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		Chapter one

		

		Chapter 1

		Rain speckled the taxi's windows, blurring the streetlights into halos of gold as we wound through the glistening streets of Barnesfield. The heaviness in the air mirrored the tension knotting inside me. Each drop of heavy rain that hit the glass was a drumbeat to underscore the chaos unfurling in my life since stepping foot in this town.

		The taxi pulled up to the hotel and as I paid the driver, my fingers fumbling with the notes, my mind was already racing ahead to the conversation that awaited with Lisa. As I stepped out, the rain picked up, pelting down as if trying to cleanse away the sins of a town steeped in secrecy.

		Inside the hotel lobby, the calm was almost jarring. The plush carpets and the soft hum of conversation from the bar area seemed worlds away from the storm outside—and the storm in my heart. I checked my phone one more time and saw a message from Lisa.

		"I'm in our room," it stated. "I'm just taking a shower then I'll wait for you here." My grip tightened around the device, the recorded video of Nancy and Colin was a heavy responsibility.

		I headed straight to the elevators, punching the button more forcefully than necessary. As the doors slid open, I stepped in, tapping our floor number repeatedly. The ascent was slow, every floor passed a tick toward the inevitable. What would I say? How would she react knowing that I now held a piece of the puzzle that could unravel her family's hold over her?

		The elevator dinged at my floor, the sound sharp in the hush. I stepped out, my steps quick but silent on the thick carpet as I approached our room and then I paused, my heart thumping in my ears. This was it. Time to face everything. Time to use what I knew to protect us, to fight back against the manipulations that had entangled Lisa's life.

		I slid the key card through the reader, the light turning green with a soft click. Taking a deep breath, I pushed the door open. The room was dimly lit, the curtains drawn against the evening gloom, and I could hear the soft sound of the shower running.

		"Lisa," I started, my voice steady despite the turmoil inside as I closed the door, then entered, stepping into the bathroom. She turned, her eyes widening slightly, a mix of surprise and something else—was it fear?—flickering across her face. Quickly, she regained her composure, dipping her face beneath the steaming hot stream of water running from the showerhead above. The sight of her, water cascading down her bare skin, reignited a familiar heat within me. Her body, always alluring, seemed to glow under the fluorescent light—her curves softly highlighted, water droplets tracing paths over her skin that I longed to follow with my fingertips.

		My gaze wandered along the sleek line of her neck down to the ample swell of her breasts, the water making her skin glisten like polished stone before it ran in rivulets from the tips of her perky pink nipples. The sight stirred a deep arousal in me, intensified by the day’s revelations and the near encounters with Erica and Della. The haunting image of the video I had seen earlier—Lisa with Rich and Erica—played back in my mind, adding a layer of forbidden desire to my mounting lust.

		As I watched her wash her body, her hands lathering up her abdomen, her fingers moving between her thighs to wash there, the steam around her seemed to blur the edges of reality. I imagined us not here in this simple shower, but back in the setting of the video Della showed me—but with us now as the actors. In my mind, I saw her on the lavish bed behind me, her body impaled on Erica's huge rubber strap-on, eyes beckoning me to feed her my cock, as Rich had done. The thought was so vivid, so enticing, it was almost as if the fantasy could manifest if I wished hard enough.

		The heat from the shower mingled with the heat within me, and all the pent-up tension from today—Della's teases, the charged conversations with Erica and the moment we'd shared, seeing Nancy being fucked by Colin—coalesced into a singular, overwhelming desire. I needed her, not just physically but as a reaffirmation of our connection.

		"Lisa," I said again, my voice thick with desire as I stepped closer, discarding my clothes in a trail behind me. She turned off the shower, the sudden silence between us heavy with anticipation. As she stepped out, reaching for a towel, I wrapped my arms around her, our bodies pressing together, hers wet and warm, mine damp with sweat and hot with desire. Her body pressed against mine as our lips did the same, her softness against my hardness, and all my reservations melted away. I was here, with her, and whatever lay outside this room, for now, it could wait.

		We stumbled blindly backwards into the room, our lips never leaving each other until we found the bed, where I pushed her down and slid my body over hers. Lisa opened her thighs and I moved between them, the head of my erection finding the soft, hot spot of her pussy. I pressed forward, sliding into her wetness easily. I could feel her tits against my chest as we kissed again and I thrust into her hard, making her gasp as our groins meshed together, my dick buried fully inside her.

		"Fuck me hard," she moaned against my lips. "I want you to give it to me really hard. Take what's yours. Fuck me hard and rough."

		"Okay," I murmured, moving my kisses down her neck to her collarbone as I fucked her desperately, my cock feeling like it might burst inside her at any moment.

		"You know this pussy is yours, don't you?" she whispered sexily into my ear. "Fuck me until you cum. Give it to me. Use my pussy. Fill me up. I need you to cum inside me."

		Her bold words were like fuel on the fire that burned within me. I rammed into her, feeling sweat drip down my back as it had run down Colin's back earlier when I watched him fuck Nancy. The sight of Della's tits, barely hidden by her vest top, drifted into my mind. So did Erica, the image of her younger naked form, her soft curves enticing as she fucked Lisa with her strap-on. I pictured Lisa sucking Rich's cock again. Why did it turn me on so much? Nancy's firm, large, enhanced tits bouncing as Colin fucked her. It was all too much and my balls tensed and then my cock twitched and pulsed, shooting my seed deep into my wife's cunt.

		Reclining beside her on the bed, the aftermath of our passion slowly ebbing away, I watched Lisa’s face light up with contentment. It should have been a perfect moment, yet the knowledge I carried pressed down on me, a silent weight that threatened the fragile peace.

		"I needed that," Lisa sighed, her voice thick with satisfaction. "It’s been too long since you just took me like that. I like it."

		"Me too," I replied as she curled her body around me, leaning in for a soft, tender kiss.

		Her contentedness, so pure and unaffected, only deepened my resolve to help sort out her situation here in Barnesfield, but how could I break the news of what I knew? The entanglements of her past, the video of her with Erica and Rich, and the sinister leverage Nancy seemed to hold over her. Every instinct screamed to protect her, to take on this battle myself, but part of me knew she had the right to face this with me, together.

		As I mulled over how to broach the subject, Lisa nestled closer, her hand finding mine and I decided to make conversation and see if I could work in what I wanted to say.

		"How did you get on with your Aunt Nancy today?" I ventured cautiously, needing to start somewhere.

		She hesitated, her eyes flickering away briefly before meeting mine again. "It was fine. Just family stuff. You know, trying to mend some fences. We haven't always gotten along, as I told you, so I just did the family thing. Chatted to her about Dad and Della. Nothing else important." Her voice was too casual, her smile forced. She quickly turned the question around. "What about you? Why did you meet Erica at the boat club?"

		The directness caught me off guard. "How did you know about that?"

		"Dean," she replied, a flicker of annoyance crossing her features. "He accused you of almost starting a fight with him. Amy texted me, worried. What happened?"

		I sighed, realising the intricate web of communication within her family. Amy was a half-sister to both Lisa and Dean. He must have said something to her after I'd left. "It was nothing, really. I was bored, so I met up with Erica for a drink. It was totally innocent, just catching up, but Dean asked me if we were having an affair."

		"That sounds like him," Lisa nodded, seemingly satisfied with my explanation, but the tension didn’t leave her eyes. It was clear she was holding back, the weight of unsaid words between us growing heavier. "He knows about Erica and me, so, with his dirty mind, he probably thought there was more to it than there was."

		"He said something like, 'I bet the three of you are fucking,' so I told him not to speak about you like that," I admitted. "Or I'd knock his teeth out."

		"You said that?" Lisa giggled, her pretty blue eyes lighting up, as if impressed. "How did he respond?"

		"He backed off," I replied, feeling oddly proud of myself and enjoying the way Lisa was looking at me, like she was seeing me in a new light. "I know you have a reputation here, Lisa, warranted or not, but I won't stand for people trying to rub it in our faces."

		"I see." Lisa licked her lips. Her hand slid down my chest, her fingers curling around my flaccid cock and teasing it slowly. "I like this new, protective James. Defending my honour is a turn-on."

		But before anything could happen between us, or before I could probe further or decide how to reveal my knowledge of the video of her and Erica - or about the video of Nancy that I had on my phone - a knock at the hotel room door jolted us both out of the conversation’s flow. Lisa's expression turned to one of puzzlement as I got up to answer it.

		"One minute," I called out, scrambling into my clothes while Lisa covered herself with the bedsheets.

		Peering through the peephole, I saw a tall, elegant, middle-aged blonde wearing fashionable horn-rimmed glasses. I'd only ever seen her a couple of times before but she was unmistakable and hard to forget because of how stunning-looking she was.

		"You're not going to believe this," I whispered across the room to Lisa.

		"What?" Lisa ran a hand through her auburn hair to straighten it and then sat up on the bed.

		"It's your boss."

		"Huh? No way."

		To prove it, I opened the door, so that I was face to face with Gabriella, Lisa’s boss, her presence as unexpected as it was imposing. Why the hell was she here?

		

	
		Chapter two

		

		Chapter 2

		"H ello, James." Gabriella’s voice was calm but carried an unmistakable authority. She looked past me, taking note of Lisa who was still wrapped in the bedsheets. "I hope I’m not interrupting anything."

		"Hi," I replied, turning to see Lisa swivel her legs from the bed, sitting on the edge of it. "Well, as it happens…"

		"It's okay," my wife smiled. "Come in, Gabriella. What are you doing here?"

		Embodying corporate elegance with her fitted red blouse and sleek pencil skirt accentuating her poised stature, Lisa's boss entered the room, closing the door behind her. "I'm in town for a meeting with Colin and thought it a perfect opportunity to catch up. I wasn't sure where you were staying, here or the holiday cottage, so I called your father and he told me you were here."

		Lisa, still wrapped in the bedsheet, glanced between me and Gabriella, her expression tense. "I'm sorry you caught us like this. We weren't expecting anyone tonight."

		"Obviously." The blonde woman's lips quirked into a subtle grin. She was very good-looking. I couldn't help but admire the curve of hips and the shape of her bust where it strained against the buttons of her blouse. "I heard about the wedding and your unexpected visit, so I wanted to make sure everything was alright," she explained, her tone effortlessly blending concern with curiosity.

		"That's very thoughtful," I said, reminding them I was both in the room as they seemed strangely intent on each other.

		Gabriella's gaze still lingered on Lisa, a question unspoken yet hanging palpably in the air. "I also heard about your abrupt departure from Bangladesh. Is everything okay?" Her inquiry seemed casual, but the sharpness in her eyes suggested she was piecing together a narrative we weren’t fully privy to.

		I stayed silent this time, observing. The mention of Bangladesh stirred a flurry of uneasy memories about Lisa's hasty return—details of which were still somewhat murky to me. Gabriella’s sudden appearance, coupled with her meeting with Colin, seemed more than coincidental.

		Lisa shifted slightly, and the bedsheet slipped, revealing her nakedness for a fleeting moment before she quickly gathered it back around her body. Her cheeks flushed with a mix of embarrassment and haste. "Yes, it was just some family matters," she said quickly, then turned to me, "I'm only here a couple more days then we're headed home."

		The way she said it to me was her way of telling me that she still had plans she hadn't told me about yet. It looked like we would be in Barnesfield for a little while longer.

		"Why don't I take you two for dinner tonight?" Gabriella chimed in, her smile warm yet measured as she ignored the fact that she'd just seen Lisa's breasts. "I can see you're a little preoccupied at the moment. It could also give us a chance to discuss some work-related matters, Lisa."

		Feeling out of place, an idea came into my head. I still needed to make sense of the video Della had shown me and wanted to check on what I'd recorded of Nancy earlier, so I interjected, "Actually, I have some calls I need to make tonight, so you two should go ahead without me."

		Lisa nodded, her glance briefly meeting mine with an unreadable expression—was it approval or relief? "That would be nice, Gabriella," she said after a moment. "Thanks."

		"That’s settled then. I’ll leave you to get ready, Lisa," she said, commanding yet graceful. She swept her wavy, golden-blonde hair over her shoulder and smiled at the pair of us. "I’ll meet you downstairs in the restaurant. It was nice to see you, James."

		"Likewise," I nodded, once again admiring her shapely ass as she left.

		As the door closed behind Gabriella, the tension in the room seemed to thicken. Lisa hurried to get dressed, the bedsheet falling away again as she moved to find her clothes. My eyes couldn’t help but trace the curve of her back, the familiar contours of her body igniting a mixture of desire and concern within me. As if things weren't complex enough already, Gabriella’s involvement with Colin, and her unexpected presence tonight continued to add to the troubling picture today's events had sketched out.

		As Lisa slipped into her clothes, I leaned against the dresser, watching her movements but with my mind churning through everything that had just unfolded.

		"Gabriella seems... intense," I ventured cautiously, trying to gauge Lisa's reaction without pushing her too far. "You didn’t mention we'd be staying longer. I thought we might be able to head home tomorrow," I added, a slight edge to my tone I hadn’t intended.

		Lisa paused, a green dress halfway over her head, then pulled it down and adjusted the fit. "Yeah, she can be a bit much, but she’s always really good to me. I owe my entire career to her," she explained, avoiding my eyes as she smoothed the fabric over her hips. "As for staying… I just think there are a few things I need to resolve with my family before we go. I didn’t want to burden you with the details."

		Her rushed explanation hung in the air, filled with echoes of the half-truths that had started to define our conversations lately. "I understand," I replied, though in truth, I felt anything but understanding. "I just wish you felt you could share more with me."

		She tied her auburn hair behind her head in a loose ponytail, then approached me, placing a soft hand on my cheek, her smile gentle but tinged with sadness. "I know, and I’m sorry. It’s just complicated. Dinner with Gabriella is work stuff—really boring company politics. You don’t need that on your mind too."

		As she kissed me lightly on the lips, I couldn’t help but return her smile despite the nagging doubts. "Okay. I’ll use the time to call work and my family to let them know I'm going to be here for a few more days. Then I'll order something to eat and watch some sport or something."

		"That sounds like a good plan," Lisa agreed, her voice brighter now as she finished readying herself. She looked back at me from the doorway, her figure poised and elegant yet somehow fragile in that moment. "I’ll be back as soon as I can."

		With a nod, I watched her leave, then pulled out my phone as soon as the door clicked shut. First, I dialled Della, hoping she could talk. I wanted to tell her about the video I'd recorded and ask her any other leverage Nancy might have. This might be the way to free Lisa from her aunt's clutches. After that, I needed to speak to Erica, to see if her insights could help piece together the remaining gaps and tell her about the video I'd got from Della, of her and Lisa and Rich.

		Della answered on the second ring, her voice low and hurried.

		"James, I can't really talk right now," she whispered, urgency threading through her tone. "Wayne's around, and you know how careful we have to be."

		"This is important," I pressed, lowering my voice despite the privacy of the hotel room. "I've got something on Nancy, something big. Something you can use. It could change everything."

		"Explain. Quickly," she said, her voice muffled as if she was covering the mouthpiece.

		"Lisa told me she was at Nancy's house so I went there to talk to her but Lisa wasn't there." I rushed through the details as quickly as I could. "But Colin. The door was open, Della. I walked in and saw them having sex. I recorded it on my phone, just as she did to Erica, Rich and Lisa. I mean… it's like poetic justice, right?"

		"And she doesn't know?"

		"No, I recorded it all then slipped away before they even knew I was there."

		"Wow. This is… this is quite something." There was a pause on the other end of the line, a moment of silence that felt charged with potential. Finally, she replied, "Okay, can you meet me tomorrow? The boat club car park. We'll go for a drive somewhere private where you can show me and where we can talk freely."

		"Lunchtime?" I offered.

		"Perfect," Della confirmed, "See you then."

		She hung up and I felt a flicker of hope. Maybe this was the breakthrough we needed. Next, I called Erica. The line trilled longer than usual before she picked up, her voice tinged with surprise. "James? What's up?"

		"I've managed to get hold of the video," I told her straight, my words clipped with the urgency of my news. "The one Nancy had of you, Lisa, and Rich. Also, it's been deleted from her computer. I don't know if she has any other copies, but I don't think so."

		Erica's intake of breath was sharp. "Wait… What? How? James, that's incredible, but how?"

		How much did I tell her? Della had asked me to play my cards close to my chest or risk screwing everything up. "I can't get into it over the phone," I said cautiously, aware of how sensitive this information was. "Listen, I know Lisa is caught up in something big here, and I'm going to get her out of it. Is there anything else you think I should know? Anything important before I come up with a plan to confront Nancy?"

		There was a lengthy pause, a silence that stretched uncomfortably between us. "I... I don't think so," Erica finally responded, her tone unusually subdued. "James, can we meet up? I need to see this video for myself with my own eyes before we decide what to do."

		"Erica, that’s tricky right now," I explained, glancing at the door as if Lisa might walk back in any moment. "Lisa’s with her boss downstairs in the hotel restaurant. It’s not safe for you to come here or for me to leave without raising suspicions."

		"Gabriella is there?" Lisa's friend's voice was hushed. "That's a good thing. Gabriella's nice. She's on Lisa's side. Always has been. It was her that sent Lisa to London, to get her away from her family in the first place. Maybe that's why she's here. Making sure she's okay."

		"I think that's exactly why she's here," I agreed. "She seemed weirdly concerned, considering she's only Lisa's boss."

		"Alright, James, I need to talk to Rich about this first," Erica said, her tone indicating the gravity of the situation. "We'll need to think this through carefully before making any moves."

		"Understood," I replied, feeling a mix of anticipation and anxiety about the complexities of the situation unfolding around us.

		"Can you meet tomorrow afternoon?" Erica proposed. "I'll text you the time and place after I've spoken with Rich and we've had a chance to discuss everything."

		"That works," I confirmed, though I remembered my planned meeting with Della. "I have something to do around lunchtime but I'm sure I can get away from Lisa to meet up for a while."

		"Good," Erica nodded, her expression serious. "James, you should try to talk to Lisa in the meantime. See if you can get her to open up about anything. But don’t mention the video or confront Nancy yet. We don’t want to tip our hand too soon."

		"I’ll be careful," I assured her, understanding the need for caution. "It’s important we handle this delicately. I get it."

		"Exactly," Erica agreed. "Ideally, we should all sit down—Lisa included—and figure out the best approach. This is her family, after all, and she should have a say in how we proceed."

		"I’ll do my best to prepare the ground for that conversation," I said, feeling the weight of responsibility. "Thanks, Erica. I’ll wait for your message tomorrow."

		Hanging up, I settled into the hotel's plush armchair, the room silent except for the low hum of the town outside. I plugged my phone in to charge it – the battery was running low and then decided to entertain myself by watching the two videos I now had in my possession. My heart was a mixture of anticipation and guilt as I checked my emails and found the one I'd sent to myself. I clicked on the attached video file—the one Della had shown me, of Lisa with Erica and Rich. The scene unfolded before me: the dim lighting of the unfamiliar bedroom, Erica's blonde hair cascading down her back, a stark contrast to the dark strap-on she wore. Lisa, younger and visibly lost in the throes of ecstasy, was on her knees in front of her, while Rich, muscular and intent, took his place at her mouth.

		As the video played, I found myself pulled in by the raw intensity of their actions—Erica's controlled movements as she thrust into my future wife, Lisa's moans muffled by Rich's thrusts. It was intoxicating, and despite it being a video of my Lisa with two people who weren't me, my body responded with a visceral, undeniable arousal. Rich's cock looked bigger than mine, certainly thicker if not much longer and watching Lisa suck it stirred weird feelings within me. This happened before Lisa and I even met, so why did I feel the strange sense of jealousy that burned within me? Even stranger was the fact that it turned me on, seeing her with another man in her mouth. I enjoyed seeing Erica naked too, her average-sized tits full with the firmness of youth, the skin of her round ass smooth and soft as she ploughed into Lisa rhythmically, making the woman on her knees in front of her moan in ecstasy.

		I pulled out my cock, which had recovered from the lovemaking with Lisa earlier, and was growing harder by the second. I stroked it, enjoying the video to the end and then I hastily opened the second video—the one I had secretly recorded of Nancy with Colin. It was a stark contrast to the first, even though it was equally unpolished and voyeuristic, the older woman's body difficult to compare to the soft, tightness of the younger women in the previous video. Even so, I enjoyed the sight of Nancy's large, fake breasts bouncing back and forth as Colin rammed his surprisingly hard cock into her shaved pussy.

		I wanked off, my hand moving up and down my stiff shaft while watching them fuck and then an unexpected thought came to me. I suspected that Colin had fucked Lisa – Erica and Della had both hinted as much – back in the past, before she moved away. If the rumours were true, there weren't many of the male residents in her circle from Barnesfield from back then who she hadn't slept with. And so, I imagined that it wasn't Nancy that Colin was fucking on the video, but Lisa, my wife spread-eagled on the bed, her legs wide apart, enjoying the old man's cock like she had once before in the past. The mental image made me cum – hard – sperm leaping from the tip of my hard cock and landing on my hand.

		As I cleaned myself up, I felt a strong pang of guilt – and confusion as to why my imagination had gone to where it had – and why it turned me on so much.

		But I didn't have time to think about it for too long. Just as I finished cleaning up, tossing a sticky tissue into the toilet, the sound of the hotel room door clicking shut snapped me back to reality. I scrambled to adjust my clothes and clear my head as Lisa entered the room, unaware of the scene she had just missed.

		"You're back earlier than I thought," I smiled at her as she sat on the armchair where I'd just been jerking off.

		"Dinner with Gabriella... it was good," she replied, smiling back. "I just didn't want to leave you alone for too long."

		"I'm fine," I shrugged. "I just watched some videos on my phone. Chilled out. You didn't need to rush back."

		I looked at my watch. She'd been gone almost two hours, longer than I thought.

		"Also… I wanted to talk to you. I've made a decision. This is my last trip to Barnesfield. I can't keep coming back here, dredging up the past. It’s too much," she confessed, her voice a mix of sadness and determination. "The next couple of days, I'm going to tie up a few loose ends and then that's it."

		"Wow," I sat up straighter and gazed at her, trying to judge the reason for this sudden decision. "Why? What's happened to make you feel this way? Is there something you want to talk about?"

		"I enjoy coming here sometimes," my wife sighed. "But my family… No. It's for the best. No more hiding from you when I visit here. No more… complications. It's better this way."

		"I don't know what to say—" I began but she cut me off.

		"And there's something else. Gabriella offered me something tonight—a new job, James. In New York."

		The suddenness of her news, the promise of a fresh start, an escape from all the secrets I'd unearthed, gave me a momentary pause—a chance to recalibrate what our future could look like. "New York? That's America. A world away from here."

		"I know," Lisa replied softly, her face turning, gazing out of the window.

		"And what about us?" I asked, needing to know if this new chapter included the both of us.

		"Us?" Lisa turned to face me, her sky-blue eyes searching mine. "Don't be silly, James. I want you with me. More than anything, I want us to start a new chapter. Together."

		"But that means me leaving my family behind. My job…"

		"The salary that Gabriella's offered… it gives us the freedom to visit London whenever we want. And you can find a new job easily, you're a talented guy but the amount I'm going to be earning, there won't be any pressure on you."

		I sucked in a sharp breath. This wasn't a decision to be made lightly, but it also wasn't an opportunity that was easy to turn down.

		"If you can deal with all your issues here," I said, feeling a surge of solidarity. "Then let’s do it. Let’s go to New York. Let’s leave all this behind."

		Lisa stood, then sat next to me on the edge of the bed, leaning into me, her embrace enveloping me in a sense of shared purpose. "Thank you," she whispered, her relief palpable. "I was so scared you’d say no."

		As I held her, the complexities of our situation didn't fade, but the resolve to face them together did strengthen. We still had battles ahead—Nancy, Colin, the secrets, the videos, Della, Erica and Rich—but with a new beginning on the horizon, I felt ready to face them head-on, with Lisa by my side.

		But first, before we left, I wanted to know everything, no matter how depraved and dark my wife's past might be. I'd get the talk with Della and Erica out of the way tomorrow and then it was time to tell Lisa what I knew and get her to confess to it all.

		Then we could wipe the slate and start anew. A new start was just what we needed.

		Or so I thought.
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		Chapter 3

		The late morning air was crisp as I parked at the boat club car park, a light mist still clinging to the water’s edge. As I waited for Della, my thoughts wandered to New York and the sweeping changes Lisa’s decision would bring to our lives. The potential for a fresh start was exhilarating yet daunting, a new chapter tinged with the residue of old secrets.

		Last night, after our conversation about the move, Lisa and I had settled into an unspoken agreement to enjoy the calm before the storm. We hadn't talked about it at all, instead, we just relaxed, watching TV, and content in each other's company. In bed, we hadn't fucked again. We'd cuddled but that was all. After we turned the lights off, her restlessness throughout the night was palpable. She tossed and turned, the sheets rustling with every twist and turn, her mind clearly as turbulent as the sea outside our window.

		I yawned, fatigue weighing heavy on my eyelids. My own sleep had been fragmented, not just by Lisa's fidgeting but also haunted by snippets of the videos I’d watched and the weight of the decisions looming over us. Every time I closed my eyes, images of Nancy and Colin, of Erica and Rich with Lisa, played on the back of my eyelids like a private cinema screening things I wasn't sure I wanted to see but couldn't stop replaying.

		The sound of a car pulling up snapped me out of my reverie. I looked up to see Della stepping out of her car, her face serious, her deep brown eyes scanning the area before locking on mine. She approached with a purposeful stride, her expression grim yet determined.

		“James,” she greeted, her voice low as she slid into the passenger seat beside me. She smoothed down her shoulder-length chestnut hair. It was breezy outside. “How are you today? Is everything okay with Lisa?”

		Should I tell her about last night and Gabriella's offer to emigrate to New York? I decided against it for now. All in good time, I told myself.

		"She's fine," I answered, after a moment of wondering how to approach things. Usually, I'd rehearse a situation like today but my mind had been elsewhere all morning and now I found myself winging it with Della. "She's decided to stay in Barnesfield a few more days before we head home, so we have time to work things out."

		"Awesome." The young woman smiled, but I could sense the anticipation in her. "So… this video you were telling me about?"

		I nodded, the gravity of our meeting settling in. “Here you go,” I said, pulling out my phone to show her, then paused. "You might want to prepare yourself. Colin and Nancy are both completely naked on it."

		"I'm married to Wayne," Della reminded me. "I've seen my fair share of old dick."

		I laughed despite the tension in the air, then brought the video up on screen and passed my phone to her.

		Della took the phone, pressing the 'play' icon and then watching the screen intently as the footage played. Her brow furrowed, then raised, her eyebrows climbing her forehead as she watched the image become clear, of Colin kneeling between Nancy's thighs, shoving his cock into her roughly.

		"He's got a nice dick," she murmured, glancing at me with a sly grin on her face. "Much bigger than Wayne's and Ron's. I get why she’s having an affair with him. He looks like he knows how to fuck too"

		Before I could ask how Della knew the size of Ron's cock, Nancy's voice moaned through the phone speaker, filling the car with the sound. "Fuck me. Give it to me hard. Like a whore."

		"You are my whore," Colin replied as he thrust into her hard and fast on the screen, before telling her he was going to finish on her face.

		“Yes. All over my face. Give it to me.” Della continued to watch while the old man straddled Nancy's chest, fucking her tits before milking his seed all over her face and then the view changed to a view of the plush carpet as I moved, hiding in the bedroom. Then it continued, after a break in the recording, with the discussion between them about their cheating meet-ups and how it was convenient for everyone, about Lisa and Adam and eventually to the part about Wayne and Della.

		“And Wayne? Please, he’s too wrapped up in his new wife and her issues." Nancy's voice was clearly audible, despite my hiding behind a bedroom door when the audio was recorded. "Besides, we have enough on everyone to keep our little circle safe."

		“But Adam’s getting nervous. You saw how he was at the club. He’s worried the girl, Della, knows too much,” Colin replied, followed by Nancy's reply.

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

		We listened to the rest of the audio before I'd eventually hit the stop button, right after Colin had asked to fuck Nancy again before Ron came home, in the ass this time.

		“This changes everything,” I said, taking back the phone as Della handed it to me. “You can use this, right? Nancy and Colin won’t see it coming.”

		"It's something we can use," Della nodded, deep in thought. "But how… I'm not sure yet. Ron doesn't care that Nancy's fucking around. He probably knows it's Colin, but… I'm sure that Gabriella doesn't know. But would she even care? Her and Colin have been estranged for years. They're just business partners these days."

		"What?" I slid the phone into my pocket, staring at the pretty woman sitting next to me. "Colin and Gabriella are… What?"

		"Didn't you know?" Della's brown eyes blinked as she looked at me. "They've been married for twenty years but estranged for over ten apparently? The general consensus around town is that their marriage is more like a business arrangement than anything, so I guess she wouldn't care that he's fucking Nancy. They're partners in some ventures, but beyond that, they lead separate lives. It's weird, but it works for them, somehow."

		Della's revelation about Gabriella and Colin being estranged yet legally married caught me off-guard. Could I use this new information? It might be a leverage point but Gabriella has been good to Lisa. I needed to tread carefully.

		The young woman's dark eyes scanned the empty car park before focusing back on me. "When Adam took me to the sex party, Colin wasn't there. I don't have any big grudge against him, but he's involved. He owns the country club and the cottage where they hold their sordid little get-togethers. But Ron was there, amongst Adam's other friends. They took advantage of me that night but never again. I'll get my own back on them and if using this video of Nancy and Colin helps me against Ron somehow, then that'll feel good. But still, right now, our priority should be getting those videos of the sex parties. They're the key to unravelling all of this. Maybe this video you got might help me find out where they keep the rest. I just don't know how yet."

		"Wait," I said, slowing down the conversation. Grey fog swirled around the car park outside the car, making me feel more comfortable that our conversation wasn't being observed. "Tell me more about these sex parties. You said that Ron… took advantage of you?"

		"Mmhmm," Della nodded, her full lips pursing in discomfort as her eyes clouded over with regret. "I don't know what happened. I think they drugged me, spiked my drink. I just remember being naked and having them taking turns on me. Ron included. This was before I met Wayne, of course. He wasn't there but plenty of other men were. Many of whom I've seen again since I live here. They don't say anything to me out of respect for Wayne but if they ever did… I swear…"

		"I'm sorry," I apologised. "I didn't mean to bring up painful memories. I'm surprised you're still here. And… can I be frank and ask a personal question?"

		"With everything we've discussed, you're asking me if you can ask a personal question?" Della's expression visibly lightened and she giggled, the sound lifting the atmosphere in the car. "Go ahead."

		"Why are you with Wayne?" I said softly. "You're a beautiful young woman. You could have anyone. Why choose to be with him? And why have a baby with him at his age?"

		Her expression remained unreadable for a moment, then softened. "James, my reasons are my own, but I'll tell you this much: being with Wayne is part of a bigger plan. And the baby... well, that wasn't planned. I was on birth control, but it happened. It's complicated, but it's part of life now."

		Her response hung in the air between us, thick with unsaid words. Then, leaning closer, her voice dropped to a sultry whisper, "And when you say I could have any man I wanted... does that include you, James?"

		"If I was single…" I started, smiling at the joke but the intensity in her eyes made me pause.

		"Watching that video… It's got me a little horny." She leaned in closer, her hand touching my thigh, sliding up to my groin.

		The directness of her flirtation took me by surprise. The heat from earlier, from watching the video beside her, reignited. My body reacted before my mind could fully grasp the implications of her words and she found my stiffening cock, her fingers tracing the outline of it through my jeans.

		"Della, I—" I started, my voice strained.

		"Relax, James," she chuckled, pulling back slightly. "I'm not making a move. Just curious to see how you'd react… you know?"

		I exhaled, unsure whether to be relieved or disappointed. "I... it's been a complicated few days."

		"That it has," she agreed, her tone lightening. "But I'm not going to lie. It's good to know that I got your cock hard."

		I looked down at the lump in my jeans, my erection painfully obvious.

		"You're good-looking," I admitted. "And watching that video with you… the whole thing I'm dealing with…"

		"It's okay," Della grinned like the cat that got the cream, clearly pleased with herself. "You don't have to explain. I wasn't lying when I said I was horny."

		She looked around the misty car park one more time, and then her hand slid back up my thigh, pulling at my zipper when it got there.

		"What are you doing?" I hissed. "We're married, Della. We can’t… This will… complicate things more. What if someone sees?"

		"Then drive around the corner," she shrugged, her hand snaking into my jeans and shorts, wrapping around my cock. "So no one can see us."

		She was already sliding over, her chestnut hair dropping into my lap as she lowered her head. Before anyone could see us, I started the car, putting it into gear and pulled out of the car park, driving a little way down the riverside until we were out of sight of the river. The fog was heavier here, clinging to the water like a diaphanous grey blanket. Still, I looked around, paranoid of spying eyes, just as the warmth of Della's mouth enveloped the head of my stiff cock.

		"Della," I murmured. "We shouldn't…"

		"Hush," she mumbled around my cock, then took me deeper, her hands tugging my jeans further open, her lips pressing against the root of me.

		"Fuck," I cursed as she moved her tongue around my shaft expertly, as I'd seen her do with Wayne once, behind the boat club on the night of Joy's wedding.

		I let her suck me, the exquisite feeling of her full lips moving up and down my length. She felt so good, her mouth tight and wet and practised.

		"Don't pretend you haven't imagined me doing this since you and Erica watched me with Wayne," she giggled. She spat on the head of my cock, rubbing it in with her hand like lube, jerking it hard and fast. "I've thought about it too. You're not the first man I've sucked since marrying him, so don't worry. Everyone else around here has their secrets, including Lisa and Erica – even my Wayne – so why shouldn't you? I think it's the least you deserve."

		I couldn't find any words to say. I couldn't deny what she was saying. She was right, but even so… this was cheating. I wasn't a cheat.

		"Don't worry, I'm not going to fuck you," Della continued. "I just want to make you cum."

		She dipped her head again, taking me back in her mouth. I gave up any thoughts of resisting. I let my head rest against the seat, relaxing and enjoying the world-class blowjob she was giving me. Her hand clutched the base of my cock, squeezing softly while her mouth worked the head, her tongue flicking against the tip lovingly.

		Again, she broke away, panting for breath and looking up at me, teasing me with those deep brown eyes.

		"James," she spoke softly, her hand still pumping my shaft. "You asked if Lisa was ever involved in Adam's sex parties and I answered vaguely. I feel bad for lying to you."

		"What do you mean?" I asked, my stomach suddenly tightening at her words.

		"She was," Della replied, her voice low. "I know she was. I'm sure there are videos of her. The rumours are that she's been there many times. She's been with Adam, Colin, even her Uncle Ron. Dean, her ex… I've heard he attends these parties too."

		"Ron?" I gasped. Wayne's wife's hand was still wrapped around me, pumping me.

		"They've all fucked her," Della revealed. "One-on-one. Threesomes. Gangbangs. Someone had to tell you. I wish it wasn't me but someone had to tell you."

		The thought of my beautiful wife, young, like in the video with Rich and Erica, but this time surrounded by men, fucking her roughly, one cock in her mouth, another in her cunt, others in her hands like you'd see in a porn movie, suddenly burst into life in my head. I felt nauseous with shock and yet, as Erica's mouth moved down, taking me deep again, it did nothing to diminish my arousal.

		As I'd done yesterday, I imagined Colin fucking Lisa, pinning her legs back and stuffing her pussy with his thick cock, but now Adam joined the scene, feeding her his dick while Ron – the giant of a man married to her Aunt – entered, Lisa grabbing his dick and jerking him off as the others used her holes. The mirage of my wife being used like that – like a gangbang slut – filled my blood with fire, the heat of it pounding in my head and making my balls tighten.

		I came violently, my hand going to the back of Della's head, tangling in her chestnut waves and pushing her down, making her gag in surprise as I unloaded down her throat. Almost as soon as the last spurt of cum left me, I released her, post-orgasm clarity filling me with instant regret.

		"Shit," I said, once my heartbeat slowed enough and my breath returned enough for me to speak. "We shouldn't have done that."

		"But we did," Della smirked, wiping her lips with the back of her hand. She'd swallowed my cum, every last drop of it. "And it was fun. Don't tell me you didn't enjoy every fucking second of having your cock in my mouth, James."

		"Lisa can never know." I fastened up my zipper, straightening in my seat. "Can we just pretend it never happened? I got horny and tempted and—"

		"I'm never going to tell her," Della interrupted. "I don't want to be the cause of anything other than bringing Adam and Ron and their sordid sex parties down. And you're going to help me. Once I figure out how."

		Did she think she had something over me now? Was that her plan?

		"So you just sucked my cock because—"

		"I sucked your cock because I was horny and I wanted to," the pretty wife of Wayne replied with a casual toss of her chestnut hair. "Relax. It was just a blowjob and as I said, you deserve it for everything you're going through right now."

		That brought the present back into focus. I looked at Della, her deep brown eyes waiting for the question she knew was coming.

		"Were you being serious?" I asked quietly. "About Lisa… the sex parties… Ron. Everything you said…"

		"Is true, yes," Della nodded, her lips curving downwards for a moment in sympathy. "I didn't want to say too much all at once but I've been doing some digging, speaking to the locals, people I know… They all say that Lisa was one of the star attractions at Adam's parties."

		Now that I'd cum, my lust subsided, I couldn't picture it like I did before. Lisa couldn't… She wouldn't… It was impossible.

		A silence hung in the car, the air thick with tension as a million emotions ran through me.

		And then Della dropped one last bombshell.

		"And from what I heard, she still is."
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		Chapter 4

		"W hat do you mean, 'she still is'?"

		It was midday but the morning fog had barely lifted, hanging over the murky waters like Della’s revelation hung in the air between us.

		Della sighed, her gaze fixed on the river beside us. "The parties... they're still happening, James. A few times a year. It’s more exclusive now, not like the wild ones before. From what I've gathered, when Lisa is the featured girl at these parties, it’s usually just her and a small group of men—Adam, Ron, and Dean and a few others."

		I clenched my jaw, the information slicing through me like a blade. "How can you be sure of this? How do you know she’s still involved?"

		Della turned to face me, her expression serious. "I have my sources. People talk, and my connections in this town are deeper than most know. Wayne is aware too, but he turns a blind eye. Maybe he feels it’s the only way to keep peace in the family. You heard Nancy and Colin for yourself. It suits them, keeps Ron away from Nancy while she gets her fun with Colin in return."

		"This is insane," I breathed out, struggling to digest her words. My mind raced with images of Lisa, the woman I loved, entangled in something so sordid. "There's no way Lisa is cheating on me. That's what you're saying, right? She's fucking all of these guys, including her uncle, behind my back."

		"Not because she wants to." Della shook her head, pushing a strand of hair behind her air and shuffling closer to me in the passenger seat. "It's because she has no option. They have this hold over her, I'm sure of it."

		I felt nauseous again. Her secret visits to Barnesfield weren't to see family. She didn't keep her trips here secret from me because she was ashamed of the town and her past. It wasn't all in her past. It was still happening, if what Della was telling me was correct.

		"She's been talking about leaving," I found myself saying, my voice weak and unsteady. "Gabriella offered her a new job, a new start, in America."

		"Really?" Della sat back in her seat, surprised. "That must be tempting for you. It would also explain why she's asked to come over tonight to see Wayne. Said she had something important to discuss with him. Where is she right now, by the way?"

		"Out with Gabriella," I replied. I felt numb. There wasn't any other way to describe it. "Shopping. Girly day out, she described it as, but also some time to talk more about New York and the new job."

		"It'll be a shame if you leave." Della reached out and took my hand, squeezing it softly. "I've only just got to know you and now you're flying across the Atlantic to get away."

		I laughed at that, which brought a smile to her face.

		"I will stop it, you know," she affirmed, her voice filled with determination. "I'm working on it. I plan to bring this all down, the parties, the manipulation, all of it. It’s part of why I agreed to this marriage. To get close enough to act."

		But before I could respond, my phone buzzed with an incoming text message. I fished it out of my pocket and glanced at it, noting Erica's name.

		I’m ready to meet whenever you are. Let’s sort this out.

		"I need to meet Erica," I told Della, showing her the message, then laughed bitterly. "I told her about the video you gave me and told her that Nancy's hold over her, Rich and Lisa is over. How wrong was I?"

		Della's eyes softened at the bitterness in my laugh. "I'm sorry, James. Speak to her. Now that the cat is out of the bag, you can tell her about us if you like. She might have more insights, or at least help us figure out what to do next. There's one more thing too, but I think you need to hear it from her, or from her brother."

		"Rich?" I asked, puzzled. "What is it? You might as well tell me."

		My phone buzzed again with another message, again from Erica.

		Hurry. I don't have long. Beth is asking questions.

		"You need to hear it from them," Della repeated, glancing at the message on my screen. "Drop me off at my car and go to Erica. I promise Lisa will never know about what happened between us today, don't worry. Sort out what you have to sort out with Erica and Rich and let me keep working on my plan to bring these parties to an end, okay?"

		I nodded, texting Erica back as I drove back to the car park, where Della gave me a light kiss on the cheek and left, getting into her own car and driving away while I waited for a reply from Lisa's best friend.

		There's a coffee shop, the message read when it came through, next to the library in town. Meet me there ASAP.

		I took a moment to compose myself, then started the engine and drove through the mist to my next destination and whatever new revelations were going to break my heart next.

		

		***

		

		After a short drive, I found myself at the quaint coffee shop that Erica had mentioned in her message. It was early afternoon now, and the stubborn mist that had clung to the day finally lifted, allowing the sun to peek through the thinning clouds. The change in weather seemed almost symbolic, as if clearing the way for what was to come—more revelations, more clarity.

		I walked in, the small bell above the door announcing my arrival. The place was cosy, a far cry from the harshness of the car park where I'd been with Della, talking and having my cock sucked. I spotted Erica immediately; she was seated at a corner table, her eyes scanning every face that entered until they landed on mine.

		“Hey,” she greeted as I approached, her voice a mixture of relief and urgency. She looked up at me, her expression fraught with anxiety.

		“Erica,” I responded, sliding into the chair across from her. The coffee shop was humming with the gentle murmur of other patrons and I wondered if it was too busy for us to be able to talk about the things we needed to discuss. “You look worried.”

		“I do? I guess I'm just nervous.” Erica folded her hands on the table, her face serious, those pretty green eyes turning to mine. “Do you really have Nancy's video?”

		"Of course I do," I nodded. "Let me get drinks and then we'll talk, okay? I have a lot to tell you and a question to ask."

		"Sure. I'll take another latte." She gestured towards the almost empty glass in front of her.

		Nodding to Erica, I stood up to order our drinks. The warmth of the coffee shop, with its gentle murmur of conversation and the aromatic scent of roasted coffee beans, was a comfort, helping to calm me and restore some feeling to my numbed mind. I ordered another latte for Erica and a black coffee for myself and returned to our secluded corner.

		I glanced around to make sure no one was paying us any attention before pulling out my phone. “Here,” I said quietly, unlocking the device and finding the video file. Once it was on-screen, the still opening frame showing Erica, Rich, and Lisa in the compromising situation, I passed it to her.

		As the video played, Erica watched, her face a mask of resignation mixed with a faint blush creeping across her cheeks.

		"I suppose you've already watched this?" she said, her voice tight with shame.

		"More than once," I chuckled, trying to lighten the mood and ease the tension she must be feeling. "I'm not going to lie and say I didn't enjoy it."

		She kept watching while the younger version of her, Lisa and Rich fucked on the bed, nodding throughout, her embarrassment palpable but resigned, knowing I had already seen it.

		“Well, that's definitely the video,” she whispered, once the recording ended. “And you say the original has been deleted?”

		"Apparently so." Clearing my throat, I shifted the topic to the more pressing issue. “This video was used by Nancy to keep you three under her thumb, wasn’t it?”

		Erica nodded slowly, her eyes downcast. “Yes, she held it over us like a guillotine. We... we didn’t see a way out. I told you before, it's why Rich had to leave town, go to Scotland.”

		“If what I'm told is true,” I continued, feeling the weight of each word. “It's still being used as leverage even now. Have you ever heard about the sex parties that Adam, the professor, organised?"

		"No, I…” Erica fiddled with a lock of her wavy honey-blonde hair, her light green eyes suddenly wary, then she sighed. “Yes, I’ve heard rumours, but Lisa never... She wouldn’t talk about it, the one time I asked. You’re saying she was involved? Are you sure?”

		“Yes,” I replied, the certainty in my voice belied by the turmoil inside. “I'm told Lisa was the star attraction at some of them. Blackmailed into doing it by what they have on her. And it gets worse."

		Erica sighed again. "Worse? How can it possibly get worse?"

		"Because she's more involved than we realized. She’s still caught up in it.”

		Erica’s face paled, and she leaned back in her seat, absorbing the blow. “I didn’t know. I swear, James, if I had known... I mean, I know about the sex parties, the rumours about them at least, they're like an urban legend around here, but I had no idea - for certain - that Lisa was a part of it.”

		"But you know she visits Barnesfield a few times a year," I guessed. "You just didn't know why. Or why she keeps it from me."

		"I thought it was just because she was ashamed of her past." The honey-blonde woman's face was still pale. She looked distraught as she stared at the wooden table top for a moment, then took a sip of her creamy latte. "She told me it was to protect you. I swear, I didn't know, James."

		“I believe you,” I said quickly. “I just want to know the truth now. All of it. And I'm led to believe there's one more thing I don't know. Something that only you and Rich can tell me.”

		"I promise you," Erica said calmly, her light green eyes holding mine for a long moment, "I've told you everything I know. But I can't say the same for my brother. I spoke to him last night and he told me to tell you that he wants to talk to you but I have no idea what it's about."

		As I took a long sip of my coffee, I glanced around the coffee shop, I saw ordinary scenes—a couple sharing a quiet moment, a mother gently rocking her stroller, an old man lost in the folds of his newspaper. The normality of it all made the undercurrents of my life feel even more surreal.

		"So, aren't you going to tell me who's filling you in on all of this stuff?" Erica asked over her latte glass. A thin line of foam lined her top lip like a white moustache until she licked it away.

		I decided to tell her. The situation with Lisa was so serious now that I might as well go all in. "It’s Della," I confessed, feeling the weight of each word. "Wayne’s wife. She’s got her own reasons for wanting these parties to stop. She’s... well, she’s caught up in it too, in her own way."

		Erica's reaction was a mixture of surprise and a kind of resigned understanding. "Della? I hadn’t got her as someone who’d end up helping us."

		"Yeah," I agreed, feeling the complexity of Della's situation. "There's more to her than you know but she’s committed to ending this. She believes that Nancy and Ron have videos of the parties, and if we can find and expose them, it could bring the whole thing crashing down."

		Nodding slowly, Erica absorbed the information, her mind ticking over the implications. She fiddled absent-mindedly with the neckline of her floaty dress, adjusting it to show a little more cleavage, whether she meant to or not. "So it was Della who got the video of me? And she thinks she can get these other videos too?"

		"Yes. That’s what I’m hoping," I said, feeling a spark of strategy amidst the chaos. "Della thinks getting those videos is key to dismantling the whole setup. We just have to find them."

		Our conversation paused as the waitress approached to clear away Erica's empty cup and asked if we wanted anything else. I shook my head and when she'd gone, Erica leaned closer, lowering her voice to a conspiratorial whisper. "We’ve got to be careful, James. If Nancy or Ron or Colin – any of them – get even a hint that we’re onto them, they could do anything… they're the type of people who do anything… to keep their secrets safe."

		"I understand," I assured her, my resolve hardening. "I’m taking every precaution. Maybe Rich can help?"

		"Yes," Erica replied, her expression tinged with worry. "He didn’t say much, but I could tell it was important. Whatever it is, it might help us but he was being vague last night. I don't know where he is or what he's up to but he said he'd be in touch at some point today. He just needed to sort something out with his girlfriend."

		"His girlfriend, huh?" I scratched my chin and took another sip of my black coffee. "You don't think he's gone back to Scotland, do you?"

		"I really don't know." Erica gave me a small, grateful smile. "Thanks, James. For not running from all this... for standing by Lisa through it all."

		"It’s not just for Lisa," I admitted, feeling a deep sense of commitment to see this through. "It’s the right thing to do. No one should have to live under the kind of shadow that Nancy and Ron are making people live under, Lisa or not."

		"And what if Della's right?" Erica added, her voice low and quiet. Her green eyes stared into mine intently. "What if she's been… indulging in these sex parties this whole time? Can you forgive her?"

		That was the one thing I'd tried not to think about but with Erica asking the question and the way she waited for an answer, an invisible clock ticking between us, I was forced to contemplate it.

		"I really don't know," I shrugged, the admission as painful as anything I'd encountered so far. "Probably not. But I guess I'll cross that bridge when I come to it."

		I might have cheated with Della by letting her suck my cock but Lisa actually fucking other men, older men, people she knew and that knew me, people she might even call family… That was different, way different.

		With our coffees finished, we stood up from the table. I felt fortified, not just by the caffeine but by the openness between Erica and I. Telling her about the parties and about Della felt like an unburdening, a weight lifted from my shoulders. "Do you want a ride home?" I asked the pretty honey-blonde as she followed me outside.

		"I came in my car," she smiled, nodding towards a green Fiat parked nearby. I felt like saying 'Me too,' as the pun leapt into my head but managed to resist. Now wasn't the time. "So, what's next?" she asked as we paused outside the coffee shop.

		"I guess I wait until Rich gets in touch," I shrugged. "Lisa is out right now and then going to see her father later but once Rich has told me whatever it is that Della insists only he knows, then it comes time to talk to my wife and tell her what I know."

		Erica grimaced, clearly nervous about the thought of that conversation. Then she nodded and sighed. "You do need to talk to her. I'm just not sure how deeply you get into it with her. Perhaps you'd be better off trying to work things out first, then approach her with all the facts. Rather than go accusing her of cheating on you at these sex parties, because that's how she might see it – an accusation."

		"I don't think there's a clear-cut right or wrong way at the moment," I admitted. "I feel like I'm winging it right now and that's kind of how it's going to be until a better course of action presents itself. Things will either work out, or they won't."

		"I hope they do." Erica took a deep breath, making the upper swell of her breasts rise pleasantly above the neckline of her dress for a moment. "I should get back to Beth before she starts asking more questions. One thing though, before I go…"

		"Yes?" I'd turned to head to my car but stopped, looking back at the pretty blonde.

		"Send me the video, please?" She looked shyly at me, the pink flush returning to her cheeks. "It brought back some… fun memories."

		"You're going to watch it with Beth, huh?" I couldn't help but tease her. "Or maybe before… to get you in the mood?"

		"Stop teasing… I… just can't believe you've seen me…" Erica took a deep breath, "Seen me naked. Did you like it? The video, that is?"

		"I loved every moment," I replied honestly, feeling my cock twitch in my shorts. "Especially seeing you naked."

		I'd already given in to Della and let her give me a blowjob, now I was flirting with Erica again. But if it was true that Lisa was still taking part in Adam and Ron's sex parties, why shouldn’t I?

		"I have to go," Erica replied, after a long moment but she didn't move. Like last time, a tension hung in the air between us, almost pulling us together but eventually, she took a step back, turning and walking to her car. I watched her get in, start the engine and drive away, giving me a short wave as she headed up the street and out of view.

		Everything was coming to a head now, both in Barnesfield and in my marriage. I'd wait for Rich to give me the final revelation that Della told me he had in store, then it was finally time to confront my wife. Cheater or not, I had to know.
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		The cool breeze from the open car window was a scant relief as I navigated the streets away from the coffee shop, leaving behind the comforting yet complicated presence of Erica. My mind was a whirlwind with what I’d learned. The drive felt automatic, the familiar route back to the hotel offering no comfort today.

		Picking up my phone, I dialled Lisa's number, needing to hear her voice, perhaps to glean some normality from her tone. She picked up after a couple of rings, her voice bubbling with the excitement of her day out with Gabriella.

		"Hey," I started, trying to keep my voice even. "Still with Gabriella?"

		"Yes, we just finished shopping. We're grabbing a bite to eat now. It's been such an exhilarating day, James," Lisa replied, her enthusiasm palpable. "Gabriella's been talking more about New York. She even has a place there for us to stay until we find our own. It’s all so exciting."

		"That sounds... great," I said, though my heart sank with the knowledge of why she might be so eager to leave. "But we need to talk about this first, Lisa."

		"I know, and we will," she assured me. "I promise. I just want to stop by and see Dad and Della after this. I'll be back at the hotel in time for dinner, okay?"

		Her words reminded me of a life before this - a simpler life - that felt like a distant memory. I fought the urge to confront her over the phone with everything I knew—the sex parties, the videos, the betrayals. It had to be done face to face, where I could see her reactions, where we could really talk it through.

		"Okay," I managed, swallowing the lump in my throat. "Just... make sure we have time to talk, alright? It's important."

		"We will. I love you," she said softly, a hint of something else in her voice—a wariness, perhaps, or maybe it was my own paranoia creeping in.

		"I love you too," I replied, the words heavier than they used to be. We hung up, and I tossed the phone onto the passenger seat, my gaze fixed on the road ahead but my mind racing.

		What was I going to say to her? How could I start? The images from the videos flickered in my mind's eye—Lisa with other men, the shadow of Ron and Nancy’s voyeuristic tendencies as they watched the videos, the tangled web of secrets my wife was caught in. It was too much, too painful, yet it was the reality I had to confront.

		The hotel came into view, a beacon not of refuge but of impending confrontation. I parked the car, taking a moment to gather my thoughts and brace myself for the evening ahead. As I turned off the ignition, my phone buzzed with a new message. I picked it up and looked at the name on the screen: Rich.

		We need to talk. Urgently. I know you've spoken to Erica but there's something you need to know.

		I stared at the message, a shiver running down my spine despite the warmth of the day, which had brightened considerably since the misty morning.

		Sure, I replied. Where?

		His reply took only a moment, my phone buzzing in my hand almost immediately.

		The boat club, it said. I need to show you for you to understand. Can you get there?

		I needed to freshen up and take a pee. My stomach rumbled. I needed something to eat too.

		Give me half an hour, I typed back. I'll meet you out front of the club. Too many people inside that might be listening or wondering why I'm there with you.

		Sure, came the reply. See you there.

		I slid the phone into my pocket and headed into the hotel. Thirty minutes was long enough to grab a snack and freshen up, then I'd face whatever Rich and whatever he had to tell me. With this last key piece of information, I'd finally know everything, and then Lisa and I could decide where our future was, here, London or New York. Together, or apart.

		

		***

		

		Half an hour later, I pulled into the gravel parking lot of the boat club. The air had cooled down again, a brisk breeze carrying the scent of the river – a fresh, salty aroma – that reminded me of better days spent here, before I knew of the dark undercurrents hiding beneath its surface.

		Rich was already there, pacing near the waterfront, his hands shoved deep into the pockets of his black waterproof jacket. Heavy rainclouds had gathered overhead again, sending the day into an early gloom and as I approached, I noticed his face was tense, even more so than usual.

		"James," he called out as I got closer, his voice low and serious. "Good to see you."

		"What's going on, Rich?" I asked, straight to the point. The anxiety I felt had worn thin my patience for pleasantries.

		"Good to see you too, Rich," Erica's brother quipped sarcastically then smiled wryly. "I guess you just want to know why I asked you here, huh?"

		When I nodded, he didn't wait for my response, turning on his heel and leading the way towards the rear of the boat club. "Let me start by showing you something," he said over his shoulder as he strode away, beckoning for me to follow.

		As we walked, the sound of the river lapping against the shore filled the silence between us. It was only when we turned the corner of the building, out of sight and away from any potential eavesdroppers, close to the familiar spot where Erica and I had watched Della suck Wayne, that Rich stopped and faced me again.

		"Here," he said, pointing to a nondescript section of the wooden railing running along the water's edge. It looked like countless other spots behind the building, but as Rich pulled at something behind it, I saw him bring into view a thin cable. Frowning, I moved closer, tracing the grey wire along the wood until it disappeared through a small hole. When I looked closer, I realised what he was showing me.

		"A hidden camera," he explained, his voice low as I found a hole in the railing behind which was a small lens. "Ron installed these years ago. Said it was for security, but that was just a cover."

		I stared at the small, almost invisible camera, a sense of dread settling in my stomach. "You're telling me Ron's been spying on people here?"

		"Not just spying." Rich's face was grim. "Recording. When Colin bought the club, he let Ron install them but it wasn't for the reasons he thought it was – security. No, it was because he found out what happens behind the club, people fucking, cheating on their partners and all kinds of things. A while ago, I found out he's been using the footage as leverage, keeping tabs on everyone who comes here and those women he catches having sex, he talks into attending his sex parties."

		"And Lisa?" The question was out before I could think better of it, a sharp spike of fear driving it.

		Rich sighed, running a hand through his light hair. "There's something I've wanted to tell you for a while. You're not going to want to hear it, but-"

		"Just say it." I turned away from the camera, leading him towards the shadowed area where I'd hidden with Erica, away from its view and microphone, if it had one. "Whatever it is, tell me. Nothing you can tell me now can be worse than what I heard earlier."

		Rich rubbed a hand through his short, blonde hair and squinted at me as if weighing up how to tell me. Eventually, he sighed, his shoulders tensing and his expression a grimace of regret.

		"Do you remember Alice's funeral? Lisa attended. She was dating you at the time, before you were married but you were together."

		"That's right," I nodded. "We'd been seeing each other for about a year, if I remember right, maybe longer. I wanted to come with her but she told me she needed to do it alone."

		"Alice was Wayne's second wife. Amy and Dean's mother," Rich recounted and I nodded again, impatient for him to get to the point. "I wasn't at the funeral but I was visiting Erica at the time and we were here, having a drink at the same time as Alice's wake. I came out for a cigarette and saw something. I didn't want to believe it at first, but..." He paused, looking me directly in the eyes. "Lisa and Dean. He was upset at his mother's death, totally distraught and at first, I thought Lisa was just consoling him. But… they walked around the back of the club and when they didn't come back for a while, curiosity got the better of me."

		The world seemed to tilt, a cold wave washing over me. "And… what? You saw them? Doing what?"

		"Not far from where we're standing." Rich's green eyes were filled with sympathy. "Her skirt was around her waist. Her top was on the floor and they were…"

		He tailed off, and I filled in the rest for him.

		"They were fucking?"

		He nodded slowly. "If I'd known she was with you at the time, I'd have stopped her but I didn't know until afterwards. I told Erica and she told me about you and I felt awful."

		My hands clenched into fists, the betrayal slicing through me sharper than any physical pain could. "And you're just telling me this now?"

		"I didn't know how to say it before. Look… I confronted her about it later, after the wake. I told her she was making a mistake, that Dean was bad news and just using her, like he always did. That’s when she... she seduced me too. She brought me back here and… I'm not proud of myself, James. We had sex. She made me promise to keep everything a secret."

		"I bet she did," I said through gritted teeth. If Rich hadn't been looking at me with such empathy in his eyes, I'd have punched him. But I didn't. Lisa had fucked Dean and Rich, one after the other. While we were dating.

		"The thing is… It's all recorded, James. Ron has the footage. He threatened me with it the day after the funeral, told me that I should fuck off back to Scotland and keep my mouth shut if I knew what was good for me." He trailed off, his own conflict evident.

		"I've heard enough," I growled, anger spilling out of me suddenly. I strode past him, but he grabbed me by the arm, slowing me up.

		"Let me finish," Rich took a deep breath, "Please, James. Erica told me you got the footage of the threesome we did. If we can get the other footage that he and Nancy have, we can free ourselves and Lisa from the hold they have on her. If you can get it like you got the other video, we can end this. Not just for Lisa, but for everyone he's been blackmailing."

		"Take your hands off me," I said quietly, somehow holding my fury in check. When Rich let go and backed away, wary because he probably sensed my anger, I continued, "I'll be frank with you, Rich. If all of this is true, about Lisa cheating on me back then, about her cheating even now at these sex parties, whatever, I don't give a fuck anymore about finding the videos and helping everyone. It's over. I don't care."

		"Oh." Rich's eyes widened, his chest rising and falling with anxious breaths. Was I that scary when angry? "I'm sorry, James. I just thought you should know, deserved to know."

		"Too right I deserve to know." I shook my head and walked away, pacing back around the club and getting into my car, slamming the door shut so hard that for a moment, I thought the glass might shatter. My heart thudded in my chest as I sat there, watching Rich leave too, getting into his own car and driving away, his face pensive as he passed me.

		I sat there for a while, my mind churning with a maelstrom of emotions—anger, betrayal, confusion. I needed answers, and I needed them now but a plan slowly formed in my head until finally, I made a decision on what to do. I grabbed my phone and dialled Lisa’s number. She picked up almost immediately, her voice light, unaware of the storm brewing inside me.

		"Hey, change of plans," I said, trying to keep my voice steady. "Can you meet me at the boat club instead of the hotel? We really need to talk."

		There was a brief pause on the line. "Is everything okay? Is this about New York?" Lisa’s voice was laced with a mixture of excitement and concern.

		"Yeah, sort of," I lied, carefully considering each word. "I just need a drink first, and I thought we could talk there. It’s... it's a nice evening."

		That was a lie. The clouds were still hanging overhead although they continued to hold back on the rain they seemed to promise. "Sure, I'll be there soon," she replied, her tone brightening a bit. "See you in a bit."

		I ended the call, my heart pounding as I sat there to wait in the familiar lot of the boat club. The setting sun cast long shadows over the ground, the golden light belying the darkness of my thoughts. I got out, pacing near the water’s edge, the sound of the lapping waves doing little to soothe my restless mind.

		When Lisa arrived, she was all smiles, clad in a light summer dress that fluttered with the gentle breeze. She looked so sweet, so innocent, so like the woman I thought I’d married. She walked up to me, reaching for a kiss, which I returned mechanically.

		"Let’s walk," I suggested, my voice flat. We headed towards the rear of the club, the area still secluded and quiet until we reached the very spot where Rich had shown me the hidden camera.

		"What are you doing?" Lisa asked, fiddling with a lock of her auburn hair as I stopped. I'd meant to take my time with this, but a sudden, reckless urge overtook me. If this was going to be the end, then I’d have my moment first—on my terms. 

		Without a word, I pulled Lisa close, my hands rough as I kissed her. I could feel her body beneath the thin dress, warm and real. She responded eagerly, pressing her curves against me.

		I tore myself out of the kiss, and in a blur of motion, I spun her around, pushing her against the wooden railing. Her breath caught in surprise, but she didn’t resist. I lifted her dress, my movements urgent, driven by a cocktail of anger and hurt. She wore a white thong beneath the dress, so fitting for Lisa—white and innocent in colour, naughty and tempting as it plunged between her firm asscheeks.

		I ground my teeth, like the thong insulted me, and yanked them down. Lisa gasped as I exposed her smooth pussy to the cool air. I undid my zipper, pulling out my surprisingly hard cock. As I entered her from behind, the physical sensation of her warm wetness was overshadowed by a bitter satisfaction. If Ron was watching, let him. I didn’t care anymore.

		Lisa moaned, her hands gripping the railing, her voice rising with each thrust. “James,” she gasped, “What’s gotten into you?”

		“I just needed this,” I grunted, the words barely making it through my clenched teeth. Each movement was a release, a way to vent the pent-up fury and pain.

		"I'm not complaining," she giggled, then moaned as I pulled down the front of her dress, showing her white bra and cleavage to the camera, only feet away from us. "I like it, but… why here? This is where I lost my virginity. I told you."

		And where you fucked a lot more men than just him, I thought but I didn't say anything. It’s where you fucked Dean and then Rich, you fucking slut.

		I undid her bra, pulling her tits out and cupping them, squeezing them roughly as I thrust into her smooth, shaved, wet pussy hard from behind.

		She gasped at how physical I was being with her. "Does it… turn you on, James? Knowing I've had sex here before? Knowing that Dean took my cherry right here, in this spot?"

		It did, but I wasn't going to admit that. I tried not to think of her fucking her black ex-boyfriend, but I couldn't help it. I imagined him ploughing her just like this with his big, black cock and the thought drove me even wilder. I bent her over, spreading her legs wider apart with my own feet.

		"Go on," she encouraged me, her hand going between her legs, finding her clit and rubbing it while I fucked her. As we moved together, her moans of pleasure sharp and clear, a disturbing thought crept into my mind. She knew about the camera. She had to. Was that why she was turned on?

		I grabbed her hair with one hand, pulling her head back harshly and shoving my cock in and out of her slutty cunt hard and fast. Again, she grunted, but not out of discomfort. My uncharacteristic roughness only seemed to arouse her more. This might be the last time I ever fucked her, so I gave it to her brutally, pushing her forward, pulling her hair, thrusting into her as savagely as I could.

		“This is so fucking hot,” she moaned, her fingers brushing my pistoning cock as she kept rubbing her clit. “Fuck me. Cum inside me, like Dean did when he took my virginity.”

		And like he probably did after the funeral. Like Rich did. Like Adam and Ron. Like so many men before and after.

		Then she came, her legs buckling beneath her, struggling to stifle a cry. I didn't stop. I held her by the hips, forcing her against the railing, ramming into her hard. She swooned, catching herself on her elbows. I pressed a hand against her bare back, staring at the smooth lines of her spine, unblemished and sexy and then I came, shooting my seed deep inside her.

		After we finished, I stepped back, fixing my clothes silently. Lisa turned, her cheeks flushed, her sky-blue eyes bright. “That was... intense,” she murmured, fixing her dress. "Whatever came over you… I like it."

		“Get in the car,” I said abruptly. With my lust subsided, the anxiety had returned. I needed to get this over and done with. “We’re going back to the hotel. We need to talk.”

		"Ooooh," Lisa giggled, eyeing me up and down, thinking I was still playing around. "Masterful James. This is fun."

		As we drove back to the hotel, the weight of the impending conversation hung as heavily over me as the rain clouds in the darkening sky above us. I knew what I needed to do. If she confirmed my fears and admitted to her infidelities, it would be over. London, New York or Barnesfield, it didn’t matter anymore. I was ready to cut ties if it came to it.

		But deep down, part of me still hoped for a different answer, a reason to stay, a hope that a sliver of the woman I thought I knew and loved remained mine. As the hotel loomed ahead, the reality of what might come next settled in. Tonight, one way or another, everything would change.

		

	
		Chapter six

		

		Chapter 6

		The room was lit by the soft glow of the bedside lamps as I closed the door behind us. The sound seemed louder than usual, echoing the tension that hung palpably in the air. Lisa had been unusually quiet on the drive back from the boat club, her gaze fixed on the passing scenery, lost in thought. Now, as she slipped off her shoes and moved to sit at the edge of the bed to change for dinner, there was a deliberateness to her movements, a preparation for the conversation we were about to have.

		"I spoke to Dad tonight," she started, not looking at me, her voice steady but softer than usual. "Told him about New York. He's sad to see us go but understands why it’s necessary. He wants us to have a fresh start, away from... everything here."

		I listened, standing by the window, watching her reflection in the glass. The idea of leaving everything behind had a certain allure, especially now, with the weight of secrets between us. "And he's okay with that?" I asked, turning to face her.

		"He is. He knows it's what's best for us," she replied, finally meeting my gaze. There was a flicker of something—resolve, perhaps, or relief—in her eyes. "And there's something else," she continued, her hands clasped tightly in her lap. "There’s a family thing at the country club tomorrow. Just a small gathering to sort out some things. No need for you to come. After that, we can head home to London and start planning our future."

		A family gathering at the country club—the same place where the sex parties took place. My stomach tightened at the thought. "Is that all it is, Lisa? Just a family thing?"

		She looked away, her expression faltering for a moment. "Yes, it's just... closing old chapters, James. That’s all. And then Gabriella is joining us in London in a couple of days. We can sit down with her, really talk through what moving to New York will mean for us."

		Closing old chapters. The phrase echoed in my mind, laden with double meanings. Could I really believe that was all it was? After everything I’d learned, the secrets I’d uncovered, trusting her now felt like standing on a precipice, the ground crumbling beneath my feet.

		I moved closer to her, the need to resolve the whirlwind of doubts and fears pushing me forward. "Lisa, there's something we need to talk about. It's important."

		She looked up, her expression shifting to one of concern. "Is it about New York? Are you having second thoughts?"

		It was now or never. "It's not just about New York," I began, my voice unsteady. "It’s about us, about—"

		I was interrupted by my phone vibrating in my pocket with an incoming text. I pulled it out and checked it, seeing that it was from Della, asking me to call her as soon as possible.

		"Is everything okay?" Lisa asked, her light blue eyes switching between my face and the phone in my hand.

		"Yeah," I nodded, sliding it back into my pocket for now. Lisa had been at their house earlier tonight, so perhaps Della knew about tomorrow's country club get-together and was trying to warn me. "Just a work thing. They're wondering when I'm coming back."

		"After tomorrow, we can head home and you can talk to them," Lisa smiled, doubt and something else—suspicion?—in her eyes. "But right now, I need a shower before we go down for dinner. Your cum is still dribbling out of me."

		Before I could stop her to tell her what I knew, she headed into the bathroom, stripping out of the flowy summer dress and tossing it to the floor. My eyes followed her, enjoying the curves of her back and her round ass as she slipped out of her bra and thong.

		Moments later, steam from the shower filled the room as Lisa slipped behind the glass door, her form a blurred silhouette against the fogged-up surface. The sound of the water was a steady hum in the background, calming my mind which was whirring into motion as I prepared to confront her for the truth that I'd learned today. I stepped into the bathroom so that I could see her as she started to lather her skin. The movement of her hands across her body was hypnotically soothing, and despite the turmoil in my mind, I found myself momentarily lost in the sight, the words catching in my throat before I could say them.

		"Also, Dad's really excited," she called out over the sound of the shower, her voice slightly muffled by the water. "Ron is selling him his old boat. Well, it's more like Nancy's boat really. She spends more time there than he does these days. It’s going to take a couple of days for Ron to clear it out. He’s kept all his important stuff there for years, but he's finally upgraded to a new model."

		The casual mention snagged my attention amidst the cascade of heavier thoughts. Ron’s boat—where he kept all his important things. The pieces clicked together with a suddenness that jolted me. Could that be where the sex tapes were hidden? No wonder Della hadn't been able to find them if they were stored there – on Ron and Nancy's boat.

		Lisa continued to speak, oblivious to my internal conflict. "Once he's cleared out the boat, Dad can start fixing it up. He's been wanting to do this for ages. Ron told him he could use the repair yard, and make it really nice. It’s like... it’s like he’s finally getting a piece of his dream. Dad's got an old boat, but this one of Ron and Nancy's? It's like a luxury yacht compared to his rustbucket."

		I nodded absently, my gaze fixed on the steam gathering on the bathroom mirror. "That's great for Wayne," I managed to say, my tone neutral, my mind racing.

		"It totally is," Lisa replied. I watched as she soaped up her breasts, the lather sliding from them and running down the smooth planes of her body. She picked up a razor and delicately ran it under each arm, then between her legs, shaving any regrowing hairs on her bare pussy while I watched. "When they have the baby, he'll be able to take him or her and Della out onto the sea. It'll be nice."

		"So, when is this happening?" I asked, knowing the question might seem strange but I had to know. "Ron's clearing the important stuff out… when? It'll be good for Wayne if he can get it done before the baby arrives."

		"I don't know," Lisa replied, frowning at me before running a hand over her mound, checking to make sure it was smooth to the touch. Satisfied, she set the razor aside and tipped her head back to rinse the soapy shampoo out of her hair. "He didn't say but I think it's already happening from how Dad was acting, all excited and eager to get working on it."

		Shit. I needed those videos. This was more than just finding out about Lisa’s infidelity or her entanglement in sordid activities. It was about uncovering evidence that could potentially dismantle the entire sordid network that Ron, Adam, and Colin had been running. And if Lisa was indeed heading to one last 'family thing' at the country club, it could be my last chance to intervene before everything spiralled out of control.

		Lisa turned off the shower, reaching out for her towel. "I’m looking forward to starting fresh in New York with you," she said, stepping out, her skin glistening with moisture. "Leaving all of this behind. How do you feel about it?"

		"Excited. I want the same as you," I lied, my voice soft. The words felt hollow but necessary. I watched as she dried herself off, the movements deliberate and slow. The sight was distracting, almost calming, but the storm inside me grew stronger.

		"We need to talk, really talk, when you get back from this family thing tomorrow," I finally said as she wrapped the towel around her. "About us, about New York... everything."

		Lisa nodded, another slight frown creasing her brow. "Of course, James. We'll talk. I promise. Are you sure you don't want to talk about it now?"

		"I'm hungry," I replied as she left the bathroom, heading to the wardrobe to dress, I finally allowed myself to look at my phone again. I texted Della quickly:

		Tell me everything you know about Ron’s boat.

		I needed to gather all the facts before making my next move. If the tapes were indeed on that boat, retrieving them could change the game entirely. But first, I needed proof and to know exactly what I was walking into. The next steps I took had to be calculated with precision because from here on out, every move mattered more than ever. If the worst came to the worst, if Lisa and I split up, the videos could be useful for the divorce proceedings.

		Divorce proceedings. Those words in my head made me feel sick. How had it come to this? I'd visited Barnesfield to attend a marriage, not to end one.

		"How do I look?" Lisa's question snapped me back to the present. She'd changed into a tight red t-shirt that showed off the auburn in her hair and a tight pair of blue jeans. She looked gorgeous and for a moment, I rued what I was about to lose, a stunning, sexy woman with a great body. But it seemed that she'd shared that body with other men, so was she even truly mine?

		"You look great." I forced a smile. "Let's go eat. Maybe we can talk more over dinner."

		

		***

		

		The clink of cutlery and the murmur of other diners filled the hotel restaurant as we settled into our seats and ordered our food. The conversation between us awkwardly tiptoed around trivial matters—her day with Gabriella, the latest book she was reading, the small details of our planned move to New York. But beneath the mundane chatter, a heavy silence loomed, each of us wary of the precipice we were skirting.

		The meal arrived, and as we began to eat, I found my thoughts drifting back to what Lisa had told me about Ron's boat and right on cue, my phone vibrated discreetly in my pocket, a reply text from Della.

		Call me and we'll talk about Ron's boat.

		I glanced at Lisa, who was commenting on the quality of the wine and excused myself to take the call under the guise of a restroom break.

		In the quiet of the hotel corridor, Della's voice was a sharp contrast to the soft music of the dining area I'd left behind.

		"James, I know what you're going to say. I was there when Wayne was telling Lisa about the boat. About Ron moving his things first. His important things."

		"Did Wayne say anything about what's being moved?" I pressed, my voice low, keeping a lookout for anyone passing.

		"Not specifically," Della admitted. "But he joked about Ron protecting his 'treasure chest.' It's got to be where he's stashing those videos. I've looked everywhere else. We need to get on that boat, James."

		A plan began to form in my mind—a risky venture to infiltrate Ron's boat, to find and seize whatever incriminating evidence he was hiding. "Okay, keep pressing Wayne for more details. I need to know when Ron's usually not around the boat."

		"Will do," Della responded. "Be careful, James. Listen… How did it go with Erica? Did you talk to Richard?"

		"Yes," I said, lowering my voice further. "I know everything now. I know about her and Rich and Dean at the funeral."

		Della didn't reply for a long moment. "I'm sorry. Wayne knows. Nancy knows. Everyone knows. I just didn't want to be the one to tell you. It had to come from him."

		"There's a hidden camera behind the club," I continued. "Rich says they have it recorded. Another thing they have over Lisa. Another video we have to get hold of."

		"I didn't know that," Della replied, her tone soft and sympathetic. "If it's anywhere, it'll be with the rest of the videos."

		"I hope so," I replied grimly. "I have to go. Lisa will be wondering where I am. We were in the middle of dinner."

		"Okay, go," Della said, her voice firmer, more resolute now. "If you were going to confront her with the funeral thing, I wouldn't. Hold off until we've got these tapes. Then we can shut this whole thing down and you can decide what to do about you and Lisa. If you say anything now, you'll only set alarm bells ringing. We don't want Ron and Nancy to know we're looking for those videos."

		Reluctantly, I agreed. "A couple more days is all I have," I told her. "Find out where Ron's boat is. I'll text you later."

		Hanging up and returning to the table, I found Lisa watching me, her expression a mix of curiosity and concern. "Everything okay?" she asked as I sat down.

		"Just the work stuff from earlier," I lied smoothly, forcing a smile. "Nothing to worry about."

		The rest of the dinner passed in a blur of half-heard conversations and distracted nodding. My mind was racing, plotting each step towards the boat, towards the truth. As we walked back to our room, Lisa slipped her hand into mine, her touch gentle but firm.

		"James," she began hesitantly as we reached our door, "Whatever it is that you need to talk about, I’m ready. I know things haven’t been perfect, but I want to fix them. If you want to talk about the past, about Erica and me, about Adam or Dean, we can. I love you."

		Her words pierced through the fog of my plans and suspicions. For a moment, I wanted to believe her, to drop everything and hold her, to forget the secrets and lies. But the weight of what I knew, what I had yet to uncover, held me back.

		"I love you too," I said, the words heavy with the burden of my unspoken knowledge. "Let’s just get some sleep. We’ll talk in the morning, okay?"

		"Oh. Okay." Lisa nodded, though I could see the flicker of disappointment in her eyes. As she headed into the bathroom to prepare for bed, I sat on the edge of ours, my phone in hand. I texted Della once more:

		When you know where the boat is, let me know. I’m going in tomorrow. But I’ll need your help. Lisa is going to a family thing at the country club. Ron will probably be there so there's no better time to do this.

		Tomorrow? Della's reply was almost immediate. Okay, I'll find out from Wayne.

		Tomorrow, I decided, would be the day everything changed. No more delays. No more waiting. No more holding back. No matter what happened from here on out, I was determined to face the reality of Lisa's secrets. Only then could I decide whether or not we had a future together.
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		Chapter 7

		Igazed at my watch. 9.05 AM. The morning was draped in a thick, stubborn mist, almost theatrical in its timing, as if the universe itself understood the gravity of what was about to unfold. I sat in my car at Barnesfield Marina, the engine off, the only sounds were the distant cries of seagulls and the soft slap of water against the docks. My breath fogged up the windshield, each exhale a visible reminder of the cold, damp air that clung to everything this morning, including my thoughts.

		Last night with Lisa had been a charade, one I played a part in with a heavy heart. As she dressed for her 'family meeting,' I told her I was going out for some air, a walk, maybe a drive to see the last few parts of the area that I hadn't seen yet. We might never come back here, I pointed out, if we were to choose a new life across the Atlantic. She believed me—or at least, she didn't question it. The truth was, I needed distance, not just to plan with Della but to brace myself for what might come after today. The idea that Lisa was possibly walking into another one of those sick gatherings, under the guise of a family closure, twisted my gut. But I couldn't confront her yet, not until I had the proof that would either save or shatter us completely.

		My phone vibrated, snapping me back to the present. It was Della, her text brief: At the back gate. Come now.

		I slipped out of the car, locking it behind me, and made my way through the mist towards the designated meeting point. Della was there, a shadowy figure blending almost seamlessly with the morning fog. Her presence was a reminder of the risks we were about to take. Necessary risks.

		"Ready?" she asked, her voice low and steady.

		"As I'll ever be," I replied nervously.

		"Did you bring everything?" she asked, those pretty dark brown eyes of hers gazing at the small holdall in my hand.

		"Lock picks, check. Flashlight, check. Digital scrambler, check. Glock. Just in case," I joked.

		Della tilted her head, raising an eyebrow. "Now isn't the time for jokes. A bag, a crowbar and a mask, right?"

		I nodded. "Yes. I'm ready."

		Della beckoned for me to follow her towards a small building near the rear gate. As she walked beside me in the mist, I gazed at her, admiring how she didn't seem nervous at all. Her chestnut hair was slightly damp, hanging just past her shoulders, framing her face in a way that accentuated her dark, clear, determined eyes. She was undeniably good-looking, her figure curvy and her pregnancy just beginning to show through the denim dress she wore, adding a further softness to her womanly contours. As we prepared to breach the sanctity of Ron’s boat, a memory flashed unbidden: Della, her lips wrapped around me, the illicit thrill of yesterday's encounter mixing with today's tension. It was a dangerous distraction, stirring a mix of arousal and guilt deep within me as I forced my focus back to the task at hand.

		"We're looking for a boat called Amorous Anne,' Della murmured. "Anne is Nancy's real name."

		"Really?" I rolled my eyes even though she wasn't looking at me. Her gaze was trained on the row of boats that lined the marina's short pier.

		"Yes," she chuckled. "I know, Zero marks for originality. Come on. Let's do this before anyone decides that taking their boat on the water in the fog is a good idea."

		As I followed Della toward the lineup of boats tethered to the marina's small pier, the mist seemed to cling even tighter around us, shrouding the morning in an eerie, almost spectral grey. The marina itself was quaint, but it was encircled by a rusty chain-link fence that had seen better days. Both gates hung awkwardly on their hinges, their purpose defeated, open and inviting rather than secure. A small gatehouse stood nearby, its windows fogged up, giving off a deserted air.

		We reached the deck where a few boats bobbed gently in the water, their masts clinking softly in the breeze. The pier was more of a rickety wooden walkway, with room for only six boats, each moored securely but showing signs of neglect in places. I scanned the area for security cameras; finding none, I tucked the mask that I'd pulled out back into my bag, feeling slightly foolish for bringing it.

		Just as we were about to step onto the deck, the sound of footsteps crunching on gravel made me tense. I flinched, wondering if I should have brought a Glock after all but Della placed a reassuring hand on my arm.

		"Relax, it's just Rich," she whispered, her breath visible in the chill air.

		"Rich?" I questioned. "Why? I mean… How-"

		"To keep a lookout," Wayne's wife shrugged. "I'll explain later but right now, we need all the help we can get."

		Erica's brother appeared from the mist, his solid presence welcome in a black hoodie pulled up to hide his blonde hair. "Morning, folks. Ready to do this?"

		I nodded, grateful for the backup even though I was confused as to his and Erica's sudden connection. "Let's get it done."

		Rich hung back at the water's edge while Della led the way to the end of the pier, where the largest boat was moored. The Amorous Anne was indeed a sight—more of a small yacht than a mere boat, its sleek lines and polished woodwork spoke of luxury and excess. I could see why Wayne was eager; this was no ordinary fishing vessel, but a floating palace when compared to the other boats

		"Here we are," Della murmured as we stepped aboard. The deck was spacious, with shiny teak wood underfoot and plush seating areas. Below deck, the interior was just as impressive, with a well-appointed galley, several staterooms, and a lavish salon that spoke of many an indulgent voyage.

		My phone buzzed in my pocket, pulling me from my awe of the vessel. I slipped it out of my pocket, gazing down at the screen as it almost instantly became coated in damp drizzle. It was from Rich:

		Nancy’s here. She just pulled into the parking lot. Get out of there.

		Shit, I texted back. Hide and I'll deal with it.

		A spike of adrenaline shot through me. "Della, you search for the videos. Nancy's turned up for some reason but I'll handle her," I said, handing her the bag with the crowbar in.

		She nodded, her expression turning serious as she disappeared below deck. I hurried back to the pier, sliding down the short ladder, my heart pounding in my chest as my feet hit the rickety wooden decking.

		I spotted Nancy making her way through the rear gate, and I hastened to intercept her. Her tall heels clacked on the wooden dock, her movement all business. Forcing a casual, curious grin on my face, I took a deep breath and stepped out. 

		“Nancy, what a surprise!” I exclaimed as if I had stumbled upon an unexpected gem. “I was just admiring the Amorous Anne. Wayne’s been talking nonstop about it, so I couldn’t help but come see for myself.”

		Nancy halted, a flicker of surprise washing over her features, momentarily unsettled by my sudden presence. She quickly composed herself, her expression melting into a polite smile that did little to mask the sharp intelligence in her eyes. “Oh, James,” she responded with a smooth, controlled tone, her voice as rich and soothing as velvet. “Yes, it’s a beautiful boat, isn’t it? I was just about to check a few things before we finalize the sale.”

		She stood there, regal and poised, her stature commanding yet graceful. Nancy was an attractive woman, undeniably so, with a sophisticated air that was both alluring and intimidating. Her hair, a lush cascade of raven black, was styled impeccably, most of pinned atop her head, with bangs framing her face in elegant waves that accentuated the high cheekbones and the piercing depth of her dark eyes. Those eyes, observant and calculating, missed nothing and hinted at a mind that was used to getting what it wanted.

		Her attire was just as refined, a cream blouse that hugged her curves perfectly, buttons straining around her full bosom. Paired with it was a form-fitting skirt that ended just above the knees, showcasing legs that were toned and shapely. The overall effect was both professional and tantalizing, a blend of power and allure that Nancy wielded effortlessly.

		As she adjusted the designer handbag on her shoulder, her movements were fluid and confident, every gesture precise and full of purpose. It was clear she was a woman accustomed to luxury and command, and the boat behind her—a sleek vessel named after her real name—seemed a fitting extension of her persona: elegant, mature, expensive, and perfectly maintained.

		"Mind if I join you? I’ve grown quite fond of boats since I got here. All thanks to Wayne and Lisa," I lied smoothly, falling into step beside her as she walked toward the small gatehouse.

		"I need to collect some paperwork and keys," the statuesque woman replied, still eyeing me suspiciously with those dark penetrating eyes of hers. "Then get a few things from the Anne. You can tag along if you want."

		Nancy entered a four-digit code into the pad next to the door and then entered the cramped space of the gatehouse. I followed, admiring her shapely ass in the tight skirt she was wearing as she bent to rifle through some drawers. Knowing that I needed to give Della as much time as possible, I took the opportunity to turn up the charm. "You must have some amazing memories associated with the Anne," I said as she straightened up, a brown card file in hand. The door to the gatehouse swung closed behind me in the breeze, enclosing us in the tight space inside.

		Nancy glanced at the door, then at me, a flicker of interest in her eyes. "Oh, you have no idea, James. Ron and I have had many wild nights out on the open water on that boat."

		I couldn't tell if she was really teasing me or just humouring me. "I bet," I smiled. "Is that why it's called the Amorous Anne?"

		"Anne is my real name," she smiled, collecting a shiny silver key from a peg on the wall and then making to move past me. I stood in the way, pretending to be distracted by the boats outside. "Excuse me. I need to get those things from the boat now. You can come with me if you like. I'll show you around it."

		Encouraged, I closed the distance slightly, my voice lowering. "Perhaps you tell me about some of those wild nights before you let it go?"

		For a moment, Nancy hesitated, then her demeanour shifted, a sly smile curving her lips. "Why, James, are you flirting with me?"

		Caught between desperation and the urgency of stalling her, I leaned in, my whisper deliberate. "Only if it's working."

		My phone buzzed in my pocket and as I took it out, Nancy took the opportunity to slide past me, her breasts pressing against my back, her flowery perfume enveloping me as she moved through the tight space.

		It was from Della: There's a safe. I know most of Ron's codes. I found them in his diary while looking around his house before. Keep stalling her. Do whatever it takes. If we get caught, we're fucked.

		"Wait," I called out as she opened the door and stepped out into the misty morning. I had to stop her from going to the Amorous Anne. "I wanted to ask you something."

		"Let me show you the boat," she said, looking over her shoulder and giving me a suggestive smile. "You can ask me anything you want after that. Anything at all."

		We reached the pier, and my eyes darted around, searching for any sign of Rich or Della. I spotted Rich crouched behind one of the other boats, his eyes wide as he signalled frantically. My stomach dropped as I realized Della was still on the Amorous Anne. Desperation clawed at me as I followed her, the mist swirling around us like a shroud.

		"Is it just the Amorous Anne that's yours?" I called after her, pacing to catch up. while hastily texting Della to warn her. Hide, I typed, then hit the send button. "Whose are these other boats?"

		"I don't know," she shrugged, striding along the decking as I chased after Ron's adulterous wife. "None of them are as nice as my boat—soon to be Wayne's boat."

		My phone buzzed with a reply from Della.

		I can't hide now. I'm almost in the safe, in the master suite. Just don’t let her see me.

		How was I meant to do that?

		Nancy walked briskly toward the large boat, her shiny black high heels clicking against the wooden planks. I tried to think of something, anything to stall her, but my mind was a chaotic jumble of fear and urgency.

		"So," I started, quickening my pace to catch up again. "Will you miss the adventures you and Ron had on the Amorous Anne? The freedom of the open water, the excitement of new places?"

		Nancy slowed slightly, turning her head to look at me with a bemused smile and a perfectly sculpted eyebrow twitching at the repetitive question. "Of course, James. Those were some of the best times of my life. But all good things come to an end. We'll soon have an upgraded boat to have new adventures aboard."

		I forced a chuckle, hoping to keep her talking. "I can imagine. You must have some wild stories. I'd love to hear more about them."

		She stopped abruptly, fixing me with a look that was both curious and challenging. "Are you all mouth and no trousers, James? You seem very interested in my past. Wouldn't you like to create some stories of your own?"

		My heart raced as I realized my attempts to distract her were failing. "Of course I would," I said, trying to sound nonchalant. "But we have all morning. What's the rush?"

		I knew I was acting weird but had no idea what else to say or do. Fortunately, Nancy didn't call out my weirdness. She laughed softly, her gaze lingering on me a moment longer before she turned and continued walking. "Relax, James. I only want to show you the boat. I need to collect some things and then you can ask whatever it is you want to ask."

		Nancy kicked off those sexy high-heeled shoes, leaving them on the pier and then climbed the short ladder of the Amorous Anne expertly in her bare feet. I followed, admiring her curvy behind as she stepped onto the boat, her hand trailing along the brass railing as she made her way to the cabin door. I fumbled with my phone, quickly typing out a message to Della: Hide now. We're coming.

		Nancy pushed open the cabin door and stepped inside, motioning for me to follow. The boat’s luxurious interior seemed almost surreal in the midst of my panic. She moved through the space with ease, clearly familiar with every corner.

		"Come on, James," she called, her voice echoing through the cabin. "Let me show you the master suite. It’s quite something."

		I followed her, my mind racing as I tried to think of a way to keep her from discovering Della. "This is incredible," I said, forcing enthusiasm into my voice. "No wonder Wayne is so excited. This is a real beauty. Why don't we start with the other rooms and save the master suite for last? It sounds like the highlight of the boat."

		Nancy stopped and turned to face me, her dark eyes narrowing slightly. "Did you know your wife has been aboard this boat, James? She's had some wild adventures of her own. You should ask her about them."

		"Wild adventures? What sort of wild adventures?" Nancy turned away and I caught her by the arm, reaching out instinctively, causing her to look back, her red-painted lips parted slightly in surprise.

		"I'm sorry," I apologised, letting go immediately. "I'm just curious, that's all. It seems that you know a lot about my wife. A lot that I don't know. Maybe you can tell me."

		I looked around, then pushed open the door to my right. Please don't be the master suite. It wasn't. The room beyond was a small kitchen with a hob and a sink atop some oak wood cupboards.

		"The galley," Nancy said, looking over my shoulder. "Nice, right?"

		"Very nice," I nodded, stepping inside, hoping she'd follow me but she didn't, walking away through the cabin towards the back of the boat. "Wait."

		Nancy didn't listen, striding towards a small staircase and heading down. I glanced through the other door into a tidy office as I went after her but couldn't see Della. She must still be in the suite.

		Descending the stairs took us into a small square space with two doors, one towards the front of the boat and one towards the rear. I moved closer to her, desperate to slow her down, trying to think of something to say but she stepped away, her hand clasping the brass handle of the door which I feared led to Della.

		"The master suite," Nancy smiled, "Come in."

		My stomach lurched and I felt unsteady, as though the boat was rocking on the waves, which it wasn't.

		Fuck.

		The door swung open and I tensed, preparing for her to catch Della.

		But she wasn't there.

		"Come in," Nancy repeated, waiting for me on the other side of the door. "I won't bite."

		I stepped inside, gazing at the oversized square bed, covered in white silk sheets. There was a safe, a small steel one inset into the wall on the far side of the lavishly decorated bedroom. Where was Della?

		Nancy opened a drawer and slid out a wooden box, placing it on top of the dressing table. Opening it, she looked inside and smiled.

		"My favourite necklace," she said, sliding out a golden chain with a heavy ruby-red pendant. It glittered in the dim light coming in through the small porthole windows. She placed it on the counter and then reached into the drawer again. "And some papers that I need."

		Picking up a bag from the floor, she put the papers in, then put the necklace back in the box and slid that into the bag too.

		"I've had a lot of sex in this room, James. And not just with Ron."

		I was just about to reply when I suddenly spotted Della. The chestnut-haired woman was hiding in a small space between the wall and a tall walnut wardrobe. Her deep brown eyes met mine and she put a finger to her lips to be quiet.

		"What the—" I started saying without thinking but Nancy took it as surprise to what she'd just said.

		"Don't pretend like you don't know, James." Ron's beautiful mature wife took a step towards me, her eyes looking me and down appreciatively. I tried not to look over her shoulder at Della in the shadows behind her. "You must have heard the rumours about me. From Lisa, no doubt."

		"She might have mentioned it," I said slowly, licking my lips. How did I get Nancy out of the bedroom? "Not in a bad way, of course but…"

		"So what did you want to ask?" Nancy said as I tailed off. Her back was still towards Della. I needed to keep it that way.

		"Do you…" I started, groping for something to ask but my mind was blank. Then Nancy half turned towards Della and I blurted out the first thing that entered my head. "Did you know that Lisa cheated on me at Alice's funeral?"

		Nancy stopped and looked back at me. It took everything I had not to look at Della and keep my eyes fixed on the older woman.

		"Yes, I know," she said. Her voice had changed, becoming softer. Her expression softened too. "I wondered if you might find out, coming to Barnesfield finally. So what else have you discovered while playing detective?"

		"A lot," I confessed, instantly regretting what I'd just said and trying to think of a way to backtrack or move the topic of the conversation away from my wife. "I know you have lovers and that Ron is okay with it."

		"That's right," Lisa's aunt nodded, her eyes boring into me as she took another step towards me. "Ron and I have a certain agreement, James. You're very daring to tell me though. But I wonder, are you as daring as you seem?"

		Just as she said that, she giggled, teasing me and made to turn again. My pulse quickened as I saw Della close her eyes, knowing she was about to be caught. I acted spontaneously, without thinking, grabbing Nancy's arm and pulling her towards me. "I like to think so," I said, stepping closer. "I guess it depends on what you have in mind."

		Nancy’s smile was slow and knowing. She reached out, her fingers brushing against my arm, finding my hand and freeing herself from my grip. "Why don’t we find out?"

		As she leaned in, her lips inches from mine, my phone buzzed again. I pulled back slightly, glancing at the screen: It was from Della: I got the videos. Get her out of here.

		Relief flooded through me, but I knew I couldn’t rush this. Nancy’s eyes sparkled with mischief as she watched me, waiting for my next move. I leaned in, my breath mingling with hers. "Let’s not do this here. You said you've fucked other men here. Why don't we fuck somewhere different?"

		"No," the old woman shook her head. "I want you here. On this bed. Where your wife once fucked Dean, a long time ago."

		Lisa fucked Dean here? How long had they had this boat? And how did that come about? And how did Nancy know?

		With those questions on my mind, she leaned in and kissed me before I could move, my mind racing as I tried to think. I took hold of her waist to try and steer her out of the master suite but she wouldn't move, instead responding eagerly, her hands sliding up my chest and guiding me towards the bed. Fuck. I needed to draw this out, to give Della time to escape with the videos and there was only one way I could think of.

		Our kiss deepened, and I felt the tension in Nancy’s body ease. As much as the situation troubled me, I knew this was the only way to keep her occupied. My hands roamed over her body, my movements calculated to keep her focus on me and away from any sounds Della might make as she made her escape—when the opportunity presented itself.

		Nancy broke the kiss, her breathing heavy. "You are full of surprises, James," she murmured, her fingers playing with the buttons of my shirt. "Let’s see just how adventurous you can be."

		I swallowed hard, pushing aside the tightness in my throat at what I was about to do. "Lead the way," I said, my voice steady despite the turmoil inside.

		As she sat on the edge of the bed, undoing my jeans, I dared to glance to my side, seeing Della still tucked away in the shadowed corner. Her eyes were on me, waiting for a chance to escape.

		"Let's see what we're dealing with." Lisa's aunt had stripped me of my shirt and now triumphantly pulled down my jeans and shorts. My dick—somehow already semi-erect—popped out, and Nancy's eyes widened as she saw it. "For some reason, I thought you'd have a tiny cock. This,” she said, pleased, wrapping her hand around it, “I can work with."

		Her full lips enveloped my dick, teasing me slowly, her tongue lapping against my shaft. One hand caressed my balls as the other pumped me, smearing her spit along my length. She was great, everything working together, the pressure, the suction, the skill impeccable. It was the sight of the older woman staring up at me with those dark eyes of hers, alight with mischief, that got me hard. Here was a woman used to throwing dinner parties or attending galas, who considered a yacht like the Anne to be modest, blowing me like a common whore.

		"You know, I don't have a lot of time," she purred softly, curling her fingers around my girth and stroking me while her eyes moved up my body to my face. "I'd like to enjoy you properly. Show you what an older woman can do. But I have to be at the solicitors in half an hour."

		"That is a shame," I replied, relief flooding through me. "Perhaps we should continue this another day?"

		"Or maybe you should just fuck me." Nancy's words came out as a hungry growl. She pulled me on top of her, spreading her legs around me. I felt her reach down between us, lifting her skirt. Her thighs were silky smooth as they brushed along my sides. Reaching up, she pulled me in for a scorching kiss.

		“You want it,” she said. “I can feel how hard you are.”

		She pulled her panties to one side, and suddenly I could feel the warmth of her against the tip of my cock. She was wet and her mound was deliciously smooth.

		“Do it,” she gasped. “Shove it into me.”

		She pulled on my hips as she lined me up against her. I did as I was told, thrusting forward, sinking into her cunt.

		It felt good. Nancy moaned into my ear, a sexy low sound that sent a shiver down my spine. Her hands were firm on my butt cheeks, her nails digging slightly into my skin as she guided my movements, encouraging a rougher pace. "That’s it, James. Don’t hold back. Fuck me like you fuck that slutty little wife of yours," she urged, her voice thick with desire.

		Her legs wrapped tightly around my hips, pulling me deeper. Her pussy was tighter than I expected, gripping my shaft as I fucked her.

		I struggled to keep my mind focused, not on the pleasure of being inside her, but on the ticking clock of our risky endeavour. Every thrust was a calculated delay, every moan from Nancy a signal to Della that time was running out.

		Suddenly, Nancy’s grip shifted, her strength surprising as she manoeuvred us, flipping our positions with a practised ease that left me breathless. Now beneath her, I watched, almost in awe, as she positioned herself above me, her hips grinding down in a commanding rhythm. Her hair had come loose from the pins that held it up and fell around her face, her shark-like eyes locked on mine with an intensity that both challenged and unnerved me.

		My gaze inadvertently drifted sideways, and my eyes locked with Della’s, lurking in the shadows. The sight of her watching us—her chestnut hair framing her face, her eyes wide with undeniable arousal—sent an unexpected thrill through me. Her lips were parted, her breathing shallow as she observed and I saw her gaze shift to Nancy’s ass as she rode me. The angle that Della was at meant she could likely see my cock penetrating the older woman’s pussy. Knowing Della was there, witnessing every move, every thrust, magnified the intensity of the moment, and made my cock stiffen further.

		"You like that?" Nancy taunted, her movements becoming more fervent, her pussy slamming down onto me fast and hard. Her hands travelled up her own body, teasing at her blouse, pulling it open to reveal a black lace bra that barely contained her ample breasts. The sight was undeniably arousing, pushing me toward the edge faster than I intended. When she saw me enjoying the sight, she shrugged the top from her shoulder and unclasped the bra, letting her oversized tits fall free.

		"Yes," I managed to gasp out, my hands instinctively reaching up to grope them, cupping and squeezing them, enjoying their firmness. Her large, dark pink nipples stiffened at my touch. I pulled her down, taking them into my mouth, sucking and teasing until she gasped in pleasure. She tasted of perfume, the flowery tang of it stinging my tongue. I let go of her tits, cradling the back of her head, luring her in for another kiss, desperate to keep up the act.

		As Nancy rode me, her pace unrelenting, I turned my head slightly, scanning the room for any sign of Della. Just as Nancy’s motions grew more urgent, signalling her approaching climax, I caught a glimpse of movement near the door—a shadow slipping quietly out. Relief surged through me, mingling with the physical pleasure.

		"Harder, James. Come on!" Nancy’s voice broke through my thoughts, pulling me back to the moment. Her hands were now on my chest, pushing herself up to change the angle, her motions seeking her own release.

		I followed her lead, my upward thrusts meeting hers with equal fervour, driven by a mix of desperation and the primal urge her dominance evoked. The tension built quickly, the room filled with the sounds of our union—the slap of skin, the creak of the bed and the boat as it shifted, rocking with our motions. Nancy’s increasingly loud moans completed the sexy symphony, echoing around the small boat bedroom.

		Finally, with a sharp cry, Nancy arched back, her body shuddering as she reached her climax. I watched her rise over me, her buxom, topless body like a wet dream from my youth. Her skirt was a crumpled belt about her waist, her thong pushed to one side, giving me a glimpse of my dick buried in her smooth shaved pussy. 

		The sight was enough to push me over the edge. I pushed into her, thrusting upwards as hard as I could, lifting her body weight with the force, driving my cock into her mature pussy with all the power I could muster. My own release tore through me with a raw intensity that left me gasping, my hardness throbbing as it pulsed my seed inside her.

		As she collapsed onto me, panting heavily, I felt a weight lift, though the situation’s gravity remained. We lay there for a moment, the aftermath of our act settling around us like the mist outside.

		Nancy rolled off me after a few moments, straightening her clothes with a satisfied smirk. "Well, James, I must say, you exceeded my expectations," she said, her voice still breathy from exertion.

		I sat up, adjusting my own dishevelled attire, my mind racing to the next steps. "Glad I could impress," I replied, forcing a smile as I watched her gather her belongings.

		Nancy gathered her belongings and nodded towards the door, her tone turning playful yet edged with a hint of command. "Next time, let's not wait for a chance encounter," she suggested, clipping her hair back into place, the black strands contrasting sharply against her pale skin. "Call me. You can have me anytime you want. And don't worry about Lisa. She doesn't need to know. Your secret is safe with me."

		As we walked back along the narrow dock to where our cars were parked, I kept my eyes peeled for any sign of Della or Rich, but there was no one else in sight. Only Della's car, parked a little way off, confirmed that they had been here.

		Nancy's car keys jingled softly as she unlocked her sleek, dark sedan. With a final, knowing smile, she slid into the driver's seat. "Take care, James. And remember, my offer stands." The soft thud of her car door closing marked the end of our encounter.

		I waited, watching her drive away, the red tail lights disappearing into the mist before I dared head back towards the pier. As I approached, Della emerged from behind the small gatehouse, a look of relief mixed with something else—was it disappointment?—on her face.

		She approached, holding up a clear plastic bag that seemed to weigh her down slightly. "Got them," she announced, her voice low but triumphant. Inside, a collection of USB sticks, all different colours and with something written on them, clinked softly against each other.

		"We did it," I grinned, enjoying the sight of her returning the smile. "Where's Rich?" I asked, scanning the area, still no sign of him.

		Della shrugged, her expression souring. "He left. Didn't want to face your questions," she muttered, her tone tinged with mystery and perhaps a hint of disdain. "I saw the whole thing, by the way," she added, nodding back towards the Amorous Anne.

		The air hung heavy between us, charged with the unspoken acknowledgment of what had transpired on the boat. "I did what I had to," I said defensively, meeting her gaze. "Can you keep it between us?"

		"Of course," Della replied, though her dark eyes seemed clouded with something still. Not disappointment. Was it… wait. Jealousy? "But James, we need to move quickly now. This isn’t just about dirty secrets anymore—it’s bigger than all of us."

		I nodded, the gravity of the situation settling in. The USB sticks weren’t just data; they were evidence of something much more pervasive and dark than any of us had anticipated. "Are you sure they're the videos we need?"

		"One hundred percent," Della nodded, reaching into the bag and taking out a couple. She turned them over, showing me the writing labelling them. Each one bore the word 'club' and a date. As we looked into the bag further, some of them were dated years ago. Some were more recent.

		"They'll realise they're missing soon," I pointed out, feeling a chill pass through me and not from the damp riverside air.

		"I know. Wayne is out right now. Why don't you come to mine and we'll sort through them?" Della suggested, gesturing to the bag. "Figure out our next move."

		"I have somewhere I need to be," I replied, although the thought of watching the videos with Della was hard to turn down. "I'm going to the Country Club. I need to see what Lisa is up to. Is she really going to a 'family thing' or is it… Well, you know?"

		Della nodded, her beautiful, long-lashed dark eyes holding mine for a moment. "Do you think that's a good idea? We worked so hard to get these, I don't want you to fuck it up by getting caught spying on them at the club."

		"I have no intention of getting caught," I replied. "This is something I have to do, Della. I need to know. I need to see it with my own eyes. I can't believe a word Lisa says any more."

		"I understand," she nodded, after a long moment of silence. We both got into our cars and I waved goodbye as her car pulled away, damp gravel crunching beneath the tyres as she headed out of the marina parking lot.

		I started the engine, and as I drove away from the marina too, the mist began to lift, revealing the stark outlines of Barnesfield. For some reason, it felt as if I was seeing it for the first time. Maybe I was, in a way, seeing the truth of it, at least.

		I took the next turn, away from the town and towards the outskirts where the Country Club waited for me, with whatever secrets it held in store.

		I’d visited my wife’s hometown and found her hidden life. Della had sucked my cock and now I’d fucked her Aunt Nancy. I was too far gone, too deep down the rabbit hole. There was no going back now.

		It was time to end this.
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