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Chapter One

A sky streaked with shades of grey clouds, intermittent with the bright fire of a yellow/pink setting sun frames the evening. Against that backdrop, the leaves from a dozen trees make a silhouette of delicate black lace, as fireflies light the darkening green grass and rabbits appear from hiding, looking for dinner.

He sees her on the porch as the sun drifts behind the trees, in her sundress, in silhouette like the leaves, nakedly haunting, like the slip of a memory… of that other time… of that woman in Chicago when he dipped himself in the mercy between her damp thighs late on an August night like this one.

Brooding lazily, Bella lets her head drift to one side, and sighing, leans against the phallic column at the corner of the Inn’s wide porch. She moves gracefully with limbs born on breezes, slender thighs undulating against silk, long straight chestnut hair falling to the swell of her buttocks… two plump melons of flesh dancing on subtleties, on atoms of air. Sharp nipples poke her silken dress and bob erect, reminding him how he suckled small fleshy tits like hers the summer he was in the South. A sweet, young, barely legal tart with a smart mouth and even smarter cunt stripped down by a grassy lake, until nude, she lay in front of him and begged him dine on her bushy rat of curls and the shaved place between them.  

Bella is never that crass, her beauty elusive and indirect, even shrewd. She is a shrewd woman in business, though perhaps not in love. Daniel stares at her, silently creeping toward her porch, thinking of the next tale she’ll tell him. She tells him all her stories, of all the lovers that move through her Inn like snow geese move through empty fields on their way north or south. In summer, her Inn by the lake vibrates with the carnality of a whorehouse in any season. Men stop for no more reason than to sit on her porch and sip lemonade in icy glasses—though some lap the juice from the fountain where men get lost giving women their pleasure. Many, however, don’t get that far, and it has never been clear to Daniel how Bella makes her choices in men.

Being horny now, he’s grateful he’s always welcome in her bed, and he thinks fondly of where he’ll spend his night. Her little “V” is trimmed short daily, sides shaved to smooth cream, dark kinky curls fashioned to something modest like she’s expecting you… knowing that eventually you’re going to be there to dine. The sharp scent of wildness bursts from the bush as teasing fingers move over the surface drawing in that pungent femininity. With Bella he remembers being dizzy, while in his fantasies, other pussies in other cities loom before him all at once and he forgets where he is—with Bella, or the babe in the back of the bus leaving Dallas, who took his cock in her because there was little else to do on that lonely road to Tucson.  

The first sight of her after a long haul of cities, he’s ready to climb beside her again, rest his head at the crook of her shoulder, and listen to her hum as she sleeps, believing for a while that he’s home.

He writes travelogues and poetry, and treatises on baseball—every summer spending his time scouting the minor leagues for the opportunity to play the game he loves. He’s planning to ghost write Bella’s memoirs—he already has two books worth of X-rated material to draw from. For a while during the winter he’ll be off north, finding his way to the cabin he had built as a sensible retreat, where all the thoughts he’s pulled from the experience of the year can tumble on to paper. He’ll be done with them then. He could do the same with Bella’s stories, but, perhaps afraid that in the telling he’ll lose them like everything else he puts on paper, he remains reluctant to get into the task. He’s allowed them to remain in his mind, fragments locked in his memory and on a few slips of paper. This way he has them all to himself. He imagines another bestseller—his publisher chomping at the bit for more fiction. But as long as the last one foots the bill for his nomadic lifestyle, he imagines he’ll just keep doing research. He’d take Bella with him on his journeys, but he’d get too distracted by her cunt and the aroma of a woman to do anything. Then too, Bella would never leave her Inn. It belongs to her and she to it.

Bella doesn’t seem to hear him as he takes each porch step carefully. He’s not so stupid to think she doesn’t realize he’s coming. But this time, he has this queer notion that he can surprise her in the act of being contemplative. He hears music from inside the Inn where guests are still engaged in their vacant conversation. Perhaps she doesn’t hear his footfalls on the creaky porch, or feel the tickling sensation on her arms prick her animal instincts. She hugs them now as though she’s cold, but she could hardly be chilled with the temperature near 80 on this humid summer night.

At her back, he pauses only for an instant before his arms go around her languid form. And immediately, she falls back into his chest, her head coming to rest on his shoulder as though she expected him all along, “Ah, Daniel,” she breathes a satisfied sigh. “What’s it been, three months?”

“Nearly,” he replies.

“You feel so warm, have you been walking?”

 “From town, yes, I wanted to surprise you. Besides, it’s a beautiful evening to walk. I guess you have a place for me to sleep tonight?”

“In the old boat house,” she answers.

“There? It’s not even air-conditioned.”

“I’ll be there with you.” She turns in his arms so they remain around her waist. Then taking his face in her hands, she gives him a welcoming kiss, opening her mouth in prelude for opening her thighs. She’d offer him more, but there are guests to consider, and propriety rules.  

“Anywhere you’re with me will work,” he replies, diving with a tongue around her lips, running it teasingly about her mouth, then down her neck.

“We have to be careful,” she says.

“And why’s that? You have another lover that might see us?”

“You know the rules,” she states, kissing him even more passionately as though she wants to forget the rules altogether. But pushing away, she takes each of his hands in hers, and returns them to his side. “Why don’t you scoot on down there.” She fishes her pocket for the key and presses it to his hand.

“Did I telegraph my arrival that clearly?”

“No, I was just cleaning it out with Zoë this afternoon and hadn’t put this away. You’ll find the changes make it more pleasant.”

He couldn’t think of anything more pleasant than spending a night at her mercy. His cock already twitching might be fully erect by the time he crosses the boathouse threshold. 

“And how is Zoë?” he asks.

“Fine.” she tells him.

“Will I get to see her?” He snickers as he speaks of the sweet blond-haired trollop that sometimes shares their bed.

“Hummm, maybe. But how about a new story?”

“Another juicy one?”

If he could see her face clearly, he might have seen a faint blush on her cheek. “Uh, huh, a very unusual one.”

“Ah! I can’t wait.”

“And if you’re very good, you can have Zoë and me later.”

His cock presses more hungrily into the fabric at his crotch, making a clear bulge she feels briefly with her hand.

“Go on, sweetheart, and wait for me. I won’t be long.”

“So, you’re bringing Zoë?”

“Not yet, I want you all to myself first.” He’s gone, and she slips inside to say goodnight to her other guests.

***

As Bella moves toward the old boathouse, her bare feet dancing in the cool wet grass, she darts behind trees, out of sight of the inn that rises as a gracious monolith of elegance and Victorian overstatement. The white clapboard requires endless painting to maintain its stark image of cleanliness and purity. She must be pure as well to keep a well-heeled clientele returning all seasons of the year. It has taken some adroit maneuvering to accommodate her intense sexual requirements and keep a guise of decency about the inn. It is her child, her life, the foundation of who she is. She would be lost without its comforting arms just as the inn would be lost without Bella’s constant nurturing. Always balance, she says to herself, on those nights when her loins go wanting for a lover to soothe her aches. Perhaps that’s why she found Zoë—or more aptly put, Zoë found her. Their affair is much more discreet than any entanglement with a man.  

Though tonight she won’t go without the promised erection between her legs. She imagines now its fullness, Daniel’s dick slightly arched, massaging her on those sensitive tiny pillows of flesh inside her vagina that respond to the feel of his firm head battering them gently as he moves within the moist channel. Moist? Hardly, she’s already dripping and sticky.

Knowing there is no one to see her now, she lifts the sundress over her head, letting it trail in her hand as she takes the remainder of her journey in the nude, being careful not to run splinters into the soles of her bare feet as she steps onto the aging boardwalk. Beyond the squeaky door, she’s fully aroused, almost quaking as she makes her way to the bed where Daniel Bogart sits pulling off his shoes. It’s been nearly two months since she had the comfort of a man’s powerful thighs and a bold rod to calm her.

“I thought you’d be naked by now,” she murmurs to him unhappily, as she presses him back against the new poplin comforter and finishes removing his shoes.  

“Anxious, are we?” he grins. He’s lit the hurricane lamp to create a mood of romantic adventure. Their flesh will dance in the glowing shadows just as the flame dances inside the glass.  

She’s at his waist, her hands opening the buckle of his belt, fingers working fast with the button and zipper of his pants. She tugs eagerly to remove the khakis. Uncharacteristic of her explicit sense of order, she opts to act on her primal need; and as though obsessed, she tosses the pants to the floor in a heap, then moves quickly for the cock encased in Daniel’s briefs.

He has a lean torso, powerful shoulders from playing ball, but a little flesh on his bones from beer and hot-dogs. He’s not a twenty year old buck, but a seasoned thirty-four years, with flecks of premature grey in his tawny colored hair. His pale brown eyes are practically closed, drowsy with lust.

Daniel lies back groaning softly as his cock springs free like a birthday present opened to the surprise and satisfaction of the birthday girl. Bella smiles just before her lips cover the small, circumcised head. First running her tongue on the rim, she then dabbles her way along the surface tasting a bit of salty urine. Breathing deeply of his buoyant musk, that dark mystery of masculine earth and heat tickles her nose and inspires a trek deeper into his fragrant groin. She has one hand on the shaft, but ignores it now—except for an occasional jerk. She tongues her way down its girth to the base where his balls jiggle merrily. Burying her face in the sac, she breathes again, the aroma of Daniel stronger still—of sweat and pheromones. She licks the scrotum and then opens wide to take a nut inside her mouth and whirl it about with her tongue—teeth gently grabbing, but only in play.  

Daniel pants anxiously, hips moving back and forth on the bed as he presses himself into her face. Her second hand moves beneath the balls, fingers flattening in that spot just before she reaches his rear door, where to massage it makes his penis stiffen urgently, throbbing almost meanly in her hand. He wants her mouth or cunt or her ass, any orifice would work as long as it’s tight and able to milk the brew that’s about to shoot from his rod. She starts with her mouth, giving him the impression she’ll end him there. She lets his cock slide down her throat until she’s about to choke, but then draws back, squeezing with a powerful sucking force. He’s about to ejaculate when she backs off altogether and pulls up on the bed to straddle his hips. This is Bella’s favorite ploy. She says the greater the buildup, the greater the pleasure, the greater the end—if you want to touch that nowhereland of body and soul, you take yourself to satiation, not mere coming. He’s hardly going to disagree.

Nestled in Bella’s vagina, Daniel grabs her hips while she rides his cock. She lifts herself above him on the strength of her arms, so her round breasts droop as small but plentiful offerings for his mouth to taste. When he buries his teeth into the tiny brown nipples, her cunt muscles tighten on his prick and they both begin to spasm.

“Ahhhhhhhh, Daniel ….”

Ah, Bella, he thinks though he can’t speak. No words, not now, his mouth is much too occupied with her skin. There’s a delicate layer of perspiration looking like glistening satin in the light of the flickering hurricane glass. She smells of tea roses, and he remembers how once he watched her masturbate with roses pricking her skin, petals fondling the small tuft of hair between her crotch. She took several blossoms and pressed their fragrance into her breasts. Pinching her nipples with those petals, the aroma would seep into her skin. Nothing smelled quite so lovely. Now, he drinks the brew of her taste, smells the aroma, and a heady lust joins his more animal and artless passion, building to the end. She cries, whimpers really, mewing nonsense sounds. She’s about to climax. He feels it in the way she squeezes down on his dick. He knows her well: the moods, the body waves, the beginning, middle and end of her orgasm. Almost there, he speeds the process, forcing them to a brisk finish.

The exhilaration makes them frenzied. 

She’s crying in sharp panting breaths, as he groans his exclamation, “Gawwd, yesss.”  

Bella’s on her own to climax while he’s engaged in spewing his seed in her grabbing cunt. She hangs on to his dick like she’ll never let go, her belly burning with heat. Finally, dropping to his chest, her ass bobs softly as the orgasm pulses through her clenching groin. For a time, Daniel’s cock remains erect, throbbing in her vagina loosely until it finally dwindles.

Pulling off of him, she drops away, breathing in exhausted sighs.  

“Ah! This night is damn hot,” she’s the first to speak.  

“And you were horny,” he said.

“And you weren’t?” she jokes sarcastically. Turning toward him, she runs her fingers through his hair. Hers looks like a massive dark cloud billowing in a tangle about her shoulders, framing the deep olive complexion of a face rich as the primal earth, with dark brown Slavic eyes the color of a shadowy cave at sunset, beckoning.

“So, we both were,” he states. “You have any cigarettes?”

“I quit the last time you were here,” she says. “Or did you forget?”

“Maybe I hoped you had a relapse.” 

“How mean of you!” she pats his face like she’s slapping him, and pulls up on the bed.

He looks on her awed. By the light off the water and sky beaming through the window, he sees what he loves. Bella bends with unbroken grace like the smooth trunk of a young tree. And her eyes not so much twinkle as glow, not so much spark as shimmer like a clear pond of cool water.

“So, how about a story?” he asks.

“So soon? Couldn’t you ask how I am? Or tell me where you’ve been? You know I count on you to bring me news from the outside world.”

“You always sound like you want away from this place, but no one could pry you loose.”

“I know,” she teases.

“Well, since you’re interested, I’m just fine. I’m done with baseball for the season. Had a good six weeks in “A” ball in the South Atlantic League, but they let me go last week and it’s too late to find another team. Besides, I’m getting tired of this rat-race.”

“Rat-race? Daniel! You know, you don’t have to do anything. How can anything be a rat race for you? Baseball is supposed to be your great pleasure.” 

“Maybe I’m beginning to question why I’ve been doing this at all.”

“Then it’s time to stop. You get tired of something, you move on to something else.”

“And do you get tired of the inn?”

“Of course.”

“And you think about leaving?”

“Sometimes.”

“Then why don’t you move on to something else?”

“Because I have the inn to run.”

“As though someone else couldn’t run it for you.”

“Someone else couldn’t,” she’s indignant.

“Not Zoë?”

Bella laughs. A lilting breezy laugh. “No, not Zoë,” she shakes her unruly hair. “Zoë would be a disaster.”

“But who cares? This old inn has fallen into ruin and risen from its decline a dozen times. You don’t have to let it own you.” She looks at him doubtfully. “How about it? Just you and I blow out of here, take to the road, no plans, no destination. Fuck where we like. Live like libertine fools. What do you say?”

“We already do live like libertine fools.”

“But not together,” he points out.

Daniel’s made this offer every time he’s visited in the past five years, as if he thinks one year, he might get lucky and she’ll take him up on it. Leaving their wealth behind they could pursue something of more substance—together.

“And what about your next book?” she asks.

“Who says there’s going to be a next one? I’m living on fat royalties, and I don’t need much. So, what do you say?”

“I say you’re crazy to keep asking me, Mr. Bogart, because you know I won’t leave.”

He shrugs. “You could always change your mind.”

“And you could settle down in the suburbs, marry some sweet little fuck and have three kids and a mortgage.”

She knows he’ll turn up his nose at the thought, then she kisses that nose when he does, and sits up, legs crossed next to him looking like an Indian princess.

“Well,” he sighs resigned to his assigned fate, “I guess we have that figured out. How about something to whet my appetite for later?”

She thinks a moment.

“And how about some ice cream first.”

“Ice cream? Here?”

“We put in a small refrigerator,” she points to the side of the room. 

“Sure.”

Bella jumps from the bed, and rifles though cabinets for dishes and spoons. Then raiding her freshly stocked freezer, she scoops up two bowls of gooey chocolate fudge with ribbons of peanut butter swirled inside.

Returning to the bed, he’s sitting upright against the headboard waiting for his dish. But instead of letting him have it, she starts out feeding him like a baby, getting a little creamy brown on his lips so she can lick it off with her tongue. As the ice cream starts to melt, she settles back, resting against a pillow propped at the end of the footboard. She has that look in her dark eyes that reminds him of the dozen other times she’s told tales on herself. While he waits for her to finish her ice cream, he sits up and leans against his pillow to finish his.

The painter was the subject of her story. A young man ten years younger than Bella’s thirty-three. She hired him as her permanent house painter. Both inside and out, the inn needed constant attention to maintain its summery white New England appearance. In the spring and summer months, the inn’s great expanses of clapboard exterior would be the workman’s primary focus, though Bella hired the young man in the fall after it was too cold to work outside. Still, there were ten guest rooms that needed redecorating and the downstairs dining room was looking a little smudged around the woodwork. If he finished that, there were the long corridors that seemed to constantly need touching up—usually just fingerprints and a little soot, especially in the smoking section of the hotel.  

For several weeks, the young man worked industriously at everything Bella assigned him. Ray Langley was short, with a stocky build, and not an ounce of flab. He wore white tee shirts and painter’s pants, his shirt tucked so tightly his muscles and the tiny nipples at his pecs showed from underneath. His shirtsleeves hardly covered the thick bulging brawn of his arms. He’d spent the summer getting tan, painting the outside of beach cottages along the lake, but then driven indoors like everyone else once fall set in, that tan was likely to fade. He had a slightly surly manner, eyes that tended to strip Bella naked, and occasionally the aspect of a real asshole—so Bella told Daniel with a shy little smile on her face. She would bring him lunch, an unusual thing for the concierge of the inn to be doing when Ray could have easily brought his lunch in a pail like the other workman on the property. But with so few other opportunities to enjoy sex in this particular season of her life, something more than an employer/employee relationship looked promising with this adroit example of masculine energy.

“Why do you come here every day to feed me?” he finally asked after a week of Bella climbing the stairs to the third floor guest wing. That section of the inn, having been stripped of its furnishings, was now one white empty room after another—some the color of crisp clouds, others still dingy and grey. The painter moved from room to room. In the third from the left down the long corridor, he sat against one stair of his open tripod ladder while he munched his sandwich. Bella strolled around the room as though seriously inspecting his work. Occasionally, she looked out the window to the long stretch of grass that ended at the lakeshore.

She turned, not too surprised by the painter’s question. She’d thought up answers a few dozen times, only to have him simply accept the meal without comment, though now he almost took her by surprise. She answered effortlessly, “It’s a welcome break in my day to come here where no one can reach me—except you of course.” She was wearing a clinging knit that hugged her breasts, fanny and flanks like gossamer, and then regulation high heels—regulation because they were formal, appropriate for owning an elegant inn, but not too high to appear inviting the attention of her male guests. That would be tacky, since she figured that most of her clientele were wives dragging their husbands along for romantic retreats. Unfortunately, it would be hard for Bella not to attract. Her svelte shape greeted customers with a sensuous ease as though she was offering invitations to an afternoon between her thighs. This was natural to her, and thankfully, her female guests found her as alluring as the men—though likely for different reasons.

“You’re a horny woman, aren’t you?” the painter asked.

She was only momentarily startled, answering his question with a simple, “yes.”

“And you have some time?” 

“I could.” She was curious. With the vague mention of sex, her groin throbbed more painfully than pleasurably. She supposed that this was what these unorthodox lunches implied—the truth glaringly obvious.

The painter moved away from the ladder, still eating his lunch, popping potato chips in his mouth so she could hear the crunch. 

“Let me see you at the ladder,” he said.

Bella heard the question but didn’t immediately reply. Yet, her curiosity was piqued enough to slowly amble toward the ladder that rose to the ceiling at odd angles to the right angle symmetry of the room.

“Lean against it,” he said.

She fell into it with her back, thinking how the wood supported her well.

“No, belly first,” he said. “And hang on high.”

Her heart beat a little faster hearing his thoughts spoken aloud. But she followed the order as though he was commanding her and she was obliged to obey. A game, perhaps. She could feel her desire for sex on the tip of her tongue, and on the lips of the throbbing crevice between her thighs. As she relaxed into the stairs, she clung to a rung above her head as though she was holding on for dear life.

“Don’t let go,” he said as though he wanted her bound.

The words made her clutch more tightly, her long, freshly painted red nails in danger of chipping as they sunk into the ladder’s aging wood.

She felt him at her ass, a hand pressed to a cheek fondling. Inching the dress up her legs with that hand, the other soon slipped underneath, going for the waistband of her lace panties. As the painter dropped to his knees, she gasped realizing what he would do. Lifting the skirt, he tucked the fabric in front of her anchoring it in place. A swipe at her almost negligible underwear, her bottom was bare.

“Your feet wide, Mrs. Fauré.”

As his hands fondled her legs, she opened them wide, pressing her feet to the rails on either side. His face moved into her ass, where he opened the crack and began probing her with his tongue at her anus, then deeper to the clitoris. Her labored breathing and fear increased. Would someone suddenly walk in the door and see her being eaten? It seemed like a serious concern at first, though it faded in importance as the pleasing tongue dipped and toyed with the whole of her snatch. His hot breath seemed to burn the skin, but she moved into him to have more.

He slapped one ass cheek for moving too wildly, and so smothering his attempts to accomplish his task. As she began to orgasm, he was under her enough to have her clitoris in his teeth, taunting her with the threat of tearing the thing off if she jerked too wildly. She clung white-knuckle bound to the ladder and kept her poise despite the force of the physical impact. For a time her clit was in his mouth, two of his fingers in her cunt, another two from his other hand pressing into her asshole, jarring her entire behind. Both his hands were wet from the slick liquid seeping from her pussy. She was losing her hold on reality, time spinning, eyes closing out the white of the room around her, now content with the dark behind her eyelids. She whimpered as she came in the middle of all that stimulation, nothing but sensation swimming inside. Her cries were muted as she remembered her place, high in the attic of an inn that was hardly soundproof.

Before she could revive herself, the painter pushed her to her knees at his feet, turned her toward him, Bella’s mouth accepting an engorged penis, with her head guided by his thick paint-stained fingers. She sucked the organ, slipping in and out of her mouth while playing with the heavy weight of testicles dangling beneath. A regular rhythmic fucking of her face ended in a seedy climax spewed lavishly over her cheeks, drizzling down to the collar of her dress. There was satisfaction etched in the painter’s grateful but passive expression.

“Ah, Mrs. Fauré, you’re going to make my job a lot more interesting,” he commented as he put his limp dick back inside his pants. “Or perhaps I should call you Bella?”

“Yes, that would be fine,” she was still drifting.

“I’ll take you in the ass tomorrow,” he said. “Have it greased when you come for lunch.” Still passively on her knees, she accepted the command as if he was a god and she his humble servant. Then, as he returned to the other side of the room, he ate what was left of the sandwich and the chips, took a swig of coffee from the cup of lukewarm mocha she’d brought, then suggested, “you’d better clean up a little, ma’am.”

Yes, she had to agree, and Bella left the room, moving hurriedly toward her apartment on the first floor, happy that no one saw her looking so disheveled.

