missed it? The bed was huge, the four posters holding up the wooden canopy from which hung sheet after sheet of thick purple drapes. Before she could get a good look they were cocooned inside the drapes, Sandro laying her gently on the bed before sitting with his back against the headboard.
He grasped his hard cock, and her eyes widened. What had happened to his pants? He’d had them on while he’d been spanking her, though she’d been able to feel his hard cock pressing against her thigh, rubbing her with each stroke.
“Come and mount me, Rhylie. Ride me until you can ride me no more, and then I shall give you the strength to continue until we are both sated with our love.”
She scrambled toward him, straddling his hips and placing his cock at her entrance. Their gazes locked as she moved, lowering herself slowly onto him, pulling back after a few inches were inside her, then starting down again, the incredible fullness of him stretching her wide as she welcome him inside.
She tried to draw it out as long as she could, but her passion for him got the best of her. When he stroked her thigh, then pulled her close and captured a nipple she arched into him, lowering herself all the way, the head of his cock pressing against her womb.
His hands grasped her thighs as he continued to suckle, his teeth grazing against her nipple. Rhylie threw her head back and started to rock, the pressure building inside her threatening to break free and send her tumbling over the edge, yet again.
Just when she thought she would fly, he stopped her, pulling his mouth from her nipple and spreading his legs, upon which she’d been resting. She tumbled back, landing on the bed, her hips lifted by a pillow that magically appeared under her. Her feet were planted firmly on either side of his hips, and the blood rushed to her head as she lay back onto the bed, letting him take over.
Sandro grasped her hips, keeping himself snug inside her. “Touch yourself.” His feather-soft voice made her quiver, and she spread her lips, her fingers finding her clit, brushing aside the hood and assault the tight bundle.
Pleasure slammed into her as he pulled her into his cock, slamming into her until she thought he would become a permanent part of her body. She clutched him tightly, her pussy closing around his hardness, never wanting to let go.
“How beautiful you look, giving yourself joy while I watch, so trusting and full of love, full of desire.
His words washed over her as she played, spreading herself for him to see, making slow leisurely passes with her fingers, sliding down to where they were joined and teasing him, savoring the sound of his groans before sliding back up to her clit.
He fucked her with a steady rhythm, encouraging her to play and please him, and herself, to let go and be his beautiful little star, shining brightly for everyone to see. Her body
Rhylie knew the minute he came, could feel the warmth of his cum spread into her. For a split second she worried that they’d never discussed birth control, or anything other matters couples discuss before they make love for the first time. But then one half of the couple was usually not a djinni, or at least she didn’t think so.
When his hold on her lessened, she snuggled down into the bed, still dressed as the naughty French maid. Within seconds he was beside her, cuddling her close to him, stroking her sides and kissing her neck and chin.
“I love you so much, Rhylie.” He claimed her lips then, sliding his tongue over her teeth and into the back of her mouth as she groaned under him. He captured her response, that she loved him, too, then pushed further into her, holding her cheek with the palm of his hand, his thumb playing over her soft flesh.
When he finally broke he kissed her nose and she felt a blush spread over her cheeks.
“Thank you.”
“Thank you, little minx. I knew that, despite the misgivings I could feel, you’d enjoy your spanking. Was it as erotic as you’d thought it would be?”
“More.” She put her hand on his chest, right above his heart as if checking to make sure he was real. “I’d wondered, when Cassidy told me how much fun it was, if she was telling the truth, or if she was lying.”
She nibbled on his bottom lip before continuing. “She didn’t do it justice.”
Deep laughter filled the bed, wrapped as it was in the drapes and she giggled. “You know, when you said you’d looked into the back of my mind, I thought…” Her voice trailed off, too embarrassed to voice what she thought he’d seen.
The evil grin that spread across his face made her insides quake with desire. “Don’t worry, la mia stella. I saw that fantasy, too.”


 
 
 
Chapter Eight
 
 
“Where are we, exactly?” Rhylie put her hands up to finger the blindfold over her eyes. They were quickly batted away, and Sandro’s deep voice filled her ears.
“No peaking. It’s almost time for breakfast.”
“Breakfast, right.” Of course, breakfast was the first meal of the day. Just because it was past three in the afternoon didn’t mean it wasn’t breakfast, did it? She supposed they could call it brunch, but it was a bit late for that. What about dinfast? Or supunch?
His soft laughter made her smile. “Maybe one day we’ll find those words in the dictionary.”
He was leading her now, her hands held tightly in his. She had no fear about where he was taking her. Not anymore. She’d follow this man to the ends of the earth.
“Not that far,” he said. “Our destination is just around the corner.”
A cool breeze wafted over her, the scent of the ocean filling her nose. They were no longer in London; that much was obvious. He’d blindfolded her as they’d stood at the foot of the huge tester bed they’d used so well for the past four days, making love almost endlessly. The soreness she felt was incredible, but it didn’t compare to the feelings that had blossomed inside her, making her wonder if she would ever be able to let go of this man.
He’d told her she’d never have to, so she shouldn’t worry. But deep down inside she did, and was grateful he hadn’t pushed the issue, and had told her to enjoy their vacation.
And what a vacation, between the lovemaking sessions they’d visited various London landmarks and museums. She’d recited facts for him, and he’d told her about what he knew of the places and people, since he’d lived through the times.
It was like traveling with a walking encyclopedia, and Rhylie loved every second of it, learning which of her “facts” were true, or exaggerated, and which were utterly false.
“Watch your step.” He squeezed her hands reassuringly. “We’re going down a few steps, and then I’ll allow you to see.”
“Very magnanimous of you.” She yelped when his hand came down her ass, laughing and almost missing a step. “How do you do that? Is there really two of you?”
She bumped into him when he stopped moving. “Would you like there to be?”
“No.” She leaned down and he met her lips, the kiss soft, almost chaste. “I love my one man, my one djinni.”
“Good, because he loves you, too, sarcastic comments and all. Come along, la mia stella. I’m famished.” At the bottom step she tumbled a little, and he caught her in his arms, his lips pressed against her forehead.
“Perfect.” He voice vibrated against her skin, and she moaned softly. He stepped behind her, his hands caressing her sides and moving up to her shoulders, then up to the blindfold on her face. “Are you ready?”
“More than ready.” She blinked slightly when the light hit her eyes. She hadn’t been wearing the blindfold that long, but the sun still seemed brighter than usual. She blinked, then gasped at the wide ocean spread before them.
“Where are we?”
“France. Nice to be exact. The Riveria.”
Rhylie couldn’t take her eyes off the ocean, the brilliant blue and the gentle way it moved with the wind. “It’s so beautiful.”
“All the more so because you’re here, with me.” He kissed her neck, then gathered her close, rubbing his cheek against her hair. “I thought a day of leisure, some good food and wine and a nice afternoon on the beach would do us good, don’t you think?”
“So we’re taking a vacation from our vacation?” She snuggled back into his chest, savoring the feel of his ever-present heat.
“You’ve worn me out,” he said with a laugh. “You’re insatiable.”
“My goodness, a djinni who can’t keep up with his charge? How extraordinary.” She grinned, but knew as well as he did that this break was more for her than for him. Her body was sore, deliciously so, but still sore. She’d never had this much sex, and she was feeling the little twitches and tingles that signified she should probably take a rest.
He led her to a table where two waiters were setting down trays full of pastries and fruit. Steaming mugs of cappuccino were already in place. Sandro held out her chair and she sat down, facing the ocean.
People frolicked in the sands and a huge smile lit her face. “I’d never thought I’d see this place. But that’s the whole point, isn’t it? Taking me places I’ve never been before.”
“Exactly.” He nodded at a waiter and Rhylie bent her head toward him.
“Are they Djinn?”
“Yes.” He handed her a croissant and picked up one of his own.
“Why are they working as waiters, then?”
“Why not? They can interact with the public, find people who might need their aid, help them.”
She tore off a small chunk of her bread, but didn’t put it in her mouth. “If…since…magic exists, why can’t it cure all the world’s ills? Why is there still disease, and hunger?”
“Unfortunately, as with everything, supernatural or not, you have to take the good with the bad. It’s the balance of nature, as it were.” He put down his bread and for the first time since she’d met him a look of consternation, maybe it was even anger, came over his face. “Not all djinn are good, Rhylie. Some are evil, wanting to spread hate and disease. We fight against those forces, as much as we try to help humans.”
“Do I need help, is that what you’re saying?”
His eyes twinkled, the look turning quickly to lust. Rhylie’s body warmed as he gazed at her, her nipples hardening.
“With you, I have to admit, my motives are very selfish. For many years I wished for a woman to touch my soul. I knew there was one out there, I just didn’t know where, and when, I would find her. And then you walked into the club, and my wish came true.”
She nibbled on the end of her finger, glancing at her through her lowered lashes. “I wonder if you sent some sort of signal, and that’s why I choose you. The draw was strong toward you.”
“Your soul felt it, too.” He pulled her finger from her mouth, transferring it to his own, sucking on it until she gasped.
“What happens when…” she tried to catch her breath, tried to get her growing desire under control, “…a djinni and human are together, for more than just the thirty days? Or is it possible for that to happen?”
He licked the tip of her finger, flicking his tongue over it until she moaned softly, pushing away the full plate of food on the table. She wanted him to take her, here and now, in front of everyone and be damned the consequences.
“Yes, and no.” He licked each fingertip now, placing a gentle kiss on them all before releasing her hand, much to her dismay.
“What?” Her body was on fire, again, demanding his attention.
“The answer to your questions, yes a djinni and human can mate, and no, we can’t make love on the table. Although the idea is wonderful, we’re supposed to be resting, remember?”
Rhylie blushed furiously, laughing to cover her nerves. She turned her attention to her plate, picking at the fruit before biting off a sliver of bread. “Tell me, Sandro. In all your life, you’ve never loved another woman?”
“Not the way I feel about you, no. I have had feelings for woman, but we knew from the start that it was not a permanent thing. I helped them to gain confidence, to learn about themselves and point them toward the person who was their destiny.”
“It’s your job. I’m your job.” She was tearing her croissant apart now, tiny pieces of bread landing on her plate in a small pile.
“Rhylie, look at me.” She glanced at him, her heart pounding at the smile on his face. “You are not my job. You are my one love. I have a job, yes, but it does not include falling in love. That I do on my own, of my own freewill.”
She gave him a tentative smile, then swallowed hard, picking up another croissant and giving it the same treatment as the first one.
“But there are fundamental differences about us. First, I’m human, and you’re an immortal djinni.”
“Not immortal,” he said. “I will die, it just doesn’t happen in the same time frame as a regular human life. And, once a djinni mates with a human, that human takes on traits of their magical partner.”
Her eyebrows shot up, and she stopped shredding the bread in her hands. “What?”
“You heard me, la mia stella. Once we bind ourselves together you will become Djinn.” Her stomach flopped at his words, settled for a few seconds and then flopped again. She tried to think of the right thing to say, but nothing came to mind. It was as if her whole vocabulary had taken flight, leaving her speechless.
“Are you all right, Rhylie?” He caressed her arm, his look of concern making her feel a little better.
“I’m not sure,” she said after a few, long seconds. “I never expected to hear you say something like that. What exactly does being a djinni entail?”
“In my case, I’m a pleasure djinni, and I spread joy.”
“You have sex with people.” Was that hurt in her voice? Where had it come from? After all, she’d known him for less than a week. It wasn’t her place to be jealous of him doing his job before he met her.”
“Not always. I admit that many of my duties have involved physical pleasure, but it doesn’t have to be that way. No assignment is ever forced on a djinni. Free will, remember?”
“Would your mate work with you?”
“In a perfect world, yes. But, I know that you love your job and want to focus on saving the planet, so to speak, and…”
She straightened up, pushing her plate into the middle of the table. “If I were magical, could I solve things? You know, stop global warming, keep animals from becoming extinct? Figure out why certain plants are dying and why storms have increased over the past decade? You know, the instances of hurricanes have…”
He held up his hand and she clamped her mouth shut. “Sorry. I guess the stone didn’t work, hum?”
“No, it’s not that. I wanted to stop you before you got too excited. Some things are not in our control, and nature is one of them.”
“But it’s not nature, it’s man. It’s what we’ve done to…” she stopped speaking, then sat back in her chair. “Freewill. We can’t make people change.”
“Exactly.” His laugh made her smile. “As much as we’d like to, we can’t live people’s lives for them or expect them to follow a path we set for them. Their lives are their choice, and the things they do are, in the end, their choice.”
She picked up another croissant; her gaze focused on the flower in the middle of the table.
“Are you going to ruin that one, too?”
She laughed along with him and shook her head. She knew exactly what he was saying with his little speech. They were, in his words, destined to be soul mates. But in the end, the choice was up to her. He’d already made his. Now he laid things on the line for her. If she stayed with him, as his mate, her life would change, profoundly.
She would no longer be human. The concept was so surreal that she stared at the untouched bread in her hand, then looked out at the ocean, watching the wonder of nature as it rolled against the sand.
Rhylie knew he was waiting for her to say something. And she knew, in her heart, that he wasn’t inside her head right now. He was politely sitting, letting her process what he’d just said, letting her think about her decision, and the consequences.
But she couldn’t make one right now. Not after just learning about how things would change for her. She needed the time to process and digest the information. Time to make her choice.
Thoughts of helping others ran through her mind, Cassidy being the first. Her friend needed to learn to open herself up to love, and not just to sex. And then, there was Tony and his wife, who had trouble in their marriage for quite some time now, since both of them were hardheaded and unwilling to bend. And then…she snorted out a laugh, then put her hand up to her mouth.
“Sorry.”
“Tell me.” He squeezed her hand and she flashed him a smile.
“I was just thinking about being inside my mother’s head, to learn her real opinion when she says that ‘no, my going nowhere job doesn’t bother her at all.’ I’d finally get to learn what she’s really thinking.”


 
 
 
Chapter Nine
 
 
“The king’s chamber is toward the top, along with the queen’s,” Rhylie said, taking a step forward, wanting with all her heart to reach out and touch the stone structure before her.
“This one I wasn’t here for,” Sandro said. “You’ll have to enlighten me.”
“The great pyramid took almost twenty years to build, or so they think. The time estimate varies depending on the book you read. For almost four thousand years it was unsurpassed as the tallest man-made building in the world.”
Emotion clogged her throat as she stared at the structure. “It’s absolutely incredible, when you think about it. No cars or engines or forklifts to help them build it. All they had were pulleys and manpower, and a knowledge that goes far deeper than we’ll probably ever be able to find out. Of course, they were a very intelligent people, and had great engineers and astronomers who helped to line things up and plan things right. And, despite popular belief, most of the labor was done by peasants culled from the villages and paid for their work. That’s who built the pyramid.”
“That and aliens.” Rhylie glanced at the twenty-something American man standing next to her. She tried not to laugh as he nodded solemnly and repeated. “Aliens built the pyramids.”
“Right.” She glanced at Sandro, who shrugged. Then she moved into his arms, putting her lips on his ear. “Tell me there are no aliens.”
Sandro gave her a “well, maybe” look and her mouth dropped open. “I don’t know if they worked on the pyramids, though. As I said, the construction of this magnificent feat was before my time.”
She stared at him, dumbfounded, then shook her head. “You’re changing everything I’ve ever held to be true about the world.”
“Good. Learning new things is wonderful, if you ask me.”
“I’ve always said that, but when it’s things that make your jaw drop, it takes some getting used to.” Rhylie glanced back at the pyramid, trying not to wonder about aliens mixing with ancient Egyptians and pulling huge stone tablets from the quarry to the pyramid for placement.
The man next to her was spouting off what he termed to be evidence of the aliens building the pyramids as a gateway to their planets. He was discussing stars and the placement of the stone structure as Rhylie tried to tune him out and concentrate on what was in front of her.
This was something she’d never thought to see, one of the Seven Wonders of the World, an ancient structure that had withstood the blistering heat and winds of an unforgiving desert for more almost five thousand years. How was it that this still stood, yet the polar ice caps were melting?
“Don’t trouble yourself with questions that will never be answered,” Sandro said softly. “Instead, submit to the fantasy that brought you here. Let’s climb it and see the view from the top.”
“We can’t.” Longing for the days of yesteryear filled her heart. If they’d been in Victorian times, she’d be on the pyramid in a second, finding purchase in the rocks to be the first one in her party to make it to the top. But, years of people doing just that had damaged the magnificent structure, and climbing it had been forbidden for some time now.
She explained that to Sandro, who just smiled. “When you’re with a magical djinni who can see that no harm comes to the pyramid, and that no one will know we’re doing it and try to follow us, then there is no harm, is there?”
Rhylie tried to think of a reasonable way to refute what he’d said but there wasn’t one. Just as she hadn’t come to a reasonable answer to the question, she knew he would pose to her when her thirty-day vacation was up. Would she stay with him, or go? Her heart wanted her to stay, never letting go of the man who thrilled her, in body and soul. But, her mind wondered about that, wondered if she’d be doing the right thing. Of course, you never really knew, did you?
One of the things she loved about Sandro the most, though, was that he didn’t try to influence her one way or another. He didn’t spend hours telling her how she would be able to use her djinni powers for good, and help make the world a better place.
Instead, they’d spent four days in France, touring archeological sites and tourist attractions, and then making love whenever the whim hit. And it hit often. Sometimes, Rhylie felt as if she couldn’t keep her hands off him. And deep in her heart, she knew that if she left him at the end of their “contracted” time together she would never be able to live with herself.
She loved him with all her heart, but was it enough to compensate for the changes she would undergo? For plunging into the unknown? What if, heaven forbid, something happened to Sandro? He’d told her he wasn’t mortal, and could die. If that happened would she go back to being human, or would she stay a djinni? Would she want to stay Djinn if he weren't there to help her, guide her?
The only thing that would draw her to the supernatural world was the man standing in front of her, extending his hand, offering her a step up onto the first stone of the great pyramid.
“Are you sure we won’t do any damage? Remember, I work to preserve the earth, which includes preserving its history. I would hate to be the one responsible for more damage to one of the greatest achievements in the whole world.”
“On my honor, there will be no damage to the pyramid.” She nodded, then took his hand, putting her foot on the first row of limestone.
Excitement swept through her as they started to climb. This was something she’d dreamed of doing since she was a teenager. The history involved in the pyramid fascinated her, as did the Egyptian culture.
For the first time, though, she marveled at her interest, considering the Egyptians love of magical things, and their believe in the afterlife. She’d never believed in things like that. Not until she met Sandro.
Of course, they were also a highly skilled people, trained in the arts of science and astronomy. In that way, they matched her interests very much.
When they reached the middle of the four hundred and eighty-foot pyramid her breath came in short, shallow gasps. Sandro was beside her, his hand on the small of her back, his breathing normal.
“Would you like me to take us the rest of the way?”
“No.” She took a few deep breaths. “I want to do it on my own.”
He nodded, then ascended a few more blocks. The climb was long, and seemed to take forever. And she loved every second of it. The higher they climbed the more she marveled at where she was, and what she was doing.
Names and dates had been carved into the limestone, and she wondered about those who had been there before her, speculated about the view they’d had as compared to what she saw now: the sprawling metropolis of Cairo, which was nearer the pyramids than most people thought.
“It’s quite a sight, isn’t it?” Sandro was floating near her, his feet not touching the stones.
“Yes, it is?” It took her a few seconds to realize she was floating too, his hand in hers holding her tight.
“What are you thinking?” He leaned over and kissed her gently, his lips trailing over her chin.
“How different the world is now than what it was when this was built. Look at the skyscrapers, and the cars scooting everywhere. In ancient times there would have been a settlement of workers nearby, and various buildings scattered around. It just amazes me to think about it.”
He was behind her now, his arms wrapped around her waist, his chest warm and hard against her back.
“Tell me about your childhood.” She couldn’t see him, but she could tell her question made his eyebrows go up in confusion.
“What brought this about?”
“I just want to know. Call it natural curiosity.” Besides, she though, if we’re going to stay together for the rest of our lives, I want to know something about your past. During the time they’d spent together they’d never discussed it, except for him to tell her his mother, father, three brothers and two sisters still lived.
“My brothers and I fought, as brothers are wont to do. Magical fights can be intense, with different things being conjured up to use against your opponent. My mother used to scream at us when the axes came out.”
Rhylie turned her head to stare at him. “Axes?”
“Just small ones.” His grin made her laugh.
“I’m sure by small you mean, three, four inches? Baby axes?”
“Well, larger than that. But we made sure no one got hurt. That’s another advantage to being Djinn. You can use your abilities to make the axes disappear if you think they will go into someone’s flesh.”
This time she shuddered, wondering about the violent time in which he’d grown up. There was violence today, yes, but not brothers playing with axes as toys. Or at least she didn’t think so.
“We had a tutor for our lessons.” The tone of his voice let her know his memories were fond, and he was enjoying thinking about them. “She was Djinn, of course, and we used to play tricks on her, which would get us in trouble with our parents.”
“What sort of tricks?” This time he chuckled, pulling her closer to him.
“The usual thing, you know, making books and tables disappear, conjuring snakes to wiggle around her feet. Just normal, kids stuff.”
Rhylie burst out laughing, pushing her elbow back to nudge him in the side. “Conjuring snakes isn’t normal kids stuff.”
“I dare to say there are a few human children who have frightened their teachers with frogs, or snakes.”
“Not me,” she said, shaking her head. “I never did anything like that.”
“What did you do?”
She sighed, putting her hands on top of his and focusing on a car she could see driving in the distance. “Nothing that didn’t have a purpose. If I had a doll, my parents wanted me to learn the proper terms for anatomy, so that I didn’t call breasts boobs, or a penis a…”
“Cock?”
“Exactly. I didn’t do much playing. I did a lot of reading, mostly things my parents had found for me, to help me learn about the world and how it works.”
“It’s sad you had no brothers and sisters.”
“They would have been just like me,” she replied “I had cousins, but I wasn’t allowed to fraternize with them. My parents thought they were wasting time that could be better spent learning. At family gatherings, when my cousins were outside having water balloon fights, or playing baseball or kick the can, I was inside, listening to my parents argue about one scientific theory or another.”
“Don’t be sad about it, la mia stella.” He nuzzled the back of her hair, his sound of contentment making her smile. “What we’ve done in our lives makes us who we are. You can’t change the past, but you can move forward. In that spirit, I think it’s time to act out a fantasy for you, sweet one.”
“That’s what we’re doing right now, isn’t it?” A soft moan escaped her lips. “You said the fantasies didn’t have to be all sexual. Plus, we’ve lived out quite a few. In case it’s escaped your attention, we’ve made love quite often.”
“Nothing’s escaped my attention. Holding you in my arms is the most precious gift I’ve ever had.” He put his lips on her neck, sliding over her shoulder and making her quiver. “And we’ve lived out one fantasy.”
She relaxed into him as he captured the lobe of her ear between his teeth, biting gently. Desire spread through her; she knew what was coming next. She had very few sexual fantasies, really. They’d already done one, but the biggie was coming now, she knew, and the idea of it lit her body on fire, her folds instantly growing wet and swollen in anticipation of what was to come.
“Are we…staying here?”
“No, we’re going to Rome now, to the house I lived in for many years.”
“Your parents’ house?”
“No, little one. I just wanted something to set the right mood.” He was in front of her now, extending his hand. And she took it, not at all fearful to fulfill the fantasy she’d thought of, and buried deep inside her long ago.


 
 
 
Chapter Ten
 
 
Rhylie walked along the long corridor, her feet silent on the stone floor. Though she was barefoot, the surface didn’t seem cold. Another one of Sandro’s tricks, she knew. She supposed trick wasn’t the right word. Another one of Sandro’s abilities to make everything perfect.
Long steams of flame lined the hallway, one of his trademark’s she knew. It was no wonder he’d been the fireman at the club, dressed in his uniform and ready to fuel flames. He certainly fueled her, in every way possible.
The passage seemed to take forever, but it built her anticipation for what sat at the end, an open double doorway, soft light flowing out from the portal. She wanted to pick up the pace, to run, or at least quickstep, down to where she knew Sandro waited for her.
Her heart had never felt such incredible joy as it did when she thought of him, thought of the way he made her feel, both physically and mentally. It made her believe something she’d never given credence to before, that someone could fall in love, and mean it, without having a lengthy relationship.
Because she did love him. With all her heart. She’d never thought to find anyone to live with forever, especially not a magical djinni who made her feel as if there was nothing else in the world but her.
Still, the things involved with the Djinn lifestyle still concerned her. She didn’t want to think about them now. Later she would talk with him, and they’d settle things. Right now, though, was a time for play.
She picked up the pace, the long, transparent gown she wore swishing around her legs and ankles. This fantasy was one shared by many women, she knew, but it had always struck her as very hedonistic. The minute she’d thought about it she’d pushed it away, knowing she’d never get the chance to fulfill it, and even if she did get the chance she’d chicken out at the last minute, saying it just wasn’t for her.
Sandro had brought it to the front of her mind, though, and there was no way she’d back out now, not when she was indulging with him. She’d let him take her to the moon, if it were possible. That idea made her stop dead in her tracks and lift her brows in wonder. Was it possible, she wondered? She had to remember to ask him that, she thought as she started to walk, breaking into a trot.
The first thing she noticed inside the room was Sandro, sitting on a large throne on a dais in front of a pile of huge fur-like blankets. Four naked men stood around the blankets, all of them hard and ready, and all of them looking at her as if she were Thanksgiving dinner and they hadn’t eaten in weeks.
The four of them were buff, their muscular bodies gleaming in the light that blanketed the room from the fireplace, which took up one whole wall. There was no other furniture except for the chair in which Sandro sat. He stood now, crossing to her and taking her hand, leading her to the edge of the furs.
“Don’t worry, they’re all fake” he whispered in her ear as he slid the gown off her shoulders. It puddled at her feet. “They will prepare you for me while I watch. All you need to do is lie there.”
“What are their names?”
“No names. Tonight they are your pleasure slaves. Lay down milady, and let them bring you, and in return myself, great joy.”
The one closest to her, a tall Adonis with streaming blond hair held out his hand. Sandro took a step back, then caressed her hip. “Go to them.” He turned and walked back to the throne, climbing the steps before sitting down.
Rhylie took the man’s hand, then walked onto the makeshift bed, lying down in the soft, plush fabrics. She sighed as she settled onto them, their warmth and suppleness enveloping her quickly.
Strong hands were on her instantly, caressing her stomach and arms, massaging muscles and tendons. Their touch was strong and sure, and very arousing. She sighed and settled back, letting them knead her flesh.
Her body grew warm, and the wetness that had been there ever since Sandro had kissed her at the top of the pyramid increased, soaking her outer thighs. One of the men ran his hands from her knees up, his fingers sliding into the wetness.
Rhylie groaned, opening for him instantly. His fingers caressed her outer lips and she arched her back, pleasure surging through her as two of the men captured a nipple, one apiece, sucking and nibbling in perfect rhythm.
Her lover below had spread her lips, his fingers stroking her inner lips before sliding down to her opening, two of them pushing inside with gentle ease. The fingers fucked her slowly, and when he added a third, she clasped the blankets, her body tightening with anticipation.
Rhylie undulated in delight as they stroked and licked, fingers and hands and mouths moving all over her, worshiping every inch of her body until every nerve ending was on fire and ready to explode.
When someone’s mouth captured her clit and sucked her body stiffened as her orgasm rolled through her.
“Sandro!’
“Yes, my love, that’s it. Come for me, over and over. Delight in what they can do for you. Delight in the fact that I’m watching and enjoying it as much as you are.”
They were stroking her again, hands pressing against her in a sensual cadence as perfect as a symphony. Fingers were inside her again, fueling the fire building. They thrust in and out in steady rhythm, and when they disappeared they were immediately replaced by another set. It was wicked and naughty, and deliciously wanton. And Rhylie loved every second of it.
The fact that Sandro watched, with such obvious approval and arousal made her enjoy it all the more. She turned her head to him, lowered her gaze to where his erection showed between the slit of the robe. She wanted him inside her. Now.
She glanced at her lovers, hoping to convey that she was enjoying their touch, but she wanted Sandro, too, the man loved. They stayed intent on their task. The sensual smiles on their faces added to her delight. Their hands covered ever inch of her body, from fingers to toes to temples, their lips following the path. The only place they didn’t touch her was her mouth. That, she knew, was for Sandro alone.
“Not yet, la mia stella. I will take you soon, but for now relax and enjoy.”
She nodded, closing her eyes and giving into sensation. They stroked and massaged, her body warming and tingling to their touch.
When they gathered around her hips she glanced down, wondering what would happen next. Magical fingers separated her outer lips, then the first man leaned down and licked her clit. It jumped in response, then he lifted and the second man took his place, running his tongue over the hardened nub.
They took turns, each of them licking her for mere seconds before giving way to the next man. The sensations overtook her as they played, her body sizzling from the attention. When the first man licked, then nibbled, then slid his teeth over her tight bud, Rhylie came again, her hips shooting up until she thought she would smother the man above her.
Two men held her hips up as the man devoured her, a third orgasm rocking her body until she thought she would die of the pleasure.
“Sandro please!”
She opened her eyes to see him standing between her legs, pushing apart the velvet robe and grabbing his hard cock.
“Do you want this?”
“Yes.”
“Beg me.” He kneeled down, and the men moved to either limb, holding her spread-eagle much as they had the first night at the club. She wondered if they were the same men, then decided it really didn’t matter. All that mattered was Sandro, who waited patiently to take her. “Tell me what you desire.”
“I need you inside me, please.” She struggled against the men who held her, the need to touch Sandro driving her insane.
He stroked his cock, his gaze fastened on her lips. He looked so virile and perfect, kneeling between her legs, the robe still hugging his body, open only enough to reveal his perfect erection.
“Are you certain?” There was an evil glint in his eye. “Perhaps my men can play some more, make sure you are quite ready to take me inside you. I loved watching you wiggle when they touched you, la mia stella.”
“I’m ready…ready…now! Fuck me! Please!” She bucked her hips, crying out when Sandro pierced her folds, sliding inside her with one hard stroke that sent her over the edge again. She screamed his name as his weight pushed her down into the downy blankets below. It took her a few seconds to realize the other four men were gone.
Rhylie quickly gathered Sandro close, encasing his hips in her legs and wrapping her arms around his neck as he plunged back and forth, setting a punishing rhythm that made her body ache in the most delicious way possible.
His harsh, guttural groans made her shiver and when his body stiffened and he whispered her name she felt him release inside her, flooding her body and making her feel as if she were a part of him.
“I love you,” she said, pushing aside the robe and stroking his shoulders. “I want to be with you, forever.”
“Forever,” he whispered, collapsing on top of her and then rolling them onto their sides, his hard cock still buried inside her. He clasped her leg and drew it over his hip, holding her close.
His lips were soft against hers, and she sighed into them when he whispered, “forever,” again.
Rhylie snuggled into his warmth, savoring the heat of his body and the deep sense of contentment that wrapped around her heart. She’d found the man of her dreams, and she was never letting go.


 
 
 
Chapter Eleven
 
 
Rhylie woke in a strange bed, the other side of it empty. The last thing she remembered was falling asleep in Sandro’s arms, snug and content. The room was huge, and for a moment she thought it might have been the one they’d used last night. But this room had no furniture, and the fireplace didn’t take up the whole wall.
She pushed back the covers, her feet touching carpet instead of stone or faux fur. No, this wasn’t the room. Where was she, and where was Sandro? She quickly donned the robe at the end of the bed and hurried to a set of French doors, pushing it open to glance down, a smile lighting her face.
In the courtyard below, Sandro wrestled with a man who looked to be about his age, as two other men, who looked slightly older, egged them on. At a table sat two beautiful women, their long black hair flowing over their shoulders. They were laughing and clapping and pointing at the combatants and Rhylie had no trouble deciding where they were.
Sandro had brought her home, to Italy for her fantasy. Now they were in his parents’ house, obviously. The people below were his brothers and sisters. She felt a slight twinge of jealousy at their obvious love for each other, then pushed it aside.
Never regret your past, he’d said. And he was right.
“La mia stella!” She focused on Sandro who stood, his chest heaving, one foot on the chest of the man who lay prone below him. The boyish grin on his face made her laugh. “Come down, my love.”
She nodded then hurried back inside, finding a bathroom and making use of it before bathing and putting on the beautiful, flowing dress she found on the bed.
Rhylie took the stairs at a run, colliding with Sandro as he came up. He wrapped her in his arms and kissed her heartily, holding her close to him. She returned the kiss with vigor, holding him close as their tongues danced around each other. When they broke she whispered, “I love you.”
His answering grin made her feel as if she would melt, and he kissed her again, this time slowly, both of them savoring the soft joining of their lips.
“Good morning, and I love you, too. I couldn’t come to Italy without seeing my family. My brothers came back just to meet you.” He took her hand and led her down the stairs to the kitchen, where seven people waited.
When they saw her they rushed forward, all of them talking simultaneously and grabbing for her hands, pulling her into hugs and planting kisses on her cheeks and forehead.
“Enough!” Sandro wrapped his arms around her from behind, then held up his hand for quiet. “Let us do this properly, shall we?”
“Rhylie, my love, these are my parents, Isletta and Nicodemus.”
She accepted kisses from each of them, blushing when his father patted her check and murmured, “So beautiful, just like Alesandro said.”
“The rakes are my brothers, Adalberto, Calvino and Damiano. Don’t believe a word they say, about me, or my childhood. They are terrible creatures.” The humor in his voice made her laugh.
“Berto,” the first said, leaning over to kiss her cheek. “And I never lie.”
Calvino pushed him aside, kissing her cheek and murmuring a soft “Welcome, sister.”
The third one, who seemed to be the youngest, shook his head. “You may call me Damien, Rhylie. And for once Sandro is right. Don’t listen to them. I, on the other hand, never lie.”
Sandro pushed them away, then indicated the two ladies standing nearby. “My sisters, Carmel and Bella.” The women enveloped her in a huge hug, both of them saying they would tell her the “real truth,” about her new mate.
The word mate sent her into a tailspin. She’d never thought to have a husband, but that’s what was happening. The idea thrilled her, and frightened her, just a bit. They needed to talk about it, make plans for a wedding and discuss what would happen in the future.
It occurred to her that the djinn in the room, all eight of them, could probably read her thoughts. She jumped slightly when Sandro’s voice sounded in her mind.
Only me, la mia stella.
How can I hear you?
The bond, it’s starting.
She turned to him, gazing up into his sensual dark eyes. “What?”
“I will explain it all,” he said. “Safe to know though that when you declared your love for me last night in such obvious passion and truth it started the bonding process. We will be mates soon, true mates.”
Heat flushed her body and she nodded in approval. “I like that idea.”
“Good.”
“Come outside, you two.” Her eyes widened when she realized they were alone in the kitchen, together. They hurried outside to find everyone gathered around a table, filling their plates. Rhylie marveled at all the food, calzones, polenta, pizzas and pasta dishes filled the center.
Sandro held a chair for her and she sat down next to his mother, who nodded in approval. “So long my Sandro has searched for you. Now that you are his, my heart is filled with joy.”
Tears stung Rhylie’s eyes as the woman’s words filled her heart. She wasn’t sure what to say. Thank you seemed so frivolous. She needed words that conveyed a deeper meaning. But, she couldn’t find any, so she whispered, “thank you,” and Isletta rewarded her with another bright smile that told her she’d said the right thing.
They ate and talked, joking and telling stories about Sandro that made her laugh, and made him shake his head in mock anger. When the meal was over, the ladies pushed Rhylie back in her chair when she started to clear the table. Then Isletta waved her land and it all disappeared.
“Well, that’s a definite advantage to magic,” Rhylie said, prompting yet another round of laughter. Soon, it was just the two of them sitting at the table as Sandro’s siblings went into the yard and his parents went inside.
“Did you really turn your tutor into a boar? You forget to mention that story when you said your pranks were ‘normal kids stuff.’”
“It wasn’t a prank,” Sandro said. “It was my inability to control my growing powers. The tutor laughed about it afterward, if it’s any consolation.”
“It is.” She snuggled close to him. “I love the closeness of your family. I’m afraid when you meet my parents you’ll be disappointed. They’re not exactly like yours.”
“It matters not, la mia stella. They gave me the perfect gift when they created you, and that counts for more than anything in this world.”
“Do none of your siblings have mates?”
“Berto had a wife, but she was killed in a tragedy that he has always blamed himself for. He has mourned her ever since, and it has been three hundred years. Calvino is still searching, and Damien vows to never love just one woman.”
“And the girls?”
“Both of them have looked, but not found their mates. My mother is hoping that you and I will start a chain reaction, I believe.” He pulled her onto his lap and kissed her, wrapping his arms tightly around her waist. “Now, are you ready to have some fun?”
“What do you have in mind?” Memories of last night flooded her mind and heat filled her cheeks.
“Naughty girl. But I’m thrilled you liked it. I enjoyed watching your pleasure.” He tweaked her nipple, and she glanced around to see whether anyone was watching. “But that’s not quite what I had in mind.”
Rhylie let out a scream as a stream of cold water hit her in the back. She turned to find Damien, a large water pistol in his hand and a huge smile on his face. Carmel came up behind him and emptied her own gun into his back, soaking him. Damien turned to chase her just as Berto appeared with his own pistol.
Sandro propelled her off his lap and Rhylie looked down at the plastic gun in her hands. “Where do I refill it?”
Sandro shook his head in mock disgust at her question and she laughed. Of course, it would refill itself. She turned the gun on him, pulling the trigger and emptying rounds of water over his chest. And then she ran.
She soon found out that everyone was a target, no matter the shooter. Blasts of water hit her from three different sides as she tried to keep up. Before long they were all soaked, their clothing plastered to their bodies as the guns refilled repeatedly.
Soon, Isletta and Nicodemus had joined in the fight, brandishing larger water pistols than any of the other participants. She was wiping water from her face from a particularly heavy blast from Calvino when Sandro tackled her, straddling her and putting his gun down her blouse, emptying it.
Water streamed down her body as her shoulders shook in laughter. She tried, and failed to dislodge him and when he kissed her she pulled him close, taking the opportunity to stick her own gun down the back of his shirt and give him the same treatment.
He howled in mock protest, then kissed her again, both of them laughing as they struggled to keep each other’s guns from their proposed targets.
“Sandro?”
“Yes, my love?”
“What happens now? You talked about the bonding. Is there a ceremony of some sort?”
“No, it will be just the two of us. When we join for the first time, as mates, you will know it. The pleasure will be intense, and only death can break the bond.”
Their gazes locked, and she reached up to stroke his cheek, pushing aside strands of wet, dark hair. “I want to do it now.”
She felt the love flow out of him and into her soul, and she returned it, twirling strands of his hair around her finger.
“Here, in my parents’ yard? I have a much better, and private, place planned for it, but if you’d like an audience again, I can…”
“Then take me there. Now. I don’t want to wait another second to be your true mate. I love you too much.”
“La mia stella, you have no idea how much those words mean to me. Do you trust me?”
“With my life.” She tugged on his hair and claimed her lips.
“Then let us complete our bond, and be as one, forever.”
The air temperature changed immediately, as did the time of day. Were just seconds ago had been blue sky and sunshine, Rhylie was suddenly encased in darkness, the full moon reflecting brightly off the lake the set just off to her left.
She looked up at Sandro and gazed down and stroked her cheek. “Where are we?”
“Greenland.”
“Greenland?” She looked back at the lake, and then glanced to her left to see large puffs of steam rising off a smaller body of water. “Disko Island? The hot springs.”
“Yes, my love. A beautiful part of the world, and at this time of the evening, very quiet. We can be alone, and you can scream your pleasure until your hearts delight.”
She blushed profusely, burying her head in his chest as his shoulders shook with laughter. “Don’t be embarrassed, la mia stella. I love to hear you scream. It’s good for my male ego.”
He waved his hands, and their clothing disappeared. Rhylie shivered as the cold air enveloped her, then she shook with desire as Sandro gathered her in his arms, his heat chasing away the cold. His mouth captured a nipple, and she cuddled his head as he suckled her.
“Did you know the hot springs are the result of the earth’s crust rubbing together?”
A loud popping noise filled the air as he released her nipple. “Really? Tell me more.” His voice was husky with need. He captured the other nipple, suckling harder.
Rhylie gasped, trying to focus on what she could say. All she could think about, though was Sandro’s mouth at her breast, of his hands on her backside.
“The water can get to—oh yeah—more than—feels so good—one hundred and forty degrees…Sandro.” He was nibbling at her now, teasing her nipples until the pleasure turned into tiny sharp tugs of pain, which shot straight to her pussy, making it quake with need.
He clutched her tight to his body, picking her up so that her breasts were even with his face, then he started to walk. His mouth moved from nipple to nipple as he maneuvered them to the hot spring.
Rhylie threw back her head and gazed up at the twinkling stars, clutching Sandro’s shoulders and wondering what fate had seen fit to bring her such a perfect man; the ideal husband, and a true soul mate.
He actually liked to hear her talk about life, the earth and the many things she knew. He never once told her she was boring, or that she sounded like a walking encyclopedia. It was more than she ever could have hoped for.
They were in the water now, the hot, still pond licking at her calves and thighs as he stepped further in, lowering them down into the heat.
“Won’t your family wonder where we’ve gone?”
“They know,” he said, tugging on her nipple before lifting his mouth to hers. His tongue probed her mouth tenderly, sliding over her teeth and flicking over her own tongue, causing her to moan into his mouth.
His hands roamed her back, heating up her already flaming desire.
“Is there something special I’m supposed to do, or say?” He stood in the center of the spring, her legs wrapped around his hips.
“You’ll know when the time is right.” She snaked her hand between their bodies, grasping his cock and stroking it gently. His bulk pulsed in her hand and his deep groans of satisfaction made her tingle.
She slid her slippery hand up and down his length, holding him tightly until he growled for her to stop.
“It will be over before it has begun if you don’t behave.” He clasped her hand, taking it from her prize. “Rhylie, I give myself to you, as your mate, and as the one man who will love you for the rest of your life, and beyond. Do you accept my gift?”
“Yes, Sandro, and I pledge the same to you. For all my days, as a human and whatever is to come, I will love you and be your mate.”
“And I accept your gift with more pleasure than I’ve ever felt in all my existence,” Sandro replied, kissing her neck. He lowered her gently, the tip of his cock probing for entrance and finding it easily.
Rhylie shifted as she welcomed him inside her, clutching his shoulders and thighs with her limbs. He filled her perfectly, her folds molding around him until it felt as though they were one.
He cupped her cheek, then brought her face down to within inches of his. “Look at me, la mia stella, hold my gaze and know that I love you more than anything else in this world.”
She gazed into his dark orbs, desire flaring back at her. And then he started to thrust, sliding in and out of her with a fierce passion that made her gasp. The pleasure was exquisite as he glided in and out of her wetness, each thrust hitting further inside her.
Something warm built in her belly, creeping up to her heart. She clutched his shoulders, trying hard not to scratch him.
She gasped loudly when the intensity she felt turned into a slow burn. On the sides of the spring, tall columns of fire shot out of the ground, surrounding the pond.
Sandro pumped her harder as the water around them churned and heated even more. Rhylie didn’t have to ask him what was happening. Nature was responding to their joining, the magic of their bond causing the changes on land as it was making changes inside her.
Her orgasm built, threatening to spill over the dam at any moment. Rhylie tightened her grip on her mate, lowering her head to claim his lips, pushing her tongue into his mouth so that they were joined at both ends.
When he clasped her hips and thrust harder than ever she threw her head back and screamed as an orgasm slammed into her, flames licking the water around them as Alesandro continued to pound into her, flooding her insides with hot seed that burned its way up her belly, leaving a delicious trail of pleasure in its wake.
They collapsed into the water, floating together, their limbs still intertwined. Compared to the heat rising from their bodies, the water seemed cool, and Rhylie snuggled into him, savoring the warmth of her mate, her husband.
The idea was so overwhelming that tears rushed into her eyes, spilling over and falling onto his chest. He stroked her hair and kissed her forehead, whispering soft words of encouragement and love before leaning over and kissing her tenderly.
“I love you so, my wife.”
“I love you, too, Sandro.” She nestled her head into the crook of his neck, sighing with pleasure as he held her tightly.
“My parents will expect a wedding,” she said. “We’ll have no choice.”
“I will be thrilled to wed you in all ways, Rhylie. Besides, my mother will take great joy in it, herself.” She lay on top of him as he floated on his back, his hands trailing up and down her sides.
“What happens to me now? Physically, I mean.”
He stroked her hair, moving it gently from her face. “Physically, nothing. But inside you, Djinn magic will start to grow. You’ll notice the ability to do small things, like move objects without touching them, or reading people’s thoughts, although you have to be very careful about that. Some people won’t take kindly to it.”
“Will you teach me how to control it so I don’t turn people into pigs?”
His deep laughter made her body shake. “Yes, Rhylie. I will teach you everything I know. And our children after you.”
She gasped softly. “Children. We didn’t use any birth control.”
“Don’t worry, I can control it. When we are ready, when we decide together that the time is right, then we will have children. As many as you’d like.”
“A lot. I’d love for our kids to play together like we did with your family today.”
His lips were warm against her forehead. “I would like nothing more than that.”
She placed her head on his chest, then stroked a hard flat nipple. It tightened under her touch, and she licked it, savoring the soft growl of desire that sprang from her husband’s mouth.
“Sandro?”
“Yes, la mia stella.”
“Can you take me to the moon? Truthfully?”
“My love, I will take you wherever your heart desires.”
“Can we make love up there?” She continued to tease his nipple. She could feel his shaft swelling against her hip, and the idea of it filled her with intense pleasure.
“I’ve never tried, but it will be a fascinating experiment, don’t you think?”
“Yes, and experiments are right up my alley. You were an experiment, really, and look how well that turned out.”
“As far as I’m concerned, it’s not over yet.” He wiggled his hips, flipping them until he was on top of her. “Shall we do more research?”
“Anything you say, my husband. I will follow your lead and let you teach me.”
“This will come to us naturally, my love. And we still have vacation time for you.”
“I vote we stay here until it’s over, making love.”
“I concur wholeheartedly,” he said, using his thigh to spread her legs. He slipped inside her and Rhylie groaned, knowing there was nowhere on earth or under the stars that she’d rather be than in his arms.
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