
        
            
                
            
        

    
I Visited My Wife's Hometown... And Found Her Hidden Life, Book Four

A Hotpast Story
Paul Garland


[image: image-placeholder]

Cerulean Erotica



Copyright © 2024 by Paul Garland

All rights reserved.

No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.

This book is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to people, alive or dead, or real-world places or events is purely coincidental.


Contents


1. Chapter 1
2. Chapter 2
3. Chapter 3
4. Chapter 4
5. Chapter 5
6. Chapter 6
7. Chapter 7
Afterword
Also by Paul Garland
About The Author
Find Me On Social Media



Chapter one






Chapter 1


As I drove toward the Country Club, the remnants of the morning mist began to clear, revealing the grand facade of a place I had only seen from a distance. Lisa had pointed it out once as we drove past, her tone casual, almost dismissive, but now it loomed large and ominous ahead of me. The sun, finally breaking through the low clouds, cast long shadows that seemed to mirror the darkness of the task at hand.

The weight of recent revelations pressed heavily on me, though the actual USB sticks were secure with Della, not in my possession. Each byte of data they contained was a piece of the sordid puzzle Ron, Adam, and Colin had crafted—a puzzle I was determined to dismantle. Today, I suspected, would either make or break the tenuous threads of trust and love that once bound Lisa and me.

As the Country Club's opulent entrance came into view, my grip tightened on the steering wheel. This was the heart of the beast, the den where I feared the final act of Lisa’s betrayal might be playing out even as I approached. The notion that she might be within, possibly entangled in yet another of those salacious gatherings I hoped were long behind her, sent a jolt of adrenaline coursing through my veins. The plan was clear: infiltrate the so-called 'family meeting'—a term I had grown to associate with the darkest of Lisa's secrets—and expose the truth, no matter how brutal it might be.

Stepping out of my car, parked discreetly down a side lane covered by overhanging trees, I took a moment to scan the surroundings. The usual buzz of activity that one might expect from such a venue was conspicuously absent. The only vehicle in the lot was unfamiliar, not Lisa's, and as I stepped closer, I read a sign on the heavy oak doors of the club: Closed until 2 PM for a private event.

It seemed I was early, or perhaps just on time for whatever covert dealings were scheduled to occur here.

With a cautious glance around, I approached the club's windows, daring to peer through but the bar area inside looked deserted. I followed the front of the building, turning a corner where a narrow path led to the back of the building. The air was crisp, the remnants of the morning mist chilling my skin as I moved silently, my steps careful to avoid the crunch of gravel underfoot.

As I neared the rear of the Country Club, voices carried over the air, their tones too low to discern words but enough to confirm I wasn't alone. They weren't coming from inside the building, but from an area likely designed for private gatherings—perhaps an outdoor seating area shielded from the casual observer's view. My heart thumped louder with each step, adrenaline sharpening my senses as I edged closer, using the natural cover of a neatly trimmed hedge to conceal my approach.

Peeking through the foliage, I could make out a second parking area, tucked away from the main lot and obscured by an arrangement of ornamental bushes. My pulse quickened as I recognized another car—Lisa’s. It was unmistakable, parked beside several other vehicles that suggested a larger gathering than I’d anticipated. Nearby, I spotted Nancy’s sleek sedan, the metallic surface gleaming under the intermittent sun that fought through the lingering mist. What was she doing here, if not to partake in the very activities I feared Lisa was embroiled in?

Torn between confrontation and the need for further information, I crept closer to where the voices seemed to be coming from, a small, secluded garden area decked out with patio furniture. As I got closer, the rich scent of tobacco carried on the breeze, mingling with the fresh morning air and I stopped when I saw its source. It was Ron and Nancy, standing together by a glass patio door that led inside. The huge man had the stub of a thick cigar hanging from his bottom lip as he spoke.

I hunkered down behind a large rhododendron, my heart hammering in my chest as I strained to catch snippets of their conversation.

"...I'm not letting her leave just like that," Ron was saying, his voice a gravelly whisper that carried a weight of authority. "I don't care what Wayne says."

Nancy, elegant as ever but with a hardness in her eyes, waved away the puff of blue smoke that her husband sent in her direction. "Then tell her. Does she think we wouldn't go through with exposing her? The number of videos we have on her is enough to end her marriage and ruin her reputation forever. Tell her."

Ron laughed, a sound devoid of true humour. "She's always been a feisty one, Nance. You know that. Anyway, I'll talk to her now. She's already entertaining Adam and the others inside. I better join them before it gets too late. The new manager that she's put in," he emphasised the word 'she' with a contemptuous sneer, "Refuses to let me have the club for a full day. She'll be here in an hour, so I should go."

"Have fun," Nancy said, her face flat, her voice calm. No enthusiasm in it. She obviously let Ron have his fun reluctantly, only because it allowed her time and space to have Colin and whatever lovers she kept. "And don't worry about the business. The money from selling the Anne will help. Once we've got everything settled, we can begin to plan for the future. Just make sure Lisa stays."

"I intend to," Ron nodded, his fleshy chin wobbling. "Before you go, did you get the necklace?"

"Of course," Nancy replied, reaching into her expensive leather handbag and passing him the golden ruby pendant I'd seen her obtain from the boat.

Then, with a nod that seemed more resigned than agreeable, Nancy turned on her heel and strode towards her car. Her departure was swift, leaving no room for farewells.

As soon as her car had disappeared down the lane, Ron took one last look around the garden, his gaze swinging towards me, as if sensing an intruder. Heart skipping a beat, I slid back behind the rhododendron for a moment, waiting until I felt safe to look back. When I did, I saw him walking slowly around the garden decking, deep in thought. He took a final puff of his cigar, flicked it into the bushes and turned and walked back towards the club. 

My heart caught in my throat as he approached the glass patio doors; if he locked them, my chance to find out what was happening inside would vanish.

Miraculously, the doors closed with a soft click, but the latch didn't engage. He hadn't locked it. I exhaled a breath I hadn't realised I'd been holding and waited a few moments to ensure he wasn't returning. Then, scrambling over a short ivy-covered wall with a quiet urgency, I slipped through the unlocked door and into the dimly lit interior of the Country Club.

Inside, the air was cool and smelled faintly of lemon and antique wood polish. I paused, listening for any sign of movement. The building seemed deserted, at least on this floor, giving me the momentary courage to proceed. I continued my cautious advance, the soft carpet beneath my feet muffling my footsteps as I explored the warren of corridors within the Country Club. The place was more labyrinthine than I had anticipated, with each turn and stairwell painted in tastefully subdued tones that spoke of old money and tradition. As I ascended a narrow staircase, the murmur of voices grew louder, pulling me onward with a mix of dread and determination.

Reaching the top, I found myself on a small balcony area that overlooked the club's grand concert room. It was an elegant space, dominated by a large crystal chandelier that dangled from the high ceiling, casting prismatic light across the polished wooden floors below. Velvet drapes framed the tall windows, adding to the room's stately ambience.

With bated breath, I crouched low and peered through the ornate balustrade. Below, the source of the voices became clear, and the sight sent a sharp pang through my chest.

There, gathered around a large, oval table laden with drinks and open decanters, was Ron, Dean, and a man I recognised as Professor Adam, even though I'd only briefly met him on the night of the wedding reception—three men I had come to despise for their roles in Lisa's secret life. 

Perched on the edge of the table, her legs crossed, reclined with her arms behind her, was a young, pretty blonde woman, her laughter tickling as the men crowded in on all sides. Confused that it wasn’t Lisa in that spot, I looked around, seeing her cross the room holding a silver platter holding a variety of mixed drinks.

My breath caught. She was wearing a French maid outfit, the black satin of her short dress trimmed with white lace, which starkly contrasted against her tanned skin. Her legs, elongated by the sheer black stockings and suspenders she wore, ended in glossy black heels that clicked softly as she moved about the room. 

She approached her old professor, Adam, and handed him what looked like an Old Fashioned with a smile, completely at ease, despite her outfit. Adam made no attempt to hide the way he checked her out, his eyes drifting into the plunging neckline that showcased her ample cleavage.

“Nice… apron,” he said, winking at her. She did, indeed, have an apron on, white and short, tied snugly around her waist and serving to emphasise her slim, sexy figure. Adam wasn’t looking at the apron.

“Thank you,” she said, and there was a swagger in her attitude. She’d done this before. She was comfortable around these old-school men. “Wouldn’t want to get dirty.”

She moved on, delivering drinks to a couple of men who were strangers to me. One was in his fifties, like Ron and Adam. The other was younger, closer to Dean’s age. The last drink on the tray was for the young blonde, who was younger than us.

“Here you are, Julia. A glass of champagne to celebrate your first party,” Lisa said.

The girl giggled. “My, do I feel like such a princess,” Julia said, her accent refined.

“Don’t worry,” one of the men said. “That won’t last for long.”

“Oh, I’m hoping not,” she responded. Watching the exchange below, my hands clenched. Each chuckle and smirk below felt like a direct affront, a blatant mockery of the vows and promises Lisa and I had shared. At the same time, this wasn’t what I was expecting, and the narrative unfolding was far different from my initial, gut-wrenching assumption. The real centrepiece was the young blonde woman seated on the edge of the table, almost like she was holding court. I understood why. She was gorgeous. A bit skinny, but she looked good, draped in a sheer, barely-there chemise that left almost nothing to the imagination. 

Lisa was there to serve, I realised, watching as she walked to the bar, where a young, wide-eyed bartender was fixing drinks to order. Only she wasn’t just a side piece or common caterer wearing a sexy outfit. She knew these men. She had history with each of them. I saw it in the way she smoothly navigated the room, her smile bright. I saw it in the way the men greeted her—a hand brushing her side, fingers trailing along her arm, each interaction tinged with a casual intimacy.

One of the men tickled the blonde’s feet, her laughter drawing my eye back to her again. The men had closed in, their hands touching her, roaming her body, her legs, her arms, her long, golden hair. Yet as sexy as she was, my eyes kept drifting back to my wife.

She had a new platter of drinks—a couple of martinis, another Old Fashioned, and for Dean, her ex, what looked like Scotch served neat. When he took it from her, he moved close to her, whispering something that I couldn’t hear, but made Lisa giggle. It reminded me that these two had fucked at the funeral—that she’d cheated on me with him. I felt ill.

I felt even worse when he lifted her skirt to reveal that she was wearing a tiny black thong beneath. She swatted his hand away, but was smiling the whole time.

The realisation that Lisa wasn't the primary participant in whatever was about to unfold brought a complex mixture of relief and renewed concern. Still, then the group's dynamic shifted as Ron clapped his hands, drawing attention. "We don't have long today, so let's get this party started." His voice boomed with anticipation. “Julia, are you ready?”

The room below, thick with the scent of cigars and scotch, now buzzed with the kind of frenetic energy that comes from crossing lines. The old professor, Adam, and Lisa's black ex-boyfriend, Dean, approached the blonde, who slipped delicately from the table, standing before them. With a blend of eagerness and authority, they began to strip away her delicate lace garments, their actions deliberate, watched by the eager eyes of their companions.

Behind her, Dean pushed the white slip from her shoulders while Adam helped pull it below her small, perky tits, before stepping close and kissing her passionately. She welcomed the embrace. Dean, behind her, started to grope her svelte body.

Still, it was Lisa that held my attention. She was standing next to Ron, who was whispering to her as they watched the orgy begin to unfold. Like everyone else in the room, their eyes were on the blonde. Even from way up where I was hiding, I could sense that Lisa was almost jealous of what she was seeing.

“You remember when that was you, right?” He had a hand on her lower back, his fingers gently caressing her, tracing small circles on the back of her outfit. “You still could be. There’s more than enough cocks to go around.”

Dean led the blonde to a long leather couch against one of the walls. She hopped onto it, opening her legs and showing off the small triangle of fine hair that coated her mound. Dean leaned in, pressing his mouth between her legs, his tongue delving into her while his hands worked to free himself from his clothes. The other men followed suit, disrobing with a mixture of haste and anticipation. 

“You!” Ron said to the young bartender. “Get in there with the camera. Don’t be shy.” Then he turned to Lisa. “And you know what comes next. Be a good little slut and help get the party going.”

“She’s a real find, isn’t she?” Adam said to Ron as the large man approached the fray. “Just like Lisa, desperate for better grades. Also like Lisa, it started with a blow job, but now she knows what she has to do.”

“The only flaw is the bush,” Ron said with a laugh.

“I’ll fix that,” Adam grinned. “Even if I have to shave her myself like I did with Lisa the first time.”

Lisa was busy doing something that I couldn’t see by the bar, which was now unmanned. I assumed she was fixing more drinks until she turned around with the platter. This time, it didn’t hold drinks, but a mound of white powder beside four, crisp lines. My jaw dropped and my stomach sank.

“Ah, Ron, you shouldn’t have,” one of the men I didn’t know said as Lisa approached. “You have the best blow.”

“It certainly cost me enough,” Ron said. He was jovial, but I sensed a bitterness there. It made me think about what I’d overheard between him and Nancy. Did they have money issues?

Lisa carried the tray over to the couch, where Dean continued to lick the blonde’s pussy, making her quiver with pleasure. Then she set the tray down on a small table to the side of the sofa they were all on, and Julia crawled over to it. She grabbed the short straw and quickly snorted a line with a satisfied sigh. 

Dean was just behind her—not to take his turn with the white dust, but to hold her by the hips and feed his long, black cock into her. She moaned, pushing her hips back to meet his, and the fucking was on.

One of the men—the older one I didn’t know—took his turn at the platter before putting an arm around my wife. “I’m sorry,” he said, holding the short straw to her. “I should have offered it to the ladies first. Not very gentlemanly of me.”

“No one ever accused you of being a gentleman,” Lisa said playfully. “But no, thanks. I don't do that anymore." 

Her refusal was met with a mix of surprise and mockery, particularly from Ron, who scoffed. “She doesn't do it anymore," he said, emphasising the last word. "She used to. She used to do a lot of things, didn't you, Lisa?"

My mind reeled at this new information. Lisa did coke?

The stranger, undeterred by her refusal to partake in the white powder, seemed more intent on rekindling her past behaviours. “Yeah, I bet she did,” he said. “I bet you were a real party girl.” His hands boldly explored under her skirt, which Lisa initially allowed until he lifted the material out of the way, pulled her thong to one side and roughly pushed a finger inside her. 

Even then, she didn’t immediately stop him. She parted her thighs, smiling seductively before stepping away with a playful but firm, "That's enough for now."

"Why is she even here if she's not playing along like the old days?" the stranger grumbled, clearly frustrated by her boundaries.

Ron, smirking, commanded, "Show him why you're still useful, Lisa." His voice was laced with a cruel kind of glee.

Reluctantly, Lisa approached her uncle, her hands trembling slightly as she reached to unfasten his trousers. He was the last man left dressed. "Just helping out," she said quietly, almost to herself, as she pulled out his cock, a short stubby thing. She wrapped her hand around his humble shaft and wanked him slowly, working to bring him to full hardness.

"So she's a fluffer?" the stranger chuckled. "You're way too sexy to be a fluffer."

Laugher rippled around the room, but soon the other men's attention returned to the blonde as Dean started to really fuck her. The girl moaned. Adam stepped up to her, offering his cock to her. She greedily took it into her mouth. Like Dean, his dick was huge too. Did Lisa have a preference for big dicks?

"That's a good girl," Ron stroked Lisa's hair as she knelt before him, jerking him off faster. "You still love Ron's old cock, don't you?"

"Yes," she smiled at him. My heart pounded painfully against my ribs as I watched. Lisa, the woman I loved, was relegated to this humiliating role. "It's small but you know how to use it, don't you?"

"I certainly do," the huge man replied, taking off his shirt to reveal just how big he was. Ron was a combination of fat and muscle, a tall, wide juggernaut of a man, covered in nautical tattoos. "And young Julia here is about to find that out for herself."

He walked over to the couch, pushing himself between Adam and Dean, who'd swapped ends, the professor now taking his turn on the blonde's pussy while she sucked greedily on Dean's mammoth cock

The other stranger sidled up to Lisa, taking hold of my wife's hand and putting it on his semi-erect cock. "Get me ready," he told her. "And show me your tits."

Lisa did as she was bid, jerking off his average-sized dick while undoing the buttons of her maid's outfit with the other hand. The second stranger—the one who'd already groped her—helped, slipping free the final button and then sliding the dress down to the floor. Lisa wasn't wearing a bra beneath. Her breasts stood firm and proud before her, those gorgeous pink nipples that I loved so much were stiff in the cool air of the Country Club. As she wanked off the first stranger, the other man felt her breasts, cupping them and squeezing them. My wife didn't make any attempt to stop him. To the contrary, she smiled at both of them, complimenting their size.

"Two more nice dicks for me to play with," she giggled but then as the handsy stranger tried to move behind her, putting his hands on her hips and shoving his cock beneath her ass, she stopped him again. "No. My pussy is reserved for my husband."

"What about your ass?" he joked but again my wife shook her head, waving a finger at him.

"You're so naughty," she murmured. "Come here. Let me play with you. Trust me, I'm good."

As he stood in front of her so she had a strange dick in either hand, I felt a surge of protectiveness and rage, wanting nothing more than to storm down and pull her away from the vile men. But I was frozen, compelled by a need to understand the full scope of her entanglement. Was it really coercion and fear of me finding out that kept her doing this? Or did she… enjoy it?

Lisa was only wearing stockings and suspenders now as the first stranger pulled down her thong while she continued to jerk him off. She let him touch between her legs as the other stranger walked away towards the blonde.

"I love your shaved cunt," the man sneered at her. “Only the dirty girls shave their pussy.”

“Are you calling me a dirty girl?” My wife arched an eyebrow at him and smiled seductively.

“It was me that made her shave it,” Adam called over from where he was stroking his cock into the girl’s mouth. “She wore it natural back in university but once she started seeing me, I made her shave it, didn’t?”

“And I’ve kept it shaved ever since,” Lisa nodded. This was news to me. Adam made her shave her pussy? For some reason, the thought of that made my cock stiffen in my pants.

"Are you sure you don't want to fuck?” The stranger asked her. He was still playing with her pussy while she jerked him off. “I'll pay double whatever Ron's paying you."

"No," my wife shook her head once more, her long auburn hair falling into her eyes so that he had to push away with the hand that wasn't wrapped around a cock now. “Ron isn’t paying me either. I’m not a whore.”

"You don't want her anyway," Adam said, walking towards them, leaving the blonde to Ron, Dean and the other man. "Lisa's pussy has had more cocks inside it than you'd believe. She used to fuck five, six, seven men at a time back in the day."

"Back before her husband came along and ruined the fun," Dean called out from where he was having his cock sucked.

"Shut up," Lisa replied, a smirk on her face. "You're just jealous. If I changed my mind about letting you have me, you'd be queuing up in an instant. You'd all want a go. I'm the best fuck in Barnesfield and you know it."

"I won't argue with that," Adam replied as the stranger took Lisa's hand from his dick and walked over to take his turn with the blonde. "You always were the best, Lisa. That's true. Are you sure you don't want one final fuck, before you leave? I've heard you're abandoning us for a life on the other side of the Atlantic."

"I am," she said defiantly, sticking out her chest, making her tits stand out in front of her. "And there's nothing you can do to talk me out of it. That's why I agreed to this. One last party."

"We'll see about that," the professor said, giving her a stern look before his eyes drifted to her breasts. "But for now, I think you need to suck my cock, Lisa."

My wife did as she was told. Obviously, it was only her pussy and ass that were off-limits. Her mouth was free for them to use, that much became clear as she dropped to her knees, taking Adam's lengthy cock between her lips and sucking his dick eagerly. Then Dean came over, replacing Adam as the professor returned to the blonde. Again, Lisa opened her mouth and let the black man shove his black cock between her lips, giving him an expert blow job as I watched.

As the party spiralled on, Lisa's role as the facilitator of pleasure became painfully clear. Even as the men continued to degrade her, calling her names and laughing about her past wildness, she jerked them off, sucked them, let them feel her tits and finger her pussy, all while seeming perfectly happy doing it.

The scene reached its peak as the men took their final turns with the blonde. More of the white powder was brought out by Ron and after indulging themselves, the men grew more aggressive and urgent. They moved back to the oval table, bending her over it as they took turns fucking her from behind. Ron was behind Lisa, squeezing her tits and whispering into her ear as they watched the others run a train on Julia. She nodded, gasped as he touched her pussy, and then he released her.

The men lifted the blonde onto the table, laying her on her back and pushing her legs apart for better access to her pussy. Lisa moved between the group, climbing onto the table, and crawling over the blonde. The guys grinned as they watched the two women rub their bodies together. I gasped as Lisa leaned down and kissed her—and it wasn’t just a light kiss, either. It was deep, their lips parting against one another, their tongues wrestling.

“I get horny, too,” Lisa said as she broke the kiss. Crawling higher, she straddled the girl’s face and lowered her pussy onto Julia. The blonde slid her tongue into my wife’s slit, and she tossed her head back and moaned. Then the men joined in again, taking turns fucking Julia as my wife proceeded to ride the blonde's face.

My emotions were all over the place. I was disturbed by the scene in front of me. Shocked by my wife's actions. And yet also incredibly horny. Watching another woman eat Lisa's pussy was incredibly arousing but my unwanted excitement felt wrong, out of place. Shameful. And yet, I felt like pulling out my dick and jerking off but I couldn't do that. What was wrong with me?

Then Lisa climaxed, her orgasm shuddering through her as she aggressively thrust her pussy against the girl's mouth hard for a moment and then moved away, her juices running down the inside of her thigh. Wow. She must have enjoyed that more than I'd expected. Was she still bisexual? I wondered if she still thought about the old times with Erica.

"Help me cum, Lisa," Ron said, once my wife had recovered, taking a moment on one of the chairs, to get her breath back. My wife duly obliged, returning to the table, and taking Ron's stubby cock in her hand, she jerked him off, inches from the girl's face. Ron's breath grew ragged and a minute or so later, a jet of cum shot from the tip of his dick, hitting the girl square in the mouth as she opened up to receive it.

"Fuck, yes," Dean murmured as he watched Lisa wank out more cum onto the pretty blonde's face. He was standing at the table's edge, her legs lifted onto his shoulders, piledriving his impressive black cock into her but he pulled out and asked Lisa to do the same for him. Again, my wife did as she was asked, using both of her petite hands to finish him off. This time, the target of his ejaculation was the girl's pussy, copious amounts of Dean's seed landing on her soft pubes and belly.

Minutes later, it was finally over, all the men were spent and satisfied. After Ron and Dean, Adam had gone next and then the two strangers. They'd all cum on the blonde, some on her face, some on her small tits, some on her pussy. The girl lay on the table, covered in a mixture of sweat and sticky white sperm, a satisfied smile on her face but clearly exhausted. Lisa had also helped Adam cum, wanking the old professor's cock expertly, fast and hard, milking out every last drop of his cum onto the girl on the table.

"Did you record it all?" Ron asked of the young bartender who'd been circling the group the whole time, videoing the entire episode. "I hope you got some good angles. That was fucking awesome."

The man nodded, handing him the phone and then, red-faced, he retreated back to the bar and through a door and out of sight, no doubt eager to jerk off and get himself off.

"Well, gentlemen," Adam announced, once he'd left. "I hope you all had a good time. We hate to rush you, but as Ron mentioned earlier, the club's new manager wants to open up shortly, so we had better get dressed and exit the building."

There was a round of understanding and appreciation from Dean and the two strangers and then they began to pick up their discarded clothes. I continued to watch as Lisa headed to a storage unit on the wall, retrieving wipes and cloths, before returning to the table to wipe it and the leather couch clean. They even had her cleaning. Again, I tried to work through my emotions but there were too many. Anger. Betrayal. Even pity.

It was time to leave before they exited the room below and potentially blocked my route of escape. I left the balcony area but as I did, I overheard more conversation.

"Lisa, before we go, I'd like to speak to you," Ron's deep voice echoed up from the concert room. "Can we talk out back once we're done here?"

I heard my wife agree and then I quietly descended the stairs, navigating the oak-panelled maze of corridors until I found myself back at the glass patio doors that led outside.

The mist had cleared, as had my emotionally clouded mind. I knew what I needed to do now.


Chapter two






Chapter 2


As Lisa and the men emerged onto the patio, I ducked back behind the rhododendron where I'd been hiding before. The morning mist was completely gone now, and the clear day made everything feel more exposed. The blonde and the strangers had already left quietly, almost as if they'd never been there. Lisa carried a small bag, probably holding the costume she'd worn earlier, and she looked weighed down by more than just the bag.

Since leaving the Country Club through the glass doors, I'd stayed outside, hidden by the bushes, trying to make sense of what I'd just seen. Each minute had me replaying the scenes over and over, struggling to match them with the life I thought we had. Watching Lisa with those men had stirred a mess of feelings—shock, betrayal, confusion. The noise from the party might have faded, but the echoes of what happened were loud in my mind, mixing with thoughts of how much she had kept from me. The bright day didn't help; if anything, it just made everything that had happened inside seem even more real and hard to escape.

Ron was the first to speak, his voice gruff and displeased, his voice carrying the short distance to where I stayed hidden. "Lisa, Wayne's told us about your plans for New York. You can't just decide to leave without considering all the repercussions." His tone was accusatory and I didn't like it. "We've got a good thing going on here. Why leave it?"

Adam and Dean stood by, their expressions grim. They were dressed now, the debauchery of earlier replaced by a more conventional, if no less sinister, gathering.

"I've already made my decision, Ron," Lisa replied, her voice firm yet tired. "Since we came here, James knows something isn't right. He's getting closer to finding stuff out about me that I don't want him to. I can't keep lying to him, to myself, or to you. I'm telling him everything tonight."

“I got you this,” Ron replied, presenting her with the gold and ruby necklace that Nancy had brought from the boat, “It’s worth a lot of money and—”

“You can’t buy me, Ron.” Lisa shook her head, her expression darkening even as she looked at the jewellery he held out to her. “After all this time, you should know me better than that.”

The big man scoffed, his expression turning menacing. "No? You think you can just walk away? After everything you've done? Everything we've done together over the years? What about your reputation, Lisa? What will your husband think of you? What about Gabriella? I'll make sure everyone knows what you really are."

"What am I?" Lisa's stance hardened, her resolve clear even as her voice wavered slightly. "A slut? A whore? Maybe I am. But do what you must, Ron I'm done. I'm not living like this anymore. James deserves better. I need to do right by him. Plus… I want to start a family."

The confession struck a chord in me, a tumultuous mix of emotions swirling inside. The idea of starting a family with her warmed my heart, but the layers of deceit chilled it just as quickly.

Adam interjected, his tone cynical. "A family, huh? After all the fun we've had? You sure you can just settle down?"

Dean laughed, a harsh sound that filled the space between the decorative shrubs. "Yeah, if you need help getting pregnant, I'm sure one of us can step in. We'd all love to cum in your fertile pussy, Lisa."

The crude offer was met with snickers from the others, but Lisa held up her hand, silencing them. "I'm sure James would love a black baby, Dean. Look… let me sort things out with James. I've been good to you over the years. Let me have a baby. Then who knows what'll happen in the future? I'll be back to visit from time to time, I'm sure."

The men exchanged looks, their expressions a mix of frustration and reluctant agreement. Adam took a step forward, his hand brushing through his short, grey hair. "How about one last fuck then? It's been such a long time since the three of us got to fuck you, Lisa. I know you want our cocks. You always get so turned on watching us with other women. Just let us fuck you and we'll think about letting you go."

Lisa pursed her lips, looking away, her gaze distant. "You're not hearing me, are you? It's done."

I watched, heart in my throat, as the exchange grew more heated. Ron’s voice rose, filled with a mix of anger and desperation. “Done? You think I won’t do it, Lisa? You think I won’t send those videos to your husband and Gabriella? What will he do when he sees the date-stamped security footage of you cheating on him with Dean and Rich? Within an hour of each other? Huh? You think he’ll just forgive you when he sees you being gangbanged by a room full of strangers? When he sees you having lesbian sex with your best friend and her brother?”

Lisa’s response was swift, her tone biting. “My dad forgave me,” she retorted sharply. “Do you think he was happy when he found out his daughter was a… how did you put it to him? Dirty, sex-mad, bisexual, cum-loving slut? I think those were your words. If Dad can get his head around it—if I explain the truth to James—he can too.”

Her words struck a chord in me, a strange mix of disgust and a bewildering surge of arousal. The idea of Lisa being so desired, so unabashedly sexual, stirred something primal within me. It was a dangerous thrill, a cuckold's shameful excitement, and it fought with my sense of betrayal.

Ron shook his head, his expression one of disbelief. “Wayne’s as perverted as they come. He’s been to the parties and watched us. He’s watched you fuck guys at the Old Pier from our viewing spot. I’m surprised he didn’t want to join me the other day when I watched you fuck James there. And you enjoyed that too. You admitted it. That’s why when I asked you to set it up, you didn’t even argue about it.”

Ron watched us at the Old Pier? I remember thinking I'd seen someone when Lisa and I had sex there. So she'd taken me to that spot, to do what we did, so that Ron could spy on us? My stomach clenched at the thought. I didn't even want to think about Wayne and what Ron accused him of.

“I did that to appease you,” Lisa shot back, her eyes fierce. “I thought you might leave all of this alone if I did a couple of things for you like that.”

As they argued, Adam stepped in, his voice calm but firm. “We don’t need Lisa at the parties, Ron. It's fun having her there but we don't need her. She’s made her choice. It’s time we respected that.”

Dean nodded in agreement, his posture relaxed as if the fight had gone out of him. “Yeah, she’s been good to us over the years. Let her go if that’s what she wants.”

The conversation shifted, and Lisa’s voice softened. “I won’t lie, I’ve enjoyed our times together. Being the centre of attention, feeling that rush... the turn-on of being used, being fucked, acting like a dirty slut and breaking all the rules that women are supposed to stick to. But I’m past that now. I’ve grown up. I want to be a good wife and a mother.”

The raw honesty in her voice sent another jolt through me. It was a confession of her past indulgences, yet a declaration of her future intentions. My emotions were a whirlwind of anger, jealousy, and an inexplicable pride in her forthrightness.

Ron seemed to consider her words, his stance softening slightly. “One last time, Lisa. For old times’ sake. One good fuck. Just me and you. Then I'll think about it.”

Lisa paused, her gaze drifting away to the other two men, before returning to meet Ron’s. “Maybe. But not now.”

As I crouched there, the complex tapestry of my feelings unravelled further. Lisa’s admission of enjoying the parties, her conflicted desires, and her resolve to change painted a picture of a woman I both knew and didn’t. The revelation wasn’t just about her infidelities; it was about her struggles and also her growth. But she was still a liar and a cheat. When I'd emerged from the Country Club, I'd decided it was over. But now… a new start in New York… with a baby?

I watched silently through the rhododendron leaves as Lisa walked away, her steps measured and defiant. The finality in her voice seemed to draw a line—but Ron, however, wasn't done. His voice boomed across the patio as Lisa moved toward the garden path, his threat slicing through the midday air like a sharp blade.

"Lisa!" he bellowed, causing her to pause and look back. "You're not walking out of here without giving me what I want! I mean it. I swear I'll expose you for everything that you are!" His voice was thick with menace and desperation.

Lisa turned to face him, her expression steely, composed despite the gravity of his threat. "Think about what you're saying, Ron. I'm trying to do the right thing here," she replied, her voice loud enough for me to hear but controlled. "For all of us. Don't make me regret it."

Ron's clenched jaw and flaring nostrils were the only signs of his frustration as Lisa turned away, continuing her walk to the gate. His threat hung in the air, a toxic promise that could unravel everything.

As the patio emptied and the voices faded, the weight of what I'd overheard pressed down on me. The conflicting images of Lisa—the devoted wife she claimed she wanted to be, and the uninhibited participant of those vile parties—tangled in my mind. The reality that she might still succumb to Ron's demands for sex made my decision all the more difficult. Was our potential future in New York just another layer of her manipulation, or a genuine attempt at redemption?

With a heavy heart, I retreated from my hiding spot, moving quietly back along the path I had come. Every step away from the Country Club felt like a step further from the woman I married. By the time I reached my car, hidden away under the cover of trees, the clarity I'd felt earlier was overshadowed by a storm of disillusionment and resolve.

Carefully, I started the engine and pulled away from the curb, my eyes on the rearview mirror until the Country Club disappeared from sight. The drive home was a blur, my mind racing faster than the car. Lisa's words, Ron's threats, and my own tangled feelings whirled together, a maelstrom of betrayal and potential forgiveness.

As the distance grew, so did my resolve. It was clear what I needed to do. Before any decisions about our future could be made, before any moves to New York, I needed the truth—all of it. From Lisa herself, no intermediaries, no eavesdropped confessions. Only then could I decide if the remnants of our marriage were worth salvaging or if they were too soiled by deceit to ever be clean again.

The sudden buzzing of my phone pulled me from my reverie. I glanced down; Lisa’s name lit up the screen. With a hesitant sigh, I pulled the car over to the side of the road, the gravel crunching under the tyres echoing the turmoil in my mind. I answered, keeping my voice neutral.

“Hey, Lisa. How did your family thing go?”

“It was fine. Where are you?” she said, her tone casual yet laced with an undercurrent of urgency I hadn’t heard before.

“I’m just out having that drive I told you about,” I replied, trying to mask the heaviness in my voice. “Seeing some of the areas I haven't seen before. What’s up?”

She hesitated, then continued, “I’m ready to talk about that thing you wanted to talk about. Not just New York but… about everything. I know you have questions about my past, about what I’ve kept from you here in Barnesfield. I’m ready to answer them.”

The offer, sincere as it might have sounded, came too late. The images of Lisa at the party, jerking strangers off, sucking Ron and Adam and Dean, helping them cum, flashed through my mind, stark against the mundane backdrop of the road ahead.

“That’s… good to hear,” I managed, my voice strained. “I appreciate your willingness to open up.”

There was a pause, heavy and laden with unsaid words. “Are you sure you're okay?" she asked.

“I'm fine,” I said softly, the scenes from the club replaying in my mind, refusing to fade. “I just needed some time to think about New York and to work out what I want to do with my life. A drive always helps me clear my head, you know? Plus, the countryside around here is pretty. You never told me.”

“I know. I understand,” she replied, though her voice cracked slightly. “Just don’t take too long, okay? I don’t want things hanging unresolved between us. Call me when you're back.”

“We won’t leave anything unresolved, I promise,” I reassured her, though I felt anything but reassured.

As we ended the call, a mixture of relief and dread settled over me. The conversation I needed to have with Lisa loomed large, a daunting prospect given everything I now knew. I needed to decide what I wanted, that part had been right. The car was silent again, but my mind was anything but quiet.

Just then, another call came through. It was Della, this time.

"How did you get on at the Country Club?" she asked softly. "What happened?"

"Don't worry," I sighed. "I didn't do anything to scupper your plans. I saw a few things but I didn't interfere."

“Right, well, you need to see what we found on these videos,” she said without preamble, her voice tense. “It’s important. The parties aren't quite what I thought they were. Not the newer ones, at least. We need to meet. Then you can tell me what you've learned at the club… and I think I have a plan, but I need your help to pull it off.”

Her words cut through the fog of my thoughts, offering a sliver of action in the midst of emotional paralysis. “I’ll come over,” I said, the decision made more out of a need to do something—anything—than out of conviction. I already knew

“Good,” she replied. “See you soon. Don't be long. Wayne is at Nancy's house, something to do with the boat, but he won't be gone all day.”

I hung up, my heart pounding with a mixture of fear and determination. As I started the car, I felt a trickle of sweat run down the middle of my back. Whether it was from the increasingly warm weather or from the stress, I wasn't sure. I felt like I was on the edge of a precipice. What would the videos reveal? Could there be more secrets even darker than those already uncovered? And what was Della’s plan that required my involvement?

Setting off towards Wayne and Della's house, I knew this was it. My life was about to change, one way or another and even though I was finally in full possession of the facts, I felt more unprepared than ever.
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Chapter 3


The afternoon after what I'd witnessed at the Country Club, I found myself in the serene living room of Wayne and Della's house. The quiet was almost oppressive, a stark contrast to the chaos of my thoughts. The house, with its plush furnishings and tastefully subdued decor, spoke of a comfortable life—a life far removed from the ugly secrets that seemed to saturate mine. As I sank into the familiar, soft embrace of their leather couch, the reality of my own actions the night before began to settle in.

Della returned from the kitchen with two cups of coffee, her movements gentle, almost cautious. She handed me one, her fingers brushing mine with a tentative warmth. "This must be incredibly hard for you, James," she began, settling next to me but maintaining a respectful distance. Still, my eyes went to her shapely legs as she crossed them. She wore the same denim dress from earlier, snug and short and stylish. "Talk to me. What are you feeling right now?"

I took a deep breath, the weight of her question pressing down on me. I'd told her about what I'd seen take place at the club. Lisa's part in the sex party, the conversation I overheard afterwards.

"It's all such a mess," I admitted, staring into the dark swirl of my coffee. "Seeing how she was… the way they treated her and yet she seemed to enjoy it. I don't know what to make of it. And here I am, no better than her. I slept with Nancy. She was only giving out handjobs and blowjobs, but I… went all the way." The words felt sour as they left my mouth, my recent betrayal casting a shadow over my anger towards Lisa. "How can I condemn her for her secrets when I've just added another to my own?"

Della's expression was one of deep understanding rather than judgement. "It's not the same, James. You were caught in a moment of weakness, driven by pain and betrayal and you were doing what you had to do to keep Nancy distracted so I could get out. But Lisa... she's been living a double life. That doesn’t mean your pain or your actions don’t deserve consideration and empathy." She paused, letting the words sink in before continuing softly. "What you need now is to figure out what you want from all this. What do you want?"

The room around us, with its walls adorned with tasteful art and shelves filled with books, seemed to close in, mirroring the tightening sensation in my chest. Rather than a comfort, Della's home suddenly felt more like a stage for confessions and difficult decisions.

"We need to talk about the videos," I said, shifting the conversation away from my personal turmoil. I needed time to think and there might be things on the USB drives that could help me answer her question.

Della nodded, her laptop already open on the coffee table. As she inserted a couple of the drives into the USB slots and clicked through folders, I glanced into the deep cleavage that spilled over the top of her dress. Guiltily, I tore my eyes away. The screen’s glow illuminated her face as she brought up file after file. She really was pretty. It felt like every time I saw her, I liked her more and more.

"What I meant about the videos not being what I thought is that Lisa isn't involved in the sex parties as I thought. The same as you're describing earlier," Della pointed out, stopping a video where Lisa served drinks, dressed as a Playboy bunny this time, her attire extremely sexy and revealing but her actions relatively innocent. "It's mostly just her playing hostess, sometimes topless, yes, but not participating in the sex. Well, not full sex. You know what I mean."

The distinction was a small comfort but did little to ease the sting of betrayal. "She's still been hiding all of this from me, Della. It's not as damning as I feared but she's still lying and cheating."

"I'm not defending her actions or condoning anything," Della paused the video on a still frame of Lisa as one of the men in the video—another stranger—groped her naked breasts, pulled out of the Playboy bunny leotard moments before by Ron. "But there's more. Look at this."

She slotted in a different USB drive and opened up one of the videos on it.

"Sometimes they're not even sex parties," Della pointed at the screen. They were still in the Country Club but this time there was a poker table set up on the large oval table I'd seen earlier. Ron, Colin, Dean, Adam and a couple of other people I'd never seen before sat around it, cards in hand and large piles of chips on the table. Once again, Lisa was there, this time dressed in a red corset top and a tiny pair of panties beneath it. She was serving drinks and once again seemed to be there as more of a plaything for the men rather than the centrepiece of the night.

"Games night?" I wondered. "Do they do this a lot?"

"It seems over the past five years, they've done a variety of things at the club," Della replied, switching USB sticks again but she paused before pressing play on any of the files on the latest one. "Games nights, high-stakes poker, from what I can ascertain. Other social events too but the sex parties are still a common occurrence. Just not as much as we feared. However, if we go further back. Back to before you were together…"

"I heard Ron and Adam talking earlier," I nodded, knowing what she was going to say. "They mentioned that she used to… you know? Before she got with me."

Della placed her hand on my arm, her touch reassuring. "As well as the sex parties with Lisa, there's also a security video of her with Dean and Rich behind the boat club. Do you want to see? It's a lot to process. You need to think about what you can forgive, what you can live with. And most importantly, what you both can do to rebuild from here—if you decide that’s what you want. Watching these videos… might affect your decision, even though this was from before she met you."

Her words hung in the air, heavy with the truth of our situation. I nodded, my mind a whirlwind but I knew I needed to see. I needed to understand. I'd come this far. To not see it through would just leave me with regrets, no matter what I decided from here onwards. "Show me one of the party videos."

As Della clicked on one of the older files, a tense silence settled between us. She glanced at me, her brown eyes full of sympathy and resolve, before hitting play. "Tell me if you want me to stop it."

The video that filled the screen was starkly different from the recent ones. It showed a younger Lisa, her features softer than they were now, like in the video with Erica and Rich. Her auburn hair was long and wavy. The scene was set in the Country Club’s concert room, just like the other videos but the oval table wasn't there. Instead, there was a sofa - a different one from the leather couch that was there now - surrounded by a group of men.

The camera was shaky, and the lighting in the room was dim, but the subject was undeniable. Lisa was the centre of attention, standing by the sofa, wearing skinny blue jeans and a T-shirt so tight that it was obvious she wasn't wearing a bra beneath, her nipples poking hard points through it. She was surrounded by the group of men, including a younger Ron, Adam, and Dean, all circling her, eyeing her, running their hands over her body. Even through the screen of the laptop, all these years later, it was apparent that the atmosphere in the room was charged with sexual energy.

It was hard to watch, knowing what I knew came next. Ron took the lead, lifting the T-shirt up over Lisa's head, her round, pert breasts falling into view. Her nipples were indeed hard, standing high and at attention. Two of the men moved in behind her, cupping her tits and squeezing, kissing the sides of her neck in unison. Lisa didn’t stop them—and looked like she had no desire to. She breathed in heavily through her nose, biting her lower lip, her eyes fluttered shut. Ron peeled her skin-tight jeans from her hips and shapely thighs. Her panties went, too, and there she was, naked and completely unashamed. Ron pushed her to her knees as he pulled out his cock.

It was nothing I hadn't expected but seeing her be so submissive, so compliant to his orders was tough to take. As she gave the big man a blowjob, the other men, six of them including Adam and Dean, undressed, stroking their cocks in anticipation of getting in on the action.

Within just a couple of minutes, Lisa was on her back on the sofa, her legs apart, her smooth, hairless pussy on display to the group as they took turns fingering her, groping her breasts and fucking her mouth. And then Ron knelt between her parted thighs, beckoning for whoever was filming to come closer and get a good shot of the moment that he entered her.

I couldn't tear my eyes from the screen as I watched the tip of his thick, stubby cock push against Lisa's slit, and then slide in, causing her to groan around whoever's cock she was sucking.

The next few minutes consisted of the men taking turns on her, in between snorting lines of the fine white powder stacked on a nearby platter. Adam went next, thrusting his long dick inside her expertly and fucking her roughly before making room for Dean to replace him. Dean's even bigger black cock slid into my young, slim, future wife easily and it didn't take long for him to bring her to an orgasm, her climax causing her back to arch from the sofa and the sound of her cry to echo out through the laptop speakers.

Her moans, the slaps of skin on skin, were visceral. Lisa wasn't just participating; she was revelling in it, her body moving with a hunger that was both shocking and, I had to admit, deeply arousing.

As the scene progressed, Lisa was moved to all fours and passed from one man to another, The sight of my wife—years before she was my wife—being so unabashedly passionate, so consumed by her need, stirred something primal within me. My body reacted before my mind could catch up, the arousal building in my groin, despite me already having sex this morning with Nancy.

My cock felt like it might burst from my pants. What was wrong with me? Why was this turning me on?

Della’s voice pulled me back to the moment. How long had I been watching the video? I looked at the scroll bar on the screen. Twelve minutes but it felt like hours. “James, talk to me. How are you feeling watching this? Have you seen enough?”

I couldn’t find words. My throat felt tight, my emotions tangled between arousal and horror. Seeing Lisa like this, knowing it was her past, made it no less intense. Before I could formulate a response, the man fucking Lisa on the screen came, pulling out of her and spraying rope after rope of cum onto her back.

"Yes, stop it," I said, although I didn't actually want it to end. For some reason I wanted to keep watching until they'd all fucked her, dumping their cum in and on her. My reaction to the video was unexpected but I couldn't deny it.

"Are you okay?" Della asked. Her face was close to mine as I finally tore my eyes from the laptop to look at her. She hadn't pressed stop yet, and I watched as Dean moved into place behind her and ploughed his big, black dick into her. I wondered about the video of him fucking her behind the boat club and what that video was like, making a mental note to ask Della to show me after this.

I glanced at Della, meeting her deep brown gaze. When had she gotten so close?

Then it happened. I moved first, closing the distance between our mouths. Our kiss was desperate, our hands frantic. I tugged at my clothes as Della unzipped her dress and shimmied out of it, dropping it onto the living room floor. The laptop continued to play, Lisa’s moans of ecstasy a haunting soundtrack to what was about to take place.

We came back together, our lips clashing so hard that my gums hurt. Her tongue was alive in my mouth, fighting and swirling and playful. I reached behind her, unclasping her bra, and tossing it to one side. I sat back long enough to enjoy the sight of her large, full breasts and small dark nipples. Then we were back at it, kicking off my trousers and shorts as Della reclined back onto the soft carpet wearing nothing but a tiny thong.

She was exquisite, her body lush, all soft curves and smooth skin. Her navel was pierced, although I wondered how long she’d be able to keep it as her belly grew. She smiled at me, full of promise, as she hooked her thumbs into the thong and pulled them off. She was shaved bald just like Lisa. Had Adam once shaved her too and convinced her to keep it that way as he had with Lisa?

I crawled over her before I could think to stop, and we were kissing again, her body meeting mine with an urgency that matched my own. 

In the background, Lisa continued to moan and gasp, taking man after man, having orgasm after orgasm. 

I sank into Della’s pussy, tight but so wet that I entered her easily. Our bodies came together with passionate force as we began to fuck on the floor of the front room that she shared with Wayne.

This was wrong but I couldn't stop. I was aware that she was pregnant, the small bump of her belly reminding me, and I tried not to put all of my body weight on top of her but she wouldn't allow otherwise, her hands clutching at my back desperately, pulling at me, urging me to fuck her.

I thrust into her hard, enjoying the sensation of her large, soft tits pressed against my chest. I felt her move, looking over my shoulder and for a moment, I thought Wayne had returned home and caught us but as I turned to look too, she grabbed my head and pulled it into her shoulder, kissing my neck.

"Fuck me," she murmured, her breath warm against my ear.

So I did, rutting with her on the floor until, all too quickly, I felt my balls press against her, my cock fully buried inside. Lisa was almost screaming on the laptop as she came. I was there, too, my cock shooting streams of cum deep into Della, filling her already pregnant body with my seed.

As we lay there, catching our breath, Della spoke softly, “I’ve wanted you since we first met, James. Seeing you hurt like this... I just wanted to make you feel something other than pain.”

Her words pierced through the post-orgasmic haze, grounding me. “I’ve always found you attractive, Della,” I admitted, the honesty of the moment stripping away any pretence. “But I never intended…”

But before I could finish, my phone rang, cutting through the quiet aftermath of our abrupt intimacy. It was Lisa. Shit, she wasn't on her way here or something, was she? I sat back on the sofa and fumbled for the phone through the pockets of my discarded trousers, my mind still reeling from everything. I answered, my voice rough. “Hello?”

“Where are you?” Lisa’s voice was steady, but I could hear an underlying tremor. “I thought you'd have called me by now.”

I paused, taking in a deep breath, trying to steady my swirling thoughts. “I was just about to,” I managed to say, though doubt clouded my tone.

"Okay, well… Do you want to meet back at the hotel?"

My eyes met with Della's as she gathered her clothing from the floor, smiling at me softly and then beginning to dress. What was going through her mind? I couldn't believe we'd just fucked.

I smiled back at her. We had a connection, Della and I. I think it had always been there but now it felt stronger, more real. Then I had an idea. "Meet me at the Old Pier instead,” I suggested, her voice softening. “It’s private, and I think it’s a good place to talk. The weather is nice out, we might as well make the most of it.”

The Old Pier—a place loaded with memories, some good, some now tainted. “Um," Lisa hesitated for a moment. "Alright, I guess I can meet you there."

“I’ll be there soon,” I responded, the decision setting a new course of action into motion.

As I hung up, Della looked at me with a satisfied smile still on her full lips. “I enjoyed that," she sighed. "I didn't tell you my plans for the videos. And there was something else I wanted to tell you. A secret of mine, but you need to go, find out what you need to know. We can talk about what just happened soon, along with everything else.”

"Are you sure?" I asked, collecting my clothes and beginning to get dressed. "I feel bad about having sex and then just upping and leaving."

"Don't make me kick you out," Della giggled. She really was lovely when she smiled. She needed to smile more. "And don't go getting any romantic intentions towards me, James. I'm taken, remember. I just got horny and needed to fuck."

I nodded, feeling reassured. The day was no longer just about uncovering lies; it was about deciding the future. I had to push what had just happened between Della and I out of my head and refocus on Lisa. I got dressed and left Della’s house, my steps heavy but determined. As I reached my car, I turned to look back at Wayne and Della's house and a movement caught my eye—someone was watching from an upstairs window. I wasn't Della. I couldn't make out the face, just the outline of a man. Who else was in the house? Fuck. What the hell? Had Wayne been in the house the whole time? Had he watched us fuck? Ron had mentioned something earlier about him watching — at the parties and the Old Pier. I didn't have time to wonder about it. I forced Della and Wayne and whatever kinks they were into.

Lisa was waiting for me. For good or for bad, it was time for the truth to come out.
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The drive to the Old Pier was a journey through a cascade of conflicting thoughts and emotions. The warm breeze that flowed through the open windows of my car did little to ease the tumult inside me. Today had spiralled into a crazy succession of revelations and reckless decisions, from the sex with Nancy on the Amorous Anne to the harrowing sights at the Country Club to the unexpected and passionate fuck with Della. Now, the sun was dipping toward the horizon, painting the sky in hues of orange and purple, a beautiful backdrop to an ugly day.

As I parked the car, the uneven surface of mud and sand making it judder to a halt, I looked out of the window, noting Lisa's car parked a little further down. The pier stretched out into the calm waters, its wooden planks lit golden by the day’s sun, leading to where Lisa was waiting. I could see her silhouette against the setting sun, a solitary figure sitting on the end of the pier, her legs dangling down above the water.

What was I going to say? The question churned in my mind as I stepped out of the car. The walk towards her felt longer than it should, each step heavy with the weight of the words I needed to find. The sound of the gentle waves lapping against the pier posts beneath us tried to soothe me, but my heart raced with a mix of dread and an urgent need for resolution.

Lisa turned as she heard my approach, her face unreadable. The soft glow of the sunset illuminated her, bringing out the red tones in her auburn hair, creating a halo around her that seemed almost mocking given the circumstances. "Hi," her voice was a whisper carried on the breeze, laden with a nervous tension.

"You wanted to talk," I started, my voice steady despite the turmoil inside. The words hung between us, stark and irrevocable. Her eyes widened slightly, a flash of fear, or perhaps resignation, flickering across her features. "I'm here."

I sat next to her on the edge of the old wooden pier, letting my feet hang down, skimming the water's surface by a few inches. The breeze off the water picked up, pulling at Lisa’s hair, weaving it into the dying light. She swallowed hard, her hands trembling slightly as she drew them together in her lap.

“I’ve been lying to you, James,” she began, her voice barely above a murmur. “Hiding things… for a long time. And I—I don’t even know how to tell you everything. You might hate me for what I’m about to confess.” The vulnerability in her sky-blue eyes was stark, a stark contrast to the confident, controlled person I thought I knew.

Tears welled up in those eyes, her gaze dropping to the rippling water below us. Her shoulders shook as she fought to control her emotions. It was painful to watch, this unravelling of the person I loved, layer by layer. Reaching out, I placed my hand on her shoulder, offering a silent reassurance. The connection felt fragile, like a thread that could snap at any moment, yet necessary.

“Lisa,” I said gently, turning her to face me. She was trying to confess but struggling. I decided to help her. “I saw you at the Country Club.”

Her head snapped up, eyes wide in shock. “What?” The confusion was evident, her mind trying to piece together the implications.

I nodded, the admission feeling like a confession of my own. “I was there. I came looking for you. Found a way in through the back door. I watched everything from the balcony.”

The initial shock gave way to a crestfallen expression, the walls she had built around herself crumbling visibly. “You saw…” She didn’t finish, the implication hanging between us.

“Everything,” I confirmed, the single word encompassing the multitude of scenes that had played out before my eyes. “Ron, Adam, Dean. The blonde girl. The other two guys, whoever they were. I know, Lisa. About the parties, the men… what you’ve been involved in.”

Her face crumpled, the tears she’d been holding back finally breaking free. “I—I’m so sorry, James. I never wanted you to see that part of me. I thought I could keep it separate from us, from our life together.”

The pain in her voice was palpable, and despite the chaos of emotions raging inside me—anger, betrayal, hurt—a part of me ached to take her into my arms, to shield her from the consequences of her own actions. But I couldn’t, not yet. There was too much between us, too many lies and too much betrayal. Tears dripped from her face as she leaned forward, dripping into the water beneath our feet.

For a moment, I thought she meant to fall forward into the water and I instinctively grabbed at her, pulling her closer, until she sat up, her blue eyes boring into mine. In them, I could see everything. Regret. Sadness. Pain.

“Why, Lisa?” It was the question that had haunted me since the moment I realised the depth of her deception. “Why did you cheat on me with Dean and Rich at Alice's funeral? Why did you do everything you could to keep it all from me? If you'd only told me, come clean years ago, none of this would have happened.”

She took a deep, shuddering breath as if the air itself could fortify her for the confession. She wiped at her eyes with the back of her hands, then pushed up the sleeves of her white top. “How do you even know any of this? Who told you? Erica?"

"It doesn't matter," I replied with a heavy shrug. "I know about you and her and Rich too. In fact, I've seen the video that Nancy took."

Lisa’s face was a mix of surprise and mortification as she processed my knowledge of her past, her eyes searching mine for answers. “How? I don't understand.” Her voice was desperate, seeking some semblance of control in a narrative that had slipped far from her grasp.

I waved off her questions with a dismissive hand. “I'll explain everything later but what matters is that it’s true, isn’t it? The sex parties. What happened at the funeral. Colin, Ron. Adam. Dean. Rich. All of it.” My tone was firm, pushing for the full truth now that we were here, at this breaking point.

She nodded slowly, resigned. “Yes, it’s all true,” she confessed, her voice trembling. “It started with Adam. He was charming, persuasive... it was supposed to be just a fling. In return for extra tuition and maybe some help getting my grades improved. But then Ron found out. He was fishing and caught us. Here. Fucking underneath the pier. That was how this all started. He threatened to tell Dad and everyone else unless I… unless I kept him quiet.” Her cheeks flushed with shame.

"Unless you fucked him too?"

“Yes. That turned into regular… meetings with both of them." Lisa's eyes drifted out over the water, her expression changing to one of resignation. "I won't lie to you, James. Not any more. The truth is that it was thrilling at first, intoxicating even. I enjoyed it. The sex was good. Ron was my uncle. It was naughty, illicit. Fun… to have a secret. But then Nancy found out. She saw Ron kissing me as he dropped me off at home one night.” Lisa’s hands clenched into fists, her knuckles white as she fought through the memories.

"Shit," I cursed softly under my breath, conflicting emotions surging through me as she continued.

“Nancy didn’t care; she was fucking Colin behind Ron's back. Somehow between them, they made a fucked-up pact. She got to keep having her dirty little affair with Colin. Ron got to keep screwing me."

"I heard that," I nodded, watching a dragonfly skim the surface of the water before zooming away beneath the pier. "So how did it go from threesomes to sex parties?"

"That happened when Dean found out. Rumours got out about me and Adam and I tried to contain them by sleeping with Dean. The next thing I knew, the threesomes turned into foursomes and then Ron started inviting his business friends."

Lisa looked at me, the gold and indigo glow of the sunset reflecting in her eyes. "I know I behaved like a slut. I admit I enjoyed it. Adam and Ron would give me money. Booze and drugs were on tap. I had my heart's desire and then the thing that happened with Erica and Rich. And if you know about Nancy, if you've—somehow, I don't know how—seen that video, then you'll know how it all spiralled further and further out of control."

"And it all got too much, so you had to leave," I continued for her. "Colin set you up with a job in London, through Gabriella. It was supposed to be your fresh start.”

Her eyes met mine again, pleading for understanding. "So you really do know everything," she said softly, her face breaking again and the tears beginning to flow once more.

I ached to put an arm around her, to comfort her but I couldn't. I needed to know everything first.

“So why come back? Why start it all again?” I asked, the one question that had gnawed at me since discovering her deceit.

Lisa’s gaze drifted towards the water, her voice softening. “I came back for Alice’s funeral. It was the first time I'd been back since we started dating. The moment I arrived here, everything hit me like a hammer blow. I'd fallen for you, James. I really had but coming home was a low point for me after the highs of moving away and meeting you. I found myself drinking a lot, trying to deal with the guilt of what I'd done in the past but also what this place brought out of me. I realised that some twisted part of me missed the crazy sex I had here. Dean was there, he was upset, we were both drunk... and one thing led to another.” She paused, more tears slipping down her cheeks. “Then Rich caught us. I was so lost, James. He scolded me, tried to make me see sense, but I just… I didn’t want to feel anything anymore. So I fucked him too.”

The sound of the gentle waves was the only sound for a moment when she went silent. “And then?” I urged her to continue, needing confirmation of what I'd been told.

“Ron saw us on the security camera at the boat club,” she continued, her voice barely a whisper. “Along with videos he'd made of the sex parties and the video of me with Erica and Rich, he used that to coerce me back to the parties. I agreed, but I made them promise... I wouldn’t have sex. I thought if I could control that, somehow it wouldn’t be as bad. I just did what I had to do to keep the peace. Handjobs, blowjobs... but I never let them have me.”

Her admission, while meant to offer some solace, did little to assuage the betrayal. “I’ve been unfaithful, James, with Rich and Dean but never since we got married. I tried to stay loyal to you in the way I thought mattered most,” she said, looking up at me with eyes that hoped for forgiveness.

The confession was a lot to process. Here was the woman I loved, laying bare her darkest moments, her deepest mistakes. Her plea for understanding tore at me, a bitter reminder of the love and life we had shared. The sun was hovering over the horizon, setting the water ablaze with its reddish hue, leaving us in the soft embrace of dusk, the silhouette of a passing boat in the distance,

I leaned closer, my voice firm despite the emotional storm inside. "You don't have to do any of it anymore, Lisa." I watched her closely, seeing the faint glimmer of hope spark in her tear-filled eyes.

Taking a deep breath, I decided to reveal more of the tangled web that surrounded us. "Lisa, there's more to Della than you know. She was one of Adam's lovers before he met you. She knows everything about the parties, more than you can imagine."

Lisa’s expression shifted from confusion to surprise. "Della?" she whispered, clearly struggling to place her in the narrative she had been part of.

"Yes," I continued, my voice low. "She helped me find the videos."

Lisa recoiled as if struck, her face paling. "Why? How?"

"We've become… friends," I said, wondering just how much I should tell her. Lisa had confessed everything. Should I?

"My dad knows," Lisa sighed, looking into the distance again. "Ron told him one night while they were out drinking. He came home and called me a filthy little slut. Just like my mother. I don’t know much about my mum's past, just that she liked... enjoyed sex, like me. He threw it in my face, over and over again, saying the apple doesn't fall far from the tree. But instead of trying to stop it, he accepted it. He even came to some parties. Not to participate, just to watch. It disgusted me, James. I've made peace with him since. He's the only dad I have but it’s why I had to leave. It’s why I need to leave again."

The conversation took another turn as I brought up another point of note. "When you brought me here, when we had sex, Ron watched, didn’t he?"

Lisa nodded slowly, her eyes red as she looked at me, all out of tears now. "Yes. Ron was curious about you and me. He... he made me set it up. I’m so sorry, James. I didn’t want to, but I felt like I had no choice. The party I went to today, it was the last one. I promise. I had to talk them into letting me go, letting me start over."

"I overheard it all." I reached out, taking her hands in mine, needing to bridge the gap her confessions had created. "And there’s more you need to know. Della hates Adam. He forced her into one of the parties so she’s been working to stop them, to end all this. To free you from their hold over you."

Lisa stared at me like she was trying to work out if I was fucking around with her. I paused, letting the gravity of my next words sink in. "And you don’t need to sleep with Ron one last time to leave. I have all the videos. I stole them from Ron’s boat. They don’t have anything on you anymore."

My wife’s eyes widened, a mixture of disbelief and relief washing over her features. "You have the videos?"

"Yes," I affirmed, squeezing her hands. "Everything. You’re free, Lisa. They can’t use those against you any longer. You've confessed everything to me, called their bluff. You can leave now and they can't stop you."

The weight of those words hung heavy in the air as the last light of the day faded, the red disc of the sun sliding behind the horizon. Lisa leaned against me, her body trembling with the release of a burden she had carried for too long.

"Are you leaving with me?" she whispered into the cooling air. "Or am I going to New York alone?"

"It depends on what you want," I murmured, making what might be a fateful decision.

"I want you, James," she said softly, her hand finding mine and squeezing it firmly. "I want us to go to New York and leave all of this behind. I want it more than anything."

"You might change your mind. I need to tell you something too," I began, the words heavy in my throat. "While I was on Ron's boat... I slept with Nancy. It wasn't planned. It happened in the heat of the moment." I paused, gauging her reaction. "She seduced me, and I... I let it happen because it provided a distraction for Della to get away with the videos. That's how we got them. They were stored on Ron's boat."

For a long moment, Lisa said nothing, her face hard, eyes wide as she processed my admission. "What the fuck, James?"

"Shocker, huh?" I said, my voice quiet, my heart aching for both of us. "I already knew everything when it happened. I figured we were probably already over, so… So I fucked Della too."

"And Della?" Lisa closed her eyes tightly, her fists balling. Then, surprisingly, her expression softened and she turned to face me. "Wow. I know I’ve put you through a lot but..." She was holding my hand but let go, her body language closing as she folded her arms beneath her breasts.

"You cheated on me with Dean and Rich.” I felt guilty and ashamed of what I’d done but I wasn’t going to apologise without some sort of similar contrition from her. “You’ve made dozens of men cum while we were married. I don’t know yet if I can forgive you, but if I can, then perhaps you can do the same for me. We're both flawed. Maybe that's something we can build on."

"Was she good?" Lisa said abruptly, ignoring my statement. "Della, that is. Better than me? I'm sure I'm a better fuck than Nancy. Ron always said I am. She's got fake tits too."

"Lisa, stop," I sighed, "Della and I… it was impulsive. Fast. Too fast. No, she wasn't better. I wanted you. I've only ever wanted you. I've got some things to figure out yet but I think I still do. You need to decide what you want."

"I want to make this work." Lisa’s eyes were hard but they softened and the tension in her shoulders faded. "It’s just… Nancy and Della? Perhaps I shouldn’t be surprised, considering the circumstances, but I am.”

“We’ll talk about Nancy and Della later,” I replied. “Look, if there’s a chance we can get through this, we have to try, right?”

“I guess.” Lisa stared into the distance again, her face dimly lit by the fading fire on the horizon. “If we're both willing to start fresh, to leave behind the mistakes and the past, then maybe we can make this work. I do want to be with you. Let's go to New York. Let's start over and leave all of this behind. Please, James. I'll never so much as look at another man, I promise."

"Or woman?" I asked, half-joking. "I saw you with the blonde girl earlier, remember?"

My wife's cheeks turned as red as the sun had been before it retreated below the skyline. "I guess I haven't always been honest about how much I like girls either. But, I swear, I'll be faithful, James. Just give me this one chance. Take this opportunity of a new life with me and… Oh."

"Oh?" I queried, watching her as she turned to face me again.

"You said you overheard… earlier," she said slowly, her voice almost inaudible. "Did you hear what I said about… starting a family?"

"Yes," I admitted. I'd wanted to bring that up but had no idea how. It was a hard thing to consider. Could I have a baby with this woman in front of me? That would be the ultimate commitment. Was she worthy of it?

"I want to have a baby," Lisa breathed heavily, her nervousness apparent. "With you."

As I listened to her talk, as I looked at her and saw the light that starting a family brought to her eyes, I knew I still loved her. After everything I'd learned, after what I'd seen with my own eyes and on videos, I still - somehow - loved her.

"I need time to think," I said slowly. "But I think… I think I'd like to try."

Lisa began to cry again, but this time it was tears of relief and joy mingling on her cheeks as she leaned in to embrace me. The sun had set completely now, leaving us in the soft embrace of twilight. The distant lights from the far shore flickered like distant stars, mirroring the cautious hope that flickered in our hearts.

She slipped her hand into mine, the warmth of it contrasting against the cool night air like a promise—a promise of a new beginning, fraught with challenges but also filled with potential.

Hand in hand, we sat there for a while, gazing out over the water, both of us lost in our own thoughts until with a deep breath, I looked at Lisa, her profile outlined against the night sky. "Yes. Let's try," I murmured, feeling her grip tighten in affirmation. "Let’s fight for our marriage.”

“Really?”

“Yes,” I nodded, enjoying the hope in her eyes. “But not until we’ve helped Della bring them down. Ron, Adam. All of them."

"I'll do anything, James. I love you. I love you so fucking much." my wife replied, her tone resolute, her sky-blue eyes twinkling in the twilight. "Just tell me what I need to do."
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That evening we had dinner together in the hotel restaurant, secluding ourselves at a corner table tucked away in a nook that felt isolated enough to talk. They had live music on tonight, a three-piece band playing soft jazz but the music barely pierced the heavy silence that hung between Lisa and me. We'd been mostly silent since leaving the Old Pier, each lost in a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions that seemed almost too vast to comprehend. As we picked at our food, it was clear that neither of us had much of an appetite, our minds too preoccupied with the world-shattering events of today.

Across from me, Lisa seemed distant, her gaze occasionally drifting to the flickering candle between us, her blue eyes reflecting the dancing flames. The realisation of everything that had happened today was sinking in for us both, and the quiet between us was filled with unasked questions and unvoiced fears. Despite the chaos, a resolve was firming within me. I loved her, deeply, and wasn't ready to let go without a fight. Our relationship—as it used to be—was badly damaged and we couldn't go on like that. We needed to start anew, to rebuild the trust to go alongside the love we had for each other. The thought of having a baby, though daunting, also excited me—it symbolised a new beginning, a chance to create something pure out of the ruins.

Conversation eventually resumed between us, but it felt heavy, as she asked me how my food was, sharing that her pasta dish was good. As I listened to her talk, I couldn't help but be drawn to her hands, so familiar and delicate as she scooped a mouthful of pasta onto her fork, yet they'd been wrapped around five other men's cocks as recently as this morning. The thought that she'd wanked off and made other men cum with those hands was both disturbing and for some reason, inexplicably arousing. I shook my head slightly, trying to dispel the images, but they lingered stubbornly.

As if sensing where my head was, Lisa set down her fork and fixed her eyes on me. "What are you thinking about, James?"

"What I saw this morning," I answered, deciding honesty was the best policy from here.

"It must have been difficult to see," Lisa sighed, her eyes lowering to the table for a moment. "I'm sorry you had to see that, but if you watched the videos you mentioned, you probably saw worse.

"That's true," I nodded, my throat tightening at the thought of what I'd witnessed on Della's laptop.

"So, tell me," Lisa picked up her fork again, her eyes darting around the empty tables nearby to make sure nobody was in earshot. "What exactly did you see in those videos?" Her voice was soft but curious.

I hesitated, torn between the desire to protect her feelings and the self-imposed necessity of honesty. "I saw... a lot," I began, cautiously. "One of them was a poker game. You were serving drinks, dressed as a Playboy girl but the other… that was… you and Ron… and Adam, and Dean… and—"

I tailed off, not sure how to word it.

"Most people would call it a gangbang." Lisa whispered, her face reddening, her eyes again elsewhere, avoiding mine.

"Did those parties all happen before we met?" I asked her gently. "Be honest with me."

Her eyes widened a little, glancing up to look at me, embarrassment and shame evident on her face as she nodded. "I promise. Apart from the… mistake I made at Alice's funeral, I've never had sex with any of them since. They've tried a thousand times but all I ever did was give them head and handjobs. But before you… I slept with a lot of men, sometimes four, five, six at a time. I'm not proud of it but—"

"But what?" Her eyes had gone distant again.

"I can't say I didn't enjoy it." She swallowed hard, finding the admission difficult. "I felt desired. Wanted. Empowered. Uninhibited. All of those things."

"Do you miss it?" I asked, immediately regretting the impulsive question as soon as the words left my mouth.

"I love having sex with you," Lisa replied carefully, her fork toying with her pasta now rather than eating. "But maybe I've been… craving isn't the right word… missing something. And that's why I didn't mind coming back here a couple of times a year. Even this morning, I guess I… had fun."

"Had fun jerking and sucking Ron and his friends?" I needed clarification, no matter how much I might hurt. "Or had fun orgasming on a woman's face?"

Lisa gazed at me, the candle's flickering light between us casting shadows on her face. "If I'm being honest, both. I wouldn't have done it if they didn't threaten to expose me but at the same time, I can't pretend that a part of me doesn't enjoy it. That a part of me doesn't need that sort of release."

"So if we go to New York, aren't you going to miss it?" I asked, the dream of a new life starting to fall apart. "What happens if you need that release? Are you going to cheat on me again?"

"I'll let it go," she promised. "I promise to you, James. I want to leave this part of me behind. I want to be your wife. Faithful, truthful, honest. And if I do find myself needing that release, I'll tell you. We can roleplay. Use toys or something. We'll figure it out."

I cut a piece of my steak, chewing it in my mouth as my mind chewed over what she'd said. It made sense and she was being honest with me. I couldn't ask for more.

"You said Della has the videos,” Lisa asked. “Has she watched them too?"

"Yes. She showed them to me. That’s actually how...," I started, my voice faltering as I approached the confession, "How Della and I ended up having sex."

Lisa leaned forward, her fine, dark brows knitting slightly in a mix of curiosity and something else—perhaps a dawning understanding. "Ended up having sex?" she pressed gently.

I exhaled deeply, the weight of the admission pressing on my chest. "Yes," I whispered, feeling a rush of embarrassment mixed with an inexplicable sense of relief. "We watched the videos then… it just happened."

"It happened because… watching the video turned you on?" she asked, her voice even but probing. "You and Della?"

The question made my cheeks burn, the flush of shame mingled with an undeniable thrill. "Yes," I admitted reluctantly.

"And the video with Erica and Rich?" Her tone was steadier now, almost gentle.

"Yes, that too," I confessed, meeting her gaze fully now, exposing my vulnerability. "I watched that one with Erica. That was awkward."

"I bet that one got you really horny," Lisa guessed and when I nodded, she sat back in her seat, processing my admissions with a thoughtful expression. "Maybe we should watch the videos together. It might help us reconcile it. Put it in the past, where it belongs."

"I have the video of Erica and you on my phone," I told her, a strange desire building inside me at the thought of Lisa and I reliving her past together.

Lisa stared at me for a moment, then put her eating utensils down again. "Show me."

I slid my phone from my pocket, brought the video onto the screen and passed it to her. As she began to watch it, her breath caught audibly, a faint blush spreading across her cheeks, betraying her arousal. Her eyes were glued to the small screen, and every so often, she would bite her lip, a small sigh escaping her as she shifted uncomfortably in her seat. It was clear that watching the video stirred something deep within her, a mixture of nostalgia and desire that she hadn't fully tamed.

"I know it might seem weird and wrong, Rich and Erica together, but you have no idea…" she said, her voice a breathy whisper that barely reached across the table. Then she stopped, pushing herself from her chair to stand up suddenly. "I can't eat anymore. I'm not hungry for food. I need you. Please, can we go to our room?" Her eyes, usually the shade of a summer's day but now dark with longing, searched mine, seeking reassurance and an affirmation of my desire for her despite everything.

Without a word, I nodded, feeling a surge of heat course through me. The desire to reclaim and reconnect with Lisa was overwhelming. I reached for her hand, feeling the electric touch of her skin against mine, and led her out of the restaurant. We barely made it to our hotel room, our urgent need for each other palpable. As soon as the door closed behind us, Lisa wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling me into a deep, passionate kiss that spoke volumes of her need.

Our clothes were shed hastily, our actions desperate and uncoordinated, driven by raw emotion. Our bodies collided with a hunger that had been building since the revelations of the day, each touch reigniting the deep-seated connection that had always existed between us. Lisa moaned into my mouth, her hands roaming wildly over my back, pulling me closer. I lifted her easily, her legs wrapping around my waist as I pressed her against the nearest wall and thrust my stone-hard cock inside her. She gasped at the feeling.

"I enjoyed Julia licking my pussy earlier," she confessed, "But I really wanted a cock inside me. Give it to me now, James."

Lisa's nails dug into my shoulders, her cries filling the room as I pounded her against the wall until my legs threatened to give out. Then we moved to the bed, where I tossed her down and climbed atop her, hoisting her ankles over my shoulders and thrusting into her tight, shaved pussy desperately.

"Fucking give it to me," she demanded. "Fuck me hard. Don't hold back. Do whatever you want to me."

All I wanted was to empty my balls into her, so I pushed her legs back, lifting her pussy and ass off the bed a few inches so I could angle my dick into her just right. Then I hammered against her with all I had until we finally collapsed together, drenched in sweat and out of breath, my cum leaking from her pussy.

Lisa curled into me, her head resting on my chest. "I love you, James," she murmured, her voice thick with emotion. "I want to leave all this behind. Start afresh, with you. Who knows, maybe we just made a baby."

"You're already off the pill?" I asked, stroking her auburn hair, the revelation swirling swirling through my mind along with everything else. The complexity of our situation hadn't diminished, but in that moment, the path forward seemed a little clearer.

"Yes," she murmured sleepily against my chest. "I hope you're not mad. I was going to tell you but I guess tonight just happened."

"I guess it did," I whispered back, sleep fuzzing my mind as it tried to claim me.

Perhaps she'd done it deliberately, an attempt to trap me, to stop me from leaving her when it was becoming inevitable that I was going to uncover her hidden life here in her hometown. But I didn't care right at that moment. If she was willing to commit herself to me by starting a family, then we had something worth fighting for.

All that was left now was to help Della do what she needed to do. Then we could go and leave all of this behind.

***

Our breakfast was meant to be a tranquil interlude, nestled in a cosy corner of a quaint American-style diner just a few blocks from our hotel. The diner, with its retro charm, featured red vinyl booths, chrome bar stools lined up against a Formica counter, and nostalgic memorabilia adorning the walls. The aroma of freshly brewed coffee mingled with the scent of bacon and pancakes, creating a comforting, almost homey atmosphere. It was the perfect backdrop for Lisa and me to discuss our next steps and try to make sense of the whirlwind events from the previous day.

Like last night, we chose a booth near the back, away from the gentle clatter of plates and the soft murmur of morning conversations. As we settled in, the waitress, a cheerful woman with a name tag that read "Jenny," brought over the two lattes we'd ordered and breakfast menus, leaving us with a smile and a promise to return shortly.

Then Lisa’s phone vibrated on the table. She picked it up, her expression transitioning from relaxed to concerned as she read the incoming message. She held the phone towards me, allowing me to see the screen— it was a message from Erica. The soft glow of the phone highlighted the delicate features of Lisa’s face, her light makeup enhancing her natural beauty rather than overshadowing it. Her auburn hair cascaded around her shoulders, framing her face perfectly as she opened the message.

"She wants to come over... Something's happened," Lisa murmured, her brow furrowed in concern. "I hope she's okay."

"Tell her we're having breakfast if she wants to join us," I suggested, taking a sip from the creamy latte.

Lisa quickly typed a reply, inviting Erica over to the diner, then put her phone down as Jenny returned, asking us if we were ready to order. We requested two Full English breakfasts and then waited until she left, taking our menus with that fixed waitress smile.

"Do you think it's something to do with the video?" I asked. "Or something to do with Rich, considering everything that is unfolding?"

We didn't have to wonder for long. Erica hurried into the diner ten minutes later, clearly distressed. Her honey-blonde hair was slightly dishevelled, framing her pale face in loose waves that bounced as she quickly navigated through the narrow aisles of the diner. Spotting Lisa and me, she made her way to our booth with a hurried pace, her green eyes scanning the room anxiously until she slid into the booth next to Lisa, her movements quick and somewhat frantic, a sharp intake of breath betraying her attempt to appear composed.

"Hi," Lisa said, concern etched on her face at Erica's appearance. "What's wrong?"

Her best friend attempted a weak smile, her delicate features strained. "It's Beth," she confessed slowly, as if the words pained her to speak. "She left me last night."

"What? Why?" I asked, shocked. They'd seemed like a settled couple.

"She's been distant for a while, but I thought she was happy," Erica shook her head sadly. "She's known that something was up since you got here, James. I've been kind of dodging her questions but last night, I ended up telling her everything. Everything. I hoped she'd be understanding, maybe even interested, but no. She said couldn’t handle the chaos surrounding my life right now. It was all just too much for her. She wants a simple, easy life. I can't blame her."

"Shit," I cursed, just as Jenny returned again, this time with a wide plate of fried eggs, bacon, beans, sausages and mushrooms. When she'd gone, placing the breakfasts in front of Lisa and me, and left with an order for a black coffee for Erica, I continued, "This is my fault, Erica. I'm sorry."

Lisa squeezed Erica's hands gently, her eyes full of empathy. "I'm sorry too. But if she couldn’t stand by you during this, then maybe she wasn't worth your love."

Erica nodded, wiping away a tear that escaped down her cheek. "I thought we had something special, but maybe I was just fooling myself. It's just… I really liked her, you know?" Her voice broke on the last few words, making my heart ache for her.

Lisa pulled her hand back to gently touch Erica's arm, her expression softening. "You deserve someone who loves you for all that you are, chaos included. Someone out there is going to be right for you. You just need to give it time."

I watched the exchange, feeling a twinge of protectiveness towards both women for some reason. I admired Lisa's way of comforting her friend, even when her own relationship was in a fragile state. This was the best of Lisa, one of the reasons I loved her. "We're here for you," I added, wanting to ensure Erica felt supported. "Whatever you need."

As Lisa and Erica continued talking, my phone chimed out its familiar ringtone. I pulled it from my pocket to see Della's name staring at me on the screen. Excusing myself from the table, I stepped to a quieter spot near the entrance of the diner.

"Hey," I answered, pressing the phone tightly to my ear.

"James, brace yourself," Della's voice came through, tense and clipped. "The shit has hit the fan. Wayne just told me that Nancy’s on the warpath, and I think Ron's with her. Maybe Colin too. They're coming for you. Be careful."

A knot formed in my stomach as I processed her words. "Thanks for the heads-up," I managed to reply, striving for a calm I didn't feel. "Any idea why? I'm not at the hotel right now. What should I do?"

"The boat club," Della replied, urgency in her voice. "They'll have to be careful what they say in a public place. If you're there, they'll soon find you, but hopefully not before I can get to you."

"Lisa will be with me," I told her, glancing over my shoulder to see Lisa with her arm around Erica. Seeing them together stirred something inside me, something out of place at that moment. What was wrong with me? I needed to get my mind out of the gutter. "I told her everything last night, Della. The videos, spying on her at the club. All of it. She wants to end it too, so we can move on."

"Okay." Della took a moment, probably adjusting her plans to work around this new information. "I guess the time is right then."

"The time is right for what?"

I heard her take a long, deep breath on the other end of the phone call. "Time to put our cards on the table, James. Time to end this. Time for the fat lady to sing."

"We're going to bring them down?"

"I need to make a call first," Della replied. "Put something into motion, then yes. We have everything we need, James. It's karma time."

I didn't tell her that Lisa was more compliant in the sex parties than what she probably assumed but I knew I wasn't going to be able to stop her from carrying out her plan to ruin Adam and his sordid schemes. Lisa and I might never come back here again once we’d said our goodbyes, so we had nothing to lose. The same could be said for Erica too, after the events of last night.

A storm was coming our way, but we’d come this far, we might as well ride it out and see where it took us.
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Alittle while later, Lisa, Erica and I were sitting uneasily at the boat club, each of us nursing a drink amid the deceptive calm. We were near the entrance, but still, the sound of the soft lapping of water against the dock outside was barely audible over the noise coming from the jukebox near the bar. Someone had chosen a playlist of heavy rock, 'Back In Black' by AC/DC being the latest song to boom from the venue's speakers.

Suddenly, Lisa's phone buzzed sharply against the wooden surface, the vibration more noticeable than the sound because of the loud music. She picked it up, her expression tightening as she read the screen. “It’s Nancy,” she said quietly, her voice tinged with nervous anticipation. She tilted the screen towards me so I could read it.

We need to talk to you and James. Urgently. Where are you?

I looked at Lisa, feeling the weight of the message’s urgency. “Are you going to reply?” I asked, watching her face shift from worry to determination.

She hesitated, biting her lip in thought. “We might as well face this head-on. I think we're ready, aren't we?

I nodded and she quickly typed a response, then placed her phone back down and leaned back into her low-slung seat, meeting my gaze with a resolve that steadied me.

“Whatever Nancy wants, we’re dealing with it together,” she declared firmly. Next to her, Erica shifted, her discomfort obvious.

I broke the tense silence that followed, each of us lost in our thoughts as we waited for Nancy to show up.

"Don't worry, Erica," I told the honey-blonde. Lisa had made the decision to bring her with us, updating her on everything that happened in the past day or two. After the shock of Beth leaving her, Lisa didn't want to leave her friend alone. Plus, a little backup wouldn't hurt. "Della has a plan. This is all going to stop. We'll all have a chance to start anew, I promise."

While we waited for the impending arrival of Nancy and Ron, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of foreboding, the kind that gnaws at your gut when you know trouble is just around the corner. I'd known this confrontation was inevitable but now that it was here, I couldn't help but wonder what kind of chaos was about to ensue.

Only a few minutes after Lisa sent the text, Nancy and Ron barged into the boat club, their faces set in hard lines of anger. What we didn't expect was not only Colin trailing behind them, but Adam and Dean too. It took a moment for Ron to find us, spotting our table near the waterfront entrance and as they reached our table, Lisa observed dryly, "Looks like something serious is going on for all of you to show up here together."

I exchanged a quick, apprehensive glance with Lisa, but she seemed oddly composed, her resolve unwavering despite the storm brewing around us. Nancy wasted no time, her voice sharp and accusatory, "We want to talk to you both, but James, can you and I talk in private first? It's urgent."

I shook my head calmly. "We can talk here. There's no need for secrets. Not any more."

Nancy's dark eyes narrowed, her tone laced with suspicion. "Fine," she snapped. "But you know why we're here. You took some things from Ron's boat. Give them back."

Ron stepped forward, his voice heavy with threat. Her fleshy jowls shook with restrained anger. "James, if you've got them, hand them over now. Don't make this messier than it already is."

Lisa interjected firmly, "There's nothing to hand over, Ron. We don't know what you're talking about."

Nancy's glare intensified, disbelief and frustration etched on her usually elegant face. "Bullshit. I know he was at the marina. I… saw him there. We know he took the videos. Where are they?"

I leaned back, keeping my composure despite the tension thickening the air. "If you think I stole from you, Nancy, why don't you report it to the police?"

"Yes, Nancy. Why don't you?" Lisa asked. "And I know you did more than just see him at the marina. You see, I've told James everything. Everything. And he’s told me the same."

"That's right," I nodded, looking at my watch. It was five past one. Della should be here now. She said she had a phone call to make and something to sort out but she was late. Had something gone wrong? I turned back to the group standing around our table. "She’s confessed to everything and I still love her. The things you had going on? They're over. Done. We're leaving and there's nothing you can do about it."

Ron's face turned red, his nostrils flaring but Dean stepped in front of him as he made a move towards me. "We'll see about that," Lisa's black ex-boyfriend warned me with a threatening look in his eyes.

"Look, everyone just calm down." It was Professor Adam's turn to step forward now, his light blue gaze focused on me. "James, I know you think you know Lisa, but you don't. I've known her since she was eighteen years old and there's a side to her that you have no experience of. I'm sure she's told you a few things from her past, whatever, but trust me, you have no idea-"

"He was at the boat club yesterday," Lisa interrupted, causing me to glance at her in surprise. She returned my stare with a look that read, Trust me. "He was hiding on the balcony and watched it all."

"I fucking told you!" Ron raged, making Dean have to hold him back again. "I told you I thought I heard someone prowling in the garden. You sneaky little cunt!"

I couldn't deny feeling intimidated but I tried to hide it, giving him a smug grin as he stood there scowling at me, his cheeks red with anger.

"And you!" he roared at Erica, making several heads in the club turn to look in our direction. "You've got something to do with this, haven't you? You deleted the video from Nancy's computers. Admit it, you filthy little lesbian bitch."

"That's enough," I said, finally standing my ground by getting out of my chair and taking a step towards them. "Don't speak to her like that. Erica has nothing to do with this. You’ve got nothing on her or Lisa any more. Just accept it, Ron. Your dirty little games are finished. Lisa is leaving. We're going to start a new life in New York and try to forget everything that happened here. Forget all of you."

"You're going to New York?" Erica said in a quiet voice. We hadn't told her that part. I turned and saw Lisa put an arm around her friend, whispering in her ear.

"I think you need to get out of my club," Colin said in a low, threatening voice. It was the first words the old man had said since walking through the doors.

"Your club?" said a new voice and I looked over my shoulder to see Gabriella walking towards us. Her blonde hair was perfect as always. She was smartly dressed in a red business suit and she pushed her stylish horn-rimmed spectacles higher up her nose as she smiled at me. In her hand was a brown folder full of documents, which she passed to Colin as she passed me. "The divorce is finalised, Colin. The sales have gone through. The last few properties you still own are mine now, including this place."

Colin's eyes widened as he opened the folder, flicking through the paperwork.

"You'll find it's all in there," Gabriella informed him. "Have you told Ron he's out of work yet?"

Nancy and Ron shared a look that told me they already knew but didn't enjoy hearing it be confirmed.

"Too many bad business decisions," said another new voice. This time it was Della, who'd finally arrived, with both Wayne – and strangely – Rich, in tow. "But also too many lost games of high-stakes poker, huh, Colin, Ron? And way too much money spent on coke. Way too much."

"I've seen the videos," Gabriella said matter-of-factly, which caused Lisa to blush as I glanced at her, still sitting with her arm around Erica. Lisa beckoned me over, gesturing for me to come close.

"There's something I haven't told you," she whispered into my ear. "About Gabriella… and me."

I stared at her in surprise and she cringed in regret. "What?"

"She's lesbian. She's married to Colin but it's a sham marriage. Always was. More for business than anything. She told me the other day about her divorce. She's been buying him out for a while but with the divorce, she’s taking everything from him since she learned about the club's activities and their money issues."

"Oh, I thought you were going to tell me that you and her…" I whispered back.

Lisa's eyes tightened and she smiled apologetically. "Well… about that—"

But we didn't have time for her to explain right then. Gabriella had continued speaking during our exchange. "The Boat Club and the Country Club are both under my management now, so there won't be any more parties any more. Do you understand? As for you, Adam. The authorities have been made aware of your abuse your position, as have the university. You might want to get a lawyer."

"Are you fucking joking?" Adam's eyes were ablaze. "Do you know what you've done?"

"I've ruined you." Gabriella shrugged, then shoved her glasses back up her nose and smiled at him.

"And it's no less than you deserve," Della chimed in.

"You were in on this?" Wayne asked his wife. "If this is all down to you, I swear I'll kick your ass into the street. Back where I found you."

"Oh, you don't need to worry about that," Rich stepped between the two of them, shielding Della with her body as Wayne took a step forward. "She's with me, Wayne. She has been for a while. Before she even met you."

"What?" Wayne's body tensed and he looked over Rich's shoulder at Della who simply nodded.

"The baby's his," she said, acid in her tone. "Our marriage was never real. I used you to get inside the family and get close so I could shut it all down. Again, consider it karma for you turning a blind eye to everything your family were doing to your daughter. For what Adam did to me. You even joined in, Wayne. Don't you remember? You're disgusting."

The entire boat club was silent. All eyes were on us. Then a murmur began, people discussing in hushed tones everything that they'd heard.

"You treacherous little slut—" Before anyone could react, Adam paced forward, his fist raised towards Della but something inside me stirred and I found myself launching forward to intercept him. The left hook caught him square on the jaw, sending him flying backwards and hitting the floor hard.

"Shit," Dean cursed, rushing to the professor and helping him to his feet. "I told you he was a psycho."

Ron took a menacing step forward but I kept my eyes fixed on him, ready for any move he might make and he stopped a couple of yards away, hesitating when he saw the fire in my eyes. Nancy took the opportunity to grab him by the arm, pulling him away.

"Come on, Ron," she sighed. "We're done here. We can figure this out. Rebuild. Let them go to America. Barnesfield is better off without them."

Wayne had already left, clearly broken by Della's revelations. Dean and Adam were walking away, the professor regretfully rubbing his bruised jaw, but Colin and Ron remained, glaring at us and resisting Nancy’s attempts to get him out of the club.

"Don't think you've heard the end of this," the big man growled. "Remember who I am. Colin and I own Barnesfield."

"You used to," Gabriella corrected him. "Now I do. Get out of my club."

"I'm going nowhere." Ron stood firm, despite Nancy's attempts to drag him from the club. "Make me."

"I'll tell you something," Lisa finally spoke, standing up and walking towards him. "When I told him I was leaving, he said I could go, if I had sex with him one last time. One last fuck, he said. I refused and drove away. But then, do you know what? I changed my mind."

"Lisa, what are you saying?" I whispered into her ear after quickly catching up with her, standing in front of Ron. "You promised me you never fucked anyone."

"After I spoke to you, I turned around, drove back to the club and granted him his wish." Lisa trained her sky-blue eyes on me. "But I didn't let him fuck me."

"Don't…" Ron said hurriedly. "Lisa—"

But there was no stopping her now. She was in full flow. "No," she said loudly so that everyone could hear. "I gave him one last fuck. Yes, I fucked him. That's what Ron likes, isn't it? I put on my ten-inch strap-on and fucked him. I pegged him. Fucked him up the ass until his little dicklet spunked all over his belly."

Some of the customers in the boat club had left, worried that our confrontation might turn into more than me punching Adam. But the majority were still there, their jaws hanging slack as they listened to everything unfold. Silence hung in the air until someone—one of the customers at the back of the room—snickered. Then someone else giggled and when Ron heard, his cheeks turned even redder than they already were, and he let Nancy march him from the club. Colin followed, his eyes downcast.

"Did you really…?" I turned to Lisa once they'd left.

"After I called you, yes," she confessed. "I was going to tell you when the time was right. He didn't do anything to me. He just wanted me to peg him. So I did. And it was worth it, just for this moment."

"And Gabriella?" I asked, forgetting the woman herself was there for a moment.

"We've had some… moments," Gabriella interrupted, answering the question for her. "But it's never come to anything, James. I promise. I care about Lisa. The rumours, the way things were getting bad for her when she was young, is why I found her the job in London. I wanted to help her then, just like I wanted to help her now after Della told me what was going on. All I needed was proof of these parties. Once Della showed me, I made my decision to do this."

Lisa walked over to Gabriella and the two women embraced tightly. "Thank you," Lisa said, once the hug was over. "Thank you for everything."

"You're welcome," her boss replied, then held her hand out in front of her, showing us how much it was shaking. "I won't pretend that I wasn't terrified the whole time, but we did it. We can all finally move on."

"We can." Della was standing next to Rich now and he was holding her hand tightly. It all made sense. "We're going back to Scotland. I've already got my own divorce papers ready to send to Wayne. I'm not going to take everything from him, Lisa. I know he's your father, so don't worry. I just want a fair divorce so Rich and I can marry and bring up our little one together."

She rubbed her belly absent-mindedly as she spoke and I suddenly felt a pang of guilt but Rich must have been the look on my face because he put a hand on my shoulder and then leaned in close, whispering in my ear.

"I know about you and Della,” he said quietly. “It's fine. I was there. I watched."

I jerked away from him in shock as though stung. "I saw you when I left. That was you, in the window."

"Yup," Rich nodded, giving me a shy smile. "One day, I'll explain, but for now, relax. It's cool."

I took a deep breath, trying to process everything that had happened. The revelation about Rich watching was unsettling, but there were more pressing matters to focus on. The tension that had built up began to dissipate and I wondered how everyone else felt. I'd only been in the middle of this for a week. For those around me, this had been going on for years. I looked around at the people who had played such significant roles in the tumultuous events of my life. Their expressions and body language all said the same thing. There was a sense of closure, of endings and new beginnings.

Lisa squeezed my hand, her eyes reflecting a mixture of hope and determination. "We really can move on now, can't we?"

"Yes," I replied, my voice filled with conviction. "We can start over. Leave all this behind."

Erica, standing close to us, offered a small smile. "I'm happy for you both. You deserve this chance."

Della stepped forward, her face softening. "Take care of each other. And if you ever need anything, don't hesitate to reach out."

Rich nodded in agreement. "We're all in this together. Even if we're miles apart."

As we all began to leave the boat club, there was a sense of unity and support among us. The past was being left behind, and the future was a blank slate waiting to be written.
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Three months had passed since we left Barnesfield behind, and our new life in New York had begun to take shape. Our apartment, a stylish loft with exposed brick walls and large windows overlooking the city, felt like a sanctuary. It was a world away from the tangled mess we had escaped, a place where Lisa and I could start anew.

It was evening, and the soft glow of the city lights filtered through the large windows, casting a warm, comforting glow over our bedroom. Lisa was bustling around, arranging pillows and making sure everything was perfect for our call. I set up the laptop on the bed, feeling a mix of excitement and anticipation.

The laptop chimed, and the screen flickered to life. Della's smiling face appeared first, her chestnut-brown hair framing her glowing features. She was sitting in their cosy living room, the soft lighting and tasteful decor giving the room a warm, inviting atmosphere. Beside her, Rich waved, his grin wide and genuine. It was late there. The UK was several hours in front of us.

"Hello from Scotland!" Della greeted cheerfully, her accent tinged with warmth and familiarity. She was wearing a black silk nightgown which showed her sexy curves beautifully. Her belly was swollen now; she was mid-term but it still wasn't a huge bump.

"Hi, Della! Hi, Rich!" Lisa called, her voice bright as she joined me on the bed. She settled beside me, her hand instinctively resting on her still-flat stomach. The news of her pregnancy was still fresh, and we were both basking in the early excitement of starting a family.

"How are you both doing?" I asked, leaning forward slightly. "How's life treating you in Scotland?"

Della's eyes sparkled as she glanced at Rich. "We're doing great. It's been a bit of an adjustment, but we're settling in nicely. Rich is loving his new job, and I've been keeping busy getting ready for the baby."

Rich nodded, his expression content. "It's been good. Peaceful. How about you two? How's New York treating you?"

Lisa and I exchanged a look, a shared understanding passing between us. "It's been amazing," my wife said, her hand finding mine under the table. "It's everything we hoped it would be. A fresh start. And, well, we have some news."

Della leaned closer to the camera, her curiosity evident. "Oh? Do tell!"

I smiled, feeling a surge of pride and joy. "Lisa's pregnant," I announced, the words filling the room with a sense of joy and hope.

Della's smile widened, her eyes lighting up. "That's wonderful! Congratulations to both of you. How exciting!"

Lisa beamed, her happiness contagious. "Thank you. We're both really thrilled."

"We'd love to come visit," Della said, her hand resting on her growing belly. "But it will have to wait until after the baby is born and they're old enough to fly."

"That makes sense," Lisa nodded. "We can't wait for you to come over. It'll be wonderful."

The conversation flowed naturally, touching on their plans and more of how they were adjusting to their new life. Then Rich's green eyes twinkled with a mischievous glint. "And when we do come over, I'm really looking forward to watching you and Della together again, James."

The shift in the conversation was palpable. I glanced at Lisa, who smiled knowingly. "Is that so?" I asked, raising an eyebrow.

We'd become good friends with Della and Rich since that fateful day in the boat club when everyone's secrets spilled out and Gabriella wreaked havoc on Lisa's screwed-up Barnesfield family. We talked regularly on the phone and via video calls like this and Rich had explained to me how his kink for watching Della have sex with other men had developed after finding out about her and Erica.

Della leaned into Rich, her fingers tracing his jawline. "He's quite the voyeur," she said, her voice a sultry whisper. "But if I'm honest, I'm looking forward to it too. That fuck we had in Wayne's house while Rich watched? It was fun but it didn't last long enough. I need to see what you can really do if we have proper time together."

"Are you sure you're okay with this?" I murmured into Lisa's ear while Della continued, getting more and more daring as she went on.

"I gave you my permission, didn't I?" my wife replied, her blue eyes gazing into mine, the beginning of her familiar look of arousal already on her face. "I get to have fun. You get to have fun. It's all consensual. We agreed that we both need to explore our sexuality fully."

"…and I'm going to enjoy every fucking minute," Della was saying as we returned our attention to the screen. "I like making Rich watch, knowing how horny it makes him, knowing how he wants to wank off so much but he's not allowed."

Della had explained to us how she was the one in charge of their relationship. Rich had been jealous of her marrying Wayne but knowing she was having sex with the old man the whole time turned him on enormously. However, their power dynamic made it so that he wasn't allowed to make himself cum at all. Della made him save it all up, denying him his pleasure until they got to spend private time together. Then she'd tell him all the dirty things she'd done with Wayne while they fucked.

And I understood it, in a way. Since realising how watching Lisa's old videos turned me on, Lisa and I had watched them together, dozens of times. We'd played them on the laptop while having sex and it became clear that it turned Lisa on too. And that had somehow led to this, the setup we had now in New York—and the reason for this particular planned Zoom call.

"So, are we really going to do this?" Della said, leaning forward to look into the laptop camera, her brown eyes wrinkling at the edges as she smiled naughtily.

"I wish I wasn't pregnant so I could have a bottle of wine to settle my nerves," Lisa giggled, "But yes. Fuck it."

Della and Rich grinned in unison, then leaned into one another and began to kiss, their hands moving to disrobe each other. Lisa and I followed suit, our mouths finding each other, our movements mirroring theirs as I helped Lisa out of the loose pink vest top she was wearing. She was wearing a sheer sexy red bra, the dark circles of her nipples clearly visible through it.

But as we kissed again and I reached behind her back to unclasp the bra, Lisa paused, pulling back and looking at me. "We should wait, shouldn't we?"

A moment later, as if she'd somehow heard us, Erica entered the room, her presence a reminder of how much our lives had changed. When we left Barnesfield, we decided to bring Erica with us. She had nothing to stay there for. Our apartment had a guest bedroom but Erica hadn't stayed in there long. Things developed quickly once our newfound honesty led to Lisa confessing her bisexual urges and now we were in a polyamorous, consensual relationship, the three of us finding happiness together. Whether it was permanent or temporary we didn't know. We were just enjoying the moment.

"Were you going to start without me?" Erica teased, joining us on the bed. Her honey-blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders, and her green eyes sparkled with excitement as she slipped off her tight grey T-shirt.

"You're late," Lisa explained, watching Erica undress further, kicking off her skirt so she was in a silky red bra and thong. Had Lisa and Erica planned to wear the same colour underwear? They must have and I was absolutely fine with that. The three of us shared a look of understanding and desire. The intimacy and trust we had built together were the foundation of our new life.

"Work ran over," Erica leaned forward, meeting Lisa's lips with hers. As it always did, a thrill ran through me, watching them kiss. I glanced at the laptop screen and saw Della and Rich, both brazenly naked already, watching us intently.

"And did you sort the surprise?" I asked Erica, 

"Surprise?" Lisa asked, slightly breathless from the kiss as they stopped before it went too far too fast. I was glad she had no idea. I’d worked hard to keep this from her. 

"You'll have to wait and see," Erica winked at her, then after she waved and said 'Hello' to Della and Rich on the laptop screen, Lisa took over, pushing Erica onto her back.

Lisa was atop Erica as they kissed again, their movements fluid and familiar, their passion palpable. Lisa’s hands glided over Erica’s body, tracing the curves she knew so well. Erica’s breath hitched as Lisa's fingertips grazed the edge of her silky bra, teasingly pulling it down to expose her hardened pale pink nipples.

Erica moaned softly, arching her back to push her breasts into Lisa's eager hands. Lisa leaned down, her lips brushing against Erica's sensitive skin, kissing and sucking gently before taking a nipple into her mouth, flicking her tongue over it in a rhythm that made Erica writhe beneath her.

My cock was hard already, pushing against the inside of my shorts. I wasn't ready to get naked yet, so I sat there, just a few feet away watching them as intently as Rich and Della were through their screen.

Lisa's hands continued their exploration, slipping under the waistband of Erica's red thong, fingers delving into the wetness between her thighs. Erica gasped, her hips bucking as Lisa's fingers found her clit, rubbing slow, deliberate circles that drew moans from deep within her.

I watched, enthralled and turned on by the sight before me. I’d watched them have sex many times since we arrived in New York but it was still a buzz. The sheer intimacy of their connection, the way they moved together so naturally, was mesmerising. I glanced at the screen, noticing that Rich's cock was as hard as mine. Della's hand was between her thighs, below the soft swell of her naked belly, playing with herself slowly as she watched my wife and her female lover.

Erica's hands weren't idle either. She reached up to unclasp Lisa's bra, sliding it off and tossing it aside. She cupped my wife's breasts, squeezing and kneading them, her thumbs brushing over the sensitive peaks. Lisa responded with a low moan, her head lifting back in pleasure as Erica's touch ignited a fire within her.

Then Lisa shifted, sliding down Erica's body, leaving a trail of kisses along her stomach, her tongue dipping into Erica's navel before continuing downward. She hooked her fingers into Erica's thong, pulling it down and off, exposing her perfectly bald pussy completely. Lisa paused for a moment, taking in the sight of Erica's glistening slit, before leaning in and pressing a soft kiss to her inner thigh.

Erica’s legs parted wider in invitation, her hips lifting in anticipation. Lisa didn’t keep her waiting. She dipped her head between Erica’s legs, her tongue sliding through the slick folds, finding Erica’s clit and flicking it with expert precision. Erica cried out, her hands tangling in Lisa’s hair, urging her closer.

I glanced at the laptop screen again and saw Della slip a finger into herself, enjoying the show. Rich was obviously turned on, his erection standing tall and proud and then, with a knowing smile, Della leaned in and took him into her mouth, her head bobbing up and down as she sucked him off. She kept her eyes on the screen throughout, as did Rich, though the sigh that escaped his lips, audible through the mic, betrayed his struggle not to lay back and let his girlfriend pleasure him properly.

Lisa's tongue continued its sensual assault on Erica, alternating between quick, teasing flicks and long, slow licks that drove her wild. Erica's hips moved in rhythm with Lisa's mouth, her moans growing louder and more desperate. It had felt weird, the first time I'd watched them together but by now, I was accustomed to it, although the sight hadn't become any less of a turn-on.

Erica’s hands moved down to Lisa’s head, guiding her, her fingers tightening as the pleasure built. Lisa moaned against Erica’s pussy, the vibrations sending shivers through Erica’s body. With a final, deep thrust of her tongue, Lisa brought Erica to the edge, her body trembling with the force of her impending orgasm.

Erica's cries filled the room as she came, her hips bucking wildly, her hands clutching at the sheets. Lisa held her steady, her tongue working her through the waves of pleasure, until Erica collapsed back onto the bed, breathless and sated. Then Lisa moved up Erica’s body, kissing her deeply, letting Erica taste herself on Lisa's lips. They held each other, their bodies entwined, their breathing gradually slowing.

Turning to me, Lisa’s eyes met mine, filled with a mix of love and desire. “Come here,” she whispered, her voice husky.

I moved along the bed, positioning myself between them. Lisa pulled down my shorts, her hand finding me, and guiding me to her wet heat as she drew me atop her. With a groan, I entered her, the sensation overwhelming. Erica moved closer alongside us, kissing me, her lips soft and demanding, adding to the intensity of the moment.

Della and Rich watched this through the Zoom call, their own desire evident. Della was still sucking Rich off, her eyes fixed on us, her free hand moving between her own legs. Rich's eyes were glazed with lust, his breaths coming in ragged gasps.

Lisa’s hips moved in sync with mine, her moans mixing with Erica’s as her lips left mine, meeting Lisa's and they kissed, their tongues dancing together as I fucked her.

As I thrust deeper into Lisa, I felt her walls clench around me, her orgasm nearing. With one final, powerful thrust, I pushed her over the edge, her cries of pleasure mingling with Erica’s soft moans and the erotic sounds from the laptop. Her body shuddered beneath me, and as she caught her breath, she turned to me with a mischievous smile. "I have a surprise for you too," she teased, her voice still husky from her climax.

Intrigued and aroused, I nodded. "Go on," I replied, my curiosity piqued.

Lisa's smile widened. "You can finally fuck Erica if you want to," she said, her words sending a jolt of excitement through me.

All this time, our relationship had been a delicate balance: me and Lisa, and Lisa and Erica. Despite the numerous times we had all been in bed together, Erica and I had never done anything more than some light touching and kissing. Lisa had always been the bridge between us. Now, she was giving us permission to consummate our unusual relationship.

Erica and I shared a look, a mixture of excitement and nervousness passing between us. "Yes," we both said almost simultaneously but before we did that, We had to unveil the surprise Erica and I had planned.

"And are you ready for your surprise too, Lisa?" the blonde said, a hint of mystery in her tone. When Lisa nodded, she called out softly, "You can come in now."

Tony, the bartender from Barnesfield, stepped into the room. I knew that Lisa had been chatting with him on Facebook and that they had spoken a couple of times, so Erica and I had gone to the trouble of secretly flying him out to New York, just for this.

Lisa looked at me, shock - and also delight - in those light blue eyes of hers.

“You see?” I asked her. “I get it. I understand. You said you’d love me to watch you with another man. This is your chance."

Tony smiled nervously, clearly unsure but willing. From the laptop, Della and Rich made excited comments, seemingly in the know about this planned encounter. They encouraged Lisa, telling her it would be an exhilarating experience, urging her to let go and embrace it. "This is so hot," Della murmured. "You're going to love this."

"As are we," Rich grinned through the screen, stroking his cock excitedly as Della shifted, moving up the bed, unashamed of her soft, curvy body on full display.

I took a deep breath, my mind racing, hoping this worked. It was a significant step, pushing the boundaries of our relationship even further. But the thought of it, the raw eroticism, the trust involved, was intoxicating. How would I know if this lifestyle was for me or not, if I didn't at least try? I couldn't deny that watching Lisa that day at the Country Club, while being gut-wrenching and a shock to the system, had also been intensely erotic. If I was honest with myself, if Lisa had decided to let one of the men fuck her, would it have made any difference? I'd have still stayed there and watched, and probably been fascinated and turned on by it.

Lisa beamed at me, her eyes glowing with anticipation. “Oh, hell yeah,” she grinned, then turned to Tony, inviting him onto the bed. Even though I’d arranged this, I was scarcely able to believe it was actually happening, I moved aside, watching as he disrobed, then joined us on the bed, where she guided him to her. Erica slid closer to me, her hand resting on my thigh, offering comfort and shared excitement.

Tony's hands were tentative at first, exploring Lisa's body with a mix of reverence and desire. I reminded myself that he'd slept with her before but that was years ago and one of the sexual encounters that I didn't have a video of. Lisa responded eagerly, pulling him down for a kiss, their bodies moving together in a slow, seductive rhythm. I felt a surge of arousal watching them, the taboo nature of the act heightening every sensation.

Tony’s movements became bolder, his confidence growing as Lisa responded to his touch. He leaned down, his mouth finding her breasts, sucking and teasing her nipples until she moaned with pleasure. Erica's hand on my thigh tightened, and I turned to her, our eyes locking.

"This is incredible," she whispered, her breath warm against my ear. "I can't believe we're doing this."

I nodded, my gaze shifting back to Lisa and Tony. Tony's cock was hard already, average in length but thick and particularly veiny. He positioned himself between Lisa's legs, and with a glance at me for final confirmation, he placed the engorged purple head of his cock against my wife's pussy and then slowly entered her. Lisa gasped, her back arching, her hands gripping the sheets as she adjusted to him.

The sight was mesmerising. Lisa's pleasure was palpable, her moans filling the room as Tony began to thrust. This was the first new cock since we'd got married to go inside her pussy. She'd been faithful in that way, until now. My own arousal was almost unbearable, my dick hard, aching for release.

Erica turned my face to hers, kissing me deeply. "Fuck me, James," she whispered against my lips. "This has been a long time coming, hasn't it?"

Without hesitation, I positioned myself above her, looking down at her body. Her breasts were full, a little bigger than a handful, her nipples pale pink and stiff in the cool air of the bedroom. Her pussy was smooth, hairless and her small, tight slit was wet from Lisa's tongue, juices making the inside of her thighs glisten.

"I want you," she breathed, her green eyes gazing into mine.

I positioned the head of my cock against her slick folds, then pushed forward, entering her slowly. Erica's breath hitched, her legs wrapping around me as I began to move. The sensation was electric, her warmth enveloping me, her body responding to me entering her.

I felt a touch on my hand as Lisa reached out, her fingers brushing against mine, a silent affirmation of our bond. Even in this moment of shared intimacy with others, we were connected, our love and trust binding us together. Then she moaned, looking away as Tony increased his pace, his thrusts becoming more urgent, his body slamming against hers loudly. 

As I began to fuck Erica, Lisa's moans grew louder, her body trembling as she neared another climax with Tony.

Soon, I felt Erica tighten around me, her own pleasure building as I fucked her. The intensity of the moment was overwhelming, our bodies moving in a synchronised dance of lust and connection.

"It's been such a long time since I last fucked you," the bartender said breathlessly as he pounded into my wife. "But you're every bit as good as I remember."

As Tony drove Lisa to the edge, I felt Erica's orgasm ripple through her, her cries mingling with Lisa's. The sight and sound of both women cumming together almost pushed me over the edge too, so I slowed down, then pulled out of Erica once her climax subsided.

"I don't want to cum yet," I explained as she lay there recovering, her green eyes questioning why I'd stopped. "I'm enjoying this too much."

Lisa, sensing my arousal and need for control, took the opportunity to switch positions. She climbed on top of Tony, straddling him and guiding his thick, veiny cock back inside her. She moved deliberately, ensuring both Della and Rich on the screen, and Erica and I had a perfect view of Tony's penis sliding in and out of her shaved pussy.

"Look at it," Lisa whispered to me, her voice thick with desire. "Look at another man fucking my pussy, James."

I was surprised by her tone of voice, commanding and teasing, almost taunting me.

"It feels so good," she sighed, sliding up and down his girthy, veiny shaft, slick with her juices. "So hard and thick. Let's see how long it takes to make him cum in me."

The words sent a shiver down my spine, the eroticism of the moment almost too intense to bear. Her small pussy lips were stretched to the maximum, gripping him as she pushed down, taking him entirely inside her. Then she started to ride him with fervour, her hips moving in a steady rhythm as she encouraged him to cum.

Della and Rich, watching intently on the laptop, began to have sex, their own arousal evident as they mirrored her actions. Della straddled Rich, taking his hard length inside her smooth pussy, their movements slower than Lisa’s, enjoying their own sex as they watched my wife enjoy her new lover.

Erica and I lay there, both entranced at the sight of our shared woman enjoying a cock, but when Lisa slowed down, moving from Tony's cock to rest for a moment, things took a surprise turn.

"I've always wanted to fuck you, Erica," Tony murmured, a cocky grin on his face. He held his cock in his hand, wanking off slowly. "Why don't you come have a ride too?"

Erica fiddled with her honey-blonde hair for a moment, her eyes moving between me and Lisa. "Do you want to watch me fuck him?" she asked, biting her lip in indecision.

"Do you want to fuck him?" Lisa countered, lying on her back, her hand snaking down between her legs to touch herself as she waited for an answer.

"Yes," Erica admitted eventually, her cheeks turning pink. Then she positioned herself on all fours, her ass high in the air, offering her pussy to Tony. He didn't waste any time, moving to get behind her and positioning the head of his cock against her tight slit for a second before sliding into her from behind. Erica moaned, stiffening for a moment as he penetrated her and then she leaned forward, licking Lisa's pussy as my wife moved into position.

"James," my wife said, moaning softly at Erica's lapping tongue. "Come here."

I moved closer, kneeling by her face, and she took my cock into her mouth, her lips and tongue working expertly, completing a full foursome that I'd never in my wildest dreams imagined would happen.

The room was filled with a symphony of moans and the wet sounds of sex, the intensity of the moment heightened by the knowledge that we were being watched. As Tony thrust powerfully into Erica, I found myself feeling as jealous of him fucking the blonde as I was of him fucking my wife, the complex emotions adding to the arousal.

As Lisa hungrily sucked on my cock, I glanced at the laptop to see Della on all fours, Rich behind her, having frantic, passionate sex on their end of the Zoom call, their pace quickening until Rich pulled out, cumming all over Della's boobs as she quickly rolled on to her back for him. The sight of his white cum spurting out, covering Della's full, round tits was mesmerising and I felt my cock stiffen in Lisa's mouth, my own climax close, but just as I was near the edge, things changed again.

Erica moved, her hands pushing me gently away from my wife so she could straddle her face, lowering her tight but dripping wet pussy onto her face. I got the perfect view of Lisa's tongue sliding into Erica’s pink folds, gliding to her clit, making Erica quiver with pleasure.

Tony retook his place between my wife's spread thighs, confidently thrusting his hard cock inside her. All I could do was watch as the two of them manhandled her, Erica riding her face passionately while Tony continued to fuck her hard. It felt wrong, watching another man use my wife like this, rough and unrelenting, his body thudding against hers with every deep thrust.

I moved to Erica, offering her my throbbing dick, needing something… anything. The sensation of her mouth closing around me, combined with the sight of Tony thrusting into Lisa, was almost immediately too much to handle. Tony's rhythm faltered, his breathing ragged as he neared his climax.

"Cum on my tits," Lisa urged him, her voice breathless and commanding as Erica kept grinding her pussy against her mouth,

Tony pulled out, his cock glistening with Lisa's juices, and positioned himself above her. With a few quick strokes, he came, some of his semen splattering on Erica's back but the rest shooting onto my wife's breasts as she talked dirty in between licking the blonde's pussy on her face.

The sight pushed me over the edge, and with a final thrust, I came in Erica's mouth, her lips wrapped tightly around me as she swallowed every drop. As I sagged to the bed, utterly spent, I heard Erica moan, climaxing on Lisa's tongue and then the room became filled only with the sound of our collective breaths, the intensity of the moment giving way to a sense of shared satisfaction.

We lay there, tangled together, the echoes of our pleasure still reverberating in the room. On the laptop screen, Della and Rich watched us, lying together on their bed, their expressions filled with a mix of satisfaction and excitement.

As the afterglow settled over us, I realised how far we had come, the boundaries we had pushed and the trust we had built. Was this to be our new life; a liberated life with no inhibitions, filled with exploration, lust and love?

Tony broke the silence, his voice still heavy with the aftereffects of our shared passion. “I hope I didn’t disappoint,” he grinned contentedly, his eyes drifting over Lisa's naked form, her skin coated with a sheen of sweat as well as his cum splashed across her breasts.

Lisa, completely unashamed, smiled back at him. “You were perfect,” she replied. “You fucked me so good. My pussy is going to ache nicely tomorrow.”

Erica, nestled between us, added, “Mine too. That was the horniest thing I've ever done. Did you enjoy it, James?”

I found myself nodding, my cheeks heating up because it felt weird confessing to enjoying watching my wife get fucked in front of me. “I can't believe I just had a foursome,” I admitted.

It hit me then how surreal this was, my wife naked in front of a man who she used to have sex with ten years ago, as well as Erica, and her ex-boyfriend and his partner on a video call.

As I glanced over at Tony, his flaccid cock still glistening, I couldn’t believe he had just been inside my wife, that he had cum on her tits. The reality of it was a strange blend of thrilling and surreal.

Lisa, still flush with excitement, shifted the conversation. “I want to do this again,” she confessed. “Now I know you're okay with it, James, there's so much I want to try."

"Like what?" Erica asked. The blonde was lying next to me, her slim naked body warm where it was pressed against mine.

"I want to sleep with Rich and Erica together again. I want Della to watch me fuck her boyfriend, and I want to watch you fuck Della, James. Is that okay?"

I nodded, swallowing down another pang of embarrassment at admitting that in front of the stranger that was Tony.

Della and Rich, still watching from the screen, nodded in agreement. Rich’s voice came through, filled with anticipation. “I’d love that too.”

"What else?" I asked, my voice raspy and hoarse with excitement at the prospect of what else Lisa was going to suggest.

Lisa’s sky-blue eyes gleamed with mischief. “Gabriella's wanted to fuck me for years."

The thought of Lisa and her mature but attractive boss together was electrifying. “I’d love to watch that,” I admitted, my arousal stirring once more.

"Can I fuck her too?" Erica leaned away from me, her lips connecting with Lisa's for a moment.

"That would be fun," Lisa giggled, kissing her again, more passionately this time. I shared a look with Rich on the screen, enjoying the way he stared at the two of them. It must remind him of the sexy times he had with them in the past.

Lisa’s voice turned more introspective as she broke the kiss. “If we're talking honestly, with no judgement, I miss being with a group of men. That loss of control, being used by a load of guys like that… but I don’t want to go back home for it. Maybe you could find a few guys here in New York to do it?”

The suggestion hung in the air, and I realised that this life we were creating, filled with openness and exploration, was something I wanted. The visit to her hometown, which I had feared would be a disaster, had instead opened doors to new possibilities.

“I’m sure we can find some guys,” Tony promised, "I'm staying in New York for a few weeks, James. We’ll do it together.”

Was this really happening? I was going to help a stranger recruit guys to gangbang my wife? I felt like pinching myself to make sure this wasn't some sort of crazy dream.

But it wasn't a dream. This was my reality. My wife's hidden life was no longer a secret. Her hometown past was history now, but our future was only just beginning.


Afterword


Thank you for joining James, Lisa, and Erica on their journey in "I Visited My Wife's Hometown... And Found Her Hidden Life." I hope you found their story as sexy and emotionally charged as I did while writing it.

As their story in Barnesfield concludes, a new chapter awaits them in the vibrant streets of New York. The adventures, challenges, and explorations they will encounter in their new life are just beginning. Stay tuned for an upcoming spin-off short story, where James and Lisa dive deeper into their liberated lifestyle, navigating the complexities of their desires and relationships in the city that never sleeps.

Finally, I have to give my friend, Kenny Wright, a big thank you for helping with this story. His advice, story input and editing skills made this journey a whole lot more fun and the books definitely benefitted as a result. Check out Kenny’s books on Amazon. He’s one of the pre-eminent authors in the hotwife niche and if you enjoy my stories, you’ll love his work!

Your support and enthusiasm mean the world to me. Thank you once again for reading!

Paul
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