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Chapter one

Chapter 1


The cool night air brushed against my face as I walked briskly towards the boat club, the echoes of the mysterious stranger's warning ringing in my ears. Barnesfield's quiet streets seemed to hold their breath as I passed, the flickering street lamps casting long shadows that danced silently beside me.

I'd left the hotel with a sense of purpose that bordered on desperation. If the boat club was where I could start to unravel the tangle of Lisa's past, then I wouldn't waste another moment. The stranger's parting words had ignited a fire within me; a fire fueled by frustration and a fierce need to protect the life Lisa and I had built together.

As I approached the boat club, the structure loomed large against the backdrop of the inky sky, its outline intermittently illuminated by the moonlight that peeked through racing clouds. The place held a different atmosphere at night—less the vibrant social hub I had seen it as before, and more a silent, brooding building that represented what Barnesfield was, a place of secrets and memories.

Pushing open the heavy wooden door, the familiar scent of polished wood and lingering traces of the day's festivities met my senses. The club was nearly deserted, save for a lone bartender methodically wiping down glasses behind the bar. His back was turned to me, but he must have heard the door creak because he paused and looked up.

"Evening," I called out, my voice echoing slightly in the spacious room.

The bartender, a middle-aged man with a gruff exterior, nodded once before turning back to his task. "What can I get you?" His voice was weary sounding. Perhaps it had been a long day for him.

"I'll take a beer," I said casually, nodding towards the selection of bottled brands chilling behind him, and took a seat at the bar. "Actually, make it the local ale if you've got one. Heard it's pretty good."

As he fetched the beer, I took in the familiar yet distant surroundings of the boat club, thinking of the last chaotic event here. "You know, I was here the other night for a wedding—quite the evening. And now I've ended up staying in town a bit longer than expected," I continued, trying to sound as nonchalant as possible.

The bartender placed the ale before me, his movements measured, his face giving nothing away. "Is that so? I feel sorry for you. There's not many worse places to be stuck than Barnesfield"

"Yeah," I laughed softly, taking a sip of the beer. "Seems like it. You know, my wife used to work here, at the boat club, years ago. Lisa," I added, observing him for any sign of recognition. "Lisa Moffatt. Apparently, she was a bit of a wild one in her younger days. Before she met me."

The bartender paused, the cloth in his hand stopping mid-wipe on a glass. "Lisa, huh?" His voice was neutral, but his eyes narrowed just a fraction. "Can't say I remember her much. A lot of young kids come and go through here. What brings up the interest in the old times?"

"Just trying to get a feel for the place, really," I explained, maintaining a light tone. "I've heard different stories about the old days, and with being unexpectedly in town, thought I'd see where she spent her teenage tears. You must have seen all sorts coming through."

There was a brief moment of silence, the distant sound of water washing against the docks outside filling the space between us. The bartender resumed his task, but his actions were slower now, more deliberate. "Yeah, this place has its fair share of stories. Some best left alone, but don't all places?" he said, finally meeting my gaze with a look that suggested he knew more than he was willing to say outright. "I can't say I remember your Lisa, but I know of her. Wayne Moffatt's daughter, right?"

"That's right," I continued. "She's in town, at her father's right now, while I'm in here killing time. She told me some stories about when she worked here, that's all."

"You'd be better talking to Tony," the bartender indicated with a hand towards the back of the building, where two guys were pumping coins into an arcade machine. "He's worked here longer than me, plus I'm not one much for talking. Especially about other people, you know?"

I nodded, understanding the unspoken warning in his words. "Got you," I replied, taking another pull of my beer. "Just passing time and catching vibes of the town, that's all. No harm meant."

"Good to hear," he said, though the guarded look didn't leave his eyes. "Enjoy your drink. If you need another, just wave me over."

As the bartender returned to his glasses, I made my way over to the back of the room where the two guys were intently focused on the machine. The game was loud, punctuated with digital sound effects that seemed too enthusiastic for the slow-paced evening.

"Mind if I have a go on this one?" I asked, nodding towards a second machine next to the one they were playing. One of the men, a short but burly figure with sandy hair, glanced up and shrugged, stepping aside to make room.

I slipped a coin into the slot, using the distraction of the game to ease into conversation. "You were serving on the bar, the other night, if I remember right. I'm James," I introduced myself casually, keeping my tone light.

"Yeah?" the other, taller man replied with a nod, his hands busy on the controls. He glanced at me after a moment, recognition flickering across his features. "Oh, sure. You were with Erica. I remember. Lisa's friend, right?"

He'd forgotten I'd mentioned being her husband. "Me and Lisa are close, that's right."

As the game progressed, his companion lost interest and wandered off, leaving Tony and me alone. After a moment, he chuckled, a bit too loudly, perhaps spurred by the drink that he'd obviously downed. He swayed as he turned to look at me, his game finished. "Lisa, yeah. She made a mark on this place. I heard she's back in town?" His tone was curious but not cautious.

"She's visiting her father," I replied, nudging the conversation along. "She told me some wild stories about her younger days. Said she used to work here. I think she even mentioned you."

"She did?" Tony laughed, scrubbing at his dark hair for a moment before pushing another coin into the slot and then grinning as he blasted an alien on the screen. "Lisa had just broken up with her boyfriend, Dean, when she came to work here. They'd been together since school, a couple of years, I think. But she didn't mope around long after him. I told her to have some fun. Enjoy being single. And she did, that’s for sure."

I leaned against the machine as my game ended, pretending to be absorbed in watching him play. So she came to work here after splitting with Dean. The first piece of the puzzle fell into place. "She mentioned that. Breaking up with him. She even said you two were an item for a bit."

"An item?" Tony snorted, his green eyes still on the screen, his handsome face lit up by the bright colours. "Nah, we weren’t like that. We just... had fun, you know? Casual stuff. We were both free agents, enjoying the ride." His casual dismissal of any serious attachment seemed genuine.

"She told me she lost her virginity behind the boat club. With Dean, right? I heard that was a popular spot," I ventured, testing his reaction. "Along with the toilets."

Tony’s laughter was loud and unguarded. "You could say that. That spot outside saw more action than this arcade on a Friday night. Lisa was adventurous. Great in bed, always up for a laugh and something wild. We did it in the toilets. On the bar after closing time. I even fucked her on that pool table over there."

He waved in the general direction of a lonely pool table in the corner, the green cloth lit by the solitary light hanging above it.

The openness with which Tony spoke, the ease of his reminiscence about Lisa's less guarded days, was a stark contrast to the calculated responses I'd gotten from others. It was refreshing yet unsettling.

"Sounds like she really lived it up," I commented, a forced smile on my face as I processed his words.

"Oh, she did. But don't get me wrong, James. It was all in good fun. Nothing serious. Just young people blowing off steam," Tony added quickly, possibly sensing my mixed feelings. "I wasn't the only one. She had plenty of guys wanting to fuck her around that time. She was a good-looking girl. I don't know how many of them she had but if the rumours are true it was a lot. I saw her take plenty of guys round the back, or into one of the boats on the dock. Good times."

"Right," I nodded. "She told me the same."

"Dean didn't like it, but, I mean, it was his fault for breaking up with her," he added, his words slurring slightly. "He found out about her and the professor. I'd have dumped her too for cheating on me like that."

"Me too," I replied sagely.

"She calmed down though." He turned to face me, 'Game Over' flashing on the screen again. "Settled down when she met Richard. He was good for her. Nice guy. I thought she was going to end up with him or Erica. They had a thing, you know?"

"Lisa and Erica?" I raised my eyebrows, although that only confirmed my earlier suspicions. And who the hell was Richard? That was a name I hadn't heard before.

Tony blinked as if realising how much he'd said. He took one last drink of his beer, slamming it down on the table nearby so hard that it slopped over the rim and onto the wooden surface. "Anyway, I better go. My wife will be wondering where I am."

"Thanks for the chat," I replied and then he walked unsteadily away, leaving me with the details he'd provided churning in my mind. The image of Lisa, young and carefree, having sex with the bartender on the pool table, juxtaposed sharply with the woman I knew. I tried hard not to think about it, or about her and Erica as I stepped out into the cool night, the salty air mingling with my thoughts. It sounded like Lisa had been much more promiscuous during her youth than she'd told me. I was only now beginning to understand that, but Tony's candidness had provided a new piece of the puzzle, a timeline of sorts, that framed those wild times between her relationships with Dean and Richard, whoever he was.

A short walk later, the warmth of the hotel lobby embraced me, casting away the sharp edge of the seaside breeze as I stepped inside. I was still in the lobby, pondering whether to have another drink at the hotel bar or head back to the room when I saw Lisa walking through the door. Her face was flush from the cold, her eyes bright with an emotion I couldn't quite read.

"Hey," I greeted her, trying to keep my voice casual despite the tumult of thoughts racing through my mind. "How did it go with your dad?"

"Dad was fine," she smiled, then her expression darkened. "But I don't like Della and I think the feeling is mutual."

"What makes you say that?" I asked, then gestured towards the bar. "Do you want a nightcap before we head upstairs?"

"Nah," she shook her head, her auburn hair bouncing on her shoulders. "I'm tired and still reeling from the fact that I'm going to have a new sibling."

"Ah," I nodded, taking her hand as we headed towards the elevators. "I should have mentioned that. I'm sorry. Della told everyone at the family dinner earlier."

"Yeah, they said, and yes, you should have warned me."

We reached our room, where Lisa immediately headed towards the bed and flopped onto it dramatically. "So, what did you do?"

"I just went for a walk," I shrugged, switching on the TV and settling in the chair next to the bed, trying to act casual. "And had a drink at the boat club."

Lisa's eyes sparkled with a mix of surprise and curiosity, pushing herself up onto her elbow and gazing at me. "The boat club, huh? After what I told you?"

"I ran into Tony, actually. He was wasting all his money on the slot machines and we got talking. He thought you were just my friend and not my wife, so he didn't hold back."

"Oh, shit." Lisa closed her eyes for a moment, screwing them up tight before looking at me warily. "And…?"

"He mentioned you and Dean breaking up, then how you got a bit wild afterward… until you met Richard."

"Richard?" Lisa paused, her expression softening. "His name is Rich. No one calls him Richard, but, yeah, he was a nice guy. We were together for a couple of years, like with Dean. It just... didn't work out." She shrugged, a small smile playing on her lips. "Then I moved to London not long after we split."

"You've never mentioned him before."

"Why would I?" Lisa took off her sweater, folding it and placing it at the foot of the bed. She was only wearing a white bra beneath and I couldn't help but ogle my wife's gorgeous breasts as she sat up and shrugged. "I was never that serious about Rich. Nice guy but too nice, if you know what I mean. Not that memorable."

"I see," I nodded, watching her shimmy out of her trousers next, her thong a matching white. She crossed her long, smooth legs and looked at me for a long moment.

"Did you go check out the spot?" She stood up and walked over to me, sitting on the arm of the chair, her fingers tracing the line of my jaw. "Behind the club, where I lost my virginity?"

The question was so direct that I knew what she was doing, trying to change the subject by seducing me. "Maybe," I confessed, pulling her closer. I might know what she was doing but that didn't mean I didn't like it.

She slid from the arm of the chair onto my lap and her lips met mine. All the questions, all the stories faded into the background as her hands roamed over my chest, tugging my shirt up over my head. Our kiss deepened, driven by a hunger that was as much about connection as it was about release. We got up and moved together towards the bed, shedding the rest of my clothes and reservations with equal haste.

"There's a pool table at the boat club," I murmured against her lips as we kissed again once our bodies crashed together onto the soft, hotel bed. Lisa rolled me onto my back, lying atop me and gazed into my eyes from just a few inches away.

"Tony told you about that, did he?" Lisa giggled as I undid her bra strap behind her back, her breasts crushed against my chest as she kicked off her panties. I caught a glimpse of her clean shaven pussy before she pushed down onto my cock. I sank inside her wetness easily. "I must have made an impression on him. He slept with a lot of girls."

"He said you slept with quite a few guys," I mentioned, enjoying the feeling of her body grinding against mine, my cock sliding deeper inside her and then slipping out for a moment as she adjusted her position.

"I was getting over Dean," she confessed, expertly taking me and guiding me back inside before starting to hump atop me, riding my cock urgently. "I met Dean at school. The only other guy I went with was Adam. When Dean found out, he went ape and dumped me. So I decided to play the field for a while and have fun, as young women do. I'm not ashamed of it."

I let my hands slide down to her ass, feeling the soft curve of her behind as she fucked me. "If you're not ashamed of it, why didn't you tell me before?"

"Hush," she said, putting a finger on my lips and thrusting her pussy down hard onto my hard cock. "Can't we just fuck? It's fun that my naughty past seems to turn you on but save the questions for tomorrow. I'm horny and just want to make love to my husband."

"Okay," I replied, watching as she sat up slightly, her breasts hanging down beneath her, her pink nipples stiff and inviting. I reached my head forward, taking one in my mouth and sucking it as she resumed riding me, pushing her pussy down so that I was entirely inside her, her soft folds pressed against the base of me. Then she rotated her hips, the sensation of her hot, wet cunt making me moan.

A mental image of her on the pool table sprang into my mind. A young version of Lisa, lying atop it, her legs parted and her hands on Tony's backside as he fucked her roughly. Then another fantasy of her outside, her skirts lifted, bent over with Tony's hands tangled in her long, auburn hair as he took her from behind. The knowledge that she'd done those things was weirdly arousing and the pictures I was conjuring in my mind turned me on unexpectedly.

A few minutes later, my cock exploded inside her and then she rubbed her clit, grinding against me for a few moments until she found her own release. Then, afterwards, as we lay tangled in the sheets, Lisa's head rested on my chest, she looked up at me.

"Tomorrow," she said softly, "I'm going to take you on a tour of Barnesfield. Show you around. And we need to see Erica."

"Erica?" I murmured, my interest piqued, but the warmth of Lisa's body against mine was too distracting.

"Yes," my wife continued, her finger tracing idle patterns on my bare shoulder. "I've got a question for her. An interesting one."

I wanted to ask more, suddenly concerned. Had Della told her about Erica and I hiding behind the boat club? Had she insinuated that something had happened between us? But the softness of Lisa's touch, the comfort of her presence, lulled my worries away for the moment. "Sounds like a plan," I replied, my voice thick with sleep.

As tiredness claimed me, I knew tomorrow would bring more revelations, more of Lisa's past unearthed. But tonight, it was just us, and that was enough.


Chapter two

Chapter 2


The car's engine hummed softly, a gentle backdrop to the unfolding vistas of Barnesfield as Lisa steered us through the winding roads. We'd left behind the now familiar main streets, veering onto the scenic route that skirted the edges of a golf club. My eyes lingered there a moment longer, curiosity piqued by the perfectly manicured greens and fairways that stretched out like a verdant sea.

"It's a good course," my wife commented, gesturing with one hand out of the window.

"You've played golf?" I asked, my gaze returning to Lisa as she kept her eyes fixed ahead.

"A few times," Lisa responded nonchalantly, a hint of something unreadable in her voice. Then she pointed again, towards a grand-looking, stone-built venue atop a hill. "That's the country club. Ron goes there a lot."

"He mentioned it," I nodded. "Said that this part of Barnesfield was nice."

"It is. The club is a nice enough place. They host a lot of events."

Her words hung between us, light yet loaded. I could sense there was more to her story, but I wasn't going to push. Not yet. As the country club disappeared behind a bend, the landscape shifted, revealing the rugged, more industrial parts of town again.

"We're heading to the coast," she announced, her tone brightening. "You'll love the old pier. It's not what it used to be, but it's got character."

The idea seemed appealing. "And we're just touring today? Sightseeing?"

"That, and I want you to see the places that made me... me," Lisa said, her words tinged with a rare vulnerability.

Our next turn took us past a quaint cottage nestled among wild shrubbery. "That's Colin's holiday spot," she pointed out, her hand waving out of the window again. Her voice tightened. "We used to stay there when I was a kid."

The way she spoke tickled my curiosity, but before I could inquire further, we were moving again, the landscape morphing into a more rugged coastline where old warehouses stood like weathered sentinels. The largest of these belonged to her uncle Ron, its large sign proclaiming 'Reynolds Repair Yard'.

"Did you spend much time here?" I asked, glimpsing the hulking shapes of boats in various stages of repair.

"A bit," she shrugged. "Dad was always busy, but when he wasn't, he'd sometimes bring me here and show me around some of Ron's big projects. I think he hoped I'd take to the sea like his father—my grandfather—did."

But the sea, it seemed, held different memories for Lisa, ones that weren't all fond. As we left the shipyard behind, the road twisted until it spilled us out near the shore where an old pier stood, its wooden bones bleached by salt and sun, stretching out from a narrow strip of leafy woodland, over a soft golden beach into the shifting water of the bay.

"This is it," Lisa said, her voice softening. "The old pier. I spent a lot of time here as a kid. It was... a happier place then."

"Before your mother died?" I asked, finally figuring out why she seemed melancholy as well as excited to show me around. She parked the car in a small layby near to the treeline, and we walked towards the pier, the smell of salt and brine mingling with the tang of old wood. The sun broke through the clouds, basking us in its warmth, despite the cool breeze coming in from the sea.

"My mum loved it here," Lisa spoke suddenly, her gaze lost to the horizon. "After she died, I'd come here to feel closer to her."

The sand shifted beneath our feet as we stepped out onto the empty beach, slowing our pace, making our gaits unsteady. She led me beneath the large wooden structure, where shadows danced on the sand and the sound of the sea was a soothing murmur. The sun's warmth disappeared and the breeze intensified, fluttering Lisa's auburn hair out behind her as she led me further under the wooden beams, then stopped.

I reached for her hand, squeezing it gently as I enjoyed the solitude of this wild place. "This is beautiful, Lisa. Thank you for sharing it with me."

She smiled, a wistful, complex expression that made my heart twist. "It makes me happy, bringing you here."

Then, unexpectedly, Lisa began to unbutton her shirt, her movements deliberate. My breath hitched as she let it slip from her shoulders, revealing her bare skin to the sea air. Then she reached behind her back and removed her bra.

"Lisa?" My voice was a mix of surprise and arousal.

"I want you here, James. With me, like this," she said, stepping out of her shirt and dropping it onto the sand.

Her boldness was shocking, yet wildly enticing. In the shade of the pier, with foamy, gentle waves breaking on the shore just a few feet from us, Lisa discarded the rest of her clothes and I embraced her as she stepped towards me, her nakedness warm against me. My cock stiffened at the feeling of her skin as she kissed me and when her hand went to my belt, loosening it, I didn't stop her.

Moments later, she was on her knees, sucking me, any inhibitions she had cast aside. I was naked too, my clothes in a pile next to me on the damp sand. "Someone could come," I murmured, looking around us as she continued to pleasure me.

"Oh, someone is going to come, alright," she giggled, stepping back towards a wooden post and turning around, bending at the waist invitingly. "Hopefully me, and then you."

"No, I mean-"

"I know what you meant," she smiled over her shoulder at me. "You'd better hurry then."

I walked over, unable to resist the curve of her ass and the teasing view of her bare pussy lips as she shifted her feet further apart. I positioned the head of my erection at her soft slit and pushed into her, a gentle moan escaping her lips. I put my hands on her waist and began to thrust into her, savouring the heat of her cunt contrasted against the cool air blowing across my skin.

"Fuck me," she groaned, her hand between her legs, rubbing her clit, the tips of her fingers brushing against my shaft as I shoved it in and out of her her. "Oh, God, yes."

It was exciting, having spontaneous sex like this, in the outdoors, where anyone could see us. Someone walking their dog, a hiker or a tourist checking out some of the less-frequently visited beauty spots. I grabbed at her harder, reaching forward and cupping her tits, feeling their firmness as she pushed back against me, meeting my every thrust with rhythm.

Then orgasmed violently, her knees buckling so that I had to hold her hips to keep her upright. Then I pushed her against the wooden beam, pushing myself into her roughly, kissing the back of her beck and enjoying the musky scent of her auburn hair until I came too.

As I climaxed, a sharp sense of exposure washed over me again and I looked around as I pulled out, cum oozing from her and dripping from the head of my cock. Then I took a deep breath and covered myself when I saw a figure on the beach, a man, watching us through what looked like a pair of binoculars or something. He was too far away to see any details and as quickly as I noticed him, he disappeared into the trees lining the beach.

"Shit. Did you see that?" I gasped, pulling away from Lisa and collecting my clothes from the sand.

"What?" Lisa followed my gaze, her brow furrowing. "See what?"

"A man... I thought someone was watching us."

Lisa looked around, her expression a mix of concern and confusion. She wasn't in any rush to get dressed, but I was already donning my shorts and shirt. "I don't see anyone, James. No one comes here any more. It's just us."

But the unsettled feeling lingered, even as she drew me back to her, promising a world where only we existed. We kissed but I couldn't shake the feeling that our intimate moment had been witnessed, and it left a cold trail along my spine as she finally gathered her clothes, got dressed and headed back to the car, holding my hand in hers romantically.

As we drove to Erica's, I couldn't shake the vivid memory of what had just happened beneath the old pier. I glanced at Lisa, who seemed unusually pensive as she navigated the winding coastal roads.

"That was quite unexpected," I began, keeping my tone light and casual.

Lisa smiled, the odd look on her face disappearing but her eyes never leaving the road. "I know. I didn't plan for it to happen, James. It just felt... right. Emotional, maybe. Does it bother you?"

"No, it was actually… awesome," I admitted, remembering the rush, the raw connection. "It's been a long time since we did something naughty like that. But then..." I trailed off, the unease creeping back.

Lisa laughed softly, a sound that usually comforted me but now seemed to brush off my concerns. She knew what I was going to say, like she often did. "Even if someone was there and saw us, they were too far to see much. Maybe you're just imagining things. This place can do that to you."

"Maybe," I conceded, though not entirely convinced. "But it looked like he had binoculars or something."

She shook her head, dismissing the idea as quickly as it came. "Let's not dwell on it. Did you enjoy it, at least, despite your Peeping Tom theory?"

"Of course I did," I said, the memory of our intimacy momentarily pushing aside my worries. "I came really hard."

"Me too," my wife giggled, finally breaking her eyes from the road to smile at me, "We should do things like that more often."

The conversation lapsed into silence as we continued our drive, the landscape blurring past us until we reached Erica's house—a modest, well-kept home that stood in stark contrast to the wild ruggedness of the coastline we'd just left.

As we approached the door, I stopped Lisa by holding her hand, pausing halfway up the front path.

"Why are we here?" I asked. "You said you had something to ask Erica. What is it? Is there something I should know?"

Did she know about Erica and I loitering behind the boat club at the wedding reception? Had Della told her, alluded to me and Erica doing something we shouldn't have?

"You'll see," she smiled at me warmly. "It's nothing to worry about. You know Erica. Relax."

"Okay," I nodded, comforted by her casual manner. "This is all just happening so fast, you know? Just a week ago, I had no idea I'd been visiting your hometown and now here we are, doing the tour and learning about your past. It's a lot to take in."

"I know," Lisa squeezed my hand. "Come on. Let's have a coffee with Erica. Plus, I need to use her toilet and freshen up. Your cum is still inside me."

That made me laugh but when the door swung open after Lisa's knock, all thoughts scattered and I felt the smile drain from my face in surprise.

It wasn't Erica who greeted us, but the tall, blonde man from the hotel—the very one who had cryptically warned me to take Lisa and leave Barnesfield. My heart skipped a beat, shock rooting me to the spot.

Lisa's reaction was just as unexpected. "Rich?" Her voice wavered, a mix of surprise and something I couldn't quite place. "I didn't expect you to be here. I came to see Erica. Is she home?"

I remained silent, caught off guard, as the man's gaze shifted between Lisa and me, an unreadable expression on his face.

"Rich, this is James, my husband," Lisa finally said, turning to me with a look that suggested she was as confused as I was at mine and Rich's reactions to seeing one another. "James, this is Rich, my ex-boyfriend and Erica's brother."


Chapter three

Chapter 3


Rich extended his hand, his grip firm as I hesitantly shook it, his gaze direct. "Good to meet you, James."

Before I could confront him about his warning back at the hotel, Lisa ushered us inside.

"So, what are you doing back in Barnesfield?" my wife asked the ex-boyfriend whom I knew so little about. "I've got to say, it's nice to see you."

"I'm only here for the rest of today," Rich replied as he closed the door and led us through the hallway. "Just a flying visit to see Erica, then back to Scotland tomorrow. It's good to see you too, I should add. Really good."

"That'a a shame," Lisa replied. "It might have been nice to grab a coffee and catch up. Is the job in Scotland still going well."

"Going great," he nodded as we stepped into the living room. It was spacious, a radio playing some eighties pop music in the background that did little to ease the tension that I suddenly felt.

"Thanks for looking after James until I could get here," Lisa said to Erica as her friend rose from the sofa, surprised to see us.

"You're welcome," she replied, giving me a warm smile when she saw me. "He wasn't too hard to handle. Behaved himself for the most part."

"He better have," Lisa narrowed her eyes for a moment at the comment, then shrugged it off as we all sat down on the plush sofas.

"How was the family dinner?" Erica inquired, her light green eyes flicking between Lisa and me. She looked pretty today, with her cupid's bow lips and her honey-blonde hair down, flowing to her shoulders. "Lisa's Aunt Nancy didn't eat you alive?"

"I was… okay," I answered, though my tone suggested otherwise. "I survived."

"I'm glad." Erica's fingers fiddled with the collar of her pink sweater. I detected nervousness and hoped Lisa didn't sense it. I remember the odd moment we'd had where we came close to kissing for a moment, and wondered if it was in Erica's mind too as she turned to smile at Lisa. "I knew you were back but I wasn't expecting you so soon, Is everything okay?"

Lisa leaned forward, her hands clasped. "I was going to ask you a question, Erica, but since Rich is here, he might know. It's about Della, dad's new woman. I vaguely remember her from university, I'm sure she graduated the year before me. Rich, did you know her at all? You were in the same year as her, if I recall."

Erica's brother had followed us into the living room, perching on the arm of the sofa, his eyes wary as he glanced at me before replying. "Not really." He shook his head, his expression unreadable. "I knew of her, but that's about it. Sorry, I can't help more."

"I don't trust her," Erica interjected, her tone firm. "Something about her doesn't sit right."

Lisa nodded thoughtfully. "She's pregnant," she dropped casually, watching our reactions.

Erica gasped, "Seriously? That's... Wow."

Rich's face remained impassive, almost disinterested. He quickly changed the subject. "Urgh, pregnancy… I think I'll give you some space for girl talk," he said, standing. He turned to me, "James, how about we grab a beer outside?"

I hesitated, glancing at Lisa, who gave a slight nod. I followed the tall blond man to the kitchen, where he pulled a couple of beers from Erica's fridge, then led me outside to a small patio.

"Nice place," I remarked, trying to sound casual, noting how comfortable he seemed in the house. "Is it Erica's or your old family house?"

"Erica's," he nodded, hooking the lid from one of the bottles in his hand and passing it to me, leaning on an iron railing that looked down onto the garden below. "But I lived with her for a while, supported her when she was still finding her feet, living on her own, finding a new job, that sort of thing."

"But now you live and work in Scotland?"

"Glasgow. I'm a teacher. High school."

The silence stretched a bit before I decided to address the elephant in the room, or rather, the garden. "You're Erica's brother. How come you were so cryptic the other day at the hotel? What was that all about?"

Rich took a sip of his beer, his eyes assessing me. "Sometimes, being direct isn't the best approach in Barnesfield. You’ll learn that in time."

"Cut the bullshit, Rich." My patience was worn thin by people playing games. "Just tell me what's going on. Are you jealous of Lisa and me?"

"Jealous?" Rich shook his head, a wry grin on his face. "No. I did care about her a lot but that was a long time ago, James. I'm glad that she found you and that you make each other happy. It's no less than she deserves."

I paused, taking that in and realising I might be best coming at things from a different angle.

"I know a lot about Lisa's past," I said, finally breaking the silence. "I don't know everything but I do know about her being... promiscuous. About the professor at the university. About Dean, and her wild days at the boat club from when he ended it with her until she met you." I took a deep breath, glancing at Rich to gauge his reaction.

"Right." The blond man sighed. "So, she told you this herself or did you go asking around, like I told you to?"

"A bit of both."

"How much do you know about Lisa and Adam, exactly?" he asked, watching me again over the bottle as he took a drink. "And about Dean?"

"She slept with the professor to… get a leg up with her grades," I replied, feeling an odd sense of shame as I admitted that. "Dean found out and dumped her. Is there something else I should know about them?"

"You could say that." Dean looked over his shoulder. We could see through the window that my wife and his sister were still sitting in the living room, chatting away. "Did she—or anyone else—tell you why Lisa and I split?"

"I barely know anything about you," I shrugged. "I don't mean to sound like a dick, but I'd never heard your name before coming here."

"That doesn't surprise me," the tall man sighed. "Things got… complicated."

He paused, his eyes full of doubt and something else I couldn't quite read.

"Complicated?" I took a sip of the beer, trying to calm my nerves which for some reason were on edge, as if I knew something big was coming.

"She dumped me," he replied quietly, so the women inside had no chance of hearing. "Out of guilt. She said she'd been unfaithful and felt terrible but it had made her realise that we were better off as friends. I guess she just outgrew me and that phase of her life. Lisa moved to London not long after we split. I stayed here with Erica, tried to move on. We helped each other pick up the pieces."

"Pick up the pieces together? Why? What happened to Erica?"

Rich looked away, staring into the distance and somehow I just knew.

"I heard that Lisa was involved with Erica," I said, equally as quietly as he'd just spoken. "Are you telling me that… She cheated on you with your sister?"

Rich looked out over the garden, his expression unreadable for a moment. He then turned to me, his gaze sharp. "That was a long time ago, James. People change," he began, pausing as if choosing his words carefully. "Yes, Lisa and I were together. Yes, Erica and Lisa were together. Yes, those two things overlapped. It worked for a while, but as I said… complicated."

The revelation that Lisa had been with both siblings was unsettling enough but to learn that she'd been with them both at the same time was confusing. "Wait… So, you knew about her and Erica? I don't understand…"

He sighed, running a hand through his light hair. "Look, what happened between Lisa, Erica, and me—Fuck, man. This is hard to talk about. I'm not even sure it's relevant."

The curse word caught me by surprise. Rich was one of those softly-spoken people, clearly a nice guy. The F-word didn't sound right coming from his lips.

"So tell me what is relevant," I pressed.

"Lisa and Erica and me—it was more of an exploration for all of us. Lisa and I were having great sex. Crazy, hot sex. But it wasn't enough for her. She wanted to explore the feelings she was having towards girls, namely Erica. We were young and still figuring things out, about ourselves, about each other. It wasn't just about sex. There were feelings, sure, but I guess it wasn't meant to last. But that wasn't all of it. She was seeing Erica but I knew about that. I was cool with it, for reasons I don't want to go into. No… it wasn't her that made Lisa feel guilty. It was Dean and Adam and…"

"What?" I wasn't expecting that. "I was going to say you felt second to Erica. You mean… she cheated on you with them as well? I thought she and Dean and Adam were history by then."

Rich gave a short laugh, a sound more of resignation than amusement. "Second to Erica? With Lisa, you always wondered who you might be second to. I think everyone she's been with felt that way. She's magnetic, you know? Draws you in. But yeah, there were times I felt like I was just another chapter in her story and it turned out to be true. It took me a while to realize that it wasn't about being first or second; it was about being right for her then. Right at that moment. And yes, she never quite ended things with Dean and Adam, I found out. I don't even know if it's truly history now, if she's truly over them. What I was trying to warn you about is that her being here, it's not a good thing."

"Thanks for being honest, Rich," I said, clinking my bottle against his, processing everything he'd told me. I ignored the bitter comment about it not being over with Dean and Adam. I knew Lisa well enough to know that she wasn't cheating on me. "It means a lot but you still haven't really answered the question. Why is it not a good thing for her to be here."

"Lisa might tell you that she rarely comes back here, but it's not true," he whispered, again glancing at my wife and his sister back inside the house. The sun was dipping below the horizon, casting the garden into shadow and I saw Erica switch on the lamp in the room, illuminating them in its pale light. "Her family make her come back. They never wanted her to leave in the first place. She was trying to escape them, escape Dean, Adam and… escape her past but they won't let her."

"You're still being cryptic," I shook my head, finishing the beer and placing it on an outdoor table nearby. "I heard she came back at Easter. Why is she keeping this a secret from me? What do you know that you're not telling me?"

Rich took a long pull of his beer, placing the empty bottle next to mine when he'd finished. "I'm not at liberty to say, exactly. Lisa's family aren't all they seem to be. They can be influential, you know? Just remember, whatever happened in the past, it's the now that matters. Lisa chose you, man. That says a lot."

His reassurance was a small comfort amidst the swirling frustration I was feeling, but it was a comfort nonetheless.

"Influential?" I questioned. "Is that why you left, went to Scotland? What aren't you telling me, Rich?"

"Hey," Lisa said, her voice light as she stepped out onto the patio, Erica close behind her. The two women stopped, eyeing us, sensing the tension.

"What's going on?" Erica's voice, tinged with wariness, broke through the dense air. Her fingers twined nervously around a strand of her honey-blonde hair, her green eyes flicking between her brother and me.

I stood, my emotions a storm of confusion and demand for transparency. "Lisa, why were you here at Easter? What are you hiding from me?" My voice carried a sharper edge than I intended, driven by the cascade of revelations.

Lisa met my gaze, her expression a sudden tapestry of regret and resolve. "I'm sorry," she started, her voice steady despite the obvious tension. "Rich, what exactly have you told James? I trusted you."

Rich hesitated, his features tightening as if calculating his next words. "About you and Erica... about what happened when we were all together," he said slowly. "And about Dean and Adam. I know you won't see it this way, but I'm trying to help you."

A heavy sigh escaped Lisa as she nodded, seeming to brace herself for what came next. "Yes, James, Erica and I were together," she confessed, her voice hoarse with angst. "I cheated on Rich with her... and with the professor... and Dean." Her words hung heavy, each confession punctuating the silence that briefly enveloped us.

The weight of her admissions seemed to press visibly on her shoulders as she continued, "My family found out, and it practically ruined my reputation in this town. I have to visit from time to time, and I... I tried to keep you away so you wouldn't have to know about the shameful things I did. Why do you think I scrambled out of Bangladesh so urgently when I found out you were here?" Tears brimmed in her eyes, her usual composure beginning to crumble.

Erica stepped closer, her presence a comforting counter to the tension, her hand finding Lisa's. Their fingers interlocked, a gesture so fluid and natural that it spoke volumes of their past intimacy.

"I just didn't think it would come from you," Lisa's eyes narrowed, her tone switching from regretful to venomous as she looked at Erica's brother.

Rich, looking every bit the conflicted ex-lover, sighed deeply, the lines of regret etched across his face. "I should go," he muttered, more to himself than to any of us.

"You don't just get to run away," I said, reaching for his arm but he moved swiftly and as I made to follow him, Lisa stepped in front of me.

"Let him go," she said, placing a hand on my chest which I almost shoved away in anger. But I didn't. I just stared at the fleeing Rich.

"You're not the only one with something important to deal with," he said, as cryptic as ever, then with a brief nod to me and a lingering look at Lisa, he turned and walked away.

As he disappeared, Erica's attention remained fixed on Lisa, their hands still clasped together. She reached out and put the other hand on my wife's shoulder, her touch gentle but anchoring. Lisa turned to face her best friend—and ex-lover and I watched them share a look, a complex knot of emotions brewing within me. Their connection was palpable, stirring a mix of jealousy and an unexpected flicker of excitement.

Erica finally faced me, her expression serious yet inviting. "Come inside, James. I'll explain everything." Her voice was soft, yet it carried an assurance that suggested she held the missing pieces to the puzzle of Lisa's past.

Reluctantly, I followed them back into the warmth of the living room, each step heavy with the weight of the unknown. As we settled, I sat in the armchair, facing the two women who sat next to each other opposite on the sofa. The intimacy between Lisa and Erica was undeniable and again, I felt a flicker of something... A curiosity about what had passed between them. About what might still be lingering between them. And for some crazy reason, that possibility excited me.

Erica passed Lisa a tissue from her pocket and as my wife wiped at her tear-streaked eyes, her best friend gazed at me, understanding in those light green eyes of hers.

"Are you sure you want to know this?" she asked softly and I nodded. "Then let's start from the beginning."


Chapter four

Chapter 4


Erica settled back against the sofa cushions, her gaze shifting between Lisa and me, a seriousness etched into her features. My heart was beating so hard in my chest that I felt it might pop right out.

"We all knew each other from school," she began, her voice low, reflective. "Rich, Joy, Lisa, Dean... and me. Rich always had a thing for Lisa, but he was too shy to make a move. By the time he got up the courage, Dean had already swept her off her feet."

Lisa took a deep breath, nodding in acknowledgment of Erica's words before turning to face me. "You already know about the professor," she said, her voice steady despite the shimmer of tears I could see forming again. "I was sleeping with him for extra tuition and access to the exam papers ahead of time. Then Dean found out and dumped me, and, well… I was heartbroken."

I shifted uncomfortably in my seat, the weight of her confession hanging between us. "Wait… How did Dean find out?" I asked, my curiosity tinged with the dull ache in my chest and my rapidly pulsing heart.

"Oh, um…" Lisa paused, her eyes not leaving mine. "The professor used to take me to…"

She paused again and Erica took over, fiddling with her honey-coloured hair like she seemed to do everytime she was stressed.

"He used to take her to the old pier. It was secluded, away from prying eyes. Or so she thought."

My mind raced back to earlier that day, to the old pier where Lisa and I had been so intimate. The thought that she had been there before under such different circumstances felt like a betrayal, even though I knew it shouldn’t. "You took me there today..." my voice trailed off, the implication hanging in the air.

"Yes," Lisa took over again, a sad smile touching her lips. "I wanted to make new memories there, with you. To replace the old ones. But someone saw us, back then. A passer-by. Adam was well known in the area and the rumours started, eventually getting back to Dean."

The hurt was palpable, like a physical ache, as I processed her words. The same secluded spot that had felt so intimate and private earlier now felt tainted by the shadows of her past. "And that's why he broke it off?" I asked, needing to hear her say it.

Lisa nodded. "Yes. He couldn’t handle it and I couldn’t blame him. It all just... fell apart and I went to Erica, my best friend."

The revelation stung, not just because of the secrets but because of the raw vulnerability in Lisa's voice. It was clear she regretted her past actions deeply, and yet there was nothing she could do to change them. I struggled with my own emotions, the excitement of our earlier encounter now overshadowed by the echoes of her history.

"Why take me there, Lisa?" I asked again, feeling strangely dirty. "Wow, This is weird."

"Because," she paused, searching for the right words, "it’s a place where I’ve always felt free. And today, with you, I felt that freedom again. I thought it could be a start of something new for us, a way to move past my old mistakes."

Her words hung in the air, heavy with emotion, and despite the complexities of her past, my emotions shifted and I felt a surge of protectiveness towards her. I reached out, taking her hand, feeling the familiar warmth of her skin against mine. "Okay. Let me get my head around this. So, I'm guessing you went to Erica for comfort and… you ended up having sex?"

Erica shifted uncomfortably on the sofa, her light emerald eyes flickering away before settling back on me. "It didn't just happen like that," she began, her voice tinged with a mix of nostalgia and discomfort. "We were out one night, trying to take Lisa's mind off Dean. We got drunk, just fooling around, trying to help her forget, and it just happened. We were young, curious... and it was good, but at first, it was just a one-off thing."

Lisa looked down, her hands tightly clasped in her lap. "After that night, I was confused about my feelings. Determined to prove to myself I wasn't bisexual, I started... Well, you know about Tony and the guys at the boat club." She glanced at me, her expression apologetic yet open, inviting me to understand.

"Ah," I nodded, another piece of the puzzle falling into place.

"But then Rich told me how he felt about me," Lisa continued, her voice softening. "He was such a nice guy, and he didn't care about any of the rumours. He just liked me for me. He was the only person… the only man," he eyes rested on Erica for a moment, "Who saw me for me. Who didn't care that I was the slut of Barnesfield. So, I gave him a chance. Which was a mistake. I tried to make myself love him, but it wasn't right. The sex was good, but… we lacked a real connection."

SIlence hung in the living room. It wad dark outside now and the wind was getting up, sending leaves spinning into the air.

"Carry on," I prompted her softly.

Her voice dropped to almost a whisper, "Then Dean came back around, said he'd forgiven me. And I fell back into bed with him. With graduation looming, the professor came back into the picture too, offering to help me with my final exams if I started fucking him again."

The way Lisa swore, the bitterness in her tone made Erica interject, her voice now also a blend of resignation and revelation. "I was jealous the whole time Lisa was with my brother. Back then… I thought I was lesbian. I'm not. I'm bisexual, but back then… Anyway, one night, we were out, just the two of us, both of us drunk again, and I made a move. Lisa responded, and we ended up having sex again. It felt so right that we started seeing each other regularly."

"The truth is," Lisa took over, her sky-blue eyes meeting mine directly for the first time since the conversation had started, "it was so good that we couldn't stop. We kept it up... until Rich walked in on us one night."

The room fell silent as the weight of her words sank in. The betrayal, the hurt, the confusion—it was all laid bare in that moment. Lisa looked up, her eyes meeting mine, filled with an emotion I couldn't quite decipher. Was it regret? Relief? Maybe both.

I sat back, processing everything I'd just heard. The revelation of Lisa's intimate past with Erica, the tangled web of relationships and emotions—it was overwhelming, yet a part of me felt oddly calm—and strangely aroused. I couldn't help but imagine that scene; my wife and her pretty best friend in bed, fucking, or doing whatever lesbians do, when Rich—Erica's brother—walked in and saw everything.

"I thought Rich was devastated," Erica added quietly. "He just stood there, with his mouth hanging open. Seeing Lisa and me together, I thought I'd broke my brother's heart. Maybe it did, a little bit, but after that, things got kind of weird."

"He told me," I said, which made both Lisa's and Erica's faces look up sharply at me. "He said he was okay with it. He understood. That you three kind of had… I don't know, an arrangement?"

Both my wife and her best friend inhaled deeply, almost in harmony, before Lisa spoke again, choosing her words carefully. "An arrangement is one way of putting it. That phase of our lives is something we don't talk about. It was kind of… fucked up, I guess."

"Hold on," I said, sitting back in the chair and staring at the two women sitting opposite me. "Erica, you and Rich… you didn't… like, a threesome, or…"

I was stammering and couldn't finish the sentence. Erica and Lisa's eyes met and something passed between them before the honey-blonde-haired woman finally spoke.

"Rich and I never did anything," she explained slowly. "Lisa was… in the middle if you get me?"

"Oh, fuck." I stood up in shock and walked to the window, looking at the blackening sky, my hands clenching on the wooden window sill as I tried to process this new information. I'd been able to accept that Lisa was promiscuous but this… this was something else.

"It's not as bad as it sounds." Lisa's voice was close and I turned to see her standing right behind me, and Erica was close behind her. My wife took my hands in hers. "We were young. We were experimenting."

"And it didn't last long," Erica added, gazing over Lisa's shoulder at me. "Soon after it started, Lisa told me she was going to end it with Rich. I thought she was going to declare her love for me, but she didn't. And I'm glad, because soon after that, after her dad married Alice and the whole thing happened there… she moved away and met you. "And that was the best thing that could have happened to either of you."

"I felt guilty," Lisa explained, after giving her friend a loving smile. Possibly too loving, but I'd consider that later. "I was with Rich for the wrong reasons. I was sleeping with Dean, with Adam, with Erica… it just wasn't right. I realised that while ever I stayed here, in Barnesfield, I was going to keep making stupid mistakes. So, after I graduated, I left."

"Rich was upset but he understood," Erica sighed. "He moved away soon after. I was upset too but I stayed and moved on. Things happen for a reason, James. I hope you believe that."

So now I knew everything. I nodded, more out of gratitude for Erica being so honest with me than an agreement of things happening for a reason. Lisa was still holding my hands and I squeezed them back and gazed into her bright blue eyes. There was one question I needed to ask.

"You and Erica," I began, wondering quite how to phrase it. "Have you ever… Are you still…"

"What?" My wife's fine dark brows rose so high on her forehead that they almost disappeared behind her brunette bangs. "Are we still having an affair? No!"

"No!" Erica said, almost simultaneously. "Since then, we've never…"

"Never," Lisa added firmly, her eyes holding mine in desperation. "Please, James, don't think that. I'd never willingly cheat on you with anyone. Even Erica. I promise."

"Okay," I said, struggling to get my voice working because I noticed Lisa grab Erica's hand when they spoke together and once again, it stirred some strange sense of excitement in me. There was obvious chemistry between them. How had I never noticed it before? "I believe you."

"Good." Lisa stood on her tiptoes and kissed me tentatively on the lips. "I love you, James."

Then she looked at her watch, seeming slightly agitated but before she could say anything, Erica stepped in, letting go of her hand. "I know, I know… You should go. You don't need to make any excuses. I guess you have a lot to talk about."

"We certainly do," I replied and then, without much further ado, we left, Lisa rushing us out of the door as soon as possible.

The car ride back to the hotel was quieter than usual, the hum of the engine filling in the gaps of our strained silence. Lisa seemed distant, her gaze fixed on the darkening road ahead, her hands gripping the steering wheel a little too tightly. I'd obviously upset her more than I realised, with that final question.

“I’m sorry,” I finally said, the words awkward and heavy in the quiet of the car. “I didn’t mean to… I wasn’t accusing you of anything.”

Lisa glanced at me, her expression unreadable in the dim, flickering lights of the street lamps as they whizzed past. “It’s not that,” she said, her voice a mix of frustration and sadness. “It’s just… talking about the past like that, it brings up a lot of things I thought I’d moved on from.”

I reached over, placing my hand over hers on the wheel. She didn’t pull away, but she didn’t respond either. The gesture felt like a small victory in the cold space that had settled between us.

As we drove, a strange sense of relief began to wash over me. Despite the shock and the hurt, I realized I still loved Lisa. We had built a life together, a good marriage, and I wasn’t ready to give that up over her past, no matter how tumultuous or hidden it had been. Maybe she was bisexual, maybe she wasn’t—it didn’t change the woman I knew and loved.

The hotel loomed ahead, its lights a beacon in the night. As we parked and headed up to our room, Lisa’s demeanour shifted. She was the first to speak as we entered, closing the heavy hotel door behind us.

“James,” she began, her voice softer now, more inviting. “I know tonight was a lot. But I need you to know—I chose you. Out of everyone, it’s always been you since we met.”

Her words hung in the air, a tender offering in the midst of our turmoil. I watched as she approached, her movements deliberate and seductive. The familiar blue fire in her eyes rekindled something within me, a desire that had always been stirred so easily by her touch.

She kissed me, and the world narrowed down to the feel of her lips on mine, her hands finding their way around me. As we stumbled towards the bed, her hands roaming over my back, she began to speak, her voice low and husky.

"I'm sorry I kept all of this from you," she breathed, undoing the buttons of my shirt and yanking it off. I did the same, peeling off her shirt and unclasping her bra, exposing her pert breasts just as she'd done this afternoon beneath the pier. "Let me make it up to you."

“Okay,” I replied, my voice rough with arousal. Why was I suddenly so turned on? My cock was already rock hard and it sprang out as she tugged down my trousers and shorts together, taking it in her hand and jerking me off quickly. I should be angry at her hiding her secret past from me. I should be cold, numb and confused but the only thing I was confused about was why I was so horny.

I stripped her bottom half, tearing her panties in my haste to get them off and then I pushed her onto the bed, giving in to the fire inside. The image of her fucking the professor under the pier where we'd fucked today came into my head unbidden. The thought of her with Dean and his large black cock replaced it, then another mental picture, this time of her and Erica, naked, kissing, grinding their bodies against each other while Rich watched.

What was wrong with me?

"Tell me about you and Erica," I demanded before I could stop myself, my throat feeling raw.

Lisa chuckled, a sound that sent shivers down my spine. “Do you really want to know?” she teased, pulling me closer, drawing me down, on top of her on the bed.

“Yes,” I breathed out, all control lost. I grabbed her breasts, squeezing them, feeling the firmness while pushing the head of my cock against her pussy lips until it slid into her wetness.

"The first time," she began, then moaned as I shoved into her again, harder this time. "We just touched each other. Fingered each other. We made each other orgasm."

I thrust deeper, violently, trying to take her rougher than I'd ever taken her before.

"The second time, much later, she went down on me. I came almost instantly, as soon as her tongue touched my clit. It was so naughty… so taboo. I returned the favour. It was weird, tasting another woman's pussy, but I quite liked it. I liked it even more when she came too."

"Oh, fuck," I moaned, slowing down before I came. "Don't stop. Tell me more."

"We'd meet up after uni," Lisa teased me, occasionally moaning as I kept fucking her. "We began to use toys on each other. Strap-ons. We did it all and it was fun. Then Rich caught us. I'll never forget his face. He was hurt… shocked… but I could also see that he was excited too."

"But… it was Erica," I prompted her to continue. "That's kind of… wrong."

"Wrong, but it was sexy," Lisa said, groaning loudly as I started to move faster again, pushing myself deep into her with every thrust of my iron-hard erection "We were experimenting. Erica watched me and Rich together and then he watched me and her. Then when we did it as a threesome, Rich used to fuck me while I went down on Erica. I'd be on my back with Erica sitting on my face or he'd fuck me from behind while I licked her."

"Fuck," I moaned, feeling my climax close in. "I'd give anything to have seen that."

Lisa went strangely quiet but I didn't have time to give it thought. I rammed myself deep and held myself there, the feeling of our heated groins meshed together and the sensation of my cock pulsing stream after stream of hot cum inside her pussy consuming me utterly.

Afterwards, as we lay tangled in the sheets, the echo of our passion settling around us, I realized that knowing everything about Lisa's past, even the depraved secrets about Erica and Rich, hadn’t pushed me away from her. If anything, it had pulled me closer, stitching her heart to mine with threads stronger than before.

“Lisa,” I said softly, tracing patterns on her bare back after she rolled onto her front, the contours of her shoulder blades lit by the dim glow of the street lights outside. “I know I've said this before but you have to promise me this time. No more secrets, okay?”

She turned to face me, her expression soft and sincere. “No more secrets,” she promised, and something in her tone convinced me she meant it this time. Until the sound of a text message coming through on my phone pierced the still, silent air of the bedroom a while later.

Are you alone?

The message was from Erica. I turned to look at Lisa, lying next to me, her bare breasts rising and falling in the darkness as she slept.

Yes, I text back. Why? What's up?

I need to see you. Alone. Make up a reason to get away from Lisa and meet me at the boat club. Text me when you're there.

Why? I repeated. What's going on?

Erica didn't reply right away, but when she did, it sent a chill across my bare skin.

There's something we didn't tell you today. Something you need to know but Lisa will never tell you. I'll see you tomorrow.

I put my phone down on the side after deleting the text, then rolled over to gaze at my beautiful sleeping wife. I thought that this was over, that we could maybe drive home tomorrow and put all of this behind us, but it seemed that Barnesfield had one final secret still locked away.
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Stepping into the familiar ambience of the boat club, I was immediately struck by the midday light streaming through the open windows. The warm glow illuminated the wooden floors, casting long shadows across the room. It was quieter than usual for I'd seen it before, with just a few patrons scattered around, nursing their drinks and soaking in the lazy atmosphere. Another group orbited the pool table, setting up for a game.

I sat at the bar and ordered a drink, a single malt whisky, to take the edge off my nervousness and then texted Erica to let her know I was here as planned.

A short while and another whisky later, Erica arrived, a beacon of warmth in the soft light as she walked into the club. Her thin cream-coloured dress was both elegant and revealing, showcasing her slender figure and sun-kissed shoulders. The fabric fluttered slightly in the breeze from the door, carrying the scent of the sea and blooming flowers.

"Hi," she greeted me, her voice carrying a warmth as she sat on the stool next to me. I passed her the drink I had waiting for her, a white wine. "Thanks," she smiled. Gesturing to the glass of golden liquid in my hand, she added, "I guess you need that after everything that’s been happening."

"You're not wrong," I nodded.

As she sat, I noticed another woman standing a little way off after following Erica in. Her athletic build and androgynous appearance were striking, her black, short-cropped hair and confident stance exuding a quiet strength. She offered a polite smile, one that put me at ease despite the swirling thoughts in my head.

"James, Beth. Beth, meet James," Erica introduced us, and I extended my hand in greeting. This was Erica's partner. She'd mentioned her the first night here.

"Pleasure to meet you," I said. Beth's handshake was firm and warm.

"Likewise. I'll leave you two to talk," she replied, her voice deep but gentle. "See you back at home, Erica."

With Beth's departure, Erica turned her full attention to me, her green eyes searching my face. "I got her to drive me here so I could have a drink with you. How are you holding up?" she asked sincerely.

I took a sip of the stiff drink, feeling it calm my frayed nerves. "Better after our talk yesterday," I admitted, glancing back at her. "Lisa's visiting her Aunt Nancy this morning. She said I could go with her but when I said I'd spent enough time with Nancy for one trip, she was happy to let me have some alone time while she went out."

"That worked out well." Erica leaned in slightly, her voice dropping to a whisper. "Nancy is who I wanted to talk to you about. The stuff Lisa hasn't told you... it's about her. There’s a reason Lisa’s kept you away, a reason that goes beyond her old boyfriends and me, and a lot of it revolves around her aunt."

I felt a chill despite the warmth in the bar. "Can you tell me?" I asked, looking over my shoulder to ensure no one was around.

Erica nodded, her eyes serious and deep. "I don't know it all. Lisa and I are close but she doesn't tell me everything. You know about Lisa’s history with me and Rich, and how tangled it all got. But what you don’t know is how her family fits into all this, especially her Aunt Nancy and her father, Wayne."

I listened intently, the whisky forgotten. Erica's voice was low, filled with a mixture of sadness and sincerity.

"Wayne had an affair with Alice, Dean’s mother, years ago, while he was still with Helen, Lisa's mother. That affair led to Amy, Lisa’s half-sister. For years, Wayne kept Amy’s parentage a secret, but one drunken night, he revealed the truth to Nancy. This was all while he was still with Helen, before the cancer got her."

"I know about Amy and how Wayne was ashamed of his affair," I nodded. Lisa had told me this a long time ago.

"But what you likely don't know is that Nancy used that secret to pressure Wayne into selling him his boat repair company to Ron," Erica continued. "Wayne was planning to sell anyway, he never had the same love for it that his father did, but he resented how Nancy and Ron used the family secret to push him into it."

"Really?" That was a surprise. Families often had tensions but what Nancy did amounted to blackmail.

"After Lisa’s mum died, Wayne married Alice. It was his way of making things right, of bringing his family together. But Nancy and Ron... they’ve always played a deeper game."

"And then Alice died a few years later, of a heart attack," I finished off the story. "Lisa went to Alice’s funeral alone," I said, connecting more dots. "She said it was a family thing and she needed to handle it by herself. That was the first time I started to realise that she didn't like her hometown. I understand why now. She must have been furious at how Nancy and Ron treated her father."

"No, it's not that," Erica shook her head, then pushed her honey-blonde hair behind her ears before looking over her shoulder at the men nearby playing pool. "That's just to point out what Nancy is capable of. It gets worse."

The complexity of the family dynamics was staggering. "It gets worse… for Lisa?"

"Lisa got caught in the middle of everything," Erica said, her eyes filled with sympathy. "Ron already knew about the professor incident, he was friends with Adam, but things spiralled. The stuff we told you about last night? Our little threesomes? Well, Lisa, Rich, and I were at her home, Wayne’s house, one night while he was on vacation. We didn't know that Nancy had a key. Wayne had asked her to check on Lisa and the house while he was away. She walked right in on us. It was... a mess."

The image was as shocking as it was revealing. "What did she see?" I asked, understanding dawning as to why Nancy had said some of the things she had during the family dinner. "Everything?"

"Everything," Erica winced. "If you want to know exactly… I was screwing Lisa with a strap-on dildo while she sucked Rich's dick. I'm not proud of what we did, don't get me wrong. It was kind of fucked up, I already told you that, but you have to understand just how bad it looked, what Nancy saw."

"Holy shit," I murmured, picking up my whisky and downing it in one to calm my thudding heart. This explained a lot.

"That night changed everything. Not just for Lisa, but for Rich too. Lisa ended things with me and with him. Rumours started to get out, accusing us of… well, you can imagine. Rich realized he had to get out, to start fresh. He left, got his job in Scotland and shortly after, that’s when Lisa moved to London and met you. Wayne forgave Nancy and Ron eventually; he’s always been about family, no matter what, but Lisa couldn't forgive Nancy and had to leave."

"Forgive Nancy… for what? Catching them? It's not Nancy's fault you were doing what you were doing."

"Nancy didn't just catch us," Erica lowered her voice to an almost inaudible level. "We didn't see her, at first. She watched us and recorded it on her phone for some time before interrupting and kicking Rich and me out of the house."

"Recorded it?" I felt my jaw drop. "As in… a video?"

"No, a sound recording." Erica stared at me for a moment before rolling her light green eyes. "Duh! Of course I'm talking about a video. A video that still exists and I think Nancy uses it over Lisa. For what exactly, I don't know, but I'm sure there's something."

I ignored her sarcasm, feeling my heart skip a beat and my stomach lurch at the possibility of Lisa being blackmailed like that. "She'd tell me, surely, if something like that was happening. Wouldn't she?"

"No, because she loves you," Erica said simply. "She doesn’t want her past, her family’s machinations, to taint what you two have. She wanted to protect you from all this ugliness. Plus, you know Lisa. She likes to deal with things herself. She's strong. Independent. Whatever it is, she'll work her way through it, I'm sure."

"So, what do I do?" I waved to the barman and ordered another whisky, waiting until he'd filled my glass again before continuing. "Do I talk to Lisa about it, or should I just confront Nancy directly and ask her what the fuck is going on? What she's doing… if you're correct about them having some sort of hold on Lisa… it's not right."

"The video needs deleting," Erica nodded. "For a long time, Rich and I have tried to convince Nancy to get rid of it and let the past rest. You must have noticed the tension between us the other day. But she won't. And the only reason I can think of is because she's using it to control Lisa."

"What if we had something on Nancy?" I asked, taking a sip of the whisky, the smoky heat of it as it glided down my throat helping to clear my mind. "There are rumours… Well, I know they're true, she said as much to me… Rumours that she has lovers, with Ron's full knowledge. Can't we use that somehow? I mean… Ron's a big deal around here, isn't he? A major employer, a key player in the town. I'm sure he wouldn't want everyone knowing that he lets his wife fuck around."

"I don't think they care that people know." Erica shrugged, causing her cleavage to wobble pleasantly above the low neckline of her thin dress. "It's kind of an open secret. The rumours are that she's fucked a few guys over the years but that there's one guy she's in a proper affair with. And he's married, apparently. Now… if you could find out who he was… That might be interesting."

"Shit," I cursed, my mind spinning and my mood sinking by the moment. "Erica, I don't know what to do. This is all too much. I wish I'd never come here. Life was so simple, back home in London."

"But then you'd never know the truth," the honey-blonde replied simply. "James, I'm sure you can work this out. I never meant for you to find out about any of this, but the way things have happened, maybe it's meant to be. You have to decide on what to do, but if I was you, I wouldn't go in like a bull in a china shop, either to Lisa or Nancy. Just take it slowly. Try to encourage Lisa to talk."

I finished the whisky as Erica stood, finishing her wine and smoothing down the front of her dress. "Are you leaving?"

"I've got things to do," she nodded, her pretty eyes searching mine. "Beth's waiting at home for me, by the way, she doesn't know about me and Lisa and Rich. She doesn't need to know, so everything I've told you, keep to yourself, yes?"

"Sure," I nodded, understanding perfectly and following her outside into the warm afternoon air. "Thanks, Erica. For everything."

She turned to face me. She was so close that I could smell her sweet, floral perfume. The curves of her breasts invited my eyes downwards but I kept them focused on her attractive, honest, open face. Her cupid's bow lips parted as if she was going to say something but didn't. For some reason, the vision of her naked, wearing a sex toy, fucking my wife with it while she sucked Rich's cock floated before my eyes and I felt my cock stir in my shorts. I wouldn't admit this to anyone, but I'd give anything to see that video, if it still existed. I briefly wondered who else had seen it. Ron? Professor Adam? Their other friend, the rich benefactor, Colin? Maybe they'd even shown it to Wayne, which might explain why he'd referred to his daughter as a slut that time at Nancy’s house.

The moment lingered on, Erica gazing into my eyes while I tried to cope with those dirty thoughts. We drew even closer but then she took a step back, taking in a sharp breath and gathering herself.

"I think you might have had a whisky too many," she berated me, even though I hadn't actually done or said anything. "Perhaps you should go to the hotel. Wait for Lisa to get home."

"You could come with me," I suggested. "We could have a coffee in the hotel bar to sober me up and then talk to Lisa together."

"I don't think that's a good idea." She turned away, hesitating for a moment before giving me one more look and then leaving. She must be feeling the same sexual tension between us that I was. "Text me. Let me know what happens if you do talk to her."

Then she was gone, walking away and flagging down a passing taxi. I watched the car disappear along the road that led into the main part of the town and then turned to go back into the boat club for one last drink.

To my surprise, Dean was standing nearby, a cigarette in one hand and a beer in the other. His pool cue was leaning against the doorway, so he must have been part of the group inside. I hadn't noticed him until just now. He took a pull from the cigarette and exhaled a puff of blue smoke which rose into the warm afternoon air outside the club.

"So… You and Erica, huh?" He raised an eyebrow, his dark skin shining in the sunlight as he regarded me for a long minute. "Are you and her fucking? I bet Lisa's involved too. You lucky bastard."

He laughed and made to return inside to the pool game but I called out for him to wait.

"Hey. What makes you think you can talk about my wife like that?" I moved in front of him, blocking his path back inside the club. "If you ever say anything like that again, I'll knock your fucking teeth out."

"Oh, yeah?" Dean's dark eyes narrowed and he stepped closer, testing my resolve. I stood my ground, my fists bunching by my sides in preparation for his reaction but then he smiled and stepped back. "Chill, bro. I was just messing around. I used to date Lisa. We went out for a long time and even hooked up a few times after that. We go way back. I know her and know how fun she is. I'm not being disrespectful, I'm jealous, get it? If I had a chance with Erica's fine ass, I'd take it like a shot. Whatever you and her and Erica have got going on, it's your business. Now relax. It's all good."

He knew about the threesome. Did everyone in town know about it? I didn't reply. I just glared at him to get my point across and then slowly stepped aside to let him return to his friends inside. The handsome black man gave me an appraising but cautious look and then walked past me carefully into the gloom of the boat club. I stood there for a moment, my heart thudding in my chest, waiting for the rush of adrenaline to calm down, then I headed away from the club towards the main road to hail a taxi as Erica had done.

I realized something. Everyone in Barnesfield seemed to know something about someone. I needed to find out the truth about this alleged video that Nancy had and how she was using it over Lisa, but storming over to their house and demanding answers wasn't going to work. Neither was cajoling Lisa into telling me. If she was going to be forthcoming about the video and what was between her and her Aunt Nancy, she'd have done it by now. No, this required other methods and I had an idea of where to start.

As I got into the taxi, the driver asked me where I was headed and I pulled the invitation card out of my pocket, where it had been since I first got here. On the back was an address and I handed it to him. It was time to talk to Lisa's father and find out the truth about this fucked up family once and for all.


Chapter six
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Iwalked up the path to Wayne's house, the well-kept garden and the neat exterior giving little away about the complexities of the family who lived there. I raised my hand and knocked on the door, not sure what to expect but needing to find some answers.

The door opened and there stood Della, clearly not expecting company. She was dressed in a way that made it obvious she'd been enjoying a relaxed, private day; a white, gossamer-thin, silky robe hung from her shoulders and beneath it, a tight vest stretched over her firm, large breasts and a tiny pair of pyjama shorts left little to the imagination.

"James," she said, her tone a mix of surprise and mild embarrassment as she pulled her robe a little tighter around her. "I wasn't expecting anyone. Is everything okay?"

I hesitated, my eyes briefly taking in her appearance before meeting her gaze. "I'm sorry for the intrusion, Della. I was hoping to talk to Wayne. Is he around?"

"He's out shopping and I'm not sure when he'll be back," she responded, her initial surprise fading into a more focused concern. She stroked a hand through her chestnut hair and beckoned me inside. "But maybe I can help? What's on your mind?"

"Can we talk?" I asked, aware that I was probably disrupting her day but also too burdened with what I'd learned to wait.

"Of course," Della nodded, stepping back to let me in. "Let's go to the living room."

The interior of Wayne's house was nice but not lavish. It was comfortably furnished, a reflection of Wayne's straightforward, no-nonsense approach to life rather than any grand aesthetic statement. As I followed her, I noticed the personal touches that made it clear this was a home lived in and loved, not just a showpiece. We settled into the living room, Della perched on the edge of an armchair, her round brown eyes focused on me while I took a seat on the couch.

"I need to understand more about Lisa's past," I began, trying to keep my voice even. "Things are coming to light that I never knew about... that she never told me."

Della watched me for a moment, then sighed softly. "I thought as much. James, I'm on your side in this. I've learned things about this family that shocked me too since marrying Wayne."

Her openness was a slight relief, but I was still on edge, waiting for her to continue, to give me the information I needed to make sense of the chaos that seemed to be swirling around Lisa and her past.

"You said as much the other day," I nodded. "I felt like you were going to tell me more but I had to leave. Why don't you tell me now?"

Della nodded, then hesitated, walking over to me and leaning forward. "You smell of alcohol. Have you been drinking?"

"I had a couple of whiskies," I admitted. "With Erica. She told me some stuff… I needed something to take the edge off."

Wayne's young wife sat next to me. Her robe slipped open again and I couldn't help but admire her shapely bust for a moment. The vest top was so tight that I could see the shape of her nipples.

"How much do you know?" Della asked, making me snatch my eyes away from her breasts before she noticed me looking. "About Lisa. And her past? What's Erica told you?"

"I know about the professor," I began, "I know about Dean. And Rich. And Erica. But the concerning thing is what I've found out about her Aunt Nancy. That's what I wanted to talk to Wayne about. About his twisted sister and what she's got Lisa tangled up in."

"Wow." The chestnut-haired woman sat back in the chair, considering me before nodding, her expression serious. "You've learned a lot. Twisted sister. I like that. It's not all Nancy though. You know that, right?"

"I don't know much except for the fact that she caught Lisa and Erica in a compromising position," I said, blurting out the words before I could change my mind. "And that she's apparently got a video that she's using to control Lisa."

As soon as I said that, I regretted it. Should I be telling this to Della without any evidence? I realised that Erica might not have this completely correct but a second later, Della's deep sigh and the way she shifted uncomfortably next to me confirmed that there was some truth to it. Her expression shifted, her eyes narrowing slightly as if deciding how much to trust me. "Come with me," she finally said, standing and taking me by the hand, leading me upstairs to a large bedroom, where she motioned for me to sit on the bed.

"What's going on?" I felt uncomfortable. Was she trying to seduce me?

"I'm going to show you something," she said, her voice steady but her hands slightly trembling as she reached into a drawer and pulled out a laptop. She sat next to me, folding her curvy legs and placing it on top of her knee so I could see. Then she opened a series of folders, ending up on a video icon which she double-clicked.

My heart jumped into my throat as soon as the window opened and the video started to roll. The image of the bedroom on thescreen was dark, but there was enough light that I could clearly see a younger Lisa in the middle of the bed, naked and on all fours. Reclined on the pillows was Rich, his blond hair shorter, also naked. He had one hand draped behind his head, the other laced in Lisa’s burgundy locks, as she bobbed her head in his lap.

Behind her, completing the scene, was Erica, her honey-blonde hair longer back then, flowing down her back. She was naked other than a black leather strap encircling her waist and butt cheeks—a strap-on—and she looked good. Currently, she held Lisa by the waist, thrusting her hips against my wife’s. There was no sound, but I could almost hear it all—the slapping skin, the gagging blowjob, Rich’s grunts.

"How did you get this?" I managed to ask, my voice hoarse. I couldn't tear my eyes from the scene in front of me. Erica's breasts looked firm and pert from the side as she fucked Lisa, whose tits to swung below her as she sucked Rich's thick-looking erection.

"I... found it," Della said, her voice a mix of disgust and determination. "I’m on your side, James. There's a lot to this but I'll start with Adam."

"Adam?" What did he have to do with Della?

"I was with Adam before Lisa, at the university. He was my way to better grades. When I left, he moved on to her."

My mind reeled. "Adam? You were with him too?"

Della nodded grimly. "Once I started fucking him at university, he wouldn't let me stop. I had to be his fuck toy until graduation. That was the deal. Afterwards, I left town, disgusted with myself but when I returned to Barnesfield a few years later, I was stupid enough to date him again. He said he'd changed. That he really liked me."

I was only half-listening. On the screen, the threesome shifted. Erica pulled her frighteningly large strap-on out of Lisa, who sucked Rich’s length a couple more times before sitting up. She laughed at something Erica said, just as her honey-blonde friend gave her a gentle spank. Turning, she reached out and drew Erica’s face to hers, and the two women exchanged a deep, passionate kiss, tongues intertwining erotically.

Then Lisa turned to Rich and kissed him just as passionately as Erica giggled and shook her head. These three were comfortable with one another, and despite the massive strap-on and the blowjob, it seemed so innocent.

Rich helped my future wife onto her back, where she spread her legs. She had a thin landing strip back then, I noticed, just before Erica shifted forward, blocking my view, and slid the black dildo back inside her. Rich threw his legs over her head, holding his dick in his hand, waving it before her face. My cock was hard in my trousers and I hoped Della didn't notice.

"So what happened with you and Adam?" I asked, prompting her to continue as I continued to watch the video. Lisa opened her mouth and swallowed Rich’s dick as Erica started to pound her mercilessly with the huge rubber cock.

"It was going well. Or so I thought. I knew the old guy was kinky. I kind of liked that but one day, he lured me to a sex party at the country club. I'm sure he spiked my drink. I can't remember how I got there or much about what happened but… He's a pervert, James, and I'm collecting information to bring him down."

The video on the screen ended abruptly as the camera moved, pointing to the floor as Nancy moved forward, her voice ringing out, chastising the three young people on the bed before it cut to black.

"But how did you find this?" I asked, pointing at the darkened screen.

"The sex parties that Adam organised," Della said slowly and carefully, watching me for a reaction. "I discovered that Nancy has videos of some of them. Ron goes to them. So do lots of other prominent people from Barnesfield. There are videos of Adam with various women and I want to get them to bring the whole thing down. But when I've had a chance to snoop at Nancy's house so far, this was the only video I could find."

She paused, her eyes filled with a mix of anger and sadness. "Don't worry, James. I deleted the original video file and the backup I found on Nancy’s computers, but I can't be sure if there are more copies out there."

My thoughts were a whirlwind. With that video deleted, perhaps I could get Lisa out of whatever situation she was in. Then a sickening thought entered my brain. "And Lisa?" I asked, desperate to understand how deep this went. “You don’t think she went to those sex parties, do you?”

Della's expression softened slightly. "From what I've been told, she’s caught up in all this. To what degree, I’m not sure. I'm hoping, with your help, we can expose Adam and along the way, free Lisa from whatever hold her family has over her."

She put the laptop down, unfolding and crossing her legs again. The robe was hanging open now. I wished she'd close it. I was incredibly horny from what I'd just witnessed and the temptation to gaze at her curvy body was too much.

"Like what you see?" she murmured, a smile creeping across her lips.

"I'm sorry," I apologised, dragging my eyes up to meet hers. "Seeing that video… And the whiskies I had at the boat club…"

"It's okay," she said softly. "I shouldn't be teasing you. Don’t feel bad if you enjoyed watching Lisa just now. I enjoyed it too although I shouldn’t. I also shouldn’t have enjoyed you watching me suck Wayne's cock the other night, but I did."

First the tension with Erica, now this. My cock was aching in my shorts. It would be so easy to make a move, to kiss Della's full lips, push up that tiny vest and grab her tits. Pull down those tiny shorts that barely hid anything… But I didn't. I corrected my posture, straightening up and taking a deep breath.

"So… Does Wayne know? About the video? About these sex parties? About whatever it is that Nancy's got over Lisa?"

"Wayne…" Della looked disappointed when I broke the tension between us. "He's a good man deep down, but since marrying him, I'm learning more and more shocking things about this family." She shrugged non-commitally. "That's all I'm willing to say right now."

I absorbed her words, the weight of the situation pressing down on me as I tried to keep talking, tried to stop any sexual build up happening between us again. "Do you know about Nancy's affair? Who she's having an affair with? I've heard it's a married man?" I asked, hoping for another piece of the puzzle.

"You don't know?" Della's big brown eyes widened. "It's Colin. Ron's friend."

But before I could react to that revelation, the sound of the front door opening and closing downstairs announced Wayne's return.

"I'm home," he called out, making Della and I both stand up together in a panic.

"Shit," she cursed under her breath. "Go to the bathroom. I'll go downstairs and tell him you're here. I'll say I was giving you a tour of the house and now you're taking a pee."

"Okay," I answered quickly, then Della stepped across me as I went to move, grabbing the laptop and thrusting it into my hands.

"Take this. Email the video to yourself, then hide it behind the towels and I'll collect it later."

Quick as a flash, Della dashed past me and down the stairs to greet her husband while I walked across the landing and did as she suggested. As soon as the email with the video attached finished sending, I closed the lid and stashed the latptop behind a pile of towels as instructed. With that done, I flushed the toilet and headed downstairs.

"James!" Wayne exclaimed, his demeanour friendly but reserved. "Didn't expect to see you here today. What brings you by?"

"I wanted to say hello before we head home tomorrow," I explained, the flirtation between Della and me just now hanging heavily on my shoulders. "Lisa went over to Nancy and Ron's house so I had a couple of drinks at the boat club. I thought I might see you there but then decided to just head over to say hello. Sorry for turning up uninvited."

Wayne nodded, though his eyes lingered on me a moment longer. "No, it's alright, son. You're always welcome. Della says she was giving you a tour of the house while waiting for me."

"Yeah, it's a nice place you've got here." I felt awkward. My plans were all over the place. It wasn't Wayne I needed to speak to after all, it was Della but now that he was back home…

"Anyway, James was just saying he has to go," Della filled in the silence, tightening the robe around her waist. "He waited for you for a while but—"

"But… yeah," I nodded, "Lisa called. We need to organise stuff. Pack to head home."

"Okay." Wayne's shoulders were tense. He knew something was going on. This wasn't good. "Well, say hello to Lisa for me and if you do head back to London tomorrow, make sure to visit again real soon, okay?"

"We will," I promised, feeling a huge surge of relief as the old man turned away, walking into the kitchen to begin unpacking the several bags of shopping he'd placed on the table and letting Della escort me to the front door.

"Don't go home yet," she whispered to me on the doorstep. "Stay a couple more days. I have a plan. I need your help."

I looked over her shoulder at Lisa's father as he glanced our way, his weathered face showing concern again. "I don't know what to do with all this information, Della. I didn't ask for any of this."

"I know," she murmured softly, waving and gesturing for me to go, but only for Wayne's benefit because she knew he was watching. "You have to trust me. Just stick around a little longer. Help me. I'll make it worth it, I promise."

The way she said that, the way her dark brown eyes bored into mine stirred something within me.

"You don't need to," I replied carefully. "I just want to fix things. Make sure Lisa's okay."

"Me too," the chestnut-haired woman smiled. "I have your number. I'll call you later. Now go, before Wayne figures out that we’re up to something. We don’t want him suspecting us."

Us? I didn't like the way she said that but I didn't have time to question it. She closed the door after heading back inside, leaving me on the step where I felt the first drops of rain land on the exposed skin of my arms and face. I looked up at the sky, noting how it had clouded over, casting shadows over Wayne's front garden and the street beyond.

Where did I go from here? I could head back to the hotel, download the video and watch Lisa's depraved threesome again. But I didn't. I needed to see Lisa. The real Lisa. The Lisa of here and now, my wife. I needed to feel the warmth of her skin, hear the softness of her voice. I needed her close, so I could take comfort in her while figuring out what the next step was.

I took out my phone and called her but the line rang out. I tried again with the same result. Fuck. I needed to see her, I couldn't wait until she got back to the hotel later, so I began walking until I could hail another taxi.

Bad idea or not, I was going to Nancy's house. 


Chapter seven
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Stepping up to the front door of Nancy's house, my heart was thudding in my chest, a mixture of apprehension and determination swirling within me. The luxurious façade of the house, situated on what must be the most prestigious lane in Barnesfield, belied the secrets it kept hidden. I paused, taking in the absence of our car—I'd let her take it today but it wasn't parked outside or on the drive. Had she already left?

I pulled out my phone, sheltering it with my body from the fine rain, trying to call Lisa once more, but again, no response. My worry deepened with each unanswered ring, this silence unlike her. Maybe she was inside, the car's absence explainable somehow. I knocked on the door firmly, rapping the brass knocker twice.

Silence greeted me—no footsteps, no voices, just the distant sound of the town going about its day at the other end of the lane and the light rain landing around me. I knocked again, louder this time, my gaze sweeping over the well-manicured front garden as I waited. Still, nothing stirred inside the house. I walked to my left, peering through the white-framed windows but no one seemed to be in the kitchen. Walking to the other window that looked into a hallway, I found that empty too.

A sense of urgency overtook me, and on impulse, I walked back to the front door and tried the handle. To my surprise, the door swung open with a soft creak, revealing the dimly lit hallway of Nancy's home. My pulse raced; it didn't seem like Nancy or Ron to leave their home unsecured, especially not with family secrets hanging in the balance.

Stepping inside, I called out, "Lisa? Nancy?" while wiping my feet on the doormat. My voice echoed slightly, the plush carpets muffling its travel. As before, the interior of the house struck me as opulent, decorated with expensive tastes and an eye for detail. I moved deeper into the house, my footsteps cautious but quick as I navigated through the familiar yet unfamiliar space. Photographs lined the walls—pictures of family gatherings, holidays, moments captured in time where smiles were plenty but I knew now that secrets were hidden behind them.

Reaching the living room, I paused, looking for any sign of Lisa or her aunt or uncle. The room was immaculate, with plush sofas and chairs arranged around a large fireplace, the mantle adorned with more family photos and trinkets. But like the rest of the house, it was devoid of people.

The tension in my shoulders grew as I made my way through the dining room and into the kitchen, a state-of-the-art setup with gleaming countertops and high-end appliances. It too was empty, but two half-glasses of sparkling wine on the island showed signs of recent activity. Where were they?

If anyone was home, they must be upstairs but as I walked to the foot of the stairs, the unease in my gut twisted tighter. I was about to call out again, louder this time, when a muffled moan floated down from the upper floor. My heart skipped a beat, a cocktail of emotions swirling inside me—concern, curiosity, and an undeniable undercurrent of dread.

Moving as quietly as I could, I ascended the staircase, cursing to myself each time each step creaked underfoot. Halfway up, a man’s muffled voice joined the mix, then more sounds that were unmistakably those of sex.

I paused, my mind racing. Part of me wanted to turn and leave, to pretend I hadn’t heard anything and wait for Lisa elsewhere. But another part, the part that needed answers and needed to know whatever was unfolding in this house, nudged me forward. It couldn't be Lisa having sex, could it? It must be Nancy, but after everything I'd learned about this family, I couldn't say anything was impossible any more.

I knew I shouldn't be here. I was trespassing but I couldn't stop myself. Tiptoeing closer, I reached the top of the stairs and peered through the crack in one of the bedroom doors, the one that the soft moaning was coming from. My breath caught in my throat at the sight before me.

The curtains in the bedroom were open, the light of the late afternoon sun basking the naked bodies of Nancy and Colin, the wealthy businessman from the boat club that first night. And they were definitely fucking. 

Colin was on top, driving his pale ass into her as she spread her legs around him. For a man in his sixties, he was ….

I should have left. This wasn’t Lisa, I quickly confirmed, and I had no business being there, trespassing in someone else’s home, watching them have sex. Yet I couldn’t look away. Worse, I took out my phone, the device suddenly feeling heavier than ever before, and began recording. This footage could be the leverage Lisa needed to break free from Nancy’s manipulations and, perhaps, help Della too.

Colin manhandled Nancy, kneeling between her thighs and lifting her ankles onto his shoulders. Now I could see everything. Nancy's body was impressive for a woman in her fifties. Her large breasts had clearly been enhanced but looked good despite being too large for her frame, firm and round. Her large, dark nipples were stiff with excitement, and her belly was flat for someone her age and who had borne children. The older man's cock was girthy, parting her fully shaved pussy as he pushed himself inside her, his shaft glistening with her juices.

I kept recording as he fucked her, Nancy's long-nailed fingers trailing down to her swollen clit, teasing herself until she orgasmed, her loud cry filling the house with its sound. He grabbed at her tits, cupping and squeezing them as he pumped his thick cock in and out of her, faster and harder.

Sweat dripped down his back as his movements became more urgent, his grunts louder as he drew close to cumming. Nancy’s whispered encouragements were laced with a familiar power—she was in her element, controlling the moment.

"Fuck me," she moaned, reaching down again and parting her pussy lips obscenely, allowing me to see the wetness of his cock as it drove in and out of her pink hole. "Give it to me hard. Like a whore."

"You are my whore," he grunted, squeezing her tits harder. "My dirty little slut. I’m going to fucking cum on your slutty face. You love it when I cum on your face, don't you?"

"I need it," Nancy moaned back. “Yes. All over my face. Give it to me.”

I watched as he pulled out, straddling her impressive fake tits. She wrapped them around his dick, letting him fuck them for a couple strokes. I kept recording as the old man slipped his cock free, jerking off with one hand until he shot his seed across her willing face. Nancy closed her eyes and opened her mouth but none of the sticky white cream went in. Colin made sure he sprayed her cheeks and forehead with his cum. 

I watched until he'd drained every last drop from his flagging dick. I couldn’t uproot myself. I was just as turned on as he was. Then I ducked back away from the door suddenly as he dismounted the bed.

Shit. What was I thinking? I should have retreated, left the house before they finished but I'd been too wrapped up in watching. My heart was pounding in my chest as I swiftly paced away, hiding in the adjacent bedroom as Colin emerged, striding across the landing to the bathroom to clean up. The last thing I needed was to be caught spying. From my new vantage point, I could hear him peeing, the sound loud in the quiet house but I didn't detect any signs of movement from Nancy.

“I can’t believe we keep getting away with this,” Colin called out after he’d finished in the bathroom, the smugness in his voice making my skin crawl as I dared to peek around the door. He walked back to the bedroom, pushing the door almost shut behind him.

Nancy’s laugh was low and sultry. “It works. It always has, and always will. I let Ron get his kicks and in return, he lets me get mine. Added to that, it keeps him from badgering me for sex all the time." I could almost hear her shudder at the thought. "As for the other things, what he doesn't know won't hurt him.”

"I guess as long as he's getting his fun, him and Adam, and the rest of them, we're safe," Colin replied. "I'd hate to ever lose this. I have to say, I got worried when Lisa's husband showed up. Who's idea was it to let him travel up north?"

"Wayne's," Nancy sighed. "But don't worry about him. Or Lisa. She knows better than to let what we've got going on fall apart. It'll cost her everything."

The mention of my wife tightened my jaw, my grip on my phone like a lifeline. I started recording again, the audio now as crucial as the video.

“But what if your niece does talk? What about your brother?” Colin’s tone held a note of concern for the first time.

“She won’t. And Wayne? Please, he’s too wrapped up in his new wife and her issues. Besides, we have enough on everyone to keep our little circle safe,” Nancy assured him, her confidence nauseating.

“But Adam’s getting nervous. You saw how he was at the club. He’s worried the girl, Della, knows too much.”

Nancy sighed. “Della is a problem, but a manageable one. She won’t go against Wayne, and without proof, she’s just another paranoid wife.”

My heart pounded. They were discussing Della, Adam, and their sordid little circle like it was a game. I felt sick, but I knew this recording was gold—it could unravel their schemes.

“And Lisa?” Colin asked after a pause, his voice softer.

Nancy’s reply was cold, calculated. “Lisa will do what she’s told. She always does. And if she steps out of line, we remind her of the videos and the stuff we have on her at the funeral.”

"I guess," Colin added, "If any of it got to Gabriella, Lisa’s career would be ruined too."

"That's right." Nancy's voice softened. "She owes you. You got her that job with Gabriella."

"And I can take it away again."

"Mmhmm." I heard Nancy say, then the bed creaked and I backed away from the door in case they were going to leave the bedroom but then I paused as I heard her say, "Now, talking about taking, why don't you take me? One more time, before Ron comes home."

"Only if you let me fuck you in the ass this time," the old businessman bargained. "You'll have to suck me until I get hard too."

"If you insist." Nancy giggled and then went quiet, no doubt as she took him in her mouth.

But I'd heard all I needed to hear. I stopped the recording, my mind reeling with the implications. Nancy and Colin, Adam and this network they’d created—it was more extensive and entrenched than I’d feared.

I heard Colin moan about how good she was with her mouth, then slipped away from the door and back down the stairs, praying that they didn't creak too loudly. My heart was racing, the phone in my pocket now a beacon of hope.

When I made it outside undetected, I allowed myself a deep sigh of relief and left the garden, closing the gate behind me. The rain had ceased but the cool air made me realise that my skin was damp with sweat from the tense situation in Nancy's house. I walked quickly, my mind a whirl of strategy and concern. I needed to get this footage to Lisa, to show her we could fight back, to show her she wasn’t alone in this.

But first, I had to find her. She wasn’t at Nancy’s, and every moment we were apart felt like an opportunity for her family to tighten their grip. I dialled her number again as I walked, hoping for a connection, for her voice.

This time, she answered.

"Lisa, it’s me," I said, my voice urgent. "I have something you need to see. It’s important. Where are you?"

Her voice was a mix of relief and weariness. "I’m at the old pier. I needed some air, some time to think after I'd been to Nancy's."

Why did she need time to think? That question worried me but I could ask her later. I just needed to get to her.

"Where can we meet?" I asked, "Back at the hotel? We really need to talk."

"Okay. I’ll be there as soon as I can," she promised. "I love you."

"I love you too." Despite what I'd learned about my wife, I did still love her. The pieces were coming together, but the final picture was still forming. We needed to act, and soon, but carefully and together.

A taxi pulled up a short distance away as it started to rain again and as I jogged towards it, the weight of the phone in my pocket was a reminder of the stakes. We were playing a dangerous game, but now, finally, we had a chance to turn the tables. And I was ready to fight, for Lisa, for us, and for the truth.

But what I didn't realise at that point, was how much of that truth I still didn't know. And that when I did find out the real hidden reality behind the games that Nancy and her family were playing, it would change everything… forever. 
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