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- David's world shatters when he discovers his ex-wife's secret betrayal, forcing him to accept that their divorce wasn't as amicable or honest as he thought. With nothing holding him back, David throws himself into sizzling affairs with Kayla and his ex-wife's best friend, Isabel. Both Kayla and Isabel wage a fierce competition to win David, doing whatever it takes to prove how much they want him.




But just as this erotic competition heats up, a seductive new addition enters the scene. Just 19 years old, Tracey is a fiery Asian beauty who knows exactly how to please an older man like David.

Amid the drama and steamy encounters at David's beach house, his ex-wife Shaye will suddenly reenter David's life. Desperate to mend their broken connection, Shaye will make a shocking offer that will change David's life forever.


BEACH HOUSE HAREM is a harem adventure series. It contains graphic scenes and unconventional relationships. 18+ only.





BEACH HOUSE HAREM






Book 2






Chapter 1






“There's something I have to tell you.”







I drove along the coastal road at an easy pace, the LX340 hugging the curves like a surfer riding a wave, angling smoothly into each new direction with just a nudge of the steering wheel. The quiet hum of the car's engine was soothing against the low whoosh of road noise that barely entered the car's sealed interior. I relaxed into the ergonomic driver's seat, marveling at the high-tech amenities that surrounded me.

"The integrated satellite connection is the centerpiece of the controls," Isabel said, pointing to the dashboard. "We also have USB-C ports and a wireless charging pad. All modular, all easily swapped out for new components as technology like USB4 arrives. All the voice commands can be custom-tailored to your needs using the latest AI interactions. Even the sunroof responds to voice commands just like the windows. And my favorite thing is the custom-designed music system that dynamically adjusts to how many people are in the vehicle, whether the windows are down, even the ambient temperature's effect on the speakers."

"Damn," I said appreciatively.

"Damn is right," Isabel said. "The LX340 is more than just a car. It's the fucking bleeding edge of EVs."

Isabel's excitement was infectious. I glanced over at her, taking in her beauty. The sultry Latina had long dark hair framing her face like a halo and cascading down her back. Her big brown eyes were lively and expressive, her full lips curved into a smile that begged to be kissed.

Isabel's body was equally stunning, her full breasts accentuated by the silk top she wore. With no bra to contain them, the outlines of her hard nipples were visible, drawing my gaze like a magnet. Isabel paired the top with a short skirt and "fuck-me" stiletto heels that made her legs look endless.

Isabel caught me looking her over. She didn't shy away but reveled in the attention.

"Like what you see, David?" she teased, her voice low and inviting.

"You asking about the car or something else?" I replied.

"Whatever you like."

"Well then, I do like what I see. Very much so."

"Good," she purred, her hand resting casually on my thigh. "I hope you also enjoyed the picture I sent you."

"I certainly did," I nodded, enjoying the feel of Isabel's fingers stroking my inner thigh.

"Were you surprised?"

"Surprised, yes," I admitted, feeling my cheeks flush with heat. "But also excited."

Isabel laughed, a rich, throaty sound that made my dick throb.

"Well, I'll do anything to sell you this car," she said.

"It worked. I bought the car. After what you showed me, how could I refuse? The LX340 is everything you promised."

"Is the car all you wanted?" she asked softly.

"I'm a man," I replied. "You know what I want. That's why you sent me that picture. Not that I'm complaining."

Isabel chuckled and patted my thigh.

"You most certainly are a man. And since you're single now, you're free to enjoy yourself with other women," she said.

As much as I was enjoying Isabel's interest, I was still troubled by her relationship with my ex-wife.

"Aren't you worried about how Shaye would react if she knew you were pursuing me?" I asked.

"Shaye made it clear that you are her ex-husband and free to see whoever you want," Isabel said, her voice filled with conviction.

Her words eased any lingering doubts I had. Isabel raised an eyebrow at me, her eyes sly and teasing. I exhaled slowly as her hand crept high up my leg until her pinkie was tantalizingly brushing my cockhead. A quick glance at Isabel confirmed she knew what she was doing.

As we continued along the coastal road, Isabel pointed out a diner up ahead. "That's the place I mentioned. Let's stop there. I promise it's terrific."

The diner was ordinary looking, the kind of place you saw all along the coastal road. The neon sign flickered, inviting us inside. I pulled into the parking lot, which was mostly empty. I looked around skeptically, wondering what Isabel found so attractive about this place.

She must have seen the hesitation in my eyes because she squeezed my thigh reassuringly.

"Trust me," she whispered.

I followed Isabel inside. The warm scent of coffee and home-cooked food greeted us as we entered the nearly empty diner. A waitress approached us, recognizing Isabel immediately.

"Ms. Gutierrez! So good to see you again."

"Hello, darling," Isabel responded warmly, kissing the waitress on both cheeks.

"Please, follow me to your booth," the waitress said, leading us through the quiet space.

The waitress was an extremely pretty redhead. As we trailed behind her, I saw another waitress with blonde pigtails who looked like she stepped out of the pages of a fashion magazine. She gave Isabel a wave and me a knowing smirk. The cook behind the counter nodded at me as I passed by. He had the rugged good looks of a male model.





This diner looks more like a movie set than an actual business,


 
I thought to myself.




We settled into a cozy booth near an old-fashioned jukebox, its soft glow illuminating the dim space. Isabel sat on the same side of the booth with me, pressing close by my side.

"Is she a friend of yours?" I asked Isabel after the waitress had left us with our menus.

"A kind of friend," Isabel said mysteriously. "Would you like to get to know her?"

"Uh, I guess so? She seems very friendly."

"Oh, she is very friendly. And very capable."

Isabel's tone let me know there was more going on than I understood. Her Cheshire cat smile got my pulse racing.

"Isabel, what is this place?"

"What do you mean?" she asked innocently.

"Every employee here looks like a model or a pornstar. They all seem to know you, too. And this menu? $65 for pancakes? It's no wonder there's hardly any customers."

"This diner caters to a select clientele," Isabel explained.

"Clientele? I've never heard of a diner with a 'clientele' instead of customers."

Isabel laughed and laced her arm through mine. Beneath the table, her foot caressed my leg.

"Let's just order our food," she whispered. "The cook here is excellent."

The comforting aroma of freshly brewed coffee wafted through the air as Isabel and I perused our menus, the laminated pages spotless. The prices on offer were outrageous. It seemed like a deliberate attempt to keep the general public away.

"Have you ever tried a Monte Cristo sandwich?" Isabel asked. "It's an interesting mix of flavors."

"Can't say that I have," I replied, my curiosity piqued. "But if you recommend it, I'll give it a shot."

"Trust me, David, you won't be disappointed."

"Alright then, Monte Cristo it is," I said, grinning.

The redheaded waitress came and took our orders. The hungry way she looked me over made me feel like I was one of the dishes on the menu.

"Monte Cristo sandwich is an excellent choice, sir," she said. "You have good taste."

"It was recommended to me by Isabel," I admitted.

"Ah, Ms. Gutierrez has impeccable taste. In food… and other things."

The waitress left with a swish of her wide hips, the light scent of her perfume lingering in the air.

"I swear she wasn't wearing that perfume when we arrived," I noted. "She must have put it on after she seated us."

"Probably," Isabel said nonchalantly. "The service here is extraordinary. It's why I love eating here. Any diner, really. But especially this one."

"I never took you for a diner kind of gal," I said. "With your expensive tastes and lifestyle, I expected you to prefer more upscale dining establishments."

"I grew up poor, David. Despite my wealth now, I still appreciate the simpler things in life. And besides…" She leaned closer, lowering her voice conspiratorially. "This diner holds some special memories for me."

Before I could ask more questions, Isabel slid out of the booth and beckoned me to follow.

"Let's choose some songs to set the mood," Isabel suggested, standing over the vintage jukebox.

"I haven't seen one of these in a long time," I said as I joined her.

Our fingers grazed the buttons as we looked over the selections. The jukebox was full of actual vinyl records, with titles ranging from the 1950s up to the 70s.

"Here's one I like," Isabel said, pressing a button firmly.

The jukebox whirred to life, filling the diner with the sensual melody of classic R&B.

"Good choice," I murmured.

"Let's dance," Isabel said.

"Here? In the diner?" I asked, momentarily taken aback by her suggestion.

"Why not?" she replied, extending her hand toward me. "Life is too short to miss out on simple pleasures."

Isabel was right. Life was about simple pleasures. Dancing with a beautiful woman was not something to be passed up. Kayla had taught me not to let such moments pass me by. You never knew where they could lead.

I took Isabel's hand, the heat of her touch making me grin. I wrapped my other arm around her waist, cupping her firm ass cheek as she snuggled close to me.

As the music wrapped around us, Isabel's body molded to mine, her curves fitting against me like pieces of a puzzle. She laid her head on my chest, listening to my heartbeat as it quickened beneath her touch.

"David," she whispered, her breath warm against my skin, "I've always wanted to be held like this by you."

Despite everything that had happened, her confession still caught me off guard. Isabel had always been cordial but distant, never showing any signs of romantic interest.

"Really?" I asked. "But you've always been so reserved."

"I had to be," she said ruefully, raising her head to meet my gaze. "You were married to my best friend. I couldn't let Shaye know how much I wanted you. But it's been eating away at me for years."

"I never knew."

"I've always been good at being discreet," Isabel sighed, her dark eyes boring into mine. "But now that you're single? I think it's time to be honest about my feelings."

"Isabel," I began, but before I could say anything more, she leaned in and captured my lips with hers, her kiss soft and warm and sweet.

As much as I wanted to lose myself in the moment, I hesitated. My mind raced with conflicting emotions— the thrill of Isabel's touch clashing with the worry that this would jeopardize my budding relationship with Kayla, and the guilt of betraying Shaye's friendship.

Gently, I pulled away from Isabel's kiss, my breath ragged as I tried to put my thoughts into words.

"Isabel, you're an incredibly attractive woman," I said gently. "But I can't do this. I don't want to hurt your relationship with Shaye. You've always been our friend, and I have this amicable relationship with her now. I don't want to ruin that."





Kayla's a whole different complication,


 
I reminded myself.

 

But one problem at a time.





"Sometimes we have to take risks to find happiness," Isabel said softly, her eyes searching mine. "Don't let fear hold you back from experiencing something wonderful."

"It's not fear," I protested. "It's out of respect for Shaye. We've been so civil with each other throughout our divorce. I want to make sure we stay that way."

Isabel's eyes were wide and glistening. Her lips twitched as if she was holding back her words. I frowned, wondering what sort of internal conflict Isabel was struggling with.

"David," she finally said, "do you truly believe that your divorce from Shaye was civil and amicable?"

"Of course I do," I said firmly. "I understand that Shaye was unhappy in our marriage and needed to leave so she could grow as a person. That's what she told me, at least. And I believe her."

I hesitated for a moment before continuing. I thought back to the long conversations with my mirror and all my sleepless nights, the pain of ending something that had once been so meaningful.

"It hurt like hell, but I still care about her," I said. "I want her to be happy. She was fair during the divorce process, never trying to take more than she deserved, even with the money from my Thailand deal. I owe it to her to treat her with respect. That means not sleeping with her best friend."


But what about her younger sister?


I pushed aside the thought. Right now, I knew I needed to focus on the woman in my arms, not the one waiting at The Perch for me.

Isabel's gaze held steady as she listened intently, her fingers tracing absent-minded circles on my chest as she leaned against the jukebox. The antique machine continued to play its sultry melody in the background, it's lights painting neon streaks across the ceiling.

"David," Isabel said, her voice thick with emotion, "sometimes what we think we know about others, even those closest to us, isn't the whole truth. Life is messy and complicated, and people make mistakes."

"I know," I said with a smile. "I've made a ton of mistakes in my life."

"That's not what I meant," Isabel said, shaking her head. "You have such good intentions. You always think the best of people… even when they might not deserve it."

I frowned. "Isabel, what are you trying to say?"

She took a deep breath, shaking her head before meeting my gaze with a newfound determination.

"David, there's something I have to tell you," Isabel said, her voice shaky. "Shaye wasn't honest with you about why she wanted a divorce."

The air around us seemed to thicken with tension. I braced myself for whatever revelation was coming.

"What do you mean?" I asked, not sure if I wanted to hear her answer.

"Shaye didn't meet Alberto after you guys started the divorce process," Isabel said quietly. "She was sleeping with Alberto for months while she was still married to you. Even before you left for Thailand."

Isabel's words hit me like a punch to the solar plexus, knocking the breath from my lungs.

"You're sure?" I managed to choke out.

"Yes."

"Did… did you know about this?" I asked, my heart aching as I tried to process the depth of Shaye's betrayal.

Isabel nodded. "I knew about it. I'm so sorry I didn't tell you sooner. I should have been there for you, but I was too afraid of what might happen if I did."

"Do you have any idea how much that hurts?" I growled. "To know that Shaye betrayed me like that, and you said nothing?"

"All I can do is ask for your forgiveness," Isabel said desperately. "I failed you. But David, you owe Shaye no respect. She lied to you and betrayed you. I've wanted you for years. You can have me without any guilt about your ex-wife."

Rage surged through me like a riptide, pulling me under as I struggled to come to terms with the truth. I felt like my heart was twisted into a knot, one that kept getting tighter and tighter.

The clatter of plates and cutlery against the tabletop brought me back to reality as the redheaded waitress set down our orders in front of us. Her cheerful demeanor evaporated when she sensed the emotional turmoil that had just unfolded between Isabel and me.

"Enjoy," she said quietly before disappearing into the diner's dimly lit interior.

Isabel and I exchanged glances, our eyes meeting briefly before we both looked away, unable to hold each other's gaze. It felt like the tension between us was a tangible force, pressing down on my chest, making it hard to breathe. I stared down at the plate of food on the table, the once enticing aroma now turning my stomach.

"I can't eat," I muttered.

Isabel placed her hand gently on mine. "I know what can help you, David."

Her sudden change of tone caught me off guard, and I furrowed my brow in confusion. "What are you talking about?"

Isabel held up her hand. A moment later, the waitress with the blonde pigtails materialized at the edge of our booth.

"Is everything ready at The Club?" Isabel asked.

"Of course, Ms. Gutierrez. Your favorite rooms are prepared, and the cast of pleasure givers are ready for your arrival," the waitress replied.

"Thank you, but they won't be necessary tonight. It'll just be David and me," Isabel explained, her gaze never leaving mine.

"Understood. I'll make the arrangements."

With that, the blonde waitress disappeared once more into the back of the diner.

"Isabel, what's going on? What have you got planned?"

She leaned in close, her breath warm against my ear. "I have something extraordinary to show you, David. Something that will help wash away the pain and allow you to truly feel alive again."

I looked into the brown eyes of this beautiful woman and saw my face reflected back at me.

"Alright," I said skeptically. "Show me."




Chapter 2






“Take control, David.”







I navigated the beach road with Isabel sitting beside me. The silence between us was heavy, thick with the betrayal I'd finally learned about. I could feel Isabel glancing at me, trying to read my emotions. She must have decided I needed space to collect my thoughts because she did not try to engage me. Isabel spoke only to instruct me to turn left and follow a side road.

I complied with her directions but my mind was elsewhere, lost in dark thoughts about Shaye. I struggled to contain the anger that swelled within me. I had tried to be civil throughout the divorce, but now I felt foolish for believing her lies. Why had I been so stupid to trust her?

Memories of our last meeting at The Perch burned through me. The way Shaye had carried herself with such friendliness, knowing all along she was lying to me? It only intensified my resentment. Her image haunted me— those green eyes that once held so much warmth now seemed cold and calculating.

I was holding the steering wheel in a death grip, the leather pressing into my skin. I forced myself to relax my hands. I took steadying breaths like I'd learned in Muay Thai, grounding myself in the present moment.

Isabel reached over and gently placed her hand on my thigh.

"Pull into this driveway," she said softly.

We stopped at a wrought-iron gate guarded by high brick walls covered in ivy. I rolled down the window as a handsome young guard looked in and greeted Isabel respectfully. He waved us through with a charming smile, his eyes lingering on her a moment longer than necessary.

We drove down a long driveway towards an old mansion that loomed in the distance.

"What is this place?" I asked, taking in the impressive structure before me.

"It's a private club," Isabel replied. "I think you deserve some distraction from your troubles, David. I promise you'll enjoy yourself here."

As I parked the LX340, a valet rushed out to meet us. Isabel had already opened her door and was climbing out of the car. I followed, feeling the heat of the afternoon sun warming my skin.

I handed my keys to the handsome young valet. As we approached the grand doors of the mansion, they were opened for us by a stunningly beautiful woman. She looked to be in her early twenties, wearing a revealing uniform that showed off her generous cleavage. She greeted Isabel warmly.

"Always a pleasure to have you here, Ms. Gutierrez," she said.

"Thank you, Pamela. My guest is David Smith. This is his first time at The Club. I'm just bringing him here for a brief visit."

Pamela's eyes turned to me. She offered a sensual smile. "Mr. Smith, if there's anything you need, anything at all, please don't hesitate to ask."

"Thank you."

"While this may be your first visit to our establishment," Pamela continued, "we hope it will not be your last. Anything I can do to entice you to return, you need only ask."

"I'll keep that in mind," I replied, my eyes drifting over her ample cleavage.

Isabel chuckled softly, taking my hand and guiding me deeper into the mansion. The grand entrance was breathtaking— marble floors gleamed, decadent furniture lined the walls, velvet curtains hung from the high ceilings. The muted lighting created a hushed and dreamlike atmosphere. It felt like stepping into a secret world, one where inhibitions were left at the door.

"Ready for a little adventure?" Isabel asked, her voice sultry and confident.

"Lead the way," I replied, curious and excited about what lay ahead.

As we walked deeper into the club, we passed several open doors, each one revealing couples and groups engaging in various acts of sexual intercourse. The air was thick with the sounds of moans, gasps, and the rhythmic slapping of flesh against flesh.

In one room, a woman was tied spread-eagle to an autopsy table, and a man dressed as a doctor was using a gigantic strap-on dildo to penetrate her. Another room held a young blonde girl and a tall man with dark hair who was vigorously fucking her while another man fucked him from behind. A third room featured a gorgeous brunette on her knees sucking the dicks of two obese men wearing rubber horse masks.

Taking in the depravity of each room as we passed, my cock became painfully hard, pressing against the zipper of my trousers. I tried not to stare, but my eyes were drawn to the scenes unfolding before me.

"This place is amazing," I said, a little breathless.

Isabel squeezed my hand. "I'm so glad you like it. I've been coming here for years."

"Why are so many of the doors open?"

"Lots of people here enjoy being watched," Isabel explained. "And some enjoy watching. It heightens their pleasure."

As we continued our journey through the club, each room seemed to offer a new fantasy, a new escape from the reality I had left behind at the wrought-iron gates. The scent of sweat and sex grew heavier in the air.

Isabel stopped outside a door made of black wood, it's surface adorned with intricate ironwork. She turned to face me, her eyes dark and serious as she reached for my hand.

"I know you're feeling all kinds of aggression towards Shaye right now," she whispered. "Why don't you channel those feelings into something more pleasurable?"

I stared at Isabel, taking in her words as I looked over her luscious body. The fury I felt towards Shaye still gnawed at me, leaving me aching for some kind of release.

"Isabel," I began, but she placed a delicate finger on my lips, silencing me.

"I know Kayla is pursuing you," she said. "She's always wanted you. She hid it well over the years, but I could see it. Tell me… have you fucked her yet?"

I kept silent, not wanting to reveal anything to this sultry Latina. I still remembered that she knew about Isabel's affair and did not tell me. My trust in Isabel was low, even if my cock was hard for her.

"It's fine to keep your secrets," Isabel sighed. "Your discretion is even more appealing than men who brag and strut."

Isabel drew close to me, running her fingers lightly down my chest.

"I love a good competition. Kayla is a beautiful girl, but still just a girl. I may not be as young as she is, but I have so much more to offer you."

I looked over Isabel's body and upturned face. I saw the hunger in her eyes and knew she was serious. She wanted to beat Kayla. She wanted to win me over.

I was the prize.

"What exactly do you have to offer?" I asked, challenging this sexy woman to prove herself to me.

"I'm not like Shaye," she replied, her eyes smoldering with passion. "I want to surrender to you, to give you full control. I want a dominant man, David. Let me be your slut."

At the mention of Shaye, my anger flared once more, a surge of cold fury rushing through me. Without thinking, I grabbed Isabel by the nape of her neck and kissed her hard, forcing my tongue down her throat. She responded eagerly, her body melting into mine as our mouths collided.

As we kissed, Isabel reached behind her and opened the heavy wooden door.

"In this room, you can do whatever you want with me," she whispered.

We entered the room together. As we crossed the threshold, I found myself in a dimly lit dungeon, the flickering glow of candlelight casting eerie shadows on the walls. Racks of whips, floggers, and other implements lined the walls, while shackles and chains dangled menacingly from the ceiling. A large padded bench stood at the center of the room. A musky scent hung heavy in the air, a mixture of sweat, leather, and something darker, more primal.

"Take control, David," Isabel urged, her voice thick with anticipation. "Use me as you see fit."

Something awoke inside me. Without another word, I grabbed her by the arm and roughly stripped off her clothes, leaving her naked and exposed before me. My hands roamed her body, greedily groping and pinching her soft flesh as she moaned in response. With each touch, my arousal grew, fueled by a potent mix of anger and desire.

"Let's see what a good slut you are," I growled.

The words poured out from a part of me I never knew existed. It was a deep, dark well of icy control paired with delight in dominating a woman and making her my toy. It was an unfamiliar experience for me, but I liked it.

I grabbed Isabel's hand, guiding it between her legs to feel the wetness pooling there. My fingers joined hers, slipping between her folds to stroke her slick pussy. Her breath caught in her throat as a tremor rippled through her body.

"Yes, I'm your good little slut," she moaned.

"Then show me, slut. Get on your knees and suck my cock."

Isabel obediently dropped to her knees, looking up at me with needy eyes as she fumbled with my belt and zipper, eager to get at my cock. When she finally freed my throbbing hardness, she wasted no time, taking me into her hot mouth and bobbing her head up and down along the length of my shaft.

"That's a good little slut," I groaned, tangling my fingers in her long dark hair. "You could have used that mouth to tell me my wife was cheating on me, couldn't you? But you didn't."

I lightly slapped Isabel's face, making her moan with pleasure. She sucked my dick even harder, taking me deeper.

"Can't tell the truth with that mouth, slut. This is all it's good for. Being my fuckhole. Isn't that right? Your worthless mouth is only good for being my fuckhole, right?"

"Mmph!" she gurgled.

I forced my rigid cock down Isabel's throat, gagging her. Her eyes watered and she drooled, but I kept fucking her beautiful face, grabbing a handful of her hair and forcing her down on my shaft.

"Take it, slut! Take my fucking dick down your throat!"

I pushed my cock deep into Isabel's throat, making her gag and cough. I pulled back, allowing her to catch her breath before thrusting forward again, driving my cock down her tight esophagus.

"Fuck yeah!"

I grabbed Isabel by the throat, squeezing tightly as I pumped my cock into her mouth. She struggled for air, but I refused to relent, forcing her to submit to my throbbing manhood.

"Yes! Fuck, yes! Such a good little slut! Such a good little fucking whore!"

I finally let go of Isabel's throat, pulling my cock out and wiping the spit and drool on her chin. I slapped her face with my dick, laughing at the wet smack of it against her cheeks.

Isabel stared up at me through tear-stained eyes, her face full of adoration. It was a look I enjoyed seeing on her face. I wanted to push further with Isabel, to get to know her limits and how she could please me.

"Get on the fucking bench," I ordered.

Isabel scrambled to her feet and bent over the padded bench, presenting her wide ass for me. I admired the smooth curve of her buttocks, the way they jiggled as she wiggled her hips, eager for me to take her.

"Are you ready for me, slut?" I asked, spanking her hard, the sound of flesh against flesh echoing throughout the room.

"Yes! Please, David, please fuck me!" she begged.

"Not until I say so."

I grabbed a bottle of lube from one of the nearby racks and drizzled it onto Isabel's exposed asshole, watching as it trickled down her crack. She moaned and arched her back, ready for me to enter her.

"You want this, don't you, slut?" I asked, spreading her cheeks and pushing the tip of my cock against her clenched ring.

"Yes, I want it! Please, David, please fuck my ass!"

"Beg for it. Beg for my cock like the filthy little whore you are."

"Please, sir, please fuck my ass!"

"You're goddamn right I'm going to fuck that ass."

I slid my cock into Isabel's tight hole, forcing my way past her resistance and slowly filling her up as she moaned and shuddered. She was tight, but she was ready for me. I began to thrust in and out of her, fucking her ass slowly at first, then faster and harder.

"Oh, God, yes! Fuck my ass, David! Fuck it!"

Her moans grew louder, more urgent as I ass fucked her. She reached back and spread her cheeks, opening herself up even more for me.

"Such a dirty little whore," I grunted, spanking her hard, her cheeks jiggling beneath my palm.

"Yes, sir! Such a filthy whore!"

The sound of my balls slapping against her pussy echoed throughout the room. I grabbed a fistful of Isabel's hair and pulled her head back. She was helpless to resist, pinned to the bench as I pounded her ass, filling her with my throbbing cock.

"Oh, fuck, fuck! Fuck my ass! Fuck it, David! Fuck it!"

Isabel reached back to rub her clit. I slapped her hand away.

"You don't get to enjoy this, slut!" I roared. "Helping Shaye deceive me? Keeping her secrets? You don't deserve pleasure. You just deserve to take this ass fucking like the deceitful slut you are!"

I fucked Isabel harder, her body shaking with each thrust. I was punishing her abused asshole and the slut was loving it.

"Yes! Oh, God, yes! Punish me, David! Punish me for being a deceitful slut! Fuck me! Use me! Ruin me!"

I felt a tightening in my balls as I fucked Isabel harder and harder. My cock pulsed in Isabel's slick fuckhole, the pleasure building up within me.

"You ready?" I demanded. "You ready to be filled with my cum, slut?"

"Yes! Fill me, sir! Fill my ass with your cum! Mark me as your own!"

"Take it, slut!"

I exploded deep inside Isabel's ass, filling her with a hot blast of cum. I threw my head back and grunted like an animal as I emptied my balls into her tight ass, filling her with my seed.

"FUCK!" I shouted.

I pulled out and watched my cum trickle out of Isabel's gaping asshole, pooling on the bench beneath her. She looked up at me, her eyes filled with lust and adoration.

"Did you like that, slut?"

"Yes," she whimpered.

"You want to win me from Kayla?" I asked.

"Yes!"

"Then you'll never betray me again. I won't let you. If you do, you'll pay the price. Understood?"

"Understood," Isabel breathed.

"Good. Now come here and clean this mess off my dick. I want to see you lick it."

"Yes, sir," Isabel moaned.

She crawled off the bench and took my dripping cock into her mouth, tasting my cum and her ass.

"You're a good slut, Isabel," I said, stroking her hair. "You may have betrayed me before, but not anymore. Now you're my plaything. My little toy."

"I am," she whispered.

I caressed her face and grinned.

"Good girl!"

Isabel smiled gratefully at my praise. I slapped her face and she smiled even wider.

"Slut," I said affectionately.

Isabel nuzzled my hand, purring contentedly.

I looked down at my ex-wife's best friend, knowing that this was just the start of our new adventures together.




Chapter 3






“Not bad for an old guy.”







Isabel and I were parked outside of her auto dealership. She had slipped back into her business attire, everything buttoned up and appropriate. I marveled at the change in her demeanor. It was almost surreal to think that just an hour ago, she was naked and bent over a BDSM bench, spreading herself open and begging for my cock up her ass, completely consumed by lust. Now she looked like a business professional ready for her next client's meeting.

"Are you really going to work the rest of the day with my cum in your ass?" I asked her, unable to suppress a grin.

Isabel flashed a lewd smile. "I enjoy walking around with your seed inside me, like a dirty secret."

"Naughty girl."

"You like naughty girls," she replied cheekily. "The bruises on my ass prove that."

"Hard to resist spanking an ass like yours."

"You can spank me whenever you want, sir."

"Christ, I love when you talk like that."

"I'll do whatever it takes to win you over as my lover." Isabel's brown eyes sparkled. "Today was just a taste. Kayla may be young and beautiful, but there are things I can do that she cannot. I know you'll choose me."

"And you're not worried about Shaye's reaction when she finds out?" I questioned.

Isabel shrugged, her red lips twisting into a smirk. "You can tell her if you like. I don't care. She'll get over it, eventually. If not, at least I'll still have you."

Isabel leaned over, planting a soft kiss on my cheek before exiting the car. I watched as she walked towards the dealership, her hips swaying seductively beneath her skirt. I shook my head at the thought of her ass still filled with my cum.

Isabel had proven to be a wild ride, one I wanted to experience again. But as I drove away from the dealership, my mind remained clouded by thoughts of Shaye's betrayal and lies. Despite the lively encounter with Isabel, I still needed an outlet for my lingering rage. Almost without thinking, I found myself pulling in at Chaichana Gym.

I sat in my car with the window rolled down, admiring the no-nonsense building before me. Resembling a nondescript warehouse, it's large roll-up doors were open, revealing the action inside. Several people were working on a row of heavy bags, kicks and punches thumping dully off the canvas sacks. Through another door I could see people sparring in a ring, their technique impressive and fluid. The familiar sounds of Muay Thai training— the smack of kicks against pads, the sharp exhale of breaths— evoked memories of my year in Bangkok.

"Nice car, man."

The voice came from a muscular and friendly-looking Asian guy, standing just a few steps away. Dressed in shorts and a tank top, he had the lean physique I associated with Muay Thai fighters back in Thailand. He smiled at me as he looked over my LX340, a bag full of training gear slung over one shoulder.

"Thanks," I replied. "I just bought it today."

"Congrats. You thinking about doing some training here?"

"I am," I replied. "Are you Todd Chaichana?"

"That's me."

"I'm David," I said. "I spoke with your sister, Tracey?"

"David! Yeah, Tracey mentioned you. She said you might be interested in joining us here."

"Definitely," I said. "She told me great things about your gym."

"Perfect timing," Todd grinned, patting his bag. "We just got a new shipment of gloves and shin guards. Come on in, have a look around."

"Sounds good."

I locked my car and followed Todd into the gym.

Inside, the energy was palpable, with the sound of punches and kicks echoing throughout the space. Todd walked me through the gym's layout, pointing out the various training areas. Heavy bags hung from the ceiling, swaying with each powerful strike from the men and women hitting them. Training dummies lined the wall like silent sentinels, ready to receive an endless barrage of hits. Wrestling mats covered the floor, providing a cushioned surface for grappling. At one end of the gym was a boxing ring, while an MMA cage occupied the other end.

"Besides Muay Thai, we offer Jiu-Jitsu and MMA training," Todd explained. "And if you're looking for something a little different, we even have yoga classes in the morning."

"Tracey wasn't kidding," I murmured, admiring the gym. "This place is amazing."

"Thanks, man," Todd said, beaming. "We try to create a welcoming environment for everyone. So, are you ready to dive in?"

"Dive in?"

"Yeah. The best way to get to know a place is to join the flow. You know what I mean?"

I thought back to my time in Thailand and the way I'd slipped into the rhythm of daily life there.

"Yeah. I do know what you mean."

"Awesome. I've got some shorts and a shirt you can wear. You up for a workout?"

"Absolutely," I replied.

"Let's get you geared up then," Todd said, leading me further into the gym.

I headed into the changing room and slipped into some Chaichana-branded shorts and a shirt that clung to my muscular frame. As I emerged, I noticed a group of students beginning a light workout under the guidance of an instructor. I joined them, warming up my body and syncing my movements with theirs.

As I threw punches and executed kicks, I felt a sense of exhilaration and focus coursing through my veins. My anger at Shaye still smoldered deep within, but for the moment it was contained and controlled by the discipline of my training.

My body was warmed up and the sweat was flowing. I stepped off the mats and jogged in place, keeping my heart rate up.

"Tracey mentioned you trained in Thailand," Todd said as we stood on the edge of a group class, watching the fluid movement of the students.

"Yeah. This place reminds me of Bangkok." I could almost hear the distant echoes of the Thai language and feel the heat of the sun.

"You enjoyed your time there?"

"It was an incredible experience. I learned so much. Not just about Muay Thai, but about myself."

"Sounds amazing. So, what are your goals for training here?" Todd asked, genuinely interested.

"I want to learn more techniques, improve my physical fitness, and really challenge myself," I replied.

"Your physique is already impressive," Todd complimented, eyeing my toned body. "You've clearly been dedicated to staying fit. If you're up for it, I'd love to have a light sparring session with you so I can evaluate your level of training."

"Sure, sounds good to me," I agreed, eager to put my skills to the test.

"Alright, now that you're warmed up, let's get those gloves and shin guards on," Todd suggested, tossing me a pair of each.

They were fresh from the shipment he'd mentioned earlier. I appreciated the scent of new leather as I slipped the gloves over my hands, feeling the snug fit around my fingers as I secured the Velcro straps. Next came the shin guards, their padding molding to the contours of my legs like a second skin. I didn't have hand wraps or a mouth guard, but I figured I wouldn't need them with a pro like Todd evaluating me.

"Remember, don't hold back," he reminded me as I climbed into the ring, his tone serious but encouraging. "I want to see what you're capable of."

"Alright," I agreed.

The timer sounded, and we sprang into action. My initial strikes were hesitant, testing the waters with a leg kick and a few jabs. Todd easily blocked them, throwing a few slow punches for me to dodge.

"Come on, David! Show me what you've got!" he called out, a hint of challenge in his tone.

His words pushed aside my hesitation. With a grunt, I unleashed a torrent of powerful leg kicks and hard punches. Todd skillfully blocked and evaded my attacks, countering with light strikes of his own that kept me constantly adjusting my stance.

As the timer signaled the end of the round, we both paused. I was panting and slick with sweat, my body getting back into the rhythm of sparring. The exertion had been thrilling, my muscles burning from the effort.

"Damn," Todd said, admiration clear in his voice. "You've definitely been trained well. You need to come train here more often."

"I'd like that," I said, my chest heaving as I caught my breath.

"Not bad for an old guy," a female voice chimed in.

I turned to see Tracey standing at the side of the ring. She wore form-fitting yoga pants and a tank top that left little to the imagination, her slim body showing her dedication to fitness. Tracey's warm smile was so young and innocent that I couldn't help but grin back like a schoolboy with a crush.

"Thanks," I said, feeling suddenly self-conscious under her gaze. The smoldering anger I felt towards Shaye was momentarily forgotten.

"You had my brother on his back foot a couple of times," Tracey teased.

"Guess you went easy on me, huh?" I joked with Todd, wiping the sweat from my brow as I leaned against the ropes. "I mean, you probably didn't want to show up the old guy in front of everybody."

"Old guy?" Todd laughed, clapping me on the back. "David, you've got skills that only come from real training in Thailand. We're lucky to have you joining us here."

"Thanks, man," I replied, still catching my breath.

"Keep the shirt and shorts," Todd said. "You can sign up for membership on the website."

"Will do," I said as I climbed out of the ring.

Tracey approached me with a playful smile. "So, how about it, 'old guy'? Care to spar with me? I've been training since I was little, you know."

"Ah, well," I hesitated, running a hand through my damp hair. "As tempting as it is to get whipped by Todd's kid sister, I think I'm good for today."

A slow grin spread across my face as I saw the feigned disappointment on her face.

"Alright, rain check then," she pouted, crossing her arms over her chest in mock frustration. "But I was disappointed not to see you out on the beach this afternoon. Chai and Latte were looking for you too, you know."

"Is that so?" I laughed. "Well, I promise I'll make time to walk the beach with you soon."

"Good," Tracey replied, her voice low and inviting. "I'd enjoy your company again. Maybe we could even show Chai and Latte your place up at The Nest."

"The Perch," I corrected her with a grin. "And I'd be happy to show you and the dogs around whenever you'd like."

"I'm gonna hold you to that," Tracey said, mock punching my shoulder. "I beat up guys who break their promise to me."

"That's a beating I'd love to catch," I said.

Tracey's eyes widened and for a moment, I thought I went too far. Then she broke out into peals of laughter that had people turning their heads.

"Damn, you're flirty!" she giggled. "You know I'm 19 years old, right?"

I shrugged. "No worries, I don't discriminate. I won't hold your age against you."

That brought out another burst of laughter from Tracey. I joined her, my gaze lingering on her brilliant smile lighting up the room like a sunbeam through storm clouds. Tracey was a natural beauty, clean and radiant without a single bit of makeup. I found it hard to tear my eyes away from her.

"Hey, why don't you ask David for a ride back to Raney's Cove in his new car?" Todd called out as he passed by, slapping me on the back. "He's got one of those LX340s. I've only seen that shit in videos online."

"Maybe next time," Tracey replied as she looked me up and down. "You know what they say about old guys with flashy cars… always trying to lure us young girls?"

"Hey, I just got the car today!" I protested, feeling my cheeks flush under her teasing gaze.

"Relax, David," she said with a dismissive shrug, her eyes never leaving mine. "Some girls might enjoy being lured by you."

The way she looked at me— that seductive glint in her eyes and the hint of a lewd smirk tugging at the corner of her lips— sent a rush through me.

"Is that so?" I asked quietly.

"Definitely," she said, her voice soft and alluring. "But for now, I'll let you get back to The Perch. I think we're going to be seeing a lot more of each other. Don't you agree?"

"Yeah, I do," I said.

With a last lingering look, Tracey turned and walked away. I watched her go, her toned ass flexing seductively inside her yoga pants. With a jolt of embarrassment, I realized I was rock hard in my shorts.

"See you soon, Tracey Chaichana," I mumbled.




Chapter 4






“You're worth fighting for.”







As I pulled into the driveway of The Perch, I noticed Kayla's little hatchback parked on the curb. Through the windows of the house, I saw light and movement. Kayla was bustling about in the kitchen and I wondered if she might be preparing another amazing meal like the other day by the pool.

My hopes were confirmed as I trotted up the driveway. Approaching the front door, I was greeted by a delicious aroma of grilled steak. The smell intensified as I entered the house.

"Honey, I'm home!" I shouted playfully.

"David!" Kayla called out from the kitchen, her voice melodic and sweet. "In here!"

I stepped into the kitchen to find Kayla looking absolutely stunning in a simple cotton dress that clung to her curvy body. She came over and wrapped her arms around me, giving me a tight hug. I relished the feel of her softness against me, her warmth seeping into my skin.

"Welcome home," Kayla said.

"Thanks, darling."

She kissed me deeply, our tongues caressing.

"How was your day?" Kayla asked, pulling back slightly.

Images flashed through my mind. The rooms of The Club filled with sexual depravity. Isabel bent over, moaning as I fucked her ass. Tracey Chaichana's flirty smile at the gym.

"Interesting," I said. "The car I bought is an absolute marvel. It took me to some fascinating places today."

"Ooh, I want to hear all about it!"

As I held Kayla, I recalled what Isabel had told me earlier, that Kayla didn't know about Shaye's affair. Gazing into Kayla's innocent green eyes, I felt a welcome calmness after a very turbulent day.

"What is it?" Kayla asked, sensing the intensity in my gaze.

I cleared my throat and squeezed her harder.

"Nothing, just… sorry I smell bad," I told her. "I worked out at Chaichana Gym earlier. It's a Muay Thai kickboxing place I joined. I'll hit the shower."

"Shower later," Kayla insisted. "I like the way you smell. It's manly. Besides, the steak is perfect right now. We can't let it get cold."

"You've convinced me," I chuckled.

"Let's eat outside again," Kayla suggested. "We can watch the sun setting over Raney's Cove as we enjoy our meal."

"Sounds perfect," I agreed.

Kayla led me out to the backyard. The patio table was bathed in the soft glow of candlelight and the fairy lights strung overhead. She kissed my forehead tenderly, whispering for me to relax while she set the table. As she disappeared back into the house to fetch our dinner, I gazed out at the sun sinking slowly toward the horizon, its golden rays casting a warm light over the cove.

Memories of past sunsets shared with Shaye surfaced, stirring a flurry of emotions within me. Anger flared at her betrayal, but I fought against it, determined not to let those feelings overshadow the beauty of this moment with Kayla.

"Voilà!" Kayla announced as she returned, carrying plates artfully arranged with mouthwatering food.

The tantalizing aroma of seared steak strips wafted through the air, their succulent juices glistening in the fading sunlight. The garlic mashed potatoes— creamy, rich, and flecked with bits of roasted garlic— beckoned my taste buds, while the grilled veggies added a vibrant touch of color to the plate.

"Kayla, this looks incredible," I murmured appreciatively, my stomach rumbling in anticipation.

"Thank you," she replied. "I love cooking, especially in a nice kitchen like yours."

Kayla watched me closely as I cut into the steak.

"Oh, my lord!" I sighed appreciatively as I took my first bite. "Kayla, you're a damned wizard."

Kayla blushed at my praise, the flush creeping up her neck reminding me that Kayla was starved for my attention. As I looked over this young woman, I reminded myself that she had been secretly desiring me for years. It was a reality I was still adjusting to, much like the reality that Shaye had never been honest with me about why she wanted a divorce.

We ate in relaxed silence, savoring the food and watching the sun sink below the horizon. Throughout the meal, we exchanged glances, both of us smiling like teenagers on a date. Beneath the table, Kayla's foot traced a path up and down my leg, making my dick tingle pleasantly while I enjoyed Kayla's superb cooking.

As I ate, I couldn't stop my gaze from wandering to the curve of Kayla's cleavage. I looked up from her perfect tits, only to find Kayla watching me with an amused smile. Kayla knew what I was staring at. She laughed softly and unbuttoned the top of her dress, revealing even more of her tantalizing flesh.

"Thanks for improving the view," I joked.

"Anything for you," she replied, her eyes narrowed.

The last rays of the sunset slipped into the horizon, leaving only a deepening twilight to accompany our meal's end. After finishing the last of my potatoes, Kayla began clearing the plates.

"Let me help," I offered.

She shook her head, her blonde curls bouncing lightly with the motion.

"Relax, David. I love taking care of you. You deserve someone who will spoil you rotten," she said, her voice soft and sincere.

With a warm smile, Kayla disappeared into the house, leaving me alone with my thoughts.

As I watched the final tendrils of dusk fade away, my belly full and my dick pleasantly aching, I took in the moment. This day had been an emotional roller coaster ride. I was already looking forward to how I'd cap things off with young Kayla.

But there was a dessert to be had before the true dessert with Kayla. Anticipation bubbled up inside me for whatever sweet treat she had planned next.

True to form, Kayla returned moments later carrying a delicate fruit custard. The dish was elegantly plated, its custard base smooth and inviting, topped with glistening slices of ripe strawberries and kiwi. The scent of the fresh fruit mingled with the warm, vanilla-infused aroma of the custard. My mouth watered as she set it down on the table.

"Looks delicious," I murmured, licking my lips involuntarily.

"Only the best for my man," Kayla replied, a coy smile playing on her lips.

I sighed with delight as Kayla settled onto my lap, the weight of her body pressing into mine. Her fingers wrapped around the fork and she expertly scooped up a bite of the dessert, guiding it towards my mouth. I allowed her to feed me, savoring the taste and texture of the custard as it melted on my tongue, an explosion of sweet and tangy flavors that were a perfect finish to a hearty meal.

Kayla gently rocked back and forth in my lap, teasing me with her rump. My dick throbbed beneath her and I couldn't resist any longer, reaching into her dress and fondling her heavy breast. Kayla continued to feed me as my fingers teased her nipple into a hardened peak. With each shared bite, her breath hitched in response.

I slipped my other hand under her skirt. I was pleased to find she wasn't wearing panties. Her slit was wet and warm as I ran my fingers through it.

"David," Kayla said suddenly, her voice tinged with a mix of playfulness and vulnerability. "I got a message from Isabel today."

"Really?" I asked, surprised. "What did she say?"

Kayla hesitated, then continued, "She wanted me to know that she had just had sex with you. 'He loved fucking my ass and filling me with his cum' is what she wrote. Seems like Isabel is determined to win you over, whatever it takes."

I stared into Kayla's eyes, searching for any sign of hurt or anger, but found only a fierce determination.

"And how do you feel about that?" I asked.

"I'm fine with it, David," she replied softly, sincerity shining in her green eyes. "You're worth fighting for. And I'll do whatever it takes to win you over, too. She may be richer and more experienced than me, but I know you're going to choose me in the end."

The conviction in her voice left no room for doubt. As we kissed, I found myself happily bewildered by the fierce competition between these two incredible women, both vying for my affection.

I stroked Kayla's face, enjoying her resting in my lap. I wanted to fully embrace this moment with her, but there was something that was bothering me, something I couldn't help but investigate for myself.

"Kayla," I began hesitantly. "What do you know about Shaye's boyfriend, Alberto?"

She shrugged, her expression one of genuine innocence. "Not much. Shaye told me she met him a few months after asking you for a divorce. I don't know where or when. Honestly, I don't know what she sees in him. Shaye and I don't stay in touch day to day, you know."

Kayla's green eyes held mine steadily. I nodded, confirming to myself what Isabel had said. Kayla hadn't known about Shaye's affair. My affection for her swelled, knowing she wouldn't have kept that information from me while I was in Thailand.

"Is there any reason you're curious about Alberto?" Kayla asked, raising an eyebrow.

"Ah, just idle curiosity, I guess," I replied, brushing off the question with a nonchalant shrug.

"He's not half the man you are."

"I'll take your word for that," I laughed.

Kayla kissed my cheek, her eyes wide with excitement.

"Why don't we open the box and read the next letter together?" she asked.

"Okay," I agreed, unable to resist her enthusiasm.

Kayla giggled happily and produced the old cigar box from under a towel by the patio table.

"I was hoping you'd say yes," she admitted, opening the box.

Still sitting on my lap with her breasts exposed for me to fondle, Kayla snuggled against me, her body warm and inviting. She watched avidly as I carefully unfolded the aged paper. I felt Kayla's breath warm against my neck as I read the words on the page.


My Dearest Peter,



I write to you with a heart filled with both joy and trepidation. As you may have heard, I have given birth to a beautiful and healthy child.






I wish I could share the elation I felt when I held our baby girl for the first time. Yes,


 


our



 

baby girl, Peter. The child we conceived together.






William was overjoyed, his face radiant as he cradled her in his arms. Ignorance is bliss and all is well in our happy home. And yet, my love, I find myself contemplating the years to come. Will she grow to resemble you more with each passing day? Will her laughter carry echoes of your voice?



And yet, even as I tremble with fear and uncertainty, I cannot deny the overwhelming love I feel for our daughter. With every passing day, I am reminded of the impossible choices we have made and the secrets we carry. Our daughter is a constant reminder of my love for you, a love that I fear will never fade.



Yours with a heart that belongs to two,



Catherine



5/7/1947



P.S. Burn these letters, my love.


Stunned, I set the letter on the table. My hand was shaking and I absently returned it to Kayla's breast, cupping her warm flesh for comfort.

"My dad had a half-sister he never knew about?" I asked aloud, my voice betraying the whirlwind of emotions inside me.

"Wow," Kayla whispered, her eyes wide with surprise. "We need to find out more about Catherine Anderson."

Kayla pulled out her phone and began searching for information. I watched her fingers dance across the screen, her brows furrowing in concentration as she ran through her searches. My mind churned with thoughts about unknown relatives who might still be out there, my heart pounding in my chest like the waves crashing on the shore below us.

"David," Kayla said, excitement lacing her voice. "I found something."

She turned her phone towards me, and we both stared at the screen.

"Catherine Anderson died 33 years ago," Kayla said quietly. "She's buried in a cemetery not too far from here."

I said nothing for a long time. Kayla waited patiently, stroking my hand as it rested on her breast.

"I'd like to visit her grave."

"Why?" Kayla asked

I hesitated. "It's important to me. I need to learn more about this woman. She loved my grandfather and bore his child. She deceived her husband and lived a lie. Why? I have to know more. Words on a page aren't enough. I need something real, something I can touch to connect with this hidden part of my family history."

"Then let's do it," Kayla agreed. "I'd love to come with you. If you want me to, of course."

"I'd like that," I told her.

I glanced down at the box containing one last letter.

"Let's wait to read this last one until after we visit her grave," I told Kayla. "I want to wait until then."

Kayla nodded in agreement. "I want to read it with you."

"Of course."

"Thank you for sharing this with me, David."

We kissed again, gently, our eyes open.

"Your legs must've fallen asleep by now," Kayla murmured as she slid off my lap.

She kneeled before me on the cool patio tiles, her hands tenderly massaging my thighs. The sensation of her fingers working their magic sent a jolt through me. I groaned with pleasure, feeling contentment wash over me.

"Better?" she asked, her green eyes sparkling.

Before I could answer, Kayla's gaze drifted downward to the bulge in my pants. My arousal was impossible to ignore. I exhaled sharply as Kayla leaned forward to press a soft kiss against it. The warmth of her lips seeped through the fabric, teasing my already throbbing erection.

"Now that you've eaten, let's take a shower together," she whispered. "In the guest house."

"Sounds perfect."

She stood up, took my hand, and led me toward the guest house, our bare feet padding along the concrete patio. As we walked, I paused for a moment to bask in the beauty of the moonrise over Raney's Cove. The silvery orb cast its glow across the water, painting the waves with shimmering light. It was a sight that never failed to take my breath away.

"Look at that," I told Kayla.

She turned and gazed at the moonrise, her blonde hair gleaming in the moonlight.

"Beautiful," she murmured.




Chapter 5






“You're already mine.”







Kayla led me into the guest house, the cool night air following us in. The living room was dimly lit in candlelight, shadows and light swaying across the walls as the candles flickered in the breeze.

As we entered the guest house, Kayla grabbed my hand and pulled me close to her. She kissed me passionately, her tongue slipping into my mouth. She pressed her body against mine, her breasts slipping free from her dress, her hard nipples brushing against my chest.

"David," she whispered. "I want you. I want to feel you inside me."

Kayla pushed me onto the couch and straddled my lap, her dress riding up around her hips. She ran her hands down my chest and undid the buttons on my shirt. I leaned back and relaxed as her fingers traced over my bare chest and down to my belt.

"I know you ass-fucked Isabel today," she teased. "Do you still have something left for me?"

"Open my pants and find out," I urged her.

She unbuckled my belt and slid my pants off. Her hand cupped my erection through my boxers, teasing me. She tugged my boxers down, my hard cock springing free.

"You do have something for me," Kayla giggled. "Oh, David. You're so beautiful."

Kayla wrapped her hand around my shaft, stroking me slowly, her fingers dancing over my skin. She lowered her head and flicked her tongue over the tip of my cock, teasing me before taking my cock into her mouth, her warm lips sliding over me. She took me deeper and deeper, her mouth enveloping me, her tongue sliding over the sensitive underside of my cock.

I stroked her hair, enjoying the view of this young blonde eagerly sucking my dick. She lavished my cock with attention, saliva drooling down my balls as she fixed her eyes on mine.

I pushed Kayla's dress off her shoulders. Kayla stood and let the dress fall to the floor, her naked body exposed in the candlelight.

"Just stand there for a moment," I told her. "Let me see you."

Kayla smiled, her skin glowing in the flickering light. She spread her arms, letting me drink in her beauty. Her tits were firm and perky, her pink nipples hard and jutting. Her stomach was flat, her hips curving into a perfectly shaped ass. I ran my fingers through her blonde pubic hair, loving the feel against my skin.

"Turn around," I said. "Bend over and pull yourself open for me."

Kayla chuckled and turned her back to me. She bent over and pulled her ass cheeks apart, showing me her wet slit and puckered asshole. She wiggled her hips, teasing me.

"You want me to fuck you here?" she asked.

I leaned forward and kissed her rump, inhaling the musky smell of her pussy.

"Shower first," I said.

Kayla squealed with delight as I picked her up and carried her into the bathroom. I slapped her big ass playfully as I turned on the water and waited for it to warm.

"Put me down!" she giggled.

"I'll put you down when I'm good and ready, wench!"

"Wench?" she shouted. "What kind of bizarro roleplay is this?"

I slapped her ass again. "Water's warm. Time for you to bathe me, wench."

I set Kayla down, enjoying the sight of her reddened ass cheeks.

"I'm younger than you, but you're the one acting like a kid!" she laughed. "I love that about you. Even when you were with Shaye, I could still see that playfulness inside you."

Her mention of Shaye briefly brought back the anger I'd struggled with all day, but I quickly put it aside. I kissed the top of Kayla's head.

"I can't believe someone as young as you would want a man so much older."

The words slipped from my mouth, surprising the both of us.

"Are you kidding me?" Kayla laughed, shaking her head in disbelief. "You don't have a clue about how attractive you are, do you? Women are always looking you over, David. Trust me, I've seen it firsthand."

I shook my head. "Honestly, I don't see myself like that."

"Too bad," she said, stepping closer and placing a hand on my chest. "Because after all the years of wanting you from a distance, I now get to have you. And I can assure you, David, you are a fucking catch."

With those words, she pulled me into the shower, the warm water cascading over our bodies. My hands roamed over her curves, taking in every inch of her. Kayla's fingers traced the contours of my muscular body, eliciting a low growl of desire from me.

"Here, use this," she whispered, drizzling body wash over her breasts and guiding my hands to her chest.

The scent of the citrus soap filled the steamy air as I lathered up Kayla's tits, loving the slippery sensation of soap and water as they glided through my fingers.

"Your turn," she murmured, rubbing her soapy breasts back and forth across my chest, the silky friction sending shivers down my spine.

With a grin, she kneeled in front of me, her eyes locked onto mine as she pressed her wet, slippery tits against my throbbing cock. I grunted with pleasure, the sensation both electrifying and maddening.

Kayla's soapy tits slid up and down my shaft, her nipples hard. I took her by the shoulder and ground against her lathered-up tits, savoring the incredible sensation of her breasts and my cock sloshing together.

"Do you like that?" Kayla asked as she rinsed the soap off my cock.

"God, yes," I breathed, unable to tear my eyes away from hers.

Kayla leaned in, her wet blonde hair cascading over her shoulders as the water continued to pour over us. She gently took my balls in one hand, massaging them tenderly, while her other hand wrapped around the base of my throbbing tool. Her tongue flicked out, teasing the sensitive head before her lips engulfed me, taking me into her warm, wet mouth.

I shivered at the sensation, everything heightened by the hot water streaming over our bodies. Kayla suckled hungrily, her tongue swirling around the head of my cock while her hand firmly gripped the shaft, moving in perfect sync with the rhythm of her mouth.

"Kayla," I groaned, my hands tangling in her damp hair as she continued to pleasure me.

I knew I wouldn't last long with her going at me like this. I didn't want it to end so quickly, not now.

"Stop," I whispered urgently, reaching down to pull Kayla up from the shower floor.

I turned off the water. With my hands on her waist, I lifted her up and carried her out of the shower and into the bedroom, our bodies dripping wet. I laid her down on the bed, her legs spread wide before me, revealing her perfect, pink pussy and the wet blonde hair covering her mound.

I crawled on top of her, my face inches from hers. Her green eyes glistened in the candlelight, her lips slightly parted as she watched me. I leaned down and kissed her, our mouths open, our tongues dancing together. I kissed her neck, her chest, her breasts, before trailing my lips down her stomach and settling between her thighs.

My fingers brushed against her pussy, feeling the warmth and wetness radiating from her. She shuddered at my touch, her hips bucking involuntarily.

"Yes," she whispered, her breath ragged and heavy. "Lick me. Lick me, David."

Kayla moaned softly, her fingers gripping the sheets as I pulled her thighs open wider, spreading her dripping pussy. I lowered my head and ran my tongue along her folds, savoring her taste. Her juices flowed freely, and I lapped at them greedily, the sweetness filling my mouth.

"David," Kayla groaned as I slid two fingers into her, curling them upwards, rubbing her g-spot as my tongue stroked her clit.

Kayla gasped, her hips grinding against me as I continued to lick her. She bucked and writhed, her pleasure building as I worked her pussy with my fingers and mouth.

"Oh, David," she cried, her voice quivering. "I'm cumming. I'm cumming!"

Kayla climaxed hard, her pussy spasming as her orgasm washed over her. I continued to lick and suck at her, drawing out her pleasure for as long as I could.

Finally, I crawled up beside her, my hand stroking her breasts as she came down from her high.

"That was… wow," she breathed.

Laying beside Kayla, her body quivering from the aftershocks of her orgasm, I could feel her need still coursing through her. She looked at me with those dazzling green eyes clouded with lust.

"David, please… I need you inside me now."

Without a word, I climbed on top of her and guided my cock into her waiting pussy. She moaned softly, her wet heat enveloping me, welcoming me in.

Kayla's fingers dug into my back as I fucked her, our bodies moving in perfect rhythm. Our breath came in short, gasping moans, our sweat mixing together.

Kayla's lips were soft against my ear, her voice breathy and needful.

"Fuck me harder. Harder, David."

I thrust deeper, my hips smacking against hers. Her nails raked across my back, stinging me, driving me wild.

"God, yes! Fuck me, David. Fuck me!"

The sound of our bodies slapping together echoed off the walls, accompanied by the low moans and sighs escaping our lips. I could smell the soap still clinging to our bodies, the sweet citrus scent mingling with the musky scent of sex. The feel of her warm, wet pussy gripping me was overwhelming, the sensation threatening to bring me to the edge.

As I fucked Kayla, the world around us seemed to melt away, and all that remained were the two of us, lost in each other's arms. Her eyes met mine, and I could see the fire burning within her.

I leaned down and kissed her neck, her soft moans filling my ears. Her hands grasped my ass, urging me to thrust deeper, harder.

"Yes," she whispered, her voice strained. "Oh, God, David. Fuck me. Fuck me."

The candles flickered, the shadows dancing across her body as she writhed beneath me. I could feel her pussy clenching around me, her orgasm building.

"Fuck, David. Oh, God, I'm cumming again. Fuck!"

Her cries of pleasure filled the air, and I could feel her shuddering as she climaxed. Her eyes locked onto mine, and I could see the intensity burning within her.

"Cum for me, David," Kayla whispered. "Cum for me."

With a few more deep thrusts, I unloaded inside her, my orgasm ripping through me, the pleasure intense and overwhelming. I filled her with my cum, emptying my balls inside her wetness before finally collapsing on top of her.

"Goddamn," I breathed, my heart pounding in my chest.

Kayla's arms wrapped around me, pulling me closer.

"You can have me whenever you want," Kayla promised. "I'll be yours, David. Yours completely. More than Isabel or Shaye or anyone else. You know why?"

"Why?" I asked, expecting Kayla to offer some sexual enticement.

"Because I love you," she whispered. "I've loved you for years, David."

I opened my mouth to speak, but no words came.

"Maybe you can't say it back, but I can see it in your eyes," she continued. "You care for me. You have feelings for me. You can't deny that."

"Kayla, I…"

"Choose me," she said, her hands cupping my face. "Choose me, and I'll make you happier than you ever were with Shaye."

I kissed her hands, my mind whirling.

"You're right," I admitted. "I do have feelings for you. But it's complicated."

"No, it's not," Kayla smiled. "I'm going to win you over, David. There's no other option."

"Kayla…"

"Shh," she said, pressing her fingers to my lips. "You're already mine. You just don't know it yet."

She pulled me into another kiss. We kept our eyes open, staring into each other's gaze. Kayla smiled and stroked my damp hair.

"You're already mine," she said again.




Chapter 6






“I know your heart.”







I stood at the edge of my backyard, staring down into Raney's Cove as the mid-day sunshine washed over me. It was windy and the rough sea roared below me, waves crashing against the shore. It felt like the surging water reflected the turmoil inside me as I brooded on how Shaye had lied to me during our divorce.

It still stunned me that the woman I once loved could be so deceptive, so cunning in her betrayal. I berated myself for trusting her, wondering if there were other moments in our marriage where she deceived me. The humiliation of treating Shaye with courtesy during our divorce, being cordial in the belief that my wife simply wanted to move on, now was a heavy weight on my heart.

"Damn it," I muttered under my breath, clenching my fists by my sides.

Kayla was gone for the day, working at Zachary's Steakhouse. My gaze wandered over to the guest house. I had spent a wonderful night in Kayla's arms. Kayla was innocent and sweet and caring, but as I thought about Shaye's deception, dark thoughts crept in. Kayla said she loved me, but could I trust her? Could Kayla be as two-faced as her sister? Was I making another mistake?

"Stop," I whispered to myself, banishing these thoughts.

I knew better than to hold the betrayal of Shaye against Kayla. She deserved a chance, and I needed to give her that. She'd done nothing but try to win my love. Despite the 18-year age gap, Kayla made me feel more appreciated and cared for than any woman before.

And yet there was Isabel, still tempting me to choose her. She was sexy and seductive, and there was something wild and untamed about her. She was kinky in a darkly exciting way, offering me access to places like The Club. What other sexual adventures did Isabel offer?

I couldn't shake the feeling that Isabel would take me places I had never been before. She was also closer to my age, she had wealth, and she was ambitious. A woman like Isabel could make a man feel like a king. What would I miss out on if I lost her?

And yet, for all she offered, Isabel knew about Shaye's cheating and never told me. Isabel had explained her reasons, but I couldn't understand how someone who cared for me could remain silent while I was being tricked. How could I trust Isabel after that?

The sound of a car pulling into my driveway interrupted my distracted thoughts. I breathed in the sea air, salty and crisp, filling my lungs as I looked out over the turbulent waters.

"David?"

I heard her voice calling from behind me. The familiar, silky tone instantly flooded me with memories of our years together.





That's the past,


 
I reminded myself.

 

This is now.





I turned to see Shaye walking towards me, a picnic basket in hand and a smile plastered across her beautiful face. That smile faltered as she noticed my stiff nod of acknowledgment. Her brow furrowed slightly, but she pressed on.

"Sorry I'm late. There was construction on the road," Shaye said, attempting small talk. "But look, I managed to find that Brie cheese you always liked. And I even stopped by the bakery for those crusty rolls you used to rave about. Remember the first time we ate them down on the beach? You dropped a roll in the sand and then tried to eat it anyway."

I listened impassively, my jaw clenched as I fought the cold fury building inside me. I wanted to scream, to let her know how much her betrayal had hurt me. Instead, I swallowed it down and forced myself to maintain control.

"The waters are too rough for a picnic in the cove today," I told her evenly. "Let's just sit at the patio table."

"Sure," Shaye agreed, disappointment flickering across her face.

We moved to the table, sitting across from each other with an awkward silence hanging between us. Shaye shifted in her seat, clearly sensing the tension but not understanding its source.

"Will Kayla be back soon?" she asked hesitantly.

"I don't know," I replied, my gaze unfocused as I thought about the previous night spent in Kayla's arms. It felt wrong to think of her now while facing Shaye, but I couldn't help myself.

Another silence settled between us before I finally spoke again. "How are things going with you, Shaye?"

"Great! I'm listing a gorgeous house in a few days," she said, her voice cheerful but forced. I could tell she was trying her best to be pleasant, but it only fueled my anger.

"I meant your personal life, not your career," I clarified, struggling to keep my voice placid. "Your boyfriend Alberto? I sensed some tension the last time we spoke."

"Did you?" Shaye tensed up, her green eyes darting away from me as she tried to present a carefree facade. "No, there's no tension. We're doing well. He's been finding lots of work as a DJ around town."

"Really?" I raised an eyebrow, pretending to be interested.

"Yes," she continued, her voice strained. "He also booked a local modeling gig for a vape shop recently."

"Congratulations," I said, unable to hide the sarcasm in my tone. "You found a young man with so many talents."

I could see the troubled expression on Shaye's face, but I didn't care. The bitterness inside me enjoyed Shaye's confusion.

"Why are you so interested in Alberto all of a sudden?" she asked.

"Just catching up with my ex-wife after a year apart," I replied nonchalantly. "It's always better to speak face to face, don't you think? We've always gotten along, always been rational with each other. I certainly appreciate how cordial and civilized you were during our divorce."

"Thank you," Shaye responded hesitantly, "I appreciated your civility too."

Her words felt empty, devoid of meaning. It was as if we were strangers, trying to navigate a conversation without exposing the raw emotions simmering beneath the surface.

"I'm just curious, but… when exactly did you start dating Alberto?" I asked casually, my eyes locked onto hers.

Shaye flinched away, unable to hold eye contact. It was as if I had struck a raw nerve. Her reaction told me so much. Emails and phone calls could never match seeing a person in the flesh.

"I met him a few weeks after asking you for a divorce," she said, her voice barely audible. "I told you this already. I was transparent with you, David."

I remained silent, allowing the weight of her lies to hang in the air between us. The tension was palpable, the ocean's relentless rhythm below us seeming to sync with my pounding heart.

"Is there anything else you'd like to tell me?" I asked quietly. "Any clarification you'd like to make?"

Shaye shrugged, her eyes still evading mine. "I don't know what you're getting at, David."

"Then let me be more direct," I said, my voice cold and unyielding. "Why did you lie about having an affair with Alberto?"

The words hit Shaye hard, leaving her speechless and vulnerable as she processed the magnitude of my accusation. Her denial came out as a stutter, her words tripping over one another.

"That's not true, David."

"You were cheating on me with Alberto long before you asked for a divorce."

"No!" Her voice wavered, but the lie couldn't hold up under my piercing gaze.

"Shaye," I said gently, my tone imploring honesty. "Please, just tell me the truth."

Her eyes drifted away from mine, settling on the restless ocean beyond us. I found myself entranced by the sight of this beautiful woman, one I had once loved so deeply, now caught in a web of her deception.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Shaye looked back at me. With a small nod, she admitted to her betrayal.

"I started seeing Alberto a year before you left for Thailand," she confessed.

My heart clenched painfully in my chest, the sting of her confession hitting harder than I expected.

"Why?" I asked, my voice strained. "Why did you do it?"

Shaye hesitated, her fingers nervously twisting the fabric of her skirt.

"As I got older, I felt like life was slipping away from me," she began, her voice trembling. "I was afraid of growing old, of losing that sense of excitement and vitality I once had. Alberto… he made me feel young again."

"Was that the only reason?" I pressed.

She bit her lip, reluctant to continue.

"Was that the only reason?" I repeated.

"I also wanted to have more sexual experiences with someone other than you," she admitted, her cheeks flushed with embarrassment. "Before marrying you, I'd only been with two other men. Hearing about Isabel's wild adventures made me doubt myself. I felt like I was missing out on something adventurous, something wild and naughty. And Alberto offered me that."

I sat there, my mind reeling. This woman, who I had believed to be my life partner, had been seeking excitement and pleasure in the arms of another man behind my back. The love I had once felt for Shaye was now blackened by the reality of her betrayal.

"Why didn't you tell me during the divorce?" My voice was icy and controlled, all warmth gone from it.

Shaye looked down at her hands, twisting them nervously in her lap.

"I was ashamed," she said, her voice wavering. "And I didn't want to hurt you more than I already had. I kept the affair hidden because it was my failing, not yours."

As the truth spilled out of her, her words were laced with regret. Shaye's remorse seemed genuine, but I was unmoved.

"Shaye…" I began, struggling to find the words. Fury burned within me, but I kept my tone even and controlled. "During the divorce, I treated you with respect and cordiality because I truly believed you when you said you just needed a new start. Now I realize you were deceiving me the whole time. You played me for a fool."

"David, I—"

"Stop!" I cut her off. "I thought I knew you, Shaye. But now I can't help but wonder how much of our marriage was also a sham."

"Our marriage was real, David. Every part of it! Everything except the ending. Please believe that."

I turned my face away. "I can barely stand to look at you."

Our surroundings seemed to mock the life we once shared. The gentle swaying of trees behind the house, the distant sound of seagulls calling to one another, the ocean breeze rustling our hair— all of it was so familiar. The Perch, our sanctuary, had become a butcher's block where our love had been stripped bare and torn apart.

"I never meant for any of this to happen," Shaye pleaded.

I shook my head slowly, swallowing the lump in my throat. "You made your choices, Shaye."

"David, I'm so sorry," Shaye whispered. "Seeing you again after so long, I realized how much I still want you to be part of my life. Can't we find a way to move past this?"

Shaye's voice cracked as she reached for my hand. I pulled it away before she could touch me.

"You should have been honest from the beginning," I said.

Her tear-streaked face and quivering lips almost made me relent. Almost.

"Can't we still be friends?" she asked.

I hesitated, my mind torn between the memories of our love and the bitter taste of betrayal. But as I looked into her emerald green eyes— the same eyes that had once filled me with warmth and joy— I felt nothing but coldness seeping into my heart.

"You are not my wife anymore," I told her quietly. "You are not my friend. You are someone I don't know or recognize anymore."

My words cut through the air like a knife, severing the last remaining threads of our connection. I stood up and turned my back to Shaye.

"Please leave, and never contact me again," I said.

"David, no!" Shaye begged, tears streaming down her face, her once-radiant beauty now marred by her desperate pleas. "We can still salvage this. Remember how much you loved me? Some part of that still remains. I've seen it in your eyes when you look at me. I know you. I know your heart."

Those last words ignited a white-hot rage inside me. Shaye did not know me, just as I had never really known her. In a final act of anger and revenge, I spat the words that would incinerate any hope of reconciliation.

"Last night, I fucked your sister, Kayla." I spoke slowly, biting off the words to make sure Shaye heard me clearly. "And I have also fucked your best friend, Isabel. Both gave themselves to me eagerly, with no hesitation. You have nothing to offer me anymore. I want nothing to do with you, Shaye."

The silence that followed was deafening, punctuated only by the distant crash of waves against the shore.

"Are those your last words to me?" she asked.

"Goodbye, Shaye."

Shaye slowly rose from her seat. I could hear her struggling to contain her sobs.

"Goodbye, David. Keep the basket. I hope you enjoy the food inside."

Her words were carried away by the ocean breeze. From the corner of my eye, I watched as Shaye turned away from me, her shoulders hunched in defeat.

As Shaye made her way towards the driveway, her once graceful stride now slow and uncertain, I felt a mix of emotions churning within me— anger at her betrayal, sadness for what we had lost, and a grim satisfaction in having finally confronted her.

I stood there, staring out over Raney's Cove as Shaye started her car and drove away from The Perch. In the stillness that followed, I tried to make sense of everything that had happened. Doubt crept into my heart and I wondered if I had made a mistake. Perhaps I should have given Shaye a second chance. Was I too harsh? Had I let anger cloud my judgment?




But as I thought about her lies and deception, a voice inside me whispered,

 

She had her chance.





I closed my eyes, feeling the cool breeze against my skin.

All I had was the present moment.

Kayla and Isabel were my future.

It was time to stop living in the past.




Chapter 7






“I don't enjoy hiding things.”







The LX340's tires hummed along the narrow backroad, the late afternoon sun casting a hazy glow over the passing scenery. The sky was still overcast and turbulent. Heat waves radiated from the asphalt as we drove, prompting us to crank up the car's AC.

Kayla sat in the passenger seat, pensively chewing her lip and staring out at the passing scenery, her blonde hair fluttering in the cool breeze from the vents.

"David," she said quietly, turning towards me. "What exactly did Shaye say?"

I took a deep breath, my grip on the steering wheel tightening. My voice wavered between anger and sadness as I began recounting the conversation with my ex-wife.

"She admitted to having an affair while we were still married. Shaye had been seeing Alberto for a year before I left for Thailand," I said.

Kayla's eyes widened in shock. "Oh, David… I'm so sorry."

"A goddamn year," I muttered. "How could I have been so fucking blind?"

I could see the battle playing out on Kayla's face, torn between loyalty to her sister and her feelings for me.

"You didn't deserve that," she said, her voice shaking slightly. "If I had known, I would have told you."

"I know," I replied.

As my eyes met hers, I was struck once again by the contrast between the two sisters— Kayla's sweet and gentle nature shining through, while Shaye's sharp edges seemed to cut deeper with every memory of her.

I took a deep breath. "I told Shaye about us. And Isabel. I just lashed out. I'm sorry, Kayla."

Kayla sighed. "She was going to find out eventually. In a way, I'm happy she knows. I don't enjoy hiding things."

We drove without speaking, both lost in our thoughts. The car's navigation system broke through the silence.


"Your destination is 200 meters ahead, on the right."


"I'm glad we decided to do this," I said, trying to focus on the task ahead. "Learning more about Catherine Anderson might help put my troubles into perspective."

"I'm happy you invited me along, David. I'm fascinated by the letters you shared with me." She paused for a moment, her cheeks flushing slightly, before adding, "This trip means a lot to me. I enjoy spending time with you, getting to know you better. I hope we can spend a lot more time together."

I smiled at her and patted her thigh. As we navigated the last stretch of road, I was grateful for Kayla's presence. I always felt more calm when she was around.

When the navigation system informed us we had arrived at our destination, I brought the car to a stop.

"Oh, wow," Kayla breathed, her eyes widening at the sight before us.

I let out a low whistle, equally dismayed by the scene.

The cemetery lay abandoned, overgrown with weeds that trembled in the steady breeze. Tombstones stood askew, their engravings now barely legible beneath layers of ivy and decay. A broken iron gate creaked mournfully in the wind.

"This place is in awful shape," Kayla said softly, turning to me and taking my hand. "Do you still want to do this?"

I nodded. "I need to understand who my grandfather really was. Finding this grave feels like the least I can do."

"You still have one letter left to read," Kayla reminded me gently. "It might hold the answers you're looking for."

"I can't let loose ends linger anymore," I said. "I came here to find Catherine Anderson's grave, and that's what I intend to do."

"Then I'm with you," Kayla assured me, kissing me on the cheek. "Let's go."

The heat of the afternoon sun beat down on us as we stepped out of the car, a sharp contrast to the cool air conditioning we had just left behind. The sound of insects whirring through the air filled our ears. I breathed in deeply, taking in the smell of dust and vegetation that surrounded us.

"The funding for maintenance must have expired or something," I said. "It looks like no one has tended to this place in a very long time."

We walked through the broken wrought-iron gates, entering the abandoned cemetery hand in hand. The neglected grounds sprawled out before us.

"I guess we just start at the beginning," I said.

As we moved from headstone to headstone, I was struck by how weathered and unique each one was. Some bore intricate carvings of angels and crosses, others held simple inscriptions. Each one represented a life lived, now lost.

The solemn atmosphere weighed heavily upon us. But despite the sadness that permeated the place, there was also something strangely beautiful about it. As if every soul buried here had a story waiting to be uncovered.

After 45 minutes of searching, Kayla called out to me.

"Over here!"

She pointed to a modest headstone nestled among the weeds, a large crack running through its center like a jagged scar.

"Catherine Mercy Anderson," she read aloud.

I stepped closer, heart pounding, and ran my fingers over the carved words. The rough edges of the stone grazed my skin.

"Hello, Catherine," I murmured, kneeling in front of the headstone.

Kayla watched me quietly, her green eyes filled with compassion and understanding.

"I've read your letters, Catherine," I began. "I hope you don't mind. I know you loved my grandfather, although I can't say I agree with what you did. Your husband was Peter Smith's best friend. He did not deserve such a deception. I guess you knew that from the beginning. That was 77 years ago, so a lot of time has passed. I hope you found peace."

I paused, not knowing what else to say. The sound of the wind through the brush and the chirping insects filled the air.

"I wish I could have known you," I finally said. "There's so much I want to ask."

I contemplated the headstone for another minute. Eventually, I rose and took out my phone and snapped off a bunch of shots of the grave from different angles. I wanted a record of my visit, something I could look back on.

Slipping my phone back into my pocket, I began stomping around the grave, my shoes crunching through the dried leaves and undergrowth.

"David, what are you doing?" Kayla asked, her voice laced with anxiety.

"Just clearing away some of the brush," I replied. "Tidying up a bit. Catherine did a terrible thing with my grandfather, but he cared for her enough to keep her letters safe. That counts for something."

I gestured to the overgrown grave, feeling a sense of responsibility for this woman who had been so important to my grandfather.

"Catherine Anderson deserves better than a forgotten grave. Everyone does. Why don't you go sit in the car and enjoy the air conditioning while I clean up here," I urged, not wanting Kayla to exert herself in the sweltering heat.

"Absolutely not," Kayla said firmly.

She grabbed a stick from the ground and started hacking at the weeds. We worked side by side, sweat dampening our brows beneath the hazy sun.

As we cleared the grave of Catherine Anderson, I felt joy inside me despite the somber surroundings. There was something about Kayla's steadfastness, her willingness to wade into the unknown alongside me, that was undeniably endearing. She'd already told me she loved me. Everything she'd done since I'd come back from Thailand had reinforced her commitment to me.

As I pulled the final weeds around the grave, Kayla wandered to the edge of the cemetery where wildflowers bloomed amidst the tangle of vegetation. She carefully picked a bouquet, her fingers plucking the delicate flowers with gentle precision. She returned to me holding a bouquet of vibrant red poppies, purple thistles, tiny white daisies, and a purple flower I didn't know the name of.

"Here," Kayla murmured, offering them to me with a bashful smile. "For Catherine."

"Thank you," I said softly, taking the flowers with a grateful nod. Their petals were velvety beneath my fingertips, their fragrance a heady mix of sweetness and earthiness.

I laid the bouquet at the foot of Catherine's headstone, a splash of color amidst the backdrop of weathered stone. Kayla and I stood side by side, our hands intertwined, as we silently paid our respects to the deceased.

"Rest in peace, Catherine Anderson."

Kayla echoed my words. We lingered for a moment longer before turning away from the gravesite.

The sun was sinking lower in the sky, casting long shadows across the overgrown cemetery as we walked back to the car.

"Thank you for your help, Kayla," I said, giving her fingers a gentle squeeze. "I really appreciate it."

"Are you kidding?" she replied with a soft laugh. "I can't think of a better way to spend my afternoon than with you, David."

"Even if it means tromping through a sad, depressing cemetery like this one?" I joked, gesturing at the crumbling headstones and tangled weeds that surrounded us.

"Even then," she affirmed, a hint of mischief dancing in her eyes. "Actually, I know just the thing to cheer you up."

"Oh, really? And what might that be?"

"You'll find out," she teased. "I'll make you a protein smoothie when we get back to The Perch. You're gonna need your energy tonight."




Chapter 8






“Let's dance!”







Pulsating music and colorful lights washed over us as Kayla and I navigated through the crowded dance club. A mix of excitement and nervousness coursed through my veins, invigorated by the sexual energy that hung in the air like an electric current. I noted that despite the youth of the crowd, there was a good mix of ages represented among the people swaying and grinding to the beat.

"Come on, David, let's get something to drink!" Kayla shouted over the music, pulling me towards the bar.

"I don't drink alcohol anymore, remember?" I reminded her, my voice drowned beneath the thumping bass.

Kayla laughed, tossing her blonde hair over her shoulder as she did so. She was wearing a short, tight red dress that hugged her curves in all the right places. Heads turned whenever we passed, but Kayla only had eyes for me.

"It's an all-ages club. They only serve energy drinks here!" Kayla shouted, continuing to lead me through the sea of gyrating bodies.

I'd never expected to be in a place like this again. I had spent my share of nights in the clubs of Bangkok. During my month of madness, I'd thrown myself into the nightlife of that amazing city, prowling for women to ease my troubled mind. It had been a reckless time in my life, but it had also been liberating in its own way. I'd been happy to leave it behind, but being in this dance club brought me back to those steamy nights in Thailand.

When we finally reached the bar, Kayla ordered two energy drinks while I took a moment to absorb the vibrant scene around me. The sour mood I had been in following Shaye's confession and my melancholy feelings after visiting Catherine Anderson's grave had faded, replaced by the infectious energy all around us.

"Isn't it fun?" Kayla asked me. "This is the hottest club in town right now."

Kayla handed me a cold can, its condensation dripping onto my fingers. She snuggled up to me and I squeezed her ass, admiring the way she looked in her dress.

"Did they really charge you fifteen bucks for this drink?" I asked.

"Yeah."

I shook my head. "In Bangkok, this sold for 55 baht."

"How much is that in American?"

"About $1.50, and that was considered expensive! I never drank this shit, but my partner James used to love them. Drank it like water every day."

Popping the tab, I took a sip of the fizzy energy drink. It tasted overly sweet, almost cloying, but I enjoyed it nonetheless. I could feel the rush of sugar and caffeine. I leaned down to kiss Kayla, the taste of our drinks mingling on our tongues.

"Let's make tonight unforgettable!" Kayla shouted over the music.

"Sounds perfect!" I shouted back, kissing her hard.

I was still reveling in the taste of Kayla's lips when I felt a tap on my arm. Turning, I saw Isabel grinning at me, her dark hair bouncing around her face as she swayed to the beat.

"Hey there, handsome," she shouted, pulling me into a tight hug and rubbing my back.

"Isabel?" I spluttered.

She leaned in, her lips brushing my ear as she whispered, "My anus is still sore from you fucking me so hard."

I chuckled and gently pushed her away, admiring the sexy outfit she wore— a form-fitting black dress that hugged her voluptuous curves.

"You look amazing, Isabel. What are you doing here?"

"Kayla texted me to come dance with you two," Isabel replied, flashing a sly smile.

I turned to Kayla, surprised to see her nodding in agreement.

"Isabel's a friend. Why not share our good time?" Kayla said with a shrug.

The two women hugged and kissed each other's cheeks, but I could sense the underlying tension between them. It was clear they were both still competing for me. It was a situation that I still had trouble accepting was real.

"Alright, let's hit the dance floor!" Kayla cheered.

She grabbed my hand and pulled me towards the writhing mass of bodies. Isabel followed closely, her ass jiggling seductively as we made our way deeper into the throng.

At first, I hesitated, feeling out of place among the younger dancers. But as the pulsating music took hold and the energy of the crowd seeped into me, any reluctance I had quickly faded. I raised my hands in the air, bouncing to the hard-driving beats alongside Kayla and Isabel.

Around us, club-goers danced with wild abandon. A man with neon glow sticks twirled them effortlessly, casting streaks of light through the air, while a couple nearby were bouncing together on their knees. The atmosphere was charged and I felt the manic energy rushing through me like a drug.

Kayla and Isabel writhed and gyrated, drawing appreciative stares from every corner of the club. They were clearly in their element, their confidence radiating from them like a beacon.

As we danced, Kayla pressed her ass against my crotch, grinding against me in time with the music. Isabel came up behind me, her breasts pressing into my back as she wrapped her arms around my waist. I couldn't help but laugh at their antics and the attention we were getting from the other dancers.





Can you believe it?


 
I thought to myself, feeling both exhilarated and amused.

 

Here I am, 42 years old and dancing with the two hottest girls in the place.





The DJ's voice boomed through the club.

"Yo yo yo! We got this club thumping, ya'll. Now we gonna take it to the next level. You ready?"

The crowd cheered lustily.

"Alright, then. Ladies and gentlemen, give it up for Mastah Plaza Grimez!"

The crowd erupted and I joined in, enjoying the excitement around me. But as I glanced at Kayla and Isabel, they both looked shocked, their faces pale.

A young, handsome man stepped up to the DJ turntables, flashing a confident grin and saluting the crowd.

"Get ready to dance, bitches!" he shouted before launching into a thumping beat that had everyone bouncing in time with the music.

"Hey, what's wrong?" I asked Kayla, laughing but concerned by her reaction. "Why aren't you two dancing?"

Kayla and Isabel exchanged glances. Kayla pointed at the guest DJ.

"That's Alberto. Shaye's boyfriend."

Shocked, I turned back to the DJ. My heart clenched as I took in the sight of him— his muscular physique, dark good looks, and undeniable charisma. He was everything I pictured when I thought of the guy Shaye had cheated with. Seeing him in person made me feel sick to my stomach.

"David, do you want to leave?" Kayla asked, her eyes searching mine.

"We can continue the party at The Club," Isabel chimed in, trying to encourage me. "They have a very special dance floor for patrons to let loose."

I couldn't take my eyes off Alberto, a whirlwind of emotions churning inside me. But as I stared at the kid, something powerful clicked within me.


This is my night out, my chance to enjoy myself with two beautiful women. I'm not about to let Shaye's boy-toy ruin it for me.


"No," I said firmly, shaking my head. "I want to stay and dance."

As the words left my lips, I felt a release of tension I didn't even know I'd been carrying. Shaye was my past, and her affair with Alberto had no hold over me any longer.

"Alright then," Kayla said, a smile returning to her face. "Let's dance!"

We plunged back into the crowd, our bodies pressed together. I closed my eyes, letting the pulsing rhythm course through me, laughing joyfully. It felt good to be living in the moment, surrounded by gorgeous women who wanted me as much as I wanted them. When you embraced what life offered, it was like the Universe sent good things your way.

And it seemed like the Universe wasn't done with me yet.

When I opened my eyes, I was stunned to see Tracey Chaichana dancing nearby, grinning at me as she swayed to the beat, her slim body a tantalizing contrast to the voluptuous curves of Kayla and Isabel.

"Hey there!" I shouted over the music, waving to Tracey.

She blew me a playful kiss in return, making my heart skip.

"Who's that pretty girl?" Kayla asked, leaning in close to be heard above the din.

"Her name's Tracey," I replied, my gaze still locked on the enchanting Thai-American beauty.

"Is she more competition for us?" Isabel asked, her eyes narrowing slightly as she appraised Tracey.

I just shrugged, a big grin on my face. "You never know."

Isabel and Kayla shook their heads, marveling at the women I seemed to attract. I was as surprised as them, to be honest.

The music shifted, and we lost ourselves in the moment, our inhibitions melting away as our bodies moved together in a frenzied, passionate dance. Kayla's hips gyrated against mine, while Isabel's hands roamed my chest, her breath hot on my neck. I could feel the chemistry between us, an sizzling current running through our entwined limbs.

As we danced, Tracey and her friend, another pretty Asian girl, swirled closer to us, teasing me with their proximity before dancing away again. The playful game only added fuel to the fire that was already burning inside me.

When a new song began, I decided it was time for a break.

"I'm going to grab another energy drink," I shouted to Kayla and Isabel. "You two want one?"

"Sure!" they both replied, still gyrating to the music as I extricated myself from their embrace.

Weaving my way through the throng of dancers, I reached the bar and ordered three energy drinks. As the bartender handed me the cans, I turned back toward the dance floor, ready to rejoin my eager partners.

I stopped dead in my tracks. Shaye was standing right in front of me, her green eyes blazing with hurt and anger.

"Are all three of those drinks for you?" Shaye's voice cut through the pulsating beat of the music.

I gestured toward the dance floor. "No, they're for my dance partners."

Shaye's eyes narrowed as she watched me, her gaze like ice.

"I've been watching you, you know," she said, her voice dripping with disdain. "Dancing and making a spectacle of yourself like some young frat boy. Why are you even here? Did you come to humiliate me by bringing my sister and best friend?"

A heavy sigh escaped my lips as I took in the desperation in her eyes.

"Shaye, I didn't know you'd be here tonight." I glanced over at the DJ booth where her boyfriend Alberto was working his magic. "Or him. We just came to dance."

"You expect me to believe that?"

"Believe what you want," I said. "Have fun with Alberto. He's a good DJ, by the way."

I tried to sidestep her and return to the dance floor, but Shaye suddenly reached out, her fingers digging into my arm.

"Do you enjoy torturing me like this?" she demanded, her voice quavering.

I just shook my head sadly, feeling a strange mix of pity and frustration.

"I'm not torturing you, Shaye. This isn't about you anymore. We're done. Time to move on."

She flinched as if I'd slapped her. I gently tried to pry my arm from her grasp, but Shaye held on tightly.

Suddenly, Alberto appeared beside Shaye, his handsome face twisted into a scowl.

"Hey, what are you doing with my lady?" he demanded.

"Trying to leave," I replied, more sad than angry. "So, would you kindly ask 'your lady' to let go of my arm?"

To my relief, Shaye released her grip when Alberto pulled her hand away from me. His eyes shifted between us.

"Who is this dude to you?" Alberto demanded of Shaye.

"My ex-husband," she replied tersely.

Alberto's anger seemed to grow even more intense. The cords on his neck stood out and a vein pulsed in his forehead. I recognized the signs. Alberto looked like he was roided up.

"What are you doing at my club?" he spat at me.

"I'm just here to dance," I said, trying to keep my voice level and calm.

Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed Isabel and Kayla approaching, concern on their faces. Eager to escape the mounting tension, I attempted to walk past Alberto, but he roughly shoved me back against the bar, causing me to drop the energy drinks.

"Motherfucker," I muttered under my breath, my frustration growing as I stared down at the spilled cans.

A cold fury swept through me, replacing the sadness and frustration I'd been carrying. I had tried to remain calm with this kid, to be the bigger man in this situation. But now that Alberto had laid hands on me, all bets were off.

"Tell you what," I said, my voice low and dangerous, "you owe me three new drinks for the ones you just made me drop."

Alberto sneered at me, his bravado still very much intact.

"I'll make you crawl on the floor for those dropped drinks, old man," he threatened, leaning forward until his face was mere inches from mine.

But as he stared me down, trying to intimidate me with his mean-mugging expression, something shifted within me. It was as if a switch had been flipped and the restraints that had been holding me back simply snapped. For the first time since this whole confrontation began, I smiled.

My smile must have caught Alberto off guard because I could see his bravado waver, replaced by confusion. He probably expected me to cower or back down. Instead, I squared up on the kid, refusing to let him get the better of me.

"Go ahead," I taunted, my eyes locked on his. "Try me."

My hands curled into fists as I stared at Alberto, this arrogant young man who'd thrown my life into chaos. He stood there with his legs spread and chest puffed out like some peacock displaying its feathers. My smile grew wider as I visualized a quick one-two combination crumpling him to the floor. The look of unnerved confusion on his face was almost as satisfying as the imaginary knockout.

"David!" a familiar voice called out.

I shifted my gaze to see Isabel and Kayla arriving at the scene. Their eyes met Shaye's and I could feel the tension between the three women.

Alberto spat on the ground.

"You ain't shit," he taunted.

"Try me," I said again.

Suddenly, a loud slam echoed throughout the club, drawing everyone's attention to the bartender.

"I don't know what the beef is between you two," he bellowed, pointing an accusing finger at Alberto, "but you can't start any shit in here. If you fight in this club, you're done DJing here for good!"

Alberto's face contorted with anger and humiliation, his eyes darting back to me as I laughed at his predicament. He clenched his jaw, struggling to maintain his composure.

"Fine," he snarled, glaring at me. "I'll be waiting outside for you, old man!"

I watched in amusement as Alberto stormed off. Turning back to the women surrounding me, I was struck by their beautiful faces, all looking at me with concern. These women were all so familiar to me, but tonight I was seeing them in a way I never had before.

Maybe it was the absurdity of the situation or maybe I was just in a reflective mood after visiting Catherine's grave, but my thoughts flooded with memories of the four of us spending time with each other— my wife Shaye, her younger sister Kayla, and our mutual friend Isabel. We'd rolled through the years together, yet I'd never known the secrets each woman was harboring.

Kayla's secret love for me. Isabel's hidden lust. And, of course, Shaye's fear of growing old and missing out on sexual adventures.

I'd spent a year overseas, but it was my life here at home that had truly been a foreign country. I just hadn't known it.

"What a night," I laughed.




Chapter 9






“I never meant for things to get so out of control.”







"Are you really going to go out there and fight him?" Isabel asked.

There was a shine in Isabel's eyes, an excitement that she was struggling to keep under control. It made me grin to see it on her face. Isabel was the kind of woman who would get turned on by seeing me beat up another man. After what happened with her in The Club, watching me in a parking lot fight would probably have Isabel soaking her panties. She was a wild one, for sure.

"Kid could use a lesson," I replied. "Seems like he doesn't understand the risk of messing with people."

"David, don't!" Kayla pleaded. "This isn't you."

The anxious look on Kayla's face was a reminder of her gentle nature. A little of the fury ebbed out of me to see her so worried.

And then there was Shaye. She looked at me with darting eyes, her expression pained. There was anger and fear on her face, but also embarrassment. I could tell she was trying to maintain her defiant facade, but her regrets were visible through the cracks. It made me sad to see her like that.

"Was he worth destroying our marriage for?" I asked.

Shaye's lips quivered, but she shook her head, unable to speak. Her green eyes darted between Kayla and Isabel.

"You two?" she said accusingly. "Unbelievable!"

As if on cue, Kayla and Isabel looped their arms through mine, clinging to me tightly.

"You are my best friend," Shaye hissed at Isabel. "How could you?"

"You were quite clear that David was 'on his own' and not a concern of yours," Isabel said. "Don't you remember?"

Shaye shook her head angrily, turning to glare at Kayla.

"My own sister?" she said. "Kayla? Why?"

"Shaye, I'm sorry," Kayla replied. "I didn't mean to fall in love with him. But I did. You had your chance and you chose Alberto. I'm sorry if this hurts you."

"It hurts me more than you can imagine," Shaye said sadly.

"Look, we've had a great time tonight," I said, feeling both Kayla and Isabel tense up beside me. "But now, we're going home."

"Wait," Shaye pleaded, her voice strained with fear. "Just stay inside a little longer. Alberto will cool off and leave."

A year ago, I would have listened to her. But now? I wouldn't let anyone else dictate my actions.

"Let's go," I said.

With Kayla and Isabel by my side, I strode toward the exit. Shaye trailed behind us like a shadow.

The cool night air felt soothing on my heated skin as we stepped outside. It was a stark contrast to the humid, pulsating atmosphere we'd left behind. I was looking forward to the ocean breeze back at The Perch.

Beneath the flickering streetlights, my eyes immediately found Alberto, pacing like a caged animal at the edge of the parking lot. He approached me aggressively, his chest puffed out with anger.

"Thought you were gonna hide inside like a chickenshit."

"I'm going home, Alberto," I replied calmly. "You'd do well not to try to stop me."

"Like hell!" he sneered, his words dripping with venom. "I'll break an old man in half for disrespecting my bitch!"

I glanced at Shaye, her face a portrait of mortification.

"Is that what you are?" I asked her, my voice tight with disgust. "Alberto's bitch?"

Shaye's mouth opened, but no words came. She lowered her face, too ashamed to look at me.

"My god, Shaye," I sighed. "Is this really the life you want?"

"Cut the shit!" Alberto screamed. "You fucking with the wrong guy, old man!"

"Alberto, don't do this," I warned.

But Alberto had gone deaf to my words. He snarled like a cornered beast and charged at me.

My training took over. I snapped out a front kick— a Muay Thai teep kick— connecting with Alberto's thigh and driving him back. The sound of my foot colliding with his flesh echoed in the tense silence.

"Stay away," I growled, trying to give him a chance to back down.

The look of surprise in Alberto's eyes pleased me. Maybe he would end this and we could both walk away without a fight.

But then Alberto's gaze shifted to Kayla, Isabel, and Shaye, who were watching the scene unfold with a mix of apprehension and dismay. Pride burned in his eyes, and I knew he wouldn't back down in front of the women.

With a roar, he charged again. This time, I threw a hard teep into his chest, sending him sprawling backward onto the cold asphalt.

"Stay down!" I warned.

Shaye rushed to Alberto's side, her hands shaking as she tried to help him up.

"Stop it, Alberto," she pleaded, her voice cracking.

"Get off me!" he bellowed, pushing her away, his face contorted with rage."I'm going to kill this fucking cunt!"

"Alberto, please," Shaye begged, grabbing him by the arm

Something in the kid snapped and he lashed out, slapping Shaye across her face with such force that she crumpled against a nearby car before sliding to the ground. A sickening feeling twisted in my gut as I saw my ex-wife clutching her head.

"Shaye!" Kayla cried out.

Kayla rushed to her sister's side, with Isabel close behind.

Shock ran through me like an electric current as I watched Shaye crumpled on the ground. The sight of her in pain sent a black fury surging through my veins, eclipsing all other thoughts. I didn't care about our complicated past— I couldn't stand by and let this punk hit a woman, especially not my ex-wife.

"You son of a bitch!" I roared, charging at him with every ounce of rage and adrenaline coursing through me.

Alberto saw me coming and threw a sloppy haymaker. My body moved on instinct, blocking the punch with my shoulder while my hands shot forward, grabbing Alberto's head in a Thai "plum"— a neck clinch that put him in my control.

"Hit a woman, you piece of shit?"

I pulled his head down forcefully as I drove my knee up into his face. The hollow thunk of my kneecap meeting his skull reverberated through me. Alberto immediately dropped to the ground, stunned senseless.

Standing over this punk, the rage inside me flared. For a brief moment, I considered soccer kicking him in the head— a just punishment for screwing another man's wife. Instead, I stepped back, my chest heaving.

"Is she okay?" I asked as I turned to see Shaye being supported by Kayla and Isabel.

Shaye's beautiful face was marred by the red mark on one side. I kept my expression neutral, but my heart ached for her despite everything.

"David, do you think we should call the cops?" Kayla asked hesitantly, looking between her sister and me.

I glanced at Shaye, silently asking for her decision. She shook her head, her eyes filled with a mix of shame and grief.

"No," she whispered. "I just want to get out of here."

"Do you want to go to the hospital?" I asked. "I'm sure Isabel would drive you there."

"Sure I will," Isabel agreed.

"No, I'm fine," Shaye said. "No hospital. I just… I can't go back to the condo I share with him."

"Isabel can drive you to a hotel," I offered.

"No, she's coming back with me," Kayla said firmly. "She can stay in the guest house.

I shook my head. "I don't think that's a good idea."

Kayla looked at me with pleading eyes. "Please, David. She's my sister."

Kayla held onto Shaye, supporting her as she stood. Shaye was a pitiful sight. I'd never seen her like this, never seen her so low. It softened my contempt for her. Despite everything, I'd once loved this woman deeply.

"Alright," I relented. "She can come back with us."

"Thank you, David," Kayla said.

"Come on," I said to Shaye. "I'll take you back to The Perch for now. You can figure out what you want to do from there."

"Okay," Shaye whispered, her eyes glistening with unshed tears.

"Isabel, could you drive Kayla back to The Perch?" I asked.

"Of course," Isabel replied with a nod.

I walked with Shaye toward my car. She leaned heavily against me, my arm securely around her waist. To get to my car, we had to pass Alberto. He was attempting to stagger back to his feet, blood trickling from his nose.

"Stay down," I warned him, shoving him with my foot and stepping on his chest, the fury still simmering beneath my calm exterior. "If you ever try to hurt Shaye again, I'll make sure you regret it."

Alberto glared at us but said nothing.

At the car, I helped Shaye into the passenger seat, ensuring she was comfortable before closing the door and making my way to the driver's side.

As we pulled out of the parking lot, I glimpsed Alberto in the rearview mirror, leaning against a car as he watched us leave.

Shaye and I drove back to The Perch in silence, the atmosphere thick with tension. I stole glances at her, Shaye's flawless skin marred by the stark red mark on her cheek. I felt a strange mix of sadness and pride. Sadness because I did not enjoy seeing Shaye like this, but pride because I had beaten down the man she had cheated with. It felt like the scales had balanced, just a little.

"David?" Shaye's soft voice broke through my thoughts.

"Yes?"

"I'm sorry."

"It's not your fault," I replied, keeping my eyes on the road. "This is all on Alberto."

"No, I'm sorry for everything. I never meant for things to get so out of control."

"Let's just focus on getting you safe and settled for now," I said firmly, still grappling with the complexities of our situation.

"Okay," she agreed.

As I took us back to The Perch, I couldn't help but be reminded of the countless times we'd driven this route together in happier days. We'd been so in love back then. I still didn't understand how it had all gone wrong.

The ocean stretched out beside us, its waters dark beneath the moonlight. In the distance, I could see the lights of my home shining from the cliffs overlooking the cove.

"Almost there," I murmured.




Chapter 10






“I could get used to this.”







I stood at my bedroom window, peeling off my sweaty clothes as the cool night air washed over me. Below, I could see the lights were on in the guest house where Shaye, Kayla, and Isabel were gathered.

As I breathed in the ocean breeze flowing through the open window, I replayed in my mind the moment I had knocked out Alberto. A twisted sense of satisfaction filled me as I recalled how his body crumpled to the ground like a rag doll. It still seemed unreal, like a movie I'd accidentally wandered into.

"Training is one thing, a street fight is something else," I said to myself. "Never thought I'd have to drop a guy outside a club."

Still, if I had to beat someone up, Alberto was an excellent candidate. It did disturb me how close I came to soccer kicking the kid when he was down, though. It was a momentary flash of rage and I didn't do it, but I had come damn close. The anger inside me was something I needed to keep in check.

It was my anger towards Shaye that made me question why I had agreed to let her come back to The Perch. It was more than common decency required to allow her to stay here. So why did I do it? Her betrayal had cut off any feelings I might have still had for her, right?

That's what I told myself. Yet, deep down, I knew that the feelings I once had for Shaye still lingered. Years of marriage and genuine love couldn't be doused so easily.

My phone buzzed, breaking me from my thoughts. It was a message from Kayla letting me know Shaye was settling in for the night.





"Make sure she's comfortable,"


 
I replied.




Kayla responded with her trademark smile emoji, which somehow felt both comforting and amusing at the same time.

I set my phone down on my dresser, next to the cigar box and its letters. I opened the box and held the three letters in my hand. I thought about the cemetery and how neglected it was. It saddened me to think of all the people buried there, now forgotten. I made a mental note to help restore the place. I had time and money to do what I liked, so I might as well do something useful.

On a whim, I held the letters to my nose and inhaled, detecting a faint hint of perfume. I imagined Catherine Anderson spritzing each letter with her scent, a small gift for the man she secretly loved. My mind wandered to my grandfather's illicit affair. It was impossible not to draw parallels to Shaye's affair with Alberto. History seemed to repeat itself, and I wondered how similar or different Catherine Anderson was to my ex-wife.

"Lies and betrayal," I whispered to myself, feeling a mix of emotions while running a hand through my hair.

In the bathroom, I washed my face and brushed my teeth, the cool water on my skin a relief from the heat of the day. I put on my bathrobe and made my way downstairs.

Kayla and Isabel were in the kitchen, talking quietly.

"Hey," I said, interrupting their conversation. "How's Shaye doing?"

"Shaken and upset," Isabel replied. "But she's tough. We gave her a glass of wine to help her relax and a bag of frozen peas for her face."

"No other injuries?" I asked.

"Her face is bruised, but otherwise, she's unhurt," Kayla said, before correcting herself with a sigh. "Physically unhurt, at least."

"I still think she should go to the police in the morning," Isabel said.

"She might decide to do that," Kayla added.

"Ultimately, it's her choice," I said. "I know Shaye will do what's best for Shaye, as she always does."

Kayla and Isabel murmured their agreement.

Turning to Isabel, I asked, "Are you okay driving home tonight?"

Isabel exchanged a secretive look with Kayla before replying. "Actually, I was hoping to stay here tonight."

"Here?" I raised an eyebrow, intrigued.

"Kayla thought it would be best to give Shaye some privacy in the guest house," Isabel explained. "And considering the late hour and the twisty roads near the coast, we figured it'd be safer to stay here."

"Besides," Kayla chimed in with a teasing grin, "your bed is soooo comfy! Isabel and I have never tried it out, which seems like a huge waste."

"I thought you ladies were competing for me?" I asked with a grin. "Now you want to share me?"

"We can share you for the night," Isabel said. "Then we'll fight for you again tomorrow."

"I suppose you both deserve a reward for helping out," I said, pretending to ponder the matter.

"That's a yes!" Kayla exclaimed, bouncing with excitement.

"We'll share your cock like good little girls," Isabel promised.

"Sounds like a plan," I agreed, feeling a heat spread through my body that had nothing to do with the summer night. "I hope you two can handle me. I have a lot of pent-up energy I need to work out."

Their giggles were the only answer I needed as I led them upstairs to my bedroom. As the door closed behind us, Isabel and Kayla wasted no time. They snuggled up to me as they stripped off my bathrobe, their soft hands exploring my body, their fingers tracing along my muscles. I held them close, my cock throbbing to get inside them.

"Damn," Isabel whispered as her eyes roamed over me, "you're dripping precum already."

"Your fault," I teased. "Both of you."

Kayla kissed my chest. "I have to admit that when I saw you beat up Alberto earlier, it got me so hot."

"Me too," Isabel chimed in. "My panties were soaked when you kneed him."

"I suspected," I laughed, stroking the hair of the kinky Latina. "Well, I'm glad I could put on a show for you."

"Speaking of shows," Isabel said with a wicked grin, "we thought we'd return the favor."

She pulled Kayla closer, their lips meeting in a rough kiss as their hands roamed each other's bodies.

"I've wanted to fuck you for years," Isabel confessed to Kayla between kisses.

"Then what are you waiting for?" Kayla urged her on, her breathing heavy with anticipation.

I lay down on the bed and watched, entranced, as Isabel slowly undressed Kayla, revealing her voluptuous curves. Her mouth found Kayla's tits, sucking on her pink nipples as the young blonde moaned in pleasure. Not to be outdone, Kayla removed Isabel's clothes, exposing her delicious body, before eagerly returning the favor.

"Are you liking the show?" Kayla asked breathlessly.

"Definitely," I replied, pointing to my rigid cock as proof of my enjoyment.

"Good," Isabel purred, crawling onto the bed with Kayla, "because now it's time for you to join us."

The two women surrounded me, their hands and mouths exploring my body. Kayla and Isabel kissed me deeply, our tongues dancing together. They made their way down my neck, trailing kisses along my chest and torso. They reached my throbbing cock, sharing it between them, their lips and tongues working in unison as they sucked and licked me with abandon. I groaned, running my fingers through their hair, reveling in the incredible sensations as their mouths worked their sloppy wet magic on my dick.

"Alright, let's play rock-paper-scissors to see who gets to ride David first," Isabel suggested playfully.

She and Kayla exchanged grins. They quickly threw their hands out. Isabel won with a triumphant smile.

"Looks like I'm up first," she said, leaning forward to kiss Kayla before turning her attention back to me.

Isabel straddled my hips, guiding my throbbing cock into her wet pussy as she slowly sank down onto me, taking me inch by inch until I was fully buried inside her. The sensation was exquisite, her tight, warm walls enveloping me completely. Isabel rode me with slow, deliberate movements, her tits bouncing in time with her thrusts.

Meanwhile, Kayla moved to straddle my face, lowering her dripping pussy onto my eager mouth. I wasted no time in licking and sucking her swollen clit, tasting the sweet juices that coated her folds. As I ate her out, I could feel the weight of her body pressing down on me, listening as her moans mingled with those of Isabel.

The room was filled with the sounds of our pleasure, each moan and gasp spurring us on. My senses were overwhelmed by the taste of Kayla, the scent of their arousal, and the feeling of these two gorgeous women enjoying each other's bodies as they shared mine.





God, this feels incredible,


 
I thought to myself as I licked and sucked Kayla's pussy while Isabel rode me relentlessly. They moaned into each other's mouths as they kissed above me, their tongues lapping together in a frenzied kiss.




Isabel's riding became more intense and I could feel her body tightening around me as she approached her climax.

"Fuck, I'm cumming," she gasped. "Cumming on your fat cock, David!"

With a final moan, Isabel shuddered, her orgasm washing over her in waves. She slowed her movements, catching her breath.

"Your turn, Kayla," Isabel panted, climbing off me and trading places with her friend.

Kayla eagerly mounted my still-hard cock, sliding down onto me with a satisfied sigh. I could feel the subtle differences between them— Kayla's pussy was slightly tighter, her heat more intense.

As Isabel straddled my face, I squeezed her curvy ass, slipping my thumb into her tight asshole as I ate her out. She tasted different from Kayla, but equally intoxicating. We continued to grind and writhe together, our moans filling the room as we pushed one another closer to the edge.

"Oh, David!" Kayla whimpered as she bounced on my dick.

The minutes passed as we fucked like animals. Finally, Kayla came with a shuddering cry, her body shaking as her orgasm overtook her.

I felt myself close to the edge as well. The two women sensed it, returning their attention to my throbbing cock. Kayla climbed off me and the two sucked and licked me in tandem, their mouths working together to push me over the edge.

With a final, guttural moan, I released my load onto their waiting faces, lashing them with ropes of thick white cum. They giggled as they licked each other clean, swallowing every drop of my cum before cuddling up beside me. Our sweaty bodies stuck together, slick with the remnants of our passionate fucking.

I lay there between Kayla and Isabel, our bodies sweaty and exhausted. The cool night air wafted in through the open window, carrying with it the scent of the sea and providing a welcome contrast to the warmth of our entwined bodies.

"Wow," Kayla sighed, resting her head on my chest, "I could get used to this."

"Maybe we should call off the competition," Isabel joked, her lips brushing against my shoulder, "and just make this a team effort. What do you think, David?"

"I think I need some water," I said as I gently extracted myself from their embrace. "Those energy drinks parched me. I'll grab a pitcher from downstairs. Be right back."

Kayla and Isabel cuddled together, their fingers stroking one another's skin.

"Bring up some whipped cream?" Isabel asked, her voice soft and sultry. "I have an urge to lick it off your balls."

"Sure thing," I replied, grinning at the incredible situation I found myself in. "Just make sure you two don't have too much fun without me."

Isabel giggled and winked at me. "Don't worry, David. We'll be here waiting for round two. You better hydrate well. We're going to need your energy."

I laughed as I made my way downstairs, my naked body enjoying the cool air that caressed my skin. I was still trying to wrap my head around what had just happened and what was yet to come.

"What a night," I said to myself again.

As I entered the kitchen, I froze in surprise. There, standing by the counter, was Shaye. Her eyes widened as she took in my newly muscular physique, her gaze lingering on my glistening cock.

My first instinct was to cover my nakedness, but then I remembered all those years of marriage during which she had seen me nude countless times.

"Shaye," I managed to say, my voice steadier than I felt. "Are you okay?"

She nodded, her green eyes locked onto mine. "Yeah, I'm fine."

"Did you need something?"

"I came in for some water."

"Okay."

"No, that's a lie." She swallowed hard before continuing. "I came in because I wanted to see you again. Talk to you. I went upstairs and I… I heard you. With Kayla and Isabel."

"Ah," I said, unsure of how to respond.

"I won't lie," she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper. "I… I touched myself while I listened."

The confession hung heavy in the air between us. I felt a mix of emotions churning inside me, from anger at her betrayal to the lingering love I still held for her.

"Shaye, why are you doing this to yourself?" I asked, my voice tense with restrained emotion.

She hesitated before answering, her vulnerability on full display.

"David, I know I messed up. I made a huge mistake with Alberto, with the divorce… everything. But when I saw you again after all this time, I knew I wanted to be with you. I want to make things right."

"Is that so?" I asked, my tone laced with bitterness. "After everything you did? How can you just waltz in here and expect me to forgive you?"

"David, I'm not asking for instant forgiveness," Shaye whispered, her hands slowly undoing the buttons of her blouse. "But I want to try. I'll do anything, anything to prove my love for you."

As she undressed before me, revealing her breathtaking body, I felt my resolve waver. Her vulnerability resonated deep within me and all the old desires came rushing back. I'd wanted to spend the rest of my life with Shaye. She was still the most beautiful woman I'd ever known.

"Fuck me, darling," Shaye implored, dropping to her knees before me. "Fuck me like we used to, all those years we spent here in The Perch."

The intensity of the moment threatened to overwhelm me. I hesitated, torn between the undeniable pull of the past and the fresh wounds her betrayal had left behind. My heart pounded in my chest, a mixture of desire and confusion battling within me as I looked down into Shaye's pleading eyes.

"After everything you did?" I asked again, shaking my head.

Shaye didn't answer me with words. Instead, she crawled across the floor to me like a whipped dog. I watched in disbelief as she lowered her head and kissed my bare feet.

"David," she whispered, her voice barely audible. "Please…"

I looked down at my ex-wife crouched before me. I'd never seen her like this, never imagined she would ever debase herself in this way. Raw emotions surged through me, filling me with a searing mix of anger, sadness, rage, and affection.

But most of all, there was lust. Dark, leering lust. Seeing Shaye so vulnerable and submissive made my heart race and my dick throb. This was something new, something tantalizing, something I wanted to explore.

Our marriage was over, but a new relationship was possible. A relationship without lies or pretense. A relationship where I was in control.

Shaye was giving herself to me.

Would I accept her surrender?




Coming Soon








In the final book of BEACH HOUSE HAREM, David demands proof of Shaye's devotion after her shocking betrayal. Shaye will have to submit to her ex-husband in ways she never would have imagined as he indulges in a torrid affair with Tracey, a stunning Thai temptress. As David continues his carnal pleasures with Shaye's younger sister and Shaye's best friend, the real question looms— just how far will Shaye go to secure her place in David's growing harem?
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