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This book remains one of my all-time favorite stories. It was my first successful release and spawned many more books in the course of the last several decades of writing. However there will always be something special about this particular tale and the characters involved. They stayed with me, almost living on my shoulders as I wrote. It was unique and a joy. And it made me realize that I had indeed found my bliss. 

Happily that state of affairs has never changed, despite the roller-coaster ride that masquerades as a writing career these days. Bliss on, folks. Bliss on.

Table of Contents

MY WISH

Author’s Note

Table of Contents

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Epilogue

About the Author

Also By Sahara Kelly


Historical Romances

Contemporary (and other genre) Romances


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1


[image: ]


“They’re dicks.”

“I’ve been telling you that for years.”

“No, no...I’m not talking about men, here, look at this—they look like dicks.”

Janet Beatty pointed at an article on a table in the far corner of the room and grabbed her friend’s arm. 

“Janet, give me a break here. You’re always talking about men and this is the first table with some decent jewelry I’ve found all afternoon.”

Alana West sighed as she eased her arm away from Janet’s fingers. Her other hand held her tumble of hair away from her face as she gazed critically over the display on the white cloth. This was a pretty good estate sale, all things considered, the coffee was strong and the cookies were fresh. The owners had obviously contacted a lot of their friends because there was more selection here than could be offered by a single seller.

Alana knew whereof she spoke—it was her job to analyze and authenticate small objets d’art with a special attention to seventeenth and eighteenth century jewelry. She was still hoping for an undiscovered treasure—a special miniature perhaps or the perfect cameo which would bolster the reputation of her small store and lead to bigger and more profitable assignments.

Looking up she realized her friend was watching her impatiently.

“Just because you’re Miss I’m-Not-Distracted-by-Sex, there is no need to act all snotty with me. I bought you your first vibrator, remember?”

“Jeez, Jan, keep your voice down—I’d rather not announce things like that to the whole room, if you don’t mind.” She frowned at her best friend since high school who was giving her the “yeah, right” look.

“Not everything is about sex, Janet—I happen to be really enjoying this sale. There’s some great stuff here...”

“None of which is a good substitute for a warm body.”

Alana sighed. They’d had this discussion on numerous occasions, in various stages of sobriety, and the conclusion was pretty much the same. Janet loved men and sex, large quantities of each, and Alana had yet to find a guy who could bring her that mind-blowing orgasm that magazines (and Janet) continually told her she was supposed to be having. She’d cancelled her subscription to the magazines and given up on men, but she couldn’t quite bring herself to shut Janet up.

“Seriously, Al, I’m not at all fixated here—you have to come and see this thing...” and she tugged Alana’s arm again impatiently.

“Oh, okay. I don’t see anything that really catches the eye here anyway. I can always come back.” And with good grace, she gave in to the urging and followed Janet towards a darkened corner of the room.

The sunlight hadn’t made it to this table, so it was quite amazing that Janet had even noticed the unusual artifact sitting off to one side. A man was standing next to the table, using a soft cloth to rub a brass candlestick to a deep rich glow. He was clearly the owner or the seller at least, of the articles on show.

He turned as the two women approached and a gentle smile crossed his lips. Alana felt mesmerized for a second as his unusually dark eyes met hers. A chill danced over her skin and the hairs on the back of her neck tingled. 

“Good afternoon, Mademoiselles.” He bowed his head elegantly. “Are you looking for anything in particular?” 

A slight accent, which Alana couldn’t place, seemed in keeping with his slightly exotic appearance. There were silver streaks threading through the long dark hair, neatly tied back for this occasion. His moustache and goatee were speckled with gray, but his suit was expensively cut, impeccably pressed, and his slender hands knew how to cradle valuable artifacts. He could have been thirty, or a very young fifty – he had that ageless quality about him. His skin was smooth enough, however, to put him closer to the first age, but his eyes...they held the secrets of eternity. A gallery owner perhaps, wondered Alana, feeling an odd excitement low in her belly. 

“We were interested in that...” blurted out Janet, pointing at the item which stood by itself in an empty area.

“We were? Good God,” breathed Alana, seeing for the first time what had gotten Janet so hot and bothered.

It looked to be made of wood—some rich polished mahogany-type wood—and was about ten inches tall. Wider at the bottom than the top, the vessel or whatever it was had a plug in the neck that might well have been a leather-covered cork. There were some small decorations around its upper contours, which Alana believed could be pure gold—even from this distance there was a certain patina that gave it away. But the eye-catching handles were what gave this piece its distinctive appearance. 

As Janet had so accurately noted, they looked like dicks. On either side, two thick handles curved gently from the body to the top—they were ridged and carved to look just like the real thing—right down to the base where a full sac lay in an amazingly life-like fashion against the bottom of the vessel and the table. The effect was so real that Alana felt an almost irresistible urge to run her hands down from neck to base and back up again.

Blushing, she backed away slightly.

“Ah yes...” said the man. “You have noticed one of my more interesting pieces...” He reached over and picked up the vessel, carefully cradling it in his hands. “It is made of the finest woods, and is from the estate of Dr. Maurice Willis, a renowned collector of unusual pieces from the Middle East.”

Alana couldn’t take her eyes off it as he turned and rotated it to show her the skill of the craftsman.

“What is it?” she croaked, finding her voice oddly rough.

“It is a pleasure vessel.”

“Oooh—that sounds like my kind of antique,” laughed Janet reaching out. Surprisingly, the man held it away from Janet’s fingers.

“If you will permit—I would prefer that this be handled only by those who are serious in its purchase. I believe that you, young lady, are such a one?” His midnight gaze rested on Alana.

She nodded uncomfortably, fingers itching to hold the piece. 

“You are? Well, this is a first,” muttered Janet, puzzled at Alana’s absent gaze. 

“This vessel, and others like it, was used to hold the oil of the Blue Lotus—much prized in ancient times. It is said that the oil could be used to produce stimulation, arousal, and ecstasy—it was used extensively...”

“... By the ancient Egyptians. Yes, I know. It was rumored that Tutankhamen’s tomb held Blue Lotus petals which is why historians revised their first opinion that it was only a decorative flower...” Alana held out her hands slowly, answering the lure of this strange vessel—Hold me, touch me.

Raising an eyebrow at Alana’s evident knowledge of the subject, he nodded.

“Quite right, Mademoiselle. You are most well-read on the antiquities, yes?” Keeping her eyes on the bottle, Alana absently brushed off his compliment. 

“The discovery of the lotus in the tomb led to a revival of Egyptian jewelry in the 1930’s. I have to know about things like that—it’s my job. Oh please, may I hold it?”

He placed it carefully into Alana’s hands and stepped back. Janet asked him a question about another piece, but Alana couldn’t concentrate on anything besides the feel of the artifact in her hands. It pulsed—as if it was a living, breathing thing. The wood was warm and velvety to her touch, and as she gave in to temptation and ran the tip of her index finger up one of the handles to its very tip, she could swear she heard a deep sigh of pleasure. 

“I’ll take it.” She surprised herself with the emphatic statement. This wasn’t how it was supposed to go. She was supposed to inquire about provenance, negotiate a price, perhaps go away and come back again—she knew all the rules and was breaking every one of them. She just had to have it. It was hers.

At that moment, when the words left her lips, she could have sworn that the handles twitched.

*~*~*~*
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“So what’ll it be, pizza? Chinese? Or are you up for Italian?”

Alana carefully steered her Jeep out onto the highway and headed for home. “Actually, Jan, I think I’m gonna pass this time...” She flicked a quick glance in the rear-view mirror, telling herself that she was being a good driver and monitoring the road behind her, when what she really wanted to do was make sure the carefully packed box was still safe behind her back seat.

“You feeling okay?” asked Janet, a worried frown crossing her face. “You’ve been awfully quiet since you bought the dickpot. Of course, if I’d just spent twelve hundred bucks like it was nothing, I’d probably be a bit sick too.” She shook her head.

“It’s just a little headache—all those musty tablecloths we went through were probably covered in dust. But Jan, trust me on this. I got a bargain on that vessel. If it is really Middle Eastern, then I’d put it at somewhere around four to five thousand years old, which is unheard of for an artifact like that. So show a little respect and don’t call it a dickpot, will you?”

Janet frowned again. “I didn’t think wood could last that long unless it was fossilized?”

“It’s certainly very unusual to find something that old, that’s for sure, although there were some in tomb finds. I’m going on what I remember about decorative techniques and symbols, and some of those around the top of the vessel are unique to Middle Egypt. They were copied in the Regency era during the big run on all things Egyptian, that’s how I know about them.”

“So how do you know this isn’t a Regency copy?”

“I don’t—not until I examine it more closely, but—don’t laugh at me—have you ever had a really, really strong feeling about something as soon as you touched it?” She glanced quickly over at Janet to see if she appreciated the seriousness of the question. “Because I got one when I picked that up—it was like it was meant to be mine. It felt...I don’t know...right in my hands.”

“Oh it’s happened with a couple of guys.” Janet grinned. “But I’m gonna take your word for it when it comes to this stuff. And besides, we’ve known each other for years. In all that time, you’ve never done a damn thing I’d call spontaneous.” She shrugged. “I’ll accept you know what you’re doing.” She glanced at her friend. “I hope.” 

Alana drove carefully and slowly home. Her mind was still on that magical moment when the vessel had moved within her grasp. The handles had jumped slightly, and she could have sworn that for a split second she felt one of them throb beneath her fingers. 

She knew she wasn’t given to fanciful notions, nor was she on any type of medication, but these were feelings she’d never had before. She was looking forward to getting back to the safety of her own apartment, where she could examine them, and the vessel, in the peace and security of her own surroundings. She couldn’t wait to drop Janet off and get home—alone.

*~*~*~*
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The door slammed with a comforting thud behind her, and Alana heaved a sigh of relief as she locked it and tossed her jacket and purse on the hallstand. Carrying her treasure carefully, she eased it onto the kitchen table and pulled the shredded straw packaging away.

It gleamed in the late day sunlight as she raised it out from its nest. Holding it carefully to the light, she turned it this way and that, being careful not to touch the handles. She looked for maker’s marks, insignia, strange designs, in fact any indication as to who might have made it or where it came from. 

There was nothing. Nothing but a wonderful, exquisitely carved, smooth, and inviting piece of art. Perhaps there would be something on one or two of her favorite antique websites—she should certainly spend some time researching it.

It was still a gorgeous piece, no matter what the origin, so Alana wandered around her apartment looking for the right spot to put it. She checked the dining area, but it was quite formal and simple—something like this needed a better display. The living room was chock-full of books, a DVD and CD library, and her puzzle collection. Ignoring a little voice that sounded a lot like Janet saying “Look at this—the room of a perennial virgin.” she wandered on down the hall to her bedroom. Just as she stepped inside, a wave of dizziness swept over her and she reached out for the footboard to her sleigh bed. Catching sight of herself in the long wall mirror, she realized she held the vessel so that both handles were pressed to her breasts—breasts that were now tingling and throbbing. She jerked the vessel away and stared at it. If she didn’t know better, she’d say she just got a shock from it. 

Alana’s eyes fell on the tall plant stand next to the mirror. It was right in front of a fanciful niche stencil that Alana had done in her home-decorating phase, and as soon as she saw it, she knew that was the spot. It took ten seconds to remove the small bud vase with its silk roses and replace it with the vessel. Stepping back, Alana nodded approvingly. 

Another wave of dizziness tingled over her—what was with this? Shower, she thought to herself, then food. It’s gotta be a sugar level imbalance. Toeing off her sneakers and unzipping her jeans, Alana dodged into the kitchen, grabbed a cold soda, and headed for the shower, snagging her favorite old bathrobe along the way.

Half an hour and one refreshing shower later, Alana emerged back into her room, toweling off her hair. She paused for a moment, then sniffed—and sniffed again. She could smell a fragrance—not perfume exactly, but not incense either.

“Must be George going overboard on the candles again,” she said to herself, thinking with distaste about her neighbor two doors down whom she had mistakenly dated and stupidly slept with when he had first moved in last year. She yanked her hairbrush savagely through her unruly curls as if to punish herself for being such an idiot. 

“No finesse, didn’t even wait until I’d made coffee to get my pants off, damn near took me standing up in the kitchen, about two hours before I was ready, and Janet wonders why I don’t like sex?” Alana harrumphed at her reflection. “It’s a miracle the species survives when there are men like George around.”

A quiet laugh breezed around the room behind her.

She spun quickly, clutching the lapels of her robe, but saw no one.

“That’s it, no more thinking about sex,” she said firmly to herself. “I’m certainly going downhill when I start hearing things.”

Unwillingly, her brushing movements paused as her eyes fell on the vessel. She sniffed again.

“Damn—I wonder if there’s something inside that’s smelling.” Visions of dead things decomposing flashed through her mind, and it was with a very careful hand that she gripped the plug and gave it a tug. Nothing happened.

Getting a better grip on both vessel and plug, she pulled again. Still nothing.

“Crap—this is in here to stay.” She held the vessel close and peered at the plug to see if there was a seal, but she couldn’t find anything that would prevent the plug from coming out.

Grabbing it firmly, she pressed it to her stomach for strength and gave the hardest pull she could manage on the plug. Nothing budged an inch. 

Flexing her fingers, she obeyed a strange whim and sniffed them. There it was. The fragrance that had been permeating her room was definitely coming from the vessel. Then she remembered—Blue Lotus oil. Was it possible there was still some in there? After all these years? If there was, it had probably been added recently. There was no way fragranced oil could have survived thousands of years, was there?

Stumped, Alana sat on the side of the bed holding the vessel and gazing at it. Giving in to temptation she ran her fingers up one of the handles, and this time circled the tip with her finger before following the shaft back down to the base, where she caressed the rounded sac. A distinct moan floated around her.

She jumped and dropped the vessel on the bed, wiping her suddenly sweaty palms on her thighs.

Her body felt very warm, and her skin began to feel tight, sensitive, over-stretched—in fact, the soft cotton of her old robe was becoming irritating to her nerve endings. She hurriedly shrugged it off her shoulders and let it fall to the floor, unconcerned that she was naked beneath.

She swallowed, throat dry and tongue sticking somewhere in her mouth. “This is nuts...” she breathed, as her body’s sensations became even more pronounced. Her breasts began throbbing in earnest, and she couldn’t help but watch as her nipples puckered and hardened as if suckled by an unseen mouth.

She gasped as she realized a drop of her juices was slowly dripping down the inside of one thigh. She was totally and completely aroused—and she was alone. What was happening to her? Her clit was beginning to ache, and she felt a strange urge to push her hips forward, towards the vessel. She stepped closer, and the nearer she got, the more intense the feelings became. Her hands rose, blindly seeking out her own nipples to relieve the aching pressure. She caught sight of herself in the mirror and moaned. What was she doing? Who was this wanton woman fondling her breasts and watching her own arousal? She needed something and her eyes turned again to the vessel. She knew now that the handles had moved—they were standing much further away from the vessel and were hard and straight—the soft curves of the mahogany had become rigid ironwood. 

Unable to stop herself, she reached for the vessel and brought it to her now dripping pussy. She felt the throb as she touched one handle to her clit, and sighed aloud as she rubbed the head over herself, soaking the handle and her fingers in the process with her astoundingly abundant moisture. It was so smooth and felt so perfect against her superheated flesh. Her knees buckled as she felt the first shivers of her approaching orgasm, and the vessel slipped from her wet fingers...

“Oh, God, no. Not now...” she cried, grabbing one handle firmly with her hand and sliding the other handle back over her aroused flesh. It was a matter of moments before her shivers began again, and each movement she made seemed to ratchet the tension in her body up a notch. Her hips thrust, her toes curled, and her breasts became swollen and tipped with dark sensitive nipples. A quick glimpse in her mirror showed her a woman writhing towards the heights of ecstasy; her hands were moving so fast that the vessel was merely a blur—one handle sliding up and down though her fingers and the other sliding up and down through her swollen and sensitive flesh.

Just when she thought she would die if she didn’t come—it happened. An orgasmic explosion racked her body with the most exquisite tremors, and every muscle she had spasmed for what seemed like hours. A sob erupted from her throat, and she slumped onto the bed, sinking into a comfortingly sated oblivion.
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Chapter 2
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Alana came slowly back to consciousness feeling better than she could ever remember feeling before. Her body was relaxed, as boneless as a slug. She stretched her arms high above her head and smiled as she opened her eyes. God, that had been good...

She froze. Rising from her dewy skin was a soft blue vapor, trailing this way and that, softly caressing her and making her pores tingle. It felt wonderful, but it was blue vapor. Blue vapor should not be in her bedroom swathing her body like some weird Hollywood special effect. She shut her eyes again, determined that it would be gone when she opened them. Turning her head to the side, she slowly opened one eye.

A wickedly handsome face smiled at her.

“Shiiit...”

She turned the other way and opened the same eye.

Another wickedly handsome face was openly grinning at her.

She shrieked and leapt off the bed, clearing the strange bodies in a single bound. Trembling against the wall, she grabbed her robe and struggled into it. 

“Who the hell are you...what are you doing here...how did you get in?”

Her questions ran out of steam as she got her first good look at who had been sharing her bed.

They were, in a word, splendid. A matched set, and yet different, one had a mane of hair that was so blond it was almost silver, while the other had long dark curls with glints of fire. They shared magnificent chests, broad shoulders, and arms that were solid, strong, and firmly muscled. Apparently, neither believed in clothing, because they were both stark naked. Their skins were golden—and Alana realized that it was not the gold of a tan, but a real golden glow—almost as if they were acting as their own light source.

Unashamed, they lay on the bed gazing at her, one resting on a propped-up arm, the other with his hands casually behind his head.

She couldn’t help herself—she looked...

Even at rest, they were flaunting equipment as splendid as she’d expected. Two thick, solid, and well-developed cocks nestled in beds of softly curling hair, the color contrasts pleasing to the eye. Alana gazed, fascinated, as they lay there smiling, almost as if they were basking in her approval.

“Okay—did Janet put you up to this? Are you two Chippendale dancers or a strip-o-gram or something?” She pulled her robe tighter and knotted the belt securely.

“And what’s with the blue fog? It might work on Halloween, but not in early September—too spooky.”

One turned to the other.

“She is not aware of our identity, my brother.”

“Indeed not, my brother. We should enlighten her before our tutoring duties can begin.”

As one, they rose and bowed gracefully to Alana. Given her present garb, she felt it rather inappropriate to curtsy back, but it was close...

“I am Sami, and this is my brother Hari. We are from the pleasure dimension, and we are here to see to your education in all things pleasurable.” 

Sami—the blond one, mentally categorized Alana so that she could keep them straight—waved his hand around the room expansively. “You will become our student.”

“I’m dead, aren’t I?”

“By the gods, no, Mistress Alana. You are certainly not dead. Did you not just prove that conclusively?” said Hari in a deeply seductive voice.

Alana’s buttocks clenched against the memory of her orgasm.

“In that case, I’m in a coma,” she replied. “Definitely a coma. Or this is some kind of drug-induced hallucination—or...no that can’t be right, because I don’t do drugs. So it’s a regular orgasm-induced hallucination—hey yeah, that’s it...” She pressed herself even further back against the wall. 

“No wait—it’s that damn Blue Lotus. I could smell it earlier from that vessel...” Her voice trailed off as she looked at the vessel. There were no handles on its sides at all—it was smooth all the way around. She looked at Sami and Hari and at Sami’s and Hari’s cocks. She looked at the vessel again, and the cocks again.

“I’m going mad,” she moaned, slithering down to the floor in a lump.

Two chuckles greeted this statement as Sami bent down and casually picked her up off the floor.

“Hey—what—just you put me...where are you taking me?” Completely befuddled by the ease with which she had been picked up off the floor—and she wasn’t a lightweight stick woman, either—Alana stuttered into silence as she was carried into the bathroom.

Sami gently lowered her onto the closed toilet seat. 

“Now, Mistress Alana, sit and listen while we prepare your bath.”

“But I already took a shower...”

Both heads turned and gazed solemnly at her.

“Sorry.”

“Sami and I are travelers. We go where we are needed to help people of this world discover the truth which lies inside them.” Hari was testing the water from the faucets as he spoke, his soothing voice calming Alana’s troubled spirit.

“We are from a race of beings called Djinn—what your children’s tales call genies.”

Alana tilted her head to one side. “As in rub the lamp and out you pop, I suppose. Well, hell. I sure did rub the lamp. Aren’t I supposed to get three wishes or something?”

Sami laughed. “That is so yesterday, Mistress,” he grinned, and Alana couldn’t help smiling back at his huge blue eyes that definitely twinkled at her. “Today we travel throughout not only your world, but others known to our kind, and we don’t grant wishes so much as help you get in touch with your inner sexuality...” He gently laid a finger on her cleavage, making her body tingle.

“So you’re asking me to believe that you two are some sort of intergalactic sexual counseling service that’s going to help me get in touch with my inner slut? And I do this by having wild genie sex with the both of you. Yeah, right. See this?” She pointed at her head. “This is my ’Oh-sure-I-buy-that’ face...” Alana snorted from a combination of stress and arousal. No getting away from it, these were two bodacious men, and they were naked, and they were in her bathroom...

“I don’t think that is a good analogy, my brother...” added Hari, as he stirred some sort of oil into the bath water. A wonderful fragrance rose into the steamy air and Alana felt dizzy for a second or two.

“Hey—how do you two know about that kind of thing anyway?” she asked suspiciously.

“Reality shows.”

“Wait a minute. You guys have the internet in your bottle—er—vessel—er—thing...?” They exchanged rather embarrassed glances. 

“Aha.” Alana smirked at them. “I knew you two were fakes. You couldn’t get service in there...”

“Well, actually, we do get it, but we don’t have a legal subscription,” said Hari, busying himself with the bath.

“Wait—how do you...” What am I doing? I’m arguing with a pair of genies over whether they get YouTube in their bottle. I should be asking them if they get the pay services. Closing her eyes, Alana gave in to the moment.

“Yes, we do get the premium services too...” grinned Sami, watching Alana’s face as she struggled to adjust to this wild situation.

“You must love the porn channels,” she murmured, trying hard not to look at Hari’s buns as he turned off the water. Ohmigod, they were so fine...

Sami straightened and faced her without his usual smile. “No, Mistress. We do not enjoy that channel. It is demeaning to women. The men are mostly unattractive and do not take care of themselves, and they can last only for a very short time. We have yet to see the act of love performed correctly.”

“And some of the production values are very poor. It’s sad...” added Hari thoughtfully.

“But enough—time to begin your learning program.” Hari scooped Alana off the toilet seat and held her over the tub. Blue petals were now floating in the water and a soft, seductive fragrance curled around her legs like steam.

“My robe, wait, don’t drop me.”

“I would not dream of doing that, Mistress, and we must certainly rid you of that—did you call it a robe?” Sami had swiftly unknotted her bathrobe and slid it away from her body almost before she knew it had happened. He held it out to the side with a puzzled look on his face. 

“Mistress, I am sorry to complain of your attire, but even the lowliest of our eunuchs would not wipe his shoes with this—this rag.” 

“Hey. That’s my favorite bathrobe. It may not be brand new or expensive, but it is comfortable, and I love it.”

Hari sighed
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