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Snow on Snow

"But Patrick!" I sigh, sticking out my bottom lip in a pout. "It's Christmastime!"

I'm not proud of my pouting, but at the same time, I'm not ashamed of it, either. We're at the lake house for the holidays, nestled among the snow-covered trees and ice-covered waters, far enough away from our nearest neighbors that any squeals of delight and cries of ecstasy are sure to be swallowed by the dark and cold. Patrick should be attending to my needs, catering to my cravings, and now he's telling me that he has to go back to the city "just for a few days." Who will indulge my desires if I'm left alone in the forest?

"I'll be back before Christmas, I promise," says Patrick, pulling the zipper of his suitcase closed and lifting the case from the bed to the floor. "You won't even notice that I'm gone."

"I won't notice?" I say, rolling toward him on the bed and propping my chin on my hands. "I'll be all alone in this house in the dark, cold woods, and you think I won't notice?"

Patrick laughs and sits on the bed, reaching across to put a hand on my cheek. I close my eyes and lean into his warmth.

"I didn't say anything about you being alone, darling," Patrick says.

My mood suddenly brightens, and I turn my head to place a kiss on his palm.

"Zacharias?" I whisper, bringing to mind the many summer nights at the lake when Patrick and I shared Zacharias' passionate embrace. Ever since Zacharias made his appearance, as a pleasure in which both Patrick and I can indulge, the lake house has been my favorite place in the world.

"Still in Greece," Patrick says with a sigh; I can sense my husband's own longing for our lover, though he usually masks those emotions well.

"Then who?" I ask.

I let my tongue slip past my lips and gently tickle Patrick's palm. He laughs, pulling his hand away, and stands up from the bed.

"I'll never get to the city if you keep trying to lure me back into your embrace, beloved," he says. "You'll see that you're well cared for while I'm away; have I ever let you down before?"

I think back over all the delights Patrick has gifted me in the past — the swing in the boathouse, the masked lovers in the bath, the feasts for all the senses we've shared with Zacharias — and I have to admit that no, Patrick has never let me down. He has unerringly delivered exactly the pleasures I need, often before even I know what I need.

"I suppose not," I say with a sigh, rolling back onto my pillow. "But still ... it is Christmas ..."

"It's almost Christmas," Patrick says, stepping around the bed to plant a kiss on my forehead. "I'll be home in three nights — three nights that I promise you won't forget."



The lake house is so quiet and still with Patrick gone that I need to go outside to clear my head. I bundle up in a long parka and pull a wool hat down over my ears, tucking my dark hair inside, and step out onto the fresh snow drifting against the back porch. The lake is visible through the trees, down a long path that winds through the forest, and I make my way toward its icy expanse.

In the summertime, it's hard to see the lake from here. The dense green leaves form a screen that blocks all prying eyes, making the lake house the perfect place to entertain any number of guests at the most debauched games. Patrick has arranged more entertainments for me than I can count, each more sensuous and overwhelming than the last. Being blindfolded and strapped into the swing in the boathouse, passed from lover to invisible lover until I couldn't tell which way was up in my delirious state of pleasure, is certainly my favorite of those events. I cast a glance over my shoulder at the high, dark windows of the boathouse as I make my way down the path toward the lake.

But the quiet delights of the lake house are special, too. Patrick brought Zacharias to be my lover one evening, and that wily, black-haired Adonis turned the tables on my husband and became his lover as well. I never thought I'd be willing to share — I have always wanted all the pleasure for myself, all the time, greedily grasping at every delight — but seeing the joy in Patrick's eyes as he wrestled with Zacharias, my two handsome lovers locked in each others' arms and singing one another with their fiery kisses, brought an even greater delight to my heart.

But Zacharias has been away for two months now, helping his cousin establish a tavern on an island in the Cyclades, and that has made this winter feel even colder than usual. When I look down on the lake at the foot of our hill, black with ice and white with snow, its shore ringed by bare birch trees, I try to picture Zacharias on the shores of the island, sun kissing his bronze skin and a gentle breeze blowing through his ebony ringlets. He feels even further away from us with the iron door of winter slammed shut against those decadent summer nights.

I had been hoping to snuggle down with Patrick in our lake house these bleak midwinter weeks, and kindle a fire of our own against the dark and cold. His business has taken him away from me so much this last year, and while I certainly have no complaints about the diversions he arranges in his absence, it's his presence that I desire most. I need a chance to reset my passions and reorient my desires, and a winter of contemplative explorations with Patrick seems just the thing to do it.

Not that I don't find his promise of pleasure intriguing — "three nights that I promise you won't forget," he said — but I need some time to redirect my heart toward curiosity rather than familiarity. Patrick knows the kinds of experiences I crave, so promising something I "won't forget" is a bold statement indeed. What could he be offering that is unforgettable, compared to what I've experienced already?

I stop about halfway down the trail to the lake and look back toward the house, already shrouded in evening's fading light. The porch light is on, and the windows are dark. But the upstairs light is burning now, making the windows in our bedroom that overlook the lake glow with a golden hue. I was sure I turned off the light before I went downstairs ... didn't I?

The wind off the lake bites my cheeks, and I shiver, pulling my collar high. My heart is beating a little faster now, and I quicken my pace as I hurry back toward the house, my feet crunching in the icy snow.


Gold

"Patrick?" I call as I step through the back door, stomping snow from my boots on the mat beside the door.

I'm certain I turned off the upstairs light, so perhaps Patrick has had a change of heart and postponed whatever business is taking him away to the city. Though his car is still gone, and I didn't see any tracks in the snow leading from the carriage house when I peeked around the corner, he might have found some stealthy way to return so he can surprise me.

There's no answer to my call, though, so I slip my boots off and hang my coat over the back of a kitchen chair. When I turn on the light in the breakfast nook by the back door, my eye catches a shiny gold envelope tucked between the apples in the bowl on the table. I don't recall seeing it there when I went out for my walk, so I pick it up and slide a finger under the flap. Inside is a white card made of a creamy vellum, embossed with a holly leaf. When I flip it open, I see Patrick's handwriting in a festive red ink:

"Your first gift awaits upstairs, beloved," the note says, "a halcyon tribute fit for a queen."

I wrinkle my forehead in thought, then tuck the card back into the envelope and lay it on the table. What sort of gift, I wonder, is Patrick offering? He implied that I would have some sort of company in his absence — or at least that I wouldn't be alone. Am I to be kept company now by some bauble?

"Patrick?" I call again, but a little quieter, as I walk toward the stairs. My foot makes the step squeak — the sound seems almost deafening in the dark, quiet house — and I pause before climbing higher, waiting for my pulse to calm. And then I ascend, slowly, my hand on the bannister and my ears on high alert for any sounds besides my own trepidatious footsteps.



The bedroom door is closed, but I can see light leaking under the crack by the floor and into the dark hallway. My fingers tremble when I touch the doorknob, and my breath catches in my throat as I slowly turn it. Every sound seems thunderously loud, including the sound of my heart pounding in my chest.

The door's hinges complain with a groan squeak as I push my way inside, holding my breath. I see our bed, red comforter smoothed and pillows piled high, and the green armchair that sits beside it; a glass vase rests on the nightstand, holding three cut roses. Everything is familiar so far except the vase.

When I step inside, I freeze and almost cry out — there's a figure standing in the far corner by the window that overlooks the lake, tall and broad and seeming to glow in the soft light cast by the lamp by the bed. It appears to be wearing a long, golden robe that shimmers in the light; shadows pool around the figure's feet. The figure is clearly masculine, with wide shoulders and narrow hips; his back is turned to me, so I can see only the back of his head, shaved smooth, shimmering almost as brightly as his robe in the dim light, as darkly hued as the velvet sky. The night sky outside has turned the window into a mirror, and I see my reflection, my face a wide-eyed, round-mouthed mask of surprise.

The man turns slowly, and I nearly bolt from the room and flee from the house at his movement. If my knees weren't trembling so, if my feet didn't feel like they were made of lead, I would certainly be running pellmell into the cold night. But all I can do is stand stock still, my hands shaking against my throat to stifle a scream I'm too frightened to voice.

"Be not afraid," the man says in a deep, rich voice that envelopes me in its warmth. "I come bearing gifts for you."

I try to speak, but no sound comes out but a dry, chattering click. A smile spreads across his handsome face, and his dark eyes sparkle. The man's hands are before him, the sleeves of his shimmering robe hanging from his wrists, holding a small box trimmed in red velvet and brushed gold.

He takes a step toward me and I shuffle backward, my hip striking the open door. I let out a yelp of surprise, and the man's smile broadens.

"You have nothing to fear from me," the man says in that smooth, velvety voice. "Come, sit ..."

He balances the box on one hand while he extends the other to me. My trembling fingers stretch toward his, and he takes my wrist in a gentle but firm grip. His broad hand dwarfs mine; with each step he seems to have grown in size, and he towers now above me, nearly blotting out the light cast by the lamp.

"Who — who are you?" I gasp, finally finding my voice.

The man laughs, a rumbling sound that rings musically in my ears. His hand slides from my wrist to my elbow and he turns me toward the chair beside the bed.

"Names are unnecessary in a place and a time like this," he says as he gently tugs at my arm.

I follow with stumbling steps, stopping beside the chair. He sets the box in his hand on the bed and then places both hands on my shoulders and looks down at me. His dark eyes are like the frozen lake outside, bottomless depths from which no light can escape, and his mouth is a soft, warm line like that drawn by the setting sun as it drops behind the horizon.

My heart hammers in my chest when he bends down and places a soft kiss on my forehead. His lips are warm, and his aroma — cinnamon and nutmeg, anise and ginger, like a steaming glass of chai — winds around me. His lips move lower, tracing a line past my eye and across my cheek, and then they press against my mouth. I part my lips, inviting his kiss to grow warmer and deeper, and I taste the peppery bite of his tongue as it traces my teeth. I am nearly breathless when he straightens again, and my knees are no longer trembling, though my entire body tingles.

"Shall we see what is in the box?" he says, guiding me onto the chair and slowly lowering himself until he kneels in front of me. "Surely there are treasures to discover tonight ..."



After the stranger guides me into the chair, he sets to work undressing me, starting with his strong, broad fingers sliding my socks from my feet. I watch, mesmerized, as he touches and strokes, kisses and licks, each inch of my skin as he exposes me. His movements are sure and unhurried, and his attention is thorough; his tongue finds bundles of nerves — behind my knees, at the crease of my hip, below my chin — that buzz like high voltage wires under his touch. When he finally has me naked and quivering, my skin slick with sweat and the tracings of his tongue, the stranger reaches for the box on the bed and holds it in his palms.

"Why don't you open it," he says, extending the box toward me, "and see what delights are hidden inside."

With tentative fingers, I lift the lid and peer inside. Crumpled satin fabric, deep crimson in color, fills the box. I push the first layer of fabric aside and catch a golden glimmer in the lamplight. The glimmer comes from a long, slender, smooth rod that seems molded from pure gold, rounded at one end and flat on the other, lying diagonally across the box.

"A wonderful first choice," the stranger says when I lift the rod from the box and hold it up to my eyes.

He takes the object gently from my hands and tilts the flat end toward himself. His finger brushes across the base of the device, and it suddenly begins to hum, vibrating softly in his hands. His eyes sparkle now, and his lips curl wickedly; I can't help but cower a bit in my chair as he sets the box by his knees and bends toward me with the purring device in his hand.

The first touch — light against my knee — makes me jump, and he puts a hand on my hip to steady me. He traces the pulsing rod across my body, sometimes pressing the rounded tip against my skin, sometimes rolling its sleek flanks along my limbs, my breasts, my belly. His thumb runs circles around the base of the rod, and the device's humming and pulsing change in speed and intensity, at one moment letting out a shrill whine as it throbs against me, and then settling to an almost imperceptible trembling.

The rod is a conductor's baton, and my body is the score the stranger directs. He drives me to dramatic crescendos, then stills me to the faintest pianissimo trembles. A chorus of delight sings in my ears when his lips, tongue, and fingers join his sensuous orchestrations, and when he slips the rod past my pouting, slick nether lips and along my hungry channel, my voice joins the song with a moan that rises quickly to a shout and then a long, high scream as I let my nectar flow into his waiting hand.

I have to brace a foot against his chest to keep from falling out of the chair as wave after wave of climax washes over me. Through ears muffled by the rush of blood coursing through my body, I hear the man's deep, rumbling laugh, and when I blink my eyes open, I see him smiling up at me, his face an unfocused blur.

"The box isn't empty yet," he says, taking his hand from my trembling thigh to lift the treasure chest from the floor and rest it upon my leg. He raises the lid and reaches inside, his fingers pushing the satin aside until they find a golden chain, suspended between two silver stars set with sparkling red jewels.



Velvet-cased clips sit behind the stars, and when the stranger has them attached to my stiff, aching nipples, he reaches down and lifts me to my feet with his hands under my arms. I rise up on my toes, and then suddenly I'm off my toes, dangling an inch or two above the floor, suspended in his strong hands. He raises me up so his mouth can press against mine, and I taste his spicy flavors again, mingled with my own musky aroma gathered by his tongue.

I let out a gasp when he drops me onto the bed, and I bounce on the mattress. He laughs, hovering above me, and reaches down to take the chain that dangles between my breast between his fingers. When he gives the chain a short, sharp tug, I feel fire coursing from my nipples and across my chest and to my face, and I let out a cry of mingled pain and delight.

He tugs again, and I give a shrill cry before he lowers himself onto me, his shimmering golden robe covering my body while his lips cover my face with hot, searing kisses. Alternating tugs and caresses, kisses and bites, the stranger brings me again to the brink of climax.

I'm teetering on the precipice, ready to tumble over into the void of release, when I feel his hands move between us, lifting my ass from the mattress. His fingers poke and prod, moving from my sopping cunt to my puckered rosebud, smearing my slick nectar. One finger probes the tight ring of my anus and I let out a gasp when I feel it slide inside, past the first knuckle, raising me higher.

"There's a third gift in the box," he whispers into my ear, his voice soft and his breath hot on my skin.

He reaches with the hand that isn't caressing my ass and exploring my tightest channel and brings another golden object into view. A tapered tip flairs out to a wide bulb, with a round disc nestled against the object's curve. My eyes go wide at the sight of the smooth, glistening device.

"It's ... big," I gasp. His probing finger slips deeper into my channel, turning as it opens me, and I let out a groan.

"It needs to be," he says, turning the object before my eyes, "to bring you the pleasure you crave."

I'm about to protest — I've received so much pleasure already, surely I've been satisfied for this first night — when the hand holding the object disappears from sight, joining his other between my legs. I let out a cry at the pressure against my puckered hole as his finger is replaced by the shiny tapered point, and with a gentle twist he pushes it further, opening me further with each insistent push. The mixture of pleasure and pain causes my eyes to blur and skin to tingle, and I thrash helplessly beneath his weight.

And then, when he can push no further inside me, the stranger pushes himself up from the bed and stands looking down at me, smiling at his handiwork. I groan and reach a hand tentatively between my legs, feeling the hard disk of the device's base pressed snuggly against my ass. When I tug at it, I feel it move in my core, sending shivers coursing through my skin and filling me completely. He reaches down to give the chain between my breasts another pull, and my nipples sing with burning sensations.

"Fit for a queen," he says as he straightens again. "Fit snug and sound and incredibly tight ..."

His hands reach to the collar of his robe and he parts it down the front, exposing first his ebony throat and then his broad chest, shining as though sculpted from obsidian. I stare in wonder as he slowly opens the golden gown, and my eyes follow his hands down to his belly and hips, lingering on the smooth and hairless swell of his groin.

With a shrug, he slides the robe from his shoulders, and it falls in a golden pool about his feet. I gasp when I see the pillar of flesh that rises from between his legs, lifting itself proudly into the air. The velvety tip, colored a royal plum, emerges from the wrinkled sheath of his foreskin when he grips the shaft with his hand and slides it down. My heart flutters and my cunt shivers at the sight of the stranger's beautiful cock.

"It's ... big," I gasp. The scale of his cock dwarfs the tapered toy he pushed into my anus, and I'm suspended between terror and desire at the thought of being filled by both at once.

"It needs to be," he says as he climbs onto the bed, his knees between my thighs, "to make good on my promise of pleasure."


Frankincense

I wake sore but satisfied with pale winter sunlight streaming across my pillow. With a groan, I roll onto my back and struggle to a seat. I look around at the disarray of the bedroom — blankets and sheets tangled, the silver chain of the nipple clamps glimmering in the sunlight, the golden tools the stranger used to drive me to delight tossed haphazardly on the floor — and let out a sigh.

There's an indentation in the bedclothes beside me where last night's lover must have slept, but it's already cool to the touch. I look around the room for some sign of him, but I'm alone, and I hear no sounds in the house but the gentle sigh of the wind against the roof.

I climb out of bed and walk across the room with shaky legs to retrieve the robe hanging from a hook on the door. As I pull it over my arms and wrap its plush warmth around me, I recall my night with the stranger and feel a hot blush rising in my cheeks. His cool demeanor and stoic control melted when I dug my fingernails into his back while he rode me, driving that pulsing cock into my depths. I made him howl as loudly as he made me, and his first climax was surely as powerful as all of mine leading up to it. And I made sure his second and third — his stamina was truly mythic! — were as unforgettable as the gifts of pleasure he gave me on Patrick's behalf.

My stomach rumbles, and I realize I haven't eaten anything since dinnertime last night. The light outside suggests that it's late morning at the earliest, maybe even approaching noon; I clearly needed sleep after last night's exertions. I tie my robe closed and make my way downstairs to the kitchen, wincing a little at the first few steps. If fucking were an Olympic sport, my mysterious lover would surely be a gold medalist.

Downstairs, I find that the gold envelope with Patrick's note that I left on the table last night has been replaced by a small package wrapped in red paper and tied with a cream white bow. I quickly open the package and find a glass jar with a pewter stopper, a little bigger than a teacup, with a note tied around it. The note is written in Patrick's hand, just like the last one, but in green ink this time:

"I hope my princess got plenty of sleep after her first night of pleasure; the contents of this jar should help revive you before your next!"

I lift the stopper and peer into the jar. It's densely packed with tightly furled tea leaves, and when I raise it to my nose, I'm struck by a rich medley of scents: ginger and pepper, bergamot and cinnamon, and some heady, spicy scents I'm not able to name. I set the jar on the table and make my way to the kettle on the counter, then search for some bread and jam while the water starts to boil.



The tea for the little jar certainly has revivifying properties. It's warm and spicy against my tongue, reminding me of last night's lover's distinctive scent, and, with a splash of milk and a drizzle of honey, soon has me feeling an energetic buzz. I have two cups of it before making my way back upstairs to shower and dress; the clock above the stove tells me that it's already past noon, and with the winter evening's early arrival, I have only a few hours before I expect my next visitor.

The sun is high today, though it's much brighter than it is warm: the ice and snow on the ground and the brisk breeze that blows through the trees see to it that the temperature doesn't rise too much. Still, bundled up and moving quickly, I'm not too cold as I make my way down the trail to the edge of the lake.

In the summer, the lake is busy with boats, swimmers, and waterskiers. From the early sunrise to the late sunset, it seems that there's always activity on the water. I can't always see it clearly, even from my perch in the swing at the boathouse, but I can usually hear the shouts, splashes, and rumbling motors that echo off the lake. It becomes quieter at night, but it's still never really silent. The loons that claim this lake every spring spend the night calling back and forth, their eerie trills sometimes sending a thrilling chill down my spine; owls, too, hoot loudly amongst themselves, with the steady buzz of crickets and cicadas playing a continuo beneath the forest's concerto.

Now, though, the lake really is silent, or nearly so. The bare birch trees that line the shore screen the strongest breezes, only occasionally rattling their branches together in a gentle sway. If I listen closely, I can hear the ice crackle out on the lake, settling into place above the unseen currents far below, but otherwise my boots in the snow and my own warm breathing are the only sounds that penetrate the wool hat pulled tight to my ears.

I imagine the sounds that Zacharias must be hearing on his Mediterranean island. It's early in the night there now, and I suspect his cousin's taverna is abuzz now with customers. I can picture the patio tables teeming with mussels and calamari, fairy lights twinkling overhead, the happy buzz of customers' conversations mixing with the sounds of gentle waves and the cries of gulls over the water. Maybe there's music playing, perhaps a cheerful, half-drunken sirtaki dancing group making its way across the flagstones. I turn my collar up against the chilly breeze beside my lake and imagine the warm sea breezes and sweet scents of jasmine and moonflowers that Zacharias must be breathing.

I'm so absorbed by my musings that I'm caught by surprise when I notice the shadows lengthening across the snow-covered ice on the lake and the first tinges of pink and orange in the western sky. The sun will be dipping soon, and the darkness comes on fast in the winter. Somewhat reluctantly, but also a bit nervously, I turn to the trail leading up the hill from the lake and begin my return to the lake house. I'm drawn by the warm glow of the windows just visible through the trees, and by the curiosity about what my next surprise will be, but I feel just a hint of trepidation.



At first I think that it's the memory of the spicy tea I drank before my stroll, and maybe my longing for another steaming cup, that has me smelling the rich, warm aromas as I step through the door and into the kitchen. As I shrug off my coat and unwind my scarf, though, I realize that the smells are different from the tea Patrick left: I catch a whiff of a warm, grassy green tea, as well as the bright notes of cinnamon and ginger.

"Does madame desire a restorative after her chilly outing?" I hear a voice call from the darkened living room, and I jump in surprise.

"Who ... who's there?" I respond, hovering between grabbing my coat and fleeing into the night and making my way into the shadows. The voice is unfamiliar — high and reedy, certainly not last night's visitor, but still soothing and gentle in its tone.

"It is only I," the voice replies, and I hear a note of laughter. "Come, come, I have prepared a repast, surely you're famished after your walk, and the wind is so cold ..."

I take a deep breath and kick off my boots, then toss my hat onto the table. Patrick has never reneged on his promises, and he did promise the unforgettable. I certainly won't forget last night's bearer of gold — surely tonight's bearer of spice, to judge by the bouquet that tickles my nose as I make my way to the living, will be just as memorable.

When I step into the living room, I nearly let out a cry of surprise. The shirtless man sitting cross-legged on the carpet in front of the fireplace, his legs clad in loose white trousers, looks so much like Zacharias that for a moment I'm sure that he is my Greek lover. Tight ringlets of black hair shimmer in the firelight, and his olive skin glows like polished oak. His dark eyes dance in his handsome face, and he looks up at me with a warm smile.

But no, I see as my eyes adjust to the dancing light and quavering shadows; he is not Zacharias. I wonder, though, has Patrick selected a visitor because of his resemblance to our far-away lover? The seated man extends a hand over the low table sitting before him, motioning toward a cushion opposite him, and I take a seat, cross-legged and upright like him.

"Your cheeks are red," the man says, leaning across the low table, which is arrayed with a collection of small cups and covered dishes. His warm fingers brush gently against my cheeks, and I can't help but sigh at his touch.

He settles again on his seat and picks up a handleless green cup from the table. A ribbon of steam rises from the golden liquid inside. He passes it toward me, his fingers gently curved across the rim, and I take it in two hands, delighting in the warmth on my palms and the rich scents rising on the steam. I sip, looking across the rim of the cup at his smiling face, tasting ginger and turmeric. A warm glow spreads through me, dispelling the chill from my walk to the lake.

"Delicious," I say, taking another long, slow sip. The man's smile broadens.

"I have an idea for heightening the flavor," he says with a wink.

I take a third sip, then ask, "Honey, maybe? A splash of cream?"

He shakes his head and reaches behind himself. When his hand appears again, he's holding a black strip of cloth. He stretches it between his hands; black ribbons dangle from the ends.

"When we remove a sense," he says, leaning across the table with the cloth level with my eyes, "the others compensate, growing in their powers of perception. Shall we try?"

My pulse quickens, and a flash of fear runs through me. Do I dare trust this stranger enough for him to blindfold me? But fear, I find, also heightens the senses, sharpens the experience; I trust Patrick completely, so of course I should trust the gift of this experience. I node, biting my lip to still any objection that might arise from my mouth, and lean forward until the cloth touches my face. And then I bow my head and try to still my breath as the stranger reaches behind me to tie the ribbons.



He's right, of course; once I'm plunged into darkness, the flavor of the golden tea dances on my tongue, hot and smooth. The sounds in the room also fill my ears with greater intensity — the crackle of the fire, the sighing wind outside, the stranger's steady breathing. My skin prickles under my clothes as the heat of the tea warms me from within.

When I've drained the last of the cup, his hands touch mine and take the cup away, and then I feel his thumb against my lip. I can taste the sweet salt of his skin as he gently pulls my mouth open, and then he presses something that is somehow both soft and firm past my teeth.

"Chew," he says, and I do, working the gum-like object between my teeth. Sweet and subtle flavors fill my mouth — I taste roses kissed by the rain, honey scooped from the comb, a hint of the sea stretched beneath a summer sky.

"Rahat-ul hulküm," he says, the strange syllables round and smooth in the darkness, "Turkish delight."

"Ah," I sigh as I swallow the last of the morsel. I've had Turkish delight before, but sticky and sweet enough to make my teeth ache, never subtle and rich like this.

"Drink, now," he says, pressing another cup into my hands. I raise it to my lips and breathe in a dark, loamy smell, and when I sip, I'm drinking the earth after a drenching downpour, the bitterness cut by honey and cream. I grimace at the taste on the back of my tongue, but then a warm glow flows through me, making my fingers and toes tingle, and I gulp down another swallow of the strange tea.

"You feel warm," he says, his voice dropping in pitch. I feel his fingers brush my cheek, slide down my throat, and pause at the collar of my shirt. I shiver despite the heat thrumming through my blood.

"I am warm," I say in a thin, breathy voice. Prickles of heat shimmer up and down my arms and legs, across my belly, into my core.

"Good," he whispers, and I feel his hands slide over my flanks and grip the hem of my shirt.



The stranger kneels behind me and feeds me more morsels — candied nuts, sweet fruits, sugary candies — interspersed with sips of tea that taste of cinnamon, cardamon, black pepper, and vanilla. The sticky juice of a ripe cherry dribbles down my chin, and he drags his thumb up to my lips so I can taste it on his salty skin. He has my shirt off, tossed somewhere into the darkness, and his fingers trace circles around my stiffening nipples, lines down my belly to the waist of my trousers, dancing zigzags up and down my bare back, as I sip and nibble at the delicacies he lifts to my mouth.

His body is warm and firm behind me, his bare chest slick on my shoulders. The soft, supple cotton of his loose trousers brushes against my spine, and when I arch myself back into him, I can feel the power and longing rising between his strong legs.

While I chew and swallow a bite of tart, sweet citrus, he nibbles at my neck. Then he pulls me gently to my knees, one hand on my belly and the other on my back, and pulls at the button on my slacks. The moan I let out is in part from the delightful flavors in my mouth, and in part from the sensations of his fingers slipping inside my pants and sliding slowly but firmly between my legs.



The cups on the low table rattle and spill as I cling to its sides, but I don't care — the stranger's slow, steady thrusts are pushing me toward climax, all of my nerves singing in the dark. His hands reach around to cup my breasts, his thumbs pinching my stiff, aching nipples, and I push back against him, forcing him deeper.

The spicy aroma of the spilled and cooling tea, the sweet scents of the morsels that are no doubt scattered across the carpet now, mingle with the tang of sweat and musk of our passion. I can feel his slick, hot chest against my back when he pulls me to him, and I taste his fiery breath when he presses a hand to my cheek and turns my head back so his lips can find mine.

"You taste like a winter's feast," he growls when he breaks off from our kiss. I groan in response, my mouth open and gasping.

His hands slide down my sweat-slick belly and find the tangled hair between my legs. A finger strokes my pulsing clit, and I let out a sharp cry of surprise and delight. He catches my cry in his hungry mouth, his teeth tugging at my lips, and I let my climax rush through me, collapsing into his arms. The stranger is close behind me, letting out a shout as he surrenders to his need and floods me with his burning seed, then falls to the carpet, pulling me down with him.


Myrrh

I'm stretched out on a soft towel on the warm, white sand, the sun hot on my skin, while Patrick and Zacharias lie beside me. Patrick traces lazy lines up and down my back with his fingertips and places soft, dry kisses along my neck while Zacharias feeds me olives. The olives are salty and a little bit bitter, and their flesh yields to my teeth only with some effort. There are sweet peppers tucked inside the olives rather than pits, and they explode tangily on my tongue.

"So good," I whisper between olives, and everything truly is good — the hot sun, the salty olives, the gentle touches. I close my eyes and let the pleasure wash over me.

When I open my eyes, the beach is gone, replaced by my bed at the lake house. The light streaming through the curtains is cold and bright, and makes my eyes ache. I groan and reach for my pillow, pulling it over my head as I burrow deeper into the blankets.

I don't remember how I got to my bed, though I do remember the feast of flavors and sensations I enjoyed before collapsing on the rug before the fire. I remember the exotic flavors and textures, the soft cloth stretched over my eyes heightening my senses of taste and touch and smell; I remember my lover for the night holding me as I shuddered through one last climax, gasping with pleasure; I remember my lover's fingers tracing the shape of my eyes through the cloth, and his lips tracing the shape of my jaw, as oblivion washed over me.

Now I ache from my head to my toes, my limbs stiff and sore. I groan when I move my arms, a dull pain spreading from my shoulders to my back, and I shift in the sheets, trying to find a comfortable position. Everyplace I lie hurts, though, and I'm finally resolved to dragging myself from the covers and making my way downstairs again. Perhaps another cup of the tea Patrick left behind will revive me.

I find a green envelope on the kitchen table, held down by a little glass jar with checkered red cloth stretched over its mouth. I tear open the envelope and shake out a slip of white paper with Patrick's writing in red ink:

"One more night, my love — I hope you enjoy your final gift!"

I sigh; if his final gift is a pair of aspirin and a hot water bottle to place under my neck while I pull the blankets over my head, I will certainly enjoy it; but if it's as vigorous a gift as the last two, I may have to return it to its sender and let Patrick handle whatever my third mystery lover has to offer. I giggle to myself as I picture Patrick blindfolded in the living room, on his knees and shirtless, while last night's lover feeds him dainty treats and rich teas.

Or seated on the bedroom chair with my first night's lover between his legs, the buzzing golden toy bringing Patrick's cock to exquisite erection. Though as that scenario plays out in my head, my mysterious lover is replaced by Zacharias, and I imagine his curly hair and soft beard as he wraps his lips around Patrick's cock and runs his hands across my husband's belly and thighs.

The image makes me tingle all over, and I can't help but let a hand slip inside my robe and gently slide across my sensitive folds. I tease myself as the scenario plays out in my mind: my husband and our lover locked in an embrace on the bed, a tangle of arms and legs, mouths and cocks, wrestling their way toward ecstasy. Before I know it, I've brought myself to brink, and it's only with great effort that I drag my fingers away from my pulsing clit and take a deep sigh.

The clock in the kitchen tells me that it's well past noon, and the slant of light through the window concurs; my internal clock has been greatly disturbed by these nocturnal visitors and their gifts. Apparently I've had my breakfast for lunch, though after last night's feast, most of my appetites are sated.

I glance out the window toward the lake, and shiver — it looks so cold, and so dark, unlike the sunny beach from which I was so rudely awakened. Today, I decide, will not be a day for venturing outdoors; today will be a day of well-earned rest. I tie my robe's belt around my waist, top off my cup with the last of the tea from the pot, and make my way back upstairs.



After a hot shower that draws some of the ache from my muscles, I retreat to the bedroom with a book. It's a delightful old suspense novel I picked up in a little used bookshop in a small town when we stopped for lunch on our way to the lake house, about a young Englishwoman vacationing on Crete who gets entangled in a caper involving smugglers, kidnappings, and a pair of handsome cads. It's easy enough for me to imagine myself in most of the scenes, and to assign Patrick and Zacharias the roles of the two men she stumbles upon in her rambles about the White Mountains.

I move from the chair to the bed as the afternoon fades to evening, the light through the window turning from pale gold to rose red before fading at last into shadows. The lamp beside the bed casts enough light for me to continue reading, though at some point, it seems, I fall into a light sleep, dreaming myself on the deck of a sailboat on a cerulean sea, Patrick and Zacharias tending quite deliciously to my needs. The rocking of the boat upon the waves mirrors the rocking of my body between their hands and mouths, and I let the warm sun and even warmer skin of my lovers lull me deeper into sleep.

A creaking sound that seems at first to be a part of the rigging of my dream ship nudges me from my slumber, and I wake with a start in the shadowy bedroom. I blink, propping myself on my hands and looking around the room, and notice with a gasp that I am not alone. A shadowy figure sits in the chair beside me, his head bent over my book; when he hears me, he looks up, and I'm captured by his eyes, the same shade of blue as my dream sea, and his golden curls that remind me of Apollo steering his chariot toward sunset.

"I'm so sorry," he says, his voice low and gentle, "I didn't mean to wake you."

"No, no, it's alright," I say as I pull the blankets up to my chin and shift onto my hip to look at him.

He has a broad face with a firm jaw, and his curly golden hair falls almost to his shoulders in a shining cascade. A sheer white shirt, unbuttoned to his navel, covers his shoulders, and he wears loose black trousers. A bit of a tattoo — a smiling sun, perhaps? — peaks from beneath his shirt on one side of his chest, and I think there's a matching moon just barely visible on the other.

"Did Patrick send you?" I ask, though I'm quite certain I know the answer already.

He answers with a smile, then places my book face down on the bed beside me, open to the place where I drifted into dreams. He rises from the chair in a long, fluid motion, unhurried and graceful, then reaches out a hand to me.

"He did," the blond stranger says. "I was told you might be tired and sore today, and that you would be in need of soothing."

I smile and let the sheets fall as I sit up, exposing my bare breasts. "Soothing" certainly sounds nice, and when his fingers tangle with mine, I imagine that this man can be quite soothing indeed.

"I could certainly be convinced to be soothed," I say, following the gentle tug of his hand to slip from the bed. He places a hand on my hip — warm and firm — and guides me past the window, which has again turned into a reflecting mirror as the light outside fades to night. I watch my reflection, naked and shimmering slightly in the glass, as I follow the stranger toward a sheet-draped table that sits near the bedroom door, apparently assembled while I slept.



I lie face down, my head turned to the side and eyes unfocused. His hands press into my shoulders and along my back, firm and sure. I let out a deep sigh when his fingers find the knots in the small of my back and begin to deftly untie them.

"Take a deep breath," he whispers in my ear, leaning over me so his open shirt floats against my back, "then let it all out."

I do as I'm told, and as my lungs empty he presses hard into my shoulders. I want to cry out but I can't, and I hear a cracking sound that I realize is my spine as tension flows from my body.

"Oh fuck," I gasp when I can breathe again, and I hear him laugh before he says, "Again ..."

This time his hands push below my ribs, forcing my belly against the table, and when he releases the pressure, I feel like I'm going to float weightlessly into the into the air. I don't call out this time; I simply let gravity ease me back onto the table with its gentle caress as my lover's hands ease their way down to my ass, poking and prodding to find more knots in my muscles.

"You're so tense," he says, working his hands over the curve of my rump and then squeezing my thighs. He slides his hands up inside my thighs, gently spreading my legs, and kneads my muscles with strong, firm fingers.

I answer him with a moan as his hands bend my knee and begin pressing into my foot. Pleasure courses through my body, electric wires that connect my sole to my belly and breasts and now-pulsing clit coming alive under his touch. He moves to the other foot and I let out another groan, gripping the table with trembling hands. I hear him chuckle again, and then his hands disappear from my body and I feel adrift and abandoned in a darkening sea.

A warm aroma fills the air, and I turn my head to see him standing beside a wooden stand beside the table, holding a lit match to a candle wick. He then sets a bronze bowl on an iron ring above the candle, and I watch mesmerized as the small flame licks and dances against the metal vessel. The aroma becomes stronger — peaty and earthy, with an undertone of flowers and rain. He dips a finger below the lip of the bowl and stirs, then lifts his hand; a drizzle of liquid follows, shimmering like molten as it falls.

"This will feel warm," he says, looking over his shoulder at me as he places his whole hand in the bowl. The liquid drizzles across my arm and shoulder as he makes his way toward my back, and then I feel the warm oil course down my spine and over my flanks.

He spreads the oil up and down my back, over my ass, along my thighs. It dribbles warm and slick between my legs, making my delicate folds tremble. His fingers slide up my thighs and then reach beneath me, spreading the oil over my bush to my belly and then across my hips and back to my ass. I tremble and groan, pressing myself against the table, desperate for his touch.

"How does that feel?" he asks. I see him reach for the bowl again, his hand coming away shining and dripping, the aroma growing sweeter and richer as the candle flame flickers.

"More," I groan, pressing my face to the table and raising my ass into the air.

His hands roam more liberally now, spreading the oil over my belly and toward my breasts. I lift myself on my forearms, assuming an elevated sphinx pose, and he takes advantage of the increased access to my skin. Soon he has coated me from my neck to my feet in the warm, slippery oil; in the mirror of the window, I see myself shin in the glow of the lamp and the candle, my body taking on the golden hue of the anointing balm.

My lover steps beside me and places his hands on my belly and back, guiding me onto my back. I feel like I'm going to slide off the table; the white sheet has turned almost transparent with the oil spilling from my body. He steadies me, his strong hands on my hips turning me until I've settled into place, legs gently parted and arms dangling off the table above my head.

He rubs his hands up my belly, he cups my breasts, he slides slick fingers along my throat and spreads the warm oil as high as my cheeks. When he reaches between my legs, gently cupping my sex and then parting my lips with his warm fingers, I groan and shudder. His fingers work in slow, steady circles, drawing the nectar from my core and causing my clit to stiffen until I can almost hear the nerves tingle at its tip.

"More," I groan again when his hand leaves my aching pussy. I arch my back and lift my ass off the table, trying to lure his fingers back to me.

"More?" he asks, and I tilt my head so I can see him shrugging his shirt off his shoulders and then reaching toward the waist of his black trousers.

"More," I say, licking my lips as he gives his trousers a firm tug, pulling them past his hips.

His cock springs into view as his trousers fall past his knees, pulsing in the dim light. He reaches for it with his oil-slick hand and strokes its length, making it glisten and glow. His fingers run circles around the flared ridge of its purple crown, and I watch mesmerized as a pearly drop rises from the tip and then disappears into the glowing smear the coats his erection.

My lover's hand turns me, sliding me across the soaked sheet until my legs dangle over the edge of the table. He holds his cock in one hand, sliding the head across my belly and through my tangled hair, while his other hand tugs and strokes my pouting lips. I let my head loll off the other side of the table, breathing deeply in anticipation, and when he enters me with the smooth surety of a hot knife cutting butter, I groan in delight and surrender.


Where the love light gleams

The light that wakes me from deep slumber has the cheerful, golden glow of morning. I stretch and sigh, feeling a looseness and ease in my limbs that I haven't felt in ages. My skin glows pink and rose, scrubbed and buffed in the shower by my lover after our oily coupling and before he carried me to bed for another delightful turn in the sheets. I lie tangled in soft sheets, my body satiated and content.

But then I hear a clatter from downstairs, and the rich smell of fresh coffee wafts its way toward me. I breathe deeply, enjoying the warm aroma almost as I much as I expect to enjoy a steaming mug. The smell of coffee is a sure sign that my most longed for lover — my husband Patrick — has returned at last.

After a few minutes, I hear familiar footfalls on the stairs, and I sit up, propping a pillow against the headboard. The bedroom door creaks on its hinges as it opens, and then I see Patrick's face in the doorway, smiling broadly.

"I hope I haven't woken you, princess," he says as he pushes the door open and enters, two white mugs in his hands. He's wearing his usual travel clothes — an open-collared blue shirt and jeans — but has left his shoes downstairs.

"Not at all," I say, smoothing the blankets beside me with my hand in invitation. "I was just preparing to meet the day."

"Let's meet it together, then," Patrick says, taking a seat on the bed beside me and handing me one of the mugs. I hold it to my lips and breathe in the steam before taking a sip of the hot, rich coffee.

"Did you receive your gifts?" he asks after sipping from his own mug.

"Oh, I certainly did," I say.

"And were they to your liking?" he asks.

"You always know exactly what I need," I say. "Your gifts are always the perfect fit."

"That's good. I was worried they might be a little ... large?"

"I like large," I whisper, leaning toward him to run my tongue along his jaw. He tastes salty and warm, and the familiar feel of his skin makes my body tingle in a way that even the most beautiful strangers never can.

"You'll have to tell me all about how you put them to use," he says, gently lifting my mug from my fingers and setting it on the nightstand before leaning in for a kiss that steals my breath.

"I hope you have plenty of time to hear all the ins and outs," I say.

"All the time in the world," he says. He sets his own mug beside mine and takes my head in his hands, leaning me back into the headboard as his mouth burns its way over my cheeks, down my throat, and toward my breasts. I smooth his salt and pepper hair beneath my fingers and sigh as his tongue traces a line around a swiftly stiffening nipple.

I sense movement behind Patrick, and glance up toward the door. A figure stands just outside the room, partially shadowed, and I start to call out in surprise when I recognize the man who steps silently into the room, a finger held to his lips — Zacharias!

His dark eyes sparkle as Zacharias moves closer to the bed. Patrick, oblivious to our lover's appearance, continues to lick and kiss my breasts, taking a nipple gently between his teeth, sending thrilling sensations through me. I watch through half-lidded eyes as Zacharias lifts the hem of his striped shirt and pulls it over his curly head, then begins to unbuckle his belt.

Patrick, meanwhile, has worked a hand beneath the bedclothes, and is stroking my belly with confident fingers. I wriggle beneath his touch, a little ticklish, then sigh as his hand moves lower, skirting my tangled bush and then dancing along my thigh. His mouth continues to caress my breasts, suckling gently now at each nipple in turn.

Zacharias steps free of his slacks, revealing his narrow hips and half-hard cock. He presses a finger to his lips again, urging me to silence, then bends down above Patrick's neck. When his lips brush Patrick's skin, Patrick gives a startled gasp and lifts his face from my breasts. Before Patrick can cry out in surprise, Zacharias has both hands on Patrick's cheeks and his lips pressed to Patrick's mouth, and I sigh in delight at the sight of my husband and our lover embracing.

"I thought you were still in Greece," Patrick says when Zacharias breaks off their kiss. I can see shimmering tears of joy at the corners of Patrick's eyes.

"Well, clearly I'm not," says Zacharias. His fingers are working the buttons of Patrick's shirt open as he props a knee on the bed beside us.

"This is the most wonderful gift," I sigh, reaching past Patrick to grasp Zacharias' cock. He stiffens under my touch, and I trace the blue vein the runs its length beneath his foreskin.

"If I could have given you this," Patrick says as Zacharias slides his shirt off his shoulders, "I would never have left."

"Have you been spoiling our princess again?" Zacharias says with a laugh. I pull the skin back from the end of his cock and push my way between Patrick and my lover so I can lick the plum-colored head.

"Of course," says Patrick.

He lies back beside me and works his jeans past his hips. I slide over to give Patrick room to push his jeans past his knees, letting the bedclothes slide from body and pulling Zacharias' shaft closer to my mouth. Zacharias tangles one hand in my hair while he reaches for Patrick's cock with the other, giving my husband's shaft a firm stroke. Patrick groans, eyes half closed, and reaches out a hand to grasp my ass.

"You're not afraid she'll become enamoured of one of these lovers you keep sending her and run away with him?" Zacharias asks. I've taken his cock into my mouth now, savoring the salty tang, and I watch him bringing Patrick to full erection with his talented touch.

"That would be impossible," I gasp, letting Zacharias' cock slip from my mouth and then kissing my way down its length. "My other lovers are mere diversions, little peccadillos to wile away the hours while I wait for your attention."

"You certainly have my full attention," Zacharias says, reaching a hand down to stroke my cheek as I take his cock back into my mouth.

Patrick pulls himself to his knees and moves beside Zacharias, hip to hip. As my husband and our lover kiss, fingers snarling in each other's hair, I bend my lips to Patrick's cock. I lick first one cock, then the other, enjoying the subtle differences of taste and scent and feel, and then struggle to take both into my mouth at once before I have to take a ragged breath. I watch in wonder as they devour each other, tongues locked in combat, before falling onto my back on the bed with a sigh, urging them to join me.



We writhe in a tangle of limbs and lips, urging each other toward ecstasy. My lovers turn their attention from each other to me, their mouths hungry on my skin, their hands greedy for my flesh. While Patrick suckles my breasts, Zacharias lies between my legs, his tongue lapping at my nectar and spinning spirals around my clit. Then they trade places, sharing a wet, musky kiss above me as they pass, and I grow dizzy with arousal.

My lovers pass me back and forth like a toy designed for their pleasure, surrounding me with their heat and smothering me with their desire. I cry out in delight as a cock — Patrick's? — opens my hungry folds, but that cry is muffled by a cock pressing against my mouth. Then they trade places again, and again, and again, bending and folding me like soft clay, molding me for their needs. My nerves sing and cry with their passionate onslaught. I am delirious with pleasure, animal sounds pouring from my mouth as Patrick and Zacharias drive me past the point of mere joy and toward the sublime.

When I can take no more, I curl myself into a quivering, trembling ball. Patrick falls beside me, panting, while Zacharias kneels above us, his slick, shining cock bouncing as he laughs.

"Tired already?" he asks, a hand lazily stroking his length as he looks down at us. "I've crossed an ocean for our reunion, and the two of you are finished so soon?"

"I just need a breather," Patrick gasps, pressing himself against my back. "I'll get my second wind ..."

Zacharias sighs, lowering himself on the other side of me. He runs his fingers through my hair and presses his lips to my forehead.

"You'll need your rest, I suppose," Zacharias says, reaching over me to grasp Patrick's shoulder, "for the journey ahead of you."

"Journey?" I ask, struggling not to drift into the embrace of sleep.

"Back to Greece," he says, "to the Cyclades. I have a grand adventure in mind for us ..."


I hope you enjoyed this steamy, sexy romp! If you did, please leave a rating or review, it helps other readers find my particular brand of filthy fun.

Are you looking for more Cornelia Quick? You might enjoy more of Patrick's wife's adventures: sign up for my newsletter and get free samples from A Siren's Tales: 12 Erotic Confessions. And I've got a bunch more stories you'll like when you finish those!
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