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      Naomi

      I have never experienced such a demanding guest in all my years of running a successful inn. While most tourists understand the quirkiness of an old building, a certain cocky young artist, Caleb, has nothing but complaints about every minor inconvenience. Just when I think I've finally got him settled in, though, things start to go truly haywire. I'm starting to suspect he's inventing problems with his room, just to waste my time and mess with me because he's having some kind of artistic block. He'll soon find out I'm not a woman to be messed with.

      

      Caleb

      Naomi is my muse. I knew it the moment she checked me in to my room at this quaint old inn. I came here for a change of scenery and inspiration, but wasn't prepared for her. The only problem now is I don't want to be left alone to work on my art. I want to paint her. Need to paint her. More than that, I need her near me as much as possible. She may be too busy running an inn to sit and model for me, but I've got bigger plans. And those plans do not involve checking out of this inn anytime soon.
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      Caleb

      

      I stare at this blank canvas, but nothing is coming to me.

      I had thought that a change of scenery from my tiny one-bedroom condo in the city would help. Maybe spark an idea.

      When I found this charming colonial-style inn online, it seemed like the perfect place. Small town, lots of trees, a lake, and rolling hills.

      Plus the name: Fate. Seems like a perfect spot to create my masterpiece. Or anything at all.

      Upon arrival, the entire town took me by surprise. The bustling downtown square had a brewpub, a couple of cozy restaurants, a yarn store, an art gallery, old factories remodeled into shops, offices, apartments, and performing arts centers. Fate really had me at “Home of the world’s largest ball of yarn.” That exhibit on the bustling square led me to pick up a brochure for The Curiosity Spot, which turned out to be a modest hill in some farmer’s backyard, which threw off my phone compass a bit. The woman running the gift shop had quite a gift of gab. She reminded me of my grandmother, so I bought six souvenir shot glasses that I did not need.

      You would think all that exploration would spark something. Or at least help me relax my racing, unproductive thoughts. Why wouldn’t it? Everything around me is charming and wholesome as fuck.

      Something is wrong with me.

      My room, and its view, is the icing on the cake. I have a balcony overlooking the hills and the lake in the distance. It has enough room for my canvas, a chair, and a table with my painting supplies. Straight underneath my balcony is an herb garden. I can smell the rosemary.

      And yet here I sit, uninspired.

      Who am I kidding? I know exactly what the problem is.

      There’s nothing wrong with this inn, the view, balcony, or this charming town, or my brushes or paints.

      The problem is with the owner of this inn.

      When I stare at my canvas, all I see is her face.

      Naomi.

      Even her name is like a song.

      And that’s a problem. I don’t paint people, especially not faces. I do still lifes, landscapes. Animals. Abstract. I don’t do the human form. I’ve never been able to get them just right.

      But something about her, Naomi, makes me want to paint her.

      Her easy smile and accent hit me first.

      “Welcome to the Braeburn Inn. What can I do for you?”

      Already, I’d felt a stirring in my lower half. Shit. Bad timing for a hard-on.

      A temporary brain fog occurred—a hazy pink fog with her being the only thing not blurry in my world—and I forgot what I was doing there.

      “Baxter, Caleb,” was all I’d managed to say. Like I was reading the phone book.

      She’d squinted then, assessing me. My stature? My character? Who knows what secret magical powers she possessed to size me up. Then, she’d smiled and flipped through an ancient-looking leather-bound datebook.

      Babbling to fill the silence, I’d corrected myself. “I mean Caleb Baxter, my last name is Baxter. I have a reservation. I should have started with that.”

      She’d smiled mischievously, and my body responded with a twitching in my drawers. I was a goner. “Oh, I know who you are.”

      Those six words sent me. That had been the moment I’d been waiting for, for my entire career as an artist.

      “You do? Where have you seen my work?”

      The confusion on her face told me I’d made yet another mistake.

      “Oh no, sweetie. I remember you from when you booked over the phone. It was such a unique name, that’s all.”

      “Oh. Right. Sorry.” I could feel my face flood with heat. And yet, my stirring cock didn’t flag one bit. In fact, the longer we talked, the harder I became. My outright humiliation did not matter; my need to be in her presence outweighed all sense of self-preservation.

      “And where exactly would I have seen your work, Caleb?”

      I should never go out in public. I should have turned tail and left right then. I’d wanted to crawl under a bridge and talk to the birds for the rest of my life because I did not want to go on with that interaction. Except, I was transfixed. Frozen to the spot.

      So, I doubled down on my egotistical artist persona, like an asshole. I named a few of the spaces and galleries that featured my work. Plus, my alma mater, which still displayed in a dark corner several of my dust-covered paintings that had won national awards. And, of course, the kicker—a slowly growing portfolio of public murals commissioned by a handful of small cities.

      Naomi had only nodded, biting her bottom lip in a way that made my insides feel like the floor was dropping out from under me.

      “I’m sorry, sweetie. I don’t know much about art.”

      I laughed. “Sometimes, neither do I.”

      The light chuckle that escaped her was like a caress across my skin. “Well, you’re carrying many artistic-looking things with you, so you’re already way ahead of me, darlin’.”

      Oh my god, the terms of endearment were too much. Her accent dripped with it, like sweet tea. I would have married her immediately.

      Her gaze raked over my chest and then back up to meet my stare. She’s stunning, with her blonde-turning-white hair, dancing friendly eyes, and glittering dangly earrings.

      That face is still burned into my brain while I’m on this picturesque balcony, staring at a blank canvas with a brush in one hand and a whiskey in the other to calm my nerves.

      Nothing is coming to me. Nothing, except the fiercest erection of all time.

      Cursing, I stand up and pace around the room, trying to get Naomi out of my head.

      Thinking of how I can possibly get on with my painting.

      I plop down on the bed, the springs squeaking loudly against my weight. I press the pads of my fingers into my eyelids as if that might reset my mind to factory settings. The bed noise brings to mind a fun bout of frisky hotel sex, which puts even more thoughts in my head about Naomi.

      My hand slides up under my shirt, caressing my lower stomach. God, these thoughts have now entered the zone of inappropriate. My hand slides down lower, and I’m unzipping my jeans before I know it.

      Naomi would be horrified, but a quick yank might help clear my head.

      Reaching my opposite hand above my head, I grip one of the posts on the antique brass headboard.

      Sighing, I shove down the waistband of my boxer briefs, freeing my overheated cock. It slaps against my abdomen, the tiny drop of precum already making a showing, a small splattering against my skin.

      “Fuck me,” I grit out angrily. I hadn’t planned ahead for this, and I don’t have any lotion, lube, anything. So, I do the only thing I can do: slather my palm with my own saliva.

      My grip on the cold metal contrasts with the hot, rigid pipe in my other hand as I slide my fist up and down.

      All rational thought leaks out of my head and is replaced by the vision of her face. The purse of her lips, the sweet laugh lines around her eyes. The curve of her neck, the way her wispy hair frames her face, and her accent. Damn that accent.

      Fisting my shaft, I pump hard. The quicker I get this over with, the quicker I can get clear my head to make room for my art. The more I move up and down on my dick, the clearer the picture of her becomes in my head.

      Those glistening lips… I can see them wrapped around me.

      Cursing and pumping. Pumping and cursing.

      Soon, I’m pumping myself so hard and angrily that the bed begins to squeak rhythmically. A remnant of rational thought crosses my mind—I don’t want to break the bedsprings. I grip the bedpost tighter and try to go slower and calmer.

      But dammit, I don’t want to go slow. I need to go hard and fast. As soon as I slow down, it feels like I’m edging myself, and I nearly crack my teeth in frustration. I need to come. I just need to come.

      So I just do it. I pump again and again and again until I’m spraying into her sweet mouth. In my stupid juvenile fantasy, I come down her throat, and she swallows. As I roar out my orgasm, I pull hard on the bedframe. And the brass post I’m gripping snaps off in my hand.

      “Fuck!”

      I’ve been here 20 minutes, and I’m already breaking the furniture.

      Sitting up, I curse again and wipe the jizz off my stomach with the tail of my shirt.

      The odd mixture of relief and shame washes over me.

      Until I realize I have a perfect excuse to see her again.
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