Lake Winnepeaka 
Part 3
Until Tomorrow~

Intro~
Neither Mike nor I awoke too early the next morning. Our lovemaking had lasted into the wee hours. Both of us were pleasantly exhausted, but knew we’d take full advantage of our last day and night together. We could go to sleep early each night for the next week after I left, but for now we wanted to take advantage of every minute. 

This morning though, our constant arousal for the past two days had left us less than eager to move. During a brief moment of wakefulness I thought to myself, ‘Why bother getting out of bed. We will just find ourselves back in here sooner or later.’ It really wasn’t such a bad idea. I smiled at the thought. ‘God, how I will hate leaving tomorrow.’ 

I dozed back off in Mike’s arms, trying to think of ways to prolong my departure. Nothing came to mind as I fell back to sleep to Mike’s rhythmic snoring. It didn’t matter for the moment, but soon enough I knew it would.

1. Morning Walk

I finally woke up around 9 am. feeling somewhat refreshed. Mike was stirring next to me in bed. Rising up on one elbow, I stared down at his peaceful face and smiled. I commented quietly to myself, ‘What I wouldn’t give to wake up to this every morning.’ 

He turned to face me suddenly in his light sleep. I leaned down and planted a lingering kiss on his cheek rough with morning stubble. Any other woman I knew in the office would complain about such little things, but I found it nice. They would never understand how I found it to be a welcome sign of his masculinity. I loved having a ‘man’ in my bed. 

Most of my co-workers were about my age, give or take a couple years. They found themselves competing with the male personality most of the time, preferring to date younger men, like men that chose to keep their youth by dating a younger woman. That was my general assumption anyway; as I watched them, men and women alike, brag about their weekend conquests. 

Mike was the type of man I found myself attracted to and there weren’t many like him left out there in today’s world. He was settled in his ways, knew what he wanted. He was comfortable with himself and his sexuality. He no longer needed to feel the competition, but took the time to find what it was he knew he was looking for in a partner. The compatibility, need, desire and animal lust he required to experience the perfect union. I felt the two of us had found that in such a short time this weekend.

His eyes fluttered open, trying to adjust to the morning light peeking through the slightly parted curtains. “Good morning.” I said in a low whisper. His blue eyes smiled up at me. 

“Mornin’ Laurie” he replied. He rolled onto his back, performing cat-like stretches to awaken his sleepy limbs. “What time is it?” he asked. 

“It’s a little after nine.” He didn’t seem upset by the two hour sleep-in, but I could tell he was disappointed he let that precious time slip away in sleep. “We have all day Mike. Why don’t you take a little time and wake up. I’m gonna go get a quick shower then start brunch.” He yawned, as he shook his head in agreement. “It won’t take me long. Then we can decide what to do today while we eat.” I kissed him quickly on the cheek again and slipped out from under the covers. Sitting on the edge of the bed I reached over to retrieve my robe to slip it on. When I did I felt a quick slap on my bare bottom. 

I turned to look at Mike, “What did you do that for?” I asked. 

“I owed you that from last night. Teasing me the way that you did.” A devilish grin spread across his face. 

“Why, whatever are you talking about?” I asked sarcastically. I knew damn well what he meant, but pretended I was confused. I couldn’t hold back the smile that lie just below the surface. I sprung up from the bed and tied my robe quickly. 

“You know damn well what I’m talking about.” He playfully replied. 

I crawled on my hands and knees towards him, like a cat stalking its prey, on the bed. I kissed him seductively full on the mouth and then departed from his delicious lips. “And you loved every minute of it, didn’t you?”

“Yes I did you little tease.” He caught my face in his hands and pulled me closer. Mike gave me a long slow passionate kiss, as his hand slipped under my robe and cupped my breast. I wanted to crawl back under the covers and press my naked body against his, but I knew if we didn’t get moving, our day would quickly fade away. 

Today we needed to get out and spend some time sightseeing together. I wanted him to show me a couple of the places he had mentioned the first night we met. The stream that ran behind my cabin seemed to hold a special place in his heart. He admitted to spending a lot of time out there all year long in the quaint little shack that stood beside it. It had been there for many years and had belonged to an elderly gentleman he knew when he was a child. 

Now he used it as a quiet retreat where he spent time writing his thoughts and feelings. Another thing I found I admired about him. I too loved writing and felt a kinship with him. We were two artistic souls that viewed the world differently from everyone else. I was secretly hoping he would share some of it with me. Although I knew it might be very personal, so I set my mind to accept it if he didn’t offer. I also, remembered him telling me his home was directly behind my cabin. Maybe he would let me into his world, even for a while.

Our lingering kiss ended, as I sat back on my knees on the bed. “Mmm I’d love to stay in here with you all day baby, but I think we better get up. I’d like it if you would show me your special places today Mike. If you don’t mind?”

He smiled and readily agreed to take me out back. “Your really interested in all that?” he seemed a bit surprised. “I never had anyone ask before, but if you want to, sure I’d love to show you.” He seemed genuinely happy that I had asked.

Needless to say brunch went quickly. We were both excited to get out and enjoy the day. 

We bundled up for the weather. New snow was falling steadily. It was quite beautiful outside as it stuck to the trees, leaving you with the feeling of being in a fantasy winter wonderland. I could hear children a few cabins away, yelling and laughing, as they played in the snow. I felt their excitement. Deciding to be a little adventurous myself, I let Mike get ahead of me as we walked around to the back of the cabin. I reached down and took a handful of good packing snow. A perfectly formed snowball rested in the palm of my hand, as I assessed my situation.

Mike turned to look back at me for a brief moment. “You coming?” he asked.

“Yep, right behind ya.” I replied. I managed to keep a straight face until he turned back to watch where he was walking. Raising my arm I took careful aim and threw the snowball at him. I hadn’t lost my touch. The snowball hit him square in the lower back. I froze in my tracks waiting to see how he would react to my attack. 

He turned around to face me when he realized what had happened and warned me, “Ok, your gonna get it now. You realize you just declared war with the elementary snowball fight champ?” Mike quickly reached down and scooped up a large amount of snow. He packed it with experienced perfection and let it fly. 

As I turned to run, screeching and giggling, I swear I heard it whizzing through the air just before it made contact. It had hit the right cheek of my jean-covered ass and splattered into single snowflakes once again. Damn, he was good. What had I started? I was surely in trouble now as I misjudged his ability. I ran down the small hill behind the cabin in an attempt to get away, but I was stopped short as I found myself at the edge of the stream. I scanned the immediate area for a way to cross without stepping into the shallow cold flowing water. He ran up behind me and caught me in his arms from behind.

“Ha, thought you had the upper hand again didn’t you?” he teased me relentlessly. We both tripped and fell back into the fluffy snow on the bank of the stream. Both of us sat there laughing hysterically at our childish antics. How long had it been since either of them just let go and had fun? I knew for myself it had been quite a while and it felt good.

“Hey, move over so we can both make a snow angel.” He shook his head as if he thought I was crazy, but he did so with a smile on his face. As a matter of fact it took him no time at all to make his snow angel. He carefully got up from the ground. Reaching out to help me up, I took his hand so that he could pull me up onto my feet. We both turned and looked at our creations. “Hey, we both did a pretty good job for not having done this in a long time.” He agreed as he took my glove-covered hand in his.

He held my hand as we walked along the stream. “Up here is a place where we can cross. It’s narrower and there are a couple stepping stones to cross on.” As I looked ahead to see where he was pointing I noticed the small cabin he had told me he used as his private place for writing. 

The cabin was small and quaint. You could tell it had been standing there for many years, but obviously the previous owner and Mike had taken good care of it. It still looked sturdy although weather-warn. I noticed the hand-built stone chimney on the backside, as it rose above the roof. I found the little cabin quite charming and was anxious to see the inside as well. I was shivering under my warm coat, now wet with snow. Maybe we could build a small fire and warm up a bit. I came from Michigan; where the weather was unpredictable, but I found that here it was a much fresher, crisp coldness that chilled me to the bone. 

“Cross here Laurie.” Mike helped me across the stones. We only had a couple hundred feet to walk before we found ourselves standing on the front porch. Mike reached inside the empty window box and retrieved the key for the padlock. When he opened the door I was surprised to see how cozy he had made his little hideaway. It was so cute I wondered if it had been subjected to a woman’s touch. As if he could read my thoughts through my eyes, he answered my question. 

“My Mom has always been quite crafty. After she quit working in the office with Dad, she needed something to do with all her free time. This is what she did. Nice isn’t it? There wasn’t too much she couldn’t do.” I looked at Mike realizing how he had made the last comment. It sounded as if she was no longer with us here on earth.

“Where is your Mom now Mike?” I asked a bit shyly. “I noticed you talked as if it was in the past tense.”

“Oh Mom is still with us, she’s just staying with her sister in Arizona. Her arthritis is so bad now she can’t stand the cold anymore. So she comes home in the warmer months and goes back to stay with her sister in the winter. It’s kind of hard on Dad, but he goes down often to see her. That’s partly why I’ve been so busy here.” His facial expression mirrored sadness. I could tell he missed his Mom being gone. “So, come on in and make yourself comfortable. I’ll build a small fire if you think you might want to stay here for a while.” He made the comment sound like a question.

“Sure, I’d love to. I know your writing is rather personal Mike, but if there’s anything you’re able to share, I’d love to read some of your work.” He smiled and nodded. 

“I do have a few things I could share with you. Just let me get this going first.” It took him no time at all to get a nice fire burning in the fireplace. He already had it prepared and ready to go, all he needed basically was a lit match. “It doesn’t take long to warm up in here. The place is pretty small as you can see and I calked between the logs last year to keep the heat in.”

Already it had warmed enough for me to finally remove my coat and gloves. Our boots were drying on the rug in front of the raging fire. I made myself more comfortable and took a better look around me, while Mike went through some of his work to find a couple things to read to me. There was only enough room for a small desk, the couch I had been sitting upon. In the corner of the room was a daybed piled with seven or eight big pillows. There was electricity that Mike told me he had the electric company run from his house on the hill. I could barely see the rooftop of his home, as I looked out one of the two windows in the small cottage. 

Mike motioned for me to come sit back down as soon as he found what he was looking for. I had removed my outerwear and hung it from the hook on the wall. Mike had sat down against the arm of the couch with one leg up on the couch outstretched. He took my hand and pulled me down to sit between his legs. I rested up against his chest, laying my head against his shoulder, as he brought the first hand-written piece of paper in front of us. He began to read his poem with intense feeling. His words held the same feeling as when he spoke them. It was a sad but beautiful poem about lost love. I had the feeling it was written from experience, but felt it wasn’t something I should inquire about. 

When he started to read the second one I realized it had an erotic theme, which was bringing my juices to a boil as he read each line out loud. His cock began to grow against my ass, which was pressed up against his groin. His free hand began to roam. He slid his hand down my arm, leaving it dimpled with goose bumps from his touch. As his hand passed by my breast his finger reached out to touch my erect nipple through the fabric of my shirt. He lingered to tease it for a moment. 

All the while he kept reading with a steadiness in his voice I was sure I wouldn’t have at this point if it were I reading. My breath was already uneven, as I struggled to compose myself. Between his touch and those erotic, sensual words, I was losing control. 

His hand slipped lower to caress my thigh. He dared to lovingly stroke the recess leading to my pussy, which was wet with arousal. Mike lifted his hips and pressed his swollen cock hard against me. He didn’t want me misinterpreting his intentions. He wanted me yet again and he wanted me now. He set the papers with his well-written words upon them, down on the floor by the couch. 

Both of his arms encircled me, as he kissed my neck. His hand guided my head to partially face him so that his lips could meet mine, as he intimately explored my waiting mouth. “Mmm Laurie I want you so bad right now. Would you lay down with me in my secret hideaway?” he was being polite by waiting for my answer, but either way he was having his way with me. He had decided. 

2. You and I as One

I hesitated too long in answering him, although there were only a few seconds between his question and my mouth opening to answer. He gently pushed me forward from his chest and rose up from behind me. Standing in front of me, he quickly took my hand and led me over to the daybed. Mike grabbed the bottom of my red sweater, pulling it up and over my head with speed. He threw it down on the floor without care and reached for the button on my jeans. Almost pulling it off he tore each side away from the other, causing the zipper to make a strained ‘Zzzzzzz’ sound. I would be lucky if they weren’t broken by the time we were done, but I didn’t care. 

He slipped his hands between the fabric of my jeans and my silk panties on each side of my hips, peeling them off of my body. “Take them off Laurie.” He demanded. Before long I was standing there with just my bra and panties on. My nipples were erect under their covering. It was no longer cold in the room, so it was obvious it was my growing arousal. His ‘take charge’ attitude made me cum almost instantaneously. I could feel the warm wet spot stain my panties. “Get on your hands and knees over a couple of those pillows Laurie.” I did as he asked, as he started peeling his clothes off his body. 

I could feel him behind me on the bed and wondered what he was about to do. When lifted my head and gave it a gentle toss to one side to get my hair out of my face, I noticed the mirror hanging on the wall at the end of the bed. We would have a perfect view of everything that unfolded, my breasts naked and jiggling with each deep thrust, the look on my face as I neared climax. Mike’s expressive face would look strained as he was about to cum. Then I would witness the look of fulfillment emanating from his all-telling blue eyes. 

Mike unhooked my bra, as I remained on my hands and knees, watching him in the mirror. I wiggled my ass against his hardness pressed up against me. “Are you going to take me Mike?” I asked in a daring voice. A loud crack sounded against my scantily clad ass. My right cheek stung from his punishment. He was in control and that’s all there was to it. I wasn’t to ask any questions, just do as I was told. Mike’s controlling ways had resurfaced. My bra slipped from my shoulders to fall upon my hands supporting me on the bed. I removed it quickly, tossing it on the floor near the rest of our garments.

With my panties still on I felt Mike’s fingers push into my wet pussy. My panties became soaked with the juices that oozed from it. I felt his hot breath through the silk material and knew that he was only inches from my womanhood. He loved tasting me, so I knew he would soon be demanding my nectar. He fucked his fingers in and out of my wetness with my panties as a barrier. The silkiness of them caused sweet sexual friction. I moaned loudly at his expertise, as my hips began to rock back and forth upon his fingers. 

He grabbed a hold of the crotch of my panties, roughly pulling them to the side. His erect tongue slipped inside my depths, writhing and wiggling in my juices. “Mm Mmmm Mm” was all I heard from him for the next five minutes. I reached between my legs to play with my swollen clit. My hips wiggled uncontrollably against his mouth. Soon I was joining him in a duet of delicious moans. I could feel my climax rise and fall, then rise again. Each time it did this it intensified ten-fold. 

“Mmm … shit, fuck me with your tongue Mike!” I was close to orgasm. Almost there I kept telling myself. “Yesss … Oh God don’t stop!” he didn’t seem to mind me ordering him around in the throws of passion. “Damn baby, I’m cummmiinnnnggg.” I said intentionally prolonging the word cum, as wave after wave of my orgasm washed over me. My body jerked in spasm against his mouth. My pussy throbbed, grasping at his hungry tongue. He devoured all the juices I offered him. 

There would be no waiting for more. Mike literally ripped my panties from my hips. At that moment they were nothing but a barrier he wanted removed. Pre-cum was oozing from the tip of his cock as he slipped it inside of my well-lubricated pussy. He placed his head against my opening and then thrust into me hard, until his groin rested tightly against my backside. “Ugggghhhh” he groaned. “Your pussy feels so good, slick with your hot juices.” I watched his facial expressions in the mirror. He was definitely enjoying himself as I was. The ecstasy he felt was undeniable.

Mike began to fuck me in and out vigorously. My hips rocked back and forth over the length of his cock, meeting each thrust. Our lovemaking was uninhibited, wild and unforgiving. I begged him to fuck me harder. Mike let go of my hips and reached forward to grasp my breasts in his hands. He watched me now in the mirror. My eyes were closed, lost in the moment, my head thrown back in arousal. He abandoned my right breast to grab a hold of a handful of hair. They served as his reigns to control his wild Mistress. 

“I’m gonna fuck you so hard you’ll be begging me to cum!” he shouted out in a moment of unadulterated lust. “Tell me what you want Laurie.” He demanded to know. “Tell me!” I knew what would happen if I let a few nasty words slip from my mouth. He was already on the edge … almost there. To encourage my words, his other hand that had been toying with my nipple, slid underneath me and found my swollen clit. He began to rub it furiously, hoping to bring me to a mutual orgasm. My hips rocked harder now, both back onto his length and against his fingers.

“You like fucking me like a whore Mike? Mmm … I love the feel of your thick throbbing cock in my cunt. I want you to cum for me Mike. Pull out and cum all over my ass! I love it when your hot seed drips down over my asshole. It makes me feel so nasty.” I went on and on enticing him to cum. He was purposely holding back to prolong the joy. It felt like a tug-of-war, wanting to cum, not wanting to cum yet. 

“Oh fuck your gonna make me cum!” he announced suddenly. I kept thrusting my hips back upon him. 

“Yesss, cum for me baby. I want to feel your throbbing meat explode into me.” That was all it took, one last mention of his throbbing cock and cumming inside my wet pussy. I felt shot after shot of his hot spunk fill my insides. 

Mike groaned loudly with his imminent release. A look of pleasurable satisfaction came across his face. I too was pleasantly satisfied. Once our excitement had subsided Mike pulled out of my dripping cunt. We both lay down on the daybed, against the oversized pillows adorning the bed. It was actually more comfortable than I had originally thought it would be. Looking at it from across the room it was attractively decorated, but looks hard and stiff. Now, as I lay upon its feather-like softness, I wished to never move from its comfort. 

My breathing had subsided, but Mike still struggled to slow his. His breath weaved through my hair as we spooned together on top of the covers. The tiny cabin had heated up quickly, which made our little love nest quite comfortable. If I were to return, I would prefer to stay in this small cabin to the one I had rented. Maybe someday I could. 

Thoughts of having to leave invaded my peaceful being. It saddened me, but I prayed we would see each other again. ‘Maybe if I called my boss and told him the weather had prevented me from leaving …’ I thought to myself. It was useless, my boss could see through any lie.

We both drifted off to sleep as we listened to the wind outside of the small cabin. The warmth from the fireplace lulled us despite the wicked way the wind was whipping around the old logs that supported its frame. I fell asleep wondering if the cabin would still be standing when we awoke. It didn’t seem to bother Mike, so I relaxed into his arms, forgetting my worries.

3. A Story of True Love

About an hour had passed when I suddenly awoke to a chopping sound close to the cabin. I discovered it had grown chilly inside. Mike was nowhere to be found … and where he had been lovingly holding me was erect with frigid goose bumps. I got up and quickly dressed to warm myself. The fire had burnt down so far that only a few embers were glowing under the ash. I peaked out the window by the front door to see if I could find what was making the chopping sound outside. Over to the right I caught a glimpse of the stream flowing between the cold snow-covered banks. I could see nothing that would have made the noise I heard. 

Then I peered to the left. I could barely see the edge of Mike’s house as it sat majestically within the trees atop the steep hill. As my eyes lowered I glimpsed, out of the corner of my eye, movement towards the edge of the cabin. I looked closer. Just as I began to worry some stranger had stumbled upon his secret hideout, the person stepped out to set something down. I almost laughed at myself, for allowing my imagination to get the better of me. Because, as he came into sight, I discovered it was Mike bundled up in a winter parka warm enough for an Eskimo. 

Mike was out there chopping more wood for the fireplace. I did end up laughing out loud at myself. I was being too silly thinking it was some axe murderer. Maybe I had been watching too many scary movies recently, as I sat at home with nothing to do. I would have to find something more constructive to do at home from now on. Mike stacked a few pieces of freshly chopped wood in his strong arms and headed towards the front door. Just before he had a chance to turn the knob I opened the door to let him in. “Well, Sleeping Beauty is awake.” He quipped. “I woke up about an hour ago.” 

“What?” I replied with question in my voice. “I thought we had only been asleep for about an hour.”

He smiled at me and asked. “ Did you check the time on the clock above the fireplace?” I nodded in agreement. I had depended on it for the time when I awoke. “Well, that clock hasn’t worked in like 20 years.” He began to laugh. “I just keep it around because it belonged to the old man that used to own this place.” Mike piled the pieces of wood by the old fireplace and removed his outerwear to let it dry. Then he continued telling me the story behind the mysterious clock. 

“Old man Miller’s wife became really sick a couple years before she finally passed on. She loved the clock. She often told him it held special powers of time. She was a superstitious woman. She had noticed over a period of time that good things that happened in her life seemed to happen about the time the clock struck two in the afternoon. She had noticed it often enough that she felt it was her ‘lucky’ time.” 

I listened intently to his interesting story and wondered if it was true. “Well, one day after she was diagnosed with cancer and she was told there was nothing they could do for her, Old man Miller stopped the clock. He told her that if it did have special powers of time, then it would slow down her imminent passing. He wanted to believe. Each day he prayed after his wristwatch passed two in the afternoon. She had survived another day.” Mike’s story was so sad it brought tears to my eyes, as I listened to what I felt was soon to be the ending.

I could tell the story affected him too, whether it was true or not. He must have had a special bond with the old man to keep such a story close to his heart for so many years. He continued. “Well, one day in the middle of April as the wild flowers began to bloom on the hillside, his wife asked him to reset the clock. She made him promise to wind it often and never let it quit running again, as she wanted him to join her in heaven. She felt her time was near. 

As he rewound the clock for his wife, all the while promising her he would come to her in heaven, she slipped quietly away. When the clock was wound as much as it could be, he peered down at the wristwatch he wore everyday, taking notice of the time. It was one fifty-nine in the afternoon. He gasped as he realized the significance of the time. He sat the clock down on the mantle carefully and turned to his wife across the room in her bed. She had passed on with a smile on her face.” Mike choked out those final words as I listened intently. 

A single tear trailed down my cheek. So sad, two people so in love that they had a connection beyond what most would ever experience in life. “Did he ever reset the clock or did he just let the time wind down until one day it stopped?” I asked.

“He just let it wind down, hoping it would signify the end of his time as well. He ended up living another 15 years beyond her death, each day missing her so.” Mike leaned in close to my face and kissed me gently on the lips. The story had affected us both. Time was too short in life to take for granted the things that mean the most. Our final hours would be filled with love, affection, and adventure to fill our minds with memories until the next time we would be together. I was surer now than ever, that we would find a way to see each other again.

“I called up to the office and asked Ben if he would run into town and pick up dinner for us. Hope you like pizza with everything but anchovies.” He smiled as he imagined me with a dead fish sticking out of my mouth. Mike found humor in it, but it made me gag.

“Good choice. If you had gotten the anchovies you would have been eating alone.” I made a sickening sound come out my mouth, as I faked a gag reflex. He laughed hysterically at my sensitivity to the poor defenseless fish. It was kind of funny, but the whole idea left a fishy taste in my mouth. 

“Ben should be here in about twenty minutes. Care for a quickie?” The smirk on his face told me he was half kidding, but as he pulled me closer the bulge in his pants told me he’d take me if I so much as began to utter the word yes. I kissed him full on the mouth with desire and need. His question had aroused my interest and the wet valley between my thighs.

Our tongues teased and tasted as we melted into each other’s arms. Just as the kiss had become deep and intense, both of us showing signs of arousal, we heard a buzzing sound in the far-off distance. I knew it was a snowmobile as the noise got louder the closer it became. Was dinner here already? ‘Damn’ I thought to myself.

“Sounds like Ben coming.” He simply said. We left the serenity of our embrace in anticipation of it being him. Mike moved to the window by daybed and peered out into the distance. About a quarter of a mile away, against the whiteness of the snow, he saw Ben’s red outerwear perched upon his sled. “Yep, it’s Ben.” He said with certainty. 

As he passed me, on his way to the front door, he commented. “You and I will continue from where we left off, as soon as we rest our stomachs after dinner.” He gave me a knowing smile and a pat on the ass. “From experience, I’d say you make quite a dessert, that I can’t wait to feast upon.” I gave him my best ‘come and get it’ look, secretly daring him to skip dinner and go straight for dessert. 

4. The Invitation

Ben seemed like a nice guy. I guessed he was in about his late twenty’s, but later found out he was indeed in his mid thirties, married and had three children. He gave Mike a bit of a hard time, as he noticed the reason for Mike’s absence at the ‘Guy’s’ Friday Poker night. 

“Ahh, now I see why you weren’t there Mike. Will you be missing next weeks game as well?” He grinned devilishly at Mike and jabbed him playfully in the side with his elbow. “Does your Dad know your enjoying the company of one of his renters?” Ben asked with an ‘I’m going to tell on you’ tone in his voice. Of course he was kidding, but he stopped at nothing to give Mike a hard time. 

Mike laughed at Ben’s antics and then blackmailed him with his knowledge, “You know Ben, if you don’t forget about it, I’ll tell your wife how you’ve been checking out the lady in cabin six.” Mike winked back at him with a ‘I got ya now’ look on his face. 

“Oh hell Mike, your no damn fun.” Ben knew he wouldn’t tell. Somewhere there was a written law that, men among friends never told on each other. Ben nodded at me as he excused himself. “It was nice to meet you. Give this ol’ man a hard time would ya?” I don’t think he realized the unintended pun that escaped his mouth, but I assured him I would indeed do just that. 

Mike closed the door behind Ben. Setting the pizza down on the small table he asked if I wanted something to drink. I nodded my reply, as he reached down to retrieve a couple Pepsi’s from the mini refrigerator. 

“So, do you entertain many of your Dad’s guests?” I couldn’t help it I had to ask. Ben’s remarks had left me with a tinge of jealousy I hadn’t expected to feel. Almost as soon as the question spilled out my mouth, I regretted having said it. Who was I anyway, to ask him such a question? I was here for only one more night. Tomorrow, by noon I would be headed back to the airport and on my way home.

He didn’t seem to take my question offensively. Actually he seemed rather amused by it. I didn’t find it funny though. My feelings had gone beyond the ‘Weekend fling’ stereotype. 

“Honestly?” he was asking me if I wanted the honest answer or a fabricated answer to make it easy on me. I nodded a yes, but wished I hadn’t. I already knew that, as long as he’d been working for his Dad, there had to be a woman or two that turned his head. “I’m not accustomed to ‘entertaining’, as you put it, my Dad’s guests. There was one about five years ago that aroused my interest in more than one way, but that was long ago. You’re here now with me and I can honestly say you’re the only one that has made me feel anything in a very long time.”

His reply made me feel somewhat better, but I wondered what ‘she’ had been like. Was I his normal type? “I shouldn’t have asked you that Mike, I’m sorry. It’s really none of my business what has happened in your past. How about if I just shut up and we enjoy our pizza and the rest of the day? It’s already fading away so quickly.” Sadness set in. It was nearly six. Within 24 hours I would be back home in my lonely apartment, wishing I were still here. 

“I agree. Let’s just enjoy the rest of the evening.” As if Mike just realized how fast the time had flown, his grin faded to sadness. “Hey, taste your pizza.” He said trying to quickly change the subject. “The Pizza Shop makes the best damn pizza’s around.” I had lost a bit of my appetite, but took a bite to please him anyway.

Once I had finished chewing my small taste I agreed, “Mmm this is very good pizza.” It really was, but I wasn’t convincing with my half-hearted comment. I gave in to my previous hunger and ate two slices. Perhaps later I would feel like eating more.

“What do you want to do after we’re done eating Mike?” I asked. “Are we staying here for a while longer or do you want to head back to the cabin?” It was lovely in his little secret place, but I realized there were no bathroom facilities and soon I would need them.

“Well, I thought if you were interested we’d head up to my cottage for a while before returning to your cabin.” I readily agreed. I had hoped to get an inside peek at his home. His personality would surely be displayed throughout his house and I would get to know him even better. I wanted to know him inside and out.

“I’d love that.” I said with a smile.

“Good, then let’s finish up here and head on up before it gets too dark.” He felt relieved to see me smile finally. It eased the tension that had suddenly built up between us. 

The invitation had been delivered. We cleaned up after ourselves, so as not to leave his hideaway a mess. Gathering a small bag of trash to dispose of up at his cottage, we bundled up in our winter wear and headed up the steep hill leading to his home. I felt I had been invited into the King’s castle, as suddenly I felt nervous. What surprises about Mike would be unveiled once I stepped inside his home?

I was pretty tired out once we reached the top of the hill. I hadn’t climbed a hill like that since I was about eight. Back when nothing bothered you in your quest to get to the top, to then turn around and slide back down on your toboggan. Those were youthful carefree days of yesterday. When we finally reached the top I asked to stop for a moment. Mike laughed at me playfully. Of course he had made this journey hundreds of times, so he was better equipped to endure the steep incline. “You’d think after a weekend of wild sex you’d be ready for a marathon.” He chuckled as I gave him a look warning him, ‘if he said another word I’d let him have it.’

My breathing slowed as I answered back, “Well, if you hadn’t been almost running up the hill, I would have had an easier time of it.” I stood upright from the tree I had been resting against and turned to continue our hike upwards. As I turned, I looked up to see an old very rustic cabin, twice the size of my rental, standing before us. Snow clung to the full size logs that made up its outside walls. For a brief moment I felt as if I had gone back in time to the late 1800’s. At least until the noticed the very modern car parked out in the drive leading up to the side of his cottage.

5. Into the Past

The cottage had been kept up very well, but you could tell it had been there for quite a few years. “How old is your cottage Mike?” I asked. I was immediately interested in its history. 

“It’s been standing here for about 95 years. At least that’s as far back as we have been able to trace its ownership. About 1912 it was turned into a bunkhouse for the local woodsmen, after the original owner died in a gunfight over land rights. Later, it became a private home again. Then in about 1945, the people my father bought this place from had used this as their private home and office for the cabins my Father owns today. They sold him about 50 acres, but since he’s grown older, Dad has sold off some of the property, keeping only the ten cabins he rents, this place and the small home my parent’s shared. Dad gave me this place after I got out of college.” Mike paused a moment in quiet contemplation. “I think you’ll like it inside. I’ve modernized, but the old world charm still exists, even among the modernized bathroom facilities.”

“Oh thank goodness.” I laughed at my private thoughts. “I was hoping you wouldn’t say I had to use an outhouse.” Mike laughed jovially at the look of certain displeasure on my face. The scene running through my thoughts, of me sitting upon a cold wooden hole, made me shiver with fear. The only thing I kept imagining was some wild animal crawling frantically out of the hole. Scrambling aimlessly to quickly depart before I used the facilities. I did smile eventually, as the scene played out rather comically in my head. 

Mike motioned for me to follow the shoveled path around to the front door. For a single man, I was impressed with how he took the time to decorate the front door with a seasonal wreath. I found his Mother’s touch had rubbed off. Some of her original decorating still adorned his cozy home, I noticed, as I entered the front entryway. Mike took my coat and hung it neatly in the small closet by the front door. I removed my boots and left them to dry on the braided rug that lay nearby. 

As I stepped further into the room I found that the main room was fairly large. It was also the center of the house. The noticed that the bathroom was to the back of the room, as I quickly excused myself. I had needed to use it for some time now. Mike waited patiently on the couch, which stood in front of the old stone fireplace, that was oddly placed on an inside wall. Mike noticed my questioning glance, but waited to explain the uniqueness as he led me through the house.

“Well, the living room you’ve seen. It used to be the main social room for the woodsmen, doubling as their mess hall.” Mike walked over to the left of the spacious room, leading me into what was the kitchen. “This used to be the original kitchen. When I moved in the old wood cook stove was still in use.” He began to chuckle, mostly to himself. “After burning a few dinners I decided it was time to upgrade.” Modern appliances now stood proudly in place among the old fashioned theme that still overpowered the quaintness of the room.

We left the coziness of the kitchen. Walking back through the main room we entered a doorway to the left of the fireplace. Though I had never been there before I felt I had been. I knew before he completely opened the door that it was his room, his private den for passionate lust-filled moments. The room was tastefully decorated with old-fashioned charm. Either I had an original romantic on my hands or his Mother had more say in his personal taste. “As you can probably tell Mom decorated this place for me. A part of her is everywhere within these walls. Of course she did discuss what I wanted before she started, so what you see is as much me as it is her.”

Rich, deep, masculine colors of burgundy, forest green and gold adorned his room. Exquisitely well-done paintings of days gone by hung upon his walls sparingly, displaying the same dark rich color scheme. His bed resembled the one I had in my cabin, but with a much more ornate headboard. One crafted by hand, by some obviously talented woodcarver. I was right about him being somewhat of a romantic, as I noticed carefully placed candles about the room. An ornate incense burner sat upon his dresser top, ready to be used. “What flavor do you burn?” I asked. We had so much more in common than I originally anticipated. 

He had been watching me closely as I scanned his room. He knew I was assessing his truthfulness of which he was, by carefully analyzing his surroundings. He hadn’t lied; he was who he said he was. “I believe it’s Musk that’s in there right now.” He replied, smiling at my obvious appreciation. “Would you like me to light it?”

I nodded an enthusiastic ‘Yes’, as I moved about the room, noticing his military medals and personal sentiments displayed. Much to my surprise, a fireplace was up against the same wall that the one in the living room was on. I smiled, as I imagined a fiery glow emanating from it’s rocky interior. Both fireplaces appeared to be the ones built with the original foundation of this home. I liked that he appreciated history and sentiments of days gone by.

“This was the Master bedroom of the original owners. Beautiful isn’t it?” I had to agree wholeheartedly. The man he spoke of must have been a romantic soul himself, as I saw the scenic landscape beyond the large picturesque windows to the south and west. The small cabin we had been in just a short time ago, sat at the bottom of the hill nestled among sweet smelling pines along the free-flowing stream. It looked like a picture out of a photographer’s magazine that took first place in some contest. It was truly a breathtaking view. 

I had subconsciously moved towards the sunlit window to the south, to admire the view I speak of. I stood there for what seemed like an eternity, admiring it. I heard my breath exhale in a sigh of appreciation for what I saw, as I felt his arms slip around my waist. He stood behind me quietly, with much less demand than before. Mike was sharing our intimate space in quiet contemplation, admiring the same view as I. I felt his hot breath caressing my soft flesh along the hairline on my neck. Tiny new hairs arose in arousal with each gentle wisp of hot breath. I allowed a low sensual moan to escape my lips, as my head slowly fell back against his shoulder and chest.

His grip around my waist tightened, as he pulled me in closer against his excited maleness. The scene that set before me was one of forbidden perfection. I melted sweetly into its warmth. Now, so caught up in the old world charm and romance, I gave in to his searching touch. With eyes closed to the here and now; I imagined myself and Mike in early 1900’s attire on a cold winters eve, standing before the window to admire the scenery, against a backdrop of historic romance. 

I wondered if it was like this for the original owners, as they reveled in their uninhibited sexual desire. Were they as uninhibited as we found ourselves to be? Or was it a sin to desire, so recklessly, the flesh of your own wife back then? I imagined instead unbridled passion that flowed freely between the Master of this home and his wickedly arousing mistress. Yes … that was more like the scene I imagined. 

Gentle caressing kisses covered the flesh of my neck, as Mike lingered to inhale the scent of my perfume. I heard him sigh. I understood it as I too, was feeling the lust-filled pangs of need. The sweetness of our last night together would forever be imprinted on these walls, as he struggled helplessly with each passionate memory. I would be going home soon, with no reminders upon my walls or in my bed, only memories stored lovingly within my heart. 

Mike’s hands began to explore my voluptuous curves with more eagerness. His lust was rising once again, enticing me with his untamed prowess. “You feel so good Laurie.” He dared to whisper. I moaned, as I responded to his touch. His fingertips teasingly played my nipples through my clothes. They hardened to display their erectness unmistakably. We watched ourselves in the window as our images played out against its mirror-like surface. The soft lighting lent a romantic background, as I watched, aroused, in the growing darkness of the outdoors. “I want to christen this room with the smell of your scent and gentle touch. So that I may feel you long after tomorrow.” His words brought forth wetness between my legs.

“I’ll leave you with lasting impressions to intoxicate all your senses Mike. I want you to think of me and remember our time together with intense passion.” I wanted him never to forget me, as I would not forget him … ever. His lips continued to invade my fading resistance. His fingers played expertly along the curves of my body. I took his hand in mine and led him to forbidden territory. A part of me I had surrendered the first night we were together. He loved it when I led him in erotic foreplay.

With one hand cupping my left breast and the other between my thighs, his kisses intensified. He took my earlobe between his lips and sucked hard on it, nibbling its small soft skin. He breathed short erratic breaths into my ear. “Do you want me?” I asked. I knew that he did, but somehow asking the question heightened the experience.

“Oh yes … so very much.” He replied breathlessly. Soon his need would be out of control. I wanted him to take me like the Mistress I had become. I wanted him to deny me purposely, make me wait. Then take me hard and fast, as if he too could not wait another moment. 

I turned to face him, abandoning our vision in the reflective window. I wanted to taste his lips. I wanted to tease his tongue playfully with mine. Mike kissed me hard, as his mouth pressed firmly against me. His tongue slipped between my sweet tasting lips. Our bodies danced to the slow rhythm of our undeniable desire. We embraced this way for a moment of eternal bliss.

“Yesss … Oh Yesss, take me.” I said loudly within my head. I begged for more. “Touch me … leave your brand of love against my flesh.” I uttered not one word, but he somehow felt my needs. Mike quickly removed the material that kept him from my bareness. Then in turn removed his shirt, so that my breasts pressed hard against his manly chest. He removed my hair accessory holding a loosely kept bun. My golden locks fell alluringly around my face, to lie upon my naked shoulder. Mike ran his fingers through the corn silk softness of my hair. I could detect his undying admiration within the depths of his eyes.

As we passionately embraced to share a kiss, I thought I could hear voices from the past whispering encouragement. I don’t know what it was about his place that suddenly flooded my imagination with old world memories but I felt as if the spirits of long past were encouraging our passion, our desires. ‘If only these walls could talk I’m sure there’d been plenty of passion among them.’ I thought to myself. It seemed crazy, but I think they really were trying to communicate.

Our hands explored aroused flesh, as we melted into each other. Our kisses deepened. I knew not anymore where I ended and where he began. Mike reluctantly slipped from our shared embrace. “Laurie, I’d like to make things more comfortable if we can take a little break.” I could see his emotions fighting with him, even as he uttered the words. I nodded in agreement, even as I refused to move. I couldn’t move. I wanted him to take me back in his arms and never let go.

“Is there anything I can help with?” I asked. Maybe if I had something to do besides watching the muscles ripple in his chest and back, I might be more willing to wait. 

He replied with a ‘No’ as he hurriedly stacked a couple of logs in the fireplace. “Sorry for the interruption, but if I don’t start a fire it will get pretty chilly in here before long.” He seemed as irritated with the delay he had no choice but to take. With a flick of his wrist the match he struck lit up with fiery intent. He lowered it slowly toward the kindling and the paper, below expertly stacked logs, and waited for it to catch. In no time it roared with intensity that matched our sexual need.

Mike stood to light a couple candles that stood on the mantle above the fireplace. When he did, I excused myself to use the bathroom. I scurried through the dimly lit living room, as I was unfamiliar with the dark corners and shadows that loomed ever closer. The house Mike lived in didn’t scare me, but I did believe that the spirits of owners past were lurking among the shadows watching, listening, and even cheering for Mike’s latest conquest. 

I smiled at the idea that went through my mind, as I thought for sure I heard footsteps above me on the second floor. My imagination was running away with me. Actually, if Mike hadn’t of stayed with me since my arrival, I probably would of seen more than one shadow move in the cottage I rented too. I wasn’t scared of the dark, but merely in tune with the afterlife since I was a young girl. It was a rarely known fact I shared with few.

Before I left the restroom I saw Mike’s toothpaste sitting on the counter. Having nothing to use, I just put a little on my finger and scrubbed around in my mouth and on my teeth. After having pizza I felt anything would help. 

When I returned to the room I saw Mike’s shadow loomed high along the far wall, as the fire roared behind him in the fireplace. He had it going really nice now, as the room began to warm enough to want to strip my outer layer of clothing off.

Mike turned away from the fireplace slowly, as he placed the poker back in its stand. He smiled devilishly at me, as his eyes traveled up and down my clothed femininity. I knew that look. He wanted to remove every piece of fabric that kept him from my body. “What?” I simply asked blushing with knowing shyness.

“Oh nothing” he replied, “I’m just admiring you. You’re quite beautiful under the mask of firelight. Your soft curves are even more alluring. God help me, but I want you once again.” His eyes took on a look of lustful longing that I couldn’t ignore. I stood there frozen in place as he walked closer ever so slowly. 

“I have a little surprise for my Mistress Slave of Passion. Your Master wants to possess you …” he was standing right in front of me now. His lips were only inches from my face, when he leaned in to kiss me between each group of arousing words. “… To take you” he kissed me again lightly on my cheek. “ … To taste you” his lips tasted mine ever so briefly. “… To love you.” 

With his final admission his lips fell full against mine, our passion coursing with fiery desire. I opened my mouth willingly, allowing his tongue to languorously taste and tempt. I felt weak in my knees, as I held on for dear life around his broad shoulders. 

6. Mistress of the House

My breasts had been bared previously, as I in turn removed his shirt before we parted ever so briefly. Now, both of us wished for the remainder of our clothing to be removed, so that we may feel our nakedness. One against the other, flesh against flesh. The soft hair on his manly chest rubbed ever so lightly against my nipples. Between the chill coming from the large picture window and my arousal, they grew hard. Erect with need to be fondled, pinched, nibbled and sucked. 

Mike’s adventurous hands had slipped between us, as he struggled to undo my pants. He fumbled with the button, his attention still above my waist as he kissed my lips hungrily. His wet lips trailed along the sinewy length of my neck. He was easily arousing my interest, even as he hurried further south to taste my breasts. 

I threw my head back as he finally reached my aching breasts, his tongue licking at my erect nipples. My button let loose, just as he covered the first one with his mouth and drew it in. I heard the familiar sound of my zipper being lowered. Together with my moans of pleasure, it made quite an erotic musical piece … pleasant to the ear and, even more so, arousing to our sex. I could feel the moisture collecting along the cotton lining of my silk panties, just as Mike slipped lower to remove my pants. I stepped out of them carefully as not to part from his searching lips. I didn’t want to separate from the exquisite feelings he brought forth in me.

It was my turn, as he stood back up slowly from his crouching position, his tongue and lips teasing every inch of me on the way. I cradled his head in my hands, as he found my lips again, and kissed him more passionately than I remembered having done before. I needed to burn his taste to my memory before tomorrow came all too quickly.

Finally, I was able to let go, as fingertips teased his manly chest. I could feel his nipples hardening to my touch, pressed against me. My hands took the liberty of undoing his jeans. Then I verbally demanded he remove them for me, “Take those damn pants off Mike. I want to watch you strip down for me.” I said with sensual dominance. I didn’t recognize the voice I spoke in, but knew I felt what I said so bluntly. 

Mike looked at me rather surprised, doing as I asked. He, too, noticed that something was different. ‘It was her’, he thought to himself, “Yet there was an air about her he didn’t recognize.’ Since Mike had moved into this home he frequently felt like he was not alone. It never scared him to realize that, but now he wondered what it was. Before he had always been able to ignore it politely, now he couldn’t. Someone or something else was residing with him in this home. Either way, he found it exciting, this new side of me he was seeing. Mike removed and dropped his pants carelessly to the side, waiting for a new demand from me.

I stood there mesmerized by his nakedness, unwilling to remove my gaze from his growing erection, but my ‘other’ voice blurted out something that even surprised me. “Get on your knees before me! Your Mistress wants her love slave to please her. Punishment will be severe if you don’t comply with my wishes.” Something inside of me had changed drastically, but I had no idea what. I felt like I was being controlled by something else, yet it was still I. All the erotic thoughts I had ever had were being spewed forth by some unknown force. 

7. Mistress' Spirit

Throughout the night my demands went on and on, while Mike obediently did as I requested. I felt the dominance coarse through my body as if it had always been there. ‘Have I always had this in me?’ I wondered in between my well-spoken demands. I literally had Mike at my feet, loving me as his Mistress of Passion. He didn’t seem to mind my new role, but the look on his face told me he too saw the difference in me. As if someone or something had taken over my body, my desires. 

“Lay me down slave and fuck me like I’ve never been fucked before.” Mike took me in his arms and lay me down on the soft bedding carefully, ready to mount me as my love slave. He climbed over me and positioned himself in front of my waiting wet pussy. My legs rose up and over his shoulders, with intent on controlling his every move. His hard cock slipped easily into my tight pussy, as I was wetter than even I could imagine. I slapped his ass intentionally, urging him to begin a nice long stroking rhythm inside my wetness. 

“Mmmm yeah, that’s it my manly slave. Fuck me with that huge cock of yours!” As he slid his cock inside me, I closed my eyes, taking in the moment. The enjoyment I felt was beyond anything I had ever experienced. Maybe it was the Mistress role I took on.

Images appeared off and on through out our love session. Images of a woman dressed in a rich looking dress from years before. I’d say possibly the mid- 1800’s. Her image was so strong at times I felt as if I assumed her personality. The men I saw before me were dressed or undressed rather, but the clothes thrown over old chairs within a very ornate room, this room, was something I’d see in an old western movie. Pants worn from days of working hard, shirts stained from hours of work produced sweat. Guns in holsters I’d only recognize as being from days of old. 

The voices of one or two men could be heard, as well as splashing in the corner of the room, as the men took their turns washing for their Mistress. Her room resembled a dungeon of sorts, with what we would call ‘toys’ in today’s age, but in her time would be thought of as serious reminders of ‘who was boss’ or rather the Mistress of the House. 

My eyes blinked once or twice, thinking the images I saw before me were moments of temporary sexual insanity, as Mike pounded me with his lust. They just wouldn’t disappear though, as I more often than not I was experiencing what I saw before my closed eyelids. I felt as if I had become her…. I was she!

I came back to reality as Mike began to grunt, groan and stiffen with his release. He was cumming inside of me. This whole scene had aroused him beyond even his own expectations. Was it that he wanted to be controlled? Or had he always been a more submissive soul?

When the evening had finally wound down Mike asked me, “Did you see her?” I was surprised by his question, but the look on my face told him I had. “She is quite beautiful isn’t she?” I nodded in agreement.

“But how did you know I saw her?” I asked questioningly. “I mean I know tonight was different than anything we experienced before now, but how did you know I saw her?”

“Because she often comes to me in my sleep Laurie. She invades my thoughts and imagination every moment I’m in this house. At first it was very little, but as time went on, it was every time I stepped foot in this house. It’s as if she tries to possess me… I have to admit to being smitten with her…she’s so very beautiful.”

I agreed with him…she wanted to possess whomever was in this house. “Had she lived here in the past?” I was remembering some of the history Mike had told me earlier and he hadn’t mentioned a woman such as this having lived here. 

“I’m not real sure, I mean the history of this house only goes back so far, but I have found documents that suggest otherwise up in the attic. I think the past owners had found them and just packed them away up there, where they’ve stayed for years untouched. I was up there cleaning up and I found pictures and ledger books for what was bought for this property. I also found something like a personal diary, but I don’t recognize anyone in it as having been a previous owner. I don’t know, I wish you had more time to investigate this with me, as she invades my every thought, she just won’t go away.”

His voice was full of curiosity, yet something scared him about it. Maybe those shadows I had seen earlier were of her, or someone she had wronged in this house. I could see where it would leave you feeling a bit unsettled.

We cleaned up and decided that it would be best if we went back down to my cabin to sleep for the night, as neither of us felt at ease in his home. We felt like someone or something was watching our every move. Once, I even thought I heard a female laugh in the distance of another room, perhaps even the attic. Mike said he’d just grab something and then he’d be ready to go. I never saw what it was he brought with him, but in a very short time we were both ready to leave.

“Do you have a flashlight Mike, it’s gotten rather dark since we left.” I smiled nervously at him, as he quickly agreed with my statement. 

“Yep, Here’s one right here. You ready to go?” he asked.

“Yes, lets get back and have something to eat, I’m hungry.” Mike smiled knowingly at me his appetite was also ravenous after such a long afternoon and evening of lovemaking. 

Once we returned our night was consumed by talking about all Mike could possibly tell me about his home. The past inhabitants and all the history he could possibly tell me. I found it intriguing now that I had experienced, what I felt was the spirit of a woman that had once inhabited his home. What else could it be? We mulled that question over and over throughout the night, hoping to make some sense of it before I had to leave the next day.

As the night wore on I began to pack up the things I didn’t need, as Mike sat sadly by watching me. I too felt emptiness at the thought of leaving. I really didn’t want to, but what would I be able to do about that? I was needed at home and at work. If I weren’t back they’d surely fire me. I wanted nothing more at that moment, then to stay behind and get to know Mike better and figure out the mysteries that lie within his house. 

Who was the woman that changed our last night together? How would she fit into our future? I knew this wasn’t the last I’d hear of Mike or her. She would invade my thoughts until I came back to find out the truth. I later told Mike of my plans to visit again as soon as I could, as I wanted to see him, but I also wanted to find the answers that I knew were within his home. 

Neither of us slept real well that night, both of us wanting answers. Mike had put up with her presence for so long, trying to ignore it, but now he too wanted to know. Who was this woman and why did she reside in his house? 

In the morning Mike and I packed my things into the car and made sure everything was ok in the cabin before we left. He decided to follow me to the airport so that he could say ‘good-bye’ one last time before I boarded the plane. I wish we could of rode together, but my car was a rental that I needed to return once I got there. We would have to just make the most of what little time we would have before I left, in the airport. With a final look at my cabin to memorize the memories within, I headed towards my car. Before I reached it I looked out behind my cottage to take a final look at Mike’s ‘special place’ and then up the hill to his home. 

It was quite a distance, but I swore I could see someone standing in the bedroom window looking down at us. As I blinked; her silhouette disappeared, I convinced myself it was only my imagination. Then up in the attic window I saw a faint light, as if she had resigned herself to the upper floor until, once again, I returned ……
