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Chapter One

Unwelcome Visitor

◆◆◆

When I heard a rhythmic banging, it felt like a frightening reality had invaded my dream. I instantly felt troubled and sick, slowly dragging myself into the conscious world where I was ill-equipped to deal with anything or anyone - especially whoever was banging on my front door.

I rolled out of bed, planted my feet firmly on the floor, and glanced drowsily around our bedroom. I felt sluggish, partly from period fatigue but also from a long sexual sojourn the previous day with two men.

Everything seemed normal, except that Jeremy was gone. The banging had stopped, and an uneasy quiet tempted me to lie down and rest, hoping the problem, whatever it was, would vanish. I assumed my boyfriend was dealing with our after-midnight caller, so I rested momentarily, composing myself.

I slipped on my bathrobe and saw Jeremy’s hanging behind the door, so I brought it. Our bedroom was closest to the disturbance, and since nobody else had woken up, I tackled the stairs as quietly as possible, listening to my calm boyfriend reasoning with someone who sounded furious.

“Let me in.”

“I can’t do that, sorry. Why don’t you come back in the morning?”

“Fuck you!”

“Stop shouting. We have children in the house. You’ll frighten them.”

As I strolled through the living room, I saw our front door was wide open, with Jeremy filling the space, standing naked aside from his boxer briefs. I raised an eyebrow, admiring my boyfriend’s physique, especially the tight buns that looked inviting for me to pat.

Jeremy was talking calmly to someone outside who was seething. I handed my boyfriend his bathrobe and stepped around his gorgeous body, stunned by who I saw.

“Get out of my fucking way. I’m here to see my wife.”

“Jack! Please don’t speak to Jeremy like that.”

“He’s in my way, Jess.”

“Now I am, too.”

“I must speak with Annie.”

“It’s probably not a good time right now. Your children are sleeping, as is my daughter.”

“She’s my wife.”

“Annie is my baby, and she always will be.”

“Meaning what, Jessica?”

“I will protect my daughter, especially from an angry estranged husband who flew thousands of miles and has turned up at my front door without giving advance notice. I won’t allow you to start a quarrel with Annie after midnight or in this house ever.”

“I won’t argue with her. I want to talk.”

“Think about the three children in this house, Jack. Do you think Emily and Alfie want to see their Dad rampaging through a house he wasn’t invited to enter? You also have a niece here; think of her too.”

Jack stared me down with a toxic expression rippling uncontrollably and fiery eyes that burned through me with temporary, anger-induced hatred. I was sure he would have forced his way past if Jeremy had not stood beside me. Anxiety built inside me like a pressure cooker containing steam, desperate to release. I had hoped Annie’s divorce would be a simple matter, and now, with Jack here, incandescent with rage, nothing could be further from the truth. 

Jack was always prone to angry outbursts but was usually reasonable once he calmed down. I had always maintained a steady relationship with my son-in-law, although I often found him mean-spirited and petty. I paused so he could consider his poor behavior, not wishing to escalate his attack on my household because that would only create more animosity between him and Annie.

He eyed Jeremy carefully and decided forced entry wasn’t going to work. He shot another toxic glance at me, to which my boyfriend took offense, stepping forward as if to intimidate Jack. I restrained my boyfriend with a calming hand on his forearm.

“I must speak with Annie, Jessica.”

“Is it a family emergency?”

“No. I want to discuss our divorce.”

“Okay. You can do that in the morning. Come back after breakfast.”

“I have nowhere to stay.”

“Ahh.”

Besides knowing her general accusation that he had cheated and forced them apart, I never pursued the detailed reasons for Annie and Jack’s separation. My daughter was in bed with Agnes, a relationship I approved of far more than the tempestuous marriage she was ending, but it wasn’t for me to join the fight. 

“I can’t let you inside my house, Jack. You’ll stew in a bedroom, explode, and try to find Annie.”

“I won’t misbehave.”

“You can’t help yourself.”

“Okay, well… that’s not entirely untrue.”

Jeremy tugged my bathrobe sleeve, and I smiled lovingly at him, glad my protector and beloved was there.

“Jack can stay in the workshop, Jessica. It’s safe, has a toilet, and I have a camp cot with a clean sleeping bag.”

“Thank you, honey.”

Jack simmered, but he had limited options and knew it. My heart raced, and I felt sick because hard times were coming Annie’s way regardless of where my son-in-law slept this troubled night. I contemplated sending him away, as was my right, but his kids were in my home, and he had a right to see them.

“Oh, Jack, if only you had called ahead, this could have been much easier.”

“Why? You would have found a way to deter me.”

“How?”

“I don’t know, but I don’t trust any of you.”

“Okay… the workshop is yours to bed down in tonight if you wish. Please think carefully, though, Jack, because when you come inside the house for breakfast, you are out of here if you raise your voice once.”

“Okay, Jessica.”

Jack looked sullen but turned about and retreated to the end of the deck, staring into the darkness as though it were his life’s abyss. I wanted to offer him a bedroom, and we had plenty, but there was no way I would allow Annie and Agnes to be ambushed. I also wasn’t about to wake up and aim my daughter in her estranged husband’s direction.

I sat on a rattan chair while Jeremy escorted Jack to his overnight digs. As I stared out onto the beautifully moonlit savannah, I reflected on my constant advice to Charlie when our kids bickered with their partners.

Don’t get involved, Charlie.

I needed to heed my good advice, but I was already involved, being the legal homeowner of Jack’s chosen battleground. As much as I wouldn’t allow him to fight like a rabid dog, I couldn’t let Annie do that either.

Unusual, indiscernible, bright-eyed mammals scuttled around foraging just beyond the dark curtain where a line of trees hid them. The scene looked ominous, and primal grunting elevated my tension, but I was safe because they were most likely more scared of me than I was of them.

When Jeremy returned to the deck, I felt more comfortable. We headed back to bed in a silent house, snuggled close, and kissed, unable to sleep immediately.

“Did Jack calm down?”

“Not really. He sounds extremely bitter, Jessica.”

“I know. He’s alright when he calms down.”

“Why did he come here?”

“Because he realized he has nothing and woke up in a bed with no lover and a wife who disappeared with the kids.”

“Why does Jack have nothing?”

“He didn’t work. Jack is an outstanding artist but doesn’t paint what people want to buy. He paints for himself. Annie paid for him through art school and then worked hard to buy their home, car and pay for everything. She always believed his art would sell.”

“But it never did sell?”

“Not yet. I think it could, though. He is outstanding.”

“Do you like Jack?”

“Not so much, but I don’t dislike him either. He rises to anger quickly and jumps to awful conclusions, wagging his finger accusatorily. He isn’t all bad, though.”

“I think he will calm down by the morning.”

“Annie will freak out when she knows Jack is here, Jeremy.”

“Then you’d better wake her up earlier than usual and explain what happened.”

We eventually fell asleep, but Jeremy was gone when I woke at sunrise. I struggled into my bathrobe, feeling even more sluggish than when I was rudely awoken, adding a broken night’s sleep to other recent physical exertions.

When I entered the living room, Agnes was awake, preparing breakfast. She smiled at me and pointed to the front door.

“Jeremy took coffee to our guest.”

“Do you know who our guest is?”

“Yes.”

“Does Annie know Jack is here?“

“I thought it best you explain it to her.”

“Thank you, Agnes.”

I grinned at her effervescent smile and thanked Charlie for giving me such wonderful people in my life. Agnes was no gossip, nor was she one to rub salt in her girlfriend’s husband’s wounds, something I was glad for. My house must become the United Nations building in New York for the day, possibly longer, until a listing ship is righted.

I poured two coffees from a pot warming on a hotplate and added milk and sugar to Annie’s. Then I went to awaken the resting lioness, praying she was more reasonable than her previous mate.

I shook my daughter’s arm gently. She rolled over, looking peaceful and happy. She smiled, stretched, and yawned before rubbing the sleep out of her tired eyes, trying to focus on who offered her a coffee in bed.

“Agne- Jesus! Mom! What’s happened? Are the kids okay?”

“They’re fine, honey.”

“What’s wrong, then?”

“Jack arrived here last night. He slept in the workshop.”

“My Jack… my ex-Jack?”

“Yes, honey.”

“Fuck!”

Annie gripped the coffee mug handle with trembling fingers, tearing up immediately. I wrapped an arm around her shoulders, pulling my daughter tightly into me.

“Did Jack give consent for the kids to travel, honey?’

“Yes, of course, but not forever.”

“That may be why he is here.”

“Emily and Alfie speak with their Daddy every day. Maybe he feels like he lost them, or they asked him to come.”

“Perhaps. All I ask is that you keep things calm.”

“I will, Mom. I have moved on, though. There is no chance of a reconciliation.”

“Maybe Jack didn’t move on, honey, or if he did, perhaps his new romance didn’t work out. In which case, please be gentle, even if provoked.”

“I won’t go back to Jack, Mom. He cheated several times in the last three years. My affection for him died long ago, and I found a new love, but I won’t deprive our kids of their father, nor him of them.”

Annie’s revelation took me aback. I knew Jack had been unfaithful and that their marriage was on the rocks for some time, but I hadn’t realized my son-in-law was a serial adulterer. It didn’t make sense. Although an angry man and unappreciated artist, Jack had doted on his wife in the early days of their marriage.

“How many different women did Jack cheat with?”

“Three that I know of.”

“Bastard!”

Annie sipped her coffee, looking defeated rather than angry or afraid. Something bothered her, and that made me feel agitated.

“Our breakup wasn’t all Jack’s fault, Mom.”

“What do you mean?”

“It was equally my fault. I cheated the same time Jack did the first time.”

“Fuck! Who were you sleeping with?”

“Sarah Campbell.”

“Wow. I know her… Jesus, Annie. You went to school with her.”

“I know. We dated and fooled around in High School, but then, during college, we drifted apart, and I met Jack. The rest you already know.”

“Are you bisexual, then?“

“Technically, yes, because I have slept with both sexes, but back in High School, I knew I loved girls more. The writing was on the wall for Jack and me. He wanted to reconcile, but I jumped with Agnes and won’t turn.”

“Did you continue seeing Sarah once you told Jack about your affair?”

“Jack went off the rails when he found out I was cheating on him and blurted out that he’d done the same. I immediately finished things with Sarah because it wasn’t love with her - just lust.”

“You don’t need to explain this to me, Annie, but my advice stands: please be gentle with Jack. Try to reach common ground for his and the kids’ sake.”

“I will, Mom. I’d better go and see him right away. Where is he?”

“On the front deck.”


Chapter Two

Kicking A Hornet Nest

◆◆◆

Annie’s Point Of View.

I froze like a hare caught in bright headlights, having palpitations and staring at my Mom while feeling sick. I was barely awake, still groggy, when she handed me a coffee, clearly trying to soften the blow. I sipped it, panicking but still enjoying the stimulating tendrils of a rich, dark Kenyan roast with enough sugar to fire up my system.

My body trembled vigorously, and I felt nervous because the inevitable, a reality I had ignored and run away from, finally visited me. I assumed the manifestation of that: an unhappy, soon-to-be ex-husband stood at the front door of my mother’s African home.

“Oh dear, Mom. What have I done?”

“You just said Jack’s gave you permission to bring the children, right?”

“Yes.”

“Then what is he so upset about?”

“He isn’t in a good place right now. Maybe he didn’t understand.”

“Did he sign anything?”

“A lawyer’s letter. We haven’t entered formal divorce proceedings, so there is no need to inform the court. I used the same lawyers who normally represent us, and they had a boilerplate.”

“Just talk to him then, Annie. Jack isn’t so bad when he’s not angry.”

“Is he furious right now?”

“I doubt it. He turned up after midnight and had a few harsh words to say, but I think he was calming down after we spoke. I made the poor man sleep in Jeremy’s workshop because I wasn’t sure how badly he might want to talk to you, and… well-”

“Agnes was in my bed.”

“I have no problem with that, sweetheart. You and Agnes make a fine couple, and you both seem happy, but I wasn’t sure whether Jack knew about you two.”

“I should have explained about me and Agnes to Jack. He’s here because I sent divorce papers without warning, another gross mistake. I keep putting my foot in it because there seems no pleasant way to handle this.”

“Ahh, that will have done it, especially while you are out of the country with his kids.”

“Did I fuck up, Mom?”

Mom fixed me with a kind, confident gaze nodding sympathetically, confirming she believed I had fucked up. Few things phased or knocked my mother off her feet. Until Dad passed away, she was utterly indefatigable, and even that event, as devastating as it was to us all, especially her, hadn’t entirely derailed her life.

“I wanted to get the process kicked off and well underway before returning home. In my head, it made sense because, after the reality of a divorce settled in his mind, I figured a conversation about moving here might be possible.”

“It sounds selfish, Annie.”

“Yeah, it does.”

Mom gripped my hand, entwining her fingers with mine, squeezing reassuringly while my calm and happiness, which was mostly built on recent events, crumbled. I felt distraught and wanted to hide and cry, but I had to talk with Jack to correct my error and for the sake of our children.

“Whatever mistakes you have made, Annie, the solution to them is honesty, and you have that opportunity now, whether you are prepared for it or not. I think Jack coming here is a good thing.”

“Yes. You’re right.”

“Shall I tell him you are showering and getting dressed?”

“Yes, please, but don’t hide his arrival from the kids. If they wake up, please tell them immediately that their daddy is here.”

“Of course I will, honey.”

Mom left, and I sat alone on my bed, surprised when someone knocked on my door soon after. Agnes came in bearing a smile, carrying a plate of pancakes and her mug of coffee.

“You don’t need to knock at our bedroom door, Agnes.”

“This is your bedroom, honey.”

“Where we make love.”

“It is still early days for our love, Annie, and you have young children. I came to make sure you ate something before meeting your husband. Make sure your sugar levels are high.”

“He’s my soon-to-be ex-husband. Have you met Jack yet?”

“I helped Jeremy serve his breakfast on the deck. He seemed nice and was very polite to us, not angry at all.”

“Jack is fantastic until he plunges into an artistic lull. His mood swings from a smile to deep sadness like a pendulum, and when he’s on a downward spiral, that man could drain the positive energy out of any room of happy people in seconds.”

I nibbled on a delicious pancake with the perfect amount of cinnamon to tingle my taste buds. I had known for a long time that I was a lesbian but treated my sexuality as though it were fluid. At times in my life, I enjoyed making love to men, but I didn’t ever truly love a man like I adored Agnes.

At best, with Jack, I closely approximated what we had with what I believed love to be at the time. Now, I knew better.

“I am as much to blame for this mess as Jack is, Agnes.”

“The heart wants what it wants, honey.”

“I want you. I love you.”

“I love you too.”

I grinned as bravely as I could and pointed at my plate and the half-drunk coffee. 

“Thank you for breakfast in bed, Agnes.”

“Technically, it’s breakfast on the bed. We would have to be naked and under the duvet for this to be breakfast in bed.”

“Probably not a great idea this morning.”

“No... I agree. Be nice to Jack, please, Annie. I love the kindness in you.”

I cuddled Agnes, who comforted me immensely. We were of similar age and had so much in common it led to a surprisingly intense and speedy love affair that landed us in bed after a few days.

Explaining to Alfie and Emily that Mommy was a lesbian had been reasonably straightforward. My daughter understood the sexual and marital implications of my choices and seemed not to care, but she had become estranged from her father over two years of bickering while his moods were darkened.

Emily was also obsessed with the reserve and had little interest in anything else, including her parent’s private lives.

Alfie was a different matter. I had tackled him separately about Agnes and me, offering fewer details. I suspected that my son rang the alarm bells during a call with his Dad, much to my shame, not his.

I showered, taking time to soak, lather, shampoo, condition, and carefully style my hair after drying off. I did makeup to boost my confidence and examined myself in the mirror, happy with the result. When lounging around my mother’s Kenyan home, I wore traditional local women’s attire, my favorite being a flowery sundress made by Amma, which I wriggled into now.

For time spent exploring the reserve, I had an entire closet filled with adventure gear, including vented shirts, pants that unzipped at the knee, and hiking boots with Vibram soles.

When I entered the living room, I heard Alfie laughing joyfully and saw through a window that he was playing happily with his father on the deck outside. Emily bowed her head and was reading a book about local birds sitting at the breakfast bar, looking sullen.

When I strolled to the front door, I smiled at Mom and Jeremy, who stood and passed me, heading into the house, each holding one of Alfie’s hands, swinging him. I smiled affectionately at them, patting my son’s head as I stepped onto the deck and saw Jack for the first time in weeks.

When the front door shut, I sat in a rattan chair opposite my husband, staring expectantly at him, unable to judge his mood.

“Hi, Jack.”

“So, I’m an animal now; not allowed to sleep in the house then?”

“You might have called ahead, and a better reunion could have been arranged.”

“I heard you were having another love affair, so I panicked and bolted here. You’re seeing the lady that cooks for Jessica’s house, right… Agnes, I think she said her name was.”

“Yes. I am in a relationship with Agnes.”

“She seems nice.”

“Agnes said the same about you.”

“She doesn’t know me, Annie. I am not always nice, and neither are you.”

“You are still my family and the father of my children. Agnes is a most loving person. She doesn’t need to know you well to offer her hospitable nature.”

“Alfie told me that Mom had a new girlfriend. You might have said something.”

“Did you tell me about all of your girlfriends, Jack? I told you about me and Sarah. I believe I have been more honest than you. We are separated now and owe each other no explanations.”

“Wow, that’s a punch in the face.”

I leaned forward, poured myself more coffee, and offered the same to Jack. He declined, preferring to eat giant, juicy strawberries in a bowl of fresh Greek yogurt. Agnes had brought my husband every possible breakfast option, making as much a fuss of him as she would any family member indoors.

“When I left Maine, you knew I was a lesbian, Jack. Alfie is probably a little confused, but you could have called me to clarify about Agnes.”

“You weren’t always a lesbian.”

“No, that’s true. It’s complicated and not something I want to discuss with you.”

“It seems I have become the loser in every regard, Annie.”

“Technically, you cheated on me first, but I will admit that was only by one week, although I suspect it wasn’t your first time. I behaved no better than you, though, because I would have cheated with another woman at some point, even if you had not done it first.”

“That’s very honest of you, Annie. You never told me that before. I thought the death of our marriage was mostly my fault.”

“I never said that.”

“I know you didn’t. I made my assessment. I don’t mind owning responsibility.”

“I want us both to get closure; honesty is crucial if we stand any chance of fixing ourselves.”

Jack stared at me studiously, processing my body language as if he were about to draw me, which he had done thousands of times, capturing my every truth. His inane ability to seal the truth and essence of all living things in his art had enticed me onto the mattress in his mezzanine studio the day we met. Jack made love to me all afternoon and through the night, as he had done so many others, but I felt more special.

Jack snorted, looked anxious, resignedly shook his head, and finally broke.

“I’ll tell you what I did, but please don’t be upset.”

“Go ahead, Jack.”

“I cheated on you many times, more than a dozen at least - even before that first time you caught me, Annie.”

“Okay… that’s brutally honest.”

“I didn’t come here to fight about who fucked up our marriage.”  

My eyes brimmed with tears, and my heart pounded as though tearing a hole through my rib cage. Jack saw my distress, and a momentary pause to rising hostility ensued. My marriage had been wrecked long before I imagined, but I was determined to own my mistakes, without which I would never reach closure.

“Please don’t do this, Jack. I don’t want to fight about anything. Let’s agree to share the responsibility equally.”

“Okay, okay… I won’t fight. I wanted to be honest. The end of our marriage probably began after we walked out of the church to a shower of confetti.”

“Shall we be friends then?”

He held up his hands, and I saw the friendly, infectious smile of the man I once believed I loved. The beguilement created by our hormones when we met in his art studio carried us through courtship, bringing us to the altar and into two labor wards. It was time to accept that love died when we both indulged in the sins of the flesh.

With divorce, love, and illicit affairs dealt with, I couldn’t figure out what worried my husband.

“Why did you come here, Jack?”

“I want to see my children - desperately.”

“You agreed to us visiting Kenya. I have almost a month left on the approved dates.”

“I know, but Emily won’t join a video call or speak to me. She hasn’t responded to my messages, which is breaking my heart.”

“Have you spoken to her this morning?”

“She knows I am out here and won’t even come to say hi. I dare not step inside the house and risk upsetting your Mom and her new guy - who is also nice, by the way. He looks a lot like Charlie.”

“Yes, Jeremy is lovely.”

It was Jack’s turn to cry, and I saw his chest heave before he bowed his head, planting his face in both hands, sobbing like a baby. I quickly crossed the gap between us, wrapping my arm around his shoulder and burying his face in the crook of my neck.

“Don’t cry, honey, please.”

“I’m losing my kids, Annie.”

“No, you aren’t.”

I didn’t have the heart to tell Jack that Alfie and Emily were dead set on staying in Kenya. It was possible Emily would make the reserve her life’s work. Few people were sure about what they wanted to do with their life by age ten, but my daughter was headstrong, mature beyond her years, and had settled in here like no other place we lived.

Jack raised his head and stared into my eyes with tears rolling down his cheeks. He looked more unhappy than I had seen him.

“I know our marriage is over, and all the money is yours, Annie. I don’t care about houses, money, cars, or any of that shit, but please, I beg you to help me now with our kids.”

“Your problem with Emily has nothing to do with affairs or divorce.”

“I have never been able to reach her, Annie.”

“Did you try, sweetheart?”

“Maybe not, but I am here now and want to try hard. I’ll do anything to win her heart, Annie.”

“I have an idea.”

“What is it?”

“Stay in Kenya with us.”

“Where?”

“I’ll ask Mom if you can have a room near Emily and Alfie. You can live here until we are ready to go home to Maine. Be patient with your daughter; you will win back her heart - she’s just angry with you.”

“Jessica doesn’t like me much, Annie. This is her home after all - also, I think it’s weird that this place is exactly like her home in Maine.”

“Mom doesn’t dislike you. You haven’t shown her or Emily the best of you in a few years, honey. Grumpiness doesn’t suit you and won’t win you friends. Maybe that’s both our fault. There are no winners between us, it seems.”

“At least we might stop losing, though. I lost everything when you came here with our kids.”

“Did you bring your sketch pad, pencils, and charcoal?”

“Of course.”

“Then you have your kids, a sketch pad, and a friend in me. What more do you need?”

I had singularly built our family wealth, loving that I could do that for such a talented husband. Jack’s artistic light shone under a bushel; Emily couldn’t see that now, but Alfie and I could.

I would never have seen my husband short of money before, during, or after a divorce, nor would I have denied him access to our children. He hadn’t sufficiently engaged with Emily or Alfie because he was always too busy working on his next art project to give them the single thing they wanted from him—his time.

Jack shook his head, smiling through the tears. I saw hope, a spark of happiness, and something to build on.

“You know I don’t care about money, Annie. That’s why I lived in my art studio before we met. I love struggling for my art.”

“I know, but we have plenty of money and a nice home in Maine. It’s enough to share and for all of us to be comfortable. Please stay with your children now, and let’s enjoy this place.”

“Are you sure it’s okay with you?”

“Of course I am.”

“I am glad you found Agnes. It pinches me a little, but I know we could never have made it, Annie. We are both too free-spirited.”

“Are you seeing someone now, Jack?”

“No. I’ve been trying to get my art back on track.”

“We have The Paper Shop Nanyuki, which stocks basic art supplies like sketch pads and pencils. Then, if you need an easel, brushes, and paint, there are plenty of places in Nairobi. We could borrow a truck from Jeremy and drive there with the kids.”

“I have no money. My Dad paid for a flight here, so I am broke.”

“We have a joint checking account, Jack, and you have credit cards. I never stopped them or claimed it was all mine.”

“You earned that money, Annie.”

“It’s ours together. I never denied that.”

“I know, but taking what I never earned feels wrong. I wish my fucking art would sell.”

“One day it will. I am utterly convinced you will find your admirers.”

“You always said that and were my greatest fan.”

“I still am, honey. No matter about our divorce, we are always connected through our children, Jack. We are part of the ongoing human story together, forever.”

Jack smiled and looked grateful. I kissed my soon-to-be ex-husband’s cheek, stood up, collected a few dishes, and leaned in, eyeing him affectionately.

“I’ll speak with Mom about taking you in properly. Give me ten minutes, and I’ll help you gather your things.”

“I’ll be in the workshop, deconstructing a nicely designed and rather comfortable camp cot.”

I sighed and felt so much happier. Sorting out our problems amicably seemed impossible in Maine, but time apart and separation from his children spurred Jack out of what seemed a perpetual gloom.

Inside the house, all eyes aside from Emily’s were on me. Ava sat in Chuck’s lap on a sofa. Mom talked to Jeremy at the breakfast bar, and Agnes tidied in the kitchen. Alfie slipped off his stool and ran toward me.

“Where’s Dad?”

“In the workshop. You should help him.”

“Awesome. Thanks, I will.”

Alfie sprinted out of the front door, leaving me alone with my family amid an awkward, expectant silence. I could have asked Mom for a private moment, but I didn’t, preferring everyone hear what I had to say.

“Mom, can Jack stay inside the house, please? He’s missing our children terribly.”

“Of course, sweetheart. We have plenty of bedrooms, and there is always space at the dinner table for family. He can choose whichever room he prefers from the empty ones.”

Emily slammed her book shut, screamed through gritted teeth, and stormed off to her bedroom in a foul mood without saying another word or glancing at me. I had tackled a sensitive Jack today, with both of us coming out as winners, and I had no stomach to fight a wilful and emotional daughter, so I let her run.

Mom came and hugged me. I cried, not because I was upset about my situation, but because I had finally, fairly and decently put my failed marriage to bed.

“How long do you want Jack to stay for, honey?”

“As long as he wants, please. He and his children need each other.”

“That’s perfect. Jack belongs here with his kids.”

“Thank you, Mom.”


Chapter Three

Struggling Artist




◆◆◆

Jack’s Point Of View.

I had arrived in Kenya at a low point in my life, but the scenery before me as I ate the most delicious breakfast was breathtaking and uplifting. It was easy to see why Charlie rebuilt an image of his home here - it was a beautiful place to retire.

I didn’t know the ins and outs of Jessica’s relationship with Jeremy, but it seemed odd, maybe a little kinky, that he and Charlie seemed so alike in looks and character. Rarely had I met a more friendly man. 

When he woke, my son, Alfie, launched joyously into my arms, and we played out on the deck as though never parted. No such loving welcome came from a daughter I didn’t deserve, and my heart was dragged back into the doldrums when she failed to appear, even to say hello.

Emily probably had the best instincts, knowing I didn’t deserve her, Annie, or Alfie.

After an encouraging discussion with my estranged wife over coffee, I went to the workshop, awaiting a decision about whether I could stay or if I must leave. I deliberately never pressured the situation or tried to force access to my kids. Annie would never deny that. If I pushed too hard, Emily would likely send me packing.

I had my chances many times over, blew them all, and the innocent girl who started to grow up suddenly understood what a toxic parent looked like.

As I tidied the pristine workshop, folding a comfortable military cot and rolling the sleeping bag, Jeremy came to assist with a beaming smile and a helpful pair of hands.

“Let me help you move into the house, Jack.”

“Did Jessica say yes?’

“I don’t know, but I would be shocked if she said no.”

“Do you know her well?”

“Six weeks, one day, and about fifteen hours.”

“Ahh… you’re in love then?”

“Yes… utterly and unapologetically.”

Jeremy leaned on an old truck he must be repairing and smiled, eyeing me studiously. I saw the happiness of a man with everything he wanted and nothing to worry about. I felt envious because my self-destructive character denied me the same stability.

When Annie had cheated with a woman, I was close to opening a discussion about consensual nonmonogamy anyway. That was my true nature, even though I was utterly convinced she was the one when I met her.

After becoming sexually familiar with Annie, I became contemptuous of our relationship, yearning for the variety that fed creativity in my youth. But fresh, exciting sex and a line of nubile young women, many of them art students willing to fuck a struggling, but gorgeous artist, didn’t feed my creativity anymore.

When my love for a doting wife was lost, I just piled up more misery, diminishing the love Annie continued to have for me until eventually that was gone, and she cheated, too.

And now I had lost everything. Jeremy looked around the floor and saw my one holdall, which contained two pairs of jeans, three T-shirts, a leather jacket, some toiletries, a towel, and as many drawing materials as I could pack within cabin bag weight limits.

“Is this everything, Jack?”

“Yep… I travel light. Everything I own is in that bag.”

“No hold luggage that got lost on the way?”

“Nope. I own nothing and haven’t sold a painting since I married Annie… oh, hold on… sorry! I’m not linking one thing to the other.”

I waved my hands apologetically. The last thing I needed was to insult or blame the last lifeline to the kids I had, especially to a guy who must be on Annie’s side.

“Maybe the two events are somehow connected, but it wasn’t Annie’s fault you failed.”

“Wow. That’s direct, Jeremy.”

“Sorry. Do you prefer sugar-coated?”

He meant no offense, and none was seriously taken, but his insight sliced through me like a samurai blade, opening me up for all to see.

“No. I like direct. I’m just not used to getting it.”

“I hope you stay with us, Jack.”

“Why?”

“This area is known as the cradle of life, and while that may be a myth to many, most anthropologists agree that homo sapiens originated here.”

“Do you believe this place is special, Jeremy?”

“Yes, but, more importantly, so did modern humans. They lived happily here for one hundred thousand years before moving out to populate the globe over the next sixty thousand.”

“So this is our ancestral home?”

“Yeah, Jack… you came home.”

“What are you saying? We seem to be delving deep into philosophy without knowing each other well.”

“Your journey brought you here for a reason, buddy - what was it?”

“To reconnect with my kids.”

“Then all I am saying is that you chose to come with next to nothing and try your luck where humanity started.”

“That’s fucking deep, man. I usually need a beer to absorb that kind of depth.”

“It’s too early for me.”

“Me too. I was joking.”

When Annie entered through the workshop door, she smiled broadly, like the happy wife that was once mine, until an unhappy life ravaged her, and loneliness became our norm. I was pleased she had found someone to love, although I was surprised by how quickly that happened after she left Maine.

I didn’t want Annie back because I wasn’t the marrying, faithful kind. I was a man whore and a happy one at that, enjoying fresh pussy, carelessly discarding it when emotions and feelings were discussed.

I wouldn’t fuck my wife’s life up again by making a play for her.

But I wanted to be in my kid’s lives, even though joint or full custody wouldn’t suit me. I am an unapologetically selfish man, willing to give love to my children on my terms but unable to steer them through life’s maze.

“Mom says you can stay as long as you like, Jack.”

“Wow… she’s being very generous.”

“I have one condition.”

“Go ahead.”

“We work out how to divide our assets properly.”

“I don’t want anything from you, Annie.”

“Then you can’t stay here.”

“Come on, babe - I am offering you the golden egg. Take everything and I will be fine. I fucking hate money. I can focus on my art if I have nothing to spend and no responsibilities.”

“We are dividing our wealth fairly, Jack. After college funds are set up for our kids, the remaining assets will be split 50/50. You keep the art and supplies, of course.”

Annie was being too generous, as usual. She had worked hard to create our future in monetary terms, while I had a bunch of paintings that might sell one day—just not today and most likely not tomorrow either. I knew well enough not to quarrel with my soon-to-be ex-wife because she already had a winning strategy thoroughly worked out in her head.

I stared into Annie’s fiery, determined eyes, glad Alfie and Emily had inherited their mother’s wilfulness and decency. As I said, I was at a low point in my life, not wishing to quarrel and with a lesser opinion of my character than I’d had at any point in my life.

But I desperately wanted a fresh start with my children, and I knew I had to make a much bigger effort than before.

“I won’t fight you on any matter, Annie.”

“I won’t allow you to be poor while I am not.”

“Thank you, honey.”

“On our next trip to Nanyuki, we’ll shop for clothes and personal items.”

“Okay, cool.”

I like my struggling artist persona because it allows me to decry wealth and criticize the bourgeoisie who accumulate and covet it. The super-rich were beyond such indignity, mostly having stolen every penny they had. Since I couldn’t be a billionaire, I would scream about greed from among the lowest to those immediately above me.

I was selfish, a hypocrite, and I knew it.

Jeremy had grown uncomfortable being within earshot of us, so he made an excuse, collected my holdall, and left us alone. After he shut the workshop door, I stared at Annie for what seemed like an age, wanting to cry with my heart pounding and aching for the love of two children I found it challenging to connect with. 

“What about Emily, Annie?”

“Are you asking for my advice on how to handle her?”

“You are the only good parent between us, so yeah… I’m asking for your help.”

“Get to know Emily on her terms.”

“I know, Emily, honey, but not what’s going on with her right now.”

I sounded condescending and cringed, shaking my head. I had asked Annie for help, didn’t like its form, and lashed out. My wife was right, of course. I knew my daughter’s grades, favorite color, and the music she enjoyed, but that was superficial. I didn’t know Emily’s essence.

“Sorry.”

“It’s okay, Jack. This will take time.”

“Do you mean me becoming part of your family?”

“You were always part of our family, honey; you just chose to live on an island and paint while the rest of us drowned in the ocean around you.”

“That’s not an unreasonable description of our life together, Annie.”

“I know.”

“Tell me about Emily. Did you make plans for her birthday next month? I always thought eleven was a more significant age than ten, like the moment you get past the hump day.”

“Our daughter got her period early, honey. She has struggled a bit with that over the last six months.”

“Six fucking months? How come I never knew?”

“That’s for you to figure out, Jack, but I highly recommend you don’t discuss such personal matters with her.”

“I won’t.”

“Ease your way into Emily’s life, Jack. Use that boyish, exciting charm I fell in love with.”

“It’s not always the best way to secure friendships, Annie.”

“Then make it the best way, for your sake and your kids.”

“I will.”

I followed Annie into Jessica’s home, stunned by the surrealism of a place exactly like her house in Maine. Everyone smiled at me except Emily, who was collecting her study and note books from the kitchen bar and stashing them inside a canvas satchel I bought her years ago.

The stickers of places we’d visited were gone, leaving the canvas looking patchy.

Emily, Alfie, and Jeremy were dressed for the outdoors, seemingly leaving to go on a safari. My son trotted over, climbed into my arms, and stared lovingly at me. In those warm, forgiving eyes, I saw my hope of redemption, and for a moment, it seemed all was not lost for me and my kids.

“We’re going to check on the rhino, Dad. Will you come?”

“Not this time, buddy. I have a few chores to finish, but I will be here when you return.”

“Okay. Maybe you’ll come say goodnight while Grandma reads for us tonight.”

“I’d like that, son. Go and have fun with the rhino. I love you.”

Before they left, I got a hug from Alfie and a handshake from Jeremy. But nothing from my daughter, who constantly showed me her back.

“I love you, Emily.”

The front door shut, silence ensued, and I felt distraught, standing alone in the middle of the living room. I wasn’t embarrassed, possibly because my social skills were poor. I usually excused any faux pas or embarrassing moment on my lack of focus and an obsessive immersion in an artist’s broody malaise.

My rescue came from an unlikely source, in the form of a woman with a smile that could light up any room. She handed me a coffee that smelled like comfort in a cup, and I stared into her beautiful hazel eyes, immediately understanding why my wife had fallen in love.

“I’m Agnes, by the way. We haven’t been formally introduced.”

“Thank you for breakfast. I’m… well, you know who I am.”

“Jack, the artist.”

“Yes, indeed, a struggling painter at your service.”

“I’ve seen your art and I like it very much.”

“Really? How did you see that?”

“Annie has digital versions of all your sketches and paintings on her laptop. She often shows me.”

“Wow. What do you think?”

“This place will suit you better than Maine. We have much more sun in the daytime than you are used to, and the stars are a wonder at night.”

I smiled, knowing my wife’s girlfriend complimented me with a suggestion. My art was inspired mainly by twilight, darkness, violent seas, and storms. Agnes must have thought that the grimness of my paintings resulted from my subject matter, usually, the scenes I captured on camera around Maine.

But the darkness of my soul prompted my grim signature art. I grinned at her, never one to shrug off criticism, which fed nicely into my process. 

“I love you already, Agnes. Maybe it’s time I painted in the sun.”

“I am traveling to Nairobi later this week with Annie. You are welcome to join us and shop for art supplies.”

“And while I paint, will more excellent coffee like this be available?”

“As much as you can drink, Jack.”


Chapter Four

A Secret Is Revealed

◆◆◆

Annie’s Point Of View

Jack and I had been separated as far as love was concerned for a couple of years by my count, but his recent revelations about his infidelity suggested he had quietly quit our marriage much earlier.

Surprisingly, his honesty and the fact of his cheating much earlier in our marriage hadn’t bothered me that much. I was too into Agnes to look back.

Watching my husband unpack and settle into Mom’s home in a bedroom different from mine felt strange. I kept reassuring myself that it wasn’t Mom’s actual home, even though it was. A cognitive separation from Maine was required to feel entirely comfortable in the spare home my father built. 

Jack and I had shared this space with our kids many times—at least, we had lived in the Maine version of it—so our estrangement was the anomaly making me feel mildly uncomfortable about him. I had a girlfriend whom I loved deeply, but part of me still questioned why I had left the man who gave me babies who were now in a truck exploring Kenya with the man who replaced my father.

I was confused.

Life continued around me while lunch was prepared and chores, including laundry, were done. My husband sat on the front deck alone, deep in thought. I didn’t feel ready to insert myself into Jack’s gloomy world, and Agnes was too busy to talk, so I sought out one of only two people who had never let me down.

Mom sat on a comfortable outdoor lounge chair in a decking area at the back of her home, drinking an iced fruit drink. The glass pitcher was a work of art, filled with a deep orange liquid with ruddy streaks. It had chunks of mango and ball-shaped ice cubes floating at every level.

Beautiful morning views of the savannah from the shade and a perfect view of a Zebra herd relaxed me, and I sat down, mesmerized by the wilderness of a fabulous land. I knew immediately from her contented smile that Mom was adjusting well to this new version of her home.

She poured me a glass of juice, and like everything from Agnes’s kitchen, it tasted delicious. I sipped while eyeballing Mom, who giggled and pointed at my serious face.

“I’m getting the look, Annie.”

“What look, Mom?”

“The look you gave me after you broke up with your first boyfriend, Jamie, I think his name was.”

“I was eleven.”

“The look hasn’t changed.”

“He wasn’t a real boyfriend.”

“Jamie was the love of your life at that age, honey, just as Jack was the same thing until a few years ago. You’ve worn that expression too long - please unburden yourself to Momma.”

“Nobody finds their true love at age eleven, Mom.”

“No, well, his scuffed, bleeding, scabbed knees, permanently muddy face, and penchant for danger were unappealing to me and your father. We were relieved when the day came that you weren’t hurtling downhill past the house standing on the back parcel shelf of his bike, gripping his shoulders and screaming for joy.”

“Jamie was fun for an eleven-year-old girl, but that wasn’t a serious romance. He only kissed me once.”

“He’s probably a stuntman, soldier, or fireman - that boy loved danger.”

As I considered the strife between Emily and Jack, I stared at Mom, feeling highly emotional and wanting to cry. My heart had softened for my husband. In no way did I feel romantic love, but I couldn’t dislike the man with whom I shared my DNA, creating two wonderful kids.

And it was those tender-hearted, exceptional kids I worried about most. To not know their father would be tragic.

“Did I always choose men badly, Mom?”

“I can’t say you ever did.”

“I’m getting a divorce. Something went wrong.”

“That’s a fact of life, and increasingly, marriages end when love dies in a way that they never used to. You probably blame yourself, but you’d be wrong. I think you have handled Jack honestly and decently.”

“I do blame myself, but Jack told me his cheating started long before I caught him and even before I cheated.”

“Infidelity is rarely the cause of a marriage breakup, honey. It’s usually a symptom of a bad relationship. Jack didn’t have a cheater’s vibe when you met and married him. He got bored with you.”

“Oh, thanks, Mom.”

“Jack will get bored with everyone at some point. He even managed to become bored with his kids. Yeah, he’s desperate to know them right now because they were taken away, but when familiarity creeps back in, don’t be surprised if he disappears.”

“What can I do to change him?”

“That’s your big mistake, Annie. Don’t try to change people. Add your sparkle to their lives if it suits you and them, but don’t chase if they run away. You should focus on Agnes, who is divine, by the way, and I wholly approve. She loves you.”

“Yes… she does.”

“Don’t become the patron saint of lost causes. Jack is responsible for himself, and while having a great father for your kids is important, it’s on him to be that, not on you to force it from him.”

I knew Mom was right. Jack cheated because I wasn’t enough for him, and then the day came when I felt the same. I had fucked my high school girlfriend in a frenzy, not out of love, but purely because I desperately needed to scratch an itch.

My kids returned home in time for lunch. They were dusty and tired but still excited. Agnes’s Sushi rice with seafood and various vegetables layered appetizingly on top looked like a stunning buffet, laid neatly on serving plates. A horde of starving explorers quickly demolished them.

I sat at the kitchen bar with three ravenous children who always ate whatever their new Auntie slid in front of them. My girlfriend was a magician with food and people. As I enjoyed a few slices of soused cucumber, I was intrigued enough by her enchanting way with people to ask how she was so magnetic.

“How do you get them to eat raw fish just by slicing it thinly and laying it on a rice roll?

“They need plenty of carbs after running around the bush. The fish helps flavor the rice, and I chose bright colors like salmon and tuna rather than pollock - kids love bright colors.”

“But they never usually eat fish, Agnes.”

“It’s the rice they crave most of all. And the wafer-thin sliced salmon and scallop sashimi is dipped in a light soy and ginger dipping sauce - it’s tasty. Kids love saltiness and other sauce flavors after expending energy in the heat.”

“So the fish becomes incidental, and the whole thing is about presentation.”

“Look how they eat the ceviche, Annie. It’s hot and colorful. You can hardly notice that the fish is boring when raw, and they need flavors to resupply energy and essential minerals.”

“People are drawn to you, Agnes. I am for sure.”

“That’s a good thing, no?”

“Yes, it’s a wonderful thing.”

Something about Agnes made me want to be a better person. I was also slowly discovering a desire to obey her. She wasn’t a spiteful dominatrix, but when we made love, I preferred to bottom, be fucked by her with a strapon, and let her lead our play.

She was mysterious, sexually, and by how she managed to get my kids to eat fish.

The carbs took hold as our children chatted excitedly about a pack of wild dogs they spotted at the reserve’s border. I watched them slowly nod off, chuckling inside. Their fatigue was a combination of a busy morning and the effect of a full stomach. Weeks ago, Jeremy had recommended a daily siesta after lunch for everyone, avoiding the hottest part of the day. At first, I was reluctant to take well-meaning advice, but with temperatures soaring beyond one hundred degrees Fahrenheit, I succumbed daily for a couple of hours to the air-conditioned paradise of my bedroom.

After carrying the children to their beds, Agnes and I showered together in my bedroom as had become our habit. I used a luxurious cocoa butter skin cream purloined from my girlfriend’s collection. She rubbed it in after I dried, helping to protect my sensitive skin from more frequent bathing and as a repair ointment for the sun’s harmful rays.

I returned the compliment when Agnes lay on our bed, using the same rich cream to massage her stunning body, caressing her beautiful curves. I straddled my girlfriend’s upper thighs, enjoying our conjoined nakedness while we talked.

“Will you move into my bedroom properly, Agnes?”

“Can we wait a while longer, please, sweetheart?”

“Why?”

“I am comfortable with our relationship as it is. If we push too hard, it pushes everyone else to accept us faster than they might like.”

It felt like she had more to say but couldn’t or wouldn’t. That didn’t worry me because our relationship was fledgling, and she was only a couple of doors away, although every night since our first time making love was spent in my room. 

“You’re right… sorry, I asked.”

“I am honored that you did.”

I caressed her silken, glistening skin with light fingertips, enjoying Agnes’s trembling and whimpering at my touch. She was deeply aroused, and so was I, and gradually, the room filled with our sexual aroma.

I had poked a bee hive, provoking Agnes’s thoughts, and she sighed, seemingly a little more troubled than I thought.

“What’s the matter, Agnes?”

“I love you, Annie.”

“But?”

“But we should take things slowly. We don’t know each other well. Once I move in here, I am no longer a member of staff in the house sneaking in to make love to the owner’s daughter.”

“Mom knows all about us, and she approves.”

“She pays my salary, honey - what happens if you and I quarrel? Blood is thicker than water.”

“You are right. Emily is preparing for war with her Dad. Mom and Jeremy are still getting used to each other, so it’s probably best we take our time.”

“Don’t forget about your swinger brother and sister-in-law… well, let’s not go there now. Sorry I mentioned it.”

“That doesn’t worry me, Agnes. Each to their own.”

“Chuck and Ava are going to a swinger hotel in Mombasa, babe. It’s a famous fetish club, and the night they are staying is not only for couples to hook up. It’s also for cuckolds and bi-curiosity.”

“Fuck! You’re kidding me?”

“The hotel called here this morning and asked me to confirm their reservation. Your brother almost shit a brick when I called him to take the call.”

Agnes rolled around, lifting me as she did, smiling. I clasped my hand over my mouth, giggling uncontrollably because, in a million years, I would never have considered Ava a naughty slut, nor my brother so kinky.

I narrowed my eyes and stared out of the window, chuckling again as I thought about all the anonymous fun they’d had for years right under my nose. Agnes stroked my breasts with one finger, drawing ever-decreasing circles with a sharp nail until she rolled my nipples between index fingers and thumbs.

She pursed her lips, smiled, and raised her eyebrows, lifting her tone at least one octave.

“It got me thinking about us, Annie.”

“What about specifically, honey?”

“I am not your first girlfriend, but I wondered if a life with me might not entirely fulfill you.”

“That’s an extraordinary thing to say.”

“I want us both to know what we are getting into, Annie. You have mostly been with guys.”

“I prefer girls.”

“In love and life, yes, I can feel it, but perhaps not entirely in sex, Annie.”

“Are you saying I’m not good in the sack?”

“No, not that at all… I’m just wondering whether you can turn your back on enjoying cock for the rest of your life.”

“We have toys and a strap-on. So far, that’s satisfied me - you have satisfied me.”

“It’s not the same as the real thing, honey, even I know that.”

“Have you made love to guys, Agnes?”

“Not made love… never that, but I have fucked men too.”

“And?”

“I found it boring. The guys I dated for a while were nice and tried hard to turn me on, but our chemistry was way off. I realized I was a lesbian many years ago. You are a recent convert to our number.”

“I’ll admit to having had great sex with men, but it’s better with you.”

I leaned forward, draping my hair around her face, and kissed Agnes deeply, instantly sizzling through my entire body with intense pleasure and excitement searing along my spine. She set me on fire; a combination of her beauty, kindness, horny demeanor, and mildly dominant character, which I enjoyed immensely.

As my heart rate quickened, Agnes kissed me like a heavenly angel, and I prepared to make love. I was never more aroused than when around my new girlfriend and knew that rubbing cocoa butter into her rich skin was a prelude to making love.

“I want love and sex, Agnes.”

“And in time, you will want hot, taboo, forbidden sex, honey.”

“What are you saying?”

It was a moment of truth that excited me. Agnes’s eyes sparkled with desire, and a slutty expression drove my libido wild. She was about to reveal something that frightened her.

“I love hot, taboo sex, Annie. I can be very naughty.”

“Okay… I wasn’t expecting this conversation. Can you be clearer?”

“I love you, honey, but I want us to explore our sexuality. The reason I know about the fetish club in Mombasa is because I am a very senior member there.”

“Wow! Fuck!”

I wasn’t sure how I felt about Agnes’s revelation. On the one hand, it seemed like I had stumbled into a relationship in no man’s land, but on the other hand, I was heavily aroused with my pussy trembling lightly. I knew my girlfriend had a slutty side and that she was an exceptional and experienced lover, but this was incredible news.

I smiled and stared deeply into her eyes, enjoying the fire that radiated back.

“I’ll assume your membership focuses on the lesbian events?”

“Not entirely, honey.”

“What then?”

“I enjoy domination. Not in a mean-spirited sense and only consensually.”

“I detected your dominant side. Spit it out, Agnes - what are you telling me?’

Her face exploded in smiles, and she blushed, embarrassed by the coming revelation. My heart stopped; I gripped her fingers, entwining mine in hers, praying I wasn’t about to be let down.

“Am I not enough, Agnes?”

“It’s not that at all.”

“Then tell me what’s going on?”

“I’m a famous dominatrix in East Africa, honey. I don’t fuck the men I service, but I am happy to dominate them any way they wish, within reason. My favorite thing, and what makes couples travel for miles around to see me, is that I love to dominate husbands and teach their wives how to play with their submissive husbands.”

“Holy fuck, you are kidding?”

“I’m known as Mistress Jasmine in most kinky circles and online forums, although nobody could recognize me in real life because I wear a mask. I have plenty of those and more hidden in my room. Another reason I can’t move everything in here.”

“I had no idea, Agnes.”

I enjoy helping men and girls find their inner submissive, but I also love helping couples.”

“Why are you telling me this, Agnes?”

“Because unknowingly, Chuck and Ava have booked me for next weekend. They already paid the club. I am supposed to fuck your sister-in-law while your brother watches.”


Chapter Five

Wallowing In Misery

◆◆◆

I felt light-headed, and my eyes bulged painfully. I blinked at Agnes, who smiled sweetly as if she were discussing the forthcoming week’s menu. When I frowned, my lover straightened her lips and nodded thoughtfully, seriously, confirming the bombshell she dropped wasn’t a joke.

My brain still refused to believe what I’d heard.

Is Ava a lesbian?

“Sorry, Agnes. Did you just say my brother is paying you to fuck his wife… Ava?”

“Jesus Christ, no. I’m not a prostitute, Annie. How could you think that of me?”

“I’m confused as hell. You just told me you were booked to fuck Ava while Chuck watches.”

“There is no payment or other form of value exchange aside from the sex.”

I spewed words incoherently like dice tumbling on a craps table, with my temples surging, pounding, and stinging while the room spun around me. My brother, a boy who I grew up with, loved with all my heart, and considered my best friend, was a sexual deviant and seemed about to lure my girlfriend into his bed to watch her and his wife fuck.

I eyeballed Agnes, struggling to focus, but I succumbed to brain fog and a sickness in the pit of my stomach.

“Are you saying you’re fucking Ava for free while Chuck watches?”

“He’ll probably join in - husbands usually do unless they are cuckolds, and according to the booking sheet I received this morning by email, Chuck isn’t even remotely that - he just wants to watch me fuck his wife after I thrash her.”

“I don’t believe this.”

“The men always join in, honey. They start determined like it’s a live sex show of strangers, but they can’t restrain themselves after their wife kisses me.”

I fell flat on my back, bouncing on the independently sprung mattress, laughing raucously, mostly in shock and terror, but I couldn’t deny feeling that some twisted irony about our situation tickled me. It felt surreal, like I had woken from an Alice In Wonderland-style dream just before the Mad Hatter slipped off Alice’s panties.

Consumed in a fiery moment of jealousy, I pointed at my girlfriend’s face, jabbing a finger.

“You’re not fucking doing it, Agnes.”

She eyed me sympathetically but also with an irritability I had thus far not seen from her. We were on the cusp of an argument, and I started to lose control of my life.

“This is a lot to take in, Annie…. I know that.”

“Yeah… oh fuck yeah. My girlfriend is a Dominatrix who my brother and his wife want to fuck. You couldn’t have shocked me more if you turned into a giraffe right now.”

“That’s funny - I only do transformations during a full moon.”

“Wow. Humor too… really, Agnes?”

“Sorry, honey.”

I sighed and stared at Agnes lovingly and apologetically, but deep down, I was worried. This world of kinky sex was never something I had played with, although Jack had wanted a threesome, probably with one of his mistresses, now I thought about it. If that had been another guy fucking me with him, I might have been pursuaded over time, but my husband wanted another girl to join us, and I was terrified of showing him my lesbian side.

Amid my stormy emotions, Agnes and I had our first relationship challenge. I had told her she couldn’t fuck Ava and my brother, and she had responded the way you might expect from a Dominatrix when issued a command.

I was heading toward being mildly submissive in our relationship, so this situation must be handled carefully.

A knock at the door interrupted our conversation.

“Wait a minute, please!”

We quickly rolled out of bed, and Agnes handed me a bathrobe, reaching the closet hangers first. She hid, grinning like a naughty girl caught in my bedroom while I answered the door.

“Hi, Emily.”

“Can we talk, please?”

“Of course, honey. Do you want to do that here?”

“I don’t want to intrude. I’ll wait in your study.”

She glanced over my shoulder, looking around my bedroom, and smiled.

“Please don’t hide Auntie Agnes from me, Mom. I’m glad you found someone nice.”

“Okay, Emily. Give me five minutes.”

“Thanks, Mom.”

I closed the door and smiled. My daughter’s honesty in words and body language was refreshing. She was concerned, which probably had something to do with her father, and I was glad she turned to me for help.

Agnes snuck out of the closet, clasping a hand over her mouth to stifle a fit of giggles. She handed me panties, sweatpants, socks, and a cotton T-shirt, which I took and immediately got dressed in while she did the same.

“I might be a while with Emily, Agnes.”

“Don’t worry. I’ll prep for dinner. There is always a heap of chores around here.”

“But we need to talk… please.”

“Yes… we do, but talking is not when we command each other, honey.”

“I’m sorry, but this is an extraordinary situation.”

“Yes, Annie. It is, and we must respect one another’s wishes.”

I felt a storm rising inside me. Agnes was level-headed and must know that if she went ahead, thrashed, and fucked Ava, then played with my brother, we would have severe problems. Aside from the infidelity, that taboo act would destroy the calm and peaceful home environment we all enjoyed. Mom would freak out.

I kissed Agnes and held her close, not wanting to let go and rueing the opportunity to make love before the afternoon expired and dinner was enjoyed. I wondered if we ever would make love again.

In the hallway, Ava came bowling through, almost knocking me over on her way. My sister-in-law was all smiles and excited, hugging me. 

“I need your and Agnes’s opinion about something, Annie.”

“What is it?”

Please let it not be about your trip to Mombasa.

“I need to buy special outfits for our trip to Mombasa, and I was wondering if the two of you might come with me to visit Amma tomorrow. I need a lovely dress made and some naughty lingerie.”

“Do you have a special occasion in mind, Ava?”

As if I didn’t know.

“Seduction, honey. Hot, raw, sexual seduction.”

Oh fuck, please, no.

Thinking about Ava and my brother with Agnes in a three-way tryst was terrible enough, but knowing that they unwittingly lusted after my girlfriend using photographs on the internet was horrifying.

Ava was brazen because she didn’t realize I knew about her and my brother’s fetish. She was planning to seduce my girlfriend like some slutty, submissive whore, and that made me feel angry.

Control it.

“Of course, I’ll help you pick some outfits.”

“Can you ask Agnes for me?”

“You can ask her yourself, sweetie. She’s getting dressed in our bedroom and will be out soon.”

I strolled past her, feeling weak and mildly sick, but determined not to reveal my emotions to my sister-in-law or daughter. The situation had stopped being funny when I thought about Ava with my girlfriend while my brother masturbated over the pair cavorting across a sleazy hotel bed.

As I headed toward the study, I wiped tears welling in my eyes before they could roll down my cheeks.

I was heading toward another failed relationship, and my life was suddenly becoming a tragedy.

The study felt icy cold because Emily had cranked up the air conditioning. Goosebumps rose on my arms and legs, so I pointed at the remote control and shivered.

“Sorry, Mom. I will turn it down. I like it cold.”

“Give it a few more years, and I will too.”

“What do you mean?”

“Never mind. It’s a conversation for another day. You seem to have mastered Grandpa’s chair.”

Emily laughed and wheeled herself around in the treacherous office chair, completely controlling her speed and direction, something nobody else could do. She seemed less anxious than when standing at my bedroom door, probably because the study was effectively hers, with every surface piled high with educational books about wildlife.

Emily felt safe, and I was grateful for her relaxed demeanor. I hoped we could talk calmly about a reconciliation with her delinquent father.

I brought a chair that leaned against the wall and set it in front of my daughter. I sat down, eyeing her carefully. My daughter was far more intelligent than an average almost-eleven-year-old, and her street smarts were off the charts—an unintended and unhappy consequence of being let down by Jack so many times.

She smiled and pointed to a mug.

“I made you coffee, Mom.”

“Thank you, honey. Do I need a coffee for this discussion?”

“Maybe.”

“Go ahead.”

“Can we discuss Jack, please?”

Oh, that’s not a good start.

“Can we call him Dad?”

“You can, I won’t.”

“Okay… you’re not happy. Why don’t you lay that out for me?”

“I want to discuss my trust fund. The one Grandma explained about yesterday.”

“What about it, honey?”

“Cornell is the number one global ranked university for Zoology, Harvard comes second, and Florida State is third. I want to study at one of those Universities when I am old enough.”

“I’m sure your trustees will support that.”

“That’s you, Grandma, and a lawyer she knows.”

“Yes, it is.”

“Harvard is closest to our home in Maine.”

“Where are you going with this honey?”

“I have a request to make of the trustees.”

“Go ahead.”

“While you and Jack are getting a divorce, I want to pay a lawyer to make sure I don’t ever have to stay with him or visit him even for lunch, and I want my name changed to whatever yours will be.”

I was utterly stunned. Nothing in Emily’s behavior ever suggested a moment like this might come. She didn’t look angry; not even her voice revealed a tone of ire or frustration. She was as cool as a sociopath.

I was terrified.

My heart thumped harder, my emotions ran wild, and I teared up, gripping a metaphorical ledge by my fingertips to avoid falling into an abyss of hurt below, waiting to swallow me up.

I shook my head and composed myself.

“Honey, that’s not fair.”

“Why not?”

“Your Daddy loves you.”

“Yes, Jack does love me in his way and on his terms when he wants to, which doesn’t work for me. I’d much rather skip the unhappiness of missed daddy/daughter dates, moments we will never share in doing something we enjoy, and my neverending misery.”

“Where is all of this coming from?”

“Mom, you brought me to Kenya away from all my friends; now, I have found my place. I know what I want to do with my life. You’ll say I am just a kid, and that’s true, but I want to work with these animals for the rest of my life.”

“I know, Emily. You have no idea how proud I am of you.”

“Dad… I mean, Jack will be a distraction. He’ll drag me off to Maine, and I will hate him for it, then I’ll come back here and be happy. Once I am eighteen, he will never see me again.”

“I want to cry, Emily.”

I sobbed, and Emily leaped up, running across the short gap to hold me tightly. As the tears rolled down my face, dripping onto my daughter’s T-shirt, in my mind, I could only see the baby girl I had delivered minutes earlier after hours of labor, snuggled in her smiling father’s arms, receiving her first kiss from him.

I didn’t want Emily to have this awful relationship with Jack because he once was a powerful force of positivity in her life. Letdowns, quarrels, and my husband’s lack of good parenting had led us all into a spiral of doom.

My daughter held me tightly, crying, but I knew her tears were for me, not the father she was planning to abandon.

“I won’t poison Alfie against Jack or start quarrels unless he speaks to me after I explain this.”

“You can’t not speak to your Dad, honey.”

“I can, and I want you to consider my request seriously. I won’t stay with Jack, and if you force me, I’ll be unhappy, but only until I am eighteen, and then nobody will see me again.”

“Jesus honey… you sound hateful.”

“Mom, why are you and Jack getting a divorce?’

“We’ve reached the end of a journey.”

“Yeah, me too.”

I held on to Emily dearly, wondering how much less compassion she would have once puberty took hold and she reached her teens. With dating boys, maybe girls on the horizon, and our disagreements about that, I figured things between her and Jack, perhaps her and me too, would only worsen.

With Agnes’s secret exposed, that nagged my mind too, not only because of Chuck and Ava’s booking but because my new girlfriend had aspects of her life I knew nothing about. Before we slept together, when she and I talked late into the night, sitting at her kitchen bar or outdoors, I assumed that because she hadn’t slept with many men, the same could be said for women. 

Now, it seemed Agnes had all kinds of sex I didn’t understand.

“Can we circle back to this discussion tomorrow, please, Emily?”

“Yeah, but I am not going to change my mind.”

“Will you keep the matter between us for now, though?”

“Only if you promise not to discuss it with anyone else.”

“I can’t do that. Agnes will know something is wrong.”

“Okay, Agnes is fine, but please don’t speak with Grandma about this.”

“Why not?”

“Because the two of you will plot against me, and since you are both clever, I will probably get played.”

“Okay, let’s hold off on any hostilities then.”

“Not for long, though, Mom. Jack keeps pestering me with questions, and I don’t see why he gets to make me the bad guy because I’m ignoring him.”

When I stepped into the hallway, I wanted to weep, so I ran to my bedroom, locked the door, and sobbed my heart out, choking badly. I lay on my bed, crying for Jack and the girl I knew would regret her choice one day.

I blamed myself for not intervening sooner between Emily and Jack, missing ten thousand signs of his bad parenting and the opportunities each one presented to create a moment of positive change. My deteriorating relationship with Jack had consumed me, and I’d given no thought to what was happening between him and my daughter.

I fell asleep for hours and woke when Annie shook me. When she noticed my reddened eyes, my girlfriend drew me into her arms.

“Did things go badly with Emily?”

“Worse than you can imagine.”

“Do you remember being eleven, Annie?”

“Barely.”

“I am sure we were both deeply unpleasant at times.”

“She hates her father.”

“As is her right.”

“I don’t want her to hate Jack.”

“It doesn’t matter what you want - it only matters what she wants and how hard Jack will work to reverse that. She will come around, I am sure of it.”

“I don’t share your confidence.”

I dried my eyes, stared in the mirror, and saw a complete mess. I washed my face, rubbed it with a towel, and sprayed an eye mist onto my lids before applying some cream. When I turned and presented myself to Agnes, she smiled and nodded.

“You look beautiful, Annie.”

“Would you know I had been crying?”

“Only just. Your Mom will know; nobody else will notice.”

“Mom’s always notice.”

“Yes, they do.”

When I stepped out of my bedroom, it felt like leaving a sanctuary behind me. I was afraid, not of people but because of two major upsets in my life that battered my confidence and happy disposition.

I was the last to arrive at dinner, and Mom spotted my unhappiness immediately. She handed me a small glass of chilled Chardonnay Jeremy had poured for her, linked her arm through mine, and dragged me across the living space to a comfortable leather sofa at the other end of the room.

“What’s wrong, Annie?”

“I can’t say, Mom.”

“It’s Emily, then?”

“I promised not to discuss the matter.”

“I knew she was plotting something.”

“How did you know that?”

“I know when you’re plotting, Annie. I’ve been trained well to spot these things in my grandchildren.”

I swigged my wine too quickly, and Mom took my glass away for a refill. Emily sat at the opposite end of the room, eyeballing me with a look like poison and shaking her head as though reminding me of my promise. I watched as Jack vainly attempted to engage his daughter in a conversation. She completely blanked him, breaking my heart again.

Ava and Chuck distanced themselves from the others, drifting into my orbit without realizing I was there. My brother jabbed his phone screen.

“I received the email this morning but never checked until just now, Ava.”

“I thought we had a confirmed booking with her.”

“We did as far as the club was concerned, but this email is from Mistress Jasmine. There is obviously a mix-up.”

“What does she say, Chuck?”

Hi Ava and Chuck, sorry to inform you that the club mistakenly booked a session for me next Friday night with you. I have a long waiting list of clients, almost a year as of today. I can recommend a perfect alternate if you wish.

“Fuckety fuck, Chuck.”

“It’s okay, honey. We’ll still have fun.”

“I wanted us to have Jasmine together.”

“She was for you.”

“You always say that until after the first kiss.”

“True.”

Ava glanced sideways and suddenly realized I was sitting close enough to overhear their conversation. She probably noticed my smile and mistook it for a reaction to them revealing something sexually compromising, while all I felt was relief.

They smiled and nodded politely, then moved away, giggling like naughty schoolkids. A momentary flash through my mind of Ava wearing a school uniform and going over the knee made me chuckle, and I felt excited, especially when the knee she bent went over was mine, not Agnes’s

As I considered Agnes’s cancellation of Ava and Chuck’s booking, specifically the timestamp when that was done, I realized she had emailed my brother before we even spoke and most likely shortly after receiving a phone call from the club in Mombasa that she handed on to Ava. 

I had misjudged and snapped at Agnes.

Mom returned with a much bigger glass that I cradled while wanting to cry for joy and in profound misery.

“Please sip it this time, Annie.”

“I will… sorry, I had a shock.”

“Young daughters do that to their Moms far more than sons do.”

“As I am learning.”

Mom left me to help Agnes lay the table and set out the food. As I wallowed in a mixture of self-pity and relief, sipping my wine, I realized that two bouts of panic had wreaked havoc on my inner peace.

While Mom left me to help Jeremy pour drinks, my beloved strolled over, wearing a big smile, approaching from behind, wrapping her arms around me. She kissed my cheek, and my heart soared.

“I love you, Annie.”

“I’m sorry, honey.”

“No need to apologize.”

“I overheard Ava and Chuck discussing your email canceling their booking.”

“I believe that was Mistress Jasmine, not me.”

Agnes chuckled, squeezing me tighter in her arms, planting more loving kisses on my cheeks.

“Is Mistress Jasmine a different person?”

“You’ll find out tonight.”

“You canceled their booking before telling me.”

“I did it right away, Annie.”

“Why?”

“I knew you would be unhappy if I did such a thing, and it would have wrecked our relationship. In any case, we have other fun to enjoy.”

“Such as?”

“You’ll find out, my sweetheart, but there was a reason why I asked if you could go without cock forever.”

“You mean a threesome?“

“That’s just the start, honey. If you have the courage and desire, a world of opportunity awaits.”

“In Mombasa?”

“Anywhere you wish, Annie.”


Chapter Six

A Sexy Discussion

◆◆◆

Jessica’s Point Of View

Having Jack living in my home felt unsettling. It wasn’t because he directly or deliberately unsettled me. I felt sorry for Emily, who was deeply upset by her father’s arrival. Annie was dealing with the problem most parents would never want - a child flung into emotional turmoil because their parents were getting a divorce.

In the days after his father’s arrival, Alfie seemed far less derailed than his sister, taking each moment as it presented itself. He seemed more willing to accept Jack as the unstable parent, and I wondered if that was because Annie was solid and reliable.

It might be because Alfie was eight and didn’t have the complex emotional sensitivity of a girl entirely immersed in puberty.

Emily carried emotional baggage created by a father who couldn’t be relied upon, but she couldn’t let that injustice go. Jack’s absence from his daughter’s life was her norm and preferred state - now, his arrival was a spoke through her wheel.

Our camping trip to make love under the stars was canceled, but Jeremy made up for it by fucking me daily during my period. We mostly did it in the shower, in the morning, and at night because it was easier on the laundry. After the week ended, I was glad my boyfriend could go down on me again because I was going out of my mind, missing his tongue.

That first night after my period ended, Jeremy gave me head. It was such a relief. When we finished an incredible 69, I swallowed his salty load and enjoyed how carefully my pussy was cleaned.

As I descended from an incredible orgasm, I rolled into his arms, and Jeremy smiled, kissing me deeply.

“Are you sure about dinner tonight, Jessica?”

“With Karl?”

“Yes.”

“I’m looking forward to it, honey - aren’t you?”

“Yes.”

“Are you worried about anything with me and him, Jeremy?”

“Only about you, honey. I want to be sure you want this.”

“If you’d have asked me a month ago whether I would fuck two men at the same time, I would have slapped you, but I’ve been looking forward to fucking Karl again since the last time.”

“What’s changed?”

“Charlie was right, honey… right about you and me starting over. His approach… no, attitude towards life has somehow gotten into me.”

“And you want to try new things?”

“Female infidelity has a long history of stigma and shame, whereas, for men, it’s different… almost a badge of honor among male peers. I’m not interested in cheating, but I will say, speaking as a woman, enjoying two men making love to you is a very nice ratio.”

“Do you feel this is our thing, Jessica?”

“Yes, honey… I need this, no matter how slutty it makes me.”

“I don’t think us having sexual freedom makes you a slut.”

“I enjoy changing from Jessica angel to Jessica demon.”

I could not believe I’d said it. For the whole week since Karl fucked me with Jeremy, I replayed the event, often while we fucked, processing the sexual and psychological factors around our tryst. My fear of catching feelings for Karl hadn’t reared itself during our threesome nor since it.

We abstained from lovemaking for the rest of the night and the following morning. I’d worked hard on my pelvic floor all week, surprising myself by how keen I was to fuck Karl again.

After we packed, an early morning departure was far sooner than I’d anticipated, but I suspected why Jeremy rushed us.

In the truck, after waving goodbye to my family. I noticed my boyfriend’s erection and smiled.

“You can’t wait, can you, Jeremy?”

“I’m very enthusiastic to start.”

“Me too, honey. Is it wrong that I want Karl to fuck me so badly?”

“Not at all, Jessica.”

“I messaged Karl last night, asking him to bring plenty of Viagra. Oh dear… ahh, I feel so much like a slut. My panties are already soaking wet.”

“I sent the same message about Viagra; Karl said you’d already asked.”

“Why are we leaving so early, Jeremy?”

“Because your panties are soaking wet, and my cock is rock solid. Karl is already waiting for us at the hotel. I thought we might get straight to it this afternoon and fill you up with semen before dinner.”

“That’s such a lewd idea of me sitting at dinner with the two of you, leaking both your semen into my panties.”

“Do you like my plan, Jessica?”

“Yes… very much.”

I laughed because Jeremy made our disgraceful behavior feel normal, which it was, in a very sleazy manner of speaking. Our sexual adventure was well underway, and my surprise for a fabulous boyfriend was still under wraps.

I settled back and watched sensational Africa pass me by, with occasional ranch-style homes dissolving in and out of a heat haze in the distance. People using the roadside verge to walk from one place to another took an enormous risk on roads where trucks were often three abreast, determined to race to the front of a line that would trundle on for hours.

I thought about Chuck and Ava, living their authentic life, preserving a sound marriage amid the same sexual turbulence into which Jeremy and I were headed. Partner swapping was a bold move, and I knew it was our next step. I felt excited, enjoying how my body trembled on the edge of sexual desperation.

Jeremy wanted to be dominated and receive a spanking, but I wasn’t ready. I had found a famous Dominatrix online who often met couples at the same club in Mombasa that my son and his wife were visiting this weekend. 

If I was to spank my boyfriend, I needed Mistress Jasmine’s help, so I reached out anonymously by email, offering her a few details without providing names. She messaged me back the same day, helping me feel normal about what Jeremy had asked of me and my enthusiasm to indulge in fantasy role-play.

Jasmine explained the difference between discipline, maintenance, and those spanking sessions that were purely for pleasure.

I rested my hand on Jeremy’s forearm while he focused on the road.

“I love when you lick my pussy, Jeremy.”

“Me too.”

“Last time we fucked Karl, my period started, so neither of you licked my pussy. If you want to do that, it’s worth considering how.”

Jeremy looked confused, gripping the wheel a little tighter, snorting, and looking at me with sparkling eyes. From his occasional sidelong glances, I saw he was excited.

“Do you mean he and I should take turns going down on you before we start fucking?”

“That’s one way… yes. We could enjoy a 69 together; then I could do the same with Karl, have a short break while you both regain your erections, and serious fucking could begin.”

“Is there another way, Jessica?”

“Yes.”

Jeremy’s knuckles whitened when he gripped the wheel even tighter, wringing the leather, causing it to squeak. His breathing labored, as did mine, and more tawdry, thick cream filled my gusset. I wore no panty liner, not wishing to spoil the boys’ surprise when they fingered my throbbing, damp hole. That sticky treat was their prize while kissing me, an acknowledgment of their sexual prowess and confirmation of my desire for them.

Both men had my used panties, and Karl messaged our group chats with images of his trophy from our first fuck session wrapped around his cock while he masturbated. I closed my eyes and sizzled in my panties, imagining my ultimate fantasy.

“You are sighing, Jessica.”

“I’m sexually aroused right now, honey.”

“Will you please spit it out? What other way can I go down on you?”  

“How do you feel about doing it after Karl cums inside me?”

He gasped and leaned toward the steering wheel like he held on for dear life to a buoy bobbing ferociously amid stormy oceans. I smiled, knowing our lewd conversation was getting Jeremy off - as it was me, too.

“I want to do that, but I am scared. Does the flavor change, Jessica?”

“Very much… a man’s cum is more tangy, and it burns my tongue and throat. Mine is sweeter.”

“How do you know?”

“I’ve tasted my pussy. In fact... I rubbed one out last night while you slept.”

“Good… I like this slutty side to you.”

Jeremy’s nostrils flared wide, and he gasped, choking on overwhelming sexually motivated emotions. I wished I could facesit in his mouth right now, feeding a lover’s semen and my sweet nectar while he sucked my well fucked hole.

“Does it help you feel like you would be servicing me, Jeremy?”

“Yes… why do you ask?”

“Honey… please don’t be upset, but I contacted a professional.”

“Professional what?”

“A Dominatrix.”

“Oh.”

“She’s willing to meet and instruct us if you would like. If I am spanking you, I don’t want to inflict pain or cause damage, so I need to understand much more than I can find out on the internet.”

“You’ve been researching about domination, Jessica?”

“Yes, and I came across facesitting. I love the intense, direct clitoral stimulation you give me in that position. It’s the highest probability of orgasm for me.”

“Does it feel different from when you orgasm on my cock… or on Karl’s, for that matter?”

“I get off much better because my pussy opens wider, and my clitoris loves being sucked and licked.”

“And you’d like to try that after Karl fucks you?”

“If it’s not for you, Karl might do it after you fuck me.”

“I’ve licked your pussy many times after fucking and cumming inside you, Jessica.”

“Yes, but you’ve only eaten out your semen from my pussy.”

“I’m not squeamish. I’ll do it after Karl fucks you.”

“I want you to do it after both of you fuck me, honey.”

“I would love to, Jessica.”

My fantasy was out in the open, and Jeremy almost crushed the steering wheel with his grip while I layered more cream in a gusset that would not hold. The top of my thighs grew stickier; I was a molten, horny mess and desperate for us to arrive at the Mount Kenya Safari Lodge soon.

Having one black and one white cock to play with for almost twenty-four hours was my dream come true. I wasn’t able to deep throat either man the last time we fucked, but I practiced hard all week on Jeremy and was determined to kiss both their pubic bones, enjoying my throat filled with cock.

“What else did Mistress Jasmine tell you, Jessica?”

“I have a WhatsApp chat group with her. Shall I join you in it? Jasmine won’t do voice, and we can’t see her for at least a month, but she said answering our questions is no problem.”

“Please join me.”

Jeremy handed me his phone, and I joined him into the group chat under an assumed name suggested by Jasmine. Almost immediately, a welcome message from our Dominant popped up.

I showed my boyfriend the screen. Jeremy laughed.

Hi, spankee. I’m glad your Domme convinced you to join.

Jeremy glanced at me, looking shocked.

“Spankee?”

“Jasmine chose the usernames. She is Mistress, I’m Domme, and you are Spankee.”

“Okay… I like that.”

“Say something to her, and I will type for you.”

“Umm, okay. How about… Hi, Mistress; thank you for helping us.”

I typed Jeremy’s message and waited momentarily until Jasmine’s response flashed on the screen.

You are both very welcome. Domme tells me you guys want to enjoy some low-level D/s fun. She is dominating but also wants to be a switch. I gather you already fucked Domme on a bench with restraints.

Jeremy looked shocked, reading the message more than once. He grinned, staring passionately at me, seeming desperate to get his head between my legs.

“You’ve been very honest with her about us, Jessica.”

“I think it’s the only way, honey.”

“Did you tell Jasmine about you fucking Karl?”

“Yes.”

“Wow.”

“I know, right? Do you have a question for her?”

“Please ask her about the significance of me wanting you to sit on my face so much. Like… all the time.”

“I didn’t know that, Jeremy.”

“I was embarrassed to say. Could you ask her, please?”

“Of course.”

I typed in his message, wondering how I’d missed an evident obsession of Jeremy wanting me to feed him my pussy, before and after we fucked. Now I thought about it, I realized how hungrily and enthusiastically my boyfriend ate me. Almost daily outside my period week, I rocked my swollen, dripping wet pussy back and forth on his lips and tongue, dribbling my orgasm, often combined with his cum into his mouth.

“Hold on. She’s typing.”

For some, there may be an attraction to the shift in being in control or being more out of control. And there can be a real sense of the erotic when the sub focuses on pleasing one partner, for both the receiver and the giver. Do you enjoy rimming your Domme?

“Yes, I do.”

“Shall I type that, Jeremy?“

“Yes, please.”

I typed with trembling fingers. Discussing our kinks with a professional Dominatrix felt taboo. I hoped she was the sort of therapist who would help us because, having seen her images online, I wanted Jasmine to be my first lesbian experience.

While Jeremy slept last night, I stared at her images on my phone. I imagined the beautiful face beneath the mask while fingering myself. When I came, I wet my fingers and gently coated Jeremy’s lips with my cream.

Your anus has many nerve endings which are rarely stimulated. You probably enjoy pleasing your Domme because there are few things so intimate as licking inside her back passage. If Domme is a switch, maybe she should try rimming you.

I was shocked, stared at the screen, and almost wet myself. A tiny orgasm tickled into life somewhere deep inside me, warming my reproductive organs like a sunrise over frosty ground.

I desperately needed to be fucked, and couldn’t wait to arrive; thanking god we were on the final leg to our hotel. I made polite excuses to Jasmine and left the chat.

Jeremy glanced at me with such a sleazy expression that I almost got off on it.

“Would you do it, Jessica?”

“Just to be clear - do you mean rim your anus?”

“Yes.”

“Yes. I would love to.”

We entered the Mount Kenya Safari Lodge parking lot, and I could have dropped my panties and fucked Jeremy on the hood in front of an audience; such was my quivering arousal. He pulled right up to a slot where Karl stood smiling with a beautiful woman on his arm.

“Who is that woman, Jessica?”

“Karl wasn’t entirely honest, honey. He doesn’t have a wife, but he does have a girlfriend. That girl is Chloe, and she is my surprise to you.”

“Wow.”

“We have a room with two Queen beds, and I thought we could swap partners. I want to watch you fuck Chloe hard.”

“I can do that, Jessica.”

“I know you can, honey.”


Chapter Seven

To The Point

◆◆◆

I assessed the woman I had invited, looking her up and down. She would be the second girl to fuck the man I loved. It took me some lewd mental gymnastics to arrive at the scenario, but when I called Karl and asked him why he wasn’t married, he revealed a girlfriend and sent photographs.

Karl also confessed he and Chloe were into swinging, although that wasn’t what I had in mind for our second date. I was willing to consider swapping partners in different beds, perhaps separate bedrooms, in the future, but for now, I had a specific playbook in mind, which meant we would all stay in one bed.

Chloe had long, jet-black, straight hair and much lighter brown skin than Karl, and she was utterly gorgeous. She was slender, large-breasted, as tall as me, and about twenty-five years old.

Karl and Jeremy shook hands and hugged like brothers. They counted to three before each popped a small blue pill into their mouth and shared a water bottle to help them swallow.

Karl nodded respectfully at my boyfriend.

“I thought we should take them together, Jeremy.”

“It’s a nice brotherly touch.”

While they unloaded our overnight cases, Chloe took my arm and dragged me away excitedly. We headed onto a tree bark-covered walker’s path on the hotel grounds, a sort of pleasant repose for couples after dinner.

Chloe’s eyes blazed like a horny devil as she quickstepped me deep into the shrub-festooned garden. I was confused by her exuberance and that she led me so far away from the men I desperately wanted to fuck.

“Let the boys do what they do. We should have a moment together, Jessica.”

“Okay.”

Once we reached halfway along the path, Chloe dragged me into a small alcove housing a small park bench with tall shrubs and beautiful flowers in full bloom. She giggled, cupped my head, and gazed lovingly into my eyes, looking straight into my soul.

I felt Chloe’s kiss before her lips brushed gently against mine, and I shivered, enjoying when the light, searing touch finally came, and her intense sexuality drove me wild. My panties had long since wholly soaked through; my thighs were damp and sticky, but now, I was wilder and more desperate than ever to fuck her, Jeremy, and Karl.

This date wasn’t all about me, though, and as our tongues tingled in an electrifying, tawdry twist, we entwined our fingers, squeezing passionately and wringing the blood out of each other’s. When we gasped, detaching from our kiss, both looking ecstatic, I smiled, pleased that Chloe’s eyes confirmed she was ready to kneel and peel off my panties.

“Are we playing with each other at some point, Jessica? Karl says you have a playbook.”

“It will be my first time with another girl, but first, I want to watch Jeremy fucking you.”

“Is watching your guy fuck a hotwife also a first for you?”

“Yes. And you?”

“I’ve done this many times… with girls and boys, sometimes a few at a time. Umm - best we don’t get into that right now. Suffice it to say that playbooks rarely survive the first five minutes of a session like ours.”

“I want Jeremy to have a great time.”

“Don’t worry, he will.”

She was sassy, smiling confidently, kissing me again while both men watched. This time, Chloe lifted my skirt with one hand and slid the fingers of the other into the front of my panties, where she reached straight for my honey pot.

I gasped, panted, and my breasts heaved like sails billowing fully as, for the first time, a woman fingered my sticky, creamy slit. We were outdoors in broad daylight, hidden from sight by a few rhododendron bushes - but I wasn’t in any mood to resist.

The site of my first lesbian encounter was hidden unless anyone passed directly by on the path that led us here. I locked eyes with Chloe, and she grinned like a slutty, bratty schoolgirl, wide-eyed with sensual vibes radiating from her expression like rays from the sun. 

She plowed two fingers up and down my trembling, creamy furrow, gently brushing the tip of my sticky clitoris at the top while I quivered vigorously. When she gently slid her fingers inside my tight hole, fucking me, my knees buckled, and she raised an eyebrow as her digits filled me.

“Within two minutes of your arrival, I am inside you.”

“I’m shocked. Did we break a record for you?”

“I told Karl I would do it. The boys are watching us, too.”

“They look aroused, Chloe.”

“Karl said you want to lick my pussy.”

“Yes, but I want you to fuck Jeremy first.”

“And you will fuck Karl?”

“Yes… with one slight twist. I want to feed Jeremy after Karl cums inside me and while he nuts inside you.”

“Is that the most important part of your playbook?”

“Yes.”

“Oh, fucking hell… that’s so kinky, Jessica. Is this really your first time?”

“With you, yes, but I enjoyed Karl and Jeremy last week.”

“Karl mentioned the fantastic time he had with you two. I was in Johannesburg at a conference. I hooked up with my College Professor.”

“What did you study with him?”

“Zoology. I heard your granddaughter has interests in that direction.”

I made a mental note to steer Chloe away from Annie. Both women being lesbians was fine by me, but the thought of my granddaughter Emily being influenced by my new slutty lover terrified me.

This could become a mess.

But not today.

“Shall we go inside and start?”

“I’ve already been inside and like it very much.”

“I meant inside the Equatorial Suite.”

“So did I, Jessica. Let’s go.”

Before we moved anywhere, Chloe held her fingers up, winking cheekily, showing me the sticky coating she had harvested from deep inside my pussy. She licked my juices, frowned in deep delight, then noisily and greedily sucked both fingers clean.

Walking the rest of the path to the lobby, I held Jeremy’s hand, feeling awkwardly aroused. Rivulets of my shame trickled in beads of sticky juices that zig-zagged down my thighs. Chloe skipped ahead, giggling, staring back occasionally, pointing at my crotch.

“When the boys are exhausted from fucking us, and we’re both full of cum, shall I teach you how to scissor fuck another girl?”

“Yes, but I want to stress that Jeremy must be satisfied.”

“Oh, he will be, honey. Rest assured, I’ll take care of that. Does he give good tongue?”

“Excellent.”

“Shall we both start there?”

“My god, let’s hurry before people see how wet I am.”

Karl and Chloe had already checked us into the Equatorial Suite and had our keys, so we passed through the foyer to the penthouse floor.

When Karl opened our room, I was swept back into a colonial enclave with expensive embroidered fabrics made up into heavy drapes dressing the floor-to-ceiling windows. A flawless, deep pile magnolia carpet was fitted wall to wall with two beautifully upholstered sofas on top and a chaise longue beside the panorama window.

I passed through the spacious lounge, admiring elegant, highly polished wooden furniture and a beautiful stone fireplace with a stack of logs beside it. I was wowed when I reached a stately plush bedroom with a sleek, hand-carved four-poster king-size bed covered with expensive Egyptian cotton white bed linen.

Chloe was seducing me, not Jeremy, so I winked at her, nodding at him. She reached for my beloved’s hand, drew him close, and they kissed passionately for the first time. I felt a pang of jealousy, then glanced at Karl, reminding myself this tryst was a night of sharing. I watched Jeremy lose control in deep passion, teased out by his lover.

He gripped Chloe’s ass cheeks in clawing fingers, squeezing tight while she did the same, grinding her pussy against his solid cock.

Chloe unzipped her skirt and dropped it to the floor, revealing she wore no panties. She pulled Jeremy to the foot of the bed and a small, beautifully carved Ottoman-style wooden chest with protruding smooth ball tops on corner posts.

What Chloe did next utterly shocked me. As she kissed Jeremy and tore off his clothes, she backed her pussy onto the ball top, opening her legs wide while crushing her clitoris and slit against the hard wood.

“If you help me cream this wood and polish it a bit, Jeremy, I will get on my hands and knees, licking it clean while you fuck me from behind like a dog. That way, we don’t need Karl to help you spitroast me.

“Fuck, Chloe! Wow!”

“Is that a good idea?”

“Yes.”

Chloe wasn’t trying to fuck the sticky wooden ball. It was far too broad to slide inside her, but I saw from a glistening veneer coating it that she was waxing the damn thing while moaning and kissing Jeremy.

In no time, she had my boyfriend’s cock out of his boxer briefs. She tightly wrapped both hands around Jeremy’s thick shaft and wanked him off slowly. Karl came up from behind, turned me, and kissed me so passionately; it felt like we’d gone too far because he took my breath away.

My skirt fell to the floor, and my T-shirt was quickly peeled off as I swung Karl around to watch Chloe and Jeremy from over his shoulder. I was entranced, never having behaved anywhere near so slutty until the last few weeks since I succumbed in love with my new boyfriend.

Chloe squatted slowly, clenched her lips tightly around Jeremy’s cock head, and sucked hard, pulling her cheeks deeply inwards. I felt a tiny bit envious that she got to enjoy the salty, creamy precum that I had teased out of my boyfriend’s tiny slit during more than an hour of dirty talk on the way from our home.

When she’d cleaned Jeremy, and his cock popped out of her mouth, Chloe grinned up, then shot a sleazy glance at Karl and me before dropping to her knees. She wriggled and pointed her slit high for my boyfriend to fuck while gripping the glistening wooden shaft leading to her sticky ball.

My playbook was upended within five minutes precisely as she said it would be, and I was at the mercy of all my lover’s desires.  

Karl kneaded my breasts, taking my breath away, kissing my earlobe before whispering.

“Can we make love, please, Jessica? I have waited so patiently for this night.”

“I’d like to watch Jeremy fucking Chloe.”

“If you lie down and wriggle underneath Chloe, I can fuck you while Jeremy fucks her.”

“I’ll be the one eating creampie?”

“You already swallowed mine before.”

“I’ve never licked a pussy, Karl.”

“Are you scared?”

I stared at Jeremy, who locked his eyes on mine. His cock was gripped tightly in one hand while lining it up with Chloe’s pussy, shuffling forward on his knees with wildly flared nostrils and a heaving chest. The sight of my boyfriend about to fuck a stranger mesmerized me as I carefully studied Jeremy’s eyes and the burning desire in his expression, knowing both belonged to me.

I watched Jeremy’s joyous expression when he slid his cock inside a new lover. His eyes widened; he smiled gratefully at me, then prised Chloe’s ass cheeks wide open with powerful fingers, powering forward his hips, feeding his entire cock length until he was balls deep inside her.

Chloe smiled at me, gasping, with her eyes bulging, making sure I knew how much ecstasy wreaked happiness upon her body. She kissed, licked, and sucked the wooden ball coated in her pussy juices while Karl fingered me from behind, planting soft kisses like pools of tingling joy across the back of my neck.

Karl swirled his fingers inside my hole, harvesting what nectar he could. He shuffled me forward until we reached the wooden dildo, wiping my sticky pussy cream onto the ball so Chloe could lick it off. She purred, licked enthusiastically while my boyfriend pounded her pussy.

Feeding Jeremy a creampie suddenly mattered less than allowing him to freely enjoy his lover as I had done mine. I turned, cocked a leg over the wooden ball, passed my calf over Chloe’s head, sitting down carefully, rubbing my slit and clitoris against it as my new girlfriend already had.

While I rubbed my pussy against solid wood, Karl moved in for a kiss, setting me on fire, tweaking my nipples hard. He lifted me so high that passion released my unrestrained, joyous scream as his girlfriend licked the wooden ball, finishing each long tongue stroke on my creamy clitoris like it was a child’s soft ice cream on a hot day.

I needed cock inside my pussy, so I lay on my back and wriggled awkwardly at an angle to get underneath Chloe. She ignored her ball toy, sat a little higher, and twisted around so her pussy and Jeremy’s cock were immediately above my mouth.

Chloe pulled my legs back from behind the knees, spreading me wide open, offering my lover access to my drenched throbbing pussy. Karl was about to fuck me while I watched Jeremy do the same to Chloe. I would taste my first dripping wet pussy, and I knew that it would soon be full of Jeremy’s semen, dribbling down my throat.

I cried out for joy when Karl mounted me missionary style, driving his throbbing ebony wood balls deep inside my pussy, crushing my cervix. Without hesitation, I raised my head and clenched my lips around Chloe’s creamy pink nub while Jeremy fucked her slick, sticky hole. I sucked her pink nub, moaning when sweet nectar ran across my tongue, consuming me, with my entire body erupting.

Watching Jeremy’s gnarly cock pound Chloe’s tight pussy was utter, sleazy joy. She spread her knees wider apart, lowering the action and her swollen clitoris closer to my face while I sucked hard, brushing my tongue across her tip from side to side.

I knew this lover’s tryst was right for me and hoped to have correctly judged the same for Jeremy. He fucked Chloe in a raw, primal way that made me feel proud of him and us. Somehow, we were deeply in love and able to express and enjoy a level of sexual taboo without fear or jealousy.

I was in heaven, having my pussy stretched wide by an enormous cock driven deep inside me by a man I thoroughly enjoyed.

When Karl shot his semen load deep inside me, an ocean of warmth burgeoned inside like a balloon filling me. Jeremy came, too, in a shuddering, screaming orgasm I was sure would be heard at the swimming pool.

I watched his bloated urethra in awe as it pumped potent seed deep inside Chloe.

Jeremy snarled, screamed for joy, then withdrew his cock, splaying Chloe’s ass cheeks wide for me. She shifted her weight, pointed her slit downwards, and fed me her swollen, dripping wet pussy lips while spreading mine apart. I felt her flattened tongue lick the entire creamy, quivering length of my slit before she poked it deep inside my well fucked hole, desperate to find her boyfriend’s cum somewhere in me.

I followed her lead, driving my tongue deep inside her gaping wide pussy while Jeremy helped, opening her. While she orgasmed, Chloe drained my boyfriend’s cum with powerful squirts that combined deliciously with her hormones and unicorn pee, filling my mouth.

While I gulped his salty seed, Jeremy stared down, mouth agape with an expression as though I were a goddess of love. His devotion and gratitude spurred me on, and I devoured Chloe’s pussy enthusiastically while she dined on mine.

I was addicted to eating my boyfriend’s seed from a well fucked pussy hole but also to watching him service another girl while I got a stranger’s cock too. For more than an hour, after Chloe fed me Jeremy’s creampie, Karl fucked my pussy with such eagerness I couldn’t get enough of him.

Right beside me, my partner in crime lay on her back, being fucked the same way.

The boys ran out of steam, and Chloe agreed we needed a break. For the sake of not seeming a total slut, I took a rest, too, while she fixed cocktails. We each had a glass of water to hydrate, but the Dirty Martini gave me all I needed to fuck a whole lot more.

Dinner was canceled, and we ordered room service. Karl and I got back to fucking before Jeremy and Chloe did, and I enjoyed another hot semen load sprayed deep inside my pussy before my lover needed another break.

Karl ate macadamia nuts, drank a Bloody Mary, and talked to Chloe while sitting on the bed. I wrapped in a bathrobe and stepped out on the balcony as sunset reached its most glorious peak.

I held my boyfriend’s hand, watching the incredible vista of a boiling sun setting behind Mount Kenya. Oranges, yellows, and pinks, with streaks of white clouds, painted the sky with the glory of a Renaissance master.

“It’s so beautiful here, Jeremy.”

“You are far more beautiful.”

“I love you so much.”

“I love you too, Jessica.”

“I know - I can feel it.”

“I feel such desire to please you, have you, and it’s made so much more profound knowing that Karl’s semen is inside you.”

“Do you want to compete with him?”

“Very much.”

“Then we should swap. You fuck me next and fill me with your seed, but please be assured that there will never be a true competition between you and Karl because all my eggs are for you.”

When I wrapped my arms around Jeremy’s waist and stared deeply into his eyes, he said something that made me love him even more.

“I love everything about you, Jessica, and also your family. I feel such pride and joy that you want to have children with me.”


Chapter Eight

Emotional Turbulence

◆◆◆

Having both men’s semen battling for supremacy inside my womb felt thrilling and strangely comforting. As I kissed Chloe goodbye in the living room of our suite, I gently stroked her stomach, knowing she had the same seed swimming around in her reproductive organs as I did in mine.

We shared an essential moment between women, something few could understand if they didn’t participate in our lifestyle. We had leaped off the precipice of convention into a chasm of passionate sex that intersected emotions, love, lust, and the ultimate erotic experience.

Chloe stared into my eyes lovingly, and I knew the night and morning we enjoyed immensely might not be the last time she and I made love. She was surprisingly tender when we played alone, much more than when the guys fucked her.

Jeremy and Karl watched Chloe and me fuck, but we always picked the guys as soon as their erections returned. My reward the following day was a pussy so well fucked, she ached delightfully, reminding me that two cocks are better than one.

Chloe kissed me gently, her lips lingering on mine, softening me for something. 

“Did you enjoy fucking me, Jessica?”

“Yes… the scissors position and that intense squirting… I never, I mean, how…?”

“Not all women orgasm that way, honey - we have chemistry, and that’s why it was fun.”

“When are you back in town?”

“I have a short working contract at a reserve near Nairobi for a week; then I’ll return here. Do you want to see me again?”

She choked and sniffed, almost to the point I thought she might cry. When Chloe bowed and stared at the floor, I knew we had made a real connection. I slid my finger under her chin and raised her head until I stared into her damp, beautiful brown eyes.

“We can’t fall in love, Chloe. If that starts happening for either of us, we must end this.”

“I know, but I like you a lot. It’s nice to have a woman in my life… especially an older, more experienced woman.”

“You have more experience than me, Chloe.”

“I meant in life.”

“I’m old enough to be your Mom.”

“I like that… it’s comforting for me. You have the confidence I need to sleep well after we make love. I also have two packages in here that help.”

Chloe glanced down and patted her stomach, grinning broadly. I immediately understood she was referring to Jeremy and Karl’s seed. I couldn’t love her; I couldn’t love anyone except Jeremy, who had become my sun, moon, day and night in a matter of weeks.

“Message me when you know you’ll be back in town.”

“Can we hook up sometime, Jessica?”

“Just you and me?”

“Yes.”

“I won’t do that or anything with anyone without Jeremy being involved, honey - it’s a red line for us. As long as you figure things out with Karl, we can fuck you together, but never alone.”

“Okay. That works. Karl and I have an entirely open relationship.”

“Can I ask you to do something for us, please, Chloe?”

“Anything… name it.”

“If you want to hook up with us, discuss with Karl first. Jeremy and I don’t want to upset either of you.”

“Of course.”

I kissed her one more time, then turned away, took Jeremy’s hand, and walked out of the Equatorial Suite, leaving behind a beautiful night of sex and two amazing lovers. I had been on the cusp of inviting Chloe into our Whatsapp group, which Jeremy and I shared with Karl, but something she said, her tone, and a nuanced message alerted me, and I mistrusted her, so I didn’t.

As an end to our sex play after breakfast, we had showered together, Jeremy bending Chloe over to fuck her while Karl did the same to me, as both us girls stood side by side with our palms flat against the glass partition.

I was so pleased when we all four orgasmed together, especially when Chloe slid a hand across the glass, touching mine.

It meant our journey home would be without excessive arousal, and for that, I was pleased because my pussy already leaked enough semen without my adding sticky hormones to the menu my panty-lined gusset was devouring.

We waved goodbye to our lovers and headed home, smiling, happy, and needing to reconnect romantically. I entwined my fingers with Jeremy’s, letting go when he needed two hands on the wheel.

He glanced frequently at me, grinning and looking very excited. I knew he wanted to talk.

“Did you enjoy fucking Chloe, Jeremy?”

“Very much, but my favorite time was when I had both of you to myself.”

“I enjoyed that too… no poor reflection on Karl, but I loved eating Chloe’s pussy while you fucked me.”

“She asked me if we could hook up alone… just her and me.”

“What did you say?”

“I told her no way would I do anything with anyone without you being involved, Jessica.”

“Good boy, honey. I think Chloe might be a little too free for us. She asked me the same thing, and I gave her the answer you did. I believe she will contact us soon and ask to hook up with you and me without discussing it with Karl.”

“Did she say that?”

“Chloe inferred she could do as she pleases because she and Karl are in an open relationship.”

“I don’t like the sound of that.”

“I don’t want to lose Karl as a lover, Jeremy. Perhaps next time you see him, you’ll have a chat?”

“I can do that for sure. He’s visiting the reserve tomorrow to check on Annie and Alfie… the lions, that is.”

“I knew what you meant, honey.”

We laughed, but I felt a little uneasy. I liked Chloe and knew Jeremy did, too, but Karl was a discrete, reliable lover, enjoying precisely what we did from our sessions - liberating, emotionally raw sex without any hint of love.

Chloe was playing with fire, most likely finding her boundaries, but I didn’t want Jeremy and my relationship to be her testing ground. I felt sure my boyfriend would straighten things out with Karl, but Jeremy and my discussion and similar thoughts about Chloe were impactful, and I needed to voice my concerns.

“We should look for a more stable couple, Jeremy.”

“Do you mean not hook up with Karl and Chloe anymore?”

“I meant as well as. We would do well to find a stable married couple who wants everything we do in precisely the same way. I wanted Chloe to be a pleasant surprise for you, and I may have skipped a few stages of diligence when rushing in.

“There was no harm done, and she was a really good… umm, well, you know what I mean, Jessica.”

“Fuck, honey. You can say Chloe was a really good fuck because she was.”

“Sorry.”

I leaned the side of my head as far onto his shoulder as the center console would allow. I felt closer to Jeremy after our debauched night and, in some way, less inclined to take him for granted. Watching my beloved fuck another woman was fun, and although I didn’t turn green with envy, watching Chloe cum on the end of his cock had me counting my blessings.

“I appreciate you more, having watched you cum inside Chloe.”

“I feel the same way about you and Karl.”

“We can’t become reliant on nonmonogamy in our relationship, though, Jeremy.”

“I thought we might enjoy the camping trip I mentioned in a few days - just you and me. Getting out under the stars will be nice.”

“What about wild animals?”

“We have an inflatable tent and king-sized mattress to sleep on. A large campfire will be lit outside, and a bastard bush fence surrounds the site. We’ll also have Masai protectors with flares, flashbangs, and spears.”

“Will they hear us making love?”

“From a distance of fifty meters, probably, but they do this often for tourists, and they never interfere. The local village takes care of us free of charge because the reserve provides them employment.”

“What about Naipanoi and his people?”

“I can ask them if you prefer. They are also Masai, but until you, they were largely ignored to live how they wished, neither supported nor harassed.”

“We should pay them and everyone working for us a reasonable hourly rate - more than a living wage.”

“That would increase our reserve running costs.”

“When I checked the books, I noticed the reserve makes a reasonable profit from allowing travel companies safari access.”

“Yes. We also have a small microlight aircraft company on the western edge of your land. They pay rent and take a dozen tourists on flights over the reserve daily.”

“Let’s increase wages fairly for all then, please, Jeremy. You’ll work it out.”

He grinned, and I knew immediately that Charlie had worked to ensure the estate’s frugality. My ex-husband had been a cautious, diligent investor, managing costs well. Hence, he provided so much wealth for his family and me, but times in Kenya were changing, and we needed to secure our good people.

Kenya became a massive food and flower production center in a few short years, shipping fresh fruits, vegetables, and cut flowers worldwide. Also, coastal-farmed spiny rock lobster, abalone, and other seafood were growing export products. All of that, in addition to massive tourist numbers arriving from Asia, meant the country was upwardly mobile with increasing costs and wages - it was time to review how the reserve could support the people who were reliant upon it - paying all due respect to my former husband.

Jeremy needed my encouragement to step up a tiny bit into Charlie’s shoes as an estate manager. I wanted to figure out a more detailed life plan considering sensitive and highly emotional matters of inheritance, new-found love versus old, and other dilemmas nagging at me.

I had always planned on being buried with Charlie when my time came. My new thoughts on that was to hope Jeremy would agree that unless he had a new wife, he would be buried with Charlie and me when his time came. Morose a thought as it was, knowing I would forever be interred with the two men I loved grounded me in the universe.

Was I being selfish? I couldn’t tell.

Charlie had worked hard to provide for his family, and although he advocated for me to find love with Jeremy, it felt morally wrong to have a second family and share what he earned and fought for with children who were not his.

My instinct said to speak with my children, but also, regardless of what they thought, Jeremy and I must build a second fortune for those children yet to come.

What should I do, Charlie?

I sighed, frowned deeply, and bit my bottom lip, revealing a somber mood that my boyfriend immediately picked up on.

“Are you okay, Jessica?”

“In three weeks, it will be Charlie’s birthday.”

“We should mark the occasion… celebrate and have a family party if that’s not inappropriate.”

“It’s not at all inappropriate, honey.”

“We should also celebrate your and Charlie’s important anniversaries, Jessica, if that’s what you want. I’d hate to think you were holding these things in, suppressing emotions. I loved Charlie too, as did Agnes. He gave me a life I could never have otherwise had.”

“You have no idea how happy that makes me feel, Jeremy. Please pull over.”

“Do you need the toilet?”

“Something like that, honey.”

He turned onto a rough trail and drove into a large clearing with thick forest stretching away in every direction. Where there was a convenient spot, Jeremy stopped and came to my side of the truck, opening the door and helping me out.

I flung my arms around Jeremy’s neck and pulled my beloved close, sobbing while kissing his cheek and neck. I wanted him so much; my body ached with excess love. He was a decent man, as had been Charlie, and I knew I was a lucky woman to have had them both.

Jeremy stared into my tear-filled eyes while I smiled back, feeling emotional but not unhappy.

“You don’t need the toilet, do you, Jessica?”

“No… I desperately wanted to hug you.”


Chapter Nine

Secrets

◆◆◆

It seemed as though Chuck and Ava left as we arrived, with barely any time for us to hug or say a proper goodbye. They would board a tourist flight, leaving Nanyuki and flying to Mombasa. The aircraft was a small, thirty-seater twin propellor regional service, but the service was reliable, countering a long drive that would be their boring, uncomfortable alternative.

When I briefly hugged my son and daughter-in-law goodbye and told them to enjoy themselves, images flashed in my head of Karl and Jeremy fucking me before Chloe licked my pussy. What I had done over the last twenty-four hours was hard to imagine as a regular sexual repose for the son I had raised and a wife who doted on him.

I pondered whether I felt hypocrisy or a concerned mother’s plain, natural worry. As her parents drove away, Rebecca cried, so I hugged her until we went back indoors.

“I don’t understand why Mom and Dad can’t take me with them, Grandma.”

“Sometimes adults need alone time to reconnect. We have a busy household, honey, and they need a break from that, not from you.”

“Okay.”

“Why don’t you show me what you’ve been up to, Becca?”

“Come with me.”

I hadn’t spent as much time with Rebecca as with Emily, mainly because of the trauma Jack had caused his daughter and that my concern must be directed to whoever was in greater need.

Alfie was a social butterfly, gravitating towards whoever went outside the house or into the reserve. He hung out with his Dad when he wasn’t tagging along with Jeremy or Agnes on every errand they ran.

I followed my granddaughter through the house and out the back door, where sprinklers watered a lush garden - much improved over the one I had sat in and enjoyed a week prior. Rebecca turned off the hose, and I stepped barefoot onto the thick, damp, emerald-green grass.

A week ago, it was a beautiful place to sit and enjoy shade during the day’s heat, but now, it was far more stunning. Agnes maintained the whole garden, which was almost half an acre and covered with lawn, two small thickets, and many colorful, beautifully curved flower beds.

“I worked on it all week, Nana.”

“You’ve transformed this garden, honey; I am so proud of you. The Hydrangea is new.”

“It’s called Hydrangea Vanilla Fraise, and this version is a large lollipop standard tree. It will grow to your height.”

“How did you get it?”

“Agnes took me to an old couple’s house a few miles away. They run a small garden center.”

The tree had a bushy head with huge, bright, creamy-white vanilla-colored blooms. It was planted in a circle at the center of our lawn in a bed that must have taken hours to dig and was backbreaking work.

“Did you dig deep?”

“Three feet. It took me all day. The creamy white ages to Strawberry Pink through burgundy red, but it takes time because nothing here knows the seasons.”

“Of course.”

“I fed and watered the lawn daily, tidied the flower borders, and trimmed dead branches off trees.”

“You’ve been busy, Becca.”

“I had fun.” 

I sat on a comfortable, deep-cushioned love swing three-seater chair, and Rebecca joined me, pulling out an A5 Moleskin notebook from a large pocket on the front of her denim dungarees. She had a pen from Charlie’s Mont Blanc cartridge ink collection borrowed from the study. I knew she could look after anything, so I said nothing about her using the expensive writing implement.

Rebecca lay across the swing, using my lap as a cushion. She opened her notebook and began flicking through pages to find a blank one. I saw recipe notes, specifically the beautifully handwritten instructions to make apple crumble. She turned overleaf to a double-page spread intricately drawn map of the garden.

Overleaf again, I saw double-sided pages of text and caught a few words on the first lines.

Beatrice only came for the raisins, but I didn’t mind her unsociable character. She must not enjoy the peanuts I left on a raised tray, perhaps because they were the salted kind. She danced around the grass, looking stunning in green, red, gold, and brown plumage, always watching for Vincent.

Beatrice always collected food in her beak, feeding Harry and the babies first. He defended their home in a tree hollow at the end of the secret garden where nobody went.

“Is Beatrice a bird, Rebecca?”

“She’s a lilac-breasted roller who lives with Harry and their three chicks right over there.”

Rebecca pointed to a giant tree in a small thicket at the furthest end of the garden to where we sat. Sure enough, I saw a colorful bird hopping from one branch to another, keenly watching us.

“I’ll throw her a raisins. Watch what Beatrice does.”

Rebecca fished around in her pocket, retrieved a tissue, unwrapped it carefully, picked out one of three raisins, and tossed it onto the grass a few feet away.

“If you stay still, she will watch us for a while and then swoop down.”

“Can we talk?”

“I think so.”

“Who is Vincent?”

“A bat-eared fox. I chased him off at first until Agnes explained Vincent also has a family to feed somewhere in the savannah. He eats termites, scorpions, spiders, millipedes, rodents, and lizards, so she says having him around is good.”

“But you don’t trust him around Beatrice and Harry?”

“Not yet. I hope to one day, but trust doesn’t come easily.”

“Are you writing a story about them?”

“Yes, and other things too. I love writing.”

“Then you should do it more often.”

“I also love cooking with Agnes, but being alone in this secret garden makes me most happy.”

“Am I allowed to come here too?”

“Of course, Nana, but I have a favor to ask, please?”

“Anything, sweetheart.”

“Please don’t let Alfie dig up this garden with his shovels and toys.”

“I won’t honey.”

“Alfie loves mud.”

I didn’t move for another two hours, entranced by my granddaughter, loving every minute while we talked and relaxing like I hadn’t done in ages. We enjoyed freshly squeezed orange juice and shortbread biscuits when Agnes brought us refreshments. Beatrice eventually landed beside her family meal, stared at Rebecca, cocked her head sideways in what seemed to be a nod, picked up the raisin, and flew away.

She immediately tossed the other two. Each time Beatrice returned, her cocked-head routine was repeated.

“You see how she thanked me?”

“I think she did.”

“I want to buy her some larvae. Agnes says we can get some when we visit Nanyuki tomorrow. They have a pet shop.”

In a little under three hours, I learned more about my granddaughter than I had in the month since she arrived. It was a sobering experience, and I considered how modern conventional living pushed families apart. It was none of my business, but at some point, a conversation must be had about receiving a visit from Ava’s parents lest Rebecca completely lose touch with her other grandparents.

Ava’s parents disapproved of her and Chuck’s lifestyle, which led to an estrangement, but I felt uncomfortable that the separation meant Rebecca had no contact with her other grandparents.

Was it even any of my business? 

Lunch was served indoors because the heat outside was becoming unbearable. We gathered around the dining table and enjoyed a cous cous vegetable salad with barbecue chicken, roasted aubergines, and courgettes.

When everyone retired to their bedrooms to rest, Rebecca stayed with Agnes and helped tidy up before she headed for her bed.

After showering, I cuddled Jeremy, both of us completely naked. Thoughts about our foursome, my first lesbian experience, and the discussions we had were at the back of my mind, and I was glad my boyfriend didn’t mention them either. I wasn’t ashamed; the opposite was true, to be honest, but there was a time and place for everything, and now was only about us.

“Rebecca has a secret garden, Jeremy.”

“I know… she wants to find where Vincent lives. I said I would help. She has asked me for motion-activated, infra-red camera traps that can be tied to trees to discover all the animals in her garden.”

“Do we have them?”

“The Rangers have spare. I’ll visit there later and collect a few.” 

“I can’t believe how Rebecca and Emily are the same in so many ways. One finds fascination in the giant wilderness and huge beasts while the other discovers herself in a garden with its tiny living creatures.”

“It’s nice to watch all three children grow. In a few years, Alfie will never be out of my workshop. He’s stealing my tools and digging up the front area outside the garden fence. He’s also figuring out how to build a treehouse.”

We fell asleep in each other’s arms, but I woke first an hour later, carefully removing our duvet from my lover’s naked body. I loved how Jeremy’s cock was almost always semi-hard and ready to play, and I stroked it gently, rearing him to a full erection before gently thumbing the entire length of his throbbing, bloated urethra.

I slid down the bed carefully, trying not to wake him. When I licked his swollen, precum-coated glans, Jeremy moaned, slipped his fingers through my hair, and held my head gently in one hand.

“I’m awake.”

“Good. I want to ensure you enjoy the rest of the day without a hard-on.”

“Thank you, Jessica.”

“It’s my pleasure.”

“Can I do the same for you, please?”

“Are you sure?”

“Of course.”

An apres lunch, mid-afternoon 69, is a fulfilling, relaxing pleasure. While I sucked Jeremy’s cock, enjoying the salty burn across my tongue, he licked my aching pussy hole. After ten minutes of oral sex, moaning, writhing, and building a head of steam, we ended up making love.

I needed my boyfriend’s cock inside me, wanting him to dominate my sexual needs until the next time we hooked up with a lover.

We orgasmed in sync, and I felt deep, endless love when Jeremy came inside me, enjoying his delightfully contorted expression as he filled me with semen.

We fell asleep again, tired from a night of fucking and the journey back and forth to the Mount Kenya Safari Lodge. I only woke much later because Agnes knocked on our bedroom door.

When I opened the door, I saw something was wrong from her expression.

“We have an ongoing fight that is getting out of control, Jessica.”

“Between who?”

“Annie and Emily.”

“Okay… I’m coming now.”

It didn’t surprise me that mother and daughter quarreled, and I knew Jack was at the center of that altercation, even though he was likely not its instigator. I saw the problem coming when Annie tried to be conciliatory toward her ex-husband to Emily’s disdain, but I hadn’t expected such an explosive row so soon.

When I reached the living room, a daughter was screaming at her mother, leaning forward, face contorted in anger with both fists balled at the end of straightened arms pointing down her sides.

I raised my hands and stepped between the pair.

“Can you both sit down, please? Annie, what’s going on?”

“Emily told her father she will fight him in court to avoid spending any time with him.”

“Oh dear. Where is Jack right now?”

“Gone.”

“Gone where?”

“I don’t know. He packed his bag and left on foot.”

“That’s dangerous.”

I had two furious girls on my hands with no real sense of what had already passed between them. Annie probably wouldn’t thank me for telling her that she and Emily were like peas in a pod, so I held back, nodding to Jeremy as he grabbed the truck keys and headed for the front door.

He would find and bring Jack home. I stared at my granddaughter, understanding the obstinate expression, and averted fiery eyes.

“What’s the problem, Emily?”

“Mom’s being selfish - she gets to have everything she wants. I have to do as she and Jack say.”

“That’s how parenting works, honey.”

“Not when one of the parents is an asshole who can’t take responsibility for himself and treats me with passing interest.”

“Did you tell your father how you feel?”

“Well… I’m sure he knows… Mom scolded him often enough for letting me down.”

“Yes, I know… but did you tell your Dad how you feel?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“Because I don’t like Jack at all.”

“So it wouldn’t bother you if he was somewhere out there bleeding to death right now?”

“That’s a stupid question, Grandma.”

“Not really. How would you feel if the last words you said to him today were the last ever?”

“They won’t be.”

“But how would you feel if they were?”

“Not great.”

Emily folded her arms and scowled, furious at anyone who disagreed with or challenged her on a point she had settled firmly on. We were in a sticky, sensitive situation that wouldn’t be solved anytime soon.

“How would you fight your father in the courts, Em?”

“I want to use the trust fund you set up for me. You said it was a resource to help me through life.”

“You still need permission to spend the money.”

“Are you saying you won’t give it?”

“Unless you discuss your feelings with your father first, I can’t agree, Em. It would be like starting a war without trying to settle differences amicably - what kind of person does that?”

Emily burst into tears and ran to her bedroom, followed closely by Annie, who became a concerned mother rather than an angry parent. I didn’t want to tell my daughter not to bother because Emily needed cooling off and thinking time, hopefully coming to her senses.

I stepped onto the front deck to sit, relax, and wait for Jack to return. Agnes joined me, serving coffee and an Amaretto biscuit, sitting opposite me to enjoy hers. I ate the crusty golden brown almond delight, grinning at her.

“I’m constantly amazed at how you can buy anything here that we can in Maine.”

“Some things are easy. Others you must plan for and order, sometimes weeks in advance.”

Agnes had joined me outside for a reason, so I waited for her to decide how to open a conversation. She grinned, giggled, and pointed at me.

“You know I have something to say, right?”

“Of course. You are not my housekeeper anymore; you are my daughter’s soulmate who happens to manage our home. We should talk more.”

“I have an opinion to share about Jack and may step over a boundary.”

“Any light you can shed on this problem would help.”

“I think Jack suffers from sex addiction.”

I burst out laughing because her insight was one I least expected, and it sounded like a joke. I stopped chuckling when Agnes eyeballed me with a kind but serious expression.

“How do you figure Jack is a sex addict?”

“By talking to Annie and understanding their life together. I don’t know how to share my opinions on the matter.”

“Can you explain it to me, Agnes?”

“The signs of sex addiction include a preoccupation with sexual thoughts or activities, engaging in sexual behaviors despite adverse consequences, loss of control over sexual impulses, increasing risk-taking in sexual behavior, guilt or shame following sexual activities, engaging in sexual acts with multiple partners, experiencing mental health issues, and difficulty forming meaningful relationships.”

“Oh my. That does sound a little bit like Jack. Does Annie confirm his symptoms?”

“Most of them, but I can’t press her too hard without raising suspicion, Jessica.”

“So he might not be behaving in his natural way?”

“Sex addiction is a mental illness and should be treated as such.”

“How do you know about this, Agnes?”

“I have an interest in psychology.”

“So you think Jack might be sick?”

“Yes.”

“Is sex addiction a real thing?”

“The World Health Organization recently included Compulsive Sexual Behavior Disorder in the International Classification of Diseases-11th revision, recognizing it as an impulse control disorder.”

“Fuck! I never knew.”

“The causes of sex addiction are genetic predispositions, imbalances in brain chemistry, trauma or abuse, conditions that affect or damage the brain, and side effects of certain medications.”

“What medications?”

“Ones that enhance dopamine and serotonin levels in the brain.”

“I think Jack was treated for ADHD one time.”

“He was. It was after he discontinued treatment when he started having affairs and cheating on Annie.”

“Oh my.”

Agnes’s eyes filled with tears; she trembled, and her facial muscles contorted. I crossed the gap between us, hugged her tightly, and she sobbed, choking up.

I knew why.

“You haven’t told Annie any of this, have you?”

“Not yet, but I will. I am terrified of losing her.”

“Annie loves you, Agnes.”

“I know, but if I am right about Jack and he seeks treatment, in no time, he will be the man she fell in love with again.”


Chapter Ten

Growing Pains

◆◆◆

I asked Agnes to delay serving dinner by an hour so everyone had time to calm down. No matter what I did to establish peace, our evening mealtime was bound to be a fractious affair. Still, passing up an excellent meatloaf with creamy garlic mashed potato, steamed vegetables, and my gravy recipe enhanced by Agnes was too much.

I was famished, having expended more calories in the past twenty-four hours than in a long time.

Still teary-eyed and looking worried, Agnes left to find Annie. I wasn’t about to get involved in her revelation about Jack because all kinds of relationship demons resided there. I had no clue how she got through the mental gymnastics to figure out Jack might be suffering from sex addiction, but it seemed plausible given his many casual affairs that ended badly.

When he arrived home with Jeremy, Jack looked sheepish, but I didn’t care, such was my relief to see him. I surprised him with a heartfelt hug while Agnes poured a chilled lemon juice, leaving me in the living room with a very sweaty, hot, and bothered, almost former son-in-law.

Jack eyed me like a naughty child might study their angry mother.

“Sorry, Jessica… I messed up.”

“I understand why you left. It’s not easy to listen to the spiteful rant of a child.”

“Is that what it was?”

“Emily is a wonderful child but no different to any of us at that age. Hormones, puberty, uncertain times, what do you expect from a girl in the middle of her parent’s breakup? I think it is a cry to you to try harder.”

“I’m not annoyed with her - I just figured she and Annie would be better off if I left. I won’t ask for custody rights in the divorce because Emily doesn’t want to see me. She’s determined to change her surname and write me out of her life.”

“What about Alfie?”

“I don’t know. Annie is best at this parenting stuff; maybe she can decide.”

“My daughter wants her children’s father in both their lives.”

“She said that - but, honestly, Annie is a good person. Me. Not so much.”

“So, you are giving up on your kids, Jack?”

He blinked, probably surprised that I was supportive, but I wholeheartedly agreed with Annie. Despite her and Jack’s divorce, Alfie and Emily needed their father, preferably an improved version. Jack was much better than most parents because he loved his kids and wanted the best possible outcomes for them, but his disconnection from Emily was a disaster. Regardless of her anger, I didn’t want Jack to give up.

“As they grow older until they become women, girls are generally more difficult than boys for fathers to manage, in my experience.”

“Annie does it.”

“Annie and Emily usually fight it out, which is also expected at this age. Fathers find it more challenging to fight their daughters.”

“I can’t fight Emily - it hollows me, and I descend into a chasm of sadness and shame.”

“I told you what to do, Jack. Tell her these things.”

“Was Annie the same?”

“I won’t discuss my daughter. She’s an amazing mother and, for the most part, a dedicated wife.”

“Yes, it’s true. Our marriage breakdown was mostly my fault.”

“Don’t lose Emily, Jack… and please do me a favor.”

“Anything for you, Jessica.”

“Please don’t leave this house the way you did today. If you want to go, do it with dignity and keep the door open for a return.”

“Of course… sorry.”

“Will you join us for dinner, please?”

“Yes.”

He stood to leave and shower, looking much improved in his demeanor but still teary-eyed. I hugged him because Jack needed to know the world, and especially our family was not against him.

If he walked away and disappeared, nobody would win.

Agnes would worry about Annie re-engaging her love for Jack should he reform and become the old, reliable, loving husband, but that was a bridge to cross another day. For now, helping to reconcile a father with his daughter became my main concern.

To that end, my next stop was Emily’s bedroom, where Annie was in floods of tears trying to reason with her emotionally overwrought daughter - a mistake, I thought, but we all learn better parenting every day until our last breath.

“Dinner is in one hour, and everyone will attend or ship out tomorrow back to Maine.”

I smiled at my daughter and granddaughter from the door, leaving no wriggle room or time for argument. Emily’s face dropped, and she considered throwing a tantrum but quickly thought better of it and calmed down.

Emily would learn the same lessons in life we all had to.

I deliberately placed Emily between her parents at dinner, pointing each person to their place with a smile and nonnegotiable pleasant expression, Agnes being next to Annie. With everyone feeling tense, an icebreaker was needed, and Jeremy rode in to rescue the day.

“Who wants to fly from our reserve airport tomorrow?”

Everyone at the table was stunned, including me. I had no idea we had an airport. Alfie’s hand shot up like a space rocket, and his expression was desperate as he wriggled in his chair. Slowly, warily, the girls raised their hands, and even Annie did eventually, while Agnes laughed and pointed at Jeremy.

“It’s not an airport, Jeremy.”

“It is a complex of runways and buildings designed to facilitate passenger and cargo aircraft take-off and landing - an airport by dictionary definition.”

“It’s a rough, dirt landing strip beside the Rangers hut, dear - hardly Heathrow.”

“But it will land and take off a Beechcraft King Air 350 twin propellor, which seats everyone at this table.”

“Where are we going?”

“Shopping to Nairobi. I already booked the flight to leave at 6 a.m because I figured everyone needed something from our capital city.”

“Breakfast will be at 5 a.m then?”

“Yes, please, Agnes. You’ll come too.”

“Try stopping me.”

I enthusiastically flung my hand up and nodded to Jack, grinning, so he would be forced to join us. Perhaps a daddy/daughter shopping trip to Nairobi might break some of the ice. He agreed and raised his hand, looking optimistically at Emily. I saw a flicker of hope in her expression that softened as she took some pity on her embattled father.

It was no detente, but I would take it.

After Jeremy’s icebreaker, dinner proceeded in better spirits, and my uneasy feeling slowly dissolved into a happy disposition. Agnes held Annie’s hand under the table, and my daughter cleverly engaged her girlfriend in conversation, leaving Emily with few options aside from silence or giving her father one and two-word answers to an endless stream of his questions.

Jack tried hard, which made me proud of him and happy for the granddaughter, whom I hoped would reconcile.

After dinner, everyone made excuses to retire, which was not a bad idea since we had an early start. In our bedroom, after showering and slipping into nightwear, Jeremy explained the airport surprise to me.

“All reserves have rough landing strips to get urgent medical treatment in and out. Ours is a longer and better graded than most. Charlie insisted we get reasonably sized aircraft in and out.”

“That sounds like Charlie.”

“The Rangers maintain it well, grading after heavy storms. It’s a little far away on the Reserve, beside the Ranger’s lodge, but that was the only ground where we didn’t have to chop down trees or flatten the landscape.”

“I had no idea it was there, but it makes absolute sense to have an airport.”

“I like calling it an airport. We have a windsock, radio connected with air traffic control Nairobi, chocks for wheels, and even night landing lights.”

“I like us having an airport too, Jeremy.”

“It was only used a few times during construction to bring in large, expensive items like the safe, the house electronics and alarm systems, and water-pumping gear. We haven’t had an emergency.”

“So, this shopping trip is a first?”

“Yes.”

“Do we have a ribbon?”

“Somewhere… why?”

“We should let the kids officially open the airport.”

“Consider it done, Jessica.”

“How did you pay for the flight?”

“I’ve already paid personally. Getting away from here might reset a few relationships.”

“I know what you mean, Jeremy, but the house account must pay, not you. How much does it cost?”

“Two thousand, two hundred and fifty dollars per hour. We also pay for the journey here and back for the pilots, so it’s four legs which is three hours, fifteen minutes aircraft use for the day.”

“That’s…”

“Seven thousand, three hundred and twelve dollars and fifty cents.”

“It is expensive but worth it for eight people to enjoy a full day in Nairobi.”

“I thought so too, Jessica. The road to Nairobi is treacherous, uncomfortable, and exhausting.”

“Oh, don’t I know it.”

“And we save money by not staying in the city overnight.”

“What time did you book our return flight?”

“10 p.m take off, so it’s a long day, especially for the kids. I reserved a dinner table for eight people at the Carnivore restaurant.”

“Lots of meat, I take it?”

“You can choose from a leg of lamb, pork, ostrich, beef rump or sirloin steak, rack of lamb, spare ribs, sausages, skewered kidneys, even crocodile.”

“You thought of everything, honey. I’m more excited than the kids.”

Jeremy looked so cute and proud that I couldn’t resist pushing him onto the bed, climbing on top, and kissing my beloved. Despite all that had gone on for the past days and now family strife, our love was intact, as was his lust for me judging by the feel of his erection below, pressing hard against my unclad pussy.

I wore his T-shirt with no panties, so when my boyfriend’s cock reached its full size, pressed down against his stomach, it fit perfectly between my dampening, swollen pussy lips.

I rocked gently, wanking his cock with my creamy slit, teasing before fucking him.

“What is the restaurant like, Jeremy?”

“They roast meat on traditional Maasai swords over a giant charcoal pit at the restaurant's entrance.”

“I’m already drooling on your sword, honey.”

“I know. Can we make love, please, Jessica?”

He looked desperate, which excited me because who doesn’t want to be deeply desired by their lover? I yearned for Jeremy as much as he did me, getting off on my boyfriend, especially because he’d done something so nice for our family. 

“Of course, you can fuck me, honey… anytime, But please, tell me more about this restaurant before you slide your sword deep inside me.”

“You’re such a tease, Jessica.”

“Do you like my inner slut?”

“Very much.”

“Then tell me what happens to the sword.”

“When the meat is roasted, a carver comes to your table. His sword is laden with juicy cuts, and he slices them onto sizzling cast-iron plates.”

“Is that what your sword is going to do to my pussy, Jeremy?”

“The feeding frenzy doesn’t stop until you raise a white flag on the table.”

“I have white panties somewhere. I could wave those in surrender after you fill me up.”

“God, I love you so much, Jessica.”

“I guess you’d better fuck me then, lover.”


Chapter Eleven

A Day Of Shopping

◆◆◆

By 5 a.m., everyone frantically rushed around the house, getting showered and dressed, gathering day trip essentials, and grabbing breakfast on the run. The darkness slowly turned into an eerie pre-dawn, and I felt excited about the prospect of a stellar day ahead.

I sat outside, wrapped in a blanket to keep the chill off, fully dressed and ready to go because Jeremy had organized perfectly. When he gently woke me with coffee and toast, everything I needed was ready, from underwear and hanging clothes to shoes below and my handbag dangling on a door handle. He even thought of plugging in the hairdryer while I showered so I could whisk through my morning routine in a flash.

When my boyfriend sat opposite me on the front deck, sunrise was still in a pre-launch mode. A hidden sun’s early glare lit the savannah like a supernatural, shadowy world where creatures of the night slunk and slithered away, their eyes occasionally flaring while beasts of the day yawned and stretched.

Jeremy only had eyes for me, a seemingly more treasured view than the one he’d grown up with.

“Did you sleep well, Jessica?”

“Yes… after you filled my belly with seed.”

“One day it will be for real… no practice runs.”

“I can’t wait for that either.”

I’d been thinking about pregnancy a lot recently and wondered if it might be too soon for me to come off birth control. Being unmarried and planning a family felt wrong but not as morally ambiguous as my recent kinky choices. I had also not known Jeremy for long, and we were still becoming familiar lovers, but also, I was hurtling towards fifty-one, and although my period still came like clockwork, that would change soon.

There were trade-offs to consider because of my age. It would be unfair for Jeremy to commit to me for life if I waited too long and risked my fertility. When I sipped coffee and stared at my boyfriend, lost in my intricate web of complex and emotive thoughts, he dragged me back to the present with a beautiful smile.

“Did you like the clothes I picked out for you?”

“I do. They wouldn’t have been my first choice, but a sundress is more practical than pants if they have squat-down toilets.”

“Have no fear; we can find you proper lavatories in Kenya’s capital, Jessica.”

He laughed loudly, but I had no clue what we would walk into. Aside from arriving at its airport and jumping onto a bus, I had never spent time in Nairobi. I had read that the city was modernizing fast and with the same cosmopolitan amenities young people worldwide desired.

“Sorry, I don’t know what to expect.”

“Nairobi is a sum of chaos and beauty; it's a mix of old trying to stand while modernity invades every space. It's a beautiful city, constantly changing with new highways and interesting architecture popping up daily.”

“Nanyuki is trying hard to modernize, too.”

“Kenya is going places and building on revenues from mining, food, and cut flower exports. Nice people make Nairobi great fun; we have all the people from Africa here, and they are welcoming.”

“You should work for the tourist board.”

“I’ve only left Kenya to visit the UK for training. Although I loved London, I was glad to come home.”

“You’ve never been anywhere else?”

“Nope.”

“Is your passport still in date?”

“Yes, of course.”

“Shall we go to Maine for a few weeks… just you and me? You can see where I was born, went to school, and lived until recently.”

“I would love to, Jessica.”

“I’d like to collect some personal items and take care of the safe’s contents. Charlie did a great job of replicating our home here, but some things have meaning, and the original can’t be replicated.”

“When shall we leave?”

“Once our Emily and Jack problem is fixed.”

“Can that relationship be repaired?”

“It will take months for them to reconcile fully, but we can say it’s fixed once that process begins. A few weeks more will make or break this Daddy/Daughter relationship.”

Jeremy rested back in his chair, looking very happy. Taking him to my Maine home was a big step for both of us. This place in Kenya felt like his and mine, but in Maine, the exact same house had been all about me and Charlie.

I would be coming out in the community I grew up in, showing off a boyfriend two decades younger than me. I smiled inwardly, imagining the scandalous gossip at my tennis club and in the members’ restaurant at the marina, where superficial friends would not let the truth get in the way of a good story.

Jeremy watched my expression quizzically, wondering what I was thinking.

“It’s going to be such fun, Jeremy.”

“Going home to where it all began or revealing the scandal of your secret lover?”

“Although that will also be fun, showing you Mom and Dad’s home where I was born, visiting my siblings, and making new memories will be awesome.”

“Yes.”

I had pressured Jeremy, unintentionally changing his perception of our trip. He would plan endlessly to fit in with the people we would meet, so I had to intervene in the days ahead, calming him down so he could enjoy the journey and be himself - the man I fell in love with.

It wasn’t that Jeremy was oversensitive. He was a young man in his first love, whereas I was an older woman running her second lap of a familiar track. I wasn’t old or too old, but there was a big difference in our lived experiences, and I owed it to Jeremy to ensure he got every benefit that love and long-term relationships bring.

Babies, inheritance, burial agreements, and the next steps in love vanished from my agonized thoughts when I saw a twin-propeller aircraft flying low toward us across the horizon.

Jeremy leaped up, cheering raucously, before he ran boyishly from the deck to an open area in front of our home. He excitedly dragged my grandchildren with him, waving their hats and hollering a welcome to our Nairobi taxi ride, skimming low in front. It was a scene out of a movie. The blazing yellow tip of the sun rose behind the aircraft, and the pilot wiggled his wings from side to side, waving at us through his cockpit window, equally excited as the kids on the ground.

Annie hugged me joyously, whooping loudly as the airplane thundered by.

“I don’t ever want to leave here, Mom.”

“You never have to… none of us do.”

As we boarded the aircraft after a twenty-minute drive to the Ranger station, the excited faces and chatter of a family in sync struck me as entirely natural and the only way I wanted to live. An awkward moment ensued when Emily followed her brother up the narrow stairs into the aircraft. When Alfie accidentally stepped back, she lost her balance and fell.

Emily could have taken a nasty fall backward from almost five feet, but Jack was there as quick as a flash, catching her like a baby in his arms and giving a perfectly soft landing. He smiled at her, then laughed and set her down.

She stared angrily at her father, blushing furiously, unsure what to say.

“Thank you, Jack.”

“You are welcome, sweet, beautiful daughter.”

The ice queen’s facade remained generally intact, but I noticed a momentary softening in her expression when she stepped forward again. I was pleased when Annie leaned in to whisper something encouraging to her estranged husband. When she took the first step, Jack looked enthused and less saddened by his situation.

When I passed by, with Jeremy helping me onto the first step with a steady hand, I smiled at Jack.

“One day, this pain will pass, and a fine daughter will bring you joy.”

“She already does. Thank you, Jessica.”

I sat beside Jeremy. Annie sat with Agnes, Alfie with Rebecca, leaving Jack no space except beside his daughter. Emily watched out of the window during the whole flight, but it wasn’t awkward because so did everyone else. We were captivated by the sight of giraffe journeys snaking along woodland paths to watering holes in the middle and herds of elephants marching through neighboring reserves.

After landing, a couple of seven-seater BMW SUVs collected us from beside the aircraft. Other passengers were waiting in line nearby, ready to board and travel to Mombasa. As we exited the airport site, with no immigration process to endure, my thoughts turned away from the dozens of colorful street traders lining the road with hawker stands every few hundred meters.

I thought about my son and daughter-in-law undoubtedly having fucked strangers through the night, and I considered the motives for my concern about their well-being and relationship, having done precisely the same with Karl and Chloe a few nights earlier.

I felt mildly hypocritical but convinced that over-sensitivity for my son and his wife was because I was new to an exciting, dangerous, swinging nonmonogamous lifestyle. No harm had come to Jeremy and me so far, but I wasn’t about to open our relationship further than we already had.

I sighed and smiled, feeling aroused and finally replaying our threesome and foursome in my mind, slightly obsessively, catching Jeremy’s attention. He leaned closer, whispering.

“Are you okay, Jessica?”

“Yes, but I want us to fuck another couple again.”

“Me too. Are you thinking about Karl and Chloe?”

“I worry about Chloe and her feelings for me, honey… but it would be nice to see them again so long as she behaves.”

“Chloe won’t return for over a week, Jessica. We could visit Karl, though.”

I frowned and felt a familiar slutty feeling surge through me, trembling in every muscle. I imagined Jeremy fucking me from behind while Karl fed his cock inside my mouth, then the two men swapped over.

I groaned and kissed my boyfriend, whispering so quietly he could barely hear me.

“Would that be okay for you, Jeremy?”

“I loved it last time when we both fucked you. I think being spit-roasted suits you, Jessica, and I don’t mean it in a lewd sense. You come even more alive and loving toward me when two men make love to you.”

“I guess it’s because I compensate for a guilty feeling.”

“Compensate away, honey. I love it.”

“But you always must be fully engaged, Jeremy.”

“Try stopping me.”

I never wanted our fun to become his humiliation, knowing him well and myself even better. I didn’t desperately need to fuck Karl, but I hoped a diary date could be planned so I had that event to look forward to in sleazy anticipation.

As Jeremy described it, Nairobi was thoroughly modern along one street and rustic East African down the next. Malls with Swarovski and other designer brands fought for custom on the same streets as vendors with carts weighed down by stunning, highly polished ebony-carved lions, elephants, and rhinos.

My favorite shopping pavilion was The Village Market, with art galleries, local artisan stores, excellent restaurants, fast food joints, and wine bars, as well as a supermarket, a first-class meat market, well-stocked liquor stores, sporting goods stores, gyms, a bowling alley, trampoline park, VR Gaming, and so much more.

I sat on an upper floor, with views across and down into a sunny atrium, drinking coffee and enjoying an exquisitely made Danish pastry. My eyes were drawn to Jack, who cautiously followed his daughter from one clothing store to another at a discrete distance. She ended up browsing the Zoology section of a bookstore for an hour while her father hovered around non-fiction fantasy, keeping a watchful eye. 

Annie stayed away from her kids and went clothes and shoe shopping with her girlfriend and Rebecca, a tactic to gently push Emily closer to her father. Alfie was glued to Jeremy in a toy store, and from my elevated position, I could see they had diggers and trucks on the marble floor, discussing which would be best for use outside our home in what was becoming an infant construction site.

When Emily meandered towards me, I ordered a refilled cappuccino, my favorite, with a soda and slice of Black Forest Gateaux that were hers. My granddaughter smiled when sitting beside me, and Jack veered away, joining Alfie and Jeremy in playing with construction toys.

“Thank you, Nana.”

“You’re welcome.”

“Why are you sitting alone?”

“I’m watching my family, feeling proud, happy and lucky.”

“Jack is shadowing me everywhere and thinks I don’t realize. I wish he would leave me alone. ”

“Do you?”

I timed my question just as a forkful of delicious-looking cake filled her mouth, ensuring Emily was forced to consider what she said before answering me. It also gave me time to use her pause for thought to my advantage with a flourishing light, well-intentioned attack.

“I think you came to me because you don’t know how to deal with your father, Em.”

She ate slowly, and the intelligent expression of a girl who knew she must be partially wrong was evident. Emily processed everything around her with fascination and reason, whether that was the density of a beetle population in elephant dung or the attempts at reconciliation her father made.

“I’m scared Jack will let me down again. You have no idea how awful it is to be standing in a mall waiting for your father to arrive, and he never does.”

“No, that’s true - I don’t know how that feels. My father never let me down. He was a good and steady man who loved me and my siblings with all his heart, just like yours does.”

“But that’s the point, Jack doesn’t love me like your Dad loved you.”

“Maybe your father hasn’t learned how to give love consistently, although he once did.”

“What happened to him, Nana?”

“Have you asked him?”

“Mum says he disappears down the rabbit hole and sometimes takes weeks to return.”

“I can agree with that, Em.”

“That isn’t my problem to manage. I have enough to deal with as an almost eleven-year-old to waste my time on a deadbeat Dad.”

“Sometimes people need help, even when they don’t realize. Did you tell your father why you’re angry with him?”

“Not yet. It never seems like the right moment, and I worry he will start a fight. I feel awkward around him and angry, too. Jack has never been there for me.” 

“Who rushed out to Kenya to see you and Alfie, stayed even after being told he was hated and who caught you when you fell this morning, Emily?”

Her face dropped as she realized the case against Jack wasn’t as resoundingly in her favor as she had imagined. I didn’t see anger, just the sadness of a child who wanted answers but couldn’t ask the right questions. I could hardly tell Emily that her mother’s lesbian lover thought her Dad might be a sex addict, so I went on another tack.

“Your father followed you all day, watching you every step of the way. You’ve wandered off several times while everyone else stayed close together. The people here are friendly, but you’re a pretty young girl and a prime target for the worst of humanity.”

“Are you saying Jack is protecting me?”

“Your father is watching out for you. Maybe he has some socializing problem, I don’t know, but he sure isn’t going to stand by while something terrible happens to you.”

“Are you saying he does care about me?”

“Of course your father cares about you. Thinking otherwise is beneath you, Em.”

She looked emotional and close to tears, shoveling cake into her mouth to disguise her feelings and shake me off. But the delicious cake eventually melted in her mouth, and Emily was left dealing with me.

“What should I do, Nana? I can’t forgive Jack and open up in case it happens again.”

“You could at least acknowledge he is your father by calling him Dad. I can’t imagine how hurt I would feel if my children called me Jessica.”

“Okay… I can do that.”

With arms laden, we left the final shopping mall of the day, carrying everything from clothes, shoes, and an encyclopedia covering the mating and birthing habits and rituals of Zebras to large construction toys and a remote-controlled four-wheel drive truck I was told would be super fast.

Everything we bought was carefully packed in one of the trunks in our convoy, which dropped us off at dinner before heading away to load our treasure onto the aircraft.

The fire pit at Carnivore restaurant looked like something out of a medieval castle from its dungeon. Outside, a large, well-like, circular red brick wall stood at waist height as a centerpiece and functional cooking area. Blazing hot coals, not unlike the molten center of a volcano, felt like an inferno on my naked arm and cheeks as I passed by.

A massive ventilation chimney above whisked away most of the cooking smoke. I saw beautifully golden brown, crispy, sizzling skin on whole legs of lamb and pork, with massive joints of beef and other meats I couldn’t recognize. All were skewered on sharp Maasai sword blades that aimed at an angle into the fire with their hilts clamped onto solid steel stanchions embedded in the bricks.

Chefs busied themselves basting meat with sauces that steamed into vapor flavor bombs of spices that tickled my nostrils, eliciting a primal urge to feed with my kin. Some men and women unclamped roasted meat on swords, turning them to cook all the way around or carrying them to a table where they carved for service. 

At least twenty enormous hunks of sizzling, juice-dripping meat seared in a heat like the sun with smaller shish-style chunky kebabs resting above, stretched between meat joints or their sword hilts, kept away from the heat until ordered by a hungry diner.

The aroma that permeated everywhere smelled sensational. We were immersed in an undeniable carnivore’s paradise and otherworldly celebration of meat. I felt starving before reaching our long table on ancient wood decking under a roof with open sides. Trees and a festival of flowers in blooms surrounded us.

While my family settled in and poured iced water from a pitcher, I watched them all smile and chatter with utter joy, warming my heart. As I stood transfixed by a simple scene of family unity, Jeremy wrapped his arms around me from behind, cuddling and planting soft, loving, warm kisses on my trembling skin. I craned my neck around and stared deeply into his eyes.

“I love you, Jeremy. You made everyone in our family very happy.”

“We’ll see if that holds in a few days after Alfie landscapes the garden.”

“Will you sit beside me, honey?”

We usually sat at the head and foot of the dining table at home. It symbolized our unity, as Charlie and I had done, but now I wanted to talk to my lover, and it was such a long way to the end of the table.

I didn’t want to force any issues of who was in charge or make it seem that might be an issue, but I needed to sit beside my boyfriend, so I headed for the seat to the right of the table head, nodding to the one I would usually have taken for him to assume.

Jeremy gently stopped me, pulled out the seat at the head of the table, and guided me into it, smiling yet unyielding in his determination. After seating me, my boyfriend sat to my right hand, slaying a non-issue that was probably only a thing in my head.

Emily was parked next to her father by his doing, but at least she didn’t move to an empty seat opposite. When a delicious vegetable soup was served, I watched my granddaughter reach across the table for salt and pepper, but it was too far of a stretch, so her Dad collected both and handed them to her while talking to Alfie.

Emily took the salt and pepper, stared at Jack even though he hadn’t stopped talking to his son, and half smiled.

“Thank you, Dad.”

Jack gasped; Annie grinned happily, looking relieved, and I rejoiced inwardly. It was progress, and I would take it. Emily looked embarrassed, shooting sidelong glances in all directions, making sure she wasn’t seen giving way. She was a stubborn ass girl, just like her mother and grandmother, but equally, she was willing to forgive, albeit slowly.

I had no doubt my son-in-law would continue roasting uncomfortably over Emily’s firey pit a while longer, just like the meat our servers carved onto the plate. Eventually, I hoped her heart would melt just as the meat did in my mouth as I had a foodie’s orgasm on a slice of succulent, delicious beef.

Jeremy leaned close, whispering.

“About the camping trip, Jessica.”

“Yes… I need it badly. The stars and to make love in the open air would be such a wonderful night’s adventure.”

“How about tomorrow night?”

“That sounds perfect, Jeremy.”

“Karl will be around because he is visiting the lion cub.”

“Oh my.”

I pursed my lips and furrowed my brow with a thumping heart, trembling. Jeremy smiled, hadn’t suggested anything, but the implication of a repeat threesome with our fuck buddy hung heavy in the air like a cloud of hedonism I could barely see through.

“Do you want Karl to join us under the stars tomorrow night, Jessica?”

“Would you mind?”

“I’d love it if he could.”

“Do you enjoy watching me being so roundly fucked that much, Jeremy?”

“Yes… I love teaming with Karl to pleasure you.”

“Then yes, please invite Karl to spend the night.”


Chapter Twelve

A Beautiful Sunrise

◆◆◆

During our return flight, I was an emotional and sexual mess, with a warm, sticky feeling in my panties growing the more I imagined our camping trip. Knowing that my boyfriend considered our threesomes a teaming event with his and Karl’s primary aim to pleasure me was enormously empowering.

I knew Jeremy and Karl would also be sexually satisfied when they fucked me, but it was nice thinking that I was the central attraction for both men for the time we spent in bed.

That thought of me being so lovingly catered for also plagued me because it was a seed from which narcissistic behavior grew, something I prided myself on curbing as a young woman. 

I would have sucked Jeremy’s cock during the flight had our cabin been empty, but I wasn’t so slutty and devoid of morality that I would even consider stroking my boyfriend’s cock while sitting meters from my grandkids.

When we reached home, it was a different matter. Everyone bomb-burst from the living room to bed since it was very late. With our shopping abandoned in the closet, I stripped Jeremy’s clothes off quickly, dropped to my knees, and used a moist wipe to clean around his solid cock head and under the rim of his swelling glans.

I whipped my hair into a quickly tied, perky blowjob ponytail, gripping the base of Jeremy’s cock between both hands, squeezing tightly with all fingers. He moaned loudly when I licked all around his glans before sliding my flattened tongue across his taut banjo string. When I eventually plowed my lips down Jeremy’s gnarly shaft, filling my mouth and throat, he cried out and trembled vigorously in ecstasy.

My searing libido calmed instantly as I sucked Jeremy’s cock head rhythmically, wanking him gently. I was satisfied simply by servicing my lover, submitting to his enormous, stiff cock, gently massaging his ball sacks in one palm while eagerly anticipating the semen load he would soon dump down my throat.

Since I couldn’t have his cock inside me, I needed to taste Jeremy’s precum to assuage the tickle deep inside my womb. It took almost half a minute to replace the mildly soapy taste the wipe left behind, so I pumped his cock hard for half a dozen strokes before my salty treat seeped from the tiny slit on the end of his swollen glans.

Having cleaned his cock, I set about making Jeremy cum, driving my lips over a trembling, bloated urethra and the solid veins on his cock that fed its stiffness. In my mind, Karl was behind me, gripping my ass cheeks, prising them wide apart, fucking my dripping wet slit. I knew Jeremy wouldn’t fuck me tonight or tomorrow until we met Karl at the campsite because we had agreed I must go without sex to be in my prime for them and desperate to be fucked by both men.

I wanted that sexual torment to activate my hormones so that when Karl went inside me first with his big, black cock, my pussy would be tight. I wanted him to pound my trembling, creamy, messy hole, filling me with hot seed before Jeremy took over and lasted longer. 

When I crammed his cock deep down my throat, Jeremy’s cock twitched, choking me. I pulled my lips up, and my boyfriend shot his salty load in my mouth. The first rope skimmed across my tongue, gagging me when it coated my tonsils and began dripping down my throat.

I repeatedly swallowed Jeremy’s semen, enjoying the delicious flavor and incredibly satisfying texture of a real man’s seed. It felt like something in that creamy treat completed me, or perhaps it was how he leaned back, thrusting his cock forward while cupping my head in both palms.

Although I had given blowjobs before, nothing compared to the feeling of love and happiness that sucking Jeremy’s cock gave me.

Eventually, under severe sexual duress, Jeremy stepped backward, panting like a steam locomotive, staring at me with a look of awe and deep love. He retrieved his cock from my mouth with a popping sound as my lips stripped every morsel of salty cream from his glistening, reddish, purple head. 

“You give the best head, Jessica.”

“How do you know?”

“Oh… err… umm, oh fuck!”

“Spit it out, honey.”

“Sorry. It was something Karl said.”

“Ahh, okay… you’re discussing me?”

“And Chloe, too, but not in a disrespectful way. Karl mentioned you were the best lover he’d had and explained the reasons why. He can’t wait for tomorrow and confirmed he has packed Viagra.”

I never said another word, but the fact my boyfriend and lover had discussed me sexually felt lewd, and I liked it. That Karl considered me his finest lover fed my ego - who wouldn’t be happy to hear such a compliment and its apparent validation?

“I like Karl, honey, but I love you - please always remember that. What was your conclusion about Chloe?”

“We were talking about how wild she is. Karl isn’t sure Chloe is long-term girlfriend material because she is flighty.”

“Yes, she plays dangerously with emotions.”

“Karl is dating another girl that Chloe knows about. She’s from Germany and will arrive next week on holiday.”

“That’s when Chloe will return from her short placement.”

“Yeah.”

“Wow… sparks will fly, Jeremy.”

“Karl hopes we might all hook up at the Mount Kenya Safari Lodge.”

“Three girls and two guys?”

“He has another trusted guy friend who can also join.”

“If we agree, we’re getting into swinging, Jeremy.”

“Karl says it would be an orgy… everyone in the same bed, sharing and swapping - I like the idea of the girl’s satisfaction coming first.”

“Is an orgy what you want?”

“Yes, please… do you?”

I was still on my knees, enjoying the mild burn and flavorsome aftertaste of Jeremy’s cock as I sucked in the soft tissue sidewalls of my mouth like a chipmunk, swilling and swallowing every tawdry drop. I was what other women might describe as a cum whore, but in truth, I wondered how many of those critics would swap places with me now and be down on their knees sucking off a well-hung guy two decades younger than them.

Was I a whore for considering the opportunity of joining five people in a bed fucking all night? I wasn’t sure.

“Can we please discuss this with Karl tomorrow, Jeremy? I am not against the idea, but I would like rules so we don’t float into no-man’s-land.”

“I understand perfectly. Shall I ask Karl for information about Gisela and the guy he has in mind?”

“Yes, please, Jeremy, but don’t share our photographs. I don’t mind if we create a bio and send it, but images across messaging apps are a big red flag.”

“I agree.”

I felt mildly troubled when we showered together. Although I looked forward to enjoying Karl and Jeremy’s cocks together under the stars, and the idea of an orgy seemed inviting at first look, I knew danger lurked, and now, having found love, I didn’t want to tarnish or lose what Jeremy and I had.

As I soaped Jeremy’s body with a natural sponge and thick lather, he moaned and trembled in sexually charged pleasure. It wouldn’t take much to get his cock hard again, and I worried that I might not be enough for a thirty-year-old man who recently discovered the joy of having sex.

Maybe Jeremy needed to fuck a great deal more often than he asked for, or at least fuck more women, hence his eagerness to enjoy the orgy Karl advocated for. Before sleep wasn’t the optimum time for a heart-to-heart about comparative sex drives and appetites to fuck, but I figured we needed to talk about it soon.

At our last meeting, I had enjoyed licking my first pussy - Chloe’s sweet, creamy flavor and the sensual, soft lovemaking style of that woman appealed enormously. I wouldn’t find romance in male or female lovers, but it felt important to me to enjoy fucking female lovers with Jeremy.

Maybe my swinging son and bisexual daughter were closer to their mother than I initially thought.

As I drifted off to sleep, the questions on my mind were: How many lovers should Jeremy and I take? In what genders? How can we share and define a lifestyle without endangering what we have? And how often should we fuck others?

I woke feeling refreshed, having slept on the dilemmas that consumed me the previous night. I had some ideas to discuss with Jeremy, but I didn’t want to spoil our upcoming threesome with Karl, so I decided to hold on to my thoughts for a few days with only some sensitive fact-finding with our lover around a campfire tonight.

Since it was Sunday, I crept out of our bed, leaving my sweetheart deep in slumber. As I strolled through the house, I noticed it was peaceful and deserted, aside from Agnes, who busied herself in the kitchen.

I hugged Agnes tightly, almost like she was a daughter-in-law, much like Ava.

Oh, Ava.

My recent sexual adventure brought me much closer to my actual daughter-in-law, even though the thirty-two-year-old woman had no idea we shared an interest - in swinging or at least being filled with strangers’ cocks while fucking our guys. I wondered if my secret would ever get out, and if so, how would my kids and grandkids react if they also found out?

Agnes slid a coffee across the kitchen bar, and I sipped it, enjoying the intoxicating tendrils of a well-roasted Kenyan blend as they permeated through my nostrils, lips, and tongue.

“This is excellent coffee, Agnes.”

“I’d like to buy beans from the mountain growers and try roasting my own.”

“For home use or sale?”

“Both. It could be a great business if we had the right equipment and sourced a good range of beans to create exciting, unique blends.”

“Let’s do it.”

“What do you mean, Jessica?”

“Let’s buy the equipment, create a brand, advertise, and sell locally and through export. I have an army of busybody tennis club wives who would be pleased to promote a Kenyan coffee brand throughout Maine.”

“Are you being serious?”

“We need revenue generation ideas for this place, or the fortune Charlie built will run out in a couple of generations.”

“Okay. I’ll look into it.”

“Cool.”

I sat down, watching Agnes prepare a brunch. Nobody would rise for a couple of hours because our long day in Nairobi, combined with it being Sunday, meant a late lie-in was essential to recharge batteries.

Agnes pointed at the front door.

“You can catch the sunrise on the deck, Jessica. It’s chilly, but won’t be for long.”

“Am I in your way?”

“Not at all, but something outside may interest you.”

“Oh my - I love surprises.”

I took my coffee and headed onto the deck. A stunning sunrise slowly evolved, but Agnes was referring to something else. It could be the journey of giraffes who had returned to feed on the trees where I first met them, or she most likely referred to the man sitting on a stool nearby with a large sketchpad in his lap.

I had always admired Jack’s art but found it lacked joy to hold my attention for long. As I approached him cautiously to avoid frightening the spectacular long-neck beasts nearby, I saw his sketch, the outline and shading of which looked stunning, perfectly capturing the entire scene.

He heard my footfall and turned, smiling broadly.

“Good morning, Jessica.”

“Good morning, Jack. I noticed you bought art supplies yesterday.”

“Annie kindly paid.”

“You must stop with this, my money, your money nonsense, Jack. My daughter isn’t at all like that. You were a couple.”

“I know she isn’t like that, but… well, I have never brought much to the table in that regard.”

“Maybe that will all change. Your sketch is beautiful.”

“Do you think so?”

“It will sell… I am sure of it.”

I pointed at his artwork, genuinely taken by its beauty. He captured the maternal instincts of the cows bowing low, feeding their babies, and I could tell by the alert stance he drew of the bulls that they looked out toward danger while their family was fed.

When he looked at me for a more meaningful response, I shrugged, cocked my head, stared at the beautiful artwork, and smiled.

“I love it more than anything I’ve seen of your work. Like I say… it will sell, and I promise, I’m not blowing smoke up your ass.”

“It’s not so depressing as my normal stuff, right?”

“No, exactly right, Jack.”

“I drew this for Emily and always thought about her as the sketch evolved. I don’t usually think about people or places I love. My art is based on dark emotions.”

“You look much better dancing in the light.”

“I want to give this to Emily. I noticed the animals here fascinate her and thought a series of sketches might help with her notes and photographs.”

“She will hate to have missed this moment.”

I didn’t want to cajole, force, or otherwise manipulate father or daughter together because such relationship truces never last long being built on sand, so I sat on the hard-packed dirt floor beside him and watched the majestic beasts while Jack sketched them.

After five minutes of deep contemplation and artwork detailing, Jack stared at me almost tearfully.

“Should I wake Emily so she can see the giraffes, Jessica?”

“Should you?”

He grinned, wiped away his tears, and lifted my heart. I stood, dusted my sweatpants, and turned to walk away. Jack followed me, passing by to go inside when I sat on the deck. When he returned a few minutes later, Emily was with him, yawning, wearing a thick, fleecy onesie with a Garfield the cat design on its front and back and a short, cute ginger tail.

She wasn’t holding her Dad’s hand, but she followed him toward the giraffes, kissing me on the cheek as she passed by.

“Good morning, Grandma.”

“Good morning, honey.”

Emily followed Jack to where he was sketching, staring at the giraffes. Eventually, she sat beside him, more or less where I had rested. They didn’t speak, but my granddaughter frequently glanced at the sketchpad resting in her father’s lap in between gazing at the beautiful long necks.

It was progress, and I would take it.


Chapter Thirteen

Fucking Under The Stars

◆◆◆

“I desperately want to make love to you, Jeremy.”

“Me too, honey, but we made a rule.”

“It’s such a fucking stupid rule.”

“We both wanted these hookups to be special occasions.”

“I know… but… oh my, your cock would feel so nice inside me right now.”

I felt desperate and wanton as I leaned closer to Jeremy under a hot shower, planting my forehead on his chest and panting. I trembled all over and felt wild, rippling, fast-spreading tickles and pangs of delight bolting up and down my love tunnel that oozed sticky hormones. My body conspired against my will to refrain from begging to be fucked like a dog in the shower.

My pussy had been a creamy mess for most of the day, wearing through two pairs of panties I wore together, and my solid nipples had rubbed so hard against my T-shirt that they were sore. Now, as I held my boyfriend’s cock gently in my hand under the steamy monsoon of our rainshower, it seemed such a simple and minor thing for me to bend over and for him to slide balls deep inside me.

Jeremy’s cock was rock hard and quivered with anticipation as I gently raked his bloated urethra with an index fingernail. His face distorted into a lewd frown while he gasped. I was desperate for his cock to invade one of my holes - even the puckered tight, taboo, virgin sphincter, which was still waiting patiently to be broken in.

If Karl had canceled our fuck-date at the last minute, my aching pussy would already be sliding up and down my boyfriend’s long, thick shaft assuaging my horniness.

Earlier in the day, we set up camp in a large tent with blow-up mattresses inside and outdoors. Our fuck site was about twenty minutes drive away from the house situated in a dry river bed. After we returned home for a shower and to have dinner before our threesome, on the phone, the guys discussed the evening events. They would start me off outside by each fucking me once and then once together under the stars before going inside and making sure I got no sleep until they were done filling me with seed.

I didn’t get involved in organizing their playbook because my lovers enjoyed discussing how they would team up for my pleasure, and I didn’t want to spoil their fun. It also felt good to be the center of their attention and healthy that they explored ideas without my input.

I wanted to be their sexual plaything.

Karl had sounded excited, almost desperate, on the speakerphone, confirming he hadn’t fucked or masturbated since Chloe left on her short placement contract. I couldn’t wait to enjoy his sacrifice - a colossal, stiff cock burying itself balls deep inside my throbbing pussy, but it was worrying that he felt so strongly about me.

Our camping site was safe from wild animals, guarded discreetly by Naipanoi and a couple of Maasai who slept nearby. Three large campfires would keep predators at bay, and I saw in the late afternoon before we showered that Jeremy packed half a dozen fire extinguishers and beaters in case of an accidental spark.

I wore new lingerie purchased from Nairobi on our day trip. It was Agent Provocateur’s new Auretta set, inspired by a more decadent age of 1970s disco elegance. Auretta's foiled French embroidery and chain details are luxuriously louche and very pricey, but since the boys fucking me worked so hard, I wanted to reciprocate that, making an effort for them.

I stared in the mirror, enjoying the black and gold briefs with a naughty open rear entrance for the guys to easily fuck me while I retained my panties. I wanted the silk gusset to be fully loaded with both men’s cream by the time they laid me inside the tent.

A sheer tulle bikini front would leave little to my lover’s imagination, and the French floral embroidery with a metallic foiled finish and chain details on the bra and panties meant Auretta's range presented my boyfriend and lover with high-octane glamour.

When he studied me from the front, Jeremy let out a big sigh, then a long, low whistle.

“Do you like my outfit, sweetheart?”

“It seems a shame to remove it.”

“You won’t have to for the start if you don’t want to. I can be easily fucked from behind in this set - it’s one reason I bought it.”

I spun slowly, showing Jeremy the completely open back save a few gold chains adorning my cheeks that should withstand a careful pounding of my wanton pussy.

“I love it, Jessica.”

“Me too. I have more lingerie sets that are only for you. I thought this one could be for you and Karl.”

“Do you think he is growing feelings for you?”

My boyfriend looked troubled, so I placed a hand on his heaving chest and gently pushed him until he stepped back a few paces and sat on our bed. I straddled his lap, pressing Jeremy’s cock against his midriff while cupping a bloated urethra with dampening, swollen pussy lips, seeping my arousal through the sheer tulle panty front.

“I was thinking the same, honey, but I promise you that if Karl develops feelings for me, this ends immediately. It may sound cruel, but we started a sexual adventure with him, and I can assure you it won’t become a romantic one.”

“Could you stop these sessions if needed, Jessica?”

“For you or us? Yes, of course, but I would rather we didn’t.”

“Me neither, but the whole no masturbation thing got me worried.”

“Me too, Jeremy. Please trust me, I have this covered, I promise you.”

I had everything under control, but I knew that a meaningful working relationship might be harmed should we disengage from Karl. His veterinary practice was essential to the reserve. It would be vital for me to judge his passion and feelings during this lusty night to see how the future looked for us.

I sincerely hoped the deep love in his eyes at the moment he came inside me would quickly vanish after his cock finished twitching.

It was more difficult for Jeremy to judge the intensity of Karl’s fucking me since I would be the one feeling his cock deep inside my pussy, his gentle caress and trembling fingertips, the kissing intensity, and his eyes that burned like the sun when he filled me with seed.

My family bid us farewell at the front door shortly after dusk when we set off in our Mercedes truck. Nobody but us, Karl and Naipanoi, knew precisely where we were camping, which was good in case anyone thought to take a spare vehicle and play a prank. Nana being spit-roasted by the campfire wasn’t a memory I wished my grandchildren to have after I was gone.

I couldn’t see the campsite until we descended slowly down a steep rocky river bank into the dry bed and drove a mile across its hard-packed, silt bottom. Karl was already there when we arrived, having showered at the Ranger’s station. He sat by one of three blazing campfires that lit up the bastard tree-encircled encampment, creating the bright arena for my defilement.

Jeremy blocked the entranceway to our makeshift compound with the truck and leaped over the hood to open my door.

I unzipped my dress down the front and wriggled free before leaving our truck looking like an Arabian princess being offered on her first night. I wore my hair up in a giant bun, pinned there by Agnes, now wearing only my lingerie and a pair of four-inch black heels, holding my boyfriend’s hand.

Karl stood naked, aside from his boxer briefs, as did Jeremy. My lover looked amazed, studying me before a beaming smile broke out on his joyous face, and he waved so cutely that I wanted his massive, stiff, ebony wood deep inside me already.

In the seductive flickering light, Karl’s muscle mass and rich, dark skin glistened luxuriously, and as I stepped forward, I imagined myself licking, sucking, and biting his nipples. When we reached him, I turned and kissed Jeremy softly, our lips melting like lava and tongues igniting like a spark turns into a flame.

We had agreed a final kiss would be our last moment as a couple, and the next would be at dawn when we reunited after both men finished sharing me.

When I turned to Karl, my heart thumped harder as Jeremy moved behind, planting soft kisses across my back and shoulders. He cupped my chain-clad ass cheeks, clawing and raking the exposed silken flesh with sharp fingernails while I writhed and gasped in delightful overload.

With a heaving, wiry, rug-like chest and massive cock tenting his boxer briefs, Karl stepped forward, gently cupping my left cheek in one palm, kissing me so beautifully, it could only be a competition, albeit friendly, between two guys who wanted to achieve my best sexual outcomes while enjoying me.

Two men kissed me passionately, searing every muscle and tendon with their love and a hot flushing of happy, sexually charged hormones. I kissed along Karl’s neck and across his chest until I sucked one, then the other solid nipple, while he moaned lasciviously. I slid my fingers and a thumb from one hand across his washboard stomach, enjoying how it tensed, and he whimpered.

I edged his elastic waistband away from his stomach enough that I could pursue my goal and rifle through his pubic bush until I gripped his shaft, wrestling it from his briefs. I stared into his lusty eyes with immense sexual desperation.

“I want your cock inside me so badly, Karl.”

“Am I going first again?”

“I thought you and Jeremy already decided. He wants sloppy seconds.”

“He does, but your boyfriend also insisted I ask first.”

“He’s such a gentleman.”

“He is. And he loves you dearly.”

I rolled my neck and purred with delight, enjoying Jeremy’s excellent kisses and the softer caresses to my ass as he teased. He soaked a finger with saliva, prised my cheeks wide apart, and pressed his tip against my anal whorl, rubbing the ridges in a gentle, circular motion as I frowned at Karl, pulling my bottom lip. While my boyfriend fingered my anus, my lover grinned back at me with his eyes passionately on fire, moaning while I wanked him gently.

When Karl leaned forward, licked my nipple, and then chewed it as though breastfeeding, I almost orgasmed, layering more sticky cream in my inadequate silk gusset. He reached down and looked surprised by how thickly layered and sticky my thighs were.

Karl stared at me with such passionate eyes that I couldn’t resist any longer.

We strolled to the inflatable mattress, and I lay down, enjoying when Jeremy lay beside me, kissing gently, passionately, and building my orgasm. My panties were in the way of Karl’s tongue, so he slipped them off carefully, offering them to my boyfriend.

Jeremy held one leg wide open, gripping behind my knee while Karl spread me wide, pressing the other thigh open with a palm. When my lover plowed his tongue along my sticky slit, slurping and swallowing, my boyfriend did the same, licking, then sucking my soaking wet panty gusset for a full minute, moaning.

Karl fingered my swollen, sticky pussy lips wide apart so he could poke his tongue inside my throbbing, tight fuck hole, slurping out more creamy hormones that leaked like a broken faucet. He clenched his lips tightly around the base of my swollen, almost rock-hard clitoris, sucking her majestic pink fleshy nub out of a tiny puddle of protective skin while I wriggled vigorously, rolling my nipples between index fingers and thumbs.

When Jeremy kissed me passionately, sharing his tongue with my tonsils, I tasted my sweet, skanky liquor as it seared my taste buds and filled my mouth with love. I orgasmed immediately, squirting lust through my pee hole that Karl clamped his lips tightly around, sucking me dry. I heard strange purring, humming, and desperate sucking sounds from between my legs, noises like a baby rabidly consuming a latex teat, sucking out milk.

Karl was consumed by an eagerness to devour my pussy, drinking my unicorn pee as I squirted powerful jets that must have splashed against the back of his throat, coating his soft tissues with my lust. When he was done giving me head, and while I still enjoyed waves of orgasmic bliss, Jeremy reached down and thumbed open my ass cheeks, getting his fingertips almost inside my anal sphincter, prising it open.

Karl plunged his tongue deep inside my back passage, pressing his nose hard against my sticky clitoris, extending my orgasm while he liked the sensitive nerves inside my rectum. I stared lovingly into Jeremy’s eyes, smiling at my beloved while cumming on the tip of another man’s tongue.

“I love you so much, Jeremy.”

“I love you too.”

“You both planned to do this.”

“Yes… we want you to be happy. Are you ready for Karl to fuck you?”

“Yes, please.”

Many stories have been written about threesomes, some more lewd and sleazy than others. My guys intended to fuck me for hours, separately and together, not competing for primacy or ownership because they knew that I loved one and enjoyed fucking both.

While Jeremy went to pour some iced juice and take a momentary break, Karl carefully crawled up my body, licking and kissing a trail of wetness from my steaming, throbbing pussy, past my tickling, rippling stomach to the breasts that heaved and solid nipples that trembled with sexual anticipation. He clenched his lips around each, dragging the solid teats from side to side until he sucked them, and I screamed out for joy.

While Jeremy sat beside me, holding my hand, Karl slid his cock balls deep inside me, stretching my pussy wide. While crying out, I stared at the stars, paying homage to a universe that had blessed me with a perfect husband, exquisite boyfriend, and sensational lovers.

Even while Karl kissed me, I stared at the stars, marveling at them, occasionally glancing at my boyfriend, who smiled, wholeheartedly enjoying my sexual ascension while his friend pounded my sticky, squelching hole, filling and stretching me with his enormous cock.

Karl fucked me desperately with long, hard strokes, squashing my cervix with his solid glans each time he bottomed out balls deep inside. I milked him, crushing his cock with my pelvic floor, eyeing him mischievously as I tried hard to tease out his semen.

My lover was out of breath and laboring hard with tensed muscles and noisy moans, so I gripped my legs tightly around his waist, spurred his as cheeks with my heels, and rolled over, beckoning Jeremy to help.

“Stand behind and lift me from under the armpits. Help me fuck Karl, please.”

“It’s my pleasure.”

Jeremy carefully straddled Karl’s legs while I rested my palms on my lover’s chest. I used my powerful quadriceps to drive my tight cunt up and down my lover’s cock while my boyfriend moved in to help take the load.

When Jeremy lifted me, I was able to squeeze harder with my pelvic floor, and the experience felt like we were fucking as a team. My orgasm came quickly, pulsing through my reproductive organs as a train running through a tunnel at breakneck speed, vibrating everything nearby. I shuddered, with my throbbing pussy being slid up and down my lover’s solid, long, thick, creamy cock by my boyfriend like I was a wanking toy.

When Karl shuddered like an earthquake and groaned long and noisily, plunging inside me balls deep, his head slumped into the crook of my neck. He shot his hot load deep inside me, and my orgasm peaked, exploding as I lifted his head to stare into his eyes, kissing him. 

When Karl’s cock stopped throbbing, and his last drop of seed was spilled inside me, I was immediately manhandled into a new position for Jeremy to take his turn fucking me.

Karl sat up on the mattress with me lying back against his chest. He gripped both of my legs behind the knees, hauling them backward and wide open while my gaping wide, trembling fuck hole began leaking cum.

Jeremy kneeled on the mattress, lined up his cock with my creamy hole, and slid balls deep in one fluid stroke. I screamed with joy, and he silenced it with a deep, loving kiss as my orgasm raged on like a furious storm rolling pleasurably deep inside my reproductive organs, rippling contentment to every part of my body.

My pussy squelched disgracefully, and I was sure the sensation inside me for Jeremy’s cock must have been lessened by my lover’s seed. Karl’s swimmers would already race toward an egg somewhere in my ovaries, but that potential to spark life was preserved by birth control. 

My boyfriend’s cock pounded me hard, pressing against my cervix, stretching me wide, just as my lover’s had. But Jeremy’s cock was different inside my pussy which, roaring from one orgasmic peak to the next, felt more relaxed and nicer, with a smoother, silken trembling sensation sparkling through my soft tissues.

As Jeremy kissed me and fucked me hard, Karl’s lips planted soft kisses on the back of my neck. I was being taken care of in every way, including dirty talk from my lover.

“I love watching Jeremy fuck you, Jessica.”

“I love both of you fucking me.”

“I looked forward to this night… I saved myself because I wanted my performance to be remarkable, like Jeremy’s.”

“You fucked me good, Karl - thank you.”

“Your pussy is so tasty, and after Jeremy cums inside it, I am eating you out.”

“Really?”

“It’s my turn to enjoy a creampie, Jessica.”

“It’s very messy down there already, honey.”

“Promise you will feed me everything inside you.”

“If you want it, I surely will, Karl.”

“Roll onto my face and fuck my lips after Jeremy cums inside you.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, please.”

I stared at Jeremy, feeling nothing but love while my legs were spread wide by another lover. His face contorted in ecstasy as my boyfriend reamed me hard with a metronomic pace and stroke that sent me to the heavens. I exploded in waves of tumultuous pleasure over and over, cumming so hard I lost the ability to think straight or form words, glad that there was an added quality to my orgasm when Jeremy fucked me to when Karl did.

My boyfriend shot his load deep inside my pussy, adding his hot seed to my lover’s. I delighted in the feeling that both men would eventually have a proxy semen war somewhere deep inside my womb.

No sooner did Jeremy’s cock stop twitching deep inside me than he slid it out, lifted, and turned me, cradling me into a seated position with shovel-like palms and powerful arms. As he fed my pussy to Karl’s quivering, expectant lips, my boyfriend fingered my gaping wide, well fucked hole wide open, draining his and my lover’s cum.

I wished it were a girl cleaning my cum filled cunt, but beggars could not be choosers nor complainers.

My dripping hole was held an inch above Karl’s tongue and lips, mercilessly teasing him, feeding my lover a creamy surprise until he could resist no longer, and he puckered his lips, sealed my pee hole for a second time in one night, sucking out his and Jeremy’s mess.

My orgasms kept coming, and it wasn’t long before I straddled Karl’s cock again, riding my slick, sticky hole up and down his Viagra-induced erection.

I don’t know how they kept going, but each guy fucked me three times, nutting deep inside me in ever-decreasing loads that filled me. They took turns cleaning my pussy, neither man demeaning himself for enjoying sucking out our combined sticky mess. It helped them to get more traction for their cocks inside my velvet, sticky sheath when they next fucked me.

Shortly after midnight, my guys spit-roasted me, Jeremy feeding his giant cock down my throat while Karl plowed his equally impressive shaft deep inside my widely stretched furrow.

They fucked me so much more intensely than on the previous two occasions, to the point I begged to rest with a massive teardrop of semen dripping from my hole that I wiped off while the boys lay back and caught their breath.

I shared myself equally in cuddles and kisses, enjoying a post-coital warmth that shimmered in waves of pleasure through me. Karl fetched a duvet when it got chilly, and we decided to sleep outdoors for a while, then fuck again when next awake.

Jeremy woke with me first, and we kissed, caressed, and cuddled while my lover slept on.

“Is your pussy sore, Jessica?”

“Yes… but it’s a lovely soreness. I have been well fucked, which is what I needed.”

“Have you caught any feelings?”

“None, and I think Karl was fine too.”

“I agree.”

“The thing is, Jeremy. I want this with you and Karl, but I also want another woman for us. Gisela or Chloe is fine for us to swap and enjoy together with Karl, but we need another lover - a girl you can fuck before I do.”

“You’re evolving, Jessica.”

“We are evolving, honey, but always two guys and one girl is not in balance. We need a girl lover so she and I can share and fuck you all night.”

“Who do you have in mind?”

“If it’s agreeable to you, I’ll reach out to Miss Jasmine and ask if she will consider fucking us both. I am sure she will ask for our photographs and bio.”

“I don’t mind, honey. She sounds like fun.”

While Jeremy fucked me, Karl woke, rolled onto his stomach, and grinned at me, reaching out a hand to hold mine. His eyes sparkled excitedly, and I knew once my boyfriend finished riding my hole, my lover would take over.

“Are you happy, Jessica?”

“Yes, Karl… I am.”

“Good.”

“Are you jumping on after my boyfriend finishes?”

“Yes, please.”


Chapter Fourteen

Early Bird

◆◆◆

I woke in the early morning hours while it was still pitch dark, and the only sound was an occasional crackle and spit from our three fires. Stars twinkled brightly in the immense dark sky, and a full moon cast a silvery hue around our dry river bed, calming me.

Being sandwiched in between two incredible lovers generated considerable heat, so I clambered out of our bed, not disturbing either superb specimen and making sure a duvet entirely covered them before I left.

We had transferred our sex play into the tent shortly after midnight due to a chilly breeze that hardened my nipples to the point that they ached. I lost count of the number of times each man had fucked me so far, and I smiled, knowing there was more to come.

As a result of their efforts, my pussy ached delightfully from a sound fucking and was so full of semen that the panty liners I brought were necessary.

I stuck one in the gusset of a fresh pair of sensible white cotton panties and slipped on a bathrobe, exiting the tent, already leaking cum from my gaping wide hole. At the makeshift log benches, I sat before a gloriously warm, comforting fire and stared into the embers, considering the fabulous time of my life.

In no time at all, Jeremy had gone from being a virgin to an accomplished lover. I hoped to have influenced his emotional and sexual growth and thought discussing our evolution as a couple back at the house might be nice.

A noise behind alerted me, and I spun.

“Hi.”

“Hi, Karl. Did I wake you?”

“I am a light sleeper - may I join you, please?”

“Of course. I have you right here inside me anyhow.”

I patted my stomach ironically, and we both laughed. My highly sexualized behavior surprised me, and I pondered whether I was becoming a slut or just a woman enjoying the best sex she ever had. 

Karl sat nearby but without intimate intent. I wouldn’t fuck or even kiss him outside because Jeremy was inside the tent sleeping, and something about being in a different space changed things.

I considered anything I did out of Jeremy’s sight and without his express permission as cheating.

“I wanted to talk privately with you, Jessica.”

“What’s on your mind?”

“Feelings.”

“Oh my.”

“I’m catching some mild feelings for you and want to manage that sensibly.”

“I figured you were falling in love with me.”

“How did you know?”

“When we fucked the last time before you slept, the fire in your eyes and passion written on your face didn’t die after you came inside me. There was a desperation to you needing and wanting me.”

“I know. I felt it, too.”

I felt anxious and stared into the fire. It was Karl’s conversation, and up to him to steer it wherever he wanted. I shivered, and goosebumps rose on my arms and legs, not entirely because of the cold, as my emotions wrought havoc. My heart thumped, and my temples surged, aching from the pressure.

Karl stared at my stomach, and I knew he thought about his life-giving seed swimming through my reproductive organs. My lover’s words were difficult, and he choked when he spoke because his voice was hoarse, so he coughed and tried again.

“I would like to see you alone.”

“Do you mean like we are now, or are you suggesting a date that Jeremy doesn’t know about?”

“That’s up to you.”

“This is your conversation.”

I left it hanging like a thick cloud of ambiguity between us, hoping Karl would reveal his true feelings and agenda.

“Do you feel anything for me, Jessica?”

“I enjoy making love to you.”

‘What does that mean?”

“Lovemaking is a turn of phrase with multiple meanings, like when one calls someone their lover, a sweetheart, or honey, but it doesn’t mean they are in love - there are different interpretations. I feel nothing romantically for you, Karl, nor does our lovemaking come from a place of love for me.”

“I thought not, but I needed to ask.”

“I’m totally in love with Jeremy and would never cheat on him.”

“He is your soulmate; that is plain to see. I wondered where I fit in.”

“When Jeremy is around, you’re my lover, purely in a sexual sense, but I can’t mislead you, Karl. I will never be romantically or lovingly connected with any man or woman besides my boyfriend.”

“Surely you once said the same about Charlie.”

“I did, but I think, until death do us part sums up that situation. I wasn’t looking for love when I arrived in Kenya. I followed the wishes of my late husband and discovered a new, more authentic version of myself.”

“Which man do you love more, Jessica? Charlie or Jeremy?”

“You have no right to ask me such questions, Karl.”

Amid explosive emotions, I spoke firmly yet warmly to avoid confrontation, but I knew well enough when someone was trying to get inside my head. Karl wasn’t putting his best effort into tearing me away from Jeremy, but he was sounding me out for an illicit affair, perhaps more than that in time.

“Can we continue as we are, Karl, or must we part ways? I won’t endanger my true love for anyone, including you.”

“I can do this with you and Jeremy once a month. More frequently than that gives me no time to disconnect from you.”

“I understand. We can end this if you prefer and continue as friends.”

“I would rather not. My problem-.”

“It’s all our problem to manage, Karl.”

“Yes - our problem is that making love to you invokes the perfect version of me. You bring out the best in me, and that shouldn’t be the case if all we are is fuck buddies.”

“I won’t have an affair, otherwise cheat, or risk falling in love.”

“You’ve made that very clear, Jessica, and I won’t pursue the matter further. Does once a month work for you?”

Karl felt embarrassed and tried to backtrack. He was a good man falling in love with a woman he wanted. This conversation was a stark lesson for me because what was happening could also repeat itself between Jeremy and me if we were not cautious.

I touched his hand and smiled reassuringly.

“I appreciate your honesty, Karl.”

“I’m sorry about this. I just hit on you, and that’s unfair.”

“Honesty is always the best way.”

“Yes… but what happens next?’

“We will discuss this matter with Jeremy in the morning. Is that okay?”

“Perfectly fine… sorry, Jessica.”

“Okay… let’s forget it for now and wake my boyfriend up so you guys can fuck me again.”

I had learned never to act in haste or anger. Karl’s growing feelings for me were something I had anticipated and planned for without discussing anything with Jeremy. I had bought time to open a conversation with my boyfriend without making choices, leading our lover on, or shutting him entirely out of what we already had.

My ice-cold nature worried me, not because I had no feelings for Karl, which I didn’t, but because of how tactically I had dealt with him.

After Jeremy woke and his cock rose for the occasion while my lips drove up and down his gnarly shaft, I was spit-roasted, first with Karl fucking and nutting inside me, then my boyfriend moving from me sucking his cock to him taking sloppy seconds inside my pussy.

When they were done fucking me, I lay on my side kissing Jeremy while Karl cuddled close in from behind, kissing my shoulders, neck, and back until we all drifted off to sleep.

Since nobody brought food, we enjoyed coffee for breakfast early in the morning, watching the sunrise together, three lovers on a bench warmed before a dying fire. Perhaps a new day changed his mind about openness, but Karl never mentioned our discussion about his feelings or the frequency with which we should fuck, so I didn’t either.

We packed away our camping equipment, and I kissed my lover goodbye around 7:30 a.m. We reached home in time for breakfast, but my pussy leaked so much seed into my panty liner-lined gusset I asked Agnes if we could eat late. 

Our bedroom was where Jeremy and I talked things through after showering and in between his many reclaiming sessions. He fucked me three times in the first hour like it was a necessary ritual.

I orgasmed on the third time Jeremy fucked me feeling emotionally and sexually exhausted. As I lay on top of him, my long, damp hair draped into my beloved’s face, and with his cock buried deep inside me, twitching his love, I smiled lovingly, feeling wholeheartedly contented.

“You really enjoy reclaiming me, don’t you?”

“Am I a cuckold, Jessica?”

“Are you sexualizing any humiliation?”

“No. I don’t feel humiliated when we hook up with Karl or Chloe.”

“Would you have preferred another woman was with us last night?”

“Yes… but I also enjoy watching you perform sexually with another guy. I guess I am a voyeur in that regard. Mostly, I like the four-way play.”

“We can go exclusively along that route if you wish, Jeremy.”

“No… I am fine with us seeing Karl from time to time, but I would like to fuck Chloe too.”

“I want the same thing, Jeremy.”

I watched his expression, checking for any hint of sadness or jealousy. Seeing none, I pursued the conversation we needed to have.

“Karl caught feelings for me.”

“I know.”

“How do you know?”

“I watched him follow you out of the tent last night when you woke.”

“Why didn’t you join us?”

“I saw you leave first and figured you wanted some alone time. I would have given it half an hour, then joined you. When I saw Karl leave so soon after you, I knew why.”

“And you didn’t come to intervene? I mean, Karl opened the door to him and I having a secret affair, honey.”

“I trust you, Jessica. If I did not, we wouldn’t be together. If either of us cheats, this love we had would no longer exist.”

“That’s true. Did you overhear our conversation?”

“No.”

“Didn’t you even try to listen?”

“You inspire me to behave better than eavesdropping, Jessica.”

When a man says such things to you while his post-orgasmic, semi-hard cream-coated cock is buried inside your pussy - you are a lucky girl. I felt so much happier that Jeremy had known something untoward was happening between Karl and me, but he had the confidence in me to deal with it.

I kissed my beloved, melting into his arms, feeling his erection returning a fourth time. I rode him slowly, gradually teasing out a full hard-on from his cock before I fucked it, but when I orgasmed, it was the man, rather than his appendage on which I was impaled, who caused my shuddering eruption.

As I lay beside him, marveling at how Jeremy never pushed me to know what happened between Karl and me around the fire, I realized what I must do.

“Karl told me he has caught feelings. He didn’t push too hard and made it understood that he didn’t want to fall in love with me. He wanted us to have an affair behind your back for the thrill of it.”

“Does he want to end things?”

“Maybe. Karl wants to limit our liaisons to once a month.”

“That won’t work for us, Jessica.”

“I know, honey. I’m enjoying having two men in bed, and although I want another woman for you, it’s nice to be fucked as much as I was last night. I feel so relaxed right now and can’t imagine being satisfied with once a month.”

“What do you suggest?”

“We need another lover, maybe two, so we can alternate, and if we do that, we need two or more girls as well.”

“You’re being a little rigid on the girl front, honey. I’m not desperate for Chloe or another like her.”

“I enjoyed watching you fuck Chloe just as you like watching Karl when he mounts me.”

“Okay, then… we can look around, I guess.”

“Can you leave it with me to find options, Jeremy?”

“Yes, of course. You might want to talk with Amma, though.”

“Amma? Why?”

He smiled while I felt shocked. It never occurred to me that the unmarried woman who raised my boyfriend might have a lover, maybe more than one.

“My mother has had lovers half her age since my earliest memories. The young unmarried men of our village love spending an afternoon fucking Amma.”

“Jesus, I had no idea.”

“She’s a sexual being like any other, Jess. I am probably the only unmarried man out of bounds to her. She has been known to teach couples, men, and women unusual techniques in lovemaking.”

“I know… I just, well… okay. I am just surprised, is all, but I guess I shouldn’t be.”

“I need to ride into Dol Dol tomorrow. You could see her while I collect some hardware supplies.”

“Okay… let’s do that.”  


Chapter Fifteen

Hopeful Progress

◆◆◆

A late breakfast meant I missed my granddaughter ignoring her father, a spectacle I could well do without. My mood had been lifted so high after a night of grand sexual adventure that I wanted nothing to deflate it before lunchtime - not even my beloved Emily.

My pussy felt delightfully sore, still creaming slowly from a well fucked hole into my panty liner, which I had changed a couple of times already. I tried hard to preserve my panties, hoping they would last all day, not least of all because Agnes did our laundry, and sometimes, a woman understands things perfectly well.

I sat on the deck, enjoying the last few forkfuls of a perfectly cooked tomato and bacon omelet. Agnes used truffle shavings and parmesan to finish the egg perfection, adding flavor without increasing the calorie load that would be if she used cheddar or Monterey jack.

Speaking of Jack, he was at the other end of the deck area, sitting cross-legged on a stool, adding the finishing touches to his giraffe sketch, which looked incredible. His eidetic memory had been a point of discussion between us early in his marriage to Annie. My son-in-law could read or view something once and remember it forever.

I called it a gift. He said it was a curse, and I was beginning to understand why. Perhaps, in the depth of his creative mental chasm, Jack could not escape the last obsessively retained image until he sketched it out.

Maybe Agnes was right, and Jack’s problem was psychological, not simply one of infidelity, but what would that mean for my daughter and her new girlfriend?  

Jack sat back, held his sketch to the light, stared at where he had seen the giraffes, looked back again, and nodded. He signed the sketch with a flourish, tore it off the pad, rolled it up, and stood just as Jeremy and all three of my grandchildren raced onto the deck, going somewhere in a hurry.

As he drew level with me, my boyfriend waved at Jack, pointing at the truck.

“Will you join us for a quick trip to one of our watering holes? Emily is collecting a water sample to test when her kit turns up later today from the Kenya Wildlife Service.”

“I’d love to come.”

He looked hopefully at Emily, who shrugged in a classic bored, why would I care pose any girl her age had mastered. It worried me that she could be so cruel because rarely do girls genuinely understand how much more hurtful a rejection of their father is than of their mother.

At times, I fought with Annie tooth and nail while growing up, often believing with the slam of her bedroom door that it was the end of our relationship. On the other hand, Chuck sailed through puberty with nothing more than occasional crusty sheets and hidden stashes of porn to challenge me. I laundered one and ignored the other, wondering now if his varied, healthy sex life was in part due to my discretion.

Jack held both hands behind his back, clutching his rolled-up sketch. He waved at his daughter, smiling, while she looked like a rabbit caught on its way to a burrow’s safety.

“I have something for you, Emily.”

“What is it?”

Jack handed his daughter the rolled-up sketch, which she opened. Jeremy spectated the scene as anxiously as I did since we were both invested in a loving reconciliation.

I saw Emily’s instant, fleeting, shocked, and delighted expression before she shut it down, but I saw my granddaughter’s trembling bottom lip, which gave away her overwhelming emotions. She ran indoors without saying a thing, leaving Jack shocked and unsure of how to take the moment.

I stood and walked to him, hugging my son-in-law, an act of love by proxy for Emily.

“She loves your sketch and has gone to store it someplace where it cannot be damaged.”

“Are you sure, Jessica?”

“It takes a girl to know one, honey. Trust me, you’re doing great.”

“Thank you.”

Only I knew she’d wiped away tears when Emily returned after a few minutes. A tiny redness around her eyes was barely visible to me and invisible to those who didn’t know where and when to look. When she strolled past her father, he was still unsure what to do, so when she reached halfway down the garden path, my granddaughter turned.

“Are you coming, Dad?”

“Yes… yes, please.”

He lifted his sketchpad, eraser, and pencils and jogged after the band of merry conservationists. Jeremy opened the doors remotely, then kissed and hugged me before he left.

“Can we go to Dol Dol this afternoon, Jessica? I’ll be gone for about two hours.”

“Yes, of course.”

I waved at the truck as it disappeared out of sight, willing Jack to keep trying and Emily to keep listening and giving her father a chance. I had almost forgotten about meeting Amma, and for a moment, I shook my head and laughed, considering how to discuss finding lovers for me and her son.

After the truck disappeared, I sat down to finish my coffee, turned my phone on, and checked messages. I was surprised to find one from Mistress Jasmine in our group chat.

Hi, Domme. I have some thoughts to share. For now, no offense intended to Sub; please listen, but don’t join in this conversation. I want to quiz Domme.

I gasped, blinked, and stared at the screen, barely able to process the implications of Mistress Jasmine silencing my boyfriend. She hadn’t been rude, but her firm, matter-of-fact manner left me, and I was sure Jeremy also, in no doubt, that her instruction was not to be defied.

It’s lovely to hear from you, Mistress Jasmine.

You should call me Jasmine, Domme since you are a student rather than my sub.

Okay.

Have you spanked your sub?

Not yet.

Okay, when you bend him over your knee, use your palm and spank each cheek in turn precisely where it meets his upper thigh; that way, when it feels sore for you, you’ll know it is painful for him, too.

I got it - thank you.

Create a safe word between you. I like red, amber, and green. They communicate the sub’s situation well.

When should we start?

Don’t rush in. Take your time and create a sense of occasion—a sunset perhaps, or just before making love around bedtime. Be careful, and don’t inflict pain for your enjoyment; only his.

Thank you.

Is there anything else, Domme?’

Yes.

I hesitated, unsure how honest to be with our teacher. Mistress Jasmine was spoken highly of on most BDSM and fetish forums I had researched. She was always referred to respectfully and as a Dominatrix who was utterly discrete. I would have felt differently had I been paying her because a contract of sorts, even verbal, would guarantee confidentiality. At this time, secrecy between us was implied.  

Can we pay for your help, Jasmine?

I don’t take money and am very particular about who I assist. You and your sub seem like a loving couple exploring sexual opportunity, much as I am. If I can help, it is my pleasure.

We are seeking like-minded couples.

Likeminded in bondage?

No… in swinging and sharing.

Ahh, I see.

I wondered if you might be interested.

I’m a lesbian, honey. I would only be interested in you, and even then, I wear a mask or use the glory hole at a club in Mombasa.

A glory hole?

Yes… well, it’s more than that. For the guys, there is a room where the lady’s legs and pussies are fully exposed through a large hole in the wall. Both men and women wear a mask, just in case, but neither should be able to see the other.

And they fuck?

Yes. Sub could fuck a girl while you are fucked by a guy. I prefer the pitch-dark bedrooms where you can fuck, but not see the other person.

Okay… that might work. I want my boyfriend to fuck other girls while I enjoy another woman.

Ahh, okay… so you want me?

That’s what I hoped.

I don’t usually make love to clients, and I have a girlfriend who is new to my lifestyle.

Okay… I am sorry to have asked.

Jasmine paused for thought, and I prayed she might yield this one time, making an exception for Jeremy and me. The cursor hung ominously on our chat screen, and my heart thumped solidly like a train thundering through a tunnel.

I wondered how Jeremy might be faring, sitting in a truck beside a guy with three kids on the bench seat behind.

He probably wasn’t even reading the messages. I checked the info against my last message and saw Jeremy had read it. I giggled, stifling my hand over my mouth, tilting my phone so Agnes wouldn’t see the messages or note my silly demeanor.

“Can I take everything away, Jessica?”

“Of course. Do you need help in the kitchen?”

“I’m finishing something, but I plan to bake pie and bread if you want to help.”

“I’d love to Agnes.”

“Give me ten minutes, please.”

Agnes gathered my breakfast dishes, smiled lovingly at me, and returned inside while I secretly spied my phone screen, praying for Jasmine to say something. I felt utterly relieved when three dots began a wavy ride, signifying she was typing.

Sorry Domme, just a bit busy.

It’s okay. 

If I agree to make love to you, it will be in complete darkness on a bed.

How dark is the bedroom?

It has no windows and a light trap door entrance. Each person is guided and blindfolded. These rooms are specifically for lovers who never want to be identified.

What about my boyfriend?

We need another girl for him to fuck.

Yes.

I’ll ask my girlfriend, who is bisexual, but I won’t promise anything. Whatever happens, it will be at the Mombasa club in the bedroom I mentioned with anonymity assured.

Will we all be in the same bed, Jasmine?

Yes. You and I can make love while our partners do the same beside us.

That works for us.

I will ask my girlfriend and get back to you with proposed dates. In the meantime, since you have seen me naked online, may I see both of you from the neck down?

Naked?

Of course.

I considered Jasmine’s request, doing the mental gymnastics needed to get to a place where Jeremy and I posed naked for photographs, then sent them to her. I wasn’t sure what she had in mind, but it seemed my perceived imbalance would be evened out if we made love to a lesbian and her bisexual girlfriend.

I’ll have the photographs emailed by tonight.

Please have sub hard so my girlfriend can make an informed decision.

Will do.

Goodbye Domme.

Bye Jasmine.

I closed my phone, knowing Jeremy would love the idea of having another woman while I enjoyed and learned from a full-blown lesbian. Licking Chloe’s pussy had been an elevating experience, but Jasmine, from the neck down, looked next level.

After changing my panty liner, I joined Agnes in the kitchen, smiling inanely without realizing it. My friend and housekeeper pointed at my grin.

“Nobody has the right to be that happy, Jessica.”

“I am a woman in love for whom life feels perfect.”

“Me too.”


Chapter Sixteen

A Sticky Mess

◆◆◆

I sat on my bed and stared pensively at my long, thick vibrator, which stood to attention on a nightstand. The phallic pacifier begged to grace inside my pussy, but I resisted, glancing at the wall clock, figuring out what time my real cock would arrive home.

After a conversation with Mistress Jasmine that set the terms of our foursome, my panties were steamy and creamy. I retired to the only safe space - our bedroom, desperately wanting a cock to fuck deep inside me, preferably Jeremy’s, but a latex one might do at a push.

I glanced over again and imagined the slick, smooth pussy into which that big synthetic cock might invade, releasing the intense flutters building inside me when I turned on the vibration.

I shook my head and stared down at the floor, feeling a sexual drunkenness consume me.

What’s happening to me?

I wasn’t at all like this two months ago.

I wasn’t even like this after marrying Charlie.

I was never dull in bed, but my heavily aroused condition and frequent, kinky fucking style felt like a new normal. My thought processes, how I applied logic and common sense, and my general demeanor were intact, but crazy, torrid ideas swept me away in impulsive moments such as now.

Jeremy messaged me immediately after Jasmine signed off from our chat. He was excited and obviously alone, probably while Emily and the others took notes, drew the water sample into test tubes, or sketched the scene.

I want to lick and fuck your pussy so much, Jessica.

It was the final straw that made me drag my vibrator from the drawer. I didn’t bother with lubrication because my throbbing pussy was plenty creamy to facilitate a fucking by my own hand.

But now I stared at it, terrified of screaming the place down while alone, an obvious sign to another woman that I was masturbating. It seemed fine if Agnes heard me being fucked by Jeremy, but it was entirely another thing if she knew I was rubbing one out or, worse, reaming my wanton hole with an immense latex cock.

Me too, honey. I need your cock so badly.

I snapped a picture of my black vibrator, a gift from Jeremy to remind me of Karl. I squinted at it and gasped, thinking about how my lover filled me with semen at our campsite, closely followed by Jeremy fucking me, then Karl having a second go.

I hit send, and my vibrator pic was in the private chat group I shared with Jeremy. He love-hearted the image immediately, which I took as a sign I could go ahead and fuck myself.

I don’t want to do it, Jeremy.

Why not?

I prefer your cock.

Please wait for me in my workshop.

Okay.

I’m twenty minutes away. Emily has got everything she needs.

Good.

When I reached Jeremy’s workshop, I wrestled with fifteen more minutes of sexual frustration, occasionally dipping my fingers inside the front of my panties, needing to drag my sticky clitoris in a few laps around paradise. In between pacing impatiently, my finger play was enough to have me bent over the sofa, gasping and panting like a desperate, sleazy slut.

I stared at the crumpled leather sofa corner and figured it was like the one in my parent’s house I frequently rubbed myself against when home alone. Nearby moist wipes were perfect for cleaning the leather surface, and I wore panties anyway.

You must get warmed up for Jeremy anyway.

It’s not like you will stretch your hole.

When I leaned over the sofa, the soft leather crushed my creamy slit until both swollen lips spread wide while squeezing the solid bean that throbbed in my desperation. I gripped the sofa arm end with one hand and far along its back with the other, pulling my crotch onto the furniture, always keeping one eye on the door that was unlocked.

Rubbing myself to maintain some ordinary sense in my sexually befuddled brain seemed okay and much preferred to using my vibrator, which would stretch my pussy wide before Jeremy fucked it.

He liked going second, but sometimes I just wanted him.

When the workshop door opened, I slipped off the sofa with my panties utterly drenched. I stood, panting, staring at Jeremy, trying to look decent and failing.

“Thank fuck it’s you, Jeremy.”

“What were you doing?”

“Masturbating.”

“Against the sofa?”

“Yes. The washing machine on spin cycle would have been better, but Agnes would notice if I fucked it while she pottered around.”

He looked incredulous and locked the door, then ran, sweeping me into his arms and kissing me so passionately that alone layered more cream in my already useless, sticky gusset. Both upper thighs stuck together in a creamy mess while my entire body trembled as a million volts flowed through me. All sense was abandoned as I reached down and released the cock I badly needed.

“Are you okay, Jessica?”

“Don’t ask again, just fuck me, and I’ll be fine.”

“Okay, honey.”

Jeremy kneeled, sniffed the sofa corner, and grinned at me. I felt ashamed, but not in a bad way - more like a sleazy housewife whose husband was about to fill her with cock, scratching an itch she had since collecting the kids from school and eyeing their football coach while she waited.

Did I say, husband?

Jeremy reached up my thighs with silken fingers that tickled and electrified me even more, eliciting my desperate whimpers. My heart pounded like a jackhammer; I shivered and gasped repeatedly, shuddering in pre-orgasmic bliss, frowning down at him on his knees when he gripped my elastic waistband.

My boyfriend stared up with all the wonder of a man who wanted to get his lips and tongue around a sticky clitoris and chew it.

“My panties are soaked, and my pussy is a creamy mess, honey. It will be hard, wet work for your tongue and lips.”

“You should have fucked the vibrator.”

“I want your cock inside me, not a latex one.”

“Thank you.”

I wriggled my ass cheeks while Jeremy tugged my panties down, deeply inhaling my disgrace. My sticky cotton gusset sucked against my bare skin like a resistant banana peel hugging its fruit, a state of me my boyfriend delighted in.

“You are a delightful mess.”

“I told you so.”

“I love it, Jessica.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. I love the taste of your cream, especially when you are this aroused.”

“Get used to it, honey; I doubt things will change down there anytime soon.”

“Good.”

“Pull harder, please.”

I felt embarrassed with my waistband almost around my knees while the gusset stubbornly stuck fast to my pussy lips. My shameful aroma that Jeremy enjoyed immensely twitched my nose, rooting around somewhere in my soul inside a box marked dangerous, do not feed this animal.

“Can you please fuck me, honey?”

“Of course, but I am thirsty and hungry. I want to eat and drink first.”

When Jeremy tore down my sticky panties, I gulped and choked on my words incoherently, incapable of forming a coherent argument to be fucked before licked. He forced my ass onto the sofa back, gripping my ankles tightly, opening his lunchtime snack wide.

I held Jeremy’s head between both palms when he bowed forward, softly kissing, then licking my leaking hole, lapping creamy juices that pooled inside me. I groaned because it felt good having his tongue press hard against my throbbing clitoris, but I needed his cock so severely that my pussy begged.

Over time, I had noticed Jeremy’s spiritual approach to giving cunnilingus, always preferring to kneel like he prayed before me. His care and reverence were evident when plowing a warm, wet tongue from my anal whorl to the thrumming clitoris that needed a damn good rub. I wriggled when he clawed my tiny sphincter open, and his tongue slipped inside my back passage. Then I shuddered, close to orgasm, when he sucked my clitoris, humming along its sensitive nerve endings, which led to my Grafenberg Spot.

I screamed, partly joyous but mostly sexually frustrated.

“I’ve got to have cock.”

“If I fuck you now, will you facesit me before we sleep?”

“Fuck, yes.”

My boyfriend stood with glistening lips coated in my sticky shame. While he dropped his pants and kicked them away, I kissed him deeply, imagining my lips and tongue licking Mistress Jasmine’s honeypot - my pussy flavor was a fantastic substitute for hers.

I just needed the Dominatrix sitting on my face while Jeremy fucked her girlfriend.

I wondered what the women we would fuck looked like and imagined both while kissing my boyfriend. When his cock stretched my pussy wide, I moaned loudly and opened my eyes wide, beholding the man I loved in disbelief as he scratched my itch until his glans squashed my aching cervix.

“I’m sure my pussy is molded to the shape of your cock.”

“Did I hit the spot, Jessica?”

“You always do, honey.”

He cupped my ass cheeks, and I wrapped both arms around Jeremy’s neck while he humped me like a schoolgirl getting cock for her first time, sitting on the back edge of a park bench.

I spread my legs wider, tossing my head and hair back, gasping, groaning, and whimpering as my hole was roundly and supremely fucked. My body was in tune with Jeremy’s, and both vibrated at the same frequency as we headed toward a climax in unison.

Jeremy worked hard and lasted for ages, holding me tightly, pulling my pussy on and off his cock as his piston-like hips drove it balls deep inside me on every stroke. My orgasm came like a flash flood; I squirted for sure and clenched my pussy tightly around his solid shaft, milking him hard until hot seed filled me, pumped deep inside my trembling hole through a wildly jerking cock.

An impatient banging at the door came just as we finished, and I whipped on my soaking wet panties in a panic, giggling while Jeremy dressed far more calmly, wearing the smug grin of a husband who satisfied his wife.

Did I say, husband?

Did I say, wife?

“Are you in there, Uncle Jeremy?”

On recognizing the voice, I ran to the door and turned the key slowly so he wouldn’t hear. Then I flung it open as though the door had been stuck. I smiled, touseled my grandson’s hair, and strolled past.

“That door needs a drop of oil, Jeremy. It keeps sticking.”

“I’m good at fixing sticky things.”

“Yes, honey, you are.”


Chapter Seventeen

Complications

◆◆◆

Our drive to Dol Dol was uneventful. I spent much of it on my phone, talking to lawyers, bankers, and accountants in Maine about the means to transfer assets into Annie and Chuck’s names.

There was also the matter of looking after Agnes and Jeremy in Kenya - neither of whom had pension plans or homes. The only thing lifting my mood was scenes of wild Africa flashing by.

I would pass on to my kids the non-banked assets like art, gold, and gems from the safe and house back home so they could deposit them in their safety deposit boxes. My Maine home, all the cash at bank, and share certificates for investments must be transferred most tax-efficiently, which might take time in Chuck’s case.

Talking to my lawyer, Howard, was always tedious, but only because he wanted to get every detail right, and I found that process boring. 

“So, Howard… let me play that back to you in summary. You are saying that my son must move out of Pennsylvania to avoid inheritance tax.”

“Yes… he could officially move to Kenya or Maine, but if he remains at his current address, he will incur Pennsylvania inheritance tax in the event of your death.”

“And there is no such tax in Maine?”

“No.”

“We hadn’t considered migrating to Kenya permanently - it’s a huge move and not one that will happen anytime soon.”

“How are you staying in the country now, Jessica?”

“Ninety-day tourist visas - the electronic ones you apply for online. They are coming up for renewal soon.”

“You should probably come home for a few weeks and then return. If you cross a border in Africa, then U-Turn after a few days, the immigration service might take a dim view.”

“We’re flying home next week.”

“Then we can meet in person?”

“At your hourly rate, Howard? Are these meetings necessary?”

“You want to change your will, incorporate the Kenyan home somehow, and divide assets here—some now, more after you pass—I’d say a couple of afternoons should do it.”

“Okay. I’ll let you know dates when I can be available.”

“Good talking, Jessica.”

He got off the phone, and I was another one thousand dollars light, having achieved little more than a group discussion. I grunted and shook my head, showing my irritation, and reached across the truck console, holding Jeremy’s hand and instantly feeling better.

I stared at him, wondering if he understood what I was doing, why, and what implications that had for him.

“I want to assign some land on the reserve to you and Agnes, build houses for you both, and gift them.”

“Why would you do that?”

“It’s safer for both of you than me giving you rights to stay in the main house. You can choose a house design, and I’ll pay for everything.”

“Okay - thank you, but I don’t want it. I can’t speak for Agnes - perhaps you should ask her.”

I was slightly surprised by his rejection but decided against immediately pressing for Jeremy’s reasons. Perhaps it was because I was only dealing with half of the problem. If I bore my boyfriend’s children, my will must change again, then again if we married. Being old-fashioned, a proposal was not something I would make, and Jeremy had never mentioned it.

Suddenly, I sobered up, mainly because money was on the table and the people I loved most needed my care and fairness. Romance and love seemed less critical as I figured out my net worth and how to distribute it.

“Amma will leave me her house, although I am in no rush. Also, I have money to build or buy a home should I wish to.”

“Really?”

“Yes. You’ll find Agnes of a similar mind. We have both saved hard for the years we’ve been employed by Charlie and now you. It’s better not to use your money on us because we are unrelated, and your family deserves to inherit.”

“Sorry, Jeremy… I never thought. I just wanted to-”

“I know. You want everyone to be happy.”

“Yes.”

“I’m already happy. Look after your family, Jessica, and don’t let this process own you.”

On the one hand, Jeremy just took a huge problem off my shoulders, but on the other, I felt dejected. It seemed our long-term future and any prospect of marriage were not consuming his thinking time, and meanwhile, my biological clock was ticking.

I can’t get pregnant until we commit for the long term.

Our whirlwind romance was hugely affected by an age gap. My primary concern in moving forward with Jeremy related to his life and ambitions, not mine. I had children and grandchildren; he didn’t, and my biology was a prominent factor.

Jeremy said nothing, annoying me slightly because it seemed like he didn’t care. I was immersed in the complexity of life, trying to be pragmatic amid the most emotional time of my life.

My boyfriend entwined his fingers with mine, squeezed, and took his eyes off the track in front when he slowed and stopped behind traffic. His smile was like most in Africa I had seen—hakuna matata, or there is no problem.

“Please don’t worry about anything, Jessica. Kenya has no inheritance tax, so you can see a lawyer in Nanyuki and deal with that easily.”

“I feel like I am moving chess pieces around the board mid-game wearing a blindfold.”

“You are - but there is no other way for you at this time. Perhaps everyone visiting Maine will make the matter simpler.”

“Yes… of course. That’s true.”

I didn’t feel much like having a conversation about our adventurous sex lives with Amma when Jeremy dropped me off at her home. What seemed straightforward when my hormones were exploding mid-orgasm now became a mess of overlaying complex and personal issues, my reaction to which was poor.

I bid a grumpy farewell to Jeremy, who looked confused when all he got was a quick kiss on the cheek. He’d done nothing wrong, but I was preoccupied with my thoughts.

Despite not being my favorite beverage, Amma brewed local tea, which tasted excellent with a drop of honey from the bees she kept. We sat on the deck in front of her home, enjoying the shade, warm from the intense afternoon sun.

It felt like I was in the presence of my mother, a homemaker, lover of my father, and beloved mother to me and my siblings. I stared out onto life’s slow turning wheel, where people were heading at a leisurely pace to bed, and the occasional car passed.

“This is the perfect position to watch village life.”

“I see everyone along the main street, and passersby must nod, at the very least, or look ignorant because I am here and seem frail.”

“You aren’t frail.”

“I look frail. I never said I felt it.”

“How have you managed to stay young, Amma?”

“I have young lovers.”

I spat my tea, giggling at her forthright assertion. Amma looked unfazed and matter-of-factly at me as though she wasn’t joking. I was pleased when she smiled, setting me somewhat at ease.

“It sounds funny when I say it, but it’s true, Jessica. I never married, and younger men always appealed to me. They make love with such energy; I look forward to their arrival in my bed, and I exercise accordingly.”

“How do you exercise?”

“I walk four miles daily, keep myself busy, and do many pelvic floor exercises. I can still make a young man happy for a few hours.”

“A few hours?”

“Almost every day, Jessica. Men need sex frequently because it is how they communicate love for you.”

“Does your boyfriend love you, Amma?”

“For a few hours, they do.”

“They?”

“I have three regular lovers, then another who comes monthly, and the ad-hoc men who need sex education.”

“I’m afraid to ask.”

“Have you taught my son how to lick your pussy?”

“Jesus - this isn’t the conversation I expected to have today.”

“Don’t lie, please, Jessica. It’s not good for either of us. Jeremy told me why you came here, now please, answer my question. Have you taught my son how to pleasure you?”

“Yes.”

“Okay. It’s much easier for girls to know instinctively what to do with a man’s cock, but if a guy doesn’t learn how to give fabulous cunnilingus, how will he satisfy his wife?”

“It sounds raw.”

“Talking about sex is raw, which is why so many cultures fail to discuss important matters. Now… tell me. Are you getting your period regularly?”

“Yes. It’s like clockwork.”

“Good. Will you bear my grandchildren?”

“I hope so… but, well-”

“Jeremy didn’t propose yet?”

“No Amma. He didn’t.”

I felt disheartened because I loved Jeremy so much it hurt, like when I was sixteen and crushing hard on a guy I’d fallen for. Amma had gotten to the crux of my pain in moments like a dentist’s drill into a root canal using no anesthesia.

Amma sipped her tea, eyeing me until a friend passed by on his bike. When he stopped and waved, she sprung out of the chair, looking sprightly, with a beaming smile, and skipped down to the picket fence with more pace than a woman her age should be capable of.

Amma lovingly wrapped both arms around the man’s neck, pulling him against the fence and kissing him deeply. I was shocked because he looked in his mid-twenties and was evidently one of Amma’s lovers.

They kissed for what seemed like an age, exchanging a few words. When Amma returned, she looked younger, with a sparkle in her eye.

“He looks no older than twenty-five, Amma.”

“Bakari is forty years old.”

“How is it that black men and women don’t look their age? You look around ten, maybe fifteen years older than me.”

“Collagen fibers are more numerous and denser in my skin than yours, and elastic fibers are mostly undegraded. Thanks to their characteristics, they persist longer. Therefore, dark skin is naturally firmer and more resistant in the long term, which delays the appearance of wrinkles at the age of fifty or sixty.”

“Maybe Homo Sapiens made a poor choice when they left here.”

“At least the women should have remained. I stay out of the sun a lot, too - that helps.”

We came from different worlds but were the same, consumed by the same aging issues and worries about our hormones, vitality, and attractiveness. A woman over four decades older than me had young lovers, not one, but many, and she was as much a girl as me, Annie, or Emily.

It wasn’t my place to ask why Amma never married or had no biological children. Doing so might imply that I felt Jeremy wasn’t hers in the same way that Annie and Chuck were mine. I saw the mother of a boy saved from a terrible fate and had too much respect for her to split hairs over genes.

“Can I ask you a personal question, Amma?”

“Yes, of course… isn’t that why you came here?”

“Not for this question, I didn’t.”

“Please ask me anything.”

“Do you approve of me?”

“Oh my, Jessica.”

Amma smiled so lovingly that I instantly knew why so many men were attracted to her. She lit my soul, making me feel happy and tingly all over. When she stood, crossed the small gap between us, and offered me her hand, I took it, and Amma hauled me out of my chair.

She placed a hand on each shoulder, stared into my eyes with endless love and experience in hers, and then hugged me.

“I love you, dear girl. You are the best thing that happened to my son.”

“You are the best thing, Amma… I’ll happily settle for second place.”

Amma’s affection immensely comforted me, and thoughts of wills, inheritance, land assignment, and home ownership vanished. Nothing seemed as though it should or could trouble me when I was with this robust, sensual, and decent woman.

Amma cocked her head and smiled, winking.

“Now… to the matter in hand, Jessica.”

“What’s that?”

“I highly recommend the doctor and his wife if you and Jeremy wish to entertain a couple. Otherwise, a couple originally from Germany who live on a reserve much like yours would be a good choice. The important thing is to get regular health screenings and exchange those details.”

“Wow… have you-?”

“Yes, of course, I have slept with them. There are as many swingers, bulls, cuckolds, hotwives, and sluts in this area as there are in any other. Our Catholic priest frequently partakes in threesomes if you want another guy to help Jeremy.”

“Jeremy doesn’t need help.”

“All men could use a little help sometimes, dear. It’s a simple biological fact that we can fuck for longer and more frequently than they can. The priest has a good, strong cock and will ride you well.”

“Okay.”

I was mortified. I laughed and shook my head, feeling like a broodmare looking for a roving stallion to cover and seed me. Amma didn’t bat an eyelid, scribbling names and phone numbers on a page in her notepad, which she tore off and handed me at the end.

“Please give it a day, and I will talk to each in person, sound them out, and let you know.”

“Like a pimp?”

“If you like. I know you enjoy long, thick cocks, so there are no small guys on that list.”

“Did Jeremy mention that?”

“No, Karl told me last time he was here.”

“You mean… you and Karl are, fuck… umm-”

I stared at Amma in disbelief, processing the images of her and Karl making love, then me and him doing the same thing, perhaps the following evening. We were fucking the same man, which felt shocking enough, but knowing that I was also fucking him with Jeremy, added to my lewd feeling, almost approaching shame.

“He’s one of my weeklies. We are sharing men, Jessica. I guess that binds us closer.”

“Yes, it does.”

“Don’t read too much into it, honey - oh look, Jeremy has returned.”

Sure enough, Jeremy pulled up in our truck, grinning broadly from ear to ear. He leaped out and headed toward us. Amma reached across and gripped my wrist, staring into my eyes.

“Promise me something, Jessica, please.”

“What is it?”

“Stop being so hard on yourself.”


Chapter Eighteen

Slowing Things Down

◆◆◆

I felt happier leaving Amma’s home than when I arrived, partly because she validated my lifestyle and because it was a refreshing pleasure to talk with her - more than any three-hundred-dollar therapy session.

Part of me still worried about my slutty behavior, concerned it might be a coping mechanism for Charlie’s death. Having only experienced a relationship with one man until my Kenyan adventure, I had changed immeasurably.

I dismissed negative thoughts when Jeremy smiled at me. My boyfriend looked like he missed me, which, to my shame, fed my ego but also reminded me that I truly loved Jeremy and that our relationship was a distinct part of my life.

Beguilement to emotional love through chemistry had given way to soulmate love, the unending, universal power that drives all humans. 

Jeremy led me by the hand down Amma’s garden path, opened the truck door, and helped me inside. He smiled, comforted by something, and I had to know what, pausing with my question long enough to wave Amma a fond goodbye.

As soon as we turned the corner, I shifted my gaze and attention to interrogating my boyfriend.

“Are you okay, Jeremy?”

“Yes… never better.”

“You seem… umm, in extremely high spirits for a guy who bought nails and a new drill.”

“I have the best girlfriend in the world.”

“I’m also happy, Jeremy.”

A sparkle in Jeremy’s eyes lifted me, and I grinned, basking in his love and attention. It was nice to be at the center of a good man’s universe and equally pleasant to have him constantly in my heart.

As I fell silent, Jeremy wasted no time getting to the point on his mind.

“Did Amma have any suggestions for like-minded couples or singles?”

“Your mother gave me a list of people in the lifestyle as if we were exchanging apple pie recipes.”

“She makes a mean apple pie that might give yours a run for your money.”

“I’m sure.”

“Will you call the people on the list?”

“Amma says to wait a day until she speaks to them first.”

I was unprepared for the directness Jeremy had developed towards our kinky lifestyle. I enjoyed discussing our lovers and options for sharing and swapping, but this moment felt too transactional.

“We need to slow things down, Jeremy.”

“Okay… I didn’t expect you to say that.”

“I’m not getting cold feet, but we have relationships ongoing with Karl, Chloe, Miss Jasmine, and now, if we run headlong into it, the people on this list… I’m uncomfortable with the frequency others might expect us to play.”

“I was thinking once a week is the maximum, Jessica.”

“I was thinking twice a month to begin with.”

“That’s fine - you know best.”

“I don’t want to start something, then stop and disappoint others in the community. Besides, we leave for Maine soon.”

“What community?”

“Like it or not, Jeremy, we are joining a fringe fetish society, and in that group, we will find very typical to very odd people. I don’t want us running into strong headwinds. If we piss someone off, we’re outed for sure.”

“We don’t want people to know, Jessica.”

“I don’t want my family to know.”

“They will find out.”

“I know.”

I didn’t know best but figured some restraint in the early days was necessary, even though that would only reduce, not eliminate, the risk of my family discovering my tawdry lifestyle. With so many people living in my home, with varying interests and social lives that intersected Jeremy’s and mine, we would be found out.

What if we fucked Jasmine and her girlfriend in Mombasa? Someone at the club might see us, then three months from now, that person might hook up with Chuck and Ava, visit us at home, recognize Jeremy and me, and boom! We would be fucked.

If we started slow, we could increase the pace of our spicy lives, with some control over the narrative, but if we turbocharged fucking other people from the outset, we would never be able to slow down, and gossipers might reveal us.

Jeremy settled deep into thought, so I held his hand and watched the stunning scenery pass. When we felt hungry, my boyfriend pulled in at a roadside food stall center where we enjoyed barbeque maize coated with plenty of salted butter. After that, succulent sliced chilled mango segments were refreshing.

I sat opposite Jeremy on a picnic bench well away from the crowds. We were shaded, which is probably why our space was so lonely. Most preferred the sun and grassy verges surrounding a large metal-roofed food hawker plaza.

From where we sat, I saw so many delicious snacks being prepared I wanted to take some home, but Agnes would skewer me like one of the kebabs slowly spinning over hot coals. The smells were terrific: grilled meats, including goat, rice dishes, deep-fried crispy potatoes coated in a spiced gram flour batter, and sweet, sticky candies made from coconut, sesame seeds, and sugar.

I glanced around the food stalls again, sniffing the culinary paradise of a market where two bucks filled your belly. When my eyes settled on my boyfriend, who seemed troubled, I reached out and held his hand.

“There is too much temptation here - just like in our sex lives.”

“I’m not willing to risk losing you, Jessica.”

“I feel the same way.”

“I’m sorry if I am pushing too hard.”

“It’s not only you, Jeremy. I’m also running too quickly. We might trip and fall. We’re in uncharted waters for both of us, using other people’s opinions to guide us.”

“Karl might become dangerous if his feelings for you develop.”

“Exactly. As much as I like fucking him with you, I have no feelings aside from loving you.”

“Nobody mentions the downside of consensual nonmonogamy. It’s like tiptoeing through a minefield.”

“Honey, there are so many types of relationships out there; it makes my head spin thinking about them. Having a threesome and foursome is the tip of the iceberg. The people on Amma’s list have their specific wants and needs.”

“I don’t want to swing, Jessica… I don’t mind when we are all in the same bed, but being separated from you would drive me nuts.”

“I’m glad you said that.”

“Why?”

“I feel when we are sharing one or more people, we’re still a couple, but if we fuck in separate bedrooms, I’m not sure I would feel the same way.”

“Me neither.”

“We fly to Maine in less than two weeks, Jeremy… let’s have one more hookup before then.”

“Miss Jasmine?”

“If she is willing and has the time, yes.”

We finished with a glass of sweet Kenyan tea, setting ourselves up nicely for the remaining drive home. I felt more comfortable having better understood Jeremy’s point of view while giving him food for thought.

I was surprised when we turned away from the usual route home, taking a much rougher trail, but Jeremy grinned, so I didn’t ask why.

When he stopped before the brow of a hill as sunset approached, I figured there must be a view in store for us. Once satisfied with parking roughly, Jeremy raced to my door and swept me into his arms, cradling and carrying me up a short hill.

I wrapped my arms around Jeremy’s neck, enjoying how hard he worked marching up the short rise, but what greeted me on the other side was spectacular beyond belief. The view across an immense, mixed savannah and forest valley floor was amazing.

A glorious sun blazed golden, painting the sky in shades of red and yellow.

“Oh my, Jeremy… this is unbelievable.”

“It’s the best view of the big lake on your land, and from here, we border two other reserves, so not all the animals live with us.”

“I can see the animals.”

Two separate journeys’ of giraffes wove through a copse with a distinct gap between them; Jessica’s elephant herd intersected their path from another direction. Wildebeest, hippo, rhino, and antelope strolled in single-file groups from all directions, converging on the massive lake that stretched at least a mile away.

I saw Annie’s pride at the water’s edge, taking a drink while most of the other beasts held back, waiting until the king of the jungle was done.

Jeremy set me down, led me to a huge boulder where he sat, and pulled me back between his legs, wrapping his arms around me. I stared gleefully into his eyes, then returned my attention to the glorious sight that had captivated me.

My heart thumped loud and hard, pressing against my rib cage as I sucked in air to a body trembling with excitement.

“I have the best seat in the house, Jeremy - this is amazing.”

“Few people come here… some locals, the Rangers, and Agnes, but few know the beauty of this place.”

“Why don’t the lions hunt while all the other animals are so close and vulnerable?”

“There is a general amnesty at dawn and dusk for water. Animals share the one resource all need to survive. In any case, with buffalo, elephant, rhino, and others around, a lion wouldn’t want to rile everyone up and get caught in a stampede.”

“Makes sense - in chaos, nobody wins.”

I was spellbound, watching the life on our reserve converging en masse so they could drink, bathe, commune with their kind, and take respite from the burning sun. At sunset, a golden hue across the valley evolved into a celebration of reds, bathing Jeremy and me in the glory of nature.

He slid off the rock, kissed me, then got down on one knee, taking my breath away.

“Will you marry me, please, Jessica? I am lost without you, have never loved as I do today, and want to preserve that forever.”

“Wow.”

With the sun’s corona making Jeremy a loving mirage that looked like my destiny, he held up an open ring box with a stunning solitaire diamond in a twelve-cluster of smaller gems. I gasped and clutched my mouth with one hand, covering my heart with the other as I sobbed joyously.

I glanced from Jeremy to the ring to the view across a glorious, red and orange shimmering lake, knowing he perfectly planned this moment.

“Will you marry me, Jessica?”

“Of course… yes, yes, and a thousand times, yes.”


Chapter Nineteen

Love, Lust and Intrigue

◆◆◆

Jeremy stared up with watery, sparkling eyes, looking so cute on his knees that I wanted to drop into his arms and make love immediately. The ground was too rocky, and a growing chilly air might have dampened the moment, so I settled on offering my beloved fiance a generous, loving smile with tears of joy rolling down my cheeks.

“May I put this ring on your finger, Jessica?”

“Yes, please.”

“Forever?”

“There is only until death do us part.”

“I’ll settle for that, Jessica.”

“Me too.”

I stared at the stunning, massive solitaire diamond set in a beautiful gold band with a cluster of other sizeable diamonds around it, briefly remembering the first time a man proposed to me - how could I not? My love for Charlie was intact but locked away in a series of memories I hoped would never diminish.

I had moved on - as Charlie asked me to, crawling desperately through six months of grief to a fresh start in Kenya, eventually accepting a new lover. Moving on often felt harsh and disrespectful to my virgin marriage vows, but life must be for the living, and that’s what I was doing.

As I stared deep into Jeremy’s eyes, my love for a new fiance felt infinite and unparalleled. He slipped the ring on my finger and stood. We kissed in the most intense sunset I ever recall while overwhelming love and desire surged within me, warming every part of my body as I tingled joyously. I felt deeply aroused and enormously happy.

“I need to bed you, Jeremy.”

“Why?”

“Because I love you with all my heart and can’t do it in the dirt and rocks.”

We ran together down the rough trail at a dangerous speed. The only thing keeping me from tripping was Jeremy’s sturdy grip on my hand. We were a team, much like Charlie and I had been, and suddenly, I felt whole again.

In the truck, I stared at my ring, and Jeremy noticed that.

“Do you like it, Jessica?”

“I love it, honey. The ring is beautiful; its meaning is more so.”

“Amma said the same thing.”

“Did you and she discuss me?”

“All of the time.”

“Where did you buy the ring, Jeremy?”

“I discovered that there are no diamond mines in Kenya. The Mwadui diamond mine in Tanzania is closest to us, so I sourced the diamonds there. The gold originates from artisanal mining operations in Narok, near here.”

“Wow. You put a lot of effort into this ring.”

“I worked on it for a month, including the design I sketched. That was made real by a friend who makes jewelry in Nairobi.”

“You have planned this proposal for a month?”

“I started planning after we first kissed. Getting the ring ready was an obvious next step. After it arrived, I waited for the right moment.”

I glanced at the ring, then at Jeremy, gleeful and excited. It concerned me a little that my boyfriend, now fiance, moved so quickly. I had to assume he understood the constraints made by our age gap.

“When did you receive the ring, Jeremy?”

“Today, at the Fed Ex office.”

“So you waited, what… two hours before proposing?”

“What can I say? I love being on my knees in front of you, Jessica.”

“Will you prove that in our bedroom tonight, honey?”

“It will be my pleasure.”

When we reached home, Chuck and Ava had returned from Mombasa, looking rejuvenated, almost electrified. I knew by observing my son and his wife’s relaxed expressions that both had vigorously fucked their way through the fetish club.

I asked Annie and Chuck to join Jeremy and me in the library, where I held my breath and showed my children a new engagement ring with all that entailed.

It could go either way. Replacing their father in my bedroom was an easier leap for my kids to make than replacing him in my life as a soulmate.

Chuck stared at the ring agog, a thousand emotions flickering through his face. He glanced at Jeremy, and then I saw tears in his eyes.

“Oh honey, come to Mom.”

“Sorry, Mom.”

I hugged my son tightly while Annie shook Jeremy’s hand, hugged, and kissed him on the cheek. Chuck was always likely to take this news harder than his sister because he and Charlie were closer, and somehow, it was more difficult for him to accept that I must move on.

Chuck buried his face in my shoulder, and I knew he was distraught.

“I’m happy for you and Jeremy, Mom… I miss my Dad so much.”

“I know sweetheart.”

“But I want this for you both.”

“I know that too, Chuck.”

I cried in sympathy with my son. Charlie left a massive hole in everyone’s lives, and I felt guilty that mine was repaired more quickly than my children’s. Annie and Jeremy made us feel better, joining our mass hug until Chuck extracted himself, tore some tissues from a box, and dried his eyes, waving a hand.

“I’ll be okay, and I want you to be happy, Mom.”

“Thank you, son. I am happy.”

Annie clung to me, beaming, with a smile so loving that only a daughter could give me under the circumstances. She knew I possessed an enormous capacity for love, and while grieving for Charlie six months after his passing, my daughter had encouraged me to stop wasting my life and listen to my husband’s dying wishes.

“You and Dad are stars in my sky forever, Mom. Now Jeremy lives there, too. I also miss my Daddy, but this is right for everyone.”

”We haven’t set a date yet, Annie. It’s likely to be a long engagement while we try one another out for size.”

“What does Jeremy have in mind, Mom?”

She glanced at Jeremy inquiringly, who seemed caught between the headlights and looked terrified. I slipped my hand in his, gave him my most confident expression, and nodded as though he should answer the question.

“Jeremy?”

“Yes, Annie?”

“What are your intentions toward my mother?”

“I was rushing to bag my queen and haven’t considered what comes next.”

“Are you saying you bagged my Mom?”

“Well… you know what I mean, right?”

“I’m teasing you. I knew you would propose soon.”

“How did you know?”

“I took a call from a diamond mine in Tanzania a few days after arriving here. They told me the carat weight of each diamond you had ordered.”

“Jesus. You kept my secret?”

“Of course. You are so kind to us and our kids - how could I not be rooting for you and Mom?”

Chuck shook hands with Jeremy, then bear-hugged him. It was time to gather my entire family and share the news.

Agnes was delighted, as were Ava, Rebecca, and Alfie, who dove into my arms for a giant hug. Everyone congratulated Jeremy and me, including Emily, but she soon left the room under cover of a champagne cork popping.

I followed a few minutes behind Emily, nodding to Jeremy, who immediately understood why I left the room.

It was pleasantly cool outside, and the dark sky had revealed its star-filled and moonlit wonder. I stared into the darkness of our garden and swimming pool area, adjusting my eyes to the night, and caught sight of a lonely figure sitting on a two-seater bench swing.

The garden path lights were switched off to conserve power and so that anyone outside could enjoy the night sky, a significant attraction. I walked carefully, keeping to the middle of the path and scuffing my feet to avoid surprising my granddaughter.

“I’m over here, Grandma.”

“May I join you?”

“Of course.”

I sat beside Emily, enjoying the reflected moonlight on a pool I had yet to swim in. The silence was so relaxing I forgot to speak, enjoying a moment of solidarity with a girl who was fast becoming a woman, biologically at least.

Emily lay down with her head in my lap.

“I am happy for you and Jeremy, Grandma.”

“You needed some alone time?”

“I don’t understand why my Mom and Dad can’t stay together. No offense to Agnes; I really like her, but it seems unfair that Alfie and I suffer because of our parents.”

“I know.”

“Can you explain why, Grandma?”

“Not really, honey. People will tell you that sometimes a couple grows apart. Others will say it’s not your fault that your parents couldn’t keep loving each other. I can give so much advice, honey, but nothing matters except one thing.”

“What’s that?”

“You are greatly loved, Emily. Your Mom, Dad, brother, me, and everyone in this house love you with all our hearts.”

“I know. I wish Mom and Dad could stay together, but it’s over, right?”

“Yes, honey, but they are friends and have two children to share their love with.”

“Dad is unreliable.”

“Yes.”

“I am worried about him, Grandma. Dad left at 8 a.m. and hasn’t been heard from since.”

“Is that why you came out here?”

“Yes.”

Emily rested her head in my lap until she fell asleep. Annie came outside bearing a spare champagne flute. She lifted her daughter’s legs, snuck underneath, and tapped her glass with mine, saying nothing in case of waking sleeping beauty.

Eventually, Emily purred lightly, sound asleep, and we broke our silence with hushed tones.

“Where is Jack, Annie?’

“He left early this morning on foot with two Rangers. Said he had to get something done.”

“Any idea what?”

“None. All I care about is that the old Jack has returned, and he is reconnecting with his kids.”

“And you?”

“As friends… yes, but nothing more. I love Agnes, and nothing will change that.”

“You and Agnes deserve a shot at love together.”

The night air grew colder, and a light breeze amplified it until we shivered. It was time to move indoors, so Annie lifted her daughter and carried her into the house. Inside, Emily woke up, kissed her Mom, and wriggled to the floor, rubbing sleepy eyes.

“Where’s Dad?”

“He isn’t back yet, honey.”

“He left at 8 a.m. That was twelve hours ago, Mom.”

“I’m worried, too.”

“Can we search for him?”

“Of course. Let me ask Jeremy for help.

Annie didn’t even get to the living room when noises at the front door drew our attention. Jack opened the door, grinning like a Cheshire cat, turning to wave at his Ranger friends as they headed into the night.

He tramped his feet on the outdoor mat, removed his boots, and hung them on wooden poles outside to avoid spiders and snakes that would seek warmth and shelter there. When inside the front door, Jack dropped his huge over-the-shoulder canvas artist-gear bag, looking weary.

Alfie flew out of the living room and leaped into his father’s arms.

“Hi, Dad. Where were you?”

“I had a special project for my favorite customers.”

“Who?”

“It’s a secret.”

Emily had her hands on her hips, looking comically like an indignant wife worried for her husband’s safety. I couldn’t help laughing.

“It’s very late, Dad.”

“Sorry, Emily. Look what I did for you guys.”

Jack opened an artist tube, tapped it, and unrolled two identical A3-size artworks, each signed by him and dedicated to a child.

Using watercolors, Jack replicated the lake sunset above which Jeremy had proposed. The animals gathered en masse, and my son-in-law had captured the moment perfectly. I nodded with approval, noting Emily’s tears that she quickly wiped away when her Dad passed her, then Alfie his gift.

He opened a second tube, tapped out the contents, and beckoned Rebecca, handing her a third watercolor copy. Her eyes lit up, and she kissed her uncle on the cheek, hugging him. Alfie did the same, but Emily held back, staring in amazement at her painting, wholly entranced.

When she realized all eyes were upon her, Emily set down her painting, wrapped both arms around her Dad’s neck, and gave him the most heartfelt hug and kiss I had ever seen.

“Thank you, Dad, but I was worried about you.”

“I needed to do this for you… all of you, and for us, you and me.”

“Will you read to us tonight, please, Dad?”

“Of course, honey. It will be my pleasure.”

I was gleeful, and nothing could spoil that moment. A loving father picked up his daughter and carried her to bed, followed by two other kids who had no clue what a significant moment had occurred. Jack wasn’t out of the woods with Emily yet, but a considerable stride forward was made, and they were as close to normal as I had seen them.

With the hallway emptying fast, Chuck asked me for a private chat, which I agreed to in the library. Ava followed, and I got the sense that all was not well. I stared at the pair when Ava closed the door, feeling slightly uneasy.

I ran through worst-case scenarios and eventually prayed to god that Ava hadn’t fallen pregnant to another guy before they had traveled from the States.

“What’s wrong, Chuck?”

“Umm, Mom. There is something we must tell you.”

“Go ahead, honey.”

They were deadly serious, so I knew it was bad news, my mind bouncing from pregnancy through divorce to some awful sexually transmitted disease. Ava glanced at Chuck, saw he was tongue-tied, and took over immediately.

“You understand about our lifestyle, right?”

“Yes, Ava. You owe me no explanations.”

“We appreciate that, but…”

“But?”

“We met a guy at the Mombasa club and had a threesome.”

“Like I said, sweetie. I don’t need details.”

“I didn’t recognize him at first, but when I looked carefully after we made love, I saw it was the vet who looks after the animals here - Karl, I think his name is.”

“Oh fuck!”

“He didn’t recognize us, Jessica, and I am so sorry this happened, but we thought it best to tell you in case he turns up here and recognizes us.”

“Okay, thank you for sharing, Ava.” 


Chapter Twenty

A Dilemma

◆◆◆

Jeremy studied me carefully. Like me, he was intrigued to know what happened between Karl, Ava, and Chuck. I knew part of him wanted to laugh because he didn’t have the same concern I did. 

“And what did you say to Ava, Jessica?”

“I thanked her for sharing their secret, told her not to worry, and that whatever she and Chuck did with Karl was fine by me as long as it didn’t interfere with his responsibilities to our animals.”

“That’s all you could have done without revealing how well we know Karl.”

“Yeah… but fuck!”

I moaned loudly and flopped back on our bed, frustratedly punching the mattress with both fists. Jeremy crawled beside me, holding me close, conveying his absolute love - but I knew he still wasn’t taking the situation as seriously as me.

The shock of Ava’s lewd revelation sent me reeling, although it shouldn’t have. I was living in a house with a swinger couple who had gone away at the weekend to a fetish club. They met a bull, my lover, and Ava fucked him with her husband as the third component of a spitroast.

“Did Ava use the term spitroast, Jessica?”

“Yes… at which point, I disengaged from the conversation and ran off to here. I can’t listen to such things about my kids.”

“I wouldn’t like to hear that either. It’s a private matter. Telling you what happened is one thing; discussing the details seems unnecessary.”

“Not if you are a nymphomaniac.”

“Do you think Ava is a sex addict of some sort?”

I was beginning to worry that the lesbian couple in my home were the most normal. Not that girl-on-girl love is in any way wrong, but it is a minority sexual preference, although not as much as a slut who fucks men, girls, and multiples - especially one sharing a bull with her son and his wife.

Is it something in the local water?

“The thing is… they have done nothing wrong and were just being honest in explaining matters to avoid awkwardness around here. I mean… for sure, Karl will eventually run into them somewhere on the reserve. Hell, he’s offered to teach Emily about the animals. Oh my god...”

“What is it?”

“If Emily goes to learn at the vet practice, she will be around the guy who fucked Mom and Grandma.”

“And Amma.”

“Thank you, Jeremy.”

I shot him a dangerous look, and Jeremy smiled apologetically. He wasn’t perfectly tuned in to my moods but close enough to skirt us away from quarrels. On the other hand, I knew precisely how to avoid upsetting my fiance, having become very experienced at handling a similar man.

“I agree it isn’t great optics in front of the kids, Jessica, but I think you are making too much of this. Nobody has planned for this situation, and you can do nothing about it. I don’t think we should tell Karl.”

I stared at Jeremy and cringed apologetically. My boyfriend looked shocked and somewhat nervous.

“What did you do, Jessica?”

“I reached out.”

“To Karl?”

“Yes.”

“And?”

“I asked if we could meet him to discuss an important matter - he agreed.”

“When?”

“Tonight.”

“It’s 9 p.m. already.”

“Dol Dol is an hour’s drive. I want to get ahead of this, Jeremy. We can’t let Karl meet Ava and Chuck by accident.”

“You’re proposing to tell Karl who he fucked over the weekend in Mombasa?”

“We must explain the situation and then end it between us and him.”

“Why would you do that, Jessica?”

My boyfriend looked genuinely shocked, which, in turn, surprised me. It seemed obvious to me that he and I could not share a lover with my son and his wife. Jeremy didn’t appear to share that view, and I was momentarily lost for words amid emotions evolving from shock to fear.

My heart thumped harder, almost to the point of pain, as I imagined Chuck’s expression when he realized the man who helped him fucked his wife also fucked his Mom.

I had always labeled Karl as my lover, which felt like the most respectful term for what I was doing in having two men fuck me. Now, he seemed less of that and more like a Lothario picking off slutty women where he found them.

My god, I’m the slutty woman.

My shame was laid bare, and I felt afraid of how close Jeremy and I were to being exposed among family, wondering how I’d got myself into a position of such libertine indulgence.

“I’m worried about us being exposed, Jeremy.”

“Karl would never do that - but we will go to his home now and talk. Let’s leave now.”

“Thank you.”

Jeremy was probably right about our secret being safe with Karl, but any potential scene would be dealt with by meeting now and having an open conversation. Like it or not, our contracted veterinarian had become a sexual nexus in our family, and now, his knowledge was a power I feared.

I didn’t doubt the man’s integrity, but I didn’t know him well either.

When we snuck away, the house was quiet, so Jeremy let Agnes know we were going out stargazing for a few hours. He took a short-range walkie-talkie to make our ruse look convincing, but if anyone needed us, the phone signal on the way to and in Dol Dol was fine. 

I slid onto the truck passenger seat, feeling chilly until Jeremy got in, fired up the engine, and warmed things up. We were making the same trip for the second time in a day but for different reasons.

After a few miles, I settled into a nervous holding position, less excitable but still significantly elevated, gripping my fiance’s hand for comfort.

“We should have no secrets between us, Jeremy.”

“We don’t, so far as I am concerned.”

“Did you know beforehand that Amma makes love to Karl?”

“Yes - but it’s not love. Karl fucks Amma often. I believe she took his virginity. They are fuck buddies.”

“I thought my expression sounded more polite.”

“It does, but talking of making love and lovers complicates what we are doing and sounds different from what it is. We are using one another for sexual pleasure, Jessica. You and I are in love, as are Chuck and Ava, but none of us have feelings for Karl. Certainly, Amma doesn’t.”

“It sounds less sleazy when referring to love.”

“But sleaze is undeniably part of what we are enjoying. Are we not indulging in basic human sexual instincts?”

“Yes.”

“Are you enjoying that lewd aspect of us playing around?”

“Yes.”

“Why are you vehemently denying yourself that enjoyment?”

Jeremy caught me off-balance. Angelic Jessica was making great strides in my soul, working hard to clear out the sleazy girl I much preferred being. My goodie two-shoes alter-ego that saved Charlie from a cuckolding he couldn’t handle was now denying me the sexual freedom I was totally enjoying.

I didn’t say another word all the way to Karl’s home, taking in the stunning starry night, immense shadowy mountains in the distance, and the gorgeous engagement ring on my wedding band finger that betrothed me to the man sitting beside me.

When Jeremy parked outside Karl’s home, I stared blankly at the fully lit floor-to-ceiling windows in front, which showed off a beautiful living room. All I could think of was drawing the curtains once inside so we couldn’t be seen.

It’s just a conversation.

I sighed, frowned, and prepared a speech for Karl in my head that would reveal our shameful secret and end a fun relationship. I still didn’t have any romantic feelings for him, but I really loved it when Jeremy and Karl fucked me together. It was like enduring an endless soak in a decadent, lather-filled, warm bath of love, pleasure, and lust.

But it’s not love.

“I feel ashamed, Jeremy.”

“Are you sure it’s shame you feel and not just the immediate fear of how Ava’s revelation connects to us?”

“I don’t know - it’s so confusing right now.”

“Then we shouldn’t be here.”

“I can’t trust myself with… myself… oh god, Jeremy, maybe this was a mistake.”

“We can leave.”

“Karl will know something is wrong.”

“He is one of my oldest friends, Jessica. Karl won’t think anything, nor will he gossip or make a scene. That man is decent to a fault and likes us very much. He is also highly compatible with us, sexually speaking.”

“He may be falling in love with me.”

“Maybe, but you’ve dealt with that, and I guarantee he will too.”

I turned fully, leaned across the console, and hugged Jeremy for what seemed an age, easing my nerves. When we kissed, he was excited, trembling like a leaf, so I gently planted one hand in his lap, stroking a full-on erection.

I wouldn’t ask what part of our dilemma turned Jeremy on, but my guess was it had something to do with me and Ava being naked in bed with him. I shook my head of such lewd thoughts and stared into his eyes, seeking truth and confidence. 

“Do you trust me so completely that you would let me fuck a man who may fall in love with me, Jeremy?”

“You wouldn’t be wearing that ring if I didn’t entirely trust you.”

“That’s true, but surely you take my point about this situation?”

“What’s bothering you, Jessica… that Karl developed a passing crush, that we are sharing a lover with your son and his wife… or, is it something else?”

“Such as?”

Jeremy’s voice faltered, and his words faded. I stared defiantly at my boyfriend, daring him to say what was on his mind.

“Are you feeling mildly jealous, Jessica?”

“What the fuck does that mean?”

“Did you believe or hope that Karl would be exclusively ours?”

“That’s silly, Jeremy. Of course not.”

“Is it silly?”

I frowned, and my expression contorted in more shame, with both cheeks burning. Jeremy had probably hit the nail on the head. My old-fashioned sensibilities were of monogamy, decency, and purity. If my lifelong moral code before Kenya were a pristine porcelain plate, it would be smashed to bits by now. Maybe the angel inside me was scurrying around my soul, trying to glue together as many shattered pieces of misplaced morality as possible, making a haphazard and confusing mess that didn’t fit.

I had reacted to our situation using judgemental and conditioned thinking, believing something was fundamentally indecent in what we had done - what I had done.

“You’re right, Jeremy. I feel possessive about Karl as our lover.”

“I know.”

“What shall we do?”

“Before going in there, be sure what you will say.”

“What am I going to say, honey?”

“Whatever you want, but please, I beg you, Jessica… we are a couple in love, having fun with other like-minded people. Do not feel ashamed.”

“Okay, I won’t.”

The outdoor deck lights flickered on, as did the anxiety in my soul, and Karl’s front door opened. He stood smiling and waving - the same delightful man who had fucked me several times. He must have seen us and wondered why we hadn’t come inside.

Jeremy got out of our truck, waved, came to my side, and helped me out. We strolled hand in hand to Karl’s front door and stepped inside, where he hugged and kissed me deeply, like a girlfriend returning from a couple of weeks away.

When our tongues met, mine tingled, and I felt deeply aroused, not least of all because I still held my fiance’s hand. I raised our hands, showing Karl the ring Jeremy gifted me, and my lover, bull, or whatever he was, grinned from ear to ear. More shame ambushed me when I imagined my bull’s long, thick cock stretching my pussy wide.

Karl shook hands with Jeremy, both men grinning like best friends.

“It’s rather late for you two to be out announcing your engagement, but I am thrilled for you.”

“Thank you, Karl. That isn’t why we came.”

“Is it a late-night booty call then, Jessica?”

“It’s not that either.”

“Okay… that’s a shame. I changed the bed sheets after receiving your message. Let’s go into the living room, and I will pour wine for us to enjoy together. We can talk in comfort there.”

As Karl ushered us into his living room, I considered asking him to draw the curtains closed, but then, Jeremy’s last words in the truck struck me hard, and I vanquished little miss goodie two shoes to the back of my mind with a well-spanked ass.

Both men had erections. Karl’s was more prominent because he wore a long silken gown with a detailed print of the savannah, a watering hole, and stunning beasts. Green, yellow, blue, and red colors were vivid, as was the cock raring to fuck me hidden behind a single, almost see-through layer of thin fabric.

I committed the print design to memory and would ask Amma if I could have something made in it. I was sure she had created Karl’s gown, probably after fucking him and while he lay sleeping in her bed.

As I sipped a delicious white Riesling, chilled perfectly while sitting on Karl’s leather sofa, a familiar, growing warm dampness in my panties felt utterly wrong given the circumstances. My mind continued playing over multiple lewd scenarios that would horrify the angel now chained somewhere deep in the tawdry recesses of my mind.

But I didn’t care about morality as much as I had on the drive over because being with my two excellent lovers felt incredible. Since both harbored solid cocks pining for the inside of my pussy, my self-esteem kept ramping up, as did my desire to be fucked.

I’m Jessica fuck-rabbit.

“We have an awkward situation to discuss, Karl.”

“Go ahead, please, Jessica - I feel there is little our friendship cannot solve.”

“It’s about your weekend in Mombasa.”

Karl fleetingly looked shocked but quickly composed himself and took a long drink of wine, studying me, then Jeremy.

“What do you think I did in Mombasa?”

“Ordinarily, this would be none of our business.”

“What makes it your business now, Jessica? I have a stringent code of not discussing my fuck buddies with anyone, so if you are asking who I saw in Mombasa, pleas-.”

I held up my hand to avoid a growing confrontation and lay bare the facts

“At some point over the weekend, you and my son fucked my daughter-in-law. Chuck is my son.”

“I don’t know anyone named Chuck.”

I was prepared for this eventuality, so I held up my phone with a wedding photograph of Chuck and Ava, along with Charlie and me. Karl looked stunned, gasped, and rolled back in the chair.

“I know them as Margaret and Andrew.”

“Assumed names, as I am sure most are at that club.”

“Yes, but… oh fuck… oh my.”

“My thoughts exactly when Ava explained the situation to me a few hours ago. She recognized you from a house visit you made to us a week ago. You picked up my grandchildren to go and see the lions. ”

“Alfie and Emily?”

“Yes.”

“Fuck! I don’t remember your son or his wife… I promise you, Jessica, had I known, I would never have-.”

“We know that.”

Karl looked highly emotional, shaking his head, repeatedly murmuring no, no, no. His fingers trembled when sipping more wine, and I feared the thin, oversized glass might shatter under pressure if he didn’t calm down.

I kneeled before him, held his hands, and looked sympathetically at the man having a worse breakdown than I’d had.

I wasn’t sure about what that said about me.

“I’m so sorry, Jessica.”

“No apology is necessary, honey, and I’m not implying you did anything wrong - you didn’t. We came to discuss how to deal with the situation.”

“How do you want to deal with it?”

I gulped, stood up, and stared down at Karl. Jeremy had come from behind and wrapped his arms lovingly around me, giving his full support.

“I came here to end the relationship between us, Karl.”

“That’s not what I want.”

“What we are doing is so fucking dangerous.”

“Yes, it is.”

His eyes looked sorrowful, but Karl’s cock was still rock hard, poking up from his lap, begging me to slide my pussy on and off its long, thick, ebony wood.

“I don’t want to end things, Karl. You are too much fun for both of us.”

“I don’t want it to end either, Jessica. I can promise not to see Chuck and Ava again.”

“I’d rather you didn’t.”

“What then?”

“Can you entirely separate your relationships?”

“I always do. I understand Amma gave you a list of potential fuck buddies in the area. Undoubtedly, I have been in every bed you might find yourself in. Our relationships and enjoyment only continue if we do not gossip about one another.”

Our emotional moment almost felt romantic as meaningful, sexually motivated feelings, and the relationships glued by them were discussed. Jeremy’s hands slowly clawed up the front of my skirt until both upper thighs were visible to Karl. The tawdry aroma of my wanton pussy filled my nostrils, tickling my soul, and the inside me angel dove deeper into cover, shielding her eyes and plugging both ears.

I sighed, my breast heaved, and Jeremy planted tender, whole-body tingling kisses on my neck, working his way around to my ear so he could whisper.

“Tell me something honestly, Jessica.”

“Yes?”

“Did you come here hoping we would fuck you together?”

“Oh god, no… please.”

“You said we should have no secrets. Do you want both of us to fuck you?”

“Yes, but it’s the day we got engaged.”

“I don’t feel prudish about that.”

“That’s the problem, Jeremy… neither do I.”

I gasped and moaned, gripping his hands, forcing my skirt higher so Karl could see the damp line my slit had poured onto a pair of white panties. He frowned lasciviously and licked his lips, reached forward, then slowly thumbed down my elastic waistband until I wriggled my ass, helping him remove the barrier between my soaking wet, swollen pussy lips and his tongue.

The primal aroma of my pussy and a well-creamed gusset was evident to me as it was to both men. They grunted like stallions preparing to mount in-season mares. I was going to be vigorously fucked and couldn’t be happier; all thoughts of my son and his wife dissolved. 

With intoxicated, wide, damp, sparkling eyes, trembling fingers, and a deep, self-indulgent sniff, Karl savored my disgraceful state. He palmed my thighs wide apart, and I shuffled my feet to each side accordingly. Jeremy reached down into my crotch with clawing fingers, gripping both swollen, sticky pussy lips and pulling them wide open.

I was about to have my pussy licked out by a man with an expert tongue, knowing those lips had clamped around my daughter-in-law’s clitoris, possibly less than a day earlier. For all I knew, my son may be bisexual; lord knows I was, and I may well be about to receive head from the same mouth that sucked Chuck’s cock.

“Oh my god.”

“What is it, Jessica?”

“The curtains are wide open.”

“Shall we retire to my bedroom?”

“Yes, please.”

My voice was almost a whisper, but both men heard my words, amounting to a confirmation I wanted them to team up and fuck me again. Karl gathered the wine bottle and glasses while Jeremy led me out of the living room into the hallway. I glanced at my boyfriend briefly and took his gleeful expression as an enthusiasm to let Karl help him fuck me.

My clothes were removed as though torn off by a tornado, losing buttons on the way to the floor. I saw the men briefly, almost naked, then completely naked like a montage of lust as I rolled onto and clambered around the bed, preparing to suck cock and be fucked like a wanton slut.

“I need your cocks so badly.”

“I think we know that Jessica.”

I lay back comfortably while Karl straddled my breasts, shimmying forward, holding his cock in one hand until my lips clenched tightly around its head, and I sucked off a heavy coating of salty precum that burned my taste buds, tonsils, and throat.

I came alive, as always, when being fucked.

My thighs were prised wide apart, and Jeremy’s tongue slurped the swollen slit between two trembling, creamy pussy lips. My fiance ate my pussy, his tongue and lips working my anus, dipping inside my back passage, licking the sensitive nerve cluster there before he dragged his flattened tongue along my creamy furrow.

When Jeremy sucked my sticky, engorged clitoris, I cried out, and Karl crammed his cock deep down my throat.

“You talk too much, Jessica. You worry a lot, too. Stop worrying; just suck my cock, and then point up your slit high so we can fuck and fill it with semen.”

Okay.

I knew in my heart that I’d come here tonight because I wanted both men to fuck me. I’d imagined a lover’s swan song, a fond farewell or last fuck, but I always hoped there was a way for us to continue the fun. Men like Jeremy and Karl don’t come along often, and I was greedy, wanting both - one as my soulmate, the other as a big beautiful cock to fuck my holes whenever convenient.

My lewd, disgraceful character commanded my performance, and I relaxed my throat, cupping Karl’s ass cheeks in both hands, hauling him closer, and forcing more of his cock inside my mouth.

Jeremy worked my clitoris hard, dragging the sticky pink pearl from side to side with an expert tongue. He puckered his lips, clenched them tightly around my pee hole, and swallowed hard when I orgasmed.

My body convulsed, and I choked repeatedly but steadfastly refused to release my grip on Karl’s ass cheeks, milking his cock with tensed, shocked throat muscles that begged for more sexual violence. He had gripped my head and was fucking my face carefully, rising high on his knees to take the weight off my chest.

When Jeremy stood and gripped both ankles, spreading me wide, my pussy signaled her joy when his massive cock slid deep inside me. I was about to be planted with my first seed load of the night. The one that followed would war with the first, just like it did with my son’s semen inside Ava’s womb.

I couldn’t shake the thought that Ava and I had something extremely lewd in common - hopefully, a secret she would never discover.

I was being fucked hard in both holes, and the men had taken away my control - much to my enjoyment. I wasn’t doing it like a doggy where I could push back a dripping wet slit onto one of their hard cocks, nor was I able to manage how much of Karl’s cock fucked my throat.

But I loved it.

When I climaxed again, it came in body shuddering, pussy trembling waves of ecstasy that I relaxed into and rode joyously. My ass was soaking wet from more pussy squirting as my sloppy hole worked hard to tightly squeeze my fiance’s cock.

When Karl shot his load deep inside my throat, choking me, he groaned lasciviously, and a strange power consumed my soul. Something inside begged me to enjoy being defiled and dominated by the men. Previously, when they had fucked me, I was equally in control as they were, but this time, I had no power, nor did I wish it.

Karl screamed as he decanted his seed directly into my throat, shooting ropes of salty cream so close to my windpipe that I retched and choked.

But still, I pulled Karl’s cock deeper down my throat, wanting more. I desperately needed to be taken and used like a slut. The more Jeremy pounded my pussy like an artillery battery, the more I wanted to choke on Karl’s sticky, salty, cum laden cock.

When Jeremy orgasmed deep inside me, his cock head pressed hard against my cervix, and I cried out while choking on Karl.

At that moment, I enjoyed raw, unrestrained ecstasy as every part of my body hummed and shuddered, celebrating two amazing men. Even Jessica Angel seemed to bask in the glory of our orgasm with her eyes half closed and shame writ large on her face.

Karl dismounted me quickly, immediately kissing me passionately while I orgasmed, and Jeremy’s cock twitched its final few drops of seed inside my sticky hole. Once my boyfriend slid his cock out of my sloppy pussy, Karl scrabbled around on his knees, dropped to the floor, and went down on me with a surprising desperation.

Jeremy crawled up the bed, kissing me deeply, as he would after any other time we made love. My well fucked cunt was being licked so well by Karl that my orgasm spiraled upward and exploded again while my fiance lovingly caressed me.

I received nonstop action from my stallions, who fucked me repeatedly for three hours until both were completely exhausted. Their pills kicked in after my first filling, and they had a sexual desperation equal to mine to fuck me senseless.

After falling asleep in their arms, I woke around 6 a.m as the first rays of bright sun cascaded through hastily drawn curtains, splashing my face. My bulls fucked me again, this time spit-roasting me, precisely as Ava had described, with Jeremy filling my well fucked hole from behind while Karl squeezed his cock head down my aching throat.

After we all ended in a moaning, orgasmic, sticky mess, I strolled to the shower alone, leaving my guys to relax before joining me. When they did, I wrapped an arm around each of their necks while they cleaned me gently with a luxury orange verbena soap, a natural sponge, their fingers, and tongues.

While drying off, I eyeballed Karl, needing closure on a matter that gnawed at me.

“Karl, would you be offended if I referred to you as a bull or fuck buddy?”

“I prefer that to the term lover, which implies there is more to our relationship than sex.”

“Are you over me, honey?”

“That’s why I needed a weekend in Mombasa, Jessica.”

“So you fucked Ava to get me out of your head.”

“Something like that.”

“Did it work?”

“Yes.”


Chapter Twenty-One

Compartmentalizing

◆◆◆

While at Karl’s home, no more was said about him and my son fucking Ava together, and I was pleased because I didn’t want to discuss the details. We skipped the fond farewell at his front door and missed the passionate kissing that might have partly caused our fuck buddy’s problem with caught feelings on previous occasions.

Instead, we settled for friendly hugs and heartfelt waving goodbye from the truck, as though ours was a normal friendship.

Almost before we left Dol Dol’s town limits, Jeremy glanced excitedly at me and started chatting.

“I think we have cracked the feelings problem, Jessica.”

“Chuck and Ava solved the problem for us, honey. Karl needed to rid himself of me.”

“Well… yes, that’s true in the case of Karl, but I mean for future lovers. I believe we learned a lesson.”

“Lovers are hereafter to be referred to as bulls in the case of the men. I don’t know how we should refer to the girls.”

“Fuck buddies?”

“That works, Jeremy. I think you’re right. What I thought was fun flirting meant something else to Karl. It was my fault he caught feelings for me.”

“Did you do it deliberately?”

“No.”

I replayed our opening sordid seduction scene in Karl’s office, the run-up to which we’d briefly discussed. It seemed like a clumsy move now, almost like the moment on a first date, a girl might have decided to fuck her guy either to reel him in or to enjoy her slutty side.

Our playbook and approach to Karl had been all wrong, pulling him closer than he wanted, and we needed like an emotional tsunami that battered him. It wasn’t intentional in that I never set out to secure my bull as a boyfriend - I just wanted him and Jeremy to fuck me.

But Jeremy was right to call me out on the point of exclusivity between us and Karl, or more honestly, me and Karl. The simple truth was that I wanted him to fuck me - only with Jeremy, of course, and maybe another girl.

“I need you to enjoy a quid-pro-quo, Jeremy.”

“What do you mean?”

“Karl has fucked me on four occasions now. Chloe was only involved once.”

“I’m not keeping score.”

“I am, though. It’s important to me. Also, you were right… I felt envious that Ava took our lover… I mean, bull.”

“Okay - I understand.”

Jeremy fell silent, which, based on his calm happiness, I figured had less to do with the dilemma I created and more because he carefully navigated us past a long line of donkey-drawn carts laden with sugar beet going from field to farm.

When we were clear of traffic, I coughed, reminding Jeremy of our conversation that had tailed off.

“Sorry, Jessica.”

“It’s okay. This may seem silly to you, but it’s important to me that parity exists in this part of our relationship. If I fuck a guy, I expect you to fuck a girl.”

“The problem is having the opportunity to meet someone, Jessica. Men are far more willing to enjoy promiscuity than girls.”

“Oh, don’t you believe it, Jeremy? In any case, statistics aside, I know it’s not easy to find fuck buddies so far from a swingers bar, but unless we plan and act, it will be impossible.”

“There is a way - something that always fascinated me.”

“Go on… please share.”

“There is a bar in Nanyuki with a Gloryhole.”

I was surprised. I knew what a Gloryhole was but hadn’t imagined there might be one in a bar so close to our reserve. It proved my point, though; wherever people lived in reasonable numbers, kink prevailed, however secretive and wholly condemned it was by acolytes on Sunday outside church.

I squinted and frowned, wanting to know more.

“What kind of bar is it, Jeremy?”

“There are no hookers if that’s what you are asking.”

“Sorry… yes, I was. I don’t like the sound of it - the word sordid springs to mind.”

“I don’t see it the same way.”

“Anonymity is good, honey, but you have no idea who is on the other side of the wall.”

“It matters less for the guy than the girl, Jessica.”

“Yes, but only if you know the lips servicing your cock are female… unless you want to try a guy. I don’t mind, by the way - I’m finding bisexuality is great fun.”

“You must book the Gloryhole in advance, explain your criteria, and the bar owner matches you. It takes a couple of days to find someone, but on the day, the bar owner has you arrive with a gap between, checks your ID, and settles you into one side or the other of the Gloryhole.”

“That’s a great deal of care being taken. I would never have guessed.”

“Yes, it is - not sordid, or at least only in a good way.”

“And how do you know all of this, Jeremy?”

“Oh.”

I gave Jeremy my cutest look, grinning broadly. He shit a brick, stuttering and tripping over his words. There was no way the details my boyfriend discovered were available on a website.

“I, err… I called the bar owner after seeing the Gloryhole advertised on a swingers Reddit site; sorry.”

“It was a good find, honey. Maybe we can browse these groups together in the future.”

“Yes - we should.”

We arrived home before breakfast was served and snuck past Agnes, who turned her head, smiled, and continued chopping fruit wordlessly. A knowing glance was briefly exchanged between her and me. The problem was that I had no clue what she knew.

A quick shower and change into day clothes caught us up with our family, and an hour after arriving home, we sat on the front deck with the whole gang, enjoying an immense buffet breakfast.

Jeremy and I needed the calories.

I found it an odd feeling to sit among family beside the man I truly loved with his and a bull’s semen fighting for supremacy in my womb. A sense of having committed adultery still mildly haunted me, although less so as I came to terms with the lifestyle Jeremy and I chose.

As I watched a herd of Zebra trotting from one place to another far in the distance and munched through a massive, juicy strawberry, I thought of Karl. I’d made a rookie mistake in confusing lust and love, and, for a fleeting moment, as I glanced at my daughter-in-law, I wished she and I could compare notes - after all, we had shared lovers, and she also had Karl’s semen inside her.

I wondered how she and Chuck had managed their fuck session with Karl.

Jesus, I need to change how I think.

Changing the subject, I pointed at the Zebra, catching Emily’s attention.

“I’ve never seen Zebras so close to the house. Any thoughts about that, Emily?”

“I think they are curious and familiar with us now. We’ve been here a while, so perhaps they don’t go out of their way to pass by anymore.”

“You’ve learned so much very quickly.”

“I’ll ask Uncle Karl. Look… he’s just arriving now.”

“Arriving, why?”

“We’re checking in on a rhino mom we think might be pregnant.”

I was terrified, and so was Ava, for the same reason as me, although she had no idea we shared a bull and must have thought my shock was because of her revelation. Chuck and Ava stood, completely flustered, as their daughter ran out to meet her friend and mentor, who was parking his truck.

The man who had fucked Mom and Grandma over the last few days strode up the path, grinning broadly, shaking hands with everyone, including me. By his relaxed demeanor, you would never know Karl had fucked both available women on the deck - I excluded my daughter, Agnes, and two minors for obvious reasons of their sexual preference or age.

It felt shocking and as though I was about to be outed as a slut, but Karl was swept along the buffet by three kids, laughing and joking, piling a plate with fruit, waffles with strawberry jam, and pancakes with maple syrup.

Karl acted entirely normally, with no winks, nods, lewd or smug expressions, and I felt embarrassed that I had reacted so poorly. He sat with the kids, answering their many questions while mostly ignoring the adults. As I studied their group, I realized Karl was a man with great character and integrity. If anyone had made any scene, it was Ava, Chuck, and me.

When I sat back down and glanced around, Ava averted her eyes, but my heart stopped when I saw Agnes grinning knowingly at me.

Fuck… she knows.

I returned to my bedroom as soon as was polite, followed by Jeremy. We kissed and hugged tightly, and I tapped my forehead against his, gasping and catching my breath.

“I told you everything would be fine, Jessica. Karl is a good man. I would never have suggested him had I thought any indiscretion might be committed.”

“I know… I know, but it was such a fucking shock to see him here. Why didn’t he say he was coming?”

“Because he is compartmentalizing, unlike you. Here, you are his client; at his home, you and I are fuck buddies.”

“When Emily sat on his lap, all I could think about was that Ava and I had done the same.”

“Yes, but in a completely different context.”

I sat on my bed, feeling weak. Jeremy’s phone was beside me, and I stared at it momentarily before picking it up and handing it to him with trembling fingers.

“Phone the bar owner and book a Gloryhole, please.”

“What about Mistress Jasmine and her partner? We’re seeing them soon. I like the idea of fucking a lesbian’s bisexual girlfriend in the dark.”

“We can’t match dates before our trip to Maine. Like us, Jasmine lives far from Mombasa, and there is only this coming weekend as a window - she and her girlfriend can’t make it.”

“So that hookup won’t happen until we come back.”

“Sorry… but no.”

He looked disappointed. I had a surprise for Jeremy in Maine but didn’t want to reveal it until I had firmed things up. It felt important to me that my boyfriend soon fulfill at least one fantasy, rebalancing the kinky aspect of our relationship.

Jeremy seemed reluctant when he took the phone, shrugging his shoulders.

“I don’t need to do this, Jessica.”

“I know it feels like that, honey… but we must have parity, or this lifestyle won’t work. I feel guilty, and that’s almost as bad as feeling jealous.”

“Okay.”

“Unless you don’t want to do it… in which case, I am forcing you… Oh fuck, I am making a mess of this.”

I waved my hands in frustration. Jeremy knew I was about to cry, and he kneeled before me, taking me into his arms. I honestly felt as though I had messed up, not once but frequently. The result was a man who had fucked me several times was sitting on our front deck, calm as you like, about to check in on a pregnant rhino with my granddaughter.

“You’re overthinking everything and spiraling into a panic, Jessica. Of course, I want to enjoy the Gloryhole, but I don’t care when we do it. You aren’t cheating, I don’t keep score, and there is no lack of balance in our relationship for me.”

“I feel it - sorry, Jeremy.”

“In which case, I will call the bar owner and make a booking.”

“Can you do it now, please?”

“No, honey. It’s 9 a.m., and if they are open, it will be to do a stock check and cleanup. It’s not a great time to call.”

Jeremy was right, of course, and in many ways, I admired his lack of emotions. If anything, he adapted to our lifestyle better than I had, but then he didn’t have a belly full of seed from a man who had also fucked his daughter-in-law and had his granddaughter hanging on his every word.


Chapter Twenty-Two

Entering The Minefield

◆◆◆

Karl’s visit to our home passed without incident, and our secret was kept, at least for now. Ava must have felt guilty, ashamed, or something else because she followed me when I took a stroll after breakfast while Jeremy retired to our bedroom, calling the bar in Nanyuki to book a session at the Gloryhole.

“Jessica…wait up, please.”

I felt ill at ease and needed solitude and time to think, but I turned and put on a smile and happy expression for my daughter-in-law. 

“Ava… join me, please.”

I knew right away she needed someone to unburden herself to. I wished Amma lived closer because although I liked Ava immensely, I loved my son more, and if she was about to discuss their lifestyle and relationship, I wasn’t sure I was the right person to talk to. Amma was far more experienced in matters of the heart, especially those on the edge of what others considered proper.

Lately, my mood swung wildly on an emotional roller coaster. I wanted to be a good mother, fiancee, friend, and lover, but so many things were going wrong in that regard, with all roads leading to me.

I was sure of my deep love for Jeremy.

“Did I do something wrong, Jessica?’

“No.”

“Perhaps I should catch you another time.”

She turned to walk away, and I saw an opportunity to help her and my son disappearing fast. I was the oldest woman in our family and the only motherly figure Ava could turn to. Her parents had abandoned her and my son, judging their lifestyle to be an utter disgrace. I ran after my daughter-in-law, caught her by the arm, and drew her close to me for a hug.

Ava cried.

“I’m sorry, sweetie… I have a lot on my mind.”

“It’s okay… I, well… you know, Jessica.”

“Karl surprised you?”

“Yes.”

“You never knew he was coming today?”

“No.”

“But he never acted strangely, Ava.”

“No, he didn’t.”

“I think you can trust Karl to be discrete, and the kids love being around him.”

“He sleeps with other women, Jessica. His phone was off last night, and he told Chuck and me that it only happens when he is with a couple. He’s always on call for injured animals unless… you know?”

“Unless he is sleeping with another couple?”

“Yes.”

“Why do you care who else Karl sleeps with, Ava?”

My heart pounded, and fear ripped through my entire body, knocking back my confidence. How could I offer moral guidance to my daughter-in-law when I was deeply unsure about my own ethics, given an apparent conflict of interest on the matter at hand?

Jeremy and I were the other couple concerning Ava, and it seemed almost like she was a bloodhound chasing after my scent. She was intrigued about Karl’s other fuck buddies as I had been but much more driven by what felt like envy, needing to know why she wasn’t his only desire.

“I want more than an occasional hookup with Karl.”

“What do you mean?”

“Chuck and I practice consensual nonmonogamy, Jessica. Karl wants to introduce my husband to a woman named Chloe so they can date. It seems we might swap partners occasionally, sometimes for entire weekends.”

“You are playing with fire.”

“I agree, but sometimes, for some people, it is what makes us tick.”

“Then why do it with Karl when he is so close to Alfie and Emily?”

“Chuck is insistent that we both follow our hearts, and I have feelings for Karl.”

“Have you guys done this before, Ava?”

“Yes. We have three regular swap couples back home in Philadelphia with varying degrees of lust, romance, and love. We have a polyamorous network.”

“Jesus.”

“Do you disapprove of us, Jessica?”

Ava stared with innocent, frightened, childlike eyes, needing a mother’s advice. I couldn’t even begin to fathom what her and Chuck’s love looked like to them or how it encompassed others without morphing into something emotionally destructive. I still had no romantic inclinations toward Karl, but the seed of envy I felt when discovering he fucked my daughter-in-law proved corrosive.

I was competing with a younger woman for a lover she desired very differently from how I did. I shook my head and smiled reassuringly.

“I will never disapprove of you, Ava. I am worried, though.”

“About Chuck?”

“About both of you - and my grandchildren.”

“We all love other people differently, Jessica and our relationship is evolving. Chuck has developed an intense romantic love for a woman called Marsha in New York. He spent a long weekend every month with her. She wants to visit.”

“Does Chuck love Marsha more than you?”

“Love is measured on a spectrum, and we don’t make comparisons. Chuck and I celebrate one another’s choices.”

“And you love Karl?”

“My love for him is growing stronger.”

“You’ve seen him twice, and one of those times is today.”

“We spent the whole weekend in Mombasa with him and a woman Chuck picked up. I want to see Karl more often.”

“Does Chuck approve of you seeing Karl romantically?”

“Yes.”

“Then you both must carefully follow your hearts but know there are risks in unleashing your desires.”

“We know. We’ve done this before, many times.”

It was a lot to take in and mostly none of my business. How could I tell Ava or Chuck, for that matter, that they were wrong in how they chose to love? Turning away from their authentic selves might lead to greater unhappiness, acrimony, separation, and possibly divorce.

“Can I ask a private question, please, Ava?”

“Of course.”

“Is my son a cuckold?”

“Not in a kinky way. Chuck doesn’t sexualize humiliation - we enjoy watching each other fucking strangers, and we both love swapping, but no… your son is definitely no cuckold in the sense of your question.”

“Then in what sense is he a cuckold?”

“The dictionary definition says a cuckold is a man whose wife is unfaithful. That applies whether he knows about her cheating or not, and it doesn’t consider ethical nonmonogamy a mitigating factor.”

I nodded, pointing back towards my home so we could continue walking together. I was happy that Chuck wasn’t a cuckold, not that there was anything wrong with the kink. Given their open marriage, if my son celebrated Ava’s sexual dynamism without indulging in his own version of the same and factoring in her romantic desire for Karl, the writing was on the wall for the end of their marriage.

“Have you ever done something like this, Jessica?”

“Loved two men simultaneously?”

“Yes.”

“I do that now with Charlie and Jeremy. I can’t simply wash away the love of three decades.”

“I didn’t mean in that way, but I understand.”

“Don’t waste your life being unhappy, Ava, and don’t be so hard on yourself.”

“Thank you, Mom.”

She had called me Mom on occasion, conflicted between her love for estranged parents and wanting to reciprocate my love for the mother of my grandchildren.

Ava was satisfied with my answer, which was a body swerve at best. If I lied to her or others now, it would bite me in the ass when my sordid truth was exposed - a fact of my life and a consequence of choices that made me and Jeremy happy. One day, my slutty behavior would be exposed, and at that moment, the loving acceptance or outright rejection I received from my family would depend on my conduct toward them to that date.

Karl was off-limits for me, which was saddening, but I wasn’t about to fuck any man who was spinning like a romantic tornado in the middle of my family, even if he didn’t realize it.

At home, I joined Jeremy in our bedroom, where he seemed gleeful, having just gotten off the phone. I wrapped my arms around his neck, kissed my beloved, and smiled.

“Karl is off-limits from now on, Jeremy.”

“Why?”

“Because Ava is falling in love with him. She and Chuck are a great deal more than kinky - they practice consensual nonmonogamy. Both have romantic relationships outside their marriage.”

“Oh my.”

“I don’t want us crossing over with them.”

“I’ll explain it to Karl, and we will remain friends.”

“Don’t reveal that Ava is falling in love with him.”

“I won’t.”

I sat on our bed, pulling him beside me, then mounting my boyfriend across his lap so I could stare into his beautiful face.

“I saw you smiling when you got off the phone.”

“I spoke with the bar owner. He’s still got a Gloryhole, but also a much larger one where the woman on the other side slides halfway through to where I can fuck her.”

“Wow. Is that still anonymous?”

“Yes. Only half her body slides through the hole, and a curtain prevents either party from seeing the other.”

“Okay… shall we do this?”

“He says coincidentally, another couple contacted him a few days ago, looking for a bull with a big cock. The girl in question wants to ride the cock.”

“You fit the bill perfectly. When is this happening?”

“Tonight at 8 p.m.”

“Can you be fed through on the bed instead of the girl?”

“Why?”

“While she rides your cock on one side of the divide, I can feed you my pussy on the other.”

“Oh my, Jessica… yes, please.”


Chapter Twenty-Three

Navigating The Minefield

◆◆◆

Annie’s Point Of View.

In the dimly lit room, I stared at my watch, quaking, feeling anxious and highly aroused, with goosebumps rising and falling on my arms and legs every few minutes. It was ten minutes to eight, and we were in position, albeit still fully dressed - a precaution against no-show on the other side.

My panties were soaked from hours of imagining my bull’s cock, and I desperately needed relief, but Agnes refused point-blank to offer me a tongue or fingertip to ease my horny burden.

She laughed and rested a reassuring hand on my arm.

“Stop fidgeting, girl.”

“Are you sure about doing this, Agnes?”

“You are the one who needs to fuck a guy, honey. The late change requested by the other couple for him to slide through the Gloryhole, so his lady can feed him pussy has kinda left me redundant.”

“We can call the whole thing off.”

“I want you to be happy, Annie. We can kiss and cuddle while you grind out an orgasm on his cock. Use him for sex because that’s all the other couple want you for.”

“His cock is fucking huge.”

“I saw the pictures.”

“His fiancee took those in a hurry.”

“I wish she liked girls.”

“We can ask, Agnes; perhaps you can be the Gloryhole queen with the woman next time.”

“No talking is allowed, and I prefer more contact with my lovers than one or the other of us licking pussy through a hole in the wall.”

We’d been sat on our side of the Gloryhole for ten minutes, waiting for the other couple to arrive. The guy was roughly my age, very muscular, and with an enormous cock. His fiancee was older, and her profile said he liked boys and was inexperienced with girls, but today, she was the other, invisible half of my threesome, feeding pussy to the guy I would fuck.

I had consumed every dildo and strapon cock in Agnes’s collection, enjoying them. But, after many orgasms, it wasn’t quite the same as riding a solid, flesh pole attached to a real man. I didn’t want to date a guy or acquire a boyfriend because I preferred girls, but Agnes understood why I occasionally needed a cock to fuck my pussy balls deep.

For weeks I had yearned for hot semen squirting deep inside my pussy, and a cock that would stretch it wide using blood-fed flesh. Agnes understood, and when we couldn’t hook up in Mombasa with a couple she flirted with on WhatsApp, a Gloryhole in Nanyuki was the next best thing.

They were strangers, but the bar owner vouched for them.

Once we flew to Maine, there would be plenty of opportunity for us to enjoy lesbian bars, swinging, and fetish clubs, but I had a tickle in my womb that needed an immediate scratch.

“Oh my god, the door on the other side just opened.”

“Shhh. No talking, Annie.”

“Sorry.”

I wanted to giggle out loud, but needed to be ready for when my bull’s cock slid through on the bed. Agnes helped me undress, and I heard the same from the other side. They were quieter than me, so I assumed the cock I was about to fuck was far more experienced at using this place.

When the guy appeared, his torso and legs looked gorgeous and muscular as advertised, but it was his massive cock that drew me in, eliciting my joyous gasp. Agnes gripped the enormous, gnarly, stiff shaft around its base, forcing my head down onto it.

When my lips clenched tightly around the bull’s swollen glans, I sucked hard, pulling in both cheeks. Sticky precum seared my taste buds, throat, and tonsils as I reacquainted with a familiar salty flavor I loved.

When the curtain moved slightly, I glimpsed the bottom half of a beautiful naked woman on the other side. Her back was to me, hiding her fiancee’s face. I was frustrated by fleeting glances, not amounting to a pervy look, but I saw her mount his face beautifully cocking a leg over, settling on his lips and tongue what appeared to be a very creamy, aroused pussy with absolutely no hair.

I wanted to lick her pussy, but my bull owned that pleasure, slurping a creamy furrow while I sucked his enormous sticky cock. My heart rate quickened as my body thanked me for my choices. My jaw stretched painfully wide, and I couldn’t cram nearly enough of my bull’s cock down my throat, but sucking his cock satisfied a dire need while Agnes finger fucked my dripping wet pussy.

I was a noisy slut, driving my sticky lips up and down my bull’s solid cock, enjoying the only part of any man I needed - and boy, did I need this guy. While standing, I spread my legs wide apart, enjoying when Agnes kneeled and wriggled her head between me and the sliding bed, plowing her tongue up and down my pussy, holding both swollen lips wide apart with powerful fingers.

I didn’t mention the curtain being slightly ajar, nor did I attempt to move it into place. The woman couldn’t see me, so I stole a glance at their play every time my tongue rose to my bull’s cock head. It was a shame that I couldn’t quite see the back of her head and shoulders when I kissed his slit, sucking off another delicious, salty dollop of precum that seeped onto my tongue, burning.

Agnes licked my pussy as expertly as the woman on the other side of our curtain was getting from her man. She moaned like all girls do when receiving great head, sounding like me, Agnes, or my mother. Her fiance was quite a package, much more able to pleasure a girl than my soon-to-be ex-husband, but I could never reveal what I felt as I enjoyed sucking his cock.

I almost orgasmed on the tip of Agnes’s tongue, so I wriggled free and held my bull’s cock in one fist, wanking it gently while staring down and nodding, whispering.

“I need to fuck my buddy.”

“Okay, Annie.”

When Agnes helped me mount the cock on my sliding bed, the curtain opened wider. Still, I said nothing, even after seeing my bull fully exposed, aside from his face, which was covered with a pussy I wanted to devour.

The woman on the other side rocked back and forth on her fiance’s mouth, feeding him a sticky mess, much like mine was when Agnes gave me head. I squatted over the guy’s cock while my sweetheart held it tightly in one hand, offering me the other to steady myself.

When I slid my tight, sticky pussy down my bull’s veiny shaft, I watched every muscle on his body tighten, and a passionate, muffled moan evidenced his joy. His fiancee rocked back and forth faster, grinding her pussy into his face on the forward stroke, pausing momentarily. I knew from experience the woman was pressing her solid clitoris into his nose, getting herself off.

If she were anything like me, her lover’s nostrils would be full of thick, sticky cream, and the only thing he would smell or taste would be her.

But I had his cock, and it was impaled halfway inside my tight pussy, feeling amazing - my itch was being scratched. Agnes kissed me while I mumbled incoherently, gasping for breath as my pussy was stretched wider than ever by an incredible, thick shaft.

My bull’s cock was easily the longest and thickest that ever fucked me, and my only sorrow as I bottomed out on it, moaning joyously, was knowing he wouldn’t be around when we flew to Maine.

Making the most of him, I ground my clitoris hard into the bull’s pubic bush, aided by my girlfriend’s finger.

The woman on the other side orgasmed first, shuddering energetically, raising her ass slightly while she allowed her lover to breathe and move. I watched her fiance pucker his lips, seal them around her pee hole and suck.

She’s a squirter, like me.

As I rode her fiance’s cock and she fucked his face, I felt a connection grow between us. I wished we could have gotten a hotel room, and all four of us fucked like rabbits for a whole night, but contact like that was not allowed. My throbbing, soaking wet pussy clenched tightly around her fiance’s cock, milking him hard because I desperately wanted his seed deep inside me.

The other woman orgasmed in waves of joy, screaming, crying out, and shuddering, almost like she erupted. I fucked her guy harder, hoping we would all cum together, sliding my slick, sticky fuck hole up and down his shaft harder and faster.

My prayers were answered when my entire body trembled uncontrollably, and his cock bottomed out deep inside me, crushing my cervix.

I squeezed his cock hard with powerful pelvic floor muscles and soft, silken tissue side walls of a trembling pussy that massaged his solid, long, thick shaft. Quite by accident, I popped my head through the curtain, placing my hands on his chest, almost at the base of her ass cheeks, using his pectoral mass to help me ride his cock.

She must have sensed me there, and the woman began turning around as I orgasmed unrestrainedly, moaning loudly, flinging myself back onto the right side of the Gloryhole, causing the curtain to close correctly.

When her fiance filled my pussy with his seed, I wanted to make eye contact with her, but I knew trouble from the owner would follow.

My orgasm was incredibly intense, with constant ripples of pleasure surging through my entire body every time my lover’s cock twitched, decanting more seed inside me.

“Is he filling you up with seed, Annie’?

“Yes.”

“Is his cock bigger than Jack’s?”

“Oh yes. It feels so good to enjoy a nice thick cock. I’m sorry, baby.”

“Don’t apologize. We can do this as often as you need.”

“Is it okay?”

“Yes, of course.”

After I climbed off my bull’s cock, the other couple left before us, which was good because Agnes wanted to reclaim me. Once the other side’s door closed, I lay on the sliding bed, opened my legs wide, and enjoyed my girlfriend licking my pussy, cleaning my bull’s cum from a sticky, well fucked hole.

I stared into her gorgeous hazel eyes when she finished, enjoying my girlfriend’s cheeky grin.

“How come you don’t mind the taste of semen, Agnes?”

“I love it when mixed with your sweet cream, honey.”

“Did you ever fuck a guy?”

“Yes… I have once. His cock was the same size as the one that just fucked you.”

“And what happened?”

“There was no chemistry, only friendship between us, honey. Karl and I are still great friends, though.”

“Karl, the vet?”

“Yes.”

“Oh my.”

“Perhaps when we return from Maine, we can visit his home. Karl has a girlfriend who loves other girls… Chloe, I think her name is.”


Chapter Twenty-Four

Family... All Of It

◆◆◆

Jessica’s Point Of View

I fed Jeremy my pussy lips while the slut next door fucked him. Whoever she was, the girl seemed desperate for cock and glad to borrow the one frequently buried deep inside me. I didn’t mind her fucking my fiance, scratching her and his itches while easing my anxiety about our playtime becoming too one-sided.

When her fingers accidentally touched my ass cheeks as she gripped Jeremy’s thighs, riding him hard and fast, I knew the girl must have been on our side of the Gloryhole. I began turning, desperate to see her. No sooner was my neck craned around, and I caught sight of her pussy sliding up and down Jeremy’s stiff cock; she disappeared back through the curtained hole in a flash.

After everyone orgasmed and caught their breath, we left before the other couple. I assumed the girl with a belly full of my boyfriend’s cum was about to be cleaned by her lover. Although I orgasmed in Jeremy’s mouth, I felt mildly cheated because I wanted to retrieve his semen from the hole in which he deposited it.

“Why didn’t you ask her if you could, Jessica?”

“As you said, rules are rules, Jeremy.”

“Yes, good point. I think you can talk to the other side but not swap information or see one another.”

“We’ll ask the owner for chapter and verse on the rules and abide by them.”

I was a million miles away, staring through the windshield in fantasy land, when we drove from the Gloryhole bar. I imagined joining Jeremy’s mysterious female lover fucking him in the same bed all night. I had built an image of her in my mind and wanted that to manifest in the real world.

“They might be the perfect couple for us, Jeremy.”

“A lesbian couple with one girl needing cock?”

“Will the bar owner reveal their identity to us?”

“Never. They asked not to be revealed, and I did the same for us.”

“That’s wise. There is safety in our anonymity.”

“We can ask to be hooked up again if you’d like, Jessica.”

“I would, but it’s still wise to remain anonymous.“

“Yes.”

“I’m not sure about the club in Mombasa either. Ava, Chuck, and Karl - it feels precarious. We could make all kinds of overlapping connections.”

“Nairobi has clubs.”

“Maybe we can check them out, Jeremy, but there is no rush.”

We headed straight for bed via the coffee machine, which I used to squeeze out a couple of cappuccinos because Agnes and Annie were out stargazing. I sucked my boyfriend’s cock, just for the disgrace of cleaning him after the stranger fucked him, but that wasn’t enough to satisfy me or him.

After showering, Jeremy and I made love until the early hours, both of us invigorated by the Gloryhole experience. In the Gloryhole, his excellent tongue licked my pussy with fervent enthusiasm, spurred by a fuck buddy who, admittedly, rode him hard.

My boyfriend fell asleep while I lay beside him, enjoying his solid breathing while staring through the skylight at the stars. The Gloryhole was our last kinky foray before traveling to Maine, and that felt disheartening. Meeting Jasmine and her girlfriend would have been nice, as would retaining Karl as a bull, but neither option was open, and it felt as though our sexual adventure had stalled.

I rolled out of bed almost silently, donned a bathrobe, and left our bedroom, seeking a late-night snack. Annie and Agnes were way ahead of me, giggling like naughty schoolgirls while eating Black Forest Gateaux.

I joined them for a slice and some fun.

“What has amused the two of you, Annie?”

“Nothing, Mom. I am just describing all the great clubs in Maine we can visit… cocktail Mary’s, Blackstones, and others.”

“I hope you’ll invite us.”

“These are lesbian bars, Mom.”

“Do lesbians dance?”

“Of course?”

“Then I expect an invitation.”

“I can’t promise there won’t be naughty goings on, Mom.”

“That’s fine by me.”

Annie left for bed, kissing me on the cheek while Agnes stayed, wanting to clean dishes before retiring. I pointed at her, then at the last plate, mine.

“I can wash this myself, Agnes.”

“I’d rather do it if that’s okay.”

“Of course.”

“I think you understand why, Jessica.”

“I do… this is your place, and you feel proud.”

“I will miss it when we visit Maine.”

“Treat the house precisely the same way.”

“You don’t mind?’

“I want you in my life, Agnes.”

“Thank you.”

The cherry flavor in Agnes’s homebaked cake was incredible. She even managed to get the Kirschwasser alcoholic taste. I didn’t ask how she delivered the magic because doing so might spoil the trick.

“Are you happy, Agnes?”

“I love your family, and I am in love with Annie.”

“My daughter seems happy.”

“I believe so. Annie may need a man occasionally, but we can factor that into our relationship when the time comes.”

“Oh my… that’s surprising.”

“I am a lesbian, whereas Annie is more bisexual. We both must be flexible, or love is dashed on the rocks of misunderstanding and a failure to compromise.”

“Love and marriage is a compromise, Agnes.”

“I love Annie with all my heart.”

I hadn’t considered the emotional and sexual needs of a lesbian couple where one partner had previously been married. It pleased me that Agnes felt we could talk openly, and I wished I could reciprocate that honesty, but divulging my secret slutty life was not happening at this time.

I went to bed and slept well, buoyed by my daughter’s happiness. Agnes completed her. Chuck seemed happy, too, but he and Ava danced on a sexual tightrope as dangerously as Jeremy and I did.

The next day, I had lingering negative feelings about the Gloryhole and chose to discuss them alone on the deck with Jeremy before breakfast was served.

“I wanted to see the girl last night, Jeremy.”

“Did you want to make love to her?”

“Yes… after you were satisfied.”

“Did you catch a glimpse of her?”

“She had white skin, tight, lean muscles, and a gorgeous body, but I never saw hair color or anything above the neck.”

“She was a screamer like you.”

“When enjoying a great lover like you, Jeremy, we all scream like that.”

Footsteps shuffled on the wooden decking behind, surprising me, and I wasn’t sure whether we had been heard speaking candidly.

“Hi, Mom.”

“Oh… good morning Annie.”

“Did I hear you say you screamed? Bad dream, was it?”

“Yes… umm, yes, it was.”

I was glad Annie didn’t hear the entire line and then drill down to questioning. She joined us, pouring coffee from a thermos pot before sitting down. Three grandchildren, Ava, Chuck, and Jack, followed, carrying breakfast plates and bowls with Agnes.

Any follow-up questions Annie had were lost in the chaos of breakfast being served. Chatter ensued about the many tasks ahead, including visiting the animals for final checks, packing for Maine, closing down the house, and doing last-minute shopping for clothes more appropriate to my hometown’s colder climate.

I was relieved Annie didn’t delve into my comment, to say the least.

I stared out onto the beautiful savannah, bathed in a stunning sunrise, with a heavy heart, knowing I would miss my new home much more than I had missed Maine when I left. If we were to make a long-term life here work for everyone, my family needed this trip home to arrange online school solutions and medical insurance, manage wealth and inheritance, rent out or sell homes, and pack for a more permanent return.

I also wanted my fiance to experience my life before we met firsthand, so a few weeks in Maine was little discomfort to endure.

As my family cleared the table, a beaten-up old truck rolled up in front of our house, drawing everyone’s attention. A young woman leaped out and waved, beaming broadly. She opened the passenger door and released a small boy from his restraints.

Taking his hand and pointing to us, the woman and what I assumed to be her son headed for us.

“Hi.”

“Hello.”

“Is this Charlie and Jessica’s home?”

“Charlie is deceased, but I am Jessica.”

“Oh dear.”

“Who are you?“

“Umm… sorry, awkward moment… I am Charlie’s daughter, Olivia, and Charlie Junior here is my son.”

I stared at her and knew instantly Olivia wasn’t lying. She had my husband’s features and excited smile that could lift a room. The twinkle in her eye was like the boy’s, and I saw Charlie in him. She looked uncertain, as though she might be unwelcome, but my heart melted, and I beckoned her to me, choking back tears.

When I hugged her, she breathed a huge sigh of relief. I stared into her face, seeing Charlie looking back with tears.

“Please don’t cry, Olivia.”

“I traveled from Maine to find you all, Jessica. I’m not looking for anything other than the truth. Mom died a few years ago, and I discovered everything about my Dad.”

“We live in Maine too… well, we live here and in Maine.”

“I wanted to connect us to whatever roots are still alive. Family is important, after all and I wanted Charlie and me to meet ours.”

“Family is most important, Olivia.”

“I’m sorry if this is awkward.”

It was one of life’s great moments, and it would define all present. As I glanced from one family member to another, I saw curiosity, acceptance, and happiness.

“You are welcome here, Olivia, as are you, Charlie.”

“To be clear, I was born before you married my Dad. He never knew about me.”

“You should join us. Your siblings are here, as are Charlie’s cousins.”

“Is it okay?”

“It’s much more than okay, Olivia.” 
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