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The curator’s visit went far beyond her initial plans, as she was captivated by Clifton’s newest painting, ‘Alpine Melilla.’ She had never seen such extraordinary talent from a local artist. Clifton’s distinctive style blended Contemporary Expressionism with vibrant Naïve Art and Primitivism, infusing his work with energy and movement through bold brushwork. His confident, impulsive strokes refused to smooth or blend, instead highlighting immediacy and raw emotion. The thick application of paint created a rich texture, giving the piece a tactile, almost tangible physical presence as if the subject might shift position before her eyes. Enthralled, the curator stayed for the entire viewing and then took the opportunity to have Kemper recognized for discovering an exceptional new talent. She offered Clifton an exhibition at the Kemper Museum to showcase his work.
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LATER AT THE KEMPER Museum, while collaborating with Melilla on preparations for the exhibit, the curator leaned in, curiosity shining in her eyes, and asked Melilla to clarify a burning question that had been on her mind: “Your brother looks like he's from Midwestern America, but you have such a unique heritage.”

Melilla chuckled softly and answered, “We’re half-siblings. Our mother was born right here, and so was his father and my brother. My father comes from North Africa. His ancestors migrated west along the Mediterranean from Tunis, which is less than 200 miles east of Sicily.” She laughed again and added, “Legend has it that my earliest known ancestors were part of a tribe of warrior women who lived independently of men. 

According to myths, they only met with men from neighboring tribes to procreate, they kept female children, and sent male children away.

My father’s family believed his earliest grandfather was one of those rejected males. Over generations, descendants migrated west to a port near Morocco. My mother named me after that port, now an autonomous Spanish city.”

The curator’s eyes widened in admiration. “Your family history is as exotic as you are,” she said. “Perhaps you inherited that warrior tribe’s determined spirit.”
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MELILLA’S FINISHED portrait marked the start of Clifton's collaboration with Kay. They met twice a week for intense two-hour studio sessions, which spilled into intimate moments. Clifton deliberately kept his canvas hidden from Kay, guarding his process from her eyes. In a night session, Kay posed in the dark while Clifton captured her with flashing strobe lights, accentuating the delicate shadows and contours of her form for his reference. Meanwhile, downstairs, Melilla and John relaxed on the worn leather Chesterfield sofa, their voices muffled by the crackling fire as fresh snow silently blanketed Clifton Park in white.

At the end of Kay and Clifton’s session, they quickly made their way past the flickering fireplace embers toward Clifton’s bedroom. Kay paused briefly after Clifton stepped inside, catching sight of John and Melilla on the couch. Melilla’s radiant form glowed golden in the embers' flicker as she lay atop John. Melilla worshiped John’s cock as John had a firm grip on her ass, devouring her pussy. A warm smile spread across Kay’s face as she turned to join Clifton in bed.

The next day, the sky cleared, and the sun quickly began melting the snow. As the sidewalks around Clifton Pond cleared, Kay and John strolled home arm in arm, the low, bright sun casting a dazzling, almost blinding glow across the freshly washed blue sky. The pond sparkled with a sharp, crystalline light that seemed almost too bright to look at directly. Heavy with thick, melting marshmallow-like snow, the pine branches bowed gracefully, creating gentle arcs against the winter scene.

Kay paused, glancing back across Clifton Pond with a renewed sense of determination and tenderness. Gathering her courage, she looked at John with honesty and vulnerability, confessing, "I've fallen deeply in love with Clifton. My feelings are changing—I no longer want other men. You and Clifton are the only men I desire. And, of course, I’ll always care for Pat and give him whatever he needs from me."

Before she could say more, John gently and sincerely interrupted, “I understand you’ve fallen for Clifton. I've sensed it for some time. And I know he’s in love with you.”

“Last night I saw you and Melilla,” Kay admitted. “It appeared to me she worships you.”

“We shared our love for each other as we sat by the fire, John acknowledged. “She promised to be with us forever. You are my first and eternal love. Now, eternity includes both of you," he said softly, his voice warm. “It pleases me that you want to limit our relationships to those we are close to. I feel blessed to have you and Melilla, and I believe Loren will still be part of our lives, but apart from the three of you, I couldn’t be happier.

Kay's face softened with relief and joy as John's words lifted a weight from her shoulders, calming her tangled emotions. She couldn't help but laugh through her happiness, exclaiming, “It’s crazy, but it really feels like we're finally settling down!”
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WITH SUMMER'S RETURN, Clifton passionately pursued a lifelong dream: conquering the towering Matterhorn while he was still young and daring enough to take on the challenge.

Meanwhile, Melilla secured a highly competitive position as one of only two Art Museum interns in the Curatorial Division, entrusted with overseeing the growth, display, and organization of the Museum’s cherished permanent collection and curating captivating temporary exhibitions.

On weekends, she practiced her emerging artistic talents, sketching both Kay and John. Their sessions always ended with a joyful threesome.

John respected Melilla’s preference for women, letting her enjoy all of Kay she wanted until Kay watched John’s cock slip in and out of Melilla while she licked her clit and took John’s semen in her mouth before she shared it with their lover.

––––––––
[image: ]


BY MID-SUMMER, MELILLA found herself involved in a passionate affair with another Art Museum intern. Cheryl was a lively, twenty-year-old, fiery redhead from City University. Cheryl enticed Melilla into a threesome with her boyfriend. Eager to share, Melilla confided in Cheryl that she was in a relationship with a mature man in his mid-fifties. “He’s the best lover I’ve been with,” she said. “He’s married, but they’re an open- minded couple,” she told Cheryl. “He shares his wife with my brother. I’ve been with his wife and enjoyed threesomes with them, so our relationship is completely out in the open.”

Cheryl jubilantly replied, “I’ve always wanted to try an older man. I’d do that with you if you want to share him.”

“Sure, I'll set something up,” Melina replied. “You've only been with a few inexperienced young guys, so you can't imagine how good he is. I can make you feel like someone poured honey straight into your veins, but he’ll make you feel like you're unraveling me from the inside.”
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ON HIS WAY TO SEE MELINA, John left Kay waiting for Pat to arrive. Six months had passed since their last meeting. He had tried to reach out to Kay several times over the past month. Kay stopped by Flotran Meats earlier in the week to set up a weekend meeting, knowing John had other plans. Pat skipped his Saturday afternoon with friends at Seamus McDaniel’s Bar in Dogtown, eager to spend it with Kay.

John strolled around Clifton Pond towards 2420 Simpson, his mind brimming with excitement for the upcoming threesome with Melilla and the fiery redhead she had promised would make it an unforgettable afternoon.

It started with the two girls warming up while John filmed with his camera to show Kay later. The sight of the two young women making out fulfilled his promise, and a thrill ran through him. Melilla’s copper-honey flesh intermingled in contrast with Cheryl’s fair alabaster skin. Both had pale strawberry nipples. Cheryl’s fine ginger bush and Melilla’s dark gold rubbed together while John stood letting them take turns sucking his cock. He was exhausted after their two hours, but pleased that his stamina held up, allowing him to please the two young girls.

When he got home, he found Kay naked on their rumpled bed. How was our friend Pat? John asked, a hint of curiosity in his voice.

“Poor dear, he’s aging gracefully," she replied with a warm smile. “I only got off thinking about having Clifton again.”

“He should be back from his adventure soon,” John said as he slipped out of his clothes.

“He aimed to be back before the leaves changed color. Hopefully, we'll hear from him any time. I bet he reached the summit of that mountain." 

Kay chuckled, "How did your afternoon go with two coeds only a third your age?"

Together, Melilla took the lead while Cheryl was submissive. Their own lovemaking was more whole-body touch, cuddling, and sensual contact. Melilla likes it when I'm aggressive and drive her into a frenzy. Cheryl said she preferred a more gentle approach. Melina said, “Hell with that, he’s going to give you a thrill you'll never forget!”

Having them both with me was terrific, but it completely wore me out.“ John handed Kay the camera."You can see for yourself,” he replied as he stretched out beside her.

“I’m sure you did great. Melilla wouldn’t have shared you if she had any doubts," Kay said softly. Her eyes widened as she saw the video. “Heavens, look at you eating that ginger pussy while Melilla devours your cock. I wish I had been there too,” she exclaimed. “You're fucking the hell out of the little redhead.” Kay played with herself, watching the video until she saw John pull out of Cheryl and splatter Melilla’s face with semen. Kay moaned, and John heard cream bubble from Kay as he held her close.
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ON MONDAY, MELILLA reached out to Kay by phone, her voice trembling with emotion and concern. Clifton had suffered a fall while descending from the Matterhorn's summit, caused by a devastating rockfall. He broke a leg and two ribs, but they would heal. Tragically, two of the six members of their party lost their lives when a chunk of rock, loosened by melting permafrost that usually acts as a glue, gave way, dislodging tons of rock. Despite the severity of the incident, Clifton remained remarkably optimistic, having achieved his dream of
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