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Chapter One

The End Is The Beginning

◆◆◆

“I left plenty of money in our safe under the bed to keep you for life.”

“I know you did, Charlie. You were the finest husband any woman could have.”

On his deathbed, my husband handed me a scrap of paper with an address printed on it. He stared lovingly into my eyes as I watched the life color and sparkle drain from his face. I clutched his hand until he whispered his last.

“Please go to Kenya, Jess. The house at that address is yours. Jeremy will take care of everything, including you.”

“I don’t understand, Charlie. Who is Jeremy?”

With a final sigh, my husband was gone forever, or at least until I could join him - hopefully in eternal peace. I dropped to my knees, feeling desolate, bowed my head onto his chest, and sobbed pitifully while my son and daughter comforted me.

I was fifty years old, prematurely widowed, but regardless of the universe’s reason, suddenly, I was alone.

In the weeks following Charlie’s death, I was fully occupied with funeral arrangements. Taking care of the will and handing out gifts and bequeathments took time; each person on Charlie’s list was special and deserved my loving attention on his behalf.

Every visitor tore my heart apart because reminiscing about my beloved husband was painful.

After two months of hell and another four months piecing myself back together, my kids visited on the first day I could properly rest. I strolled along our private pebble beach with my daughter, Annie, talking about the future.

“Mom, what did Daddy mean about money in a safe under your bed.”

“Three million dollars in art, gold and precious gems honey. I have more in the bank, but the treasure under our bed is for you and Chuck.”

“You should spend it Mom - go on an adventure.”

Charlie designed and built our ten-bedroom traditional Maine white slatted, picket-fenced beachfront home but it seemed soulless without my husband. While we walked, I explained that to Annie with my heart breaking and tears rolling down my cheeks while she consoled me.

As I stood on the perfectly mown verdant lawn, staring up at my home, I saw how the shingles kept the house lines crisp, just as Charlie wanted and frequently proudly pointed out to visitors.

Everything was as he designed it inside, too; for example, the entire house was paneled in Douglas fir. Our six thousand five hundred-square-foot house had various open and sheltered places for dining, reading, or just plain sitting and living - all designed and built with love by my soulmate.

When I closed my eyes, my mind drifted, and Charlie’s voice told me for the millionth time that the exterior of our home boasted twenty-eight corners.

I leaned against my daughter, pointing up a slight grassy rise to the house.

“Speaking of an adventure, I need to leave here for a while, Annie. Why don’t you and your brother move your families in while I am gone.”

“Where will you go?”

“Kenya. I have to see this place your father spoke of.”

“At the end, he was delirious on morphine, Mom.”

“I must go there for Daddy’s sake, honey. He never let me down in life, so I must do this because he asked me to.”

“Okay.”

“Please move in here while I am gone—this house your father built is wasted otherwise.”

“I’ll speak to my husband, but you should tackle my brother.”

My son, Chuck, dropped me off at the airport a week later. I was flying via Dubai to Nairobi, Kenya, then taking a bus to Nanyuki and onward to the house my husband left me. All I knew about the property was that its closest town was Dol Dol, a tiny, rural, dusty, and relaxed place one and a half hours from Nanyuki.

It was a culture shock to start my journey in first class on a Boeing Dreamliner and end it after a rickety coach ride from hell leaving Nairobi, then in a fifty-year-old Mercedes Benz taxi with no air conditioning or shock absorbers bouncing me from Nanyuki to Dol Dol.

But I eventually reached Charlie’s secret house in the late afternoon and was dropped off at the end of a winding, tree and lawn-lined path roughly one hundred meters from the front door.

It was as stunning as Maine. In fact, after close scrutiny, to my shock and horror I saw it was Maine. The timber-frame house had a dried reed roof, which was different, but otherwise, it was the exact same design.

Instead of an ocean-adjacent home, this one was set in a green savannah, with hills surrounding it in a wide circle about five miles away. Occasional trees pockmarked the grassy plains, providing scant shade, and a stunning sunset splashed a surreal orange hue everywhere.

But it was definitely my house in Maine.

I stood agog, staring at an immense oval swimming pool in front of my house. It was built to be a lush and green tropical paradise that felt like a dream.

Footsteps crunching on the gravel behind surprised me, and I spun on my heels.

“Hello, Mrs. Chambers.”

“Whoa, who are you?”

“I am Jeremy, your new husband.”


Chapter Two

A Big Surprise

◆◆◆

I stared at Jeremy with my eyes out on stalks, terrified that I had entered a twilight zone where my reality had merged with something far more bizarre, possibly evil. My heart pounded like a frightened rabbit as I struggled for the words.

“You are my what now?”

“I’m your new husband. Charlie said you would be shocked to begin with, but oh, how he laughed when thinking about this moment.”

“I’m not laughing.”

“No. You looked more shocked than he was.”

“Of course I’m shocked - you and I are not married.”

“I know, and I told your husband it was a mistake to characterize me this way until you grew accustomed to this place and me. Consider me your butler or manservant instead of a husband. It is a pleasure to make your acquaintance, Mrs. Chambers.”

He smiled affably and bowed low. To give him his due, Jeremy was a polite, beautiful, tall, well-built man, reminiscent of my husband twenty years ago. I squinted at him, wondering what on earth had possessed Charlie to set me up with a replica home to ours in Maine and a manservant who approximated him.

Jeremy pointed along the path to a home I knew better than he did.

“Charlie built this house for you, Mrs. Chambers.”

“My name is Jess - it’s short for Jessica.”

“I was waiting to be allowed to address you by your first name.”

“Is this house exactly the same as the one Charlie built in Maine?”

“I’ve never seen the other residence - but he always insisted it must be. The exterior has twenty-eight corners.”

“Yes… it’s the same.”

Jeremy picked up my luggage and led me up the path. I glanced around the place, stunned into silence. The moment I stepped inside, it was like being home in Maine, replete with Douglas fir paneling, but warmer, much warmer at this time of year, and with a silence I loved.

When Jeremy closed the front door, the air conditioning blasted, and gradually, my home chilled. I strolled around my familiar abode and saw that every kitchen appliance was identical to our original home: Sub Zero refrigerator, Wolf cooker, Breville coffee machine; even the art was the same.

Every stick of furniture was also the same model, leather type or fabric style, and color as Maine. I was stunned, sighed heavily, and took it all in, touching things here and there to make sure they were real.

It felt like our home used to be before Charlie became sick.

“Fuck me!”

“Charlie wanted me to do that too, Jess, but I figured it was too early for us to discuss such things, and since you were shocked, I…”

His voice drifted into silence, sent there by my squinted evil eye stare and a wagging finger.

“Buddy, keep your hands off me.”

“Would you like a coffee to help relax?”

“That’s better, yes, please. Tell me about this place, and leave out the bit about you and me making love because it’s not happening.”

Jeremy had surprised me with his claim to be my husband, but I was thrilled to see an energetic sparkle in the young man’s eyes, which suggested he was highly attracted to me. On the way to my kitchen, I paused at a mirror I bought shortly after Charlie and I married, fixing my hair, straightening my blouse, and undoing the top button.

What the fuck am I doing?

While he brewed coffee, Jeremy spoke with a warm, comforting voice—rich as chocolate—like Charlie’s.

“Your home is set in a private wildlife reserve of fifty thousand acres, all owned by you. We are equipped with three safari top-of-the-range Mercedes G-Wagons, and you have a knowledgeable guide - me.”

“Tell me about the property, Jeremy.”

“Jessica’s Wilderness also has-.”

“Wait, what? The house is named after me?”

“Charlie wanted everything here to be perfect for you, including the house’s name and, sorry to bring it up - me.”

“Can we get to that later, please? You must realize this is a huge shock.”

In life, Charlie had wanted to be a cuckold, but I flat-out refused. He was plenty the lover I needed, and no way was I stepping out on my marriage vows to be a slut. I recalled one conversation we had a year before he passed when my husband made me promise not to be celibate after he died. I jokingly said I would fuck every guy I met; he was delighted, we laughed, and I never walked back what I believed was a joke. 

I was sure that Jeremy was some manifestation of that joke.

“We have quad bikes, horses, an off-road buggy, mountain bikes, clay pigeon shooting, fishing tackle, and a telescope in the observatory. You’ll be spoilt for choice here, Jess – in fact, you can pretty much do anything you like.”

“Are there wild animals here?”

“There is a pride of lions, giraffes, rhinos, hippos in the lake, and zebras—lots more, too, but they steer clear of the house.” 

Jeremy slid a cappuccino in one of my porcelain cups across the kitchen counter. It was a perfect brew—it even had the chocolate-sprinkled love heart on top that Charlie made especially for me. I sipped the coffee, hoping to find fault in something, but there was nothing wrong—everything was perfect.

“You make coffee like my husband does.”

“Charlie taught me how to do that.”

“Yes, well - I need to sleep, Jeremy - alone, in case there was any doubt.”

“I will show you to your room, Jessica.”


Chapter Three

Charlie's Note

◆◆◆

I sat on my bed, but it wasn’t my bed.

This home was exactly like mine, but it wasn’t mine at all, and then it was because it felt more like my home than Maine did.

I was baffled.

This Kenyan version felt like our home before Charlie’s sickness befell him - a happier place. The air conditioning was silent and deliciously chilling, but the bedroom felt warm, with a familiar presence.

It felt like my husband was near—youthful and vibrant, and the room exuded an aroma that smelled like we had recently made love.

I glanced at Jeremy and saw he wasn’t looking at me, so I studied him carefully and recognized more of my husband’s features and quirks—a chiseled jawline, how he bent over to unpack my things, and the way his broad, muscular shoulders rippled.

I looked away again, feeling ashamed that I had smiled approvingly, and I was glad he hadn’t seen me checking him out.

When he caught my eye, I glanced away.

“Have I behaved inappropriately, Jess?”

“Did you do precisely as my husband asked you?”

“Yes.”

“Then you have done nothing wrong.”

“Good.”

“That being said, Jeremy.”

“Oh.”

“I would love it if you would dial down the part where you are hitting on me, please.”

“Understood.”

With my essential unpacking complete, Jeremy shuffled to the door, clearly trying to make me feel safer by distancing himself. He pointed at my bed, scaring me that he was about to invite himself in there.

“Charlie left you a note. It’s on the nightstand, Jess.”

“Thank you. Can I lock the bedroom door when you leave? I don’t know you, Jeremy, and I don’t feel safe. I’m sorry.”

“Of course, Jess. I’m three doors down the hall if you need me. Your housekeeper is in the next room along from that.”

“Thank you.”

I have a housekeeper? Are there differences here, then?

I sat on my bed and cried, confused about why my husband, a loyal and loving man for thirty years, had done something so monumental in absolute secrecy. Charlie wasn’t deranged when he built the house, which I could just about grasp, but as for Jeremy? I couldn’t figure him out or why my husband had thrown me a curveball from beyond the grave.

I sipped my coffee and noticed Charlie’s note folded neatly in half, with my name beautifully handwritten in purple ink—his favorite color. I picked it up, sniffed back my tears, and slipped on my reading glasses.

Dearest Jess, welcome home.

Before you scold me, my love, please hear me out. This is your home, as is our place in Maine. I replicated our paradise for you here… for us to have a second chance. You are free to come and go as you please, and I suggest that if you settle in, please invite our family.

East Africa is the cradle of humanity and Homo Sapiens’ first adventure. There is something spiritual about this region; amid the beasts, a cauldron of life exists, a wilderness where it all began, and the most enormous sparkling night sky you will ever see - where our original selves slept and gazed at the same stars we see now.

Here, it is believed that Ngai created the world and put the first man, Gikuyu, and woman, Mumbi, on it. I am sure you will hear about this story, which inspired me in part.

I want you to live on for both of us and do those things we discussed and some we joked about. Please have the fun we would or might have had. Live and love here, or, if that is too much for you, go home to Maine and live your best life.

A word about Jeremy - First, I am sorry to have played out my fun. I know you would never cuckold me in life, and you will undoubtedly remain loyal until you die without my insistence to the contrary. I thank you for the former because I doubt turning a cuckold fantasy into reality would have worked for me either, but then, you knew that about me and were steadfast in your fidelity.

About the latter - please don’t waste your beauty and life force on my memory. I am gone, and you must continue, although we may be reunited one day - I can hope for that.

It is my wish (subject to your agreement) that you enjoy a life adventure (including sexual if you wish). After trawling a billion people for five years, Jeremy cost me nearly one million dollars to discover, and you won’t believe how I found him. He is the closest man to me on Earth by character, looks, physique, and temperament.

I like Jeremy very much and wish to live vicariously through him with you—a second chance at love.

Please consider taking Jeremy as your husband - or just as a bull to bed if you wish.

Now, if you want more love, companionship, or sex than Jeremy can offer, he has a list of twenty-five potential lovers for you. Some are men, others women—all are exquisite and available to you. Each potential lover has been medically screened and interviewed for their substance, style, and lovemaking prowess.

What happens next is up to you, my sweetheart. Let’s have an adventure, or you can pack, sell up, and return to Maine. The choice is yours.

My love as always and forever… Charlie.

“Fucking hell, Charlie! What have you done?”

I felt lightheaded, rolled back on the bed, and saw stars, so I closed my eyes and counted to ten, hoping the facsimile of my home would vanish.

But it didn’t.


Chapter Four

Fuck Me - No, Don't

◆◆◆

There was little point in me staring at the ceiling. I had arrived in Kenya having chosen to come here. I made my bed quite literally thousands of miles away a day ago, and now I must shower before lying and sleeping in it here.

I sat up too quickly, propped myself steadily on both arms, and waited for the stars before my eyes to vanish.

“Wow!”

“Fucking wow, Charlie!”

I was finally alone in my bedroom, so I locked the door and returned to my bed, lying down again, reading my husband’s written madness five more times. In the end, I laughed and set the letter aside, staring through the glass window above me at the stars Charlie had mentioned.

“The cradle of life, eh, Charlie?”

“Fuck me!”

I’d better stop saying that around Jeremy. He may take me literally.

“Are you here, darling?”

“Charlie?”

“It feels like you are with me.”

My husband had gone to the ends of the earth to build this place in the cradle of life. I could safely assume that every business trip he’d taken over the last few years and the secrets buried somewhere in the house were all his hardy efforts poured into this venture.

He even found me a husband who looked a lot like him.

“Oh my Charlie - what an amazing man you are.”

I shook my head in disbelief and smiled through the tears of sadness because there was also joy in my being here. My husband loved me so much that he found a way for us to be close or at least to make me happy after he was gone.

But I wasn’t sleeping with Jeremy.

I was blessed to be wed to a fine man - the first and last to bed me. I could have crumbled when seeing this lost paradise, but Charlie knew I would love it, except for Jeremy, who seemed an excess to his fantasy.

When my phone rang, sobering me, I swung my legs off the bed and reached for it on the nightstand.

“Hi, Annie.”

“Mom, you said you’d call as soon as you arrived.”

“Sorry, honey. I arrived an hour ago and haven’t even showered yet.”

“Okay… are you well? I have Chuck here, too - you’re on speaker.”

“Hi, Mom.”

“Hi, baby boy. Yes, I am okay, both of you. I’m a bit shocked but fine.”

“Why are you shocked?”

“Dad built me an exact replica of our Maine house in the middle of a private safari park. I have lions and giraffes - hippos too, I think.”

“Come again, Mom?”

“You heard me right, Annie. I am lying in my bed right now, staring at the stars through my glass window above. I have the same bedding, pillows, and everything else as my house in Maine.”

“That’s weird.”

“Are you lying on my bed?”

“Yes, Mom.”

“Well, imagine that I am, too—right down to the brass stem and stained glass bedside light on my nightstand.”

“Very weird.”

“I said that too at first.”

“Who is Jeremy? I remember Dad mentioned him shortly before he passed.”

“He’s my butler.”

“Wow. Remember how Dad always joked around saying he was your butler?”

“I do.”

“Well, Mom - I don’t know what to say.”

“Can we catch up in the morning, please, guys? I must shower and grab some sleep. My body is aching from traveling on buses and cabs with no suspension.”

“Goodnight, Mom. I love you.”

“Me too, Mom - love you.”

“I love both of you too.”

I disconnected the call and saw it was way past midnight, so I undressed and threw my dirty clothes into a wicker laundry basket—the exact same one I had thrown my nightdress into on the morning Chuck drove me to the airport.

I couldn’t tell Annie and Chuck the truth about Jeremy because they would freak out, and I didn’t want to sully my husband’s memory by them knowing Daddy had set me up with a fuck buddy in his last will. 

The same rainshower as in Maine cascaded warm water over my tired body in my marble floor and walled wet room while I lathered and washed with my favorite lemon verbena soap using a familiar natural sponge. After I dried off, my brain had adapted, and I no longer made comparisons with my Maine home because Charlie made sure this Kenyan paradise was my home.

I lay on my bed, opened the nightstand drawer, and removed my latest read, The Most Fun We Ever Had, by Claire Lombardo. I turned to the bookmarked page I had left the day before Charlie died and laughed joyously because he had ensured every tiny detail of my life was catered for.

I kicked my legs up and down excitedly, feeling like Charlie was with me for the first time since the day he died.

“Oh, Charlie - How I love you, sweetheart.” 

I was talking to nobody except myself, but as Charlie said, I was in the cradle of life, a spiritual place where anything could happen. My husband’s familiarity pervaded everywhere; his smell and humor covered me like a protective blanket.

As I dropped off to sleep, I heard Charlie’s voice summoning me to a dream.

Don’t give up, Jess. I am here with you, in the cradle of life. 


Chapter Five

Doppelganger

◆◆◆

I woke to a polite knock, so I slipped on my bathrobe and dashed across the wooden plank floor to unlock my bedroom door. On the other side was a smiling early thirty-something-year-old woman with the most gorgeous chocolate skin and exquisitely braided hair.

I stared until it was impolite, then smiled - a prelude to her introduction. She had also surprised me with her presence because she was somewhat breathtaking and mysterious.

She was beautiful, just like the Nubian Princesses brought to Pharoah as wives in the royal harem.

“I’m Agnes, Mrs. Chambers.”

“It’s Jess, please, or Jessica if you prefer. It’s lovely to meet you, Agnes.”

“I’m your housekeeper. Charlie recruited and trained me… well, he had me trained.”

“Trained where?’

“I attended a long housekeeping course at the British Butler Institute in St James’, London. It is the same college where Jeremy was taught. We both graduated with the highest marks in twenty years.”

“I assumed my husband taught Jeremy?”

“Charlie taught us how to please you in personal matters. You favor yellow lilies on Sundays and chicken broth when you are sick, sort of things. Our technical grounding in managing a home for a lady was learned in London where butlers and housekeepers to Royalty taught us.”

I was shocked, but not for the first time in twenty-four hours. I figured Agnes knew me well, but I hoped that knowledge didn’t run too deep. Usually, I am a private person around strangers, never confrontational or intrusive, appreciating the same in return. Some call me shy, but I prefer describing myself as polite and kind until roused when provoked.

I shook her hand and decided to open up a little. If my husband trusted Agnes, I could too.

“I hope you understand that this is all a little weird to me, Agnes.”

“Did you make love to Jeremy last night? Charlie rather hoped you would, although he wasn’t confident.”

That is what I feared most. Agnes shared a presumption that Jeremy was my new lover, too.

“My husband was right not to be confident that I would sleep with an absolute stranger on my first night here, so no, we didn’t make love, nor will we ever.”

“Such a shame, Jess.”

“I was a virgin bride, Agnes. I can’t see me ever finding another Charlie.”

“Maybe Charlie found one for you.”

She looked genuinely hopeful, and Agnes even glanced over my shoulder, her expression suggesting she hoped I was lying. Her mischievous grin was classic Charlie, and I guessed my housekeeper spent much time with my husband learning about me.

Charlie got that part of me wrong - I have no slutty girl hidden deep. Unless she is so deep, I don’t know her at all.

I craned my neck, following her eyes, ensuring I hadn’t missed something, but thankfully, my room was empty. When our eyes locked again, I smiled and raised both eyebrows.

“I promise Jeremy isn’t in my bedroom, Agnes.”

“Okay, sorry if I misspoke.”

“You didn’t do anything wrong; any confusion about who I sleep with is my husband’s doing. I’m having a baptism of fire, and some of that is an odd and bumpy ride.”

“Okay - well, Jess, I have your favorite breakfast ready.”

“What is my favorite breakfast?”

“Bircher muesli soaked overnight with a side of fresh, plump mandarin segments. I also have cranberry juice.”

“Wow. That is my favorite breakfast.”

“We know everything about you, Jess.”

“Everything?”

“I know your period starts on the fifth of next month and that you’ll need medium-flow tampons. You also prefer your sensible white cotton pant-.”

“Stop, stop, stop, please, Agnes. We can’t do this - you must ease off because it freaks me out.”

I held my hands up and closed my eyes, uttering a long, frustrating shush as though somehow I could unhear what Agnes said. I was fourteen again, and Mom was checking up on me. Fuck that.

“Too much information, Jess?”

“Yeah. Let’s slow things down a little, please.”

After she left, I showered, feeling invigorated when I was done, albeit still a bit intimidated. My husband had shared my most private details with strangers—at least Agnes was a stranger to me, although her smile, politeness, and overall disposition appealed greatly.

I wore a simple light blue linen gypsy-style skirt that almost reached my ankles. With sneakers on, I could tackle the great outdoors if a hike was on the agenda, although a skimpy T-shirt would provide minimal sun protection.

I strolled confidently into my kitchen, instantly weirded out by strangers being there. Then, as I watched them behave perfectly at home, I chuckled because, to Jeremy and Agnes, I must be the odd one out.

My breakfast bowl was empty, but when I slid onto my kitchen stool, Agnes smiled and served me a large spoonful of my favorite overnight-soaked honied oats with dried cranberries, Granny Smith apple chunks, pecans, walnuts, and almond milk.

I stared at both my helpers and beamed broadly because who doesn’t enjoy it when someone else makes them their favorite breakfast?

“I love this breakfast, Agnes, and it seems you have perfected my muesli recipe.”

“Charlie was most insistent about getting small details right, and the chilled mandarin segments were essential.”

A side plate of my favorite fruit was slid beside me. Jeremy smiled and placed a cappuccino down, completing my morning paradise, and then they both went back to their chores.

It felt weird.

Very weird.

While he labored, I eyed my so-called husband and was shocked to see that, in bright daylight, he was Charlie’s absolute doppelganger from twenty years ago. I squinted at Jeremy, focusing hard on my memories of Charlie, and saw us making love on the grass outside our Maine home.

It was him… fucking me.

“Fuck!”

“What’s the matter, Jess?”

“Nothing, Agnes.”

Jeremy had my husband’s exact facial symmetry, the same rippling chest muscles, and even the gorgeously cute, firm ass cheeks I loved to grip and playfully slap. I giggled and choked, drawing their concerned sidelong glance.

I raised a hand, begging for forgiveness.

“I’m okay, sorry.”

“Charlie said you would find the whole thing funny after you settled in.”

“It’s hard not to find this situation comical. My husband has replicated our family home in America. I cooked where you are standing just over a day ago, Agnes. Charlie and I raised our kids in this home. My laundry is in my basket, and I made love to my husband in the bed I just slept in only a few months ago before he got sick.”

“Perhaps you can make love in the bed soon.”

“You guys must stop suggesting that I have sex with a stranger, please. Jeremy is not my husband, nor will he ever be. Charlie pushed too far in that regard.”

My mind had obsessed with the tawdry memory of Charlie and me making love outdoors in Maine, and I couldn’t help seeing the guy who fucked me so nicely that day in the man standing in my kitchen now.

I was bewildered by Jeremy’s expression, which showed severe distress. He smiled politely, excused himself, and left the room.

I stared at Agnes in shock and shrugged my shoulders, holding out both hands.

“What did I do?”

“Jeremy was selected using Charlie’s psychometric profile as your replacement mate. He has studied you for years, and I fear he has probably grown fond of you in absentia.”

“I can’t believe that is even possible, Agnes.”

“Believe me, Jeremy is the most likely man in the world to fall in love with you.”

“Oh dear god, no. Poor man.”


Chapter Six

Long Necks

◆◆◆

Jeremy left the room to gather himself, plunging Agnes and me into an uneasy silence. She smiled politely but struggled to make her next move.

I felt oddly sympathetic toward Jeremy and slightly annoyed with my husband for putting me in such an awkward position. Charlie had grafted his personality and a sexual desire for me onto a guy who was in his mid-twenties when he first discovered him.

Five years after becoming involved in my husband’s project, Jeremy was in his prime at thirty, and, as I saw it, he was chasing an unavailable woman through no fault of his own. It seemed a waste of a good man.

I finished my breakfast undisturbed, except for my wildly swaying emotions. Agnes said nothing, but I knew she had an opinion and was bursting to share it - I figured it must be difficult for her to hold everything back since she was part of Charlie’s plan all along.

I watched Agnes agonize for a minute, then opened a door for her opinion to vent.

“Agnes, we all occasionally suffer from a bout of obsessiveness. I fear my husband let his imagination run wild when he conceived this idea.”

“Don’t you like it here?”

“Yes, of course - it’s my home, sorry… it’s like my home.”

I glanced around the living, kitchen, and dining room, and the oddest sensation surged in me. It was as though my happiness abounded.

“I do like it here because I remember all the good things that happened, and my bad memories of recent times feel distant, as though something is suppressing them.”

“You are in the cradle of life, Jess.”

“I’ve heard that a lot lately. Charlie said the same in his letter. Archeologists and anthropologists agree that humans originated here, but it means little to me.”

“Here, Ngai is believed to have created the world and put the first man, Gikuyu, and first woman, Mumbi, on it. It is the first instance of one-god worship in the place where humanity began.”

“That is a lot of firsts, Agnes.”

“According to folk tales, one day, Ngai appeared to Gikuyu and allotted him the land to the southwest of Mount Kenya, in Kirinyaga.”

“That’s a lovely story, but I don’t understand its relevance to what Charlie did.”

“Gikuyu begged Ngai for his wife to bear children. He then built a homestead at Mukure wa Nyagathanga, near Murang’a, not far from here. The couple were blessed with nine daughters but no sons.”

“Oh, that is so sad.”

“The girls were destined to be childless. When the time came for the daughters to start their own families, they asked their father to help. Gikuyu prayed and offered sacrifice to Ngai under a mugumo tree.”

“Were husbands duly provided?”

“Yes. Nine husbands were created the next day, found standing under the mugumo tree.”

“I am glad it ended well.”

Agnes smiled and rounded the table, removing my dishes while delivering a glass of chilled lime juice with a single perfect ball-shaped ice cube floating in it. She looked as much at home in my kitchen as I felt, although, measured in actual wear and tear of the appliances and work done, this was more her place than mine.

She leaned on the corner of my breakfast bar counter, eyeing me with the most beautiful, sparkling hazel eyes and a big smile.

“Charlie spent a great deal of money worldwide looking for his doppelganger. He searched high and low through dozens of agencies and traveled many miles. I believe it took five years and cost-.”

“And cost a million bucks - I know that bit.”

“After an exhaustive search ended without success, your husband was distraught. His illness was advancing, and he was desperate to finish this house and find you a replacement man.”

“That was the first time Charlie had cancer. He went into remission after treatment, but we knew his time was running out. What did my husband do after his search failed?”

“Charlie prayed to Ngai on his knees outside the front of this house, and a great storm drenched him. I had to drag him indoors.”

“And? Come on, Agnes, don’t tease me. What happened?”

“Charlie was out driving the next day. He went to the village a few miles away to ensure everyone was okay after the storm, and he discovered Jeremy standing under Ngai’s mugumo tree.”

“Fucking, no way!”

“Way. I’ll never lie to you, Jess.”

I shook my head, mouth wide open in disbelief. Agnes laughed with a richness you would expect from Mother Earth, should such a being exist.

While I pondered her story, Agnes washed dishes and tidied. When she was done, my housekeeper kissed my cheek and bid me goodbye, strolling off to complete chores elsewhere.

Based on our time difference, it was too early for me to call Annie, so I took a tour of the house but quickly got bored because it was the same home I had lived in for almost three decades.

I went outside, where everything was different.

From my decking, at the edge of which everything in my world changed, I stared across the savannah and saw giraffes striding past the house, no more than fifty meters away. My jaw hit the floor as I watched nature’s majesty enshrined in four beautiful adults and two gorgeous babies breeze past, stopping at a tree to eat.

I saw movement from the corner of one eye and turned my head.

“You are blessed today, Jessica.”

“Hi, Jeremy. Why is that?”

“We never get animals this close to the house. They knew you were here and came to say hello.”

“They are so beautiful and living in a small family herd.”

“You can call them a herd, but they are officially called a journey or a tower.”

As I watched the giraffe’s splendor presented in vivid colors, elegance, and a body shape that shouldn’t have worked but did, I fell in love with the gentle giants and whispered.

“A journey of giraffes, I think.”

“Shall we move closer, Jess? It is quite safe.”

“Can we?”

“Yes, of course.”

“Will we scare the babies?”

“Not at all.”

We strolled out onto the grassland, halving the distance between us and the journey of giraffes. A Dad, at least I thought he was anyway because he was taller than his partner, glanced out the corner of his eye, then turned his head so quickly I grabbed Jeremy’s arm in shock, then let go just as fast for the same reason.

Damn, he feels like Charlie.

Jeremy looked hurt because it seemed I had rejected him again, so I needed to say something encouraging or at least friendly.

“I heard how you met my husband.”

“He found me under a tree.”

“Agnes says it is an extraordinary tree.”

“People here are deeply spiritual, to the extent that they draw unrealistic conclusions and make outrageous connections between the past and present. Some stories have happy endings, others not so much.”

“Are you saying you have a sad story, Jeremy?”

He raised an eyebrow, turned, and smiled at me. I saw an honest, loyal, decent man who would not harm anyone unless provoked. Although his resemblance to my husband was disturbing, I was causing any awkwardness between us.

“When I was five, my parents came here on holiday and abandoned me in the village. Amma took me in, and I lived near the tree where Charlie found me.”

“You’re white, though. Surely, you stuck out like a sore thumb.”

“Not to Amma nor anyone else in the village. They have always loved me and said I was a gift from Ngai.”

“Who is Amma?”

“Amma is the village seamstress. I will take you to meet her one day. She is my mother, and the village is my family. I found happiness here after enduring great sadness.”

“I am sorry, Jeremy. No child should ever be abandoned.”

“I’m not sorry. I met Amma, Charlie, then Agnes, and now you. Fuck my real parents.”

“Yeah… fuck those assholes.”


Chapter Seven

Red Folder

◆◆◆

I was rooted to the spot, mesmerized by the magnificent creatures who bowed to the ground, checking their babies, then stretched high, munching on fresh green leaves. Their beautiful yellow-mottled skin pattern was incredibly vivid as if someone had recently scrubbed them.

It was a surreal paradise.

“They have visited the lake, bathed, drank, then came here to eat. I’ve never seen them within a mile of Jessica’s.”

I turned to face Jeremy, clicking my fingers and shooting him my best and cutest - honey, we need to speak about something, expression.

“We must rename the house, Jeremy.”

“Why?”

“There are all kinds of faux pas to consider here.”

“Such as? Sorry to press you on this, Jess, but I can’t see what’s wrong with Jessica’s Wilderness.”

“Okay… picture this. It is evening time, and you walk down the path. Guests have just arrived at the house. The car doo-”

“Ah, hold on, Jess. People mostly drive off-road trucks around here.”

“Okay, Jeremy, but please work with me here. I am building an imaginary scenario to make a simple point.”

“Sorry.”

“So… the truck door opens, and someone steps out.”

“Who?”

“Fucking hell, Jeremy - it’s just a random guy visiting, okay - what do you say to them?”

“Are they expected, or did they turn up out of the blue, uninvited, so to speak? It does make a difference to how I would approach them. Sorry, Jess, but I feel that specificity is important here.”

“They were expected - it’s a dinner event for friends.”

“Okay… sorry, Jess, but I need more than just a random guy who was expected.”

“Why do you need so much detail?”

“Okay, let’s say it was the administrator of our local cottage hospital who is a drunk. I would have to say something along the lines of, after you, Sir, so I could escort him and prevent a fall, whereas if it were the local Mayor, who is fine and upstanding, I would-.”

“Yes, yes, please, Jeremy, let’s assume it is the Mayor.”

I felt a familiar irritableness rising inside me, just as I frequently did with my husband. It was my fault because when I dealt with issues in broad strokes, Charlie solved them through meticulous planning and attention to detail. I took a deep breath, counted to ten, exhaled, and felt calm.

“And the mayor is a guy, okay, Jess?”

“Yes.”

“He is someone we know well.”

“Please, Jeremy - move on. Yes - he is a good friend - I get it.”

“I would say hello, Sir. It’s nice to see you again. Would you like to come inside Jessica’s Wilderness?”

“And there you go - do you see what I mean?”

I swung my hands out, waving in a tah-dah moment, acknowledging an epiphany he should have had, but Jeremy didn’t get it. I eyed him carefully, nodding politely and repeatedly, desperate for the penny to drop. His face dropped with the penny.

Jeremy looked horrified and began stuttering incoherently.

“I-I-I, argh… oh my… umm.”

“Ahh, that’s it, Jeremy. Got it now, have you?”

“Yes. Sorry. I never thought.”

“Why would you? You have a pure mind and a gentlemanly demeanor.”

“Thank you.”

“All kinds of social mixups are possible with that house name, dear. Let’s consider a change, please, but for now, the house no longer has a name. Are we agreed?”

“Absolutely, Jess.”

I shook my head, then saw Charlie's exacting visage on his face. He looked desperately cute, but still not for me. Jeremy’s youth, my grief, and a dose of lingering self-pity were a poor combination.

I pointed to the natural spectacle in front.

“Back to the giraffes, Jeremy?”

“The female is called a cow.”

“And the dad?”

“A bull.”

I smirked, using the back of my hand to stifle a giggling fit. It was too late; I bent over and roared with laughter, scattering the baby giraffes closer to their mothers. Jeremy’s face was stony and flushed bright red initially, but even he had to laugh eventually.

A layer of ice was broken, and the man my husband had groomed to be my bull was finally relaxing around me.

“I won’t ever mention being your future love interest again, Jess.”

“Thank you, honey. My husband was my soulmate. I don’t want another one.”

“I understand. May I stay at Jessic—I mean, the house with no name—and work here for you?”

“Oh god, yes. I am sure we can become friends, and nobody knows this place as well as you.”

“I would like that.”

I needed a quick segue, so I took the most straightforward option and pointed at a baby.

“Is a baby giraffe called a calf, then?”

“Yes.”

The calves had scurried underneath their respective mother and must have decided a feed was in order, so they suckled. From where we stood, I heard them draw hard on their mom’s milk supply, and my nipples engorged in sympathy, remembering when I had breastfed my children.

“Ouch!”

“What is it, Jess?”

“It’s such a beautiful sight.”

“Everything around here is beautiful.”

I covered my breasts as best I could with both arms, smiled at Jeremy, and returned to my house with no name while he worked in a maintenance shed I chose to avoid.

My husband was the handyman in our coupling. Whether it was a waterfront boat dock, access ramp, or house repair needed, Charlie arrived with the right tool in hand, a plan, and a delighted grin painted on his face, looking like a six-year-old boy with a bucket and spade at the beach.

If I couldn’t find my husband for lunch, he would be covered in oil lying under one of our vehicles.

When I returned to the house, I rifled through the drawers in my bedroom and searched the closet but found nothing different from my Maine home. I needed clues as to what drew my husband to this place and what my purpose was in it.

Agnes came to my door, smiling, knocking on the wooden frame.

“Would you like to have coffee in the study, Jess?”

“The study - yes, coffee, that’s a damn fine idea.”

“It’s where Charlie filed his plans for Jessic- this house, I mean.”

“You’ve heard then?”

“About the house with no name? Yes.”

“Until further notice.”

Agnes pointed along the hall to a door at the end. I nodded and headed down to what was a spare bedroom in Maine. When I opened the door, I felt relieved because the room was nothing like my home — its dimensions were the same, but the contents differed.

It was a neat, tidy, spacious office.

I sat in Charlie’s office chair, a seasoned, sumptuous, deep-cushioned, brown leather swivel with a wonky center leg that made me rotate like I was riding a fairground waltzer.

We have all been on one at some point.

“Whoa, fuck!”

I swung wildly and grabbed Charlie’s desk to steady myself, slamming both feet to the floor. Agnes laughed and pointed at me, the object of hilarity.

“Charlie had the same problem with that chair, but no matter how wild the ride got, he never fell off.”

“As he was in life, Agnes. Thank you, I’ll try to remember that.”

“I brought your coffee and a snack.”

“Oh my - thank you. Did you bake this scone yourself?”

“Using your favorite recipe, yes.”

Agnes left the door open on her way out, waving as she walked away and shouting back at me.

“Shout or scream if you need anything, Jess.”

“Thank you.”

I turned to the desk, sipped my coffee, and stared at three different color file covers: red, green, and blue. I opted for red, firmly believing it would be the most important.

Inside the red portfolio, I was shocked to find another note with my name on it.

Dear Jessica. Here is an inventory of all your animals. Some come and go as they please; others will stay here forever. There is no boundary fence, but if you mark a line on the ground with a stick, everything inside belongs to you and is your responsibility.

You have six wildlife rangers living in an outstation close to the lions. Protecting the animals is your responsibility, including interdicting poachers and using vets when needed.

Two lion cubs and a baby rhinoceros were born last year, and more recently, two giraffe calves were added to a vital stock list.

I think one of the lionesses might be pregnant now, but it’s unlikely I will be around when the cub is born - sorry. I wanted that moment to be for us, but since my illness gripped me again, my priority is to make this place unsullied by sadness for you.

Jessica’s Wilderness was to be my gift to you for our retirement. Plans changed after my first illness, after which we both knew I was on borrowed time.

Watch out in the dry season and have a plan to truck water in case the lake, watering holes, and river pools dry.

Oh, and prepare for wildfires - keep plenty of beating paddles everywhere and attack the burn quickly.

Love, Charlie.

“Fuck!”

“Agnes.”

“Yes, Jess?”

“Can you please ask Jeremy to come here for a minute?”

“Of course.”  


Chapter Eight

The Stock List

◆◆◆

I felt slightly panicked when studying the animal stock list. I heard Jeremy’s footsteps coming from down the hall, so I swung around in Charlie’s office chair, risking life and limb, waving a neatly compiled spreadsheet. The document was detailed, with age, date of birth, medical history, and following checkup date details for every animal considered sufficiently important.

He looked surprised and nervous.

“What on earth is this, Jeremy?”

“Ahh, okay - that’s the stock list.”

“You never mentioned it in much detail.”

“Yes, well… I am sorry about that. Maybe I was liberal with the truth.”

“Am I responsible for protecting all of these animals?”

“Many consider it an honor, Jessica.”

“Jeremy… listen carefully, please. In Maine, I fed blue-winged warblers and American oystercatchers with seed, fat balls, and nuts I bought from a store a mile away. Beavers, martens, and an occasional bear visited us. I know nothing about elephants, lions, and baby giraffes.”

“You could pick it up in no time. Don’t you love animals - Charlie often mentioned you did.”

“Not ones that can eat you.”

“You have bears and cougars in America - snakes too.”

“Yes, but-”

I stared agog at both of them. Her comically contorted expression showed that Agnes wanted to bawl out with laughter while Jeremy was frightened of me, most likely because I had dashed his romantic hopes, admittedly somewhat carelessly. I shook my head, pursed my lips, and furrowed a troubled brow.

As I considered the situation, I saw the funny side of Charlie’s humor. In my mind, a woman from a safe community in semi-rural America, namely me, was suddenly asking an elephant to kneel while checking their dental health.

I snorted with laughter.

“You could have so much fun here, Jessica - it’s what Charlie wanted for both of you.”

I frowned and twisted my nose and mouth, unsure if my first reaction was correct. Charlie loved pets, but we couldn’t keep anything more than a house cat since we frequently visited family or friends far away.

I raised an eyebrow, sighed heavily, and did a U-turn.

“We have plenty of money to manage this reservation, I guess. We can pay the vets and the rangers—I suppose that’s how Charlie set things up.”

“Then what is wrong, Jessica?”

“I am terrified of it all, Jeremy.”

“Terrified of what?”

“I hope nothing awful happens to any one of these beautiful creatures. I already have names for the giraffes. Imagine if babies here die on my watch because I didn’t track water or fire took hold while we sleep?”

“What are the names you gave to the giraffes?”

I was surprised Jeremy ignored my fears, probably because they were not as serious as I imagined. He and Agnes were both more interested in my proposed names for our two babies. Their eyes sparkled, and their faces looked intent as if this were the most important thing at the moment.

I felt slightly nervous because naming a life is important.

“I thought Aurora for the girl and Archer for the boy.”

“Both A’s?”

“I figured we could use the next letter in the Alphabet each year. Then we can tell what year a pet was born.”

“They aren’t pets, Jess. You can’t approach any of these creatures and expect to come away unscathed.”

“No… well, I, you know what I mean. I thought about it while we watched the Giraffes. It’s a good way to index and cross-reference the animals so you know how old they are by the first letter of their name. I came up with the idea before I saw this list.”

“It’s a far better idea than the one we have now. You must be planning to stay here for a long time when you are thinking this way.”

“Don’t push me, please, Jeremy.”

“I’m sorry.”

I caught my defensiveness immediately and tamped it. My internal issues with Charlie must be worked out, but it wasn’t fair to load baggage onto Jeremy.

“I’m sorry too, honey.”

“Why are you sorry, Jess?”

“Because I don’t like hurting people’s feelings, and I feel you drew a short straw with me.”

I noticed Agnes’s hand in Jeremy’s and felt surprised. I glanced briefly at the hand holding, then at her face, and she smiled, raised an eyebrow, and swung their hands into the open as if to make a point.

“In Kenya, we hold hands as a sign of friendship, Jessica. Men do it with each other, too.”

“It’s so beautiful.”

“Do you hold hands with people at home?”

“With Charlie, I did, yes.”

“And with your children and friends?”

“Not once they became adults, but I would love to do that with Annie and Chuck again. I hold my grandkids’ hands whenever they slow down long enough for me to stay in step.”

“Then you should invite your family here and hold their hands all day if you wish.”

“I probably should.”

Agnes had a deep wisdom for her age that I couldn’t quite grasp, and both possessed beautiful characters - I was lucky and should stop complaining. An unkind word to Jeremy felt like I was kicking a puppy.

As I stared at two work colleagues holding each other’s hands, I felt endeared to them. They did it because one knew the other was stressed out about me. My heart melted, and I wanted to cry for the loss Jeremy felt because I had utterly rejected him.

Charlie, I love you, but you fucked this man up. It wasn’t fair to groom him for me.

To avoid them seeing me cry, I spun around in Charlie’s chair, gripping the desk edge on my way to stop the Wurlitzer before it began spinning wildly.

“Can we drive around and see some animals, please? All three of us.”

“Of course, Jessica. I will ready the truck now.”

With tears brimming in my eyes, I stared at the stock list and saw wonders far beyond the big safari animals: Grevy’s zebras, Senegal bushbabies, lilac-breasted rollers, black mambas, and crocodiles, to name a few were listed.

I probably won’t name the reptiles.

I lived in a zoo and had an important role in maintaining its health.

When Agnes strolled up to me from behind and placed a box of tissues on the table in front, I was surprised. Then, when she wrapped her arms around my neck, put her chin on my shoulder, and hugged me like one woman comforting another, I was stunned.

“If you need to cry, do it regardless of who sees you, Jessica. Charlie often cried openly here.”

“Why did my husband cry?”

“Charlie knew he would die before you, and it upset him because wherever he went next, he said he would miss you dearly. We all know your husband loved you deeply.”

I sobbed while cradled in Agnes’s arms, wishing Annie and Chuck were close by. It wasn’t because my housekeeper felt like a stranger to me, even though she was; it was because my kids were Charlie’s genetic replication, and I needed them with me in the second home he built.

I calmed my emotions and went to my bedroom. I found appropriate clothes in the closet and wore brand-new long hiking pants with cargo pockets and zips everywhere, bought by Charlie.

Predictably, every garment was in my size.

An outdoor long-sleeve shirt covered my arms to protect against the sun and insect bites. I wasn’t sure about the brimmed hat, but when I joined her in the foyer, Agnes tied and shaped it so I didn’t look silly if my rangers saw me.

On a tour around my Mercedes G-Wagon, in the cab, I saw pepper spray, two high-caliber rifles with scopes, flares, and whistles with several bottles of water. In the trunk were fire beaters, tents, sleeping bags, a stove, a gas bottle, and everything needed for an expedition.

Jeremy tossed me the truck keys, grinning while Agnes climbed into the rear seats.

“Would you like to drive, Jessica? It is the best way to learn out here.”

“Okay, challenge accepted.”

The Mercedes did all the hard work, taking the most rutted trails, moguls, dry river beds, and abandoned logs in its stride. The land Charlie bought was beautiful. It was a vast wilderness, lush where water flowed and pooled, bright red in places where fertile soil proliferated, mountainous in parts, with dense bushes in deep ravines hiding god knows what.

The wildlife perked up when they saw our truck, but once we were recognized, they returned to eating and sleeping.

My first exploration of fifty thousand acres of African paradise was going well until disaster struck.

I slammed on the brakes, standing up and yelling in a panicked state, halting inches from a lioness who had run into my path. I screamed again with my heart pounding so hard I thought my rib cage would be torn wide open. My eyes popped out on stalks as the immense, majestic beast dropped something onto the floor and stepped back.

The lioness stared at me with panic-filled eyes, and I pointed at the lifeless pile of fur on the track, shouting almost incoherently.

“It’s a baby. She dropped a baby on the track, Jeremy. Fuck - It’s covered in blood.”

“I am certain that’s Annie - a young female. Her cub is a few weeks old. We can’t interfere even though she is usually friendly.”

“Why can’t we help, Jeremy?”

“Because she may be frightened and will kill you if you go anywhere near her cub.”

“Fuck that - the baby isn’t moving, and she dropped it in front because she recognized the truck. Annie is asking for our help. Call the vet now!”

Before Jeremy could say another word, I was out of the SUV and walking towards the lion cub, ignorant of my safety and the nature of lions, terrified but desperate to make sure Annie’s baby didn’t die.

Jeremy was on my shoulder almost immediately. After a quick study of me, Annie retreated further into the shade under a bush around ten meters away, where she lay down eyeballing me.

I took one look at the baby and knew it had lost a considerable amount of blood.

“Big quills are sticking into his mouth, throat, and abdomen. Some are snapped off, Jeremy.”

“They are porcupine quills.”

“Tell the vet what happened so they know what to bring.”

“I have him on the phone now. He is three hours away by truck.”

“Fuck!”

“You can authorize a helicopter to collect him, Jess, and he’ll be here in twenty minutes, but it costs a fortune.”

“I don’t care about the cost - get the vet here and return to the truck.”

“Not likely.”

I stared at the baby lion, a boy, and all I saw was Charlie, lying injured, in need of love and care. I gently eased out some of the quills where they weren’t piercing his abdomen, but his sorrowful eyes, blood-soaked fur, and light breathing suggested he might not make it.

I stared at Mom and saw her heartache in eyes that feared the worst. She was like any human Mom or Dad. I needed to reassure her, so I did it the only way I knew how - with a stress-induced confident smile.

“Your baby will be fine, but please don’t eat me.”

A first aid kit hit the ground beside me, and I looked up, seeing Charlie silhouetted by the sun, smiling down protectively.

“You were right, Jess; sorry - I should have been out of the truck before you. The rangers always warn against approaching wild animals.”

“I would rather you go back to the truck.”

“Not happening. Annie seems fine with you touching her cub.”

“She’s just a Mom with an injured baby.”


Chapter Nine

A Cub In Need

◆◆◆

As I stared at the stricken baby, I felt terrified.

My heart beat so rapidly it felt like a ton weight crushing my rib cage. Adrenaline coursed through me like a surging spring tide, and my muscles twitched. I felt confused as raw fear urged me to flee the sharp teeth and claws of a wild lioness.

Love forced me to stay for her baby.

I had acted stupidly, putting myself and others in harm’s way. Despite that rashness, Jeremy followed me into peril without hesitation, caring only about me. He stood in harm’s way between me and Annie to ensure I could safely escape.

If Annie attacked, my protector would be mauled first, possibly to death, but I would make it back to the truck. I felt guilty and ashamed.

I glanced sideways at the mighty lioness, who looked relaxed, her sad eyes focused on me even while she licked her paw. I heard her breath, sending a vibration into the air that I felt, and when I closed my eyes momentarily, her immense power and presence shook me.

Somehow, amid the turmoil, I felt a friendship was made, however temporary that might be. I thought the lioness had far more confidence in me than I had in myself.

“Is it Annie, Jeremy?”

“Yes, definitely, and she is keeping calm, so we are good. It seems you were right; Annie wants your help.”

“She’s so beautiful and immense. Why is she called Annie? I probably know the answer.”

“Elephants killed Annie’s mother when she was weeks old, and your husband discovered her dying on a track near his excavations. Charlie nursed Annie when she was born nearly four years ago. It was before he fully built the house.”

“My husband saved her life but never mentioned it. Then, he named the cub after our daughter. I feel left out because he built this house without me.”

Jeremy seemed genuinely confused. He didn’t speak for a moment, then coughed and became nervous. He had something to say but held it back.

“Spit it out, please, Jeremy.”

“Charlie was precise about copying your home in Maine right down to the finest detail. According to him, you picked every aspect of the house’s design and contents except the office.”

“Oh my god.”

Jeremy was right. From my husband’s rough sketches, I changed many things, and it was me who had approved the architect’s design plans. Charlie never bought so much as a table lamp without my input, and he left homemaking to me. I chose everything in the house.

I was shocked, having overlooked the obvious.

“My husband faithfully replicated everything, knowing I had already been on the journey with him. Oh dear, I have misjudged him.”

“The things he couldn’t get here arrived in container loads shipped from America. He said there was no point in burdening you with decisions you have already made. Charlie was adamant that you must come here to a home - not a set of problems.”

“And he would always let me change my mind as often as I wished.”

Jeremy said no more, probably not wanting to come between a husband and wife. I was impressed that he fought Charlie’s corner, which was unusual for a man with feelings for his wife.   

I turned my attention back to the lion cub, feeling sad but less troubled because now I better understood my husband’s intent. 

“Is there a Chuck?”

“Chuck is a bold, boisterous young leopard.”

“That figures. And Jessica, does she exist also?”

“She is the most beautiful elephant matriarch.”

“Is there also a Charlie in our collection?”

“Yes.”

“What animal is he?”

“I can’t say.”

“Please tell me, Jeremy.”

“Charlie is Jessica’s mate.”

“I might have guessed. Please don’t feel weird about it. I asked, and you answered.”

“Charlie kept handwritten journals recording every event. Don’t forget, Jess, your husband was here only three or four times a year, two to three weeks each time. Mostly, everything was done remotely through video calls, emails, and such.”

“But Charlie had a secret life, which felt like a betrayal. Now I understand that he copied everything I love, which feels different.”

“Yes, he did, and it was all done for you.”

“Charlie and I could have been happy here.”

“When the house was completed, your husband knew he was very sick. I believe he would have brought you here had that not been the case. Charlie once told me he didn’t want there to be a single unhappy memory for you in this place.”

“A happy place built for me, even after Charlie knew we wouldn’t enjoy it together.”

“You kind of are together in a way, Jess. Charlie rescued Annie, and you are doing the same for her son. There is poetry and love in that.”

“Yes, there is, Jeremy.”

My shawl lay across the cub, who stared up at me through sad, watery eyes, hoping I could save him. All I could do now was comfort his pain. It was heartbreaking, and as I watched mother and baby, I truly understood how much we were alike in our nature.

When the helicopter landed, a man and woman sprinted toward us, carrying large holdalls. Annie rolled onto her back, staring at me; I thought she adopted a submissive pose to ensure nobody considered her a threat.

The vets went to work, so I retreated to the truck, sitting on its hood. Our medical professionals instantly rigged an intravenous bag that dangled above the infant held by a short steel stand. A needle was slid into the baby’s leg, making him and me flinch, but I knew it was for the best - he needed fluids.

I noticed Jeremy always subtly placed himself between Annie and me, and it felt good to have such a powerful man like my husband around, adding to my confidence.

When Jeremy stared at me, I saw Charlie’s confident smile.

“Doesn’t it upset you that my husband set you up to fail, Jeremy?”

“I haven’t failed in anything. You said I could stay.”

“But we cannot become husband and wife.”

“That doesn’t prevent me from looking after you as Agnes will.”

“As a member of staff?”

“As whatever you wish me to be, Jessica.”

“I wish you to leave and live your best life.”

“I cannot leave and also live my best life since the latter is here with you, regardless of my capacity. I have Amma here, my village, and Agnes. You contradict yourself, Jess.”

“There you go - what about Agnes and you?”

“Agnes loves other girls.”

“Oh, I see.”

“Forgive me for saying this, Jess, but I would prefer you don’t thrust opinions about what I should do or who I should date.”

Jeremy’s rebuke was polite. I felt stupid and boorish, pushing him and Agnes into a box that suited how I wished to see them. I’d also cruelly forced Jeremy away, again, mostly because I thought any friendship I felt toward him sullied my marriage vows. 

My jarring experience of Kenya had discombobulated me, and I felt shaken to the core. To avoid making any more idiotic comments, I watched the vet, who was replacing fluids using the IV while suturing the baby. I felt crushed because my behavior was so poor, and I needed to apologize to a man who had done nothing wrong.

I stared him in the eyes.

“I’m sorry, Jeremy. I have been cruel and incredibly thoughtless.”

“Don’t be sorry. If I lost a soulmate six months ago, I’m not sure I would recover.”

“You have to go on living for the one you lost, your family and friends. Sorrow passes eventually, joy returns, and life continues with fond memories held dear to your heart.”

A large safari tent was erected around our lion cub. One side was kept open so Annie could always see her baby. It seemed the vet was the same one who tended her at my husband’s request years ago, so at least consistency ran in our favor—I felt confident Annie would attack nobody while she believed we were helping.

As night drew in, it became chilly. We returned to the truck where Agnes had remained to avoid crowding the scene. Jeremy didn’t offer to drive, which I was pleased about because he respected my ability and made no attempt to stifle me. 

He also wasn’t hitting on me, which I was pleased about. Jeremy and I had turned a corner, with me feeling ashamed of how badly I bruised him.

At my house, Agnes prepared a late dinner while I headed for the shower. After lathering and rinsing, I washed and conditioned my hair, then leaned against the marble shower wall, enjoying the steam and warm water.

As I recalled the events of the day, the excitement of its events lifted me. When I saw my husband staring at me, I felt aroused for the first time since Charlie passed. I hadn’t indulged in sexual self-care, although I owned a simple rabbit vibrator. I wished I had brought it.

I used a wall-mounted, removable shower head, switching the water stream from above to the handheld unit. I went straight for the Olympic gold medal in female masturbation, using an index finger and thumb from one hand to peel my swollen pussy lips aside.

Access was problematic since I kept a hair-free pussy for Charlie. My pubic bush had become unruly, so I vowed to trim it soon. I aimed the top of the jet stream directly on my throbbing pink nub while the remainder of the water flow massaged my engorged lips and the entrance hole to my pussy, providing a moment of ecstasy.

I was so full of sexual tension that my screams of ecstasy were far too noisy, so after every couple of seconds of exposure to my trembling clitoris, I moved the water jets to other parts of my body, starting with my thighs, underarms, and other erogenous zones.

I was making love to myself, although in my mind’s eye, Charlie was there in my fantasy, standing between me and Annie, making sure I wouldn’t be attacked.

I waved the shower head through circular motions, dragging my clitoris around while moaning. I leaned my face against a wall, almost crushing my nose and cheeks, shuddering desperately, frowning, and gasping every time I reached heaven, deliberately dropping myself back from an orgasmic edge.

I needed a giant cock deep inside me with lots of semen to keep me company, and Charlie was there, taking me just out of sight, bending me over the Mercedes G-Wagon hood, lifting my skirt, and sliding his cock, balls deep inside my throbbing pussy while the vet tended to our baby lion.

I alternated the water jet, flicking it from side to side, blasting my solid, trembling bean while dropping to my knees, spreading them as wide apart as possible. I stared up and saw Charlie fucking me as he did in his youth, beautiful, energetic, and only intent on possessing me, filling my pussy with his seed. 

In the end, I squatted, opening my pussy wide but also finding joy in the jets of water ripping into my anal whorl, opening that hole wider. When I orgasmed, I choked, screamed, and slammed my spare hand off the wall like a celebratory drum roll.

Then I collapsed on the floor, squirming in ecstasy, squirting my orgasm into the water flow until I was drained and deeply satisfied.

I felt a surge of positivity, like a rebirth and joyous sunrise of my life.

“Oh, Charlie - you still have it.”


Chapter Ten

A Matriarch's Bull

◆◆◆

After masturbation, I felt so much better. My mindset instantly grew more positive, and I felt highly energetic, although dreading the fate of Annie’s baby still tugged at my heartstrings. 

After drying my hair, I put on light cotton pajamas and slippers before heading to the dining room, where Agnes and Jeremy were preparing dinner.

I eagerly joined in, helping Agnes set the table with care and an obsession that consumed me to line everything up evenly spaced while Jeremy, apparently also a master in the kitchen, expertly cooked our steaks.

When we sat down, it felt oddly like a family event, albeit Jeremy and I still shared a mild awkwardness. My suggestion he leave, however well-intentioned, had upset him, but he wasn’t showing it. I wasn’t at all calm, being way outside my comfort zone, but by the harshness of my words, it seemed Jeremy abandoned all hope of wooing or bedding me in whatever order my husband had wished.

Cutting through the steak was easy. Its beautifully seared outside and bloodless bright pink meat inside suggested perfection in cooking and resting. One bite of that ribeye steak had me in rapture, and I looked so shocked that it frightened Agnes.

“Are you okay, Jessica?”

“This steak is perfectly cooked.”

“It’s a good job that you didn’t scare Jeremy off then. My steaks are nowhere near as good as his.”

Perfectly cooked asparagus with a grassy, crunchy bite tantalized me. Blistered cherry tomatoes that burst on my tongue burned with a mildly acidic bite. Perfectly seasoned dreamy dauphinoise potatoes with a hint of nutmeg tasted luxurious, and a tangy jus from the gods was an exemplary accompaniment to a steak dinner I honored greatly.

The meal was extraordinary, far exceeding my culinary skills. Jeremy had uncorked an excellent South African red wine  - Kanonkop Kadette Cape Blend. For the first time in ages, I thoroughly relaxed, and we chatted about our experience with Annie and her baby.

An orgasm in the shower had cleared my thoughts, making me feel happy and hormonal as god intended, but now, with a sword of Damocles dangling over my head due to my missteps, I needed to clear the air.

When I finally cleared my plate, I carefully placed my knife and fork down and smiled at Agnes and Jeremy.

“I unreservedly apologize and beg your forgiveness. Jeremy, I have behaved atrociously toward you.”

He looked surprised, lifted his wine glass, and tipped it toward me, a kind smile and warm expression etched on his face.

“Your apology isn’t necessary, Jess, but if it makes you feel better, I will accept it with a kind heart.”

“I felt you and Agnes might have a better future together as a couple.”

Agnes waved a hand desperately, laughing richly while sipping her wine and almost choking.

“I prefer girls, Jessica.”

“I know, and I am sorry for making assumptions. After I heard that, I panicked and suggested that Jeremy leave and find someone who deserves him to love. I spoke with a good heart, but it all came out wrong, and I realized I was kicking him out of his home.”

“We are only staff here, Jess. We serve at your pleasure.”

“You aren’t only staff at all, Agnes and that was another stupid comment I made today. My husband befriended you, brought you here, and made you part of this home’s fabric. I have piled in with big boots and made a mess.”

“If we are not staff, what are we?”

“I want you both to stay here and live as you have been doing. I hope my children, their spouses, and my grandchildren can join us soon, too.

As I swirled my glass widely, airing the excellent wine, I drifted with my thoughts. Jeremy's wine had intense purple hues and lively aromas of fresh plums, mulberries, and allspice, followed by a meaty undertone, perfect pairing with our main course.

When I closed my eyes, I was whisked back to Maine; Charlie uncorked a bottle of red wine. I carried a roast goose from my oven to the table, laying it in the center of all the trimmings: a pile of crispy roast potatoes, a buttery swede and carrot mash, crunchy steamed kale… the bounty was endless.

My grandchildren screamed playfully in the garden; Annie hugged me, Chuck held my hand, and their partners sat smiling, staring at the feast.

I could feel Charlie nearby, but when I opened my eyes, it was Jeremy I saw.

I snapped back to reality when noticing the table was cleared. Agnes was preparing dessert in the kitchen, so I had a few minutes spare to complete a small task. I took my half glass of wine and retired to Charlie’s study, checking on a few things.

As I leafed through the animal inventory, I discovered Annie’s lion cub had no name. That excited me because I had three grandchildren and wondered if I could name the baby boy. 

Annie and her baby weren’t my main concern. The matriarchal elephant Jessica fascinated me, so I pulled her file and read all about her life, numerous offspring, their favorite locations, and the ranging pattern the herd took annually.

I was unsurprised to discover that my namesake’s mate was not Charlie. A bull, Jeremy, was Jessica’s mate, and he was named thus when my husband first cataloged all the animals toward the end of his life.

Jeremy had lied to save my anxiety, and I wasn’t sure how to feel about that. Charlie acted in a way he perceived was in my best interests. This obsession my husband had with pushing a new husband toward me was not related to his cuckold fantasy. He was far too serious and decent a man for that. In light of his illness, he searched for a man to replace him in my life, but he’d been clumsy in crafting a romantic flight of fancy when trying to mislead me into love.

Under reverse circumstances, I would not wish my husband to live without love and companionship. Perhaps I would have done similarly in his position, or maybe not.

I didn’t want another man in my life. Charlie had avoided bringing me here because he didn’t want to introduce Jeremy until after he was gone.

My husband wouldn’t take the slightest risk of harming our marriage until death parted us. I was sure he named Jessica’s mate Jeremy because he knew he was dying.

I placed the spreadsheets down and stared into the starry night outside my window, playing out happy memories to keep upbeat. When the house phone rang, I knew it must be news from the vet, so I lifted my wine glass and ran to join Jeremy and Agnes in the living room.

Jeremy put the call on speaker so we could all hear what the vet said.

“Your cub has a 50/50 chance of surviving. We sutured every wound and gave him fluids and antibiotics for infection. We can’t do anything more - I’m sorry. Annie moved inside the tent to be with her baby, but he isn’t feeding. The poor guy lost a lot of blood, and he is frail, so we need him to keep fighting and build himself.”

“What happens next, please?”

“Is that Jessica?”

“Yes.”

“No problem. We haven’t formally met under circumstances that were not life-threatening. Sarah and I will stay with your rangers and a couple of Masai folks to help protect us, Annie, and her baby from other threats. The pride has moved closer to do the same but is not in any way threatening us.”

“I am sorry if I endangered anyone.”

“Not at all. This cub would have died if Annie hadn’t the good sense to block your path.”

“Can we name him?”

The vet went quiet, and my heart sank. 50/50 was sketchy at best. Agnes looked like she might cry, and I felt the same way, too, but I was surprised when I noticed a tear roll down Jeremy’s cheek and his bottom lip tremble.

I slipped my hand in his and squeezed tightly, seeing Agnes had done the same.

“Naming the cub makes it harder on you if he doesn’t make it, Jessica.”

“I know, but I want him to have a name on the ledger.”

“Okay. What’s it to be, then?”

“Alfie. That’s my grandson’s name.”

“Okay. Alfie, it is.”

“Can you tell him that’s his name please?”

“From a distance, yes. Mom has taken over, and we won’t disturb them.”

“Do you have food and something to sleep in?”

“We have everything we need, Jessica. Your rangers are the best for two hundred miles in every direction. We have fire, shelter, hot coffee, and food.”

“I pray Alfie survives.”

“We all do. It’s up to Annie and Alfie now.”

He disconnected the call, and I felt awful, turning to the others for comfort. We momentarily fell into a miserable group hug, then broke up, sniffing and drying our eyes with tissues before returning to the dining table for Apple Pie and homemade custard.

I wanted to drill down to the details about Jessica, the elephant matriarch. A conversation might avoid crying or a stony silence.

“How old is Jessica, Jeremy?”

“Forty-Eight.”

“And Charlie?”

“He’s thirty.”

“It’s an age gap relationship, then?”

“Yes. The oldest, most dominant female in a herd is called the matriarch. The matriarch is the backbone of the elephant family because she provides stability and determines ranging patterns for the herd. The other females comprising the family unit are usually the matriarch's daughters and their offspring.”

“Did Jessica have a mate before Charlie?”

“Yes. There was a bull of similar age.”

“What happened to him?”

He had no idea where I was going with my line of questioning, which I felt was kind of cute. I knew his lie was an act of kindness, one that Jeremy seemed determined to maintain.

“Poachers slaughtered him.”

“And Charlie came along from out of nowhere?”

“The herd shunned Charlie for months, and Jessica frequently chased him away, but he stuck around. Eventually, she picked him because, as the herd matriarch, she reserves the right to choose her mate.”

“And she chose Charlie?”

“Yes.”

“Are they exclusive?”

“Elephants do not ordinarily mate for life, but a female may repeatedly choose to be with the same male, and sometimes those bulls tend to get protective of their females.”

“Has that happened between Jessica and Charlie?”

“According to the rangers, Charlie won’t let any other bull near Jessica, and he doesn’t mate with any other females.”

“Good for them.”

I didn’t want to press the matter and accuse Jeremy of lying or reveal that I knew Jessica’s mate was his, not my husband’s namesake. This being the elephant matriarch’s second bull, I couldn’t help drawing comparisons with our situation—right down to the age gap, which, in our human pairing, would be two years more than in the elephant couple.

Things were getting weird.

Charlie had been cunning, or a vast cosmic coincidence was playing out. I finished my Apple Pie and homemade custard, bid my friends goodnight, and retired to bed, knowing a troubled sleep was ahead.

The matter of discussing an elephant bull’s real name could wait for another day.

As I slipped under my duvet, saying a silent prayer, my heart was troubled by a baby boy I had just named Alfie. The vet was right; giving the lion cub at death’s door a name made him far more precious to me.

Please fight and survive, Alfie.


Chapter Eleven

A Home Away From Home

◆◆◆

I couldn’t sleep because I felt worried. Since calling the vet every half an hour for an update was unreasonable, I phoned Chuck, knowing my son would be more sympathetic to a request gnawing away at me than Annie would.

“Can you all come and visit me, please, Chuck? School vacations start at the end of this week. I could use the company.”

He sighed heavily, sinking my heart further. Being in my home, while not in my real home, felt lonely a week in, I would at least have had visitors.

“Umm… Mom, Annie is convinced you are coming home in the next few days. She says you’ll get bored.”

“Oh, this place is far from boring.”

“Okay… well, she probably thinks you will miss us all; give up this adventure and come home where you belong.”

I felt a little insulted. Neither Charlie nor I were ready to give up on life, both still being young. When he departed prematurely, I had given little thought to travel until I was reminded of his deathbed wish. Maine was a fabulous place to live, but our existence had become Groundhog Day.

Kenya was not tedious.

“I can’t leave here, Chuck - I have an injured lion cub, and it’s touch and go.”

“What?”

“You heard me correctly, son.”

“Mom, are you safe over there?”

He sounded panicked, and, to my shame, I used that to my advantage.

“If I said no, would you feel more protective and come join me?”

“What, bring our kids into the lion’s mouth?”

“He’s a baby.”

“He has a Dad and a Mom.”

“Good point - I am perfectly safe, son, I promise you. We have Rangers, vets, Agnes, and Jeremy.”

“I’ve heard of Jeremy. Who is Agnes?“

“She’s a sweetheart. Between the two of them, they take care of everything. Will you come, please? I’ll send you tickets.”

“I’ll ask Annie at dinner.”

“You have animals named after you here, son - Daddy did it.”

‘What’s the lion cub called?”

“Alfie.”

“Oh my. Is his Mom named Annie by any chance?”

“Yes. Isn’t it lovely?”

“If that doesn’t convince my sister to visit, I’ll tell Alfie you named a lion cub after him. He will pack his rucksack and be on his way by foot and kayak if necessary.”

We both chuckled, and I imagined my eight-year-old Grandson heading down the gravel drive of my home with a sandwich and flask of juice packed.

“I miss you all, son.”

“We miss you too. Living in the house Dad built is nice, though. I never realized how much I loved being here until we moved back in. The kids have space, the garden, and the beach - they love it.”

“There is plenty of space for you all to live there forever. Same here, too - it’s the exact same house.”

“You don’t need to sell it to me, Mom. I’d leave today.”

I ended the call after several rounds of I love you. Neither Charlie nor I had ever favored one of our children over the other, enjoying the quirks and genius characters of both. They had been wonderful kids, never bringing trouble to our front door and always close to each other. I just hoped that with her busy schedule, my daughter could pull herself away from Maine. I was sure their spouses would jump at the chance, as would the kids.

When my phone buzzed again with a message, it was midnight, and I was staring at the stars.

Hi Jessica. It doesn’t look good for Alfie. Sorry.

I burst into tears and paced the room with both hands covering my face. I needed to do something, anything, or go out of my mind. I was sure I could remember where Annie and Alfie were, so I took something I treasured out of the top drawer, pulled on sneakers, slipped on a warm jacket, and snuck out of my bedroom.

I was pleased the house was silent and the floorboards well-oiled because I didn’t want to wake anyone. I searched for truck keys near the front door, found none, and figured they were probably inside the vehicle behind a sunshade or in a glove box.

I closed the front door almost silently behind me, noting the night’s stillness. A shadow loomed across my path when I turned and headed toward the steps.

“Where are you going, Jess?”

“Oh fucking hell, Jeremy. You jumped out and scared me.”

“I haven’t moved.”

“What are you doing out here?”

“Waiting for you.”

“What does that mean?”

“I knew you wouldn’t leave well alone, and when that message saying Alfie was getting worse came through, your planned visit was minutes away. I was already out here anyway because even without the message - I was giving you another hour maximum before you ran for it.”

“Do you think you know me?”

I folded my arms and squinted at Jeremy, slightly annoyed, very shaken, and scared about Alfie.  

“First boyfriend, Josh Stevens, didn’t open the car door for you. The date was dead on arrival at the restaurant. Your favorite gemstone is sapphire because you love blue. Shoe size seven, dress size six-”

“Okay, okay, stop now, please. That’s weird.”

“Not for me.”

“I thought we weren’t doing that anymore, Jeremy?”

“Weren’t doing what?”

“Umm, flirting.”

“You asked if I know you - I am proving I do. I know you well enough to be confident you’d make a run for it to be with Alfie.”

Jeremy wasn’t smug, annoyingly like my husband. He smiled cutely as though he were having fun. It felt like having a young boy chase a young woman, the latter of which I was not. I harbored no ill will toward him, nor did I feel emotionally connected with my rejected bull, but he was always so lovely.

“Now what?”

“Can I drive you?”

“Oh, Jeremy - you’ll take me to Alfie?”

“Of course. Why do you think I waited here for the past two hours? There is nothing I wouldn’t do for you, Jessica.”

Jeremy’s response tugged at my heartstrings, it being the one Charlie used whenever I asked something of him. I linked my arm through my guardian’s and strode in step toward the truck. As I stared into the sky, a thought suddenly struck me, and I paused and pointed.

“No animal will die with a night sky so beautiful as this one, Jeremy.”

“I agree.”

Jeremy was an expert driver, seeming able to absorb or avoid every bump along the way with the slightest steering change or speed adjustment. I was surprised that we moved more slowly than when I drove, but we made better progress. I couldn’t tell if it was the same route we took because every prickly tree, bush, dip, or rise in the moonlit savannah looked the same to me.

When we arrived on site, I saw a much bigger camp where the vet’s spacious tent had been erected some distance from the safari tent where Alfie was treated. I ran to him and Annie, where our vet kneeled beside our patient, looking serious and concerned.

Annie’s eyes were filled with tears, a universal expression of the sadness every parent feels for their baby when the end draws close.

Jeremy was doing something around our truck back at the campsite, and I felt slightly abandoned, quickly shaking that feeling lest it lead somewhere I was determined not to go. I was allowed to stroke mother and baby for all the good it could do, but I had to believe that love could help. It must, because that was the most important gift in life.

I watched Alfie struggle with shallow, rapid breaths for ten minutes while his Mom cuddled him. Perhaps cuddle is overstepping reality, but that’s the closest approximation I could use to describe mother and baby.

I was pleasantly surprised when Jeremy arrived with hot coffee in a thermos mug because the air temperature was freezing. Our vet stood up and pointed to their campsite, where a fire burned, keeping wild animals away.

“We should get some sleep, Jess - it’s all up to Alfie now. He needs to be fed by his mother. Between the Rangers and us, we’ll keep an eye on them.”

“I brought Annie something.”

“What is it?”

“A photograph of my husband with our grandson Alfie. You mentioned that Annie knew Charlie.”

“Yes, she recognized him, I am sure of it. Your husband saved her life.”

“Maybe she and Alfie will feel positive if I place the photograph close by.”

“It’s a fanciful idea, but-.”

“If you can’t use a little faith in the cradle of life to save a baby, where can you?”

“Go for it, Jess.”

I wasn’t afraid because Annie was like a giant, peaceful cat. While lying on my bed, I searched the internet and found many video shorts of lions being reunited with their owners—every time, it was a scene of love. While we helped Annie, I was sure she wouldn’t attack.

I slipped the photograph out of my jacket pocket, kneeled, and placed it on the dirt beside Mom. Annie stared at the photo, lifted her head, and moaned dolefully before patting Charlie’s likeness several times with a giant paw.

I craned my head to Jeremy, almost in childlike wonder, crying.

“Do you see? She recognizes him, Jeremy.”

“I am sure Annie is comforted. Shall we go? It’s cold, and I don’t want you to get sick.”

“Okay. Just one more thing, please.”

When I started removing my jacket, Jeremy knew right away the reason. He stopped me from opening my zip and quickly doffed his own, handing it to me.

“You don’t have to do this, Jeremy.”

“I want to. I have more fat to keep me warm than you do.”

“You have no fat, Jeremy. I… nothing, sorry. Thank you for the jacket.”

I could hardly confess to having thoroughly checked him out when not observed doing so, and I was pleased it was pitch dark aside from moonlight that didn’t reach inside the tent. I gratefully accepted Jeremy’s jacket and lay it loosely across Alfie, making sure not to cover his head or mother’s teats.

His baby eyes opened weakly, and I lowered my head until close to his.

“You are much loved, little one. Please suckle on Mommy.”

When I stood up, I saw our vet was almost at his tent. His assistant stood waiting with a mug in hand, both silhouetted in light from the fire. I sipped my coffee and handed it to Jeremy, who shook his head.

“Please take a sip, honey. You’ll catch your death of cold.”

“Okay, thank you, Jess.”

As soon as we set off toward the truck and tent, I sobbed, walking myself right into Jeremy’s arms. I desperately needed someone to tell me Alfie would pull through, not just for the love of a baby who needed it but also because of his connection through Annie to my dear Charlie.

“Oh god, Charlie, he must pull through.”

“He will, Jess.”

With one hand clasped across my mouth, I stepped back awkwardly, apologizing for my emotional near collapse. I didn’t want to offend or upset Jeremy, knowing his hard time adapting to my arrival.

When we turned toward the truck, Jeremy slipped his hand into mine, holding tight. I couldn’t believe his intentions were anything other than honorable, and it felt so good that I didn’t want him to stop, so I said nothing and enjoyed the kindness and friendship of a strong, decent man.

When he walked past the truck, I was surprised to see our rangers sitting with three Masai warriors around the campfire, spears leaning across their chests, pointing up to the stars.

“Who are the Masai?”

“Protection against wild animals.”

“There is a whole pride of lions a few hundred meters away. They will protect Alfie.”

“Protection for us. There are hyenas, wild dogs, and leopards, not to mention snakes and other animals that bite, sting, or maul.”

“Protection for the vets, then?”

“You and me too.”

“Are we sleeping here?”

“While you were with Alfie, I set up two camp cots with sleeping bags inside the vet’s tent. I figured you’d rather stay.”

“Oh, Jeremy. You are such a nice man.”


Chapter Twelve

Between Life And Death

◆◆◆

Our camp cots were set up suitably distanced for modesty and to maintain respectability. The red sleeping bag on mine looked comfortable, and I was exhausted enough to crawl in right away, but our Rangers and Masai friends wanted to enjoy one another’s company.

Amid broad smiles and slightly forced positivity from the vet, more coffee was poured and shared in colorful enamel-painted tin mugs. I sat between two enormously tall Masai warriors who occasionally laughed and nodded their heads like they had no trouble in life.

I stared at the stars, invoking all the positivity I could muster.

“Please, Ngai, let Alfie make it.”

Aside from the crackling and spitting of a comforting fire, my prayer silenced everyone. It was deathly quiet for a minute, and then a cricket momentarily punctured the silence. The Masai warrior sat to my right, held my hand tightly, and pointed into the darkness.

“Do you know the sound, missus?”

“Crickets?”

“Yeah… you know them - damn annoying when you are sleeping. They rub their leathery front wings together. The male uses file-like serrations on the wings' edges to rub against a sharp edge. He is seeking a mate.”

“You know your country well.”

The guy on the other side lowered his head until our eyes met. His deep, watery hazel color pools were enormous, laced with kindness, a distinctive inner strength, and confidence about his place in the world.

He grinned from ear to ear, and my heart was naturally lifted.

“Don’t worry, missus. Your baby lion cub will be fine.”

“Do you think so?”

“Of course - there is so much love here for him. He will feel us all willing him to survive, especially you, and through our love, the baby will grow stronger.”

“Why me?”

“Annie trusts you.”

“You know Annie?”

“I was with Charlie when he saved her.”

“You knew Charlie too?”

“Your husband was a king among men. He loved Annie that night and saved her. Your love will save her baby tonight.”

“His name is Alfie.”

“Missus - When I return home to your friends, I will ask everyone in the village to pray for Alfie.”

“My friends?”

“We were Charlie’s friends; Agnes and Jeremy are our family - why would we not love you as well?”

He stood up, bid everyone goodnight, and then spat into the darkness, much to my shock and mild horror. He left, quickly vanishing into the night like a beautiful, hallowed spirit returning to his heaven, taking a kind soul with him.

I was speechless, looking from one smiling face to another, hoping someone would explain what happened. Jeremy thought it hilarious.

“Tribespeople use spitting to greet or say goodbye to friends, clinch a bargain, or wish someone good luck. Two friends greeting each other may often spit in their palms before shaking hands.”

“Christ… sorry, I had no idea.”

“You’ll pick things up quickly, Jessica.”

As the others laughed and joked around me, I felt mildly anxious and filled with thoughts spurred on by my hormones. Alfie’s plight, Jeremy’s tenderness and strength, and my idiocy all conspired to make me feel like a teenage girl embarking on life’s journey again.

When I left the front door of my Kenyan house behind, I had few transferable skills in this place, and I felt foolish because of my naivety. When I stared up at Jeremy, I saw love in his eyes and concern writ large on his face. I held back my tears, sniffed miserably, and wiped my eyes with a handkerchief he passed me.

I stepped outside the tent, taking a private moment to reflect and compose myself, but predictably, Jeremy followed me. I stared up at the night sky and watched the stars Charlie was so fond of, knowing that in a few hours, my family in Maine would see the same spectacle, except from a different angle.

I turned to him and folded my arms because an open jacket revealed my vulnerability to the cold.

“I must leave in a couple of days, Jeremy.”

“Why would you do that?”

“I am a fish out of water and highly likely to get myself or someone else hurt. I think tonight proved that - I have treated Annie like a house cat.”

“I think leaving is a big mistake, Jessica. If Alfie survives, it will be because you followed your instincts. You have such great common sense and intuition.”

Jeremy looked enthusiastic when talking about me, as though he were high on drugs. Of course, he was high on me; I knew that - a combination of studying my profile for years, now experiencing me in the flesh, probably getting slowly hooked on my pheromones since arrival, had conspired to wreck his peaceful existence.

“How do you know I’m not a total idiot? Sorry… no, please don’t answer that.”

“Jess, you must stay long enough to give this life every chance, or you’ll wonder why you easily gave it up for years, if not forever. Africa owns you now - Alfie is proof of that connection. Won’t you miss the animals? Alfie, Annie, Aurora, Archer, and the elephants, Jessica and Charli-”

“Stop! Please, just stop.”

“What is it? What’s wrong?”

“I know Jessica’s mate is called Jeremy.”

“Oh.”

“It was nice of you to pretend otherwise, but I am okay with it. My husband worked hard to bring us together. It isn’t yours or Jeremy the bulls’ fault that I feel… well, I feel a deep-rooted grief for my Charlie.”

Jeremy looked mildly embarrassed, as did I, just from thinking about a couple of elephants going by our names, mating, and raising a family together. I closed my eyes momentarily and saw him and me. We held hands, walking across the savannah in front of my home. The sunset was at its peak, casting stunning colors and shadows everywhere.

We were just friends, taking a walk and holding hands the Kenyan way - until we were no longer friends. Jeremy turned, drew me into his arms, and kissed me in the most romantic scene I had ever imagined.

I sighed, my eyes flew open in panic, and I coughed.

“Please don’t let this spoil things between us, Jeremy. If Charlie is somewhere above looking down, he is definitely laughing.” 

“At least we can become friends, Jessica. Jeremy is allowed to stick with the herd in a way that only a few males are permitted. Jessica must like him aside from his reproductive services.”

“I think we are already friends, my dear.”

Jeremy checked my sleeping bags for snakes and creepy crawlies, then showed me how to make myself comfortable and safe inside, handing me an inflatable camping pillow to lift my head. He deliberately positioned my bed so I could see across the gap into the tent where Alfie struggled for survival.

When I closed my eyes, I wondered how much my feelings had changed in a week. I had become attached to Agnes and Jeremy, more to him if I was honest, and not just because he looked like my husband.

Jeremy turned me on. It was plain and simple, and mostly, it was because of his wonderful personality. I noticed many distinguishing and personality features that separated him from Charlie, and honestly, if I ever wanted a new boyfriend, he would be my choice.

But I could live without another man, and I certainly wasn’t going to wreck Jeremy’s chances of happiness and the opportunity to raise a family. 

At thirty, I felt Jeremy’s youthful strength, energy, and overwhelming love of life. He was the same as Charlie at that age. Those qualities meant more to me now because it was like being with a younger version of my husband. At my older age, I appreciated Jeremy more than I had Charlie when I was thirty.

Fuck! That’s dangerous cougar-like thinking.

Having a young, vigorous man softly hitting on me felt profound, and I secretly enjoyed it. I stared at the lions who rested motionless, said one final prayer for our baby, smiled and nodded off to sleep, comforted that Jeremy, Annie, and Alfie were nearby.

When I mounted Jeremy’s cock, my tight pussy throbbed like the night my maidenhood was taken. I smiled down at my new lover, who was utterly in love with me, a bull my husband chose. I blew him a kiss just before sliding my tight, sticky hole down his rigid, gnarly cock, until it impaled me balls deep.

My body shimmered like moonlight dancing across a still lake while Jeremy fucked me hard, far more than ever, taking me and owning my heart. When I orgasmed, reached high to the stars with fingers trying to pluck one, and screamed unrestrainedly, I clenched my pussy tightly around Jeremy’s cock, milking his shaft until his warm seed splashed deep inside me.

When he orgasmed, I saw the most intense cum face, contorted in rapture and love, but I was confused because Jeremy smelled of coffee.

I didn’t care because I love coffee; in any event, my lover had just rocked my world.

I mean, quite literally, as I shook - Jeremy rocked my world.

“Jessica… are you awake?”

“Oh fuck!”

I blinked, squinted, and saw Jeremy’s hand resting gently on my shoulder. I panicked, stared at his crotch, relieved to see the fabric.

“Trousers, thank fuck.”

“I don’t understand, Jessica.”

“Sorry… nothing. I was-.”

Sliding down your cock.

“It’s nothing, honestly.”

To my utter relief, Jeremy was fully clothed, as was I, and still inside my sleeping bag - where there was no way I could have fucked him or anyone else. It was daylight or someplace inside the mysterious, glowing dawn bubble at least, and he stood over me, shaking my arm, smiling warmly while holding a coffee that smelled divine.

I’m definitely a fucking whore.

I reached up on one elbow, rubbed my eyes, took the coffee cup with a smile, and blinked my lewd dream away. Jeremy sat nearby, staring out of the tent, letting me welcome the morning with as much privacy as our campsite would allow.

“You were dreaming, Jessica.”

“I can’t remember, sorry.”

You know what you were dreaming about slut.

Oh fuck, what have I done?

“You moaned a lot and called out for Charlie - I thought offering a gift while waking you was best. I know you are rarely cranky in the morning, but I wasn’t sure if Alfie’s situation affected that.”

“Coffee is a lovely gift in the morning, especially in bed - thank you. How is Alfie?”

“The vets rushed over a few minutes ago. I waited for you so we could find out together. Shall we join them?”

I got out of the sleeping bag faster than a penguin glides through water. I felt shocked because of a sticky feeling in a place I never imagined could get so wet. My panties felt warm and moist, which was familiar, but the excessive dampness in my gusset felt odd. My shame shone brightly in both burning red cheeks, and I was self-conscious of my aroused state, but Jeremy was oblivious.

We speed marched fifty meters to Alfie’s tent, where both vets were busy, panicking me. Tears welled in my eyes, my heart quickened, and my mouth was parched like the ground around us. The vet’s silence felt ominous as we closed the final few meters.

When I reached Alfie, I saw a motionless ball of fur tucked close into his mother as though she held him in a deathly coddle. I slid down to my knees, crying.

“No, please… no!”

When he heard my voice, Alfie’s eyes sprung wide open, sparkling with a childlike zest for life, albeit slightly weak. He was suckling milk from his Mom, who looked wholly relieved.

I thought Annie caught my eye and moaned at me, a less forlorn effort than last night. The vet pumped a syringe of something into Alfie while tears of joy rolled down my cheeks. I trembled from nervous overload as my emotions ran wild. The female vet put an arm around my shoulder, smiling happily, as did Jeremy, and I blubbed like a baby, rejoicing that our tiny cub survived.

The vet stood and smiled at Annie and Alfie, looking incredibly proud. He looked at me, reached out a hand, and we shook. Then he cried, too.

“I feel good, Jessica - we did a wonderful thing here. Thank you.”

“No thanks are necessary - send me an invoice.”

“Oh, I will, but this moment takes me back to when Charlie found Annie. I’m sure she knows there is a connection with you. Whoever Alfie is in your life, I hope he visits soon to meet his namesake.”

I did an awful thing at that moment. With Annie lying on the floor feeding Alfie, we crowded around as best we could, and I took a selfie, sending the image to my family Whatsapp Group.

A reply came almost instantly.

“Who is that Grandma?”

“Annie is the lioness Grandpa saved when she was a baby, and her son, Alfie, is the baby we rescued last night.”

There was silence in the chat, and I watched three wavy dots of someone typing. It was my daughter, Annie.

“We are on our way, Mom. Love you. Send Annie and Alfie our love.”


Chapter Thirteen

A Noble Deed

◆◆◆

Something inside me transformed. Excitement welled, pushing away the dark recesses where my negative thoughts had festered for almost a year of my husband’s illness and the subsequent grief of his passing.

The sun rose like a blazing furnace, squeezing the chill from my muscles and bones, warming and exciting me. My heart was lifted, and I cried joyfully, wiping tears across my cheeks and smearing the scant makeup and mascara I had put on the previous morning.

Kenya was alive with raw, unblemished life, and I was part of that wild tapestry. The trees perked up, and small insects living in or on the hard-packed red soil warmed and scurried quickly, hunting or evading other predators. Immense distant snow-capped peaks were visible, their overnight mist burned off by the bringer of life - Sol had arrived for another day.

I stared down at Alfie, feeding from his mother, who seemed unconcerned about the near-to-death experience. She had turned the page, caring only about her baby’s needs. The past was gone. Annie stared at me, and I felt her wisdom and power.

Africa spoke to me with a loud, proud, beautiful, wild voice. I must move on.

I felt overjoyed and leaped around like a little girl, holding both Jeremy’s hands. He danced with me, happy because I was. I had been stirred into life by a serendipitous double whammy - Alfie was alive, and my family would arrange to visit me soon in the house their Dad built.

I laughed, a bellowing roar that drew curious looks from everyone, including Annie. I stumbled, fell into Jeremy’s arms, hugging him longingly, and felt awkward because our moment was undeniably romantic. I was flirting outrageously with a man so often pushed away by my thorny discomfort and negativity.

I had dreamed about making love to him, too, something that conjured all manner of awkward, conflicting feelings.

As I settled down, I found myself grinning into Jeremy’s face and feeling exhilarated. I caught a glimpse of the female vet’s knowing smile and quickly stepped back, retrieving my fingers, losing part of my moment but not my enthusiasm to revive. I composed myself, smiled wistfully at him, and returned my attention to Annie and Alfie.

The vet was smiling with pride and happiness as he packed away his IV stand and other paraphernalia, so it seemed his job was done.

“Will Alfie be okay?”

“A few days of being wobbly on his feet, and he’ll be back to normal, although I don’t think this little cub will play with porcupines ever again.”

“Good. Oh, that’s great news.”

I was overwrought and turbocharged by so many emotions I sobbed, and Jeremy held me close. I did nothing to pull away this time because I needed his comfort, and he was a safe place. 

It was just a hug.

We helped the Rangers break camp while our Masai friends bid farewell with farmers’ chores to catch up on. Once everything was packed and only Jeremy and I remained, we sat on the hood of our truck, watching the pride move in to reclaim Annie and Alfie.

“It’s so beautiful here, Jeremy.”

“Africa is still a wild place. The beasts, people, and everything alive synergize. I love the early morning because you can smell the freshness of life.”

“I feel it as well. How will Annie and Alfie cope, Jeremy? I mean for water, food, and such like.”

“Annie will carry Alfie in her mouth to the nearest waterhole. The pride will protect and hunt for the mother and baby.”

“Do you think we will be allowed to approach him again?”

“Joy Adamson did it with Elsa at her Lake Naivasha lodge, which isn’t far away. The unpredictable nature of these beasts makes them interesting because they are wild in a way we are not. Lions, in particular, appeal to our indomitable spirit.”

“Indomitable spirit - I like that.”

“You are that indomitability, Jessica.”

“Now, that’s going too far - you are too kind.”

“I admire you immensely, and I feel proud to know you. I am sure your family and friends do, too.”

I burned with girlish pride and rocked back and forth on the sheet steel with my hands under my thighs. A massive male Lion stood alone, proud with a puffed-out chest and his magnificent mane blowing in a light breeze. With the blazing sun rising behind his head, the king of the jungle stared at me with all power and might, tossed his head, lifted it high, and roared, touching my heart.

It wasn’t a frightening noise; it was more like a call to tell any creature within earshot that he was there and no one should encroach. I pointed at him. 

“I don’t think I will risk approaching him soon, Jeremy.”

“I hope not.”

“Do you think they know we helped them?”

“Yes, for sure. They won’t consider you or me a danger unless we get too close, but lions are unpredictable, so you should never take them for granted.”

“It’s a shame because they would make wonderful pets otherwise.”

Jeremy leaped off the truck hood, turned, and held his hand out for me. It seemed fitting to jump down using his help, but when I ended up in his arms, I felt terrified.

“Sorry, Jessica - I didn’t mean to-.”

“I know. Don’t worry.”

He released me right away, despite my not wrestling free, and I smiled when he turned away. The moment between us felt nice, and I finally understood why my husband had persisted in finding me a new man. Charlie wanted someone to be with me, enjoying the precious moments he would miss. He called it living vicariously through Jeremy, but that was just my husband’s poetic imagination.

Jeremy was his own man, similar but different to my husband.

Inside the truck, I stared straight forward, enjoying our last moments of watching the pride while Jeremy turned our vehicle around.

“You are not Charlie.”

“I know that.”

“You are a completely different man. Not better or worse, just different. I am glad we know each other better because being introduced to you like some Charlie clone wasn’t very nice. I know he meant well, but my husband got that bit wrong.”

“He told me precisely what to say and how to behave with you. It was Charlie’s wish to shock you, hoping that eventually you would come around - not to me, of course, but to this place.”

“Maybe Charlie’s grand plan has some merit after all. I am sorry you’ve been so poorly treated, Jeremy.”

“I don’t see it that way. We became friends, which is plenty for me. I won, and I am sure Agnes feels the same way.”

The drive to my home was silent, spent in calm, relaxation, and reflection. As I raked through old memories, it was hard to find a moment outside family births when I felt as emotionally alive. My panties being damp as a result of a harmless erotic dream was nothing to be concerned about. 

Life was good with Alfie on the mend and my family planning to visit.

I felt deeply philosophical while the Mercedes rocked and rolled through deep, rutted trails as everything around me felt brighter. Eight days ago, I had been miserable, my constant demeanor since Charlie’s death; then, one flight, a bus, and a taxi brought me to a place where my unhappiness slowly dissolved like the mists atop snow-capped peaks. While my husband was sick and for six months after he passed, I cried almost all day, every day.

I felt joy and peace, with only happy memories springing forth.

Oh, Charlie, thank you.

I understood everything about my husband’s plan: Charlie’s desire that I move on with life, his goals for our Kenyan paradise when he realized he wouldn’t get to enjoy it with me, and why he chose Jeremy - it was clear.

On that final matter, he was wrong.

I turned to Jeremy and smiled disarmingly.

“Oh dear - what have I done, Jessica?”

“I want to explain something to you, Jeremy.”

“Will it make me feel sad?”

“I hope not.”

“Go ahead, please.”

“A man like you deserves children - lots of them. Like Charlie, you will make an amazing Dad and husband. You have patience, great character, and love, and any son or daughter will be blessed to call you father. I am sure a future wife will love and cherish you.”

“But not you, Jessica?”

“I am too old to give you what you deserve, Jeremy.”

“You still have your period. Nothing is stopping you from bearing more children if you wish.”

“Fuck! Does everyone know everything about me here?”

“Sorry, Jess.”

My cheeks burned brightly, but I felt surprised more than irritated by his straightforwardness. I prayed silently my husband hadn’t discussed our bedroom play with a man he lined up to replace him.

I chuckled and shook my head.

“What is it, Jessica?”

“Once Charlie gets the bit between his teeth, he rarely lets go, Jeremy. My point is that you deserve a woman your age or younger. A wife who can commit her whole life to you, have your babies, and with whom you can grow old.”

“You keep bringing this up, not me.”

“Yes… sorry. I feel you are owed an explanation.”

“We should probably just leave it from now on.”

“As you wish, honey.”

I felt dismissed and slightly embarrassed. Perhaps I had tried to school a man carrying a torch for me, but now he was tired of hearing me complaining. It was time to move on, be friends, and nothing more.

When we arrived home, it was mid-morning. I was in dire need of a shower and something to eat, as was Jeremy. My arousal and erotic dream made me feel emotionally vulnerable. It had happened before while I was happily married, and I knew Charlie had fantasies, too. Often, we shared those as kinky, fun moments, usually making love before describing the end of our dreams.

The guilt and shame I felt wasn’t destructive and hadn’t impacted negatively on me, so I pushed it aside.

In my bedroom, the tawdry panties went straight into the laundry along with everything else I wore, and I ignored a familiar aroma that accompanied sex with Charlie, almost running to the shower.

Once dressed in sweatpants and a T-shirt, I joined Jeremy and Agnes at the breakfast bar. Such was my hunger; I devoured two boiled eggs and half a cup of coffee before reaching for toast, pancakes, and fruit.

Agnes and Charlie sat around the bar, casually chatting, laughing, and joking. Their natural, wholesome characters made me feel like we had known each other forever.

“How do you deal with house finances, Agnes?”

“You and Charlie have joint checking, and a standing order pays housekeeping in cash to a house account Jeremy and I access. We are on the payroll through your accountants, and all other bills are settled by them or through direct debit.”

“It’s all slick then?”

“Charlie wanted everything to be smooth for you.”

“Have you any idea how much the joint account has in it? I don’t want anyone running short or any bills left unpaid.”

“You’ll have to ask your accountants, but I am glad you have chosen to stay, Jess.”

“What makes you think that?”

Agnes laughed heartily, rocking back and forth on her stool, pointing at me as though I were having a massive joke at her and Jeremy’s expense. Her infectious smile and deep, resonating laughter drew me in, and a moment later, we were all bent double in fits of giggles.

“Okay, okay… it’s true - I can’t leave. I don’t know why not… but I can’t.”

“You love Kenya, Jessica, and I am glad you do.”

“Me too, sweetheart. You and Jeremy have made me so welcome here.”

“We loved Charlie very much, even though his visits were rare. Your husband had a rare quality of respecting people with inherent love.”

“You and Jeremy are the same, Agnes. I love being part of your lives. Charlie was a great man and chose his friendship well with both of you.”

Agnes began clearing up, and Jeremy joined her immediately, insisting I relax. I couldn’t figure him out; he was similar to my husband but completely different. Neither of my new friends could do enough for me, but with Jeremy, it was different. He offered me an emotional buffer, the yin to my yang without payback. He asked nothing in return for his apparent devotion, backing off the moment I felt threatened or awkward, stepping in to protect or comfort me when I needed and allowed it.

Such a man was worthy of any woman.

When he brought me a fresh cappuccino, his smile brightened my day.

“Do you have plans for the day, Jessica?”

“You mentioned Charlie kept journals. I might find them and spend some time reading. Where are they kept, please?”

“In your safe.”

“I have a safe?”

“Under your bed. Isn’t that where it is in Maine?”


Chapter Fourteen

Treasure Trove

◆◆◆

When I stood up, I felt weak-kneed, so I sat down again, pretending nothing was wrong. Agnes was as sharp as a razor blade and came to my side, concerned for me, as was Jeremy.

“Are you okay?”

“Sorry, Agnes, I just need a minute.”

“Didn’t you know about the safe?”

“In Maine, yes, but it never occurred to me that my husband might have replicated it here. I missed that completely - my bad.”

“Charlie told us he would explain the money and the safe to you.”

I closed my eyes and remembered my husband’s dying words.

I left plenty of money in our safe under the bed to keep you for life.

I know you did, Charlie. You were the finest husband any woman could have.

I had completely missed the true meaning of Charlie’s words. Neither did I connect the dots, ever considering there might be a safe under the bed in Kenya. He was referring to a new treasure I had no idea about.

“He told me, but it was in his final moments, so I was confused and thought he meant the safe in Maine. I’m sorry - I-I, oh dear - how fucking dumb am I?”

I burst into tears, feeling foolish and as though I had let my husband down. Agnes held me tightly as though she were my much younger sister. In just over a week, she and Jeremy had reached into my heart, tugging the strings of friendship and love with their charm and decency.

I felt awful about the several times I had criticized Charlie for building something as fantastic as he had. My head swam with anger and frustration for being the architect of a weakness that attacked me every time a new dawn rose.

“I am sorry, Agnes.”

“No need to be sorry.”

“I feel as though I behaved atrociously.”

“I disagree.”

“I was doing so well today, and now look - I am a blubbering wreck again.”

“You are too hard on yourself, Jess - shall we enjoy a sherry together?”

“Sherry?”

“Remember, Kenya was once under British rule. We have cricket, Pimms o’clock, cucumber sandwiches, and sherry.”

“It’s not even mid-morning yet - I’ll be a middle-aged widow cliche.”

“Sherry is for an occasion, not a time of day, and in any case, somewhere in the world, it is evening. Jeremy and I will join you to be a cliche together.”

“Sherry would be nice.”

“You have something to celebrate too, Jess.”

“Alfie?”

“I meant the safe, but yes, the baby surviving is a triumph of love and his will. You and he are forever linked.”

She nodded to Jeremy, holding me warmly while he fetched three glasses and a bottle of Amontillado. He broke the seal like it was a tradition he and Agnes had long awaited, both beaming.

After Jeremy proposed a toast, we sipped.

“To an absent, much-loved man - Charlie.”

As I downed my glass of sherry, its warming allure burned my tongue and throat, leaving a glorious aftertaste that lifted me. I felt less emotional, more like the woman who danced around Alfie and Annie than the one who momentarily slipped back into grief. The people around me loved the same man I had, as did the children and grandchildren on their way to visit.

Charlie was gone, and I was done being silly. Agnes kissed my cheek, and I instantly felt better. She detached herself, smiling affectionately, confirming how lucky I was to have people close by who cared. They were here because of Charlie, and regardless of reason, I was glad.

“Another glass to fortify ourselves before lunch, Jessica?”

“Yes, please.”

“Are you okay? You suddenly look different - happier. Sherry doesn’t usually work so quickly.”

“I am very okay. I am resurgent, and the sherry helps.”

“Good.”

I drank two more glasses of sherry, becoming mildly tipsy, but at least the wobble in my knees was gone. I left my friends, heading for my bedroom to check on a safe I should have known was there. At the last moment, I turned and politely beckoned Jeremy.

“Can you please help me to move the bed, honey?”

“Of course.”

Jeremy didn’t need my help, singlehandedly moving the bed with ease, exposing the same model of safe we had in Maine. It was a large, strong box like a small kitchen table. I pointed at it with excitement surging.

“Charlie insisted on a large, sturdy safe.”

“It has the same combination as your wedding day.”

“How did you know that?”

“Charlie said that if you hadn’t arrived here within the first year after he passed away, we should contact a lawyer in Maine and arrange for the sale of this home and transfer the safe’s contents to you.”

“So he wasn’t sure I would come?”

“He said it was always your choice.”

I stared at the safe, slightly intimidated by what it might contain. Charlie often joked that it was fireproof and bombproof, too, but those safety features were not intended solely for the cash, gold, or precious gems— the safe in Maine contained our most treasured memories.

“Have you seen inside the safe, Jeremy?”

“Only when he asked for help loading everything in.”

“He trusted you.”

“Yes, of course. I must go now, Jessica. You should have a private moment.”

I hugged Jeremy completely unnecessarily, enjoying his warmth. I felt wanted by him, not because Charlie commanded or manipulated it, but by the man who had gained my trust faster than any other. I was sure his cock was hard and pressed into me, but I didn’t mind; there seemed no point in embarrassing a man for his natural reaction.

When he pulled away, Jeremy smiled, pointed to the safe, and left me, quietly closing the door behind him. I sat on the floor, staring at the safe. In Maine, behind the same door were three million dollars in art, gold, and precious gems, all of which I was determined would pass to my children along with the house.

But this was something else, and now, there were two houses.

I spun my wedding date into the tumbler, precisely as in Maine. When I tried the door handle, it shifted effortlessly and with a resounding clunk. It took all my strength to lift the door out of its housing, resting it on a solid steel rod to ensure I was safe from its closing.

What I saw inside the safe blew my mind, and I sat down and stared, eventually rolling back, staring at the ceiling and catching my breath. The safe was full - much more than in Maine.

“That’s more than three million dollars, Charlie.”

I elbowed back to sit crosslegged, staring inside my treasure trove. Let’s face it - what woman doesn’t enjoy opening the most expensive gift anyone gave her? A large black plastic tray with six deep compartments held diamonds, emeralds, rubies, sapphires, and two gems I didn’t know. Bundles of one hundred dollar bills were stacked at least a foot deep and four feet across with gold bars beside them like a bookend.

“Fuck.”

There were yellow post-it notes on everything, all handwritten by Charlie. I reached in and lifted out a massive album. Opening it, I saw all the same photographs we had stored in our safe at the Maine home we shared.

Our life story was retold from the day we met until Charlie left me. The note on the front was simple.

I know you need your loved ones close by, so I have copied everything precisely as it is in Maine.

There were four moleskin journals, each with another yellow note on the cover.

In case you want to know why I did this.

In case you want to know how I did this.

In case you are feeling lonely.

In case you want to leave.

I opened the last journal, intrigued by what my husband might say to me if he were here, and I was packed and ready to leave. I opened the book and saw a beautifully written message.

Dearest Jessica,

In case my efforts have been in error - I apologize sincerely. I know the end is coming for me, and I do this thing selfishly for myself because I can’t face doing nothing for you. You mean more to me than the entire sum of my life, and I do not say that lightly.

You have inspired my life, and in these final weeks, I need to make myself worthy of you.

I have raged against the dying of the light for you and us in the best way I know how. This place is for you, as it is the treasure I worked hard for over the years, investing carefully and taking dividends when I could, buying gems, gold, and other treasures you will find here.

I know you will pass on the contents in our safe in Maine to Annie and Chuck, but please, I beg you, to enjoy this wealth.

Everything in this safe is legal and tax-paid. Our accountants have all the necessary ledgers to prove this wealth is yours, free and clear. You can remove and move it anywhere in the world.

At my last calculation, in March, the contents of this safe were valued at $ 7,106,976.  

But now, you must go on, and this is my last surprise and parting gift. Whatever you choose to do, stay here, go to Maine, or backpack to a monastery in Tibet - I am with you in heart. If I erred with Jeremy, please don’t look back because of my folly - he must be your choice, not mine. If not him, another maybe - it is entirely up to you, as it always was.

I die a happy man, fulfilled entirely because of you, even though I leave prematurely. I have you to thank for my happiness.

Thank you, dearest wife. It is time for you to move on and for my manipulation to end. Nothing more is hidden from you - no secrets, just a world to explore and the money to do it. I brought you here. It’s up to you whether you stay.

With all my love, forever yours. Goodbye Jessica.

Charlie. Xoxo

P.S. - I named a lioness Annie after our daughter because she is similarly spirited. She is pregnant, and I have not left names behind for the cub when it is born. Please take care of that matter even if you are leaving.

I lay back on the floor laughing, clutching my husband’s journal to my chest. I was released of all demons, pleased there were no more surprises or challenges flung from Charlie’s grave.

“Thank you, Charlie. I promise to live on and maybe even find love again - but no matter, you will always be in my heart.”

“He knows.”

I spun my head around and saw Agnes smiling nervously at my open door, holding a cup of coffee. She looked highly apologetic.

“Sorry, Jess. I made you coffee and knocked, but there was no answer. Then I heard you talking… and, well, sorry.”

“Please come in. Coffee is perfect. I just let go of Charlie.”

“Did you get closure?”

“Yes, because my husband helped me. Had I not come here, my grief might have lasted years. One week later, I seem to have been transformed.”

“It’s been a few hours over nine and a half days.”

Agnes’s precise calculation of my stay made me laugh louder. Then I stared back into the safe, shook my head in disbelief, and beckoned her.

“Oh Agnes, I love it here so much. Come and sit with me. Call Jeremy, too, please.”


Chapter Fifteen

Amma

◆◆◆

My newest and best friends joined me, staring into the safe, grinning with the same joy I felt. They were happy for me. Sure, they would be pleased our home would survive my ordeal and that their futures were secure, but it was plain to see that money mattered less than people to Agnes and Jeremy.

“We can do wonderful things with this money.”

“It’s your money, Jessica.”

“Yes, Jeremy, but you and Agnes are part of my life, as I am part of yours. I feel attached.”

“Thank you. We appreciate it.”

“I have a favor to ask, please.”

“Anything at all, Jess.”

“May I meet Amma?”

“Of course - she is keen to meet you as well.”

“Can we go there now?”

“I will get the Mercedes ready.”

He sprung to his feet, leaving Agnes and me alone. She laughed under her breath, beaming happily.

“What is it, Agnes?”

“Nothing, dear.”

I closed the safe, and she helped me return the bed to its usual place. Charlie no longer occupied my every thought, nor did his grand plan. My husband would always be sacred in my memories and heart, but it was time to move on.

Agnes linked her arm through mine, escorting me to the front door, where she released me to Jeremy’s care.

I felt excited in the truck. The savannah shimmered from an intense heat haze in the distance, and the mountains were clouded by rapidly rising vapor from the forest below. The wilderness provoked my positive emotions as we passed one tiny community after another, each thriving with the day’s work.

“This place is surreal, Jeremy.”

“I am constantly reminded that we are not in control. Flash floods come, violent electrical storms tear down trees, light up the grass, and we respond, rescuing animals from raging torrents that appear suddenly or plucking them from fires that destroy the land.”

“It’s life’s opera playing constantly.”

I said it casually, in a dreamy state, but Jeremy latched on as though my words were prophetic.

“That’s profound, Jess.”

“It wasn’t intended to be. It’s the artist in me waffling.”

“You draw?”

“I paint, too.”

“You’ll enjoy doing that here. We must travel to Nairobi and buy supplies.”

“Oh, I can’t, Jeremy.”

“Why not? This place should be recorded in pencil, paint, and chalk - not just by camera. Imagine drawing Annie, Jessica, and…”

“Jeremy?”

“Perhaps. If you’d like to.”

“We’ll see, but a trip to Nairobi might be nice.”

The outskirts of town looked peaceful except for a faded red truck leaning over to one side on dodgy suspension. Jeremy stopped to allow the smiling driver with his heavy load to exit a small, brightly blue-painted steel warehouse that looked like a food depot.

Opposite was a school where children played during their break. The girls wore smart, bright yellow dresses with brilliant white blouses, while the boys wore black pants and shirts in the same yellow color as the girls’.

When around a hundred kids spotted Jeremy, they ran to the school’s red brick boundary wall, waving wildly and screaming like at a pop concert, grinning from ear to ear.

“Jeremy!”

“Jeremy!”

“Jeremy!”

He laughed and waved enthusiastically through an open window until we turned a corner and could no longer see them. Jeremy smiled at me and then laughed at my shocked look.

“What’s wrong, Jessica?”

“I’m stunned. Only pop stars get that sort of attention from kids. They adore you.”

“I love them too.”

“Why?”

“I am their soccer coach. We have a girls and boys team, and we combine them when the opposition can field a mixed team.”

“Soccer?”

“I teach cricket too. The kids around here love sport.”

“How many of them play?”

“Everyone.”

“Wow.”

The thrilled and loving looks in the kid’s eyes spoke of their genuine excitement to see their coach, and they sprinted over. I had never seen anything like the clamor they made, and I was sure the teachers must have a nightmare getting them back under control.

“You are a rock star, Jeremy.”

“I play guitar badly, but nobody cares except a few animals who bury their heads when I do it far out in the bush.”

“You’re amazing.”

“Amma always says that when your god blesses you with a gift, you must use it.”

We passed a few four-story apartment buildings with ground-floor coffee shops, street food vendors, and various small stores selling food, electronic goods, and clothes. 

“It wasn’t what I expected, Jeremy.”

“Did you think of mud and straw huts like you saw on the way in?”

“Yes… sorry.”

“People choose how they wish to live. In the town, we have a geothermal energy company working with the local Masai to develop power for everyone, and there are a few mining outstations and a garment sewing factory. We also have tourism, nice hotels, safari companies, and many ranger operations.”

“It’s thriving here.”

“Yes. That’s Amma for you.”

“She did all of this?”

“Amma is our community leader.”

“Like a mayor?”

“Amma isn’t elected. People follow her because she is wise, and we all love her.”

Nothing could have prepared me for the elderly lady with a world of love ingrained in her face when I saw her sitting outside her home on freshly stained decking. Her house was like mine, only half the size, but equally beautiful and with a much better-established garden.

Amma, wearing a massive smile, sprung from her chair when she saw the Mercedes. She was much faster on her feet than I thought possible for a woman I believed must be approaching her eighties. Jeremy slid quickly out of his vehicle, almost as it rolled to a stop.

When he hugged Amma, she looked happier than any woman I saw. Her smile and sparkling eyes spoke to an intense, motherly love. While hugging her son, she waved at me, then when Jeremy released her, she rounded the truck and opened the door.

“Welcome to Jeremy’s home, Jessica.”

“Thank you.”

Amma hugged me as I slipped out of my seat before my feet were planted on the floor. She smelled of fresh bread and apple pie, just like me on baking day.

“Have you been baking?”

“Yes. Apple pie.”

“I knew it.”

“I used your recipe but added cinnamon.”

“You got that from Agnes?”

“Charlie gave it to me. He talked about you endlessly. In this town, you are already famous. Will you join me for coffee and pie?”

“Yes, please.”

When Amma stared at me from across the coffee table while I tucked into a better pie than mine, I saw the wisdom Jeremy spoke highly of. You couldn’t help but fall utterly in love with her soft tone, kind face, and generosity. I was smitten and in a state of culture shock, mostly by seeing the intense love so many people had for Jeremy.

We talked for over an hour, and passersby spotting Jeremy waved or came over to talk. He spent half the time standing at a white picket fence talking to friends. Amma saw me watching him and smiled knowingly, so I shook my head.

“We’re not together, Amma.”

“Not yet, perhaps.”

“Not ever. Jeremy deserves more, much more than a woman past her prime.”

“Would you say that I am past my prime, Jessica?”

“No.”

“I am ninety-one.”

“Wow. You look incredible, but the thing is, Jeremy deserves children, and they deserve him.”

“Jeremy is my only child, and Ngai gave him to me on my sixtieth birthday. You are never too old to have children, one way or another. You should stop wasting time.”

I laughed but was desperate to change the subject as I became more attracted to a man I couldn’t have. 

“I hear you are a seamstress. Do you also make clothes?”

“I am a dressmaker, too. I worked in London for a while, but my heart was always in my home, Kenya.”

“Is that why the town has a sewing factory?”

“I set it up, but the town council runs it these days. We have more than three hundred people making suits and dresses sold all over the West End of London in fashion stores. We have contracts with high street clothing chains in Fifth Avenue, New York.”

“How did you do that, Amma?”

“Because we wanted to do it. You can have anything in life if you desire it enough. Now, what clothes do you want, Jessica?”

“Sun dresses that make me look part of this place.”

“You are already part of Kenya, but I understand what you mean - bright colors, exciting patterns.”

“Yes. Like the clothes Agnes wears.”

“I make all her dresses.” 

Amma spent another hour taking my measurements while we talked. She showed me several bolts of light cotton fabrics, beautifully dyed or printed, and I felt excited like any girl choosing new clothes. Her wisdom was incomparable, her character addictive, and her soul like the sun, radiating warmth everywhere.

As I spun slowly or stood still while she measured, I watched Jeremy out of the window. I didn’t see a bull my husband arranged. I saw the man, his greatness and zest for life, with a winning smile for his friends, a joyous clap, and laughter like rolling thunder.

By the time we left, I felt like I’d known Amma for a lifetime, enjoying her warm embrace and the intense love for the son she had rescued from under Ngai’s tree.

Back in the Mercedes, I was glad of a freezing blast of air-conditioning because the hottest part of the day was upon us.

“Home, Jessica?”

“Can I see the tree under which you were reborn, please?”

“Ngai’s Mugumo tree?”

“Yes.”

“Of course.”

When he parked in front of the tree, I could see why it was revered, with a steel railing fence around it to keep dogs at bay. The trunk was thick but low, so much that Jeremy could just about walk under the wide span of its branches.

“It’s like a vast umbrella.”

“Ngai’s tree is well tended and regularly cut. Many ficus thonningii trees grow wild, and the branches become twisted and unruly, but all revered.”

“Because of Ngai?”

“The Mugumo is widely regarded as a holy tree among the Agikuyu and Mount Kenyan tribes. When praying for rain, an elder sacrifices to Ngai by fanning the smoke of a roasted, fattened lamb up the tree, inviting him to descend from above the clouds for a feast.”

“I love it.”

“It is dry underneath when it rains. This is where I sheltered when Charlie found me.”

“Is that why your parents left you here? For shelter?”

“No. It’s because the bus to and from Nairobi stops here. My parents told me to wait underneath the tree, and then they stepped onto the bus without me.”

“Holy fuck.”

“It was the best day of my life, Jessica.”

He pointed down the end of the street, and I saw a faded red bus approaching. It had a Nairobi to Dol Dol sign on a slanted tumbler above the windscreen. On my epic journey to Kenya, I chose to take a bus from Nairobi and then a taxi from Nanyuki, avoiding the dog leg that Dol Dol added to my trip.

Looking at the bus, I was glad I did.

I understood why Jeremy said it was the best day of his life because no matter that awful moment when his parents abandoned him, he lived happily afterward. Amma was an incredible woman, as were the people of this small region, locked in a paradise few realized existed.

Jeremy returned to the Mercedes, fetched a large blanket, and spread it underneath the vast network of intricately entwined branches.

I lay on my back beside him, enjoying the shade and staring at a marvel above.

“It looks like a network of sorts, Jeremy.”

“This is life - everything is connected to everything else.”

“I love Ngai’s tree.”

“Wonderful things happen underneath this blessed guardian, Jess.”

I rolled over and stared at Jeremy, who smiled beautifully. Our faces were close; his loving eyes locked with mine, and his lips looked sweet, hungry, delicious, reddish, and pouting, desperate to be kissed. His cheeks flushed a luscious speckled scarlet, and I could no longer resist.

My heart pounded, and I flushed with goosebumps and a trembling sensation that sent my soul wild. I was free to choose and do what I wished, how it was meant to be. I shivered when Jeremy’s eyes melted my heart.

He moved gradually closer, and I held my ground, encouraging him with my eyes and a smile I hoped he would see as romantically inclined.

As Jeremy closed in, my heart fluttered wildly, and it felt like my rib cage might crack. My stomach knotted severely as if I were sixteen and walking out the door with my prom date. I felt Jeremy’s kiss from inches away, yearning for him to seal his lips to mine.

“Mom, is that you?”

“Whoa!”

I rolled over and stared up.

“Annie?”

“Of course, Annie. It’s only been ten days. Don’t you recognize me?”

I leaped to my feet, joy surging like a rising tide conquering a golden sandy beach, hugging my daughter. Over her shoulder, I saw my son, his wife, and my grandchildren waving, shouting, and racing across from the bus to greet me.

I stepped back and stared at my daughter in disbelief.

“How?”

“After seeing Annie and Alfie, everyone agreed we would take the next flight here, and, well, here we are. We wanted to surprise you.”

“I am truly blessed.”

As my family descended on me, I collapsed onto the blanket, inundated by their love and hugs. Between kisses, I caught glimpses of Ngai’s network of life above, and I wondered for a moment if perhaps the stories must be true.

I cried when three grandchildren lay on top of me because these treasures were the most valuable in my life. When they released me to sprint endlessly around Ngai’s tree, I stood and brushed off a few twigs, taking my son and daughter’s hand.

I introduced Jeremy, who seemed far less surprised than me. As we strolled to our Mercedes, I thanked the stars that we had a seven-seater. It would be crammed tightly with eight, but it should have been one more.

I took my daughter’s hand and drew her aside while Chuck helped Jeremy find a taxi to carry the luggage. She grinned, full of life and excited to be with me.

“Where is Jack?”

“I filed for divorce the day after you left. It’s time to start again with no cheater in my life.”

“Good for you, honey.”

“I’m over him, Mom… it took years to get to this point, but I want a fresh start.”

“You sure arrived at the right place for that, Annie.”


Chapter Sixteen

My Storm

◆◆◆

I sat in the back of the Mercedes with my grandchildren. It had been less than two weeks since we said goodbye in Maine. They usually visited three to four times a week and always on a Sunday, but I had missed them terribly despite the short passage of time.

It felt like we’d spent a lifetime apart. My youngest grandson stared into my eyes, enlivening me with his zest for life.

“How is Alfie the lion, Grandma?”

“He is very well, sweetheart. Our rangers are following the pride and ensuring he’s healthy.”

“And Annie?”

“She’s magnificent.”

“Can we visit them?”

“Once you rest, we can go with Jeremy and visit the whole pride. But you must promise not to leave the truck.”

“I promise.”

Alfie cuddled close to me, and I saw his eyes filling with exhaustion as his lids flickered and his body headed toward shutdown. He was running on fumes, having endured a far more arduous journey than mine, motivated by seeing me. My two granddaughters were asleep while Chuck sat beside Jeremy like a nodding dog.

Only my indomitable Annie remained alert, smiling like she had in days when Jack was a better husband. She glanced at me every few minutes, giggling excitedly, engrossed by the landscape I’d fallen in love with.

Alone with my thoughts, I wrestled with conflicting emotions. I had allowed myself to be drawn to Jeremy to the point where he had almost kissed me. But now, that fleeting moment of freedom, when my body had trembled with high emotions, felt like a distant dream, regardless of how much I wanted him in the moment.

I’m not ready, but maybe one day.

Being twenty years older than a man you are attracted to is challenging. I had lived a life Jeremy had yet to enjoy. It felt like I was robbing him and a perfect other wife of their happiness. I would become old long before Jeremy reached my current age, and what then? When I passed away or couldn’t keep up, our children and grandchildren would be denied the boundless love I should be able to give.

When we arrived home, Chuck and Jeremy ferried the luggage to the living room like pack mules while Annie, Chuck’s wife Savannah, and I carried sleeping children to the bedrooms Agnes had organized upon receiving Jeremy’s excited call.

I saw the perfect version of my life as I stood in the living room, enjoying a momentary flurry of family activity with hugs, smiles, and more kisses between family and friends. Jeremy and Agnes worked tirelessly to make sure everyone around them was comfortable.

Agnes carried bundles of clothes to the laundry room, managing the sudden population explosion in my home seamlessly and impressively. When the bedroom doors closed for my family to bathe and rest, I was left alone with Jeremy in complete silence.

He approached me slowly, smiling, saying nothing except how much he loved me through sparkling eyes that melted my heart. I wanted him intensely but couldn’t, denial being the only possible means for Jeremy to be happy.

When he reached close enough to kiss, I placed my palms on his chest and felt love’s beating heart rising and falling on an ocean of devotion; I wanted to cry a river of tears forever.

“I am sorry, Jeremy.”

“What for?”

“We almost kissed at the Mongumo tree, and I had no right to take what I cannot keep.”

“I want to be yours forever, Jessica.”

I want you so much.

“It’s impossible.”

“Are you pushing me away again?”

“Not pushing honey… encouraging you to find someone more appropriate.”

“It doesn’t seem fair that I can’t have what I want.”

“Life rarely is fair, honey. Trust me, you are better off-.”

“Don’t finish that sentence, please, Jessica. It’s insulting to my love for you.”

With tear-filled eyes, Jeremy walked past me and out the front door without looking back. I heard the Mercedes door close; then it backed slowly into the garage beside the house. I would console Jeremy later once he calmed down, knowing I had selfishly tortured a young man in love with a kiss that wasn’t mine to give him.

Agnes returned from the laundry, all smiles, searching everywhere for the others.

“They have all gone to bed.”

“And where is Jeremy?”

“Deeply unhappy.”

“Oh Jessica, for such an intelligent and wonderful woman, you are often very dumb.”

“What is that supposed to mean?”

“Hah, come on - will you deny to me that you love Jeremy?”

“We are not having this conversation.”

I retreated to my bedroom, opened the safe, and began leafing through my husband’s journals. I wasn’t glum about him or anything related to the life we had enjoyed, but I was distraught to have tinkered childishly once again with the emotions of a fine man.

As I read the story about how my Kenyan home came to be, the details of Charlie’s long-term project fascinated me. His end result was glamorous, but getting there was unadulterated corporate drudgery.

I took the journals to his office, checked the hard drive, and found a massive archive dating back years. I discovered a tsunami of emails, phone call logs, spreadsheets, contract documents, and hard work on his part, all done while we raised a family together. Charlie had invested in mining—gold, emeralds, diamonds, and other precious gems and metals. Rather than take an annual dividend payment based on shareholding, my husband accepted the treasure that now lay beneath my feet.

I followed a paperwork trail of Charlie’s hard work. As I audited thoroughly, I noticed every company he registered, shareholding rights document, bank statement, and safety deposit box leasing arrangement were always in both our names.

He did it for us.

As evening approached, I strolled into the living room, where Annie helped Agnes with what smelled like an incredible roast beef. I marveled at how effective my housekeeper was and how she always smiled, laughed, and dealt with people in a friendly way regardless of pressure or challenge.

She would undoubtedly be the new Amma one day.

“Where’s Jeremy?”

Agnes suddenly looked panicked, and my heart stopped. Her eyes glanced here and there, then nowhere - anywhere except directly at me. I felt sick as grief struck me hard, knowing something awful had happened. A storm hit suddenly outside, with thunder and lightning announcing a theatre of destruction.

Heavy rain pelted our roof, and my first tear rolled down my cheek. Agnes handed me a note, beautifully written. It was from Jeremy.

Darling Jessica.

I love you with all my heart, like a soulmate I can never have. I watch you grow precisely as expected, but I fear there is no room for me to exist in your heart. Since love’s cruel beguilement diminishes me every minute that I cannot love you, I must take my leave because this frail heart cannot suffer more loss than I have already endured.

You will prevail because your strength is greater than any woman I ever met.

To that end, I wish you the very best in love and life, Jessica.

Forever Yours…

Jeremy.    

I stared at Agnes, shocked to my core, shaking, feeling confused, and incredibly sad.

“Jesus Christ. Jeremy left?”

“He ran away, Mom. Agnes doesn’t want to tell you, but I will. He left hours ago.”

“Why didn’t anyone say something?”

“I was sleeping, and he begged Agnes to let him go.”

“I… umm, I’”

“Agnes told me everything about him, you, and it sounds to me like you fucked up.”

“You are siding against me too, Annie?”

“There are no sides, Mom.”

I dried my tears, sniffed deeply, and screwed up my face, trying desperately to hold on to my emotions while feeling completely overwhelmed. Annie rushed across the room and held me tightly, instantly making me feel much worse. Her unconditional love, Agnes’s misery, and my poor, sobbing heart confirmed I had made a terrible mistake.

My daughter stared into my eyes like a reflection of me and Charlie.

“This has nothing to do with Dad.”

“He was my soulmate.”

“It seems you have a new one, and I wish you the best. Anyone could see that Jeremy loves you by how he was about to kiss you when I blundered in. His eyes track your every move; his devotion to you and your family is beyond doubt. I wish a man loved me like that, Mom.”

I cringed and face-planted into both palms, groaning loudly.

“I’ve been so stupid.”

“You must find him.”

“Jeremy will go to Amma for sure.”

“Then go and fetch him home, Mom.”

I looked over her shoulder at Agnes, who smiled despite tears running down her cheeks. She ripped tissues from a box, drying her eyes.

“Do you agree with Annie?”

“Of course I do. I explained everything to her… how much Jeremy loves you, how stubborn you are, and… well, I am sure you can guess the rest.”

“Will he be at Amma’s?”

“Not for long. Jeremy won’t stay where you can find him in case it causes more heartache. He’ll be long gone soon enough, but he will surely visit Amma to say goodbye.”

“Seriously Agnes? Is the situation so bad that Jeremy would leave town?”

“He will leave Kenya. Most likely, Jeremy will never return. I think you understand how much that man loves you, and it has nothing to do with Charlie.”

“He won’t leave Amma.”

“His mother will wish him well. She knows her son must follow his heart.”

I panicked, clenching my fists so tightly my knuckles went white. I felt cold and weakened, with flushed cheeks and nervousness wreaking havoc through me like the storm outside, bending branches and tearing off leaves.

“How do I get to Amma’s house now, Agnes?”

“In my truck.”

“May I borrow it?”

“No… but I will drive you there, although you must change into something more practical than a sun dress.”

“I haven’t the time. Let’s go, please.”

Outside, the storm was violent, as though sent by the gods to punish me. Rain lashed us as we ran to Agnes’s truck. Annie insisted on coming with us, determined to join my tragic journey to its conclusion.

Agnes’s battered blue and white Ford F150 was clean and comfortable inside. The faithful Hemi V8 block roared reassuringly to life like a rampant lion rising to combat. I felt terrified and excited, but mostly, I was desperate to find a man I had fallen deeply in love with.

She didn’t spare the horses, slamming the gas pedal one moment, standing on the brakes the next, slewing into muddy, almost flooded bends in the trail like my life depended on it. When we sank into a giant puddle, Agnes used four-wheel drive to plow our way free as the power of mud-plugger tires wrenched her truck through a massive storm.

Dol Dol town was deserted as rain swept the streets, hammering off corrugated iron roofs like machine gun fire. I was soaked through, shivering like a leaf, emotionally exhausted, and running on fumes. In the distance, I saw our Mercedes parked outside Amma’s house. I felt enormously relieved - one chance remained, and I was determined not to mess it up.

I slipped out of the passenger’s seat before the truck came to a complete stop, sprinting for the front door through driving rain that soaked any part of me that had remained remotely dry. I slapped the solid wood hard with both palms, sounding like thunder.

“Please, Jeremy - let me in.”

The door opened, and I almost fell across the threshold. Amma looked shocked, and I saw that she was crying. I hugged her tightly, glad that some part of Jeremy’s life was close enough for me to touch.

“Please… can I see Jeremy?”

“He left over an hour ago.”

“What? My truck is outside.”

“He left the keys to your vehicle and said I was to return it.”

“Where did he go?”

“A friend took him to the airport. Jeremy is on his way to Nairobi. He won’t ever come back, Jessica.”

“Why not?”

“Because he can’t have you.”

“I need to find him, Amma. His phone is switched off.”

“It’s here with me, honey.”

In her palm, I saw Jeremy’s phone, small, lifeless, like a tablet of my doom. I wept, wiped my tears, and sniveled miserably, then tossed my head back and screamed. Water dripped onto Amma’s floorboards from the hem of my short dress like a puddle of tears.

“I must find Jeremy.”

“Let him go. He deserves happiness.”

“I will make him happy, Amma. I want to find him.”

“I hope if you do, there will be no more heartbreak for my son.”

“I promise there won’t be.”

“He has suffered enough, Jessica.”

“I know.”

I ran from Amma’s arms to the truck, soaked to the skin, not wishing to waste another minute. The storm raged around me, swirling powerful winds that lifted debris, throwing it at me. Inside the truck, I composed myself, then pointed straight ahead.

“Nairobi airport, please, Agnes.”

“It’s almost a day’s drive away, and the roads will be dangerous in this weather.”

“I can take the Mercedes. You go home with Annie. This is all my fault.”

“No chance of that happening.”

Agnes slammed her foot to the floor, and we took off. I had no idea what else to do but chase the man I loved dearly. My temples bulged and ached, and thoughts of romance, love, and doom flooded my head, causing me to sob like a baby.

Annie gently touched my shoulder, leaning forward from the rear seat.

“Stop crying, Mom.”

“I can’t help it. I’ve been so stupid.”

“No, you haven’t. Think about what you will say to Jeremy when we catch up.”

“I have no idea, but I don’t want him to leave.”

“Dad would be happy.”

“Do you think so, Annie?”

“I can’t remember a single moment in my life when that man didn’t want the best for all of us.”

As we sped through town far too quickly, something caught my eye, and an idea sprung into my head with a voice urging me.

“Stop!”

“What is it?”

“Please stop, Agnes. I need to pray.”

She pulled over, and I flung the door open, leaping into the storm. Ngai’s Monguno tree caught my eye. I had to believe there was power in this place. Kenyan people believed it, and my Jeremy did, too.

I ran across the grass, barely able to see through sheets of driving rain, slipping twice, covering myself in mud until I reached the safe umbrella under which I had almost kissed my beloved. It was dry underneath the tree, and I wiped the mud and water from my face. I looked like Jessica, aged six, who played out in the rain forty-four years ago, soaking wet, wearing a filthy dress with mud clinging to my kneecaps and shins.

I fell to my knees again, drew my palms together, and prayed desperately to the broad trunk before me.

“Please.”

“Please, Ngai.”

“I need your help. I am truly sorry, but I beg you to let me find Jeremy. I want him so much. Just like Gikuyu’s daughters needed a husband, I need him.” 

The storm intensified, but somehow, I was protected in a bubble under the immense Munguno tree and its network of life. I prayed silently, closing my eyes, willing and urging god to help me.

“Hello, Jessica.”

“Jeremy?”

“Yes. It’s me. You can open your eyes.”

I opened my eyes in disbelief and saw my beloved kneeling inches away. He was soaking wet, with eyes bulging from an ocean of tears. Jeremy was covered in mud, with love sparkling in his eyes.

“How are you here?”

“I came here to pray before leaving. I pleaded with Ngai to bring me a wife. It seems my prayer was answered under the Monguno tree.”

“Do you have anyone specific in mind?”

“There has only ever been you, Jessica.”

“I’m very sorry, Jeremy.”

“No apology, please, darling.”

“I love you, sweetheart. If you’ll forgive me, I want you so badly.”

“I love you too, Jessica.”

I flung myself at Jeremy, kissing him deeply. His lips seared against mine in a kiss so intense it swept me away. My body tingled, and the power of love consumed me as his tongue danced in my mouth, matching the storm’s intensity.

I was Jeremy’s, and he was mine.

When we stood, Jeremy held me close. I was entirely his, in a union blessed under the Monguno tree by Ngai. He stared down at me and smiled lovingly, reassuringly.

“Shall we go home, Jessica? I heard roast beef is on the menu.”

“Yes, darling. We can eat after we shower together.”

“In your bedroom?”

“In our bedroom, Jeremy.”

“Really?”

“I’m not wasting another minute.”      


Chapter Seventeen

Warming My Heart... And Panties

◆◆◆

The storm intensified after we sprinted from the Mugumo tree, hand in slippery hand, giggling like carefree children despite being engulfed by a dangerous storm. Bolts of lightning that already felt too close for comfort suddenly hit a tree a few hundred meters away, cleaving it in half. Both sides burst into flames, and my heart soared with excitement.

The monsoon rain continued, blowing down the street in gusts that lifted my body as we raced for the truck. Rolling thunder barrelled across the land like love’s victorious drum roll.

When we arrived at Agnes’ truck, Annie threw the door open, grinning from ear to ear as she leaped out. She hurriedly shook Jeremy’s hand, then quickly dodged out of our way, diving into the truck’s front seat and leaving the entire rear bench for us.

We were covered in red mud and soaking wet, so my new boyfriend leaped out of the vehicle, ran to a nearby Landrover driven by his friend, and hauled his luggage to our truck. As he rifled through a rucksack, I laughed.

“What on earth are you doing?”

“I have dry clothes for you, Jessica.”

“In my size?”

“Any size will do, right?”

I felt young and vibrant, tingling from head to toe using Jeremy’s towel to dry myself, then covering my body while I slipped into a pair of sweats he offered me. When he slipped off his soaking wet jeans, I sneaked a peek at what I could expect to enjoy later and saw a thick, long cock wrapping around to one side in his boxer briefs.

I shivered from excitement and desperately wanted Agnes to use a heavy foot and get us home.

Throughout the return journey, I held Jeremy’s hand tightly, interlocking my fingers with his, snuggling close, and placing my head on his shoulder. I sighed, finally happy, falling more deeply in love as every moment passed.

He glanced at me frequently, constantly checking in on how I was.

“Are you okay, Jessica?”

“My life is perfect now.”

“Mine too.”

The closer we got to our home, the happier I felt, becoming a frisson of excitement when we arrived because I knew we were moments away from making love. As I stepped out of the truck, the storm cleared, replaced by an immense rainbow landing where we stood. Bright, hot sun breached dark clouds, casting slivers of hope at my feet, almost as though Ngai forgave my folly.

My heart pounded, and I felt light on my feet, spurred by bottomless positivity and boundless love, as my family raced down the path and hugged me. They had been worried despite the familiarity of my home. While we were reunited, Agnes went ahead to check on the roast beef, which she had turned down to minimum heat before we left.

Chuck suddenly spun around inside my house, staring at me, carrying Jeremy’s suitcase. He glanced at the luggage, then at me, looking awkward. His mouth was agape, and his jaw dropped as he begged for my help.

“Where am I putting this suitcase, Mom?”

The world stopped spinning, and I stared at my son, frowning deeply while my heart pumped so hard I thought it might explode. Annie giggled from somewhere behind me. Jeremy looked terrified, and Agnes stared across from the kitchen like she was waiting for the seventh lottery number, having correctly guessed six.

My heart skipped a beat while my body decided long before the words left my lips.

“Put Jeremy’s things in my bedroom, please, son. He should live with his girlfriend.”

“Good for you, Mom.”

Chuck hugged me, which felt nice, but I was way past family reunions and needed no more validation - I was sure this decision was right. Thoughts of love and lust consumed me, my body quivered enthusiastically, and my pussy warmed while I was overwhelmed by a desperate need to make love.

I wanted to seal our love, lock my bedroom door, get my boyfriend naked, and enjoy him.

With Jeremy’s luggage set down on my bedroom floor, I made excuses to usher everyone except him out of our bedroom. With the door locked, I wasted no time and leaped into his arms, wrapping both legs around his waist with my arms around his neck. Jeremy was sturdy as a mountain, with a rippling muscle mass I was about to enjoy.

His lips felt like warm honey, soft and sweet, and his tongue urgently sought mine, exploring deeply, making love to me before a scrap of clothing was removed. While I sizzled and exploded, his powerful hands cupped my ass cheeks, prising them open suggestively, clenching tightly through soaking wet panties with talon-like fingers.

I was buzzing so much that I felt sure our kiss would go down in history, like Jack and Rose's first kiss in front of the Titanic. I stared into his lust-filled eyes, conveying all the love and devotion I possessed.

“Make love to me, please, Jeremy.”

“It will be my pleasure.”

“We must shower first. I have mud and grit everywhere.”

“I could clean you with my tongue.”

“Oh, trust me, you will afterward.”

Jeremy lowered me to the ground, and we both got busy tearing each other’s clothes off. Suddenly, we were naked, and his look of love and admiration answered my prayers. His eyes lit up, sparkling like a firework-filled night sky, and my new boyfriend looked every bit like the man who got all he ever wanted.

His muscular body was beautiful with no fat anywhere, all lean, powerful muscle - all man… gorgeous, great, and wonderful man. The air conditioning blasted cold, and my nipples tightened, engorged, and became rock solid, but I didn’t hide them, proudly enjoying his stunned looks.

“You are so gorgeous, Jessica.”

“I’m all yours now - forever.”

“I feel so much love for you.”

“I love you too, Jeremy.”

When Jeremy rolled a nipple between his forefinger and thumb, I trembled from head to toe and gasped noisily, tapping my forehead against his in submission. I slowly slid my flat palm down his six-pack, fingers tingling, enjoying each speed bump and ripped crease on the way to his crotch.

My fingers rifled gently through his soft pubic bush before I wrapped them halfway around his cock, squeezing tightly.

“Oh, my Jeremy.”

“Is there something wrong?”

“This is a very long, thick cock. I haven’t had anything that size inside me before.”

“I’ll be gentle, Jessica - I will always be gentle.”

“I know.”

I wanted to fuck him right then and there, but after Jeremy kissed me, he cradled me in his arms, carrying me into the wet room where he turned on our rainfall shower. Hot water searing my tingling skin felt good, flushing chilly, prickly goosebumps as my body steamed and soaked with bright red mud draining down my shins onto the marble floor.

Jeremy lifted a sponge and lathered it in my favorite Horace orange blossom & petitgrain superfatted soap bar. His touch was incredibly gentle, and I felt like a virgin, warming and trembling to the command of his fingertips. When Jeremy leaned me forward, placing my palms on the glass wall partition, I spread my feet wide apart, not putting up any resistance when he fingered my pussy from behind while kissing and licking the length of my spine.

I relaxed, enjoying when my lover slid two fingers inside my sticky hole. I squeezed back, enjoying gripping his digits, a prelude to milking my lover’s giant cock. Jeremy licked and sucked his fingers, desperate to taste me, activating every lewd synapse in my brain, which promptly exploded in sexual and emotional overload.

“You taste amazing, Jessica.”

“That feels incredible.”

“Will you turn around, please?”

“Are you sure?”

“I want to go down on you.”

“I like that a lot.”

Having my pussy licked was my favorite thing in the whole world. When I spun around, Jeremy lifted my right leg with a hand gently gripping behind my knee. While I rested back on the glass wall, he gently placed my thigh on his shoulder, and my calf rested down his back.

My pubic bush was tidy. I subconsciously knew or at least hoped this would happen, so I tidied up my lady garden a few days prior. I used the excuse of being able to finger myself better, but who was I kidding? My heart was lost to Jeremy the moment we met - I needed a journey in love and got that from the man I was now making love to.

When we met, something about his wholesome smile, confidence, and loving personality won me.

When Jeremy’s fingers parted my pubic bush, and his tongue darted between swollen labia, he gasped, then I did as he plowed the length of my creamy slit, turning me on after a long sexual slumber. I held his head tightly between both hands, moaning loudly while leaning back and inching my toes wider apart so he got better access to my pussy.

Jeremy was an expert cunnilingus practitioner, licking me better than I had ever been, plowing his tongue up and down my creamy furrow while I trembled like a leaf, rising to a tumultuous orgasm. He clenched his lips around my clitoris and sucked hard, sending me into sexual hyperspace, screaming noisily, on the cusp of an earth-shattering orgasm.

“Please lie down, Jeremy. I must fuck you right now.”

He rolled onto his back with the rain shower pelting his gorgeous body, and I saw nine inches of solid, thick, circumcized cock standing to attention. I drooled, and my pussy tingled sympathetically, lit on fire by the sight of Jeremy’s magnificence. Outside, I tingled throughout the length and swollen, fleshy thickness of my labia, while inside my hole, a tight tunnel begged to be stretched wide, leaking sticky hormones, preparing to be fucked.

I squatted over the top of Jeremy’s swollen glans. I wanted so much to suck his cock, but I wasn’t sure it would fit down my throat, and in any case, my pussy was in dire need - I was sure he understood. When I aimed it at my fuck hole, his cock felt solid in my fist, throbbing like a locomotive piston under full braking. He was full of youthful seed that would soon swim deep inside me.

I wanted his cock to stretch me so severely that as I slid down onto it, my gaze never averted from his, and I took in every moment.

I frowned and gasped in disbelief, enjoying his ecstatic expression when his immense cock head spread my fleshy, blood-engorged pussy lips wide apart. When I sank Jeremy’s cock halfway inside me, it felt like my first time. My pussy’s entrance hole and the soft tissue walls inside stretched wide as I cried out joyously, enjoying how much his cock filled me.

Jeremy smiled lovingly at me when he cupped my ass cheeks in both hands, steadying me as my pussy slid further down his cock, filling me up completely. I placed my hands on his chest and felt the heart of a lion thumping against his tight muscle mass, signaling utter desire and devotion for me.

I relaxed my quadriceps and slid all the way, bottoming out, impaling myself on Jeremy’s gnarly shaft, enjoying the pleasure of his wiry pubes rasping against my swollen, sticky clitoris. I moaned constantly while the soft tissue walls of my pussy were reshaped, even as I squeezed back hard, milking my beloved’s cock.

His cock’s immense girth felt amazing inside my pussy, stretching me so wonderfully that I tingled, warming on an ocean of hormones that made me feel intensely happy. Any last anxiety I had was thoroughly assuaged as I began riding Jeremy’s cock hard.

We fucked for ten minutes, and my pussy widened, getting more sticky, squelching on the inward stroke as my cream squeezed out. My boyfriend gasped and moaned, a clear indication he would soon orgasm. I beat him to it, screaming noisily while sliding my tight pussy up and down his cock so hard and fast it was like a piston nailing my cervix.

While my body shuddered in utter ecstasy, I watched Jeremy’s face contort and felt his cock jerk so vigorously that his circumcised head buried deep in my pussy lining as he squirted a long, hot rope of semen inside me.

“You’re cumming inside me.”

“Is it okay, Jessica? I forgot to ask.”

“I would have it no other way, sweetheart. I want your seed swimming deep inside me every night.”

“I love you so much, Jess.”

“I love you too, honey, which is why, when we are ready, I will love to carry and bear your children.”

“Are you sure?’

“Never more so about anything.” 


Chapter Eighteen

Soulmates

◆◆◆

With my belly full of Jeremy’s semen, I couldn’t have felt happier. As I lay close to him, cuddling into his warmth, I noticed tears welling in his eyes and wild emotions rippling in his expression.

“What’s wrong, Jeremy?”

“I’m so happy.”

“Me too. Please don’t cry, honey.”

“I never thought this would happen.”

“Thank you for your patience with me.” 

Jeremy’s body melted into mine, feeling soft yet powerful like a lion relaxing in the sun after mating with one of his girls. I smiled inwardly, joyous that I had a boyfriend - a man, all for me, as I was entirely his.

I had given myself freely, enjoying every moment of our lovemaking that left me tingling.

When Jeremy’s cock stiffened against me, I was reminded of my youth when Charlie fucked me several times a day. In the weeks and months ahead, I would enjoy my boyfriend’s attention immensely, still feeling like a young woman and a sexually charged one at that.

“You can make love to me as much as you want, Jeremy.”

“I’m glad you said that. I wasn’t sure and didn’t want to pester you.”

“You’re a young man who probably needs to fuck a few times a day at least.”

“You make me sound like a lion.”

“Strangely enough, I was comparing you with Alfie’s father a moment ago. You certainly roar like he does.”

“I can wait until after dinner, Jessica.”

“I doubt we will get a lot of sleep tonight. Eat your dinner and pack plenty of energy on board.”

Jeremy laughed and held onto my fingers until the last second while I rolled out of bed. I clamped my thighs together, ran awkwardly to the closet, and slipped on clean, sensible white cotton panties to retain my lover’s semen. He followed me to the closet, handing me sweatpants and a top before rummaging in his suitcase for something to wear.

Oddly, I didn’t feel awkward about being naked with him, and, much to my relief, I wasn’t comparing Jeremy with Charlie, whether in bed or out of it.

“Can I ask you something, please, Jess?”

“Anything at all, honey.”

“Does it feel nice having my seed inside you?”

Jeremy looked vulnerable. It was an essential question to him that deserved my most truthful answer.

“For me, those few seconds that you’re cumming deep inside me is the most intimate part of our lovemaking. I am taking a part of you inside me that is mine to keep, and have the pleasure of knowing I’m carrying it in me well after we are finished making love.”

“That’s so profound.”

“You are with me, Jeremy, and even though I am taking birth control, you are trying to inseminate me. I’m taking millions and millions of your tadpoles into my womb that have only one purpose…to find my egg, fertilize it, and get me pregnant. I love feeling that you are breeding me.“

“Did you mean what you said, Jessica?”

“About having your babies?”

“Yes.”

“Of course, honey. We need to get to know each other, and I must explain it to Chuck and Annie, but they seem happy for us. I want you to know that we can have a family together when the time comes.”

It felt refreshing to have a conversation about sex with a lover, and as I watched Jeremy get dressed, I wanted to strip off again and make love. His question caught me off guard, as did my honesty in responding, but I felt, given our age gap, it was vital that he didn’t silently speculate about whether he might one day be a father.

Something about Jeremy felt so wholesome and truthful that it brought out the best in me. Before he opened the bedroom door, I reached for his hand and drew him close.

“There is a reason you are only the second man I ever slept with, Jeremy. If I am dating, it’s not purely for sex, honey.”

“I want to be with you forever, Jessica.”

“I was drawn to you for that reason.”

Jeremy opened the door for me, and we strolled casually into the living room to a knowing grin from Annie and laughter from Agnes, who was sliding trays of roast potatoes, a fine-looking beef rib roast, and Yorkshire puddings out of the oven.

My daughter hugged me, whispering.

“We heard the screaming stop, so Agnes fired everything up.”

“What screaming?”

“You Mom. You were always a screamer.”

“Did anyone else hear me?”

“The kids are outside playing with Chuck and Ava, so, no. I’m impressed, though, Mom.”

“Oh, stop it, please. I wasn’t that noisy.”

I laughed, but Annie made a good point. My children and grandchildren lived in a house where my new boyfriend and I enjoyed an early-stage romance. Some adjustment was needed.

While Agnes called everyone to dinner, I counted the table place settings, noting we were one short. Checking three times made no difference, so I caught her on the way between our front door and the kitchen.

“Who isn’t having dinner, Agnes?”

“I’m dining in the conservatory.”

“Why?”

“You have family visiting. It’s not my place.”

I was stunned, taking a moment to compose myself.

“Whoa… you’re not being serious?”

“Yes… I just, well - okay, sorry.”

I hugged her tightly, then left everyone to organize themselves while I hurried to the conservatory to fetch her place setting. Once I had fixed that problem, I had three grandchildren to contend with after they carried mud from outside across the house’s wooden floor.

The mess on our floor was immense but less than the gleeful grin on each childish face. Chuck, Ava, and my grandkids looked apologetic while Annie was engrossed in conversation with Agnes. As I stood amid chaos, a smile broke out on my face, which eventually turned to laughter, and soon, my grandkids danced shoeless around me, covered in mud.

As I watched a scene not dissimilar to one played out many times in Maine, I felt so happy because this is how I wished to live.

Dinner was the finest meal and company I had enjoyed in years. The shackles of illness and bereavement were gone. My heart raced, and I felt incredibly happy while catching up on my family’s lives. Rebecca and Emily parked themselves on either side of Jeremy. Grandma had a new boyfriend worthy of their interrogation, and I didn’t fancy his chances.

Our dining table, weighed down with excellent food, simmered with the happy enthusiasm of a family dovetailed in love and friendship. Throughout his interview at the hands of each member of my family, Jeremy constantly sought my gaze, with the looks of a man utterly in love and desperate to be closer to me.

I couldn’t wait to drag my lover back to bed, constantly reminded throughout dinner of my first sensual experience with another in over a year by a sticky warmth in my panties. Dessert was not to be missed, though. I thoroughly enjoyed a crunchy, tart rhubarb crumble with sweet homemade custard that rounded dinner off perfectly.

It was midnight by the time Jeremy and I reached our bed, and we made love ferociously through the night, exploring each other with tongues and fingers, a baptism of lust and devotion by touch, smell, and taste. My highlight was sitting on Jeremy’s face while he licked my creamy pussy, not caring about the mess he left inside me.

I enjoyed kneeling and sucking his cock, accessing the submissive woman inside. When Jeremy shot his salty load down my throat, it felt like my life was perfect as I greedily swallowed.

By morning, I woke feeling sore inside, having had Jeremy’s cock pound my cervix and stretch me wide at least five times. While I watched him in the early sunrise light, he slept soundly, with no snoring, just a cute purr. He wriggled to get closer every time I moved stealthily to get out of bed.

When his eyes opened, I stared at love everlasting and my reflection.

“You slept well, Jeremy.”

“It was the greatest night of my life.”

“You’ve had other lovers, though. Other fabulous nights, no?”

“No.”

“Pardon?”

“Last night was my first time, Jessica.”

“What the fuck? No way.”

“I’ll never lie to you. You are my first girlfriend.”

“How… I mean, Christ - you’re thirty.”

I was stunned and focused on reading his expression. Unless Jeremy were a sociopathic liar, he was telling me the truth. I couldn’t believe a virgin might be so experienced in life or, at least, so incredibly good in bed. My heart fluttered, and I bit my bottom lip because I had taken my boyfriend’s virginity.

“Just like you, Jessica… I don’t date for fun.”

“I’m sorry to have misjudged you. It just feels unlikely.”

“I wanted to find my soulmate.”

“I see.”

We were close to the end of our second week since meeting, and things moved so quickly that my head spun. I’d fallen head over heels in love so fast that the beguilement and addiction of loving Jeremy consumed me. My body chemistry had transformed.

I remember my first time was the same.

“Shall we walk before breakfast, Jessica?”

“Yes, but is it safe?”

“I’ll bring a pistol and flare gun. It’s safe.”

“That’s scary.”

“I always take precautions even though it’s unusual for animals to come within a mile of the house.”

While my family slept off lingering jetlag, we dressed in walking trousers and t-shirts, wearing stiff boots, and strolled outside into sunrise with the fresh promise of an extraordinary life ahead. Before we reached the end of the path, three grandchildren and Annie came running after us, giggling excitedly.

“I thought you were all sleeping.”

“Come on, Mom. The kids have been too excited all night—they want to meet Alfie, and I want to see Annie.”

“We can’t… I mean, umm, can we, Jeremy?”

I spun and glanced at my boyfriend, hopefully. He’d already had his hands taken by Alfie and Rebecca, who swung around him with their heels dug into the grass. He lifted one in each arm, turned, and returned to the house.

“We need keys to the truck.”

“You’re the best Jeremy.”

Annie folded her arms, stared into the morning sun, and beamed at me, looking happier than ever. However, it was a false happiness because an emotional dam burst, followed by floods of tears. I had half expected something like this, so I pulled my daughter close and held her.

“Is it Jack?”

“He was cheating, Mom.”

“It’s not because of you. Some people cheat because they fall out of love and find comfort in someone else, sweetheart, but for others, Jack included, cheating is their nature. Don’t you dare blame yourself.”

“Is there something wrong with me?”

“Not in the slightest bit.”

“He’s gone to discover himself with a bimbo, Mom.”

“Fuck him. Stay here with us.”

“Is it okay?”

“I want you to stay here, honey. Daddy built this place for his whole family. I don’t believe any of this has happened by chance. There is good fortune and love here.”

“I really like Jeremy and Agnes.”

“Everyone likes Jeremy and Agnes. Wait till you meet Amma - she’s incredible.”

Telling someone they aren’t broken is easy. Making them believe they aren’t broken is more challenging. I knew there was something wrong when Annie agreed so quickly to visit. Her excessive happiness on arrival baffled me, so I was glad she had an emotional outpouring because a twelve-year marriage shouldn’t be easily shrugged off.

While my eldest granddaughter, Emily, rode shotgun, Annie sat in the back with me. She held my hand, wringing my fingers until the blood flow stopped, and I had to wriggle them free. Alfie and Emily’s dad had gone walkabout with a younger woman, leaving my daughter to pick up the pieces.

Jeremy used the radio and got the pride’s location from our Rangers, who waited a few hundred meters from where they rested when we arrived. I knew we couldn’t approach the lions on foot, so my boyfriend slowly rolled the truck to where they had pointed.

We were around one hundred meters away when Jeremy turned off the engine. In absolute silence, the alpha male lion looked up briefly, assessed we were not a threat, laid his head back down, and continued basking in the sun.

All the others ignored us except one, and I gasped, pointing excitedly at her.

“That’s Annie sitting up watching us. Do you see how beautiful she is?”

“Where’s Alfie, Mom?”

“I can’t see him, but the Rangers said he’s okay.”

We watched for a few minutes as Annie sat still, staring at us. I hoped she might recognize me, and I desperately wanted to see her baby. Jeremy pointed into the distance, grinning from ear to ear.

“She’s walking towards us with Alfie in her mouth.”

Annie casually strolled away from the pride with Alfie dangling from her mouth. When she reached our truck, the enormous lioness gently placed her baby on the ground, then backed away ten meters, where she lay looking friendly and harmless.

“Can we get out, Jeremy?”

“One at a time, but leave your door open, and if Annie moves, get back in the truck.”

I opened my door carefully, feeling terrified. Jeremy was already beside me, lending me a hand to help me get out. Annie and Alfie followed, and we sat on the ground nearby.

Alfie the lion watched us carefully. He looked severely scuffed up, and you could quickly tell he’d been in a fight, but his eyes were lively, sparkling with youthful playfulness. When he staggered on unsteady feet, the baby cub patted my knee with his paw and rubbed his face over my thigh, much like a household cat might.

He went from one of us to another, including my granddaughters, who nervously joined us. He became more excited, rolling onto his back, encouraging us to tickle his stomach. By the look on her face, I believed my daughter Annie fell in love with her namesake and the baby cub, much as I had done, and I knew then she would not quickly leave Africa.

After ten minutes, Annie groaned, like a human mother telling her baby to calm down. He trotted off to her; she picked him up in her mouth, turned, and walked away, leaving six stunned and thoroughly excited people in the most joyous mood.

Jeremy drove us home, but another surprise was in store before we arrived. He stopped the truck and pointed at a copse beside us. I saw nothing unusual until a majestic elephant stepped out around the trees. She was immense and beautiful, strolling like she owned the world, and as she stared at us, I felt her incredible presence.

I knew she was Jessica.

Three baby elephants, a couple of juveniles, and four more females emerged around the trees. Watching the elephants sauntering calmly across our track on their way to a watering hole was beautiful. Finally, the tiniest calf you could imagine came trotting out of the woods, urged on playfully by a vast trunk, much bigger than any of the females.

When a colossal bull elephant stepped proudly out, I knew it was Jeremy shepherding his baby. Jessica turned slowly, watching father and baby playing mischievously at the back. She lifted her truck and blew a spectacular note as though bringing the troop into line.

Father and son stopped playing, caught up, and passed the front of our truck post haste. I couldn’t help but be brought to tears by such an incredible spectacle of life.

At the house, my family forgot about everything except jungle creatures and high jinx and sprinted up the path, chattering like a thousand sparrows at dawn chorus. I held back to walk with Jeremy, holding his hand after he locked the truck.

“You saw Jessica and Jeremy then?”

“I love this place.”

“Will you stay here with me?”

“We can stay here forever, but I would love to show you Maine. You can see where it all began. Agnes must come too.”

“I would dearly love that, Jessica.”

“Come… let’s join the others for breakfast, then get back to bed for an hour since we woke up so early.”

“I can wait.”

“Your morning wood can’t.”


Chapter Nineteen

A Little Help Goes A Long Way

◆◆◆

Breakfast was a ball, at least for me - less so for the three parents busily herding their children who bounced on and between stools like they’d eaten a ton of blue Smarties. Three kids moved amorphously around the breakfast bar, squeezing between adults, constantly changing places, fascinated by one person, then another, chattering excitedly about lions, elephants, and what an adventure they had.

Annie seemed partially recovered from her emotional outpouring, but I figured more tears and upset would be her bedfellows for a while. I would stand ready with a shoulder to cry on and a box of tissues to wipe them from her cheeks. Agnes invited my daughter and Ava to a shopping trip in town, so I quickly dragged Jeremy away, knowing he would soon be co-opted to entertain my grandchildren.

When I hauled Jeremy back into our bedroom, I desperately wanted his cock inside me so badly I felt eighteen again. I tore my clothes off quickly, then helped him out of the pants standing between me and my target.

My new boyfriend seemed flustered by my aggressive moves to rid him of all his clothes.

“Christ, Jessica, why are you in such a hurry?”

“You, my dear, are about to get dragged into the most exhausting experience of your life.”

“What’s that?”

“Looking after children. I need to make love to you before they steal you away, honey.”

“Is the door locked?”

“Yes, now hurry, please, Jeremy, before you are hunted down.”

I crawled onto the bed on all fours, wanting to be crudely and quickly fucked. It wasn’t my choice to beg my boyfriend for sex in such a lewd, lascivious manner, but I wanted him to take me and knew his cock was already hard.

I pressed my cheek into the duvet, steeply arching my back, using both hands and knees to wriggle backward to the edge of our bed so that Jeremy could fuck me standing up.

“It’s called a quickie, honey, in case that’s not in your vocabulary. Get used to these if you want to raise a family - it might be all we have the time or energy for.”

“Umm, I haven’t… err.-”

“Spread my ass cheeks wide apart and slide your cock in the creamy hole. Be careful and take it slowly because you have a big cock, and in this position, you’ll reach deep inside me.”

“Jesus Christ, Jessica.”

“What is it, honey?”

“You sound so, well… umm, so-.”

“Slutty and desperate?”

“Yes.”

“Aren’t you, Jeremy?”

“Yes.”

“Then do me, honey.”

“Oh my, Jessica. I love this side of you.”

My sticky pussy lips parted like the Red Sea when Jeremy’s lovely, thick cock spread them wide apart, tunneling deep inside me. I gasped several times and stared at the duvet wide-eyed, in disbelief at how thick his cock was as it railed me, while I gripped the cotton cover in clawing fingers that balled into a tight fist.

Jeremy drove his cock deep inside me carefully, stretching my soft tissue walls like he reshaped and molded them to every gnarl, bloated vein and the rim of his cock head. I was undoubtedly his sexually speaking, immensely enjoying how he prised my ass cheeks wide, moaned disgracefully in the throes of utter ecstasy, driving his cock home - literally.

My boyfriend fucked me harder and more urgently with every stroke, growing in confidence and discovering how a pussy worked - I hoped he would play with it frequently. I was so turned on that my nipples throbbed, so I reached down, with my face buried in a puddle of increasingly wet cotton, tweaking both solid red nubs hard between index fingers and thumbs, powering my pre-orgasmic waves of pleasure.

When he leaned back from the waist, slamming his hips forward like steam locomotive pistons, I knew Jeremy was a quick study. I intended fucking my guy so much in the weeks ahead that he would soon become as experienced as a porn star.

I relished the thought of teaching Jeremy how to eat pussy and worship my sticky clitoris with his tongue while I devoured his cock, making sure I could cram it down my throat. Outdoor sex in our lion pride’s line of sight appealed immensely while I was being fucked relentlessly by Jeremy’s huge cock, driven into a trembling, highly sexually intoxicated state. I doubted the wisdom of that venture later when sober again.

When I pushed my slit back onto Jeremy’s cock, it was too much for him, and he shuddered vigorously, sinking his powerful fingertips into my flesh as he shot his creamy load deep inside me. I orgasmed at the exact moment he did, biting hard into the duvet, hoping to stifle my screams of ecstasy.

My body quivered; a powerful adrenaline rush tightened every muscle as my pussy clenched hard against my lover’s cock, milking him dry. When I fell forward, I felt such intense pleasure; my whole body relaxed, warmed by the delightful speed and savagery with which Jeremy had fucked me.

“Shower, honey - go.”

“What’s that, Jessica?”

“Quickly run the shower and get in. I’ll join you in a minute.”

“Are we really in that much of a rush?”

“You are - me, not so much.”

“Why me?’

“You are the safari guide now, darling, and along with Agnes, you provide far greater opportunity for entertainment to my grandkids than I do. Trust me, when they start banging on that bedroom door, they won’t stop until you answer it.”

“They are great kids, so I don’t mind.”

He strolled away laughing, leaving me with a sleazy, creamy teardrop of his semen falling from my gaping wide pussy. I stretched forward quickly and grabbed tissues from a box on the nightstand, promising to educate my new boyfriend about lover’s etiquette and the need to help a girl clean up if she can’t easily reach the tissues.

It was my fault for urging Jeremy to shower quickly.

Jeremy was lucky. The door banging started when he was half dressed, and I was wrapped in a towel while sitting at my dressing table, drying my hair. When he eventually opened the door, two precocious girls and their innocent boy partner in crime dragged Jeremy out to become their game master.

“Uncle Jeremy - what can we do?”

“I can show you rhino dung - would that be cool?”

“You’re the best, Uncle Jeremy.”

Minutes later, I was alone and slightly daunted by that fact. I saw Chuck driving the Mercedes and Jeremy riding shotgun with three kids strapped into the back—disappearing into a dust cloud. I never wanted to go on their adventure this time because I needed an opportunity to get used to the fact that I had a man in my life.

I would bake a cake, just as if I were in Maine. Doing so would help ground me in life, as it always did. Whenever I felt bored, angry, impatient, moody, or exuberant, which was often, I would turn to a mixing bowl, flour sack, and my oven.

Agnes laid out her pantry, fridge, and utensil store cupboards differently from my system, but she had a method those familiar with a kitchen easily understood. I found eggs, plain flour, baking powder, and other makings of American-style pancakes, so I started with something simple and quickly hand-whipped up a batter, storing it in the fridge afterward.

A sponge cake batter was more suited to my large bright red Kitchen Aid mixer, which made short work of the job I used to enjoy doing by hand when first learning my art in the kitchen. After twenty minutes, I poured the batter into heart-shaped, buttered sponge tins before sliding them inside a pre-heated oven.

When the heart-warming aroma of cake baking wafted into my nostrils, I was happy because I felt like this place built by Charlie was finally my home.

After finishing my cake and storing it under a mesh protective cover, I explored my home for a few hours. I wandered around the house without intruding inside anyone’s bedroom, acquainting myself with every detail. Some things were missing or mislocated, but the differences were tiny and irrelevant.

I finally ventured outdoors with a pitcher of iced water and a glass, sitting in a comfortable chair on the perfect decking with a fantastic view, enjoying the midday heat as the ground shimmered into the distance.

When I first noticed them, they looked like sticks in the haze, so I wrote them off as a mirage. Gradually, after squinting my eyes, I made out what looked like spears or long sticks and a swagger of three men walking as they got bigger. It didn’t occur to me that danger approached - why would it?

I suddenly felt vulnerable when three Maasai warrior men appeared before me, waving pleasantly with beaming smiles. My heart pounded, and I considered running into my home and locking the door, but that would only force them to violence if such were their intent.

“Good afternoon, Miss Jessica.”

“You know me?”

“News travels quickly in our villages - we heard you arrived almost two weeks ago.”

“May I know your name, please?”

“Naipanoi.”

“Would you and your friends like a drink of water?”

“No, thank you - we brought flasks.”

“Did you come to say hello?”

“Yes, but also, I came to ask for your help.”

“How can I help?”

“Archers Post is nearby, just over the district line in Samburu county. It is a small community with a police station, a small British military training base, shops, and bars. We even have a health center.”

“Sounds nice.”

“We like it. Archer’s Post is the nearest village to our tiny community in the hills two miles away - on your land.”

“Oh, I see.”

He smiled generously, but I saw tears in his eyes. The man felt awkward, possibly ashamed, but I couldn’t fathom why. As he stood proudly, holding his spear perfectly vertical, Jeremy pulled up in the Mercedes, and my tribe of excited kids, one son, and a boyfriend, decanted, dashing up the path toward me.

Jeremy was all broad smiles and hearty laughs as he danced up the path, playing tag with Alfie, clearly loving his first childminding experience. He looked more excited than the kids, kissing me on the cheek and chuckling before offering each of our guests a hand.

“How are you, Naipanoi? It’s great to see you again.”

“You too, Jeremy.”

“How is your wife?”

“She has four weeks left, and our son will arrive.”

“He will be the king of kings, my friend.”

“If god is willing, Jeremy.”

I felt excited - a new baby is always good news, regardless of whose infant it is, and I could always find a place in my heart for any little one. I stood and joined the gaggle, trying to figure out what the problem was.

“Naipanoi. Is there some way we can help you?”

“Yes, please, Jessica. When it comes time for my wife to give birth, we must get to Isolo County Referral Hospital, which is twenty-one miles from our home.”

“Do you have transport?”

“By day, a bus runs every few hours - by night, we have nothing.”

“Do you need a car?”

“Yes, please. I hoped you might be able to help.”

I looked at Jeremy, who looked incredibly proud of me for reasons I couldn’t figure out. That wasn’t unusual because there seemed to be an increasing number of things about my new environment that I couldn’t quickly grasp.

“Do we have a spare car or truck, Jeremy, please?”

“We do. Shall I hand it over to Naipanoi?”

“Yes, please.”

Naipanoi’s gratitude was evident when he offered me his hand, tears streaming down his cheeks. To my utter horror, I suddenly realized that I had everything while he, his family, and his friends had very little. It was discombobulating and quite sobering.

Before handing over the truck, I palmed Jeremy two hundred dollars, which surprised him.

“It’s for fuel, baby clothes, formula, and the like, honey.”

“If you really want to help, offering some work is good, Jessica. I never had the money in our budget.”

“Do you have work for them?”

“There is always work on a reservation of this size.”

“Then please go ahead, sweetheart - you know what’s best. Do what you feel is right.”

I never saw such a gracious and genuinely friendly expression on any person’s face as when Jeremy spoke to Naipanoi in his language, delivering the good news. The men celebrated, pleased about a good outcome, as was I, especially since Naipanoi’s pride seemed to have returned and no more tears fell.

When the Maasai men drove away, they waved and honked the horn several times. When they were gone, Jeremy joined me, sitting down and holding my hand.

“That was a great thing you did, Jessica.”

“I can’t see why - babies are all of our responsibility. I can’t wait to meet the little guy. He will be born on our land.”

“He will be born at a nearby hospital.”

“Well, you know what I mean, Jeremy - we are connected to him.”

“Even if this baby boy happens to be born at home on your land, they won’t allow you to name him Jessica.”

He snorted with laughter, and I followed him closely. I felt thrilled that other families lived on the reservation and that one of the ladies would soon give birth. There was poetry in our relationship with a future baby boy, and I felt a sense of belonging in knowing our land gave sustenance to others.

A warm glow and deep-rooted happiness radiated through me.

“You already gave the baby a name Jeremy - he will be the king of kings.”

“He surely will.”

“We must visit if it’s not inconvenient.”

“You will find the people here always welcoming, Jessica.”

“We must find ways to help.”


Chapter Twenty

Man Cave

◆◆◆

Evidently, inspecting rhino dung was not without its potential for adults to collect dust on their clothes, bare skin, and in their hair. Kids were afflicted far worse, being drawn into exploring a small watering hole nearby and becoming mud monsters.

Showers were in order, so I stayed on the deck and read The Course of Love by Alain de Botton. I needed to make sense of my feelings, and the book, which was incredibly well written, charted a lifetime journey of love, marriage, and the challenges one must overcome along the way.

By the time I joined everyone inside, they were clean, and a pile of laundry sat in a basket. My cake was being decimated, and Jeremy had a large dry-wipe board on an easel. He was drawing animals, giving my family a recognition lesson.

I quietly sat at the end of the table, enjoying how Chuck and my grandkids were captivated by the man I loved. Jeremy’s expression and flailing limbs got into action, mimicking each animal: walking on all fours like a hippo and flapping his wings like an eagle, much to everyone’s amusement.

The way Jeremy held his head indicated someone who was supremely confident. His eyes sparkled with humor, also implying great intelligence and respect, while his lips smiled, conveying tenderness and positivity.

“Stay away from anywhere with burrows, and never put your hand inside - have you got that, please, Alfie?”

“Why Uncle Jeremy?”

“Snakes and spiders that will hurt you live there. Also, don’t go close to drainpipes, wells, ditches, or hollows around the house that look damp after it rains.”

“Will we get killed?”

“Not if you are careful, Rebecca. Always promise you won’t panic no matter what - look for me or call me on the radio.”

“We promise.”

They nodded, seeming to understand that the dangers of living in Kenya differed from those back home. I hadn’t even considered how necessary Jeremy’s education for my family was until now. I was shocked when he dragged half a dozen walkie-talkies from a box.

“Okay, guys - each of you take one of these and keep it with you whenever you leave the house. We use channel eight - let’s go outside and practice.”

He might as well have let them inside the cockpit of an aircraft for their excitement. Each child was wide-eyed and mouth agape when handed their precious lifeline. Rebecca and Emily treated their handheld radio like a piece of expensive jewelry while Alfie hit the ground running, waving his in the air, aiming for the front door like a tornado until Jeremy swept him up, carrying him the rest of the way.

With Jeremy and the kids gone, I was left alone with my son. Chuck was Charlie’s carbon copy in looks and character. He smiled at me, reached over, and took my hand.

“Jeremy looks like Dad, Mom.”

“I know - it’s uncanny.”

“He has a lovely character. Dad would be happy for you both.”

“Dad knew Jeremy well.”

“I know the backstory, Mom - Annie filled me in.”

“Are you okay with us being together?”

“I’m thrilled about it, Mom. You are young, and he loves you so much. I couldn’t be happier. If you get married, have kids, whatever you choose, I am right there supporting you all the way.”

I wiped tears streaming down my cheeks, feeling unbelievably happy. Chuck kneeled before me, hugging me tightly and squeezing so hard it almost hurt. He could have told me how much he missed his father, but he didn’t, not wishing to dampen my spirits. I missed Charlie, too, but life must continue until it ends, and our stardust is scattered with our ancestors.

“Are you okay, Chuck?”

“Ava and I are solid, Mom. I am worried about Annie. Jack was pretty unkind to her, and she hasn’t processed that or let go.”

“Maybe this place will heal her.”

“I feel Dad’s presence, and I am sure she does too.”

“Me too, honey.”

The front door opened, and our jubilant shoppers returned, dancing toward me wearing African dresses so colorful you couldn’t avoid smiling. Annie and Ava wore beautiful hand-crafted beads around their necks, all carrying a heavy shopping load.

My daughter set her bags down and spun as if on a catwalk.

“What do you think, Mom? Do we look good?”

“You both look amazing, Annie, but you messed up big time.”

“How?”

“Emily and Rebecca will freak out if you didn’t bring them any dresses - the beads too.”

“Tah dah!”

Ava and Annie lifted dresses made from the same fabric as theirs. They looked gorgeous, and the kids showed up just in time to see. While the girls ran to their bedrooms to try on, I hugged my family and Agnes.

“Where did you go, Annie?”

“We dropped by to see Amma. She had some ready-made dresses hanging up and did some alterations while we were grocery shopping. She asked about the girls’ sizes, and when we returned, their dresses were already on her machine.”

“She’s an amazing woman.”

“We were gone six hours, three of which were spent with her. I could hang out with Amma all day, Mom.”

“Me too, honey. You should spend time with her.”

“I love it here so much - it’s home, but so different.”

“Your father was a supremely clever man. I can scarcely believe what he did.”

“He did it for you, Mom.”

“I think he did it for all of us.”

While Annie was busy helping Agnes in the kitchen, preparing dinner, I joined my daughter-in-law and the girls, trying on dresses, shoes, and jewelry. It was a wonderful, fun, late afternoon, and I could have stayed all night, but there was something I wanted to do before it got too dark, so I excused myself and sought Jeremy.

He was in the workshop that I vowed never to enter, so I shouted from outside. Jeremy’s smiling face appeared, and he hugged me tightly, looking pleased to steal a moment alone.

“Why won’t you come inside, Jessica?”

“You already did.”

He thought about it for a moment, then burst out laughing. I didn’t ordinarily crack dirty jokes, but something about Jeremy evoked lewd thoughts and caused my sexual awakening. Perhaps it was because he was young and had been a virgin when we first made love - there are few things more seductive to an older woman than enjoying a young, pure man.

“I can’t abide a mess, Jeremy. That’s why I never went to Charlie’s workshops.”

“It’s very tidy in my workshop.”

“There’s tidy, and then there is OCD tidy.”

“Come and see, please. Judge for yourself.”

I held Jeremy’s hand and stepped inside, stunned by what I saw. The large corrugated iron sheet roofed shed with a polished concrete floor was meticulously clean and perfectly laid out. Bright red tool chests that reached my neck were perfectly lined, with each drawer labeled in the same place. 

The walls had wooden boards with tools hanging from nails and painted shapes around them. Jeremy’s tidy, well-organized man cave had an intense ADHD-soothing effect.

Bench drills, a large wood saw, a colossal lathe bolted into the floor, and other machines and tools were laid out with yellow painted areas around them, denoting safety zones. Two motorbikes on fixed, bolted stands were in stages of repair or refurbishment, as was an old RAM truck with its hood raised and no engine inside.

I stood, spun slowly, and took in a man cave like no other. A fridge had perfectly lined up magnets in five rows, a dart board had all tree darts stuck in the bullseye, and a small pool table under a mezzanine storage area was ready to play with all balls inside the black plastic triangle except the white, which rested against a cushion.  

“I’m amazed, Jeremy.”

“We must be self-sufficient here. I repair most things myself. A couple of our Rangers are handy, too. They help with the bigger mechanical and woodworking jobs. The RAM engine is currently in Nairobi, so I plan to go there for a couple of nights to collect it next week. Can you come with me, please?’

“Just try stopping me. What are all the hats for?”

I pointed at a wall under the mezzanine where hats were lined up, hanging on coathooks. 

“I collect and wear them. I have Trilby’s, a pork pie, stetsons, fedoras, and beanies. I love hats.”

“I love hats, too.”

“That’s why I made more space for yours.”

Where Jeremy’s perfectly lined up, twenty or so hats ended, there were an equal number of hooks in the wall for more - mine.

“When did you do this?”

“Yesterday.”

I wrapped my arms around Jeremy’s neck, kissing him because I couldn’t resist and needed him to know how much I desired him. He wrapped an arm around my waist and pulled me closer, teasing a long, loving moan out of me. His cock was hard, pleasing me as I rubbed it, knowing that we would make love all night and I would get to suck him while he licked me.

Over his shoulder, I spotted a comfortable leather wing-back chair beside a patio-style double glass door with decking and railing outside. The view was excellent, and I imagined Jeremy resting there with a cold beer, taking time out from a man’s job he was undoubtedly an expert at.

“Is this your man cave?”

“The chair is for you, Jessica. I carried it from the storage shed yesterday. I hoped you might read in here sometimes while I work.”

“Will you work topless for me?”

“I’ll work naked if you want me to.”

“I don’t think we would get much work done, honey.”

“I have a kettle here - the coffee is ground, milk is powdered but drinkable.”

“‘I don’t care if it’s warm mud, Jeremy - the fact you invited me into your cave means so much. When you are in here, I shall be too.”

He walked me around the largest workshop I had seen, even furnished with a closed pit over which vehicles could be maintained. When I inspected his collection, I saw the oddest-shaped hat, pointed, and laughed.

“A fez?”

“I bought that to do magic tricks for kids.”

“Your kids?”

“Umm, yes.”

“You love kids, don’t you?”

“Yes… I like your kids and their kids already. Charlie talked endlessly about how wonderful a family you and he had - he wasn’t exaggerating.”

“You are part of that family now, Jeremy - as Charlie intended.”

“I’m glad. Alfie, Rebecca, and Emily will make amazing zoologists one day.”

“What now?”

“Experts in the study and behavior of animals. They spent an hour poking around rhino poo like scientists, looking for parasites. After they showered, Emily already had the animal health cards out, recording the location and content of the rhino’s stool.”

“Are you being serious, Jeremy?”

“I swear to god - they loved it. I didn’t prompt them at all.”

“Wow.”

I saw vulnerability flare in his expression and the bright eyes I was getting used to enjoying, growing in my confidence from his. I slid my hand around his waist and pulled him closer, staring lovingly into his eyes.

“You’ll have babies with me, Jeremy, I promise.”

“How many?”

“As many as you want, sweetheart.”

I had only ever been attracted to two men in a profound sense. Sure, I’d had crushes and fantasies like most women, but only Charlie and Jeremy had ever entered my heart and stayed forever. I was as sure I wanted to be with Jeremy as I had been with my first husband, and now, listening to him and understanding how quickly my family opened up, I knew my instincts were sound.

I held Jeremy’s hand, dragging him to the door.

“I wanted us to walk together before dinner.”

“We can do that.”

As sunset approached, the sky blazed in a kaleidoscope of yellow, red, and orange hues, with wisps of white smeared across the sky, scant clouds dashing away to be consumed by the giant searing sun, our bringer of life.

As I stood under a huge tree, held close by my beloved, our journey of giraffes strolled by, staring at us as though we were the fascination, not them. The babies walked almost underneath their mothers in such a majestic procession, the like of which I never saw before.

They were beautifully silhouetted when they passed through the line between us and the setting sun. It was a masterpiece of Mother Nature’s creation.

Another perfect day was ending with love’s mighty power overwhelming me. I felt utterly in love, totally relaxed, and ready for whatever fate held in store. I turned to Jeremy, seeing him as part of my life’s tapestry, with us embedded in the natural art unfolding everywhere.

“Kiss me, please, Jeremy.”

“With the greatest of pleasure, darling.”


Chapter Twenty-One

Servicing My Bull

◆◆◆

We made love so often through the night that my pussy got sore, a first for me. In between sessions of fucking and going down on each other, Jeremy and I talked about life and the early thoughts each of us had regarding our relationship.

When I rolled into his arms in the early hours of the morning, having just finished pointing my pussy high while on all fours so he could fuck and empty his seed inside me, it was time to make a few suggestions about the future.

“How many families do we have on the reserve, Jeremy?”

“Four families amounting to nineteen people in total.”

“Are they tenants?”

“No, Charlie didn’t mind them being there, but they have no rights.”

“Can we create tenancy agreements and ask them to pay one dollar rent annually so they are legal occupants?”

“Of course, but why?”

“Assuming Kenya is using British common law, once they are legal tenants, some government assistance will be provided.”

“That’s genius, Jessica. They will love you forever.”

“How do they live? The conditions must be poor if they are not tenants.”

“Straw and mud houses, with no sanitation or electricity - their community is surrounded by a cordon of interwoven branches from bastard trees for protection from wild animals.”

“Bastard trees?”

“Acacia trees are covered in razor-sharp, six-inch-long thorns. British soldiers at the nearby training base named them bastard trees because whenever they patrol at night and walk into one, they shout bastard! You can get a nasty infection if you don’t pull out the splinter and apply antiseptic cream.”

“Jesus, even the trees are dangerous.”

“The villagers turn that danger into their protection from lions and other wild animals.”

“Okay, my point is that our reserve must have a purpose. The animals are being monitored for their welfare, and we live in paradise while our neighbors have so little.”

“And you want to help them?”

“Can Naipanoi and his people build houses?”

“They are extremely resourceful.”

“Then could we buy construction materials, some tools, and blueprints so they can build timber-framed, brick-walled homes? We could buy solar panels for a small energy farm, ensure they have a good water well, sanitation, and proper toilets, and maybe provide some electrical appliances to help.”

“It won’t cost a huge amount, Jessica.”

“Then we should do it for our friends and neighbors, right?”

“Yes. I’ll get onto it in the morning.”

“Thank you, Jeremy. Oh, and by the way, check if the kids go to school - I doubt they do because their homes are too remote.”

“And if they don’t?”

“Offer the truck we loaned permanently, and if they need another one, let’s buy something used but in great condition and safe.”

“Of course, Jessica.”

I fell asleep spooning into Jeremy’s arms, comforted by his manly aroma, the faint smell of sex in our bedroom, a warm glow in my reproductive organs, and the satisfaction of family and friends being close by. He held me tightly until I woke in the morning and gently freed myself, leaving him to sleep while I went for an early morning coffee in peace.

I closed the bedroom door silently, and before I rounded the corridor corner heading into the kitchen, I paused because I heard my granddaughter Emily’s voice.

“Auntie Agnes, can we see the giraffes later, please? Uncle Jeremy has work, so I hoped you might help me.”

“Why do you call us Auntie and Uncle, sweetie?”

“My parents say it’s respectful, and I like doing it. Is that okay?”

“It’s very okay by me. I just wondered why you did it.”

“I like you, Auntie Agnes. I want to be your friend.”

“We are friends, my dear, and I am blessed for that reason.”

“Can we check on the giraffes, please? I noticed there are no photographs of the babies on Grandpa’s file. I have a digital camera.”

“Of course, we can go and find them. I will ask the Rangers to escort us since Jeremy is busy.”

When I strolled into the kitchen, I hugged Agnes and kissed my granddaughter, feeling incredibly proud of her. She was a carbon copy of Annie in looks and good nature, and therefore, similar to Charlie and I, with a beautifully exquisite mind and politeness nobody could reject.

I sat beside her, noting that she was leafing through animal medical records while plowing through a plate full of pancakes.

“What are you doing, sweetheart?”

“Auditing, like Grandpa did.”

“He kept great records, Emily.”

“I want to help for as long as we are here.”

“And you will be welcome to. Use Grandpa’s study as your headquarters, and let me know if you need anything.”

Emily went quiet and looked thoughtful, so I knew something important was coming. She had a high level of intellect, emotionally and academically, so I looked forward to the moments we shared. I wondered if I would escape this encounter without cost.

When Agnes slid a cappuccino with chocolate sprinkled heart in front of me, she cupped Emily’s head and leaned forward, kissing her on the crown.

“Emily, would you like more clothes made by Amma?”

“May I?”

“Of course. Maybe we can go there tomorrow with Alfie and Rebecca too. She can make your brother some nice pants and shorts.”

“I’d love to.”

She went quiet again, leaning across to me, whispering.

“Do I ever have to leave here, Grandma?”

“It’s not my decision, honey.”

“Do you want us to stay?”

“You’ll get me into trouble for interfering.”

“Please answer me.”

My heart melted when I stared at her wide, innocent, irresistible blue eyes looking up at me with one cheek on the kitchen breakfast bar. Aside from being there to offer support, I had no clue how to handle Annie’s marital breakup.

Emily had hit the ground running, and I didn’t believe for a moment her fascination with the reserve’s wild animals was a fad. That being said, setting my grandchildren’s expectations was not my place.

“I want to be wherever you and the others are, Emily.”

“That’s good enough for me, Grandma.”

“Thank you, honey.”

As each family member woke and filtered into the kitchen, more hugs were given and enjoyed while pancake batter sizzled in Agnes’s skillet, sending a glorious aroma everywhere. Alfie crawled into Jeremy’s lap after ensuring he was booked on Emily’s trip to visit the giraffes.

Annie and Ava would join the expedition, too, leaving Chuck, the only free bird left at home with me.

“What will you do, son?”

“I feel groggy and jetlagged, Mom, so if it’s okay with everyone, I will take myself off to bed and recover.”

“That sounds wise.”

Once my family was showered, dressed for an adventure, and waiting outside being introduced to the Rangers, I approached Agnes, who was hurrying with laundry. I placed a firm hand on hers, smiling to calm the panic writ large on her face.

“Let me do the laundry, Agnes, and I will clean the house too.”

“You can’t.”

“I have done it thousands of times, sweetie. I never had a savior like you in Maine. Let’s work together here.”

“I hadn’t thought of it like that.”

“Go now and enjoy my family. Teach them about this wonderful world while I help here.”

“Are you sure, Jessica?”

“I am positive.”

Agnes grinned and sprinted to join the others in three trucks outside. I waved at Jeremy, who was heading for his workshop, and then at my departing adventurers, who were all smiles and giggles.

When I was alone, it felt peaceful and comforting. Doing my regular chores made me happy. Laundry was not arduous work, nor was mopping floors I loved dearly or wiping down the kitchen work surfaces my husband had designed, some of which he also built. It was my labor of love, connecting me with the people I was devoted to, whether alive or otherwise.

With my labors complete, I picked up the book I currently enjoyed, slipped a small handy bottle of sun tan cream in my pocket, filled a pitcher with chilled lemon diluted cordial, and headed out to find my boyfriend.

In his workshop, Jeremy took the pitcher out of my hands and set it on a table near my seating area; he kissed me and then peeled off his T-shirt, going semi-naked per my request the day before. I admired his rippling muscles, which worked harder as he sanded a panel on the RAM truck he bought from Bill Chance.

I poured Jeremy a chilled lemon juice and brought the glass to where he kneeled. While he drank, I leaned on him, kissing his shoulder and neck, enjoying the salty tang of his sweat.

“Do you enjoy being obedient, Jeremy?”

“Oh wow… I wasn’t expecting that question.”

“It’s just that I know we discussed being equals, and we are, but I can’t help but notice how much you want to please me.”

“It’s because I love you, Jessica.”

“I love you too, honey, but there is more to it than that, or am I imagining it?”

“Well… umm, I, err… well, yes, I want to please you, and I can see how that might manifest as a desire to submit to and obey you.”

“Does pleasing me make you feel happy, Jeremy?”

“To care about you? Yes.”

“Okay.”

I sat down and became engrossed in my book. A feeling that Jeremy might be a mildly submissive man, albeit not a beta or by any means a weakling, struck me as interesting. He was a pack leader, but where I was concerned, his desire to follow and please me was off the charts. I would tread carefully because although I leaned toward dominance and enjoyed that as a feature in a relationship, I didn’t want to push my new boyfriend’s buttons, thereby eliciting a negative response.

I noticed his erection, smiled, and kept track of it for almost an hour, wondering if he might ask to make love - I wanted him to take me, but he didn’t raise the subject, so I did.

“I notice you have an erection, honey.”

“Sorry.”

“Why are you sorry?”

“I felt aroused and didn’t want to mention it.”

“But we must talk about sex, Jeremy. Otherwise, how will we both be satisfied? You are a young guy with sexual hunger and in your prime. I knew that when we embarked upon this journey. What has you so turned on?”

“You being near me, your scent, and our earlier discussion.”

“Would you mind if I take care of your big problem?”

“It’s not a big problem, Jessica… sorry.”

“It’s the biggest I ever had inside me, honey. Please lock the workshop door and come here.”

He laughed while I patted my lap. When Jeremy returned from locking up, his erection was a raging bull, stamping its feet inside his pants, desperate to escape. From my seated position, I unhooked his belt, slipped the top button out, and pulled his zip down, easily peeling the lightweight cotton pants he wore down to his ankles, where he kicked them off.

I slid my thumbs inside his boxer brief’s elastic waistband, then pulled them down slowly, filling my panties with creamy arousal when his enormous cock hove into view, and I trembled, desperate to fuck him.

“Sit on my lap, facing away, honey.”

“What are you going to do, Jessica?”

“A reacharound. Just imagine you have me bent over a workbench, and you are fucking me. If you weren’t so sweaty, I would suck your cock, but wanking you off will also be fun. We both need a lot of sex, Jeremy, and I was serious about taking care of that anytime you want it.”

“What about when I cum?”

“On the patio door glass, please. I’ll clean it with tissues afterward.”

He sat gently in my lap with both feet planted on the floor. I retrieved the sun tan cream I had set down on a table and slathered it over my right hand before squirting plenty on Jeremy’s cock. He sighed, then groaned when I gripped his thick, solid shaft.

“I can’t get my fingers all the way around your cock.”

“Am I that big?”

“I only had one before yours, but I have seen others. Yours is the biggest. Does it feel good when I say that?”

“Yes. Do I sound insecure, though, Jessica?”

“Not in the slightest. Now, relax, and let’s make this a good one. See how hard you can spray the glass.”

He moaned loudly, raising his ass and thighs off my lap an inch when I stroked his full cock length, using the creamy lubricant to roll my cupped palm over his swollen glans like I was polishing a door handle before gently fisting my way down his gnarly shaft to his pubic bush.

“Do you wank off frequently alone, Jeremy?”

“Every day.”

“Do you have pictures of me when you are doing it?”

“Yes.”

“Have you cum on my face before?”

“Yes, sorry.”

“I’m glad you did. Perhaps tonight, when I suck your cock, you’ll squirt your load all over my face.”

“Oh fuck, Jessica… I, oh wow-.”

“I’ll slow down and speed up again in a minute, baby. Let’s keep you on the edge and build real pressure before you blow.”

As I wanked Jeremy off, I enjoyed being in charge, deciding to back off whenever he reached the ridge beyond which his orgasm would explode. When I wanted him to descend from near orgasm, he moaned, desperate for more, but I teased, slowing my stroke action and loosening my grip. 

Then, when he was chugging along nicely, tensing muscles, groaning lasciviously, I piled on more pressure, tightening my grip, wanking him faster until he soared towards a peak.

The thick, creamy sun lotion rubbed into his cock nicely, sounding slick as I stroked my boyfriend from his balls to the tip, thumbing his trembling, bloated urethra. It felt good to have a young man’s throbbing cock in my fist, controlling his sexual outcome, wanting him to blow and be entirely satisfied when I was done.

When he cried out desperately, I sped up my stroke action, wanking Jeremy harder, tightening my grippy, powerful fingers until he couldn’t take any more. He stood quickly, as did I, still in complete control of his immense cock, wanking while pointing it straight at the window.

When he orgasmed, I felt Jeremy’s entire body stiffen as he tensed every muscle, screaming with joy as his cock jerked powerfully in my hand, splashing ropes of hot, creamy cum all over the glass half a meter away.

There was nothing wrong with Jeremy’s prostate, as his bloated urethra spasmed in my fingers while it spat thick semen through the tiny slit in his cock head like a mighty water pistol. His hot cum sprayed against the glass in broad streaks, dripping down like a masterpiece.

I wished Jeremy’s hot cum was decanting down my throat, but this was a special treat for him.

“Fuck, Jeremy. That was spectacular.”

“Really?”

“I’m so impressed.”

“Thank you, Jessica.”

“No need for thanks, honey.”

“I want to do something for you, too.”

“What do you suggest, Jeremy?”

“I want to eat your pussy. I love doing that so much.”

“After we shower tonight, I’d like you to practice giving cunnilingus on your knees, licking my sacred altar. We can take it from there.”

“How you describe it is exactly how I see it. Maybe I am a little submissive, Jessica.”

“We will find out together, honey, but please don’t put yourself under any pressure.”


Chapter Twenty-Two

Awkward Truths

◆◆◆

Days ran into weeks. After a month, our paradise continued unabated, and nobody showed any sign of flying back to Maine—a routine formed in our house. Jeremy and I made love often, sometimes five or six times daily.

He spent so much time with his head between my legs, trying different cunnilingus techniques; I was spoiled while he became more expert at licking my pussy every time. He was a caring, unselfish lover, transforming into a new version of himself, a process I watched lovingly and without hindering him.

It was incredible to watch a man grow in his relationship with me, and I hoped my love had a positive influence on that. We came together as frequently as possible, enjoying our shared time, reading, walking, or just drinking coffee and talking. He drove to Nairobi, and I accompanied him. He waited patiently while I shopped for clothes and toiletries, and I did the same when Jeremy browsed an auto parts shop.

Emily spent every waking minute hitching a ride on any truck going into the reserve. I noticed an ever-increasing stack of notebooks filled with her animal drawings and handwritten observations about their behavior in the study. Alfie accompanied his sister everywhere with limitless energy, always eager to check off another animal from his endless list.

Then there was Rebecca, Chuck and Ava’s daughter. At nine years old, she slotted nicely between her cousins in age, but she was a loner in the most liberating sense. My granddaughter wasn’t antisocial or inclined to take herself into solitude, but she was a bookworm and dreamer, free to do whatever her heart desired whenever she wished.

Rebecca loved watching Agnes in the kitchen. Eventually, she found ways to make herself useful, learning the rudimentary and very useful art of cooking while her parents ran their online sales company from two Apple laptops, usually perched at the breakfast bar.

It was midafternoon on a Friday, and I was organizing in my bedroom when Ava knocked on the wooden door frame.

“Hi, Ava.”

“May I come in?”

“Of course… anytime.”

When she closed the door, I was surprised, instantly realizing that something was up and I was about to be ambushed. If I knew something difficult was coming, would it be an ambush? Probably not, but my heart quickened anyway, and fear surged as I considered the worst.

“I have a delicate matter to discuss, Jessica.”

“Is everything alright?”

“Yes, fine… well, kind of fine.”

“You’d better explain, honey. I’m worried.”

“The thing is, Chuck and I thought we would be here a week, two tops, then we’d go home to Maine.”

“Stay as long as you want, Ava.”

“Yes… right… okay, that’s kind of you, and I think we will stay here, but that’s not the problem.”

“Are you and Chuck okay?”

“Oh yeah, never better, as is Rebecca. She wants to be a cook and couldn’t have better teachers than Agnes and you.”

“Then what’s the problem?”

“Chuck and I are swingers, Jessica.”

“Come again?”

My chest tightened, my eyes widened, and I struggled to find the words to respond. I prayed hard that I had misheard her.

“We are swingers. We swap part-.”

“Whoa! I know what swingers are. I just wasn’t sure I heard you correctly.”

I was horrified, terrified, confused, and shocked, in that order, all in one second. Ava looked frightened, and I guess my initial reaction was judgemental, but I had just been told my son, a baby as far as I was concerned, was fucking other women while his wife rode their husbands.

“Sorry to shock you, Jessica.”

“Hells fucking bells.”

“That’s better than the reaction I thought I would get.”

“I’m not judging you; I’m just surprised.”

“We don’t cheat on each other, Jess. Our swinging is strictly together, agreed on every occasion and only with other consenting couples.”

“What about Rebecca? Does she know?”

“We never swap partners at home, so she knows nothing.”

“Where do you go?”

“Mostly hotels, but we are members of a couple of clubs on the East Coast. We have been to a few house parties.”

“I see. So, when Charlie and I had Rebecca for occasional weekends… you and Chuck, umm…”

“Were swinging? Yes.”

My mouth dried, and my temples almost exploded as I grappled with their morality. It was none of my business, but I couldn’t figure out whether I aligned with the morality or if that sick feeling in the pit of my stomach was solely because it was my son we were talking about.

“Are you practicing safe sex, Ava?”

“I use birth control, and we both always use condoms - every time.”

“Why are you telling me this?“

“There is a small swinger community in Mombasa. It’s a hotel where like-minded people congregate. We are considering flying there from Nairobi.”

“Jesus Christ, Ava, HIV is a real problem here. Would you even take the slightest risk of infection?”

“Of course not. At least not until we better understand the lay of the land. Our friends are coming over from Maine next week. We, well… you know… we swap regularly with them - every month, in fact, for one night, usually on a Friday or Saturday, and they arrive in a few days.”

“And they are safe?”

“There is never a one hundred percent safe solution in swinging, Jessica, but they, like Chuck and me, have regular medical checks.”

“Sorry, Ava. It’s none of my business.”

“I don’t mind explaining it to you. Chuck didn’t want to have this conversation with Charlie or you, but if we stay here for the long term, we must live our authentic lives.”

“I understand.”

I suddenly became more concerned that my son felt he couldn’t discuss his life with me than knowing he was sleeping with other men’s wives. Was it normal for a man to explain to his mother that he swapped wives with another couple—probably not. I had no right to know and less right to judge.

“I’ll look after Rebecca while you are gone.”

“Will you please?”

“It will be my pleasure.”

“Thank you, Jessica.”

“Please be careful, though.”

“Of course we will.”

Ava stood as if to leave, seemingly happy and much relieved. Then she bowed down and kissed me on the cheek, smiling.

“Thank you, Jessica. I explained this to my parents, but they did not accept our choices. They won’t speak to me any longer.”

“Oh my - I had no idea.”

“Chuck was terrified we might lose you too.”

“That’s never going to happen, Ava. I promise you - I was just shocked. Can I ask you something, please?”

”Anything at all.”

“Why do you and Chuck swing?”

“Swinging is a form of non-monogamy. We enjoy an increased quality and quantity of sex through engaging in new partners. I am sure you and Jeremy are fucking far more than you and Charlie did after a few years of marriage.”

“Yes. That’s true. I guess you have heard us.”

“We hear you. I’m guessing five times a day at least.”

“Yes.”

“When Chuck and I swap partners with another couple - eight times in twenty-four hours is not unusual. That’s far more than he and I can do with each other - sorry, is this weird for you, Jess?”

“I asked the question, so no, it’s not weird.”

“Different lovers fuck in various ways, and that’s nice too. Chuck and I are sexually curious. I guess that’s why we are so compatible.”

“I understand, honey. That’s probably as much as I need to hear right now.”

“You should try it, Jessica. If you and Jeremy were in our community, couples would flock to you.”

“I will bear that in mind.”

I was glad when Ava left. Having probed too deeply, I was worried about her and my son. This taboo of swapping sexual partners was not to be taken lightly. Even if the medical risks were fully covered, the emotional and relationship harm that might be inflicted was ever present, and one day, I was sure one or the other would meet a soulmate - then what?

I looked for Jeremy and found him outside repairing a fence, stripped down to the waist, and half-naked. While he thumped a wooden post into the ground, I wrapped my arms around him from behind and leaned against his sweaty back.

“I’m filthy, Jessica.”

“We can shower together.”

“I’d like that.”

“Do we make love often enough for your liking Jeremy?”

“Plenty, thank you - why do you ask?”

“I just want to ensure you have everything you want from me.”

When he spun around, looking excited, I knew something in his expression was slightly different. His kiss felt the same: soft, gentle, and sizzling, tingling my skin while my muscles warmed and trembled.

“Are you withholding something from me, Jeremy?”

“Do you remember when we spoke a few weeks ago?”

“Which specific conversation are you referring to, honey?”

“The one about domination and submission.”

“Yes.”

“I want to submit to you more, Jessica.”

“Oh my.”

“Is that okay?”

“It’s very okay, honey, but what do you mean by that?”

“I’ve been fantasizing.”

“About what, Jeremy.”

“Going across your knee and being spanked.”


Chapter Twenty-Three

A Kinky Surprise

◆◆◆

I glanced in every direction, seeing trees, savannah, mountains in the distance, and the roof of our home rising above a small rock-strewn knoll. The sun felt hot, the air was still, and the silence was perfect for sex and the piercing shriek I would bellow while impaled on the end of Jeremy’s cock.

I stared at him, wide-eyed, dripping arousal from a trembling pussy, caught in a heady storm by what he said.

“I would spank you right now if I thought nobody would see us, Jeremy. I’d need a chair, rock, or tree trunk, but I would dearly love to thrash your ass cheeks until they were bright red for fun as long as it didn’t hurt you.”

“Have you spanked a man before?”

“Never. Charlie wasn’t that kinky. He wanted to be cuckolded, as you probably guessed from the way he prepared you for me.”

“Sorry, Jessica. I never meant to pry.”

“But you knew about that, right?”

“Charlie mentioned it.”

“I am glad he was so honest with you. Aside from Chuck, you were probably Charlie’s best friend.”

“He mentioned that, too.”

“It will be tough for us to understand each other if we can’t discuss our past openly, Jeremy. I had a wonderful marriage to a great man, but now that’s put to bed. I want you, Jeremy. I also want you to be honest about your past, sexually speaking - no secrets.”

“You were my first Jessica - I told you that.”

“Okay, yes… and I believe you, but how did you learn to make love? How did you cope with a high sex drive before you were able to make love to me?”

“Online porn movies and masturbation. I have a wanking sleeve.”

“Wow… a fucking what?”

“I’ll show you later when we get home. It’s made of high-quality soft, stretchy, textured, and dotted thermoplastic elastomer. It supposedly offers the feeling of a female partner while still having all the control to mould it how you like it in the palm of your hand.”

“How does it feel?”

“Not even remotely like fucking you.”

“You’d better expand on that right now, or you’ll get your first spanking here regardless of who sees us.”

“It’s cold and not as tight. Fucking you feels much nicer, Jessica.”

“Great save, honey.”

He grinned and returned to work, slamming the fence pole into the ground with a resounding thud, the like of which I wanted to feel against my ass while he plowed my pussy. Imagining my boyfriend forsaking other women and all romantic relationships in favor of me felt good, but I knew wanking to online porn every night must have been very frustrating.

Charlie never watched porn, although I had from time to time. Nor was he kinky aside from wanting to experience cuckolding - something he confessed that he couldn’t handle in a letter of wishes written to me from beyond the grave. My husband rejected the idea when I suggested spanking for fun rather than discipline. Our sex life was vanilla - nothing wrong with that, but now, new options were on the table with a guy who, in theory at least, was more experienced in kinky sex than I was.

While Jeremy worked hard, my mind drifted, and I wondered where Chuck got his kinky side from. As far as I could tell, he and Ava were a solid couple, so it seemed their swinging lifestyle was not something he did reluctantly.

Chuck didn’t get that proclivity from Charlie.

He must have got it from me.

Swinging had never been something Charlie and I had seriously contemplated, and mostly, his cuckolding desire was pure fantasy. Like many other women, I mostly fantasized about which celebrity I would sleep with should a Hall Pass be granted, but there were other, more sleazy dreams. I’d woken a few times while Charlie slept on, oblivious to me shuddering in orgasm with my pussy dripping wet from a dream where many men had fucked me, one after another.

“I’m willing to explore kinky sex, Jeremy.”

“Really?”

“Yes. We have a TV in the bedroom. We could watch a porn movie together, but I promise, you won’t need a wanking sleeve.”

“I’m so fucking relieved, Jess.”

“Why?”

“Let me show you.”

He packed the tools away in a brown canvas holdall, slung them over his shoulder, and led me hand in hand towards our home. Jeremy had looked very relieved when I blurted out my revelation, one that caused me more than a slight horny tremor between my legs, layering my gusset with tawdry cream.

Within sight of our home, I paused, turned, and kissed my boyfriend, enjoying the eagerness of his lips and the excited electrifying tingle of his tongue entwining with mine. I slid a hand down his solid six-pack and over the light cotton pants until I gripped his solid cock, rubbing its length.

“Whatever we are about to go and see, it sure has you aroused.”

“You permanently arouse me, Jessica.”

“We need to enjoy fucking each other as much as possible, honey. I’ve never been more sexually awake either.”

“I want you right now.”

“If you peeled my panties down here, I would bend over and let you fill my pussy, Jeremy. I love you fucking me and especially when you make a sticky deposit deep inside.”

“If anyone is standing at the living room window, they will see us.”

“Then you had better show me your surprise.”

When Jeremy led me into his workshop, I assumed it was to drop off his tool bag, but once inside, he locked the door. I watched as he meticulously replaced every tool before standing in the center of the workshop, arms outstretched as though showing me something.

I glanced around, trying to see what Jeremy might be alluding to, but it wasn’t obvious. There were no big screens to watch porn on, not even a small computer at a desk where he might view a movie while wanking off during a break, but his grin suggested he was proud that I was missing something.

In the end, I shrugged and smiled, entirely clueless.

“I don’t understand honey.”

“What do you see, Jessica?”

“Umm… your workshop.”

“Okay.”

Jeremy reached up to a cargo net wrapped around a wooden beam in the ceiling, pulling it down on a retractable steel cable from a spring drum until it locked. When he disentangled the webbing straps, I gasped.

“A fucking sex swing, Jeremy?”

“Brand new and never been used. It was hiding in plain sight.”

“How?”

“I installed it six months ago hoping you and I could… sorry, forgive the presumption.”

“You are duly forgiven.”

I was fascinated by the quality sex swing with three mesh panels that I assumed would cradle my head, back, and ass cheeks while being fucked by my lover. The ankle and wrist restraints were evident now the swing was fully deployed. I felt the webbing material between a finger and thumb.

“It’s fine quality, Jeremy.”

“Aircraft grade webbing. It’s been designed so a lady can entertain multiple guys simultaneously.”

“I see. Have you any more surprises?”

“Plenty.”

I ignored the inference that I might entertain multiple lovers because it was far too disgusting, and I didn’t want to destroy an exciting moment.

Jeremy led me to an empty, narrow workbench out of sight of the windows. It was roughly chest height until my boyfriend turned a handle and engaged some internal gearing system, lowering the bench to waist height. He lifted a long, thin cushion from a bench seat and laid it on top, securing it tightly with some unseen click-in system.

When Jeremy slid four heavily cushioned pads from inside the bench’s body, I knew they were for resting my forearms, knees, and shins while being fucked from behind, doggy style.

My boyfriend pulled out bicycle handlebars that slotted into the front of the bench, leaving nothing to the imagination, and I imagined myself gripping them tightly while my pussy was pounded. Finally, a packet of thin leather straps with buckles was retrieved from a drawer, and Jeremy used one to show how a calf would be strapped onto a rear pad.

I saw myself being restrained in a beautifully made fuck bench

“Is this a fucking bench?”

“Yes.”

“I could also spank you on this.”

“Yes, please.”

“But not now.”

“As you wish, Jessica.”

I reached up my skirt, slipped my thumbs into an elastic waistband, and peeled down my panties. The fucking bench was from my dreams, and I wanted to fire it up, to give it a whirl. When I handed Jeremy my drenched panties, he clutched them to his nose, grinning, inhaling so profoundly and appreciatively that a bead of my sleazy shame dribbled from my throbbing pussy onto a silken thigh, offering no resistance to its tawdry journey down my leg.

My heart pounded against a rib cage that felt like it might explode. Every synapse in my brain was intoxicated and focused only on preparing my body to be fucked.

“Please fuck me, Jeremy.”

“With pleasure.”

He helped me mount the innovative, homemade fuck bench like I was climbing onto a bike, cocking my leg so wide it opened my pussy lips, releasing the aroma of my sleazy arousal to waft into my nostrils. Jeremy’s nose twitched, so I knew my hormones had powered him into a sexual frenzy as well. My soul was seared by forbidden delight when I lay my midriff on the cushioned pad, spreading my knees wide apart for Jeremy to strap my shins to the pads.

When I felt comfortable but restrained, I gripped the handlebars and smiled while Jeremy slid a round bolster cushion under my midriff, lifting my ass and pointing my drenched slit high. He stripped naked in front of me, and I was sure my pussy dribbled a creamy mess on the floor; either that or the damp patch I spied on the concrete when looking down was an oil spill Jeremy hadn’t cleaned.

I was convinced the dampness was my tawdry spillage and knew that after Jeremy filled me with his cum, the concrete stain was going to expand a great deal.

As I watched his solid cock slap from one thigh to another, pendulum-like, I licked my lips, pulled on the bottom one, and frowned, glad I had a kinky boyfriend. I felt excited that Jeremy had built this sex room into his workshop so discretely, hopefully with me in mind, having gathered a few ideas from his online viewing.

When he took up position behind me, I panted uncontrollably with a quickening heart, gripping the handlebars tightly, wriggling my ass into the most optimum position to be fucked in. I was about to enjoy a white-knuckle ride and couldn’t be happier. Somehow, an inner slut ascended from deep inside me. I always knew she simmered under the facade of a respectable suburban housewife and soccer Mom, but I was thrilled a thirty-year-old bull had dragged her out for playtime.

When Jeremy gripped my ass cheeks, he prised them wide open while he squatted. His face was inches from my pussy and anal whorl, and I felt his discerning eye checking me out - I was being inspected and loved that lewd moment of my debasement. The sharp inhale of a man who enjoyed my aroma made me quiver in every muscle. I whimpered, desperate to be fucked in a pussy that leaked more cream than a dairy farm.

When he had taken his fill by eye, Jeremy licked my crack from the throbbing, creamy clitoris at one end to my anal whorl at the other. After a few passes, his flattened tongue dragged my clitoris like a child licking their ice cream too hungrily, releasing my sticky pink nub, following the creamy slit, slurping every drop of my nectar until his tongue scintillated my soul, passing lightly across the ridges that descended like a tornado swirling inside my puckered hole.

“You can fuck my back passage one day - you’ll be the first.”

“I would love to, Jessica.”

“Okay then.”

I blurted out my desire to give Jeremy something of value, my virgin anus, that Charlie had never wanted to fuck. My boyfriend had me trembling on the tip of his tongue, rimming me beautifully while I wriggled against my restraints in vain.

When he stood, I knew his cock would fill me, and I would be fucked by my beloved again. My hole felt like she vibrated, soaking wet and desperate to be defiled. Momentarily, while Jeremy slid his cock balls deep inside me, I closed my eyes and imagined I was a slut in one of my boyfriend’s movies, having a second cock fuck my mouth.

Jeremy groaned in utter ecstasy when his cock head crushed against my cervix, and his immense girth stretched my pussy side walls wide. He held on to my ass in a talon-like grip, rocking his cock gently as though shaping me. It felt like having a sore muscle gently massaged by powerful thumbs, squeezing out aching while waves of fluttering pleasure reverberated through the soft tissue walls that molded around Jeremy’s cock shape.

When he began fucking me, I got noisy, grunting at every stroke, steeling myself against his powerful forward momentum, taking all of my lover’s cock. I was restrained around my calves by force and by choice with my tight grip on the handlebars. I wanted to be used, fucked senseless, again and again, closing my eyes while drifting into one of Jeremy’s movies, imagining a line of bulls behind my boyfriend, each waiting their turn.

On that thought, my orgasm came hard, forcing me to scream and cry out. A hand towel thrown by Jeremy landed on the back of my head. I grabbed it, saw it was clean, and crammed it into my mouth before letting loose a perfectly muffled, blood-curdling scream of ecstasy.

My heart pounded like a frightened gazelle while Jeremy relentlessly pounded my hole, moving things around inside me while my entire body trembled and lit up like the sun. I was being fucked harder than ever, taking his immense cock deeper and loving every moment, especially when Jeremy filled my hole with his sticky load.

I tore the towel from my mouth, squeezing my boyfriend’s cock tightly with all the power my pelvic floor could muster, milking his seed.

“Oh, Jeremy - I fucking love you with all of my heart.”

“I love you too, Jessica.”

“I fucking know. I am so full of your cock right now.”

“That’s why I designed this bench.”

“Were you thinking of me, honey?”

“Yes.”

Jeremy was a fast learner, handing me moist wipes from a wall-mounted dispenser so I could clean his mess from my hole and swollen lips. I was sure his semen load was of greater volume than average because after he fucked me, my pussy was so slippery and full of cum, it felt extraordinary.

I wriggled into my panties, immediately filling its gusset with my boyfriend’s mess, but it didn’t seem to matter because I was wholly in love and wanted to hold on to his seed for as long as possible.

I pointed at the much bigger concrete floor stain in amazement.

“Was that me?”

“I will clean it later.”

“I hope you’ll clean me later, too, Jeremy.”

“No doubt about that.” 

He smiled, held me in his arms, cupping my ass cheeks. All I could think about was how he had spread my cheeks to get at my back passage into which he plunged his tongue.

“We have come a long way in a short period, Jeremy.”

“I feel it, too.”

“Then why are you holding back?”

“How do you know I am?”

“I just know it, honey.”

Jeremy sighed and smiled warmly, wanting, perhaps needing, to get something off his mind. I placed my palms on his chest, enjoying the rhythmic heartbeat that was calming after powering his cock to fill me.

“Am I the reason why you are opening up sexually, Jessica?”

“Yes, honey. I think there was always a naughty girl inside me, but you are bringing her out. I feel so secure with you. I think it’s because you are entirely committed to me in love, sexually speaking, and especially focused on my satisfaction. You are the most attentive man I have known.”

“I love going down on you, Jessica.”

“I know, and that makes a big difference… as it does when you rim me.”

“I love doing that, too.”

“I know, honey, and tonight, after we shower, I am returning the favor and licking your anal whorl.”

“Shall we watch porn later, Jessica?”

“Yes, honey. What do you have in mind?”

“I love watching swinging and threesomes.”

“Oh, do you now?”


Chapter Twenty-Four

Beautiful Discoveries

◆◆◆

Our lovemaking continued at a frenetic pace for days. Morning wood maintenance and ensuring Jeremy started his day in a fine mood became a thing for us, an enjoyment for him, and a source of pride for me. The same could be said for long evening cunnilingus sessions where Jeremy demonstrated increasing proficiency with his tongue before fucking me for hours.

If we were out of the house alone, walking or driving, we fooled around or enjoyed a quickie behind a bush, usually with me bending over and after my boyfriend confirmed no snakes or other nasties were hiding nearby.

Watching porn movies in bed was exciting, although it usually ended with me viewing alone while Jeremy worked hard with his head between my legs. It was a dream come true for a woman who loved having her pussy licked.

Those movies sparked a few unintentional tawdry dreams that woke me amid a frisson of excitement, shuddering, almost at the point of orgasm, often with my fingers already inside the front of my panties. Jeremy had asked that if I felt horny through the night that I wake and fuck him, which I was glad to do.

The early hours of this morning were notable in that regard because I woke in a creamy mess, and he insisted I mount his face like a bicycle saddle.

“I’m very creamy down there, Jeremy.”

“What were you dreaming about?”

“You, of course, honey.”

He lifted me gently, maneuvering one leg over his chest until I straddled him. I could smell the heady aroma resulting from my lewd dreams - by the look on his face, the manner of his flared nostrils, and his heavy breathing, Jeremy couldn’t get enough of my scent either, grinning from ear to ear like the cat that got the cream.

As I moved forward, my swollen, sticky clitoris caught Jeremy’s chin, soaking him while sparking my libido with a dragging blow that tingled and lifted me. I gasped, then cried out when he cupped my breasts, squeezing them hard as though my sexual tension might be kneaded out, but that wasn’t possible because I felt more aroused than at any other point in my life.

The dream that woke me was about having a threesome with Jeremy and the vet, both men swapping ends, each taking turns to fuck my pussy and mouth until they settled in, worked hard, and creampied me in both holes simultaneously.

How the fuck can I explain that to Jeremy?

I’m a slut.

It was better to enjoy the excellent cunnilingus my boyfriend offered, cum in his mouth, and pretend I hadn’t lied about my dream. I couldn’t face the facts of infidelity and sluttiness associated with sucking the vet’s cock while my boyfriend filled my pussy, no matter if it was a dream or real. 

At the same time as guilt tore through me when I closed my eyes, the images of me being spit-roasted somewhere on a picnic blanket in the savannah wouldn’t go away. Every time I saw pictures of my excellent, exciting defilement, as I did now while rocking my pussy back and forth on my boyfriend’s expert lips, I didn’t want them to vanish until I was done being fucked.

Jeremy cupped my ass cheeks in clawing fingers, using his immense upper body power to ease my pussy into the angle he needed to slurp and plow its creamy furrow. At the top of every sixth tongue stroke from my anal whorl, my boyfriend paused, drinking and swallowing my tawdry juices. Before starting back down, he clenched his lips around the base of my sticky clitoris, sucking the pink nub out of a puddle of engorged flesh, brushing my tip with his.

When he wanted to bring me to orgasm, Jeremy wrapped his arms around my thighs, reached into my clitoris with his fingers, and peeled the skin away, forcing my tasty pink bean out entirely so he could gently chew it. He dragged her from side to side, then flattened his tongue and licked me rapidly up and down until I filled his mouth with my unicorn pee.

When I orgasmed, it was an unrestrained expression of my love for Jeremy but also a commitment to my self-love and sexual ascendency. My ecstasy and the previously hidden kinky character were a total revelation. I wouldn’t complain about the sex I had with Charlie, but this was more different in emotional and physical terms and filled with an electric charge that drove me to want Jeremy inside me, squirting his semen deep in my womb.

I wanted to have Jeremy’s babies, but that also terrified me. How would I explain to Chuck and Annie that Mom got a complete life do-over, and now, with Dad’s blessing, I was gripping the opportunity by the horns?

While Jeremy ritualistically cleaned my pussy, slurping hungrily, swallowing every drop, it felt like he worshipped me; such was his enthusiasm. I reached behind, gripped his cock, making sure it didn’t need any encouragement, wanking him gently before he lifted me in powerful hands and slid my pussy on it, impaling me.

My orgasm was instantly extended, and I rode his stiff cock hard, placing my palms on his chest, enjoying the confident, resounding thud of my lover’s lionheart. My ass pounded up and down his sticky length as I fucked my lover hard, enjoying the passion and joy in his expression. He gripped me gently around the waist, using my pussy like a wanking sheath, lifting and lowering me, and I loved it because this was my turn to give.

Jeremy fucked me so well it was hard to believe he was a virgin until recently. He told me that Amma explained the birds and the bees, and all I could do was believe she did it well.

As my boyfriend’s cock stretched my pussy wide open, my heart soared lightly, not a single concern nagging in my mind. When Jeremy shot his seed deep inside me, I saw the joy of a man who wanted to get me pregnant. At that moment, I decided to register with a local doctor, find an OBGYN, and consider coming off birth control soon.

It would be much easier and less worrying to give birth in Maine. However, with Emily settled in as our resident zoologist-in-training, Alfie as her able assistant, and Rebecca enjoying time spent with Agnes in the kitchen, it seemed unfair to drag them away.

Chuck and Ava would be traveling to Mombasa to fuck god knows who, and that also played on my mind because I felt a little envious that they had ascended to such a sexually free place as I seemed unable to go except for in my dreams.

I slid Jeremy’s cock out of my pussy, slipped on my panties to help retain his seed, and instantly bowed my head into his lap, sucking and cleaning the salty, sweet, creamy mess from his cock. In doing so, as was customary, my boyfriend got hard again, and I wanked him gently, then more vigorously until he orgasmed again, spitting out a few precious drops into my mouth while he squirmed and moaned loudly, almost like in pain from sexual over-exertion.

When he was done, satisfied, and his cock was clean, I crawled into Jeremy’s arms, loving him more than my life. The sunrise had begun, so I knew it was around 6 a.m. Agnes would wake soon and start preparing breakfast. Emily, Rebecca, and Alfie would follow her, then Jeremy and me. We had an hour to snuggle and love each other before our turn to rise.

“I know where Chuck and Ava are going in Mombasa, Jessica. It’s a famous fetish club with hotel facilities.”

“Ahh.”

“It’s none of my business. I just wanted to mention that I know, so we had no secrets. I’ll never interfere with your family.”

“That’s not going to work, Jeremy. My grandchildren adore you; they seek your friendship and love. You are teaching, so you will occasionally need to discipline them. If you don’t, they will wander off or do something naughty, as kids do, and tragedy will follow because this is a dangerous place despite its beauty.”

“I’ll tread carefully. I love your family.”

“We’ll have another one between us soon.”

Knowing that Jeremy knew about Chuck and Ava made me happy, especially as he had expressed no judgment one way or another. It seemed appropriate for adults to manage their sex lives in the open, hiding only that which should not be revealed to children. If Chuck and Ava wanted to swap partners with another couple, who should be permitted to express disdain? Not I, especially since my kinky side grew daily.

I even had a plan for Jeremy’s first playful spanking.

There are few things more satisfying than sitting on a deck outside your home, eating breakfast with your daughter while watching grandkids discuss the insect population of your home. Alfie raised his hand, pointing to a bright red and black specimen that landed on his thumb.

“I have a ladybug, Emily.”

“They are bred here and exported.”

“You mean this ladybug escaped from somewhere?”

“They are used as biological pest control. Ladybugs eat aphids, which destroy crops, and it’s big business in Kenya. They supply all over Africa and even to the UK.” 

I was shocked and stared at Annie, who shrugged and looked proud of her daughter. I observed Alfie set down the insect before he lifted another pancake and ate it, watching his ladybug meander around the decking until it flew away.

He was mesmerized in a way that the TV, phone, and internet never could attract his attention.

“The kids love it here, Mom. Ava and I have enrolled them in an online school based in the U.S., but I think one or two days at a local school would help, too.”

“The curriculum is different here. I think they follow the UK’s old baccalaureate.”

“I know, but the opportunity for them to grow with local friends is just too good to miss.”

“So, you want to stay here forever, Annie?”

“Is there any reason why we can’t?”

“No… I just, well… there are things in Maine to sort out.”

“Such as?”

“The three million bucks in treasure at the Maine safe must be distributed. I want my grandchildren to have college and trust funds, with around one million each going to you and Chuck. The Maine house will be transferred to you and Chuck on my death.”

“Will this place be for Jeremy?”

“Agnes, and all of you too. But there is more… I don’t know how to tell you...”

“You should get pregnant soon, Mom.”

Annie grinned from ear to ear and reached over, taking my hand, squeezing tightly, lovingly. My heart thumped hard, and I felt emotional. In this regard, my daughter’s acceptance of my choices was crucial, even more so than Chuck’s. I would speak to my son about how Jeremy and my relationship was evolving soon, but another woman, especially a daughter and mother, understands the yearning I felt to have Jeremy’s babies and to start that process soon, too, before my eggs were exhausted.

“You must have his babies, Mom. Jeremy deserves a family, and you are far from done having yours.”

“But my grandchildren will have aunts or uncles younger than them.”

“That’s a valid worry, but I don’t think it matters. This house should always be filled with laughter. I think Dad wanted it… well, you know he wanted you and Jeremy to be together.”

“I think about Dad every day.”

My daughter wrapped me in her arms and sat in my lap, proving that your children are always babies in your eyes. Annie comforted me, as did Chuck, but he was more boisterous, like Charlie and Alfie. It would take a different approach to deliver this news to my son.

“What about you, Annie? Will you find love again?”

“I’m going on a date this Saturday while Ava and Chuck enjoy their swinger’s weekend retreat.”

“Oh, you knew about them?”

“Everyone knew except you, Mom. Even Daddy knew Chuck and Ava were a naughty couple.”

“Don’t call them that, honey. Did he really know?”

“Yes, but Daddy wanted you to be oblivious. He felt your angelic disposition should be preserved.”

“I wish he hadn’t done that.”

“Well, now you know.”

I couldn’t think ill of Charlie for any reason, but some things did not add up. My husband’s desire to be cuckolded was a fantasy, or perhaps it wasn’t, but knowing our son and his wife were swingers seemed to be the sort of thing he would have shared with me.

“I guess Daddy felt it was a secret worth keeping.”

“Some secrets are best kept that way.”

“Does that mean you aren’t telling me who you are dating this weekend? Is there a Tinder in Kenya?”

“I am sure there is, but my date is closer to home. She’s in the kitchen now.”

“Agnes?”

“Yes, Mom.”

“She’s a les-.”

“I know. I think I may be, too. I always felt like Jack and me… well, maybe that’s a conversation for another time.”

“Wow.”

“Do you disapprove of me, Mom?”

“No way - I’m just surprised. I saw you and her spending time together over the past few weeks. No, no, wow… no. I am delighted for you and her. This is great news, Annie.”

“Agnes kissed me yesterday, and we fooled around. It felt good. I think I am in love with her.”

“Wow. And how does she feel about you?”

“Agnes says she loves me too but is terrified of what you might think.”

“I’ll fix that right now.”

I was elated and quickly wriggled out from underneath my daughter, leaving her sprawling in my chair. I skipped lightheartedly through the house into the kitchen, wrapping my arms around Agnes’s waist from behind. She laughed richly, warmly, and with the kind-hearted soul of a woman who meant only good things for those around her.

“Was breakfast so good that I deserve a hug, Jessica?”

“I hear you kissed Annie and that you and she are dating.”

“Oh my god - I am so sorry.”

Agnes spun around, still in my arms, with a look of sheer horror etched on her face. I heard Annie behind me and knew this was a critical moment.

“I couldn’t be happier about you two dating, Agnes. You both absolutely one hundred percent have my love and best wishes.”

“Really?”

“I can’t think of anyone I would rather my baby girl be with. Your kindness, vibe for life, and emotional intelligence are exactly what Annie needs.”

“I’m so relieved.”

I watched a tear roll down her cheek, so I wiped it away with my thumb, smiling lovingly at my daughter’s new girlfriend. It didn’t matter to me whether Annie was straight, bisexual, or a lesbian - only that she was loved. Weeks of worrying about why she and Jack were estranged, soon to be divorced, and what might follow for my daughter were suddenly erased because she had found someone perfect to be with.

I hugged Agnes tightly, and Annie joined us, both women sobbing lightly, I guessed from relief. It was a big moment, so Chuck joined the hugging club, and I saw from his expression that he knew his sister was in love with Agnes.

He smiled at me, a knowing, worldly, wise smile that I wanted to believe conveyed an honesty that no more secrets would be kept. Why should there be secrets? The heart wants what it wants and usually gets it no matter how we rail against the magnetism of desire, love, and lust.

Except for my naughty secret, which was locked away in my soul.


Chapter Twenty-Five

Tawdry Confessions

◆◆◆

Although I dearly wanted to, I couldn’t take time to discuss my daughter’s seismic announcement with her and Agnes, but I was glad they both seemed relieved at my response. It occurred to me that Annie’s more significant challenge would be explaining Mommy’s new girlfriend to Emily and Alfie, although both kids seemed happy without their father being around.

It was none of my business, but I wondered why Jack had cheated on Annie. Perhaps she had urges that led to a deterioration of their marriage.

After showering and dressing safari-style, I grabbed my gear and headed to the workshop, where Jeremy was preparing our Mercedes. We’d scheduled a visit to the vet to update our account and discuss future work and costs.

Managing the reserve was complex, and so far, everything was being done ad hoc, with much goodwill being consumed. Even the Rangers were living a little too rough, with no proper bathing or hot water inside their accommodation. They had a rickety wooden shack latrine with a hole underneath dug far from the lodge and a cold shower rigged outdoors running water through rubber hose from an elevated header tank.

Using my boyfriend’s plan, I wanted to raise standards and elevate Charlie and Jeremy’s work to a higher level.

Aside from my kid’s inheritance, I had plenty of money as well as the treasure Charlie left me in our Kenyan home. We had saved hard and invested well, but without becoming miserly. I bought twenty-five Bitcoins at one hundred dollars back in the day when people believed that cryptocurrency was a fad. At today’s selling price, my Bitcoin was worth around one and a half million dollars.

On our day trip, I also needed to visit the Standard Chartered Bank in Nanyuki. Dealing with seven million dollars in my safe wouldn’t be easy, but at least we could talk about business banking with a bank manager. 

I felt disconcerted.

When I settled in the truck, planting two coffee mugs in the center console holders, Jeremy glanced across at me and knew something was wrong. He waited to investigate my disquiet until we cleared the parking area outside our house, where my whole family, including Agnes, had assembled, waving enthusiastically at us.

“Are you worried about the banking and your money in the safe, Jessica?”

“It’s a lot of money to keep at home.”

“The bank can schedule a helicopter collection and deliver to a vault in Nairobi. The total value can be insured, so there is nothing to worry about.”

“How do you know all of this?”

“Charlie asked me to have the safe contents shipped to you. Only a bank could do that, so I made a plan. I checked on the process without tipping anyone off about the reason why.”

“You’re a clever man, Jeremy.”

“Maybe - but not sufficiently bright to know what’s bothering you.”

There was no point in holding back my concerns. If I stifled my feelings, they would simmer in a fiery pit of negativity, manifesting in my irascible behavior, leading to quarrels. I knew this because Charlie had been the sort of man to bury his deepest thoughts and feelings, resulting in precisely the outcome Jeremy and I were heading for right now if I didn’t answer him honestly.

“Am I prudish, Jeremy?”

“That’s an odd question. I haven’t had the time to know you well enough to answer.”

“But if you must answer the question - what would you say?”

He considered my question, smiling, occasionally glancing at me reassuringly while mainly keeping his eyes on the red dirt trail. He flapped down his and my sun visors as we turned a bend and were struck by the searing heat and brightness of a rising equatorial sun. I was sure Jeremy wouldn’t lie to me, nor would he cushion a blow to be friendly instead of honest, but he was carefully considering his answer.

“I would have to say no, you aren’t prudish, but I can understand why other people might see you that way.”

“Can you expand on that, honey?”

“Hmm, okay. You set a high standard. You are loyal and have enormous integrity. Quite often, people can find that hard to live with.”

“Am I self-righteous, then?”

“No. It’s more like… you come across as flawless, and that can be hard for others who are less perfect.”

“I’m not flawless.”

“I know.”

“Then I must be aloof.”

“You are overthinking this, Jessica. Everyone around you loves you and wants to be in your life. People look to you for leadership and not in a dictatorial way, either. They trust you and your judgment.”

“But I am hard work too, Jeremy. I must be because, well… it doesn’t matter.”

I felt teary-eyed and emotional. Sleeping with Jeremy and falling in love with him had opened my mind to all sorts of mind-blowing revelations, not least of all because of the unrestrained sex we had. I felt rejuvenated by him, hopeful of the future but still mildly guilty of the fun I was having.

As he steered carefully through potholes in the muddy trail leading to a tarmac road, I couldn’t help but compare the bumpy ruts underneath and the rolling of our truck to the roller coaster ride of my life and soul. In the distance, off to one side, I saw Jessica, the matriarch with her herd, marching slowly from one place to another—much like we were now and in life generally.

“Why do you think you must be hard work, Jessica?”

“Charlie told me nothing of this place, you or his plans. There is a reason for that. Until today, I never knew my daughter liked girls as well as boys, and only a few days ago, I discovered my son and his wife are swingers.”

“People keep secrets, and most have a kinky side. I don’t think it’s unusual, and none of those things were kept from you because of anything you did.”

“How did Charlie know Chuck and Ava were swingers then?”

“I don’t know. Perhaps he stumbled across the matter through gossip, something he found online, or he just overheard a husband and wife talking one day and asked a question.”

“Or Chuck went to him and explained.”

“Maybe. It sounds like you are punishing yourself, Jessica.”

“Not punishing. I am worried that I have pushed people I love away from me because I am cold and standoffish. Can I ask you… have you got any secrets, Jeremy?”

“Yes, of course. Don’t you?”

“Yes.”

We hit the tarmac road, and our progress was comfortable and quick. I processed our conversation while Jeremy carefully avoided slower traffic on both sides, including donkeys and carts carrying silage to waiting herds of cows, goats, and sheep.

I was glad to have got my main troubles off my chest, but there was more, and I knew if I didn’t mention it now, I would regret it forever.

“Since we began making love, I’ve been having the most lewd dreams in my entire life, Jeremy.”

“I know. Me too.”

“How do you know about my dreams?”

“Your pussy is very wet when you wriggle and moan while dreaming, Jessica. I sometimes slip my fingers inside your panties and finger fuck you while you are dreaming. I taste your pussy as well.”

“Wow, that’s fucking naughty.”

“Yes.”

“I don’t mind though. I said from the outset that you could fuck me when you wanted, and I meant that. You should wake me up anytime to make love.”

“Thank you.”

We drove on, enjoying a pleasant scene of rural life in a country blessed by the sun. I reached across the console, holding Jeremy’s hand, sighing, feeling increasingly less worried.

“Are you curious about my dreams, Jeremy?”

“Of course, but I won’t pry.”

“What if I need to tell you because they burden me?”

“I might want to masturbate while you tell me.”

“Really?”

I giggled at the thought of Jeremy wanking himself while I talked dirty in his ear. It did me a disservice as my womb fluttered and pussy dampened.

“Since we are being sincere here, Jessica, yes, I would like to masturbate while you talk dirty to me.”

“But my revelation is only a few seconds long. You’d have to work hard to cum in that short space.”

“What is your dream, Jessica? Spit it out. Is it the same one recurring?”

“Yes… well, there are a few, but one keeps coming very vividly and feels like it really happened when I woke.”

My head was exploding, and my body trembled with sexual excitement while my heart pounded like the day lioness Annie stepped in front of our truck. I panted, found it difficult to breathe, and then frowned, feeling ashamed because my pussy moistened even more just from recollecting my dream.

“I keep dreaming about having a threesome, Jeremy. You and the vet fucking me in our bed.”

“Oh my.”

“I’m a slut.”

“I disagree entirely.”

I pulled on my bottom lip, and then, to my surprise, something profound inside me took over. I kicked off my hiking shoes and reached inside my skirt, fumbling for my underwear waistband. I wriggled my ass and peeled down my panties, unhooking them past my feet, handing them to Jeremy, who clutched the damp cotton to his nose.

I placed my ankles on the dashboard, stretching them as wide apart as possible, hiking up my skirt. Freeing myself seemed the essential thing to do at the moment, and knowing that my boyfriend fingered me while I slept felt exciting - the final straw that unshackled my prim and proper restraints.

I was unleashed.

“What the fuck, Jessica?”

“I can’t meet the vet in this state, honey. Will you finger me, please? It’s hardly fair the only time you finger-bang me is when I am sleeping.”

“Have I not done it while you were awake?”

“I honestly don’t recall being fingered by you or Charlie, ever.”

“Shit.”

“Yeah.”

To my surprise, Jeremy veered off the road, taking a flat, gravelly trail while I braced myself, giggling like a schoolgirl. He drove fast for a mile, slewing around bends in the snaky dirt track until we arrived at a massive, modern barn full of hay bales.

The place was deserted, the air calm, and a delightful silence that enveloped me peacefully broke when Jeremy switched off the engine.

“Not in the car, Jessica.”

“Why not?”

“Let’s stand up and make out like we were in school.”

“Oh fuck, yeah.”

Jeremy opened my truck door and carried me into the tidy barn. An alcove was built in the haystack from where the farmer had forklifted hay bales. He set me down carefully inside the semi-private space before gripping my ass cheeks in clawing fingers, pulling me onto his solid cock.

“Fuck me here, Jeremy, please.”

“I want to finger you, so I can stare into your eyes while you cum all over my fingers.”

“What if I squirt?”

“Would you like me to finish you off on my tongue so I can drink your juices?”

“Yes, but fucking hell… I can’t believe we are talking like this.”

“Your dream has fired me up, Jessica.”

“Me too, but it was just a dream, honey.”

Jeremy lifted my skirt hem, tucking it inside my waistband, never averting his hot, horny eyes from mine. When he plowed his finger along my throbbing slit, I gasped, feeling more than sexual desire burning inside me. Something about being fingered by my boyfriend checked a box on a list of things I should have done long ago.

I hadn’t even been fucked in the ass, another taboo that recurred after I fell asleep.

In hindsight, I wished I’d had more sexual partners, been finger fucked under the bleachers like most others, and tried kissing a girl. These were all harmless sexual acts in an adventure I hadn’t enjoyed… yet.

But it wasn’t too late.

I licked my lips and frowned while Jeremy slid his finger up and down my ever more creamy slit, parting my engorged pussy lips, spreading them wide. I opened my legs wider, forced my pussy forward, trying different positions to get into the right one for him to do his best work.

My body quivered, and lascivious, noisy moaning rattled around the barn rafters in the unmistakable symphonic ecstasy of a girl being finger fucked by her boyfriend. When Jeremy kissed me, it was like hot liquid passion deluged down a river gorge from a snowmelt in full flow. I was aflame and trembling all over in utter ecstasy.

Had the vet been in the barn with Jeremy and me, I would have begged for two men to fuck me until I screamed for mercy. But I couldn’t tell him that, no matter how much I wanted to.

Jeremy pressed one index fingertip against my swollen, sticky clitoris repeatedly, eliciting a wild response from me as my knees buckled, and I leaned my ass cheeks back on a hay bale, screaming and begging for more.

He was an incredibly adept lover for so little experience, reaching around to my ass cheeks with his spare hand, opening my crack so my anal whorl rubbed against the dry grass. It felt unbelievably sleazy but sexually rewarding as Jeremy worked both my holes simultaneously - another first for me.

When Jeremy swirled my pink nub around in a circular motion with two fingers, I bowed my head to his chest, gasping desperately, spitting, and crying out in ecstasy while begging for more. I had never been stimulated in this way before, with my puckered hole rasping against dry grass, wanting to be fucked, while my clitoris was dragged around on a body-quivering pleasure cruise.

“Jeremy… I… I have a question… please, I must ask, but it’s fucking disgusting.”

“Anything, darling.”

“If the vet were here now, would you both fuck me together?”

“Definitely.”

I stared into his eyes, seeing honesty and desire while feeling love, shame, lust, and utter panic. Jeremy expertly lifted me toward an orgasm, thumbing my clitoris while pumping two fingers in and out of my tight hole - fucking me.

“Close your eyes, Jessica, and while you cum in my mouth, just imagine me and Karl riding your anus and pussy.”

“Oh fuck… you gave him a name.”

“Picture Karl and his cock now, honey. Who would fuck your pussy between us?”

“You… you… you, Jeremy. It must be you fucking me in that hole, but I don’t want Karl being first in my anus. That must be you, too.”

“Not today, then.”

“No… not today. But soon, please. I need it.”

I closed my eyes and saw myself sucking Karl’s cock while Jeremy fucked me from behind. I don’t know whether I placed my hands on top of my boyfriend’s head first and pushed him down or whether he made the move to his knees voluntarily.

Either way, as I tipped over the edge of my orgasm into a pleasured abyss, Jeremy puckered his lips and sucked on my pee hole, swallowing my juices as I screamed and bounced around so vigorously I felt the stiff, dry grass almost penetrating my anus.

I leaned further back, hauling my knees up while pressing them wide apart, cumming in my boyfriend’s mouth, squirting powerfully. He sucked me dry, delivering me a sense of contentment that I had never felt before. As he stared up at me, still licking my pussy clean, Jeremy smiled lovingly.

“Was that good, Jessica?’

“Unbelievable, sweetheart - I honestly never felt anything like it.”

“If Karl were here right now, would you let us both fuck you together?”

It was a fair question asked while the height of passion was passed. I wasn’t entirely sober in sexual terms, but the peak intoxication was gone. I closed my eyes, dreading the question being asked when I could not deny the truth of my answer or later blame it on a reckless, passionate moment.

I stared down at Jeremy, smiling. He looked desperate to know the truth. 

“Yes, I would. I would also fuck another girl with you.”


Chapter Twenty-Six

First Seduction

◆◆◆

Jeremy carefully carried me back to the truck because I had left my shoes there, and the ground was dusty. With my arms wrapped around his neck, I studied his expression, sensing my lover’s excitement.

Since fingering me and having his question about Karl answered, Jeremy seemed more attentive toward me, too, which I found confusing. When he gently placed me in the passenger seat, I buckled up and slipped my shoes back on, hungrily eyeing his erection in a way I never had any man’s before he and I met.

When my boyfriend turned the truck around and drove away, his nostrils flared, and he looked like he was struggling to breathe. Torrid expressions tore through his face, exciting me, albeit I felt mildly uneasy.

“Are you okay, Jeremy?”

“Yes.”

“Say something, honey, please. I feel a little awkward.”

“I’m sorry, Jessica, it’s just that… well, I… you know, this is my perfect version of how things might turn out between us.”

“Do you mean what we just did in the barn or that we are about to visit a man we both want to join us in bed?”

“Both.”

I took his trembling hand, interlocking our fingers, squeezing tightly to reassure him. Although my body count was low, Charlie fucked me plenty over the years, so I was used to more sex than Jeremy. Being fingered was a first, as was sex in a barn, but I could take it in my stride, whereas my lover looked fit to explode. 

I didn’t know what came over me while Jeremy plowed my pussy with his fingers, then sucked my orgasm dry. It felt like weeks of lewd wet dreams, consolidation in a relationship with him, and a night of watching porn had transformed me.

Despite my fingering and the orgasm I had enjoyed immensely, I wanted Jeremy to fuck me now.

I knew the process of my sexual awakening had begun many years ago, with a tickle inside me that became an itch I could control until now. It was no longer necessary to contain myself or suppress the desires that haunted the taboo corners of my mind to the extent I once did.

I knew Jeremy needed to talk about what happened in the barn, and we had plenty of time to do that, as we were only halfway to Nanyuki. I didn’t know where to begin, so I thought about it, studied my boyfriend carefully, assessed his mood, and enjoyed his smile and loving glances, but I concluded I must take control.

“I have only ever fucked one more person than you have, Jeremy, so I know how it feels to wonder what a sexual adventure is like. I was glad to have a low body count for many reasons, but now, with you, it feels different.”

“Did you feel like this with Charlie?”

“No.”

“Can you explain why, or is it too personal?”

“It is deeply personal, but I must have these conversations with you. If I had wanted to, I could have slept with other men while married because Charlie permitted me. He wanted to be cuckolded.”

“Why didn’t you cuckold him?”

“I knew cuckolding wasn’t right for Charlie, and I didn’t want to damage our marriage. Also, if I am being honest, making love to you is vastly different. I feel more comfortable and confident in every way with you.”

“Thank you, Jessica.”

“I don’t want to ever talk about whether you or Charlie were better or worse as life partners. I love you with all of my heart, as I did him, but there is no escaping some conversations about my almost thirty-year marriage.”

“I don’t mind what you reveal or keep private, Jess.”

“I know. Suffice it to say that after these weeks of making love to you, I feel stronger, bolder, and prepared to explore anything except cuckolding. In the same way as I know it wasn’t right for Charlie, I know it isn’t right for you.”

“It appeals sometimes in a fantasy, but I don’t like being humiliated.”

“Neither did Charlie. Perhaps he and I could have had a threesome and shared partners, but he never suggested it, and I was too sexually repressed - by myself, I will add. Charlie never did anything wrong.”

“But you want it now, Jessica? A threesome, I mean.”

“Yes, but perhaps not today, and not once I come off birth control. Fertilizing my eggs is your role now, honey.”

“What about while you are pregnant?”

“I get very horny. Just like when I get my period, which is due tomorrow, by the way.”

“So you would do it?”

“A threesome while I am pregnant with our baby?”

He nodded, and I sighed, relaxed and happy because I was unshackled from the agony of denying myself sexual happiness. I could not lie; Jeremy was much the better lover, with a far bigger cock, and our emotional bond felt firmer. That didn’t translate into a league table of romantic loves with him at the top, but it did mean I felt better about sharing more buried and sleazy truths with him.

“Yes, I think I would, but the other man or girl we choose together is essential. I don’t want to feel like I am a slut taking all-comers. We should date our partners, dine with them, and make our overnight fuck sessions enjoyable.”

“I agree. You have mentioned other girls twice now. Are you curious to sleep with another woman?”

“Only if you are in bed with us. I want you to fuck other women while I join in.”

“Why do you feel that way, Jessica?”

“If I am enjoying other men’s cocks, I want you to enjoy the same amount of pussy. I feel like a balance is crucial, neither getting more or less than the other.”

“Sharing is caring, then, Jessica?”

“Yes, to steal an old phrase. I have other conditions, too, since you want me to take charge.”

“Please go ahead.”

“There is to be no flaunting ourselves or discussing our lifestyle with anyone else. This is a private matter between you and me. No social media or photos of our dates, no homemade pornographic movies, and if anyone catches feelings for either of us, we politely exit the relationship immediately.”

“You see? This is why I love being led by you. You’re very wise, Jessica.”

“We must always communicate and protect our love.”

“Yes, of course.”

“When we take a lover, I want it to be unhurried and respectful, too. Everyone’s wishes must be discussed beforehand to know what we are getting into.”

“I agree.”

Jeremy’s cock was tenting his pants, and I didn’t want that to influence our meeting with the vet. Our first threesome would be highly regrettable if it were rushed over Karl’s desk and for me to be perceived as a slut.

I felt uneasy about my slutty behavior, knowing I would be lying to myself if I considered myself a paragon of virtue. Those days were behind me. The women of my local Gin Rummy circle would clutch their pearls if they were a fly on our windscreen.

Many would also want to take my place.

“Does this make me a slut, Jeremy?”

“Not in my eyes.”

“Our opinions are all that matters.”

I leaned across the vehicle’s center console and squeezed Jeremy’s immense cock through his cotton fabric. As I gently rubbed it’s thick, hose-like shape, my womb tickled and I desperately wanted to be fucked.

When I unbuckled his belt and pulled the fly on his pants down, it was easy to feed my boyfriend’s cock out, shaking it gently before stroking his solid shaft from tip to balls as I gave it some air.

When I began wanking him off, Jeremy snorted like a bull on the rampage, speeding up slightly but always keeping his eyes on the road.

“Find another barn and empty your seed inside my pussy. I don’t want you peeling my panties down in front of Karl.”

“I would never-.”

“I was joking, honey. Find somewhere that I can straddle your cock and slide my pussy up and down it until you cum. Today is just about a little flirt with Karl - enough to tease him into accepting dinner.”

“Okay, honey. Will you take the lead?”

“As you wish, Jeremy. I won’t come off birth control until my period after our first threesome, just to be safe, and while we are trying to get pregnant, there will only be other girls. No boys at all.”

“Oh fuck, Jessica.”

I was wanking his cock harder and faster than I should have, and Jeremy squirmed in his seat, quickly rising toward an orgasm. He hadn’t turned off the road yet, and I doubted he would make it, so I slowed my fist pumping down, gently thumbing his banjo string in a circular motion while he panted like a sprinter crossing the line.

“Do you like it when I talk dirty, Jeremy?”

“I love it.”

“You aren’t going to make it to a place we can fuck, are you?”

“No, sweetheart - I am sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry. When you cum, I can swallow it all and clean your cock. Would that be nice?”

“Yes, please.”

“I love the taste of your cum. I wonder what it will taste like when I eat it out of a girlfriend’s pussy.”

“Jesus Christ, Jessica - would you do that?”

“Yes - I’ll expect her to do the same when you cum inside me. Have you got Viagra at home, by the way?”

“No.”

“We must buy some - today, preferably.”

“Oh fuck… I’ll cum soon, Jess.”

“Good. Let’s make it a good one that keeps you calm. I want to choke on your semen. Have I told you that your load is enormous? I am sure it’s more than average. Your cock is so big I can feel the ridge around your glans digging into my soft tissue walls when you fill me.”

“Oh please, Jessica, don’t stop.”

“Just imagine me sitting on your face kissing the woman who is riding your cock. Then, when you cum deep inside her, she and I will roll into a yummy 69.”

“Oh… oh, Jess… oh, please.”

“Let’s haul you back a little bit, honey.”

“I have cum rising in my tube.”

I leaned over and licked the swollen glans, sucking off copious precum that spilled from his tiny slit. I felt hedonistic, exhibitionistic, and like the sexual animal deep inside me was unleashed, enjoying servicing her man.

I sucked Jeremy’s cock for a few minutes, clenching my lips tightly around his sticky shaft, driving them down until I choked repeatedly before coming back up for air, gasping joyously. I tasted him cum a tiny bit across my tongue, but that was nothing compared with what was about to discharge into my mouth.

I wanked him slowly, building his orgasm, so when Jeremy blew, it would be an immense experience. Knowing he enjoyed my slutty banter, I eyed him, stroking his veiny cock at a metronomic pace while biting my bottom lip, twisting my mouth into a lewd smile, and frowning lasciviously. 

“Do you enjoy cleaning up your creampie mess out of my pussy after you fuck me, Jeremy?”

“Yes.”

“Would you like me to feed that to you after we fuck next time?”

“Oh my god, Jessica… now, please… it’s coming right now.”

“Let go, sweetheart.”

I slipped my mouth over his cock head and wanked the shaft furiously, jerking hard so he would empty every drop of his seed. I wanted to swallow Jeremy’s semen and didn’t care about rinsing my mouth afterward; the salty flavor would comfort me anyway.

When his cock jerked hard, a bolt of semen shot out powerfully, coating the back of my throat, splashing over my tonsils, causing me to gag. I swallowed quickly, then took the next and every rope of hot, salty cum afterward until his prostate was exhausted.

I sucked Jeremy’s cock clean, making sure I extracted every drop of his seed, eventually sitting up and showing him the semen bubbles and thick, glistening coating on my tongue. My boyfriend slewed our truck into a layby, pulled on the handbrake, and leaned over, kissing me deeply.

I shared his cum and loved that he wasn’t squeamish in that regard. I had always wanted to have a creampie eaten out of my pussy after I was fucked, and now I had a guy who would do it.

After his orgasm and need for intimacy with me subsided, I tucked Jeremy’s cock away, and we continued on our journey. We discussed life, more about sex, and then, finally, babies. I hadn’t fully discussed my intention to have a second family with Annie and not at all with Chuck, although I couldn’t see why they would hinder my happiness.

Jeremy was as excited as I was when we pulled up at the vet surgery. This would be the first time I ever flirted with a man while I was in a relationship, and what made it so much more kinky was the fact I would do it in front of my boyfriend.

Karl was pleased to see us, shaking hands until I insisted on a hug, lingering just past the point of what seemed proper. He grinned affably, picking up on something, but I knew from a flicker of confusion in his expression that he wasn’t sure what signal I gave.

Jeremy was beside himself, holding my hand, squeezing my fingers in high excitement.

Karl offered us a comfortable seat and coffee in his office while he assembled the invoice that included the treatment of Annie and her baby cub, Alfie.

“It’s a big bill, I’m afraid Jessica. “

“Does this include the helicopter ride?”

“Yes.”

“Just short of twenty-six thousand dollars?”

“That’s right. A lot of that is medication for quite a few animals. I have a breakdown if you’d like to audit.”

“That’s okay, no problem. We will have the amount transferred to you today. Our next stop is the bank.”

“Thank you, Jessica. I am relieved.”

“Why?”

“Many customers mess around with payment and question every line on the invoice. Of course, they don’t do it immediately when they receive my invoice. Oh no, they wait until the amount falls into default, and I chase it a few times. Sometimes, it takes six months to squeeze out payment.”

“Do you withhold service?”

“I can’t do that and allow sick animals to suffer.”

Karl looked quite emotional, almost teary-eyed, and I wanted to hug him again, but in doing so, I might start something I didn’t want to finish today. I needed Jeremy and our prospective lover fully primed and firing on all cylinders when I enjoyed both men in bed.

He was a gorgeous man, a few years older than Jeremy, carved out ruggedly by the weather and because of his challenging job. I was attracted to him but felt nothing beyond friendship and a desire to fuck him. I rubbed Jeremy’s hand with my index finger while I eyed Karl, assessing how good he might be in bed.

My pussy leaked into a gusset ill-equipped to hold my sticky arousal and one that was already wartorn from earlier sexual activity. My body shimmered, and goosebumps rose on my arms and legs.

Karl noticed my shiver, mistaking it for a chill.

“Shall I turn down the air-conditioning, Jessica?”

“No, I am fine. I have a question, please.”

“Go ahead.”

“Do you need an investor?”

“Umm, come again; sorry, I don’t understand.”

“Do you need an investor, Karl? You could upgrade the surgery, get more admin staff to chase client payments, and maybe hire an intern or two.”

“Wow.”

“I ask because our reserve will need more of your attention. We want to ramp up animal care and increase the species you cover. It makes sense for us to be a minor shareholder here because if anything happens to you, it also happens to us.”

“I understand, Jessica. I’ve never considered taking on a partner before.”

“Shall we discuss the idea over dinner next week, perhaps?”

I felt deliciously disgraceful, picking a day when I knew my period would be over. Jeremy would also figure that out, and I hoped he was getting off on our seduction. Karl looked shocked, probably because the money and custom we could bring would help him realize all the growth ideas he must have harbored for years.

“That would be great, Jessica. Dinner with you and Jeremy sounds exciting.”

“Can you suggest a nice restaurant nearby, please? Preferably one with hotel accommodation. Jeremy and I will stay the night. Perhaps you will, too?”

“I’d love to. The Mount Kenya Safari Lodge is five-star and serves great food.”

“How about one week from tomorrow, Karl? Jeremy and I must be home on Friday because we look after my grandchildren while their parents take a weekend break in Mombasa.”

“Oh, that’s nice. Thursday it is then.”

“Lovely.”

When our vet stood to escort us out of his office, I saw an erection tenting his pants. I pulled Jeremy with me, firmly holding his hand while I wrapped my other arm around Karl’s neck.

This time, I didn’t let go, gently pressing my pussy against his solid cock, grinding just enough to see sparkles light up in his eyes. When our hug ended, I stared into Karl’s eyes with my most seductive expression, pausing so he knew this was more than a friendly farewell.

I pulled Jeremy closer, so he hugged me from behind, and our prospective lover gasped, shocked but very keen because he knew fucking me was on the table. I didn’t pull away.

“I have a sensitive question to ask, please, Karl.”

“Umm, go ahead, please.”

“I don’t want to ask a doctor, but have you any idea where I might buy Viagra?”

“Oh my.”

“Perhaps you know a guy Karl?’

“I do know someone who sells what you need.”

“Okay, well, when we meet for dinner, could you please bring some?”

“How much do you need, Jessica?”

“Enough for one full night and morning with Jeremy and you, honey.”


Chapter Twenty-Seven

Our First Threesome

◆◆◆

There was no escaping how excited I felt. My inner slut rejoiced while Jessica Angel cringed, slinking into the shadows while my lewd side took over. Karl’s eyes were alight, and he licked his lips in thrilled, wanton anticipation while my boyfriend planted soft kisses across my neck from one side to the other, holding me tightly.

I craned my neck to check in on my beloved, slightly worried, mainly aroused, and revealing that tawdry state by lacing the air with horny pheromones, attracting two mates to fuck me.

“Are you okay, Jeremy?”

“Perfectly fine, sweetheart.”

“Did I do okay so far?”

“You exceeded my expectations, honey. I wish there were a bed here to get right to it.”

“Don’t forget I’m a screamer, and I would prefer a proper bed with a long, slow fuck, being swapped over between you.”

“Of course, Jessica - that is more appropriate, but I am on fire right now.”

“Me too.”

I was so turned on my pussy aroma wafted into my nostrils, flaring them while elevating my libido even further. Given that my lips were inches from Karl’s, I saw muscle-bound Mustangs in his eyes, galloping across the savannah with me riding naked in the saddle. My thighs felt sticky because I knew Karl wanted to kiss and fuck me, but also because of the playtime Jeremy and I had on the way here.

Karl looked desperate to fuck, as I was, in the same way as Jeremy seemed.

“May I kiss you, Jessica, please?”

“I must ask my boyfriend first.”

I craned my neck again and stared at Jeremy. I feared that a kiss might lead to me being spit-roasted by two men in the vet’s surgery, but given my tease, it seemed unfair to leave Karl in a heavily aroused state and without a trophy by which to remember me.

Jeremy smiled and nodded his enthusiastic consent. He looked horny, and there was no sign in his face of the cuckold dilemma that plagued my husband for years. More power to couples who can cuckold, but I knew we couldn’t. My boyfriend kissed me first, enjoying a long, lingering, sizzling marriage of our lips that lifted me even higher.

When our tongues collided softly with effervescence that amplified and rippled through my entire body, I desperately needed to be fucked. Jeremy released me from our kiss, nodded at Karl, and whispered.

“It’s his turn to be wowed by your sexual intensity, Jessica.”

“Sharing is caring, right?”

“Yes, sweetheart.”

Jeremy lifted my t-shirt, unhooked my bra, and slowly licked a perfect line down my spine, squatting low as he went. I took Karl’s face in both my palms, grinned, frowned, and pulled on my bottom lip before leaning in and taking my first kiss from a new lover.

And what a fantastic kiss it was.

Jeremy clenched my ass cheeks in powerful fingers, pushing me toward Karl, making sure his solid cock pressed deep into my throbbing, damp pussy. I groaned because my labia were engorged and soaking through the scant cotton double-lined protection my panty gusset offered.

Our first lover’s kiss felt beyond exciting, not only because he was a fresh pair of lips but mostly because our sexual sharing was forbidden, and for that reason and so much more, I loved it.

As Jeremy rose to his feet, licking my spine, pausing at each vertebra to leave behind a kiss, Karl eagerly searched my mouth with an electrifying tongue. My boyfriend hugged me again, holding my waist tightly, grinding his cock into me from one side while pressing me against another, trying to penetrate my pussy.

Servicing the sexual needs of two men completely absorbed me as I tried to kiss each equally in time and frequency. I was on fire. While Karl kissed me endlessly, taking my breath away, Jeremy gathered my long hair and moved it aside, kissing my bare neck, tracing a loving line around my ears where he whispered.

“I love you, Jessica. Free us both.”

I was too busy kissing Karl and enjoying him to respond, but I made a note to thank Jeremy later and compliment him on his loving, supportive approach to our baptism of fire. His cock was solid, as was our new lover’s, and I knew I’d caused a problem of deep, endless arousal and frustration until both men fucked me.

When I detached my lips from Karl’s, I craned my neck and stared deeply into Jeremy’s eyes.

“Would you like to do this now, Jeremy?”

“Before we go to the bank?”

“We have three hours.”

“I would love to fuck you with Karl, honey.”

“I need a bed, please, you guys.”

We both stared at Karl, who looked in shock. His hands touched Jeremy’s as both men held me close in a tawdry, exciting sandwich of cocks. I traced a line along our new lover’s glistening rich color ebony skin, excited when his muscles tensed and strained. I had never seen, never mind, sucked a black cock, but I desperately wanted to right now.

As I stroked Karl’s arms, then planted my palms on his tight, muscly chest, I studied his expression that rippled with a mixture of lust and shock; fortunately, I saw no love.

I was deeply attracted to Karl. The manly way he launched himself off the helicopter before it touched down at our rescue site excited me, as did his fearlessness of Annie and his love for Alfie. It was as though both men were already deep inside my pussy, fucking me, understanding what a privilege that was for them and me.

“Do you have appointments today, Karl?”

“No. It’s our admin day. We are chasing payments, planning schedules, and taking calls.”

“I want both of you to fuck and cum inside me today. Is that possible in a more pleasant and relaxing place - a proper bedroom perhaps?”

“My home is nearby.”

“Will you and Jeremy fuck me there, please?”

“If that’s what you both want, I would love to.”

“Let’s go.”

Karl gathered his things and led us out of his office and through the surgery. We tried not to rush but failed, barely able to stifle our giggles. The receptionist was so busy she ignored our stumbling at first, although she looked unimpressed when Karl disturbed her work and asked her to divert his calls for a few hours.

Outside, Jeremy held our passenger truck door open for me, and Karl hopped in behind. He pointed the way to his home, and Jeremy drove there calmly. I reached across and held his hand, enjoying the nervous trembling of a man intensely sexually aroused.

I vowed to find us a female lover soon because I didn’t want to have extra cock fucking me without the balance of Jeremy enjoying another pussy. Achieving that balance concerned and drove me onward. My panties felt stickier than a melted chocolate bar, but it didn’t matter because I was sure one or both guys would lend me a tongue to clean up before they fucked me.

On that thought, a tiny fizzle of joy ripped through my womb, tickling and making me shiver in delight and desire.

At Karl’s home, the corridors and stairs were a blur to me, and I couldn’t remember a thing until we reached the bedroom—such a beautiful room with an immense carved wooden headboard at the top of his luxurious bed that looked like it was made for an orgy. His brilliant white duvet, matching pillows, and overall surgical cleanliness were impressive, almost five-star hotel standard, but all I cared about was getting down to brass tacks and enjoying being fucked by two guys.

We all hurriedly undressed, and I gasped, my eyes bulging, first when my panties revealed a very creamy surprise in the sticky gusset that Karl took and licked, then by the size of his beautiful dark chocolate color wood that swung beautifully like a pendulum, causing me to drool from both pairs of lips.

Karl’s veins bulged along his long, thick shaft, like Jeremy’s, although in a deeper color. He smiled, looking proud, pointing his beautifully sculpted cock at me as though offering a treasure that he knew I would enjoy. I pointed at his cock, too, taken aback most pleasantly.

“You and Jeremy have the same-sized cocks.”

“Matching size ebony and Ivory love toys for you.”

“Honestly, I feel really lucky, Karl. You guys are in such good fucking shape.”

“I’m lucky too, Jessica.”

“Me too.”

I turned and saw sparkling love in Jeremy’s eyes as I gripped his cock and reached out for Karl’s, holding both tightly around the base.

“I love you, honey. I like Karl a lot, though.”

“Tell him why you like him, Jessica.”

“Do you mind? Will it make you feel jealous?”

“Not at all. I am secure in our love. Ngai gave me to you because you asked him to.”

“I did ask for you, and now you are mine. I won’t ever let go.”

“Then tell Karl why you want to fuck him. I think it’s a nice way to start this tawdry fuck session.”

“Yes, it is.”

I turned back around, smiled at Karl, and gently stroked both men’s cocks, from their wrinkly balls to their swollen, circumcised creamy tips. I couldn’t close my fist around either man’s cock, nor could I discern any difference in length, feeling slightly worried about how I would suck them off while the other fucked me doggy style.

I eyeballed my lover, licking my lips.

“I like you very much, Karl.”

“I like you too, Jessica.”

“I like strong men, in body and soul. You are a kind, intelligent, and loving man, capable of doing the best things that fine men do. You are powerful, beautiful, and have a great body. I want to enjoy you and give myself in exchange.”

“Thank you, Jessica. You have courage and beauty that I cannot compare to another. This day is beyond my wildest dreams.”

“Would you like to be lovers with Jeremy and me?”

“I really would.”

“Will you both cum inside me today, please? I’m not sure that I can suck either of your cocks satisfactorily.”

“If Jeremy allows it and you want me to cum inside you, I would love that.”

I kissed Karl’s neck, tracing a line with my tongue to his rippling pectoral mass, where I planted several more kisses, still wanking both men’s cocks gently. While I clenched my lips around Karl’s solid nipple and sucked, then chewed its engorged mass, Jeremy kissed me from behind, both men taking a breast, kneading it, and tweaking my nipples, eliciting my constant whimpering.

Pussy juices leaked in shameful rivulets down my thighs while my swollen labia quivered, desperate to be fucked by both men. I licked down Karl’s washboard stomach, enjoying his ecstatic moans and how his desperately vibrating fingers closed in within millimeters of cupping my head without touching it.

I stopped wanking Karl while continuing to maintain Jeremy’s erection with slow, even strokes. Undoubtedly, I would favor my lover over my boyfriend in the beginning, exploring my new lover and his thick, long cock. I felt slightly guilty but vowed to help my boyfriend fuck any female lover we shared, placing her and his satisfaction paramount before he plowed my hole.

From the corner of my eye, I saw Karl hand a blue pill to Jeremy before taking one himself. It felt good that the men sought to satisfy me, further trembling my pussy while flutters rose from a womb that wanted the seed of two guys buried deep inside.

When I wrapped my lips around Karl’s swollen, circumcised cock head, the burning sensation of a heavy creamy coating sapped my energy, lit my soul, searing pleasure across my taste buds and the soft tissues lining my mouth.

My heart pounded, and I felt like a Cheetah gliding through the tall savannah grass at night, stretching far ahead, reaching for the stars. 

I wanted my lover’s cock deep inside me while I sucked my boyfriend off, but the men needed to bond and choose how to take me - my interference would be unfair and unhelpful, so I would submit to both, taking my power from that act.

It was time for submissive Jessica to lead through soft power and love.

I deliberately sucked Karl’s stiff cock noisily, slurping greedily, mouth popping, and choking on his thick length that crammed tightly down my throat while I drooled saliva on the wooden floor. The effects were for both men, but mostly Jeremy, who I wanted to be engaged in every part of our threesome. 

When I swapped cocks, and sucked my boyfriend’s while wanking off my lover, I was surprised at how close the men were in size. If there was any difference, I couldn’t measure it with my tightly filled mouth and throat.

It excited me when Karl held my head in both hands, forcing me to take more cock, helping me choke on Jeremy’s wood. He must be an experienced lover because the vet knew I could swallow more meat, maybe even all of it, if I tried harder and had help. He forced my head, driving my lips up and down my boyfriend’s cock until I felt the wisps of pubic hair brush against them.

When Karl allowed my head to rise, I choked and coughed vigorously, slobbered, and desperately swallowed, grinning at my guys like a sleazy slut with my mouth on fire, two men’s precum owning me.

I swapped again, and Jeremy took over, controlling my head, forcing me onto Karl’s cock until I kissed his wiry pubic bush, taking it all. For a moment, I was elsewhere, in some heavenly place, freely giving myself to two men.

It felt empowering, loving, and fulfilling.

When I was allowed to rise, I gasped for breath but had no time to rest because the men had a plan. They lifted me off my knees and hauled me up until I was cradled in Jeremy’s arms, his palms cupping and gripping my ass cheeks. My back rested against his stomach and chest, and I was held there by his power and might, in a fuck chair of sorts, with my legs open wide and pussy facing Karl.

Karl stared at my pussy with utter joy and amazement, kneeling slowly as though about to pray at an altar. I craned my neck forward, stared down, and my entire body sizzled the moment my lover licked my soaking wet pussy from the tornado-shaped ridges around my anus through the pink valley of creamy desire to my throbbing, sticky clitoris, which he sucked gently, moaning like a baby feeding on their mother’s nipple.

“Oh my god, Jeremy. He licks pussy like you do. Taking it all and worshiping me. I feel so fucking turned on right now.”

“Me too, honey. Do you mind if Karl goes first and fucks you while your pussy is at its tightest?”

“I want that too, but my hole will be sloppy for you afterward.”

“Good.”

“Then yes… Karl can go first.”

Karl got busy with his tongue while my boyfriend cleaved my ass cheeks wide apart to give his friend better access to both my holes, providing me the best possible cunnilingus. My lovers were unselfish, unhurried, and worked together, making my experience of getting head from an almost stranger the best possible.

I loved how Jeremy looked over my shoulder and down, watching Karl eat my pussy while repositioning his fingers, opening my anus wide to be rimmed. Then, when my lover wanted to plow my creamy furrow, my boyfriend made sure my legs were spread wide apart.

I orgasmed in Karl’s mouth, squirting my unicorn pee so powerfully at the back of his throat, and with such emotional unrestraint that I was shocked, he held on and gulped every drop of my juices. I craned my neck, desperately and loving kissing Jeremy, enjoying that he wanted me so much at the moment I came inside another man’s mouth.

I was being shared without selfishness, jealousy, or humiliation. It was an unforgettable, life-affirming moment.

My entire body shuddered in utter ecstasy, and I flexed every muscle almost to the point of cramping while one man held me tightly and the other sucked so hard on my throbbing, sticky clitoris that rippling, rapturous pleasure echoed throughout my reproductive organs.

“I need your cock inside me, Karl. Please fuck me.”

“Can Jeremy hold you in this position while I fuck you?”

“I’d like that too. Jeremy? Is that okay, darling?”

“I can hold you all day, Jess, no problem. Go ahead, Karl, enjoy Jessica.”

My pussy vibrated and leaked juices on the floorboards when Karl stepped up to fuck my tight hole. His eyes sparkled, lifting me while Jeremy’s dirty talk whispers in my ear drove me wild.

“Remember your dreams now, Jessica. We are going to take turns fucking your tiny hole until we both run out of steam.”

“Oh god, please, Jeremy, I want both of you to do me over and over.”

I was lost in a hedonistic paradise, trembling all over, enjoying occasional adrenaline spasms and twitches in my muscles and the oxytocin rush through my womb that warmed me, readying my body for my first cock. When Karl stretched my hole wide and slid his cock in halfway, he had love written on his beautiful face, but I was sure that was a lust-filled moment that would vanish after he bred me.

I stared deep into his eyes while he fucked me hard, with long, even strokes, bottoming his cock out inside me while I shuddered in ecstasy, wrapping my arms around his neck. In a moment of deep love, while my lover fucked me, I turned again and kissed Jeremy, looking forward to his turn, then Karl’s again.

Karl must have interlocked his fingers with Jeremy’s because I felt secure in my fuck chair. My lover bent his knees, angled his cock up, and drove his hips hard, filling my fuck hole at the perfect trajectory, pressing deep inside my stomach, and squashing my cervix, which already ached from Jeremy’s weeks of constant daily fucking.

Karl’s breathing was out of control as he pounded my hole, fucking me supremely and with enormous pride and effort, while I rolled through an ocean of orgasms, peaking from one shuddering climactic wave to the next.

“Please cum inside me, honey.”

“I will… thank you, Jessica.”

When he shot load deep inside me, Karl wriggled his ass cheeks, driving up and inward, filling me with cock and hot, sticky semen. I gasped, partly in joyful disbelief, that Karl was the third man ever to cum inside me and partly because, in doing so, he opened a new door to my happiness.

They swapped me over in the most deliciously sleazy way, with Karl taking me into the same fuck chair position Jeremy had held me in. He presented my legs wide open for my boyfriend to fuck the creamy hole he had already filled. I felt sloppy, dribbling my lover’s semen on the floor, but Jeremy soon plugged the hole, filling me with his immense cock.

I was amazed at how well both men serviced me, like a fuck tag team dedicated to my happiness.

Jeremy’s face was filled with enthusiasm as if he felt there was a friendly competition with Karl that he must win. I had read somewhere that many men thrive sexually on what is known as sperm wars, a battle between alphas to seed every woman in the tribe. I felt that savagery existed between us as we all resorted to the animal ways of our primal past.

While Jeremy filled my hole with a beautiful, throbbing cock; he did it using Karl’s semen to lubricate his passage through me. My soft tissue walls had stretched wide for both men, who each owned me while they plowed my love tunnel.

My cervix ached satisfyingly as Jeremy filled me with cock, fucking me deeply while Karl kissed me. I loved having two guys fuck me, but sperm wars or not, only my boyfriend would seed my fruitful womb on the day an unprotected egg was proudly presented to him.

When Jeremy came inside me, I felt ecstatic, leaned forward, and whispered my love to the man I wanted forever. I orgasmed hard and for ages, kissing Karl while my boyfriend’s cock twitched deep inside me, decanting every drop of his precious seed.

I was an emotional goddess, in lust with two, in love with one, and thoroughly nailed by both in a dripping wet, gaping, wide, well fucked pussy. When Karl set me down, I stared at Jeremy’s cock, terrified and pointing.

“Oh fuck!”

“What’s wrong, Jessica?”

“I’m so sorry. My period just started. I swear it was due tomorrow.”

I felt embarrassed as both men stared at Jeremy’s creamy cock striated with tiny lines of my blood. I clasped a hand over my mouth in shock. Karl’s cock was rock solid and ready to fuck me again, but I feared the worst, even though I wanted him so badly.

Jeremy held me close and stared into my eyes while Karl joined and cuddled me.   

“The contractions that come with climaxing can help dilate the cervix, contributing to the uterine lining shedding. Since Jeremy and my cocks both pressed so hard against your cervix, you got your period early.”

“How do you know all of this, Karl?”

“I did a year in Medical School before becoming a vet.”

“I’m so sorry about this.”

“Please don’t be sorry, sweet Jess. I love it. If you want to continue, I’d like to.”

I glanced at both men, neither of whose enthusiasm to fuck me seemed dented. It was a decision moment for me. I wanted to fuck every day of my period, but being so regular, I thought this situation was impossible. The men had fucked me so hard they started my period. It felt lewd but exciting.

“Put a towel on the bed; I’ll be right back.”

“I skipped to the toilet, dragging Jeremy with me. While I squatted and allowed two loads of pink-tinged semen to drain from my pussy, my boyfriend kneeled before me and gently held my trembling hand.

“Are you okay, Jessica?”

“I’m fine… honestly, this is the best sex I ever had, and I mean that in no way as an insult to you, honey.”

“I know that. It’s bound to be great because you are constantly being fucked.”

“Is it okay with you that we continue, Jeremy?”

“It’s more than that. I feel liberated watching you orgasm, and it makes me happy to work with Karl to make you happy. I feel we are a team, all engaged in making sure everyone is happy.”

“I am happy.”

“I know.”

“I like Karl very much.”

“I want you to like Karl.”

“But I love you with all my heart, Jeremy.”

“I know that, and you don’t need to reassure me. It’s nice hearing you say it but be in no doubt; our love is rock solid… just like Karl’s cock is right now.”

“Shall I go and fuck him again?”

“Yes, honey.”

After Jeremy washed his cock, we raced back into the bedroom, and I crawled onto the bed on all fours, pointing my gaping wide slit high for Karl to fuck. As he entered me, lifting my spirits again, I gasped, and Jeremy slid in front of me with a half-solid cock ready for me to suck.

I was finally being spit-roasted, precisely as it was in my dreams, with one immense cock slamming into my slutty hole, filling me, slapping his balls off my thighs, while the other filled my mouth and throat, almost dislocating my jaw.

The men took turns to fuck me for hours, each washing a heavier flow of blood off their cocks after filling me with more semen, letting the other rail me until they slipped in front for another blowjob.

I lost count of the number of times each man fucked me, but they did it so well; three hours of pleasure lit my soul, filling me with cock and memories I would hold dear for life. Jeremy rescheduled the bank meeting while Karl fucked me missionary style, kissing me deeply, a true lover, but not a true love.

In the end, we showered together, and my fuck team even took turns bending me over under the water, fucking the last drops of Viagra out of their systems. I was pleased that my boyfriend and lover seemed more exhausted than me, not because it was a competition, but because I wanted to offer the best of myself and help ensure our first fuck date was a roaring success.

After showering, I inserted a tampon and wore fresh, sensible panties I had packed just in case.

When it was time to leave, I passionately kissed Karl goodbye, after which both men hugged like brothers, pleasing me immeasurably. We decided to have dinner the following week and enjoy our overnight stay despite having done what we were planning for that first date. My lover went to great lengths to reassure me that if ever Jeremy and I wanted to play during my period, he would be delighted to join in.

As we drove from Karl’s home, I held my boyfriend’s hand, worried there might be an unintended negative consequence. When he smiled at me, my concerns vanished.

“Jessica… that was the most enjoyable experience of my life. You were amazing. I felt zero jealousy, and the strength of my love is so overwhelming that I felt deeply emotional throughout.”

“I feel the same. Thank you for saying that, honey. I am proud of how we handled this first time.”

“Do you feel sore inside?”

“A little, but the severe period cramps and migraine I get during my time of the month haven’t happened.”

“Let’s keep it that way.”

“Will you fuck me every day, Jeremy?”

“Yes, honey. Tomorrow night, I will pack camping gear. We can go to a protected site in an old dry riverbed, and I will fuck you under the stars.”

“Oh my… you are an amazing man, Jeremy.”


Chapter Twenty-Eight

My Family And Other Animals

◆◆◆

The bank meeting had been simple, mainly because Jeremy had already put the essential pieces of the puzzle together, thinking that transferring assets to Maine was the most likely outcome.

My arrival changed everything for Jeremy and me, but securing gold, gems, and cash in a Nairobi vault was unchanged. I signed forms, including an insurance policy document, and was reassured the rest would be easy.

I was thrilled to be sitting in the meeting room with Jeremy, knowing I had the seed of two men racing inside my womb, doing what that rampant seed naturally did. I felt naughty and slutty while enjoying what seemed like an elevated relationship engagement with Jeremy, exchanging occasional lewd smiles and holding hands constantly, whether in a meeting, walking down the street, or while in a store.

I had no sluggishness, cramping, or the onset of migraine that usually plagued me during my period. The rush of oxytocin lifted me, as did the memory of giving myself to two excellent lovers.

With our business in Nanyuki taken care of, we enjoyed a light snack and coffee at a trendy explorers cafe. Our drive home was filled with conversation about the reserve and our plans to visit Maine soon. This also pleased me because I would have been disappointed had Jeremy been obsessed with discussing our threesome with Karl.

He glanced excitedly at me.

“I have an idea… I’ve had it for some time, Jessica.”

“Go ahead, honey. I’m all ears.”

“I wanted to build a bunkhouse for about thirty close to the Ranger station. It would primarily be for explorers, conservationists, scientists, and maybe gap-year students. They could pay for a few different experiences on the reserve through the year.”

“That’s a fantastic idea.”

“The accommodation would be bare. Wooden bunks, no mattresses, and visitors would use roll mats and sleeping bags. Showers and sanitation would be first class, and we could have a bar cum restaurant for evening fun.”

“It would generate revenue for the reserve. You could pay a percentage to the Rangers… share the reward.”

“I hoped you would say that. I also thought they could run the bar restaurant and keep the profits.”

“I think it’s a great idea. Maybe Naipanoi and his friends can get involved and make money, too.”

“Thank you, Jessica.”

“We’re all in this together, sweetheart. Everyone should benefit: the animals, our family, and friends.”

“And lovers?”

“Yes, for sure. We can discuss an investment into Karl’s practice over dinner next week, but that must conclude before the fun begins.” 

In the shower at home, Jeremy fucked me twice more, and it felt like he was reclaiming me, making sure I was fuller with his seed than Karl’s. We kissed and caressed one another under the warm shower until his Viagra and natural stamina eventually ran out, for now.

I knew my boyfriend’s cock would get hard again soon because youth and Jeremy’s overwhelming desire for me gave him endless energy and stamina.

As we lay on our bed shortly before dinner, kissing, relaxing, and cuddling like teenagers, I broached the subject of our threesome, checking on Jeremy’s feelings.

“Do you still feel no jealousy, Jeremy?”

“Mildly jealous but in a way that makes me want to be all over you. They say increased attentiveness can be a side benefit of consensual nonmonogamy.”

“I feel it, too. I can’t wait until we try making love to a girl.”

“Why is that so important to you, Jessica?”

“Do you remember the movie Wanderlust?”

“Paul Rudd and Jennifer Anniston?”

“Yes. They went down the path of swinging in a new-age commune they accidentally encountered. There was not a great deal of discussion about the emotional context. She went through with it and slept with another guy, but he didn’t. I don’t want anything like that happening to us because we communicated poorly.”

“I don’t think it will. We seem to share the same kinky side.”

“I agree, Jeremy. Fucking you and Karl for three hours felt so empowering for me. I love you more now and feel better connected to you. It’s like we have no secrets between us. I also want the same for you.”

“Another woman to fuck?”

“Yes. Both of us simultaneously.”

“Who would get my cock first, Jessica?”

“I would like her to fuck you first, just like you allowed Karl to have me. Kissing him first in the lead-up to having sex was so exciting, and then when he was first inside my pussy, stretching me wide like you do, it felt like heaven, especially because I sucked your cock.”

“I’m getting hard thinking about it, Jessica.”

“That’s why I want you to experience the same thing with another woman. The exhilaration of the initial intimacy with someone you have no romantic feelings for is liberating. You can fuck our date hard, and she’ll love your massive cock I am sure.”

“And you will join in, Jessica?”

“Yes, of course.”

“Okay… good.”

When I reached between his legs, I felt Jeremy’s cock was rock hard, so I wriggled down the bed, clamping my lips around his precum-soaked glans. The reddish-purple tissues looked sore and were super sensitive from all the fucking he’d done. He flinched when I sucked his salty load, so I eased up, gently wanking him into my mouth.

I would never have shared Charlie with another woman, nor would I have fucked other guys with or without him. That made me consider whether I loved my husband more or if Jeremy was a lover I trusted to a deeper extent. I brushed away those complex and emotional thoughts, desperately trying to avoid making comparisons between my lovers. Instead, I focused on sucking my beloved’s cock until he squirted hot salty semen down my throat.

After I rinsed my mouth, we dressed casually. We joined my whole family at dinner, which comprised a homemade beef and potato pie with a golden, delicious puff pastry crust that crunched under a knife and fork, then again as I ate it, the third most delicious thing in my mouth all day. 

It was a perfect meal. Steamed carrots, al-dente broccoli, runner beans, and rich, wine-based homemade gravy accompanied the pie. I nodded and raised a glass to Agnes, grinning joyfully for reasons she couldn’t fathom, so she leaned close and whispered.

“Are you okay?”

“Everyone at this table is a member of my family.”

“I’m not.”

“You are dating my daughter - of course, you are my family.”

“Really?”

“I think you love Annie.”

“I do.”

“Have you told her you love her?”

“Yes.”

“And what did she say to you?”

“Annie told me she loves me too.”

“Are you not then a daughter to me as Ava is?”

“I hope so.”

I kissed Agnes on her cheek, handing her a handkerchief Jeremy gave me so she could dry her tears before sitting upright. As I studied every face around the dinner table, watched them smile, laugh, joke, switch conversation partners, cut up food for Alfie, or talk about cooking with Rebecca or animals with Emily, I felt overjoyed and extremely fortunate.

I also felt a little like a slut, with my womb still marinating in Karl and Jeremy’s semen. I enjoyed having both men inside me, but I still only had feelings for my boyfriend. As I drifted off into a dreamy memory of my most lewd sexual encounter, my son’s voice drew me back to the present.

“How did your trip to Nanyuki go, Mom?”

“It was awesome. We got a lot done.”

“Did you agree on new services with the vet?”

“Oh… umm, yes dear… Karl was great.”

I felt delightfully ashamed and was sure my cheeks flushed bright red. Given Chuck and Ava’s penchant for swinging, I wondered if they could spot another naughty slut when they saw one.

I hoped not because I wanted Jeremy and my sexual adventure to remain a private matter.

Jeremy seemed far more relaxed than usual, smiling, chatting, and enjoying high spirits. As every minute passed, I became more confident that an occasional third lover in our bed would be a positive aspect, but it couldn’t become a frequent norm.

Annie, prompted by Emily, waved across the table, attracting my attention above the joyous din.

“Emily wants to help out at the vet’s surgery. Do you mind if I speak with Karl, Mom?”

“Yes, of course, Annie. Jeremy will buy more trucks so you, Chuck, and Ava can get around.

“Please make mine a rough and tumble truck because Emily wants to go full-on biologist, zoologist, and such-like. She wants to spend time working with the Rangers.”

“This is getting serious, Annie.”

“I know. If it’s okay with you… we are staying here forever.”

“Will you become involved in developing the reserve?”

“If I can help, sure. Emily definitely will, and I am sure the others also want to be involved in this project. Alfie is young, but I think he will, too.”

“Your father would love what’s happening here.”

“Are you happy, Mom?”

“I am overjoyed.”

Later, while the adults enjoyed evening cocktails mixed by Jeremy and Chuck on the front deck, I found myself lying on Emily’s bed with all three grandchildren cuddling close around me.

They wanted me to read a story, so I did.

“I selected an extraordinary story for you three.”

“What is it, Grandma?”

“The book is called My Family and Other Animals. It’s written by Gerald Durrell, and it’s the true story behind the TV series The Durrells.”

“Who are The Durrells?”

“A widowed mother and her children who moved from London to the Greek island of Corfu, where they lived between 1935 and 1939.”

I had selected the book for all three of my grandchildren, not least because it resembled their own lives in many ways. I picked it mainly for Emily because I saw a strength of purpose in her that made me immensely proud.

“Gerald Durrell kept a menagerie of animals at the family home in Corfu. He became a naturalist, writer, zookeeper, and conservationist.”

Their eyes sparkled, and smiles lit up my heart as I read the first line, a quote from another book the author chose.

“Why, sometimes I’ve believed as many as six impossible things before breakfast.”

The White Queen - Alice Through The Looking Glass.

I read for an hour, deeply enthralled by the story and my grandkids’ reactions. As time progressed, I saw increasingly tired faces fighting sleep, desperate for another page of a dreamy, delightful journey through life.

They were my future, as were Annie and Chuck, and I knew that somewhere out there, in a universe we didn’t know or understand, Charlie watched us enjoy his paradise, grinning from ear to ear.

When my grandchildren fell asleep, purring like lion cubs, I folded the book shut and stared through the ceiling skylight at the twinkling stars in the dark night sky. I was in heaven, tingling all over, feeling an immense love for my whole family and both men who had brought me joy at different times in my life.

A star shot across the night sky. I made a wish and felt my husband’s presence, urging me on as though he thoroughly approved my life and choices.

I smiled and nodded at the universe.

“Thank you, Charlie. You were the best husband a wife could ever want.”


Kate Granger
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Dive into a captivating literary journey, a mesmerizing novel spanning 140,327 words.

Many books have been written about the relationship between a Surrogate and her client. Few are so romantically steamy or filled with intrigue as this.

A fresh take on an emotional tsunami consumes the souls of Billionaire Victor and valedictorian law student Amy amid international intrigue and a mystery so exciting the story can only be described as an erotic thriller.

A baby’s life is at stake from the moment Victor posts his advertisement to secure surrogacy services using natural methods to fertilize. Will Amy fit the bill and deliver the child Victor craves, and who, or what lurks in the shadow with menacing intent?

Can a man who wants no wife obtain the child he desires, while a woman who is willing to leave after birthing enjoys a career free from raising a family?

Aperitivo: Piazza Bella Book One

Previously published as Carla's Adventure: An Adventure of Life, Love and Family by Kate Granger

Carla stands at a New York crossroads. It’s a life-changing decision point, and there is no tarmac, traffic lights, or signs to help direct her.

What shall it be? A new life, love, and fresh opportunity beckons one way, or, in another direction, lies a return to the shitty humdrum of a sad existence, sleeping with a boyfriend who cares little and working for a restaurant owner who forgot how to care.

Dad’s advice echoes through Carla’s soul. He rued the day his daughter missed Venice from her gap year itinerary. The city that taught a father to be an accomplished chef could be the answer to a daughter with the same greatness.

With romance, love and sizzling steamy encounters a distinct possibility, is it time Carla turned toward a new direction?

Be Careful What You Wish For

Many husbands and wives dream of achieving freedom by mutually agreeing to sleep with strangers, love interests at work, or a celebrity they meet by happenstance in a hotel bar or elevator.

How many actually make an open marriage work?

Emma is reluctant when her husband, Justin, proposes an open marriage. She is fully invested in him and their three daughters, but he has itchy feet and yearns to tuck them under the duvet of other women.

Diving into an open marriage before discussing boundaries, Justin won’t take no for an answer. Emma tried to warn him using an age-old proverb.

“Be careful what you wish for, honey.”

This story was developed using an excellent writer’s prompt on my Substack from a friend, reader, and fellow writer, John Elliot.
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