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  Chapter one
Chapter 1


Rain speckled the taxi's windows, blurring the streetlights into halos of gold as we wound through the glistening streets of Barnesfield. The heaviness in the air mirrored the tension knotting inside me. Each drop of heavy rain that hit the glass was a drumbeat to underscore the chaos unfurling in my life since stepping foot in this town. 
The taxi pulled up to the hotel and as I paid the driver, my fingers fumbling with the notes, my mind was already racing ahead to the conversation that awaited with Lisa. As I stepped out, the rain picked up, pelting down as if trying to cleanse away the sins of a town steeped in secrecy.
Inside the hotel lobby, the calm was almost jarring. The plush carpets and the soft hum of conversation from the bar area seemed worlds away from the storm outside—and the storm in my heart. I checked my phone one more time and saw a message from Lisa.
"I'm in our room," it stated. "I'm just taking a shower then I'll wait for you here." My grip tightened around the device, the recorded video of Nancy and Colin was a heavy responsibility.
I headed straight to the elevators, punching the button more forcefully than necessary. As the doors slid open, I stepped in, tapping our floor number repeatedly. The ascent was slow, every floor passed a tick toward the inevitable. What would I say? How would she react knowing that I now held a piece of the puzzle that could unravel her family's hold over her?
The elevator dinged at my floor, the sound sharp in the hush. I stepped out, my steps quick but silent on the thick carpet as I approached our room and then I paused, my heart thumping in my ears. This was it. Time to face everything. Time to use what I knew to protect us, to fight back against the manipulations that had entangled Lisa's life.
I slid the key card through the reader, the light turning green with a soft click. Taking a deep breath, I pushed the door open. The room was dimly lit, the curtains drawn against the evening gloom, and I could hear the soft sound of the shower running.
"Lisa," I started, my voice steady despite the turmoil inside as I closed the door, then entered, stepping into the bathroom. She turned, her eyes widening slightly, a mix of surprise and something else—was it fear?—flickering across her face. Quickly, she regained her composure, dipping her face beneath the steaming hot stream of water running from the showerhead above. The sight of her, water cascading down her bare skin, reignited a familiar heat within me. Her body, always alluring, seemed to glow under the fluorescent light—her curves softly highlighted, water droplets tracing paths over her skin that I longed to follow with my fingertips.
My gaze wandered along the sleek line of her neck down to the ample swell of her breasts, the water making her skin glisten like polished stone before it ran in rivulets from the tips of her perky pink nipples. The sight stirred a deep arousal in me, intensified by the day’s revelations and the near encounters with Erica and Della. The haunting image of the video I had seen earlier—Lisa with Rich and Erica—played back in my mind, adding a layer of forbidden desire to my mounting lust.
As I watched her wash her body, her hands lathering up her abdomen, her fingers moving between her thighs to wash there, the steam around her seemed to blur the edges of reality. I imagined us not here in this simple shower, but back in the setting of the video Della showed me—but with us now as the actors. In my mind, I saw her on the lavish bed behind me, her body impaled on Erica's huge rubber strap-on, eyes beckoning me to feed her my cock, as Rich had done. The thought was so vivid, so enticing, it was almost as if the fantasy could manifest if I wished hard enough.
The heat from the shower mingled with the heat within me, and all the pent-up tension from today—Della's teases, the charged conversations with Erica and the moment we'd shared, seeing Nancy being fucked by Colin—coalesced into a singular, overwhelming desire. I needed her, not just physically but as a reaffirmation of our connection.
"Lisa," I said again, my voice thick with desire as I stepped closer, discarding my clothes in a trail behind me. She turned off the shower, the sudden silence between us heavy with anticipation. As she stepped out, reaching for a towel, I wrapped my arms around her, our bodies pressing together, hers wet and warm, mine damp with sweat and hot with desire. Her body pressed against mine as our lips did the same, her softness against my hardness, and all my reservations melted away. I was here, with her, and whatever lay outside this room, for now, it could wait.
We stumbled blindly backwards into the room, our lips never leaving each other until we found the bed, where I pushed her down and slid my body over hers. Lisa opened her thighs and I moved between them, the head of my erection finding the soft, hot spot of her pussy. I pressed forward, sliding into her wetness easily. I could feel her tits against my chest as we kissed again and I thrust into her hard, making her gasp as our groins meshed together, my dick buried fully inside her.
"Fuck me hard," she moaned against my lips. "I want you to give it to me really hard. Take what's yours. Fuck me hard and rough."
"Okay," I murmured, moving my kisses down her neck to her collarbone as I fucked her desperately, my cock feeling like it might burst inside her at any moment.
"You know this pussy is yours, don't you?" she whispered sexily into my ear. "Fuck me until you cum. Give it to me. Use my pussy. Fill me up. I need you to cum inside me."
Her bold words were like fuel on the fire that burned within me. I rammed into her, feeling sweat drip down my back as it had run down Colin's back earlier when I watched him fuck Nancy. The sight of Della's tits, barely hidden by her vest top, drifted into my mind. So did Erica, the image of her younger naked form, her soft curves enticing as she fucked Lisa with her strap-on. I pictured Lisa sucking Rich's cock again. Why did it turn me on so much? Nancy's firm, large, enhanced tits bouncing as Colin fucked her. It was all too much and my balls tensed and then my cock twitched and pulsed, shooting my seed deep into my wife's cunt.
Reclining beside her on the bed, the aftermath of our passion slowly ebbing away, I watched Lisa’s face light up with contentment. It should have been a perfect moment, yet the knowledge I carried pressed down on me, a silent weight that threatened the fragile peace.
"I needed that," Lisa sighed, her voice thick with satisfaction. "It’s been too long since you just took me like that. I like it."
"Me too," I replied as she curled her body around me, leaning in for a soft, tender kiss.
Her contentedness, so pure and unaffected, only deepened my resolve to help sort out her situation here in Barnesfield, but how could I break the news of what I knew? The entanglements of her past, the video of her with Erica and Rich, and the sinister leverage Nancy seemed to hold over her. Every instinct screamed to protect her, to take on this battle myself, but part of me knew she had the right to face this with me, together.
As I mulled over how to broach the subject, Lisa nestled closer, her hand finding mine and I decided to make conversation and see if I could work in what I wanted to say.
"How did you get on with your Aunt Nancy today?" I ventured cautiously, needing to start somewhere.
She hesitated, her eyes flickering away briefly before meeting mine again. "It was fine. Just family stuff. You know, trying to mend some fences. We haven't always gotten along, as I told you, so I just did the family thing. Chatted to her about Dad and Della. Nothing else important." Her voice was too casual, her smile forced. She quickly turned the question around. "What about you? Why did you meet Erica at the boat club?"
The directness caught me off guard. "How did you know about that?"
"Dean," she replied, a flicker of annoyance crossing her features. "He accused you of almost starting a fight with him. Amy texted me, worried. What happened?"
I sighed, realising the intricate web of communication within her family. Amy was a half-sister to both Lisa and Dean. He must have said something to her after I'd left. "It was nothing, really. I was bored, so I met up with Erica for a drink. It was totally innocent, just catching up, but Dean asked me if we were having an affair."
"That sounds like him," Lisa nodded, seemingly satisfied with my explanation, but the tension didn’t leave her eyes. It was clear she was holding back, the weight of unsaid words between us growing heavier. "He knows about Erica and me, so, with his dirty mind, he probably thought there was more to it than there was."
"He said something like, 'I bet the three of you are fucking,' so I told him not to speak about you like that," I admitted. "Or I'd knock his teeth out."
"You said that?" Lisa giggled, her pretty blue eyes lighting up, as if impressed. "How did he respond?"
"He backed off," I replied, feeling oddly proud of myself and enjoying the way Lisa was looking at me, like she was seeing me in a new light. "I know you have a reputation here, Lisa, warranted or not, but I won't stand for people trying to rub it in our faces."
"I see." Lisa licked her lips. Her hand slid down my chest, her fingers curling around my flaccid cock and teasing it slowly. "I like this new, protective James. Defending my honour is a turn-on."
But before anything could happen between us, or before I could probe further or decide how to reveal my knowledge of the video of her and Erica - or about the video of Nancy that I had on my phone - a knock at the hotel room door jolted us both out of the conversation’s flow. Lisa's expression turned to one of puzzlement as I got up to answer it.
"One minute," I called out, scrambling into my clothes while Lisa covered herself with the bedsheets.
Peering through the peephole, I saw a tall, elegant, middle-aged blonde wearing fashionable horn-rimmed glasses. I'd only ever seen her a couple of times before but she was unmistakable and hard to forget because of how stunning-looking she was.
"You're not going to believe this," I whispered across the room to Lisa.
"What?" Lisa ran a hand through her auburn hair to straighten it and then sat up on the bed.
"It's your boss."
"Huh? No way."
To prove it, I opened the door, so that I was face to face with Gabriella, Lisa’s boss, her presence as unexpected as it was imposing. Why the hell was she here?






  
  Chapter two
Chapter 2


"Hello, James." Gabriella’s voice was calm but carried an unmistakable authority. She looked past me, taking note of Lisa who was still wrapped in the bedsheets. "I hope I’m not interrupting anything." 
"Hi," I replied, turning to see Lisa swivel her legs from the bed, sitting on the edge of it. "Well, as it happens…"
"It's okay," my wife smiled. "Come in, Gabriella. What are you doing here?"
Embodying corporate elegance with her fitted red blouse and sleek pencil skirt accentuating her poised stature, Lisa's boss entered the room, closing the door behind her. "I'm in town for a meeting with Colin and thought it a perfect opportunity to catch up. I wasn't sure where you were staying, here or the holiday cottage, so I called your father and he told me you were here."
Lisa, still wrapped in the bedsheet, glanced between me and Gabriella, her expression tense. "I'm sorry you caught us like this. We weren't expecting anyone tonight."
"Obviously." The blonde woman's lips quirked into a subtle grin. She was very good-looking. I couldn't help but admire the curve of hips and the shape of her bust where it strained against the buttons of her blouse. "I heard about the wedding and your unexpected visit, so I wanted to make sure everything was alright," she explained, her tone effortlessly blending concern with curiosity.
"That's very thoughtful," I said, reminding them I was both in the room as they seemed strangely intent on each other.
Gabriella's
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