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​CHAPTER 1
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“Hey, Dad,” Claire said as Peter answered his call. 

“And how are you, sweetheart?” 

“I can’t wait for your trip.”

“I know. I have been putting it off for a long time. But I will be there next week. I promise.”

“And I have already spoken to Mrs Reddy about your accommodation.”

“I am not staying with you. I am booking in to the hotel.”

“No, Dad. You know you can’t stay with me. Space, remember? And besides, the hotel is fully booked. But we have booked you in to the bed and breakfast.”

“I don’t like a bed and breakfast.”

“Dad. This bed and breakfast is different,” she said and sighed. “That is the only option. And I would actually recommend it to you. Ali, uhm, Mrs Jeeves, the owner, goes out of her way to make her guests happy.” Peter snorted. “Dad. I don’t mean like that.”

“When you mention a woman running a bed and breakfast, then I immediately start wondering.”

“She is a widow. And the bed and breakfast is her business.”

“Oh. That is sad.”

“Yes, so Mrs Reddy has booked you in to the bed and breakfast. Whether you like it or not.”

“I don’t want to get there and have this old woman wanting to talk my ear off every time I see her,” he said, and Claire giggled.

“Oh, Dad. She is so pleasant. I promise.”

“All right. What are you going to be doing while I am there?” 

“The same as always, Dad. Working. But I will make sure I see you every day. You said you will be working.”

“Yes. I have a few meetings lined up,” he said.

“Good. See you next week.”

“See you. Claire. This bed and breakfast isn’t a pokey little hole, is it?” Claire shrieked with laughter.

“Relax, Dad. It’s not,” she said and smiled as she cut the call.

Peter smiled and shook his head. He had neglected going home for such a long time. He kept in contact with his family and his daughter Claire, but kept putting off a trip home. He moved away because of his job. His appointment as the Managing Director of the company had been a huge achievement and an opportunity of a lifetime. He earned an astronomical salary with all the perks and saved a lot of money. 

Peter smiled to himself as he left work and made his way home. As he walked in, he looked around his home and grunted. The furnishings consisted of the bare necessities. The lounge suite served its purpose. The fabric seemed worn and threadbare in a few places from age. His home could be compared to a teenager's pad. With minimal furniture and bare necessities. He never entertained. The only people who visited were Claire and his parents. Even though their visits were infrequent. 

He lived on his own. Not because he chose to be a loner, but because he preferred to keep to himself. The lifestyle he chose for himself. Peter didn’t socialise or entertain. He didn’t care for that way of life. His job came first. Peter walked over to his bedroom. The dull and dreary beige colour scheme did nothing to lift his mood. Peter groaned as he lay on his bed. He was miserable and blue and definitely needed to visit home to see his parents and Claire. He needed to prioritise.

Peter lay on his bed. He still didn’t like the idea of the bed and breakfast. The thought of an old Mrs Jeeves or whoever chomping at his ear did not appeal to him. He considered the option of staying with his parents for the week. That idea also didn’t sit too well with him. He didn’t like to put people out, even for a short period of time. His Mum would have to cook meals. “Nah. Just this once. Keep them all happy,” Peter said to himself. He smiled, shook his head and lay back on his bed. He looked up at the ceiling and sighed.
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​​CHAPTER 2
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Alison Jeeves walked from suite to suite. She smiled as she looked at each suite. She had an eye for detail. If anything stood out of place, she would spot it at once. The bed and breakfast was fully booked as always. Alison had established a good reputation for her business. Every cent she made years back contributed to her thriving bed and breakfast. The bed and breakfast that she created featured a double story on a huge plot of land. It started as a plain house when she bought it, and she converted it in to a beautiful double-story. 

There were five huge en-suite suites with a small lounge area in each on the top level. Every suite was roomy and spacious and tastefully decorated. The décor changed continuously depending on the guest. Her staff changed curtains up to three times a week at certain times. They loved working for Alison. Alison treated her staff well, even though hard but fair, she paid good salaries and looked after them. They all lived on the premises in the comfortable staff quarters.

Alison walked down the stairs. She checked on the four suites downstairs. Everything was immaculate. She walked in to the dining room and checked on everything. Alison went in to the huge lounge. The logs sat in the fireplace and were ready for the evening. She smiled as she looked around the lounge and went to check the kitchen. William grinned as she walked into the kitchen.

“I bet you are here for coffee,” William said. He handed her a cup of coffee, and she sighed as she sipped.

“And what is on the menu for lunch?” she asked.

“Today we are having succulent roast pork. With a side of baby potatoes. And our mouthwatering caramelised carrots. Or you can have broccoli. Or—”

“So pork roast,” Alison said.

“With all the trimmings,” he said, and Alison shook her head.

“Sounds divine. And for pudding?” she asked.

“Haven’t got there yet,” he said, and Alison smiled as she walked out of the kitchen. The guests' meals were in good hands. She could rely on her staff.

Alison walked to her reception area. She smiled as a car pulled in to the driveway. She checked her hair in the mirror and made sure her suit was perfect. Alison opened the rather large front door even wider. A luxurious, navy blue top of the range Mercedes parked in one of the parking spaces.

“George,” Alison said. He walked past Alison.

“On to it, Ma’am,” George said, and she nodded and smiled. George walked over to their new guest. Peter smiled as he climbed out of the car. “Morning, Mister Remington, Sir. May I retrieve your luggage?” George asked.

“By all means,” Peter said. George carried the luggage and walked in to the bed and breakfast. Peter followed him inside, and Alison smiled and bowed her head slightly.

“Morning, Mister Remington. I am Mrs Jeeves. Welcome,” Alison said. Peter smiled as she introduced herself. Peter felt welcome by this beautiful woman. He was spellbound and almost speechless. She was a breath of fresh air. She looked as though she belonged on the page of a glossy magazine.

“Good morning,” Peter said.

“Your suite is ready. Please sign the check-in.” Peter followed her and looked her up and down as she walked in front of him. He admired her beautiful figure and the nicest pair of legs he had ever seen. Alison looked beautiful in her suit. She wore a bright cerise blouse beneath her black jacket with her black pencil skirt and stilettos. Sheer black hose completed her outfit. 

Peter smiled as he signed the check-in register. He slowly looked up and admired her gorgeous cleavage and looked straight up in to Alison’s beautiful eyes. Peter’s breath almost caught in his throat. She smiled a lovely smile that reached all the way to her eyes.

“Follow me, please,” Alison said. Peter followed as she walked up the stairs and along the passage. He admired her as she walked. He wanted to put out his hand and touch. Something about this woman really appealed to him. With her perfect figure and so beautiful. She stood to one side. “I hope you will be comfortable Mister Remington.” He looked at his bag, already deposited on a long table. “May I help you with that?” She undid the bag, hung his clothes on hangers and put everything in the cupboard. Peter stared. She left his underwear and personal belongings in the bag. “We have prepared breakfast for you. It should be ready and waiting in the dining room. Downstairs, to your right. We thought you might be hungry after your trip.” Peter smiled as he looked at her.

“Thank you.” He was amazed that they would do that for him.

“We eat breakfast from six to eight. Lunch at one. And dine at six. If you need anything in between, please ask. Fresh coffee is available in the lounge at all times. Please make yourself at home. Ask if you need anything.” Peter was flabbergasted. The bed and breakfast ranked a hundred times better than a hotel. Something he didn’t expect. He had expected an old woman to be running the show. He knew what he required. What he really wanted. But he didn’t think she was on the menu or available.

Peter shook his head. He never thought like that. Alison slowly let herself out and closed the door. She stood in the passage and took in a deep breath. She barely whispered to herself. “Wow!” Her heart raced, and her hands became clammy. Peter was gorgeous. She smiled as she walked. She had never met a more handsome man. When he stood close to her, his fresh aftershave made an impression. So fresh, soft and subtle. Peter had been blessed with broad shoulders, and his body tapered in to a narrow waist with a flat stomach and no belly. 

Alison needed to keep control. She kept reminding herself he was a guest. And she did not fraternise with her guests. She almost groaned. But he was gorgeous and all male. Alison reached the bottom of the stairs and just stood holding on to the bottom of the railing. She couldn’t take her mind off of him. His pitch-black hair was greying slightly. Apart from his beautiful features, his eyes were the loveliest she had ever seen. Alison closed her eyes and smiled. The thoughts zoomed around her head. Would she ever meet anyone? Was there a Peter Remington out there for her? A tremor worked its way through her body.

Peter stood in the suite and unpacked the remaining contents of his bag and packed them away in the cupboard. He couldn’t get over the beautiful woman. She was perfect. She wore a subtle, soft fragrance. He smiled as he looked through the window. She smelled like jasmine. Peter shook his head. “No, that’s not it,” Peter said to himself. He chuckled as he spoke, shook his head and smiled as he looked around his suite. The curtains matched the duvet cover and pillows on the enormous bed. He walked over to the lounging area with ample space to sit and work. 

The whole atmosphere made it feel as though he had stepped in to a home. His own. Even though his home didn’t compare. But this was what it should be like. He smiled as he walked out and went to the dining room. He looked down the stairs and spotted Alison standing with her eyes closed. Her smile was beautiful. 

Alison suddenly opened her eyes as she realised someone was watching her. It was as though she was being caressed from head to toe. He looked at her as she mentally composed herself. She looked up and smiled at Peter, who stood at the top of the stairs looking at her. She blushed a faint shade of pink and walked away. Peter smiled. He had caught her off guard. He wondered what she was thinking. Could it be that he caught her unawares? Had he maybe piqued a little interest? She had certainly piqued his curiosity.

He walked to the table in the dining room, sat down and removed the dome from his plate. He smiled as he looked down at his piping hot, huge farmhouse breakfast. Just the way he liked it with soft eggs. He buttered his slice of toast and looked up as a young man walked through with a carafe of coffee. “Good morning Mister Remington. I am Chester. Would you like a cup of coffee, Sir?” 

“Thanks, Chester.” Chester smiled as he poured. He left the carafe of coffee on the table and quietly walked away.

Peter smiled to himself. Normally, in a hotel, the waiters are dressed in grotty uniforms. The staff at the bed and breakfast wore black suits with a white shirt and necktie. He noticed Chester wore a thin leather tie. Not outdated or outlandish. But his personal touch. And their suits fit properly. They even looked comfortable. They looked like businessmen, not waiters or porters. Peter smiled to himself. He had only met two of the staff members, and they looked happy. No false smiles. They seemed to be thrilled to be there. There was nothing false about them.

Peter ate every morsel on his plate, drank two more cups of coffee and looked around the room. He enjoyed the homely atmosphere. The bed and breakfast had surpassed all expectations. He sat on his own in the dining room, but he didn’t feel lonely. Peter smiled to himself. He didn’t really know what he had expected. But he hadn’t expected the comfortable surroundings. As if he were in his own home. He stood up, walked out, walked through the lounge and took a stroll on the property. 

He admired the swimming area with the deck chairs, a few huge umbrellas, tables and chairs. He strolled along, looking at the row of plants. He looked through the greenery and spotted a vegetable patch. Peter walked around and looked around the corner. The enormous vegetable patch had been well hidden and perfectly tended. The guests probably didn’t even realise it existed. And they probably didn’t realise how fresh their food was either. He walked back towards the house, smiling. Peace and calm seemed to fill his being. Peter felt relaxed and stress-free.

He turned and looked towards the end of the property. He spotted the house with rooms at the top. He took a leisurely stroll down to the empty house. The rooms above the house weren’t rooms at all but looked like flats. The house had parking bays with shaded netting. He turned the knob of the front door of the house and smiled as he walked in and admired the huge rambling house with lovely wooden floors. It had an enormous kitchen and dining area. The bedrooms were big. The rather large main bedroom had an en-suite bathroom. The other bedrooms were also a nice size with en-suite bathrooms. 

Peter looked around, and it was empty. It hadn’t been used for a long time, it seemed. But it had been kept clean with not a speck of dust or dirt. It was a lovely house. Peter walked back into the main bedroom and walked in to the bathroom. He spotted a huge towel neatly hanging over the towel railing. A bottle of bath salts had been left on the edge of the bath, and a bar of soap in the soap dish. He looked around and spotted the CD player behind the toilet. It had been put discreetly out of sight. He pulled it out and smiled. He opened it up and looked at the CD. It was a mix of hits. As he switched on the CD player, he almost dropped it on the floor. It had been set on full volume. Peter bellowed with laughter. Whoever had been there, and he guessed it had been a woman, really had the music blaring forth. 

He listened to the song and smiled. ‘Where’s your mamma gone’ was the first song. Peter sighed and smiled. He took a deep breath and could smell the bath salts. “Vanilla?” he asked no one in particular, shut off the CD and replaced it where he had found it originally. Peter frowned. He recognised the smell, but he didn’t know from where.

He closed the door and walked back to the main building. He stopped, turned around and took another look at the lovely home. It was comforting. The whole place had the same atmosphere. That feeling when you walked in to your home, and you wanted to kick off your shoes. That’s how it felt. Peter was curious. He walked around the house and walked down the hill. The chickens were housed in a henhouse right in the corner. He walked up and took a look. There were chickens by the dozen. He shook his head. Even the eggs served to the guests were fresh. From their own chickens. He looked up and spotted all the baskets and smiled to himself. The bed and breakfast was more like a self-catering household.

Peter slowly walked back to the bed and breakfast, walked up to his suite and picked up his keys. He walked out and climbed in to his car. He was relaxed and at peace. He smiled as he drove off, and Alison smiled as she watched him go. She knew exactly how he felt. She could see it in his body language.
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​​CHAPTER 3
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Peter arrived at the bed and breakfast just before one. He walked straight to the dining room and sat down to lunch. Two other guests had already been seated. He nodded and smiled as he sat down, and Chester walked in to the dining room and served lunch. Peter stared at the wonderful meal. There was fresh bread on his table. Chester smiled as he poured a cup of coffee. He spoke quietly. “Can I get you a drink, Mister Remington?” Chester asked, and Peter shook his head.

“Coffee will do me fine, thank you, Chester.” Chester nodded and smiled as he poured the coffee and left the carafe of coffee on his table. Peter smiled to himself. The other men drank alcohol. The carafe of coffee had been left on his table. He wondered how the owner would know his little quirks. He didn’t have to keep asking for a refill. The coffee was fresh and strong.

Peter glanced over as Alison walked up and down briefly, chatting to everyone to make sure they were comfortable. She gave each person just enough attention but didn’t have lengthy conversations or bombard them with questions. He saw she never touched anyone. There was never any physical contact. Not a hand on a shoulder or an arm. And if she did put out her hand, it would be on the table. Just a finger. She smiled as she walked up to Peter. “All fine, Mister Remington?” Alison asked, and Peter nodded and smiled.

“The house down the way. Is that going to be an extension to the bed and breakfast?” Peter asked, and Alison smiled and shook her head.

“Not quite,” Alison said. 

“It gets used?” he asked, and Alison blushed. Peter looked her in her eyes. Oh, he knew who used that bathroom.

“Not that I know of, excuse me, Mister Remington,” she said and moved away from the table. She hid her smile. She didn’t like her guests knowing what she did in her spare time. And she so loved lying in that bath with the jets on and singing at the top of her voice. Peter smiled. That was definitely her territory. And she had told a white lie. He had seen it in the hidden smile. Oh, he had seen her trying to hide her smile.
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Peter rolled over and hit his alarm at six. He opened his eyes. He rubbed his eyes and slowly sat up, and saw the steaming mug of coffee next to his bed with three rusks on a saucer. He made himself comfortable and laughed as he shook his head. Peter sat and dunked his rusks and drank his coffee with a smile on his face. He wondered who had put the coffee there. This was so much better than home. It felt like he was in his own home, and the coffee next to his bed was normal. He wondered what it would be like to have a wife. Someone like Alison. Bringing him coffee in bed in the morning. Peter smiled and stretched. He felt like a new man. Peter closed his eyes. He had woken up with an erection. He couldn’t get Alison out of his head.

He stood up, had his shower and dressed. Peter took out his laptop and read his email. He looked at the time and walked downstairs for his breakfast. “Good morning Mister Remington. I trust you slept well,” Alison said. Peter smiled. He had slept well. He had slept exceptionally well.

“Thank you, Mrs Jeeves. I slept like a baby.”

“That is all that matters. A good night’s rest.” He smiled and nodded. She had a beautiful laugh. Peter admired her as she walked. Skillfully made up and every hair in place. She was dressed in a white suit with a black blouse. He looked down at her hose. He wondered whether she wore pantyhose. It was quite warm, but she still wore hose. Would she maybe wear thigh highs? Peter smiled, shook his head and went for breakfast. Just the sight of her had him thinking wayward thoughts. But he could imagine her in thigh highs. Peter almost groaned at the thought.
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Every time Peter saw Alison, his heart rate sped up, and he could feel a strange sensation throughout his body. He felt like a teenager. It was almost as though he had a heavy crush on her. He couldn’t explain his emotions. Peter hadn’t even experienced emotions like this when he had met Claire’s mother. Peter snorted and had to control the anger that crept inside his body. Just the thought of her created anger and feelings of rage. When he saw Alison, it was as if she cast a ray of sunshine on everything. When he chatted with her, they spoke naturally. The way old friends would. 

When he lay in bed at night, all he could think of was Alison. And he had already had wild dreams about her. Erotic dreams, but also dreams filled with passion. He woke up some mornings thinking that he had actually lived the dream. That he had touched her body, and that she had made love to him. That had never happened in his life. He even woke up in the mornings with an erection. That had never happened before, and it happened every single day.

Peter sat in the comfortable lounge. He wondered what Alison did on a Friday evening. Peter had just eaten his supper and saw Alison slip out of the front door carrying a tog bag. He heard the comment around the corner from one of the staff members. “Mmmhh burra burra mmmhh. Bat her up!” Chester said, and Peter heard the giggle.

“Shhh!” Alison said, and Chester laughed as she slipped out through the front door.

Tanya and Chester came around the corner. They didn’t realise anyone was around to see them. Tanya stood at one end and made as if she was holding a bat and leaned over and wriggled. He listened and heard Chester. “Whoosh!” Chester said, and Tanya grinned as she hit with the imaginary bat. “Strike one!” Chester said, and Tanya stood to the ready and got the imaginary bat in place. “Whoosh!” Chester said, and Tanya smashed the imaginary ball with the bat and looked up in to the air. She put her hand up as if to shield the sun from her eyes. He listened to Chester. “Out of the ballpark!” Chester said, and they both chuckled and looked up as Peter laughed. Tanya smiled and giggled as she walked down the passage.

Peter smiled to himself. The staff never stepped out of line. But they had fun. He had heard them occasionally. The laughter outside and the chuckling and chatting that carried on while they worked. Alison had a happy household.

Claire walked in and spotted Peter. “Hey, Dad!”

“Let’s go out, Claire. Come.”

“And where are we going?” she asked as she walked behind him.

“Where do they play baseball in the evenings?”

“Only one place. Down at the park. It’s a friendly. You want to go and see? Seriously? It’s only a friendly.”

“Oh yes,” he said. If Tanya and Chester were ragging Alison about baseball, that is where she would be. And he wanted to see. Peter parked the car. “Is this the park? How many people come here?” 

“Thousands. There isn’t any charge at all. The game is just for fun. But some people even make hot dogs. And they sell soda and beer. It’s like a hangout,” Claire said. Peter chuckled as they climbed the grandstand. There were hundreds of people. Everyone settled in to watch the ball game. Claire waved at a few of her friends, who all waved. Peter sat down and got comfortable. He bought them each a soda. He smiled as he listened to the crowd when the first team came on the field. Everyone cheered and screamed. Claire grinned and giggled. “The soccer team,” Claire said. Peter nodded. It really was a friendly game if the soccer team were the baseball team.

He looked at the first batsman who came up to bat. Only it was a woman. She had her hair in a ponytail and wore her peak cap. The crowds cheered. He listened to the chant. “Go, Ally. Go, Ally,” they all seemed to chant.

Claire beamed and yelled. “Go, Ally!” She hit the ball as it came sailing and sprinted. The crowds cheered. There was whistling and screaming. The team comprised of men and one woman. Peter stared at her. It couldn’t be her. They were like two different women. Claire grinned as she chanted. “Go, Chuck. Go, Chuck!” Claire yelled, and Peter grinned. Claire was enjoying the game as much as he did. As someone came on, she would tell him about the person and who he was and what he did for a living. She knew everyone. Claire giggled. “That’s our local doctor,” Claire said, and Peter smiled as he listened. Peter cheered as Alison came in for her home run. She sailed through on her stomach. Alison grabbed the cushion at the base. She looked up and gurgled with laughter. The crowds went wild and cheered. Peter chuckled as she lay on her stomach, shaking with laughter. Her whole body shook.

Roger looked down at her. “I guess that was in Mrs Jeeves,” Roger said, and Alison laughed and nodded. He pulled her up from the ground. They were both laughing. Alison was covered in red sand from her chest to her toes. She dusted herself off, and Roger patted her on the back. “Nice one.” The crowds clapped and cheered.

“Who is she, Claire? Is that Mrs Jeeves?” 

“Yes. That’s Alison,” Claire said. Peter smiled as he looked at her.

“Isn’t she lovely?” Claire looked at him and nodded.

“Inside and out, Dad.” Peter smiled as Alison walked to her team and claimed a few high fives.

Alison’s team won. Claire clapped and whistled. Alison looked up and smiled as she spotted Peter with Claire. She gave them the thumbs-up sign. She could hear her heart as it pounded. Every time she saw Peter, she felt excited. Her insides did a flip, and her nipples tightened up and tingled. Alison let out a quiet groan. The crowds started leaving. The team all went their separate ways. Alison turned and waved. Claire and Peter both put their hands up and waved. He watched as Alison left. Running. Probably to the changing rooms. He admired her in her tight pants and her uniform. Peter smiled as they climbed in to the car. He took Claire for a milkshake at a diner in town. All he could think of was Alison. The way she was dressed in her fitting baseball uniform. Her hair was swept up in a ponytail. She looked like a teenager. They soon made their way back to the bed and breakfast. It was late in the evening. Claire made her way home.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​CHAPTER 4
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Peter strolled upstairs to his suite. He heard someone in the pool and put on his trunks. Luckily enough, Claire had told him to pack swimming trunks. He grabbed a towel and walked to the pool. There were no lights on, which Peter thought rather strange. He spotted Alison at the far end of the pool, leaning on her arms and quietly kicking her legs in the water. She looked relaxed and at peace. He quietly hopped in and swam towards her. “Hi,” Peter said.

“Hi,” Alison said.

“You don’t mind if I join you?” 

“Heavens no. I love the company. It’s not often my guests are up at midnight.”

“That was a good game this evening.”

Alison smiled and let out a quiet chuckle. “I have to release some tension. When I swipe at that ball, it feels so good.”

“You have a lot of tension then?”

“Not really. Only— Sometimes. On rare occasions,” she said and was quiet for a while. She could feel the reaction her body was having to Peter, with him being so close. Even her nipples were tingling. 

“And this would be a some time?” he asked, and Alison smiled and sighed as she looked at Peter.

“Yes,” she said. He looked at her. She was beautiful. Her hair was wet and slicked back, and she didn’t have an ounce of makeup on her face.

“Is there a reason the lights are all off?” 

“Yes. Uhm, Mister Remington.”

“Peter,” he said.

“Uhm, Peter, I won’t be getting out with you. For reasons I will not mention,” she said. 

“Really. And why is that then?” Alison quietly giggled.

“You stay. I will do two lengths. And then I am climbing out,” she said. Peter grinned. She smiled as she went beneath the water and swam under the water all the way to the other side. She came up for air and went down again and swam back towards him. Peter smiled as he watched. She was so graceful as she swam. She came up to the edge and put out her hand. Peter smiled as she came up from beneath the water. “And now I bid thee farewell, kind Sir. Give me a chance to get out of the pool. Sleep well, Peter.”

Peter cocked his head. “Don’t go.”

“I can’t stay,” she said. Peter looked at her. She smiled as she looked in to Peter’s eyes. “Would you like me to switch on the lights?”

“Rather not. I won’t be long. Just a few laps.”

“I will see you in the morning. Enjoy,” she said. Peter looked at her as she swam away. He knew she wanted to stay. He had seen it in her eyes.

Peter looked at her as she swam beneath the water, reached the side and walked up the stairs. She gracefully climbed out, and his mouth hung open. His erection came alive. Alison grabbed her towel and wrapped it around her


d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





