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THE LADY AND THE LAMP

 


 


Waiting for a response from
Michael, Angel left the boutique for the last time as a consultant
and headed toward her car. At her text alert, she read, ‘Since
you’re leaving next week, let’s end this now. Sorry but what’s the
point?’

 


Even though she should be
accustomed to it, she still grew angry. Unable to date for more
than three months without the guy opting out, she tried to remain
hopeful but her job required consistent travel. Gritting her teeth,
she pulled her car door open and decided not to respond. Why should
she? After all, he’d broken it off by text!

 


She cruised down Main Street of
the little town in Louisiana, hoping the new antique shop was open.
Anticipation flooded through her at the flashing neon sign. She
quickly parked and grabbed her purse.

 


Being an archaeologist but
having to work between assignments, she yearned for the discovery
process. These little shops supplied the perfect opportunity to
feed her curious nature.

 


Ploughing through old barns and
shops was her way of satisfying that hunger for aged items when she
wasn’t flying to a foreign land in search of ruins; or like next
week, raking through the neighboring county’s soil. Since her next
gig didn’t start until then, she was left wondering if Michael
hadn’t planned this breakup. After all, she’d only recently fallen
into his bed.

 


Berating herself for her
stupidity, she groaned as she entered the shop. Smelling the musty
fragrance surrounding the ancient belongings immediately lifted her
spirit. The vibrant shop owner appeared, rattling multiple
bracelets on her arms and appearing as if straight off a gypsy
wagon.

 


Angel immediately loved her. She
plastered a grin on her face, “Hi! This is my first time in your
shop. I’ve been trying to make it in but it was closed every time I
went by.”

 


The woman respectfully nodded,
“Yes, we had a problem with abnormally large nest of hornets. Nasty
creatures, wouldn’t you say?”

 


Angel immediately nodded, “Oh,
definitely. I hope everything is okay now.”

 


The woman smiled, “Ah…’tis
wonderful now. I am Athalia. How may I serve you?”

 


“I don’t know where to start.
I’m actually an archaeologist so I want to look at everything. Is
it okay if I just browse?”

 


A tinkling of bracelets sounded
as Athalia waved at her, “That’s most pleasurable to my ears.
Go…explore to your heart’s content. You call only if I’m
needed.”

 


Angel genuinely grinned,
forgetting about Michael in her excitement, “Thank you!”

 


Turning away, Angel vaguely
registered the rattle of a beaded curtain as the owner slipped into
the back of the store. Gliding fingers over several surfaces, a
glint of red glass caught her eye. She searched but couldn’t find
it. Realizing it must be the sun fracturing through a window and
bouncing; she picked up an old book but froze when something winked
to her left again.

 


Using her peripheral vision, she
carefully watched that location as she sidestepped to the left. An
old red lamp; tucked behind a row of books, suddenly vibrated
before her eyes. Chills flew over her when she spotted the etched
phallus symbol on the side.

 


A wide smile split her face,
“You must be a fertility symbol!”

 


Trying to control her shaking
hand, she gingerly picked it up. Images of writhing limbs and
ecstatic moans of women immediately bombarded her. Security and
contentment washed over her mind, amplifying her deepest yearning
to be loved and cherished.

 


Snapping her jaw shut, she
quickly called, “Athalia…!” and gasped at the raw emotions in her
voice.

 


The woman appeared, spotted the
lamp in her hand and grinned, “Oh, yes. You seek love?”

 


Angel frowned, “Not necessarily.
I’ve had issues in that department. But this lamp is exquisite! Is
there any history surrounding it?”

 


Amusement shot over the woman’s
face, “It will tell you its history but do not be so bold as to
caress it here.”

 


With a chuckle, Angel asked,
“How much do you want for it?”

 


“This particular lamp grants
heightened pleasure. Careful what you bargain for so do not make a
hasty decision.”

 


Wondering if this was a way to
negotiate a higher price, Angel’s eyes widened. Determined to own
it, she pulled out a bill and asked, “Is this enough?”

 


Athalia’s eyes darted from the
money to Angel’s face before taking the bill. As her fingers closed
over the hundred, she grinned, “Careful of your fantasies when
holding it. It will give thrice but know that you will get double
expectations in real life.”

 


 


Trying to contain her amusement
over the riddle, Angel thanked her before tucking the lamp safely
into her purse. She quickly exited the shop, but the owner’s words
had her thinking over the long line of men which had left her in
the dust. Rolling her eyes at her sudden longing, she backed out of
the lot and headed toward her little cabin in the woods.

 


When she got home, she frowned
over brewing fantasies but laughed at herself for even considering
the owner’s words as having substance. Quickly transporting her
groceries inside, she put them away before remembering the
offensive message from Michael. She carefully brought the ancient
lamp out, spying her phone in the process.

 


Placing the lamp aside, she
grabbed her phone with the intention of erasing the text. Frowning,
she tried to find it but couldn’t. Second-guessing whether she’d
even received one from him, she pulled up her list of contacts but
his name was missing as well.

 


Her eyes widened as she murmured
to herself, “Damn, Angel. You’re losing it!”

 


A glimmer of red flashed off the
lamp, drawing her attention back to it. She picked up the fragile
item, grabbed a cloth out of a draw, and set about cleaning it. As
she rubbed the cloth over the etched symbol of the male member, the
lamp vibrated in her hands. Gasping, she dropped the cloth as an
inner glow swirled inside, highlighting a sliver of paper.

 


“Ah…Athalia, Is that the hidden
history? Why didn’t you just tell me?”

 


She tried to unscrew the ornate
little finial capping the top but it was stuck. Grabbing the cloth
once again, she wiped the cap and dragged the cloth over the entire
lamp. The bright reddish glow lit from within so she polished near
the cap until it gleamed. When her fingers tingled, she quickly
placed it on the table.

 


As if beckoning her, a distinct
ache replaced the tingles in her fingers. The moment her fingers
touch the top, it loosened and rotated a fraction of an inch. A
wondrous smile lit her face as she quickly unscrewed it, freezing
as the luminescent red glow poured out of the lamp and onto her
hands.

 


Mesmerized, her jaw dropped as
an ache more intense than she’d ever felt flooded through her while
a chorus of husky voices washed over her mind. The swirling fog
danced over her arms, swirled around her elbows, and leaped onto
her chest. Flowing up to her face, its wispy tendrils threw goose
bumps up her neck and flooded her body with liquid heat.

 


Seeing her image in the lamp,
she moaned as the deep throbbing flew through her and gasped as the
spreading smoky wisps flew into her mouth. Her vision immediately
sharpened before a red haze filled her mind. With a helpless
squeak, her back hit the floor.

 


She heaved as invisible fingers
flowed over her skin, firing arousal so intense that she
immediately felt the build of an orgasm. A cry emitted from her
throat as heat brewed between her legs, pulsing as her wetness
flowed strong. Pressure at her slit drove up the center of her
clit, spreading her legs wide as her nipples tingled.

 


She melted into the floor as
fullness entered while unseen fingers tugged her clit. A sharp male
aroma drove her mind over the edge as her hips bucked with
climactic waves. As if an invisible dildo fucked her, her hips and
pussy rose in rhythm while her fingernails bit into the polished
wood of her floor.

 


Panting, she felt wetness burst
from her and shrieked as the rhythm increased. Having never
experienced a female ejaculation in her life, her mouth gaped wide
as her hips writhed on the floor and left a trail of her juices.
She realized that she never wanted the pleasure to end and cried in
alarm when it suddenly stopped.

 


More aroused than she’d ever
been in her life, she rose from the floor and went to change her
soaked pants. She’d just returned when sparks flooded her vision
before she hit the floor in a dead faint.

 


Moans awoke her, causing a frown
to cut across her brow. Slowly becoming aware of tingles
surrounding her thighs, she heard the moans again and realized she
was the one emitting them.

 


She jerked fully awake, looking
around her before gasping, “Oh, my God! What the hell?”

 


An intense sexual hunger brewed
within, flooding her mind with fantasies she’d thought laid to rest
long ago. Her jaw dropped when she spotted the tarnished lamp as
she scrambled off the floor, “I know I cleaned that!”

 


Spying the clean cloth to the
side, she shook her head, “No! I cleaned you! What…?”

 


Her fingers tingled once again
as she saw the ornate cap resting beside the lamp. Remembering the
paper tucked inside, she carefully turned the lamp over and
recognized a tightly rolled, embroidered cloth. The emblazoned
thread pulsed as she unrolled the tiny scroll.

 


In a daze, she read the riddle
of an inscription aloud, “Caresses grant the yearnings thrice while
troubled souls forsake paying a price. Take care in matters of love
to assure the fit is akin to a glove. Ready or not, here I come…be
prepared for the double sum.”

 


No sooner than she’d uttered the
last word, the lamp vibrated across the table. Panicked at the
prospect that it would shiver itself off the edge and shatter, she
dropped the scroll and grabbed it. Cradling it in her shirt, she
sank to the floor as the words roamed through her head and the
throb pulsated between her legs.

 


Taking a deep breath, she tried
to remember what Athalia had told her but couldn’t. She eyed the
lamp before replacing the scroll inside and gently cleaning it once
again. A distinct male aroma wafted out of the lamp as the
luminescent red haze swirled within. She set it on the floor,
scurrying away as sexual fantasies fired her blood.

 


Her doorbell sounded, causing
her to screech in shock and jump a mile. She eagerly rushed to the
door, thankful at the distraction from this odd purchase. Without
considering who was there, she jerked it open to find a tall
man.

 


He immediately motioned behind
him, “Hi! I’m so glad someone’s home. My car broke down. Do you
have a phone that I can use?”

 


Tingles flooded through her as
she nodded and opened the door wider. Instead of entering, he
called over his shoulder, “Hey guys, someone is home!”

 


She glanced past him to discover
another male and a female with relieved expressions on their faces.
Looking down the road, she spotted a vehicle with its hood up and
smoke pouring from underneath.

 


The man politely asked, “May we
use your phone? I’m sorry…I’m Derek and these are my roommates—Sage
and Dustin.”

 


She stifled a laugh, glancing at
the three people who appeared as if they’d stepped straight out of
a modeling magazine. She quickly nodded, “I’m Angel. I have to warn
you, the only mechanic shop in town isn’t open for another two
days.”

 


All three froze in her living
room. Sage glanced at the guys, “Now what?”

 


They looked at each other with
helpless expressions before their gazes fell on Angel. Dustin
asked, “You wouldn’t happen to know anything about fixing a
vehicle, would you?”

 


Derek shot him a look of
disbelief, “How many hot women do you know that can fix vehicles
which caught fire?”

 


Dustin shrugged, “Just asking,
dude.”

 


Amused, Angel shook her head,
“I’m an archaeologist. I can find an ancient one but making it run
is beyond me.”

 


She blushed as she murmured
thanks to Derek who was busy checking her out. Sage’s jaw dropped,
“You said you’re an archaeologist? So are we!”

 


Her excited expression; mirrored
on the Dustin’s face, ended with the two. A gleam jumped in Derek’s
eyes, “Excuse them. This is their first job. I’m
transferring…moving…so—”

 


Angel’s eyebrows flew up,
“Really?”

 


All three nodded so she asked,
“When are you supposed to arrive?”

 


Derek cringed, “The day after
tomorrow.”

 


Wincing, Angel grabbed her cell
phone, “You better call your contact and ask them to send a
car.”

 


The minute his hand touched her
phone, it chirped a signal that the battery had died. Her eyes
narrowed before they rose to his, “That’s crazy. I just charged
it.”

 


He grinned, running his thumb
over hers as he took the phone, “Got to love technology. You
probably need a new battery.”

 


She groaned out, “Um…I’m sorry.
Make yourselves at home while I charge it. Would you guys like a
drink or anything? Tea, coffee, wine, beer…water?”

 


Derek held the phone in his palm
and challenge in his eyes while shrugging, “Beer sounds good.”

 


Dustin and Sage quickly nodded.
She started to take the phone but Derek’s hand closed over hers for
a split-second, sending the ache escalating beyond reason. She
smiled as he released her hand but knew by the heat in her cheeks
that he detected her desire.

 


She quickly retrieved her
charger as Sage suggested, “I can get the drinks.”

 


Angel nodded, spotting the lamp
gracing the middle of the table. Her jaw dropped before she gasped,
“What the…?”

 


Sage glanced behind her, “Is
everything okay?”

 


Knowing the girl would think she
was nuts if she explained that the lamp had moved by itself, she
quickly nodded. Plastering a grin on her face, she assured,
“Oh…yeah. It’s just been a weird morning.”

 


Sage nodded, “You too, huh? We
were headed toward the interstate after stopping for gas and took a
wrong turn. I swear I’m excellent at reading maps but…”
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