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Chapter one

Chapter 1


While at work the next day, I found myself grappling with the enormity of the decision we’d made last night. The notion of temporarily parting ways with Sue, even if we continued to cohabit under the pretence of being together — allowing her to explore her desires with James and Aaron — seemed both liberating and unnerving. I couldn’t shake the nagging doubt that lingered in the recesses of my mind, questioning whether I had made the right decision or simply succumbed to the fear of losing her altogether.

The realization that I wanted Sue to indulge in her carnal desires with other men perplexed me. It defied logic and reason, yet a primal instinct within me urged her to seek out those forbidden pleasures, as if it were the key to unlocking some deeper truth about our relationship. Was it love or madness that drove me to this conclusion? I couldn’t say for certain.

But amidst the turmoil of my thoughts, one certainty stuck out: I had to confront Irene about her presence last night. Her silent vigil at our bedroom door had not gone unnoticed, and I knew that her motives, whatever they may be, couldn’t be ignored. The prospect of facing her filled me with a sense of unease, but I couldn’t afford to turn a blind eye to her actions any longer.

With a heavy heart and a mind weighed down by uncertainty, I resolved to confront both the past and the future head-on. Whatever lay ahead, I knew that the decisions I made in the days to come would shape the course of our lives in ways we couldn’t yet comprehend. And as I braced myself for the challenges that lay ahead, I could only hope that our love would prove strong enough to weather the storm.

As the day unfolded, casting its relentless march forward, I found myself consumed by a gnawing sense of unease. With Sue at work herself today, the lingering question of whether she was already speaking to James gnawed at the edges of my consciousness like a persistent itch I couldn’t scratch. I tried to push the thought aside, to focus on the tasks at hand, but the anxiety lingered, a constant presence at the back of my mind.

I knew there was nothing I could do to change the course of events now. The wheels had been set in motion, propelled by our mutual agreement to explore the depths of our desires. What would be, would be.

As the hours stretched on, each minute feeling like an eternity, I found myself gripped by a sense of helplessness. The knowledge that Sue was in the same place as James, navigating her own murky waters of temptation and desire, filled me with a potent mixture of fear and longing. I yearned for the hours to pass faster, to get home for the comfort of her touch, to hear her voice and to find out if anything was going to transpire between her and her boss again

The same thoughts consumed my attention all day and during the journey home until I finally stepped into the house, finding it empty, the absence of Sue’s presence palpable. My phone buzzed in my pocket, and I retrieved it to see a message from her.

“Stayed back to talk to James. Will explain everything when I get home,” it read.

I replied with a curt, “Okay. Stay safe,” my heart heavy with a mix of worry and uncertainty.

“I will,” the next message read. “I promise I’ll tell you what happens.

She was just talking to him, right? She wasn’t just going to dive straight into bed with him, surely?

Time dragged on, each passing minute amplifying the unease in my chest. An hour slipped by, and still, Sue hadn’t returned. With a sense of restless agitation, I paced the familiar rooms, my thoughts consumed by what might be unfolding between her and James. Eventually, I realized I couldn’t sit idly by any longer. I needed to distract myself, so decided it was as good a time as any to confront Irene.

As I stepped into my mother-in-law’s extension, the familiar scent of her favourite lavender air freshener greeted me, mingling with the faint aroma of freshly brewed coffee. My gaze fell upon Irene, sitting at the kitchen table, her attention fixed on the screen of her phone, her fingers tapping away at the keys with a sense of urgency.

At the sound of my footsteps, Irene’s head snapped up, her eyes widening in surprise as she hastily placed her phone face down on the table, as if to shield its contents from my view. A guilty flush coloured her cheeks as she attempted to compose herself, her lips pressing into a thin line of disapproval.

“Philip,” she scolded, using my full name as she did when she was annoyed, her tone laced with thinly veiled irritation. “You really should learn to knock before barging into someone’s home uninvited. It’s just common courtesy, you know. Besides, you know what happened the last time you did that.”

I offered her a tight-lipped smile, a flicker of annoyance tugging at the corners of my lips. “Sorry, Irene,” I muttered, my voice edged with frustration. “I just wanted to talk to you.”

She waved a dismissive hand in my direction, her attention already drifting back to her phone. “Can’t it wait?” she replied, her tone curt. “I’m in the middle of something right now.”

I bristled at her casual dismissal, a tension forming between us as I struggled to keep my temper in check. “No, it can’t,” I shot back, my voice firm. “You must know why I’m here..”

She sighed, her shoulders slumping with resignation as she finally tore her gaze away from her phone to meet mine. “Fine,” she relented, her tone weary.

I hesitated for a moment, the weight of my words heavy on my tongue as I struggled to find the right way to broach the subject. “It’s about last night,” I began, my voice low. “I saw you outside our bedroom door. I need to know why you were there, Irene. What the hell are you playing at?”

Her expression faltered for the briefest of moments, a flicker of uncertainty dancing in the depths of her eyes before she quickly masked it with a practiced facade of indifference. “I don’t know what you’re talking about, Philip,” she replied, her tone clipped. “I wasn’t outside your bedroom door last night. You must be mistaken.”

What she was trying to achieve with such a ridiculous and flimsy denial, I didn’t know, the memory of her lurking presence burning bright in my mind’s eye. “I saw you, Irene,” I pressed, my voice firm. “You can’t deny it. Now tell me the truth. You watched us. Why would you do that?”

She hesitated for a moment, her gaze flickering away from mine before she finally spoke, her voice barely more than a whisper. “I was worried about you and Susan,” she admitted, her tone tinged with remorse. “I called around to make sure everything was okay.”

I regarded her with a mixture of disbelief and frustration. What she was saying didn’t even begin to answer the question. “So you came upstairs to our bedroom unannounced to see if we were okay? Then you see what we were doing and stay to watch? Do you think that’s acceptable?”

Her face paled at the heat in my voice, her composure crumbling as she struggled to find the right words. “I heard something when I was downstairs that made me worried,” she stammered, her voice trembling with uncertainty. “I didn’t mean to intrude. I didn’t see much.”

But her feeble excuses fell on deaf ears, my patience wearing thin as the truth finally dawned on me. “You heard us talk about James, didn’t you? You heard his name, so you came upstairs to eavesdrop,” I accused, my voice laced with anger, though I didn’t know exactly why I was so upset.

Irene managed to diffuse the tension by employing her signature charm, a knowing glint in her eyes as she recomposed herself and leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. “Philip,” she murmured, her tone soft and seductive, “There’s no need to be angry with me. Things have been strained between all of us lately, but you and I… I thought we had an understanding.”

I resisted the urge to roll my eyes at her flirtatious antics, the memory of our last encounter still fresh in my mind. “Irene, this isn’t the time,” I protested, trying to keep focused on the conversation I needed to have.

But Irene paid no heed, her hand trailing tantalizingly along the edge of the table as she leaned in closer, her breath warm against my ear. “Susan might have her secrets but you and I do too. You’re not innocent in any of this, Phil. You spied on me masturbating, then went through my private photos when I wasn’t around. How do you think Susan might react if she knew about that?”

Irene’s attempt to deflect my anger only fuelled my frustration, her smooth words failing to ease the tension between us. “Irene, this isn’t about me,” I insisted, my voice strained as I struggled to maintain some calm. “This is about you and what you were doing outside our bedroom last night. We need to talk about what we’re going to do about it and where we go from here.”

But Irene seemed unfazed by my feeble protests, her gaze unwavering as she leaned back in her chair, a knowing smile playing at the corners of her lips. “Think about it, Philip,” she urged, her voice dripping with seduction. “We both have our secrets now. The question is, how far are you willing to go to protect yours?”

“What do you mean?” I asked, staring at the grey-haired Irene, sitting at the kitchen table with a confident smile on her face. She had me over a barrel and we both knew it.

“Look,” my mother-in-law sighed, after a short pause, “I heard James’s name mentioned, yes. I came upstairs and saw you watching the video. I was shocked and angry because Susan told me she’d deleted it, right after making sure I saw it. So, I stayed and listened to you two talk.”

“Right,” I said, relieved that she was at least talking now and wasn’t about to try to blackmail me somehow, “So you know about mine and Sue’s situation and what we’ve agreed?”

“I heard everything, yes. But I don’t think it’s a good idea.” Irene folded her arms, pushing her breasts up, the shape of them showing through the thin lime sweater she was wearing, making me uncomfortable again. “You’re risking your marriage, Phil. Susan has been a better person since she moved on from that particular stage of her life. Letting her go there again… I don’t know what you think you’re doing. You should put a stop to it before it goes too far.”

“It’s too late to stop it,” I admitted. “Sue’’s already talking to James about it, right now, in fact. She’s stayed behind at work. You do know he works with her, right?”

Irene’s eyes opened wide, then she looked away. “Yes, I know she does. But…”

As she trailed off, there was a tone to her voice, an edge that I couldn’t quite put my finger on. And then I recognised what it was. Jealousy.

“Wait,” I said, looking at her anew. This changed things. “You’re jealous, aren’t you? Do you still have feelings for James or something? After all this time?”

Her eyes flickered with a mixture of emotions, a fleeting vulnerability betraying her stoic facade for a brief moment before she quickly and expertly masked it. “No, Phil,” she replied, her voice steady but lacking conviction. “I don’t have feelings for James. Not anymore.”

I wanted to believe her, to take her words at face value, but the doubt still lingered. There was definitely jealousy in both her voice and her body language. I was sure of it.

“Then why were you so upset?” I pressed, unable to let it go. “Why did you stay and listen to our conversation and what we did afterwards if you weren’t jealous or upset?”

Irene hesitated for a moment, her gaze dropping to her hands as she struggled to find the right words. “It’s complicated,” she admitted, her voice barely more than a whisper. “Yes, I slept with Aaron behind Susan’s back, but it wasn’t intentional to cause anyone pain. My daughter, on the other hand… She slept with James deliberately, to hurt me. It wasn’t done out of temptation or desire. It was done maliciously.”

That truth sent a shiver down my spine, the weight of her words sinking in as I processed the implications of what she was saying. “I guess I can understand that,” I murmured, my heart heavy with guilt at being angry with her now. “I’m sorry.”

But Irene waved away my apology with a dismissive gesture, her gaze distant as she stared off into the distance. “It’s not your fault,” she replied, her voice tinged with resignation. “It’s just… Seeing you and Sue watching that video, and getting turned on by it, brought out some… weird feelings. That video was made to split up James and me, not to be something that you end up watching and enjoying. Can you understand that? And then you mentioned showing it to your friend Dale. Do you want all your friends to know my daughter — your wife — used to be a slut? That she’s becoming a slut again with your permission? Does that do it for you, Phil?”

I didn’t know how to answer that, so I took a moment before replying, however, Irene took my silence as an answer in itself.

“You’re more like Aaron than you care to realise,” she concluded. “He liked seeing her with other men and so do you. Plus, it seems now that there was more to James than what I initially realised. Susan must have some way of attracting men like you.”

Men like me? I wasn’t sure if that was an insult or not, but I stiffened at the words and Irene noticed.

“I’m not saying it’s a bad thing,” Irene interrupted as I started to object. “We all have our little idiosyncrasies. You’ve discovered you get off from learning that your wife used to be — still is — more promiscuous than you thought. You’re turned on by the thought of sharing that secret with your friends and sharing her with her past lovers. I won’t say that I get it, Phil, but I’m not going to judge you for it.”

For some reason, the fact that Irene knew about my weird arousal — that she knew everything about me and Sue — was a turn-on. My cock was stiff in my shorts, I realised. I shifted uncomfortably on the chair where I was sitting, opposite to Irene.

“And what are your… idiosyncrasies, Irene?” I retorted, suddenly feeling an unwanted sense of shame. “Did you enjoy watching us in bed? How much did you see? You must have seen it all. Sue giving me head. Me going down on her. You realise how wrong that is, right?”

Irene shrugged, making her breasts wobble pleasantly again. “I saw it all, yes. Did I enjoy it? Maybe or maybe it was just curiosity and jealousy, as you suggest. I might be older than you, but I’m not dead from the waist down. I still have needs, I won’t deny that. You saw me play with myself while looking at my photos, Phil. Tell me this — when you saw me doing that — did you get horny? Have you wanked off thinking about me? Or of what you saw in those photos of me and Aaron? You realise how wrong that is, I’m sure.”

I gazed at her again, unable to find my voice to deny it but she knew the truth. She somehow knew that I’d enjoyed the sight of her getting herself off and the pictures of her having sex. And that fact that she knew I’d jerked off to her was weirdly arousing. Just like last time, an unexpected sexual tension hung in the air between us.

“Fine.” I placed my hands on the table to stop them shaking. Why was I reacting like this? “You win, Irene. We’ve both behaved in ways we shouldn’t have. Wildly inappropriate ways. I came around to talk about it while I had the chance and to see how much you knew. If you didn’t know about Sue and I having another short break in our relationship, I was going to tell you and ask for your advice but I think we’ve said all that we need to say to each other.”

I stood up, Irene’s cool gaze following me as I walked to the door that returned to our house.

“Sue will be home soon,” I said softly. “I need to be there when she does, so she can tell me what’s happening between her and James. If she and James hooking up again makes you feel weird and uncomfortable, maybe you should talk to her about it.”

“And how should I do that?” Irene shook her head wistfully. “Tell her I overheard everything while watching you lick her pussy? No, you’re going to tell me everything, Phil. Then I’ll find a way to deal with whatever emotions resurface. I’ll keep your secrets and you’ll keep mine. Do we have a deal?”

I let out a deep breath that I didn’t realise I’d been holding.

“I guess I don’t have a choice,” I replied, then left, heading home through the door and closing it behind me, checking my phone to see that Sue had texted.

“On my way back,” the message read. “We’ll talk when I’m home.”

This was it. Our marriage was taking the next big step. I could sense it. But was it a step forward or we were teetering on the brink of an abyss?


Chapter two

Chapter 2


I’d returned from Irene’s just in time because I heard Sue return home; the sounds of her keys jangling in the lock and then the front door opening and shutting followed by the familiar sound of her voice.

“Phil?” she called out.

“I’m here,” I replied, walking through to the hallway to see her kick off her shoes and hang her coat on the wall peg. “Are you okay? You were a while.”

“There was a lot to discuss,” my wife smiled at me, then walked towards me but when she leaned in to kiss me on the cheek, I took a step back.

“We’re on a break, remember?” I said although that wasn’t the reason I’d dodged the kiss. What if she’d done something with James? Everything felt strange. I felt… disconnected from her for some reason.

“You’re taking this seriously.” Sue eyed me, her blue eyes narrowing for a moment. “Okay, I guess that’s good. It means you meant what you said last night, which was going to be my first question.”

“I did,” I nodded, my hands still trembling although if it was from my encounter with Irene or from what I was going to hear next, I wasn’t sure. “I meant it.”

“Then we should sit down and talk,” Sue said, walking through to the living room and beckoning me to follow. “Are you ready to talk?”

Was I? I didn’t know but I followed and sat down next to her.

Sue took a deep breath, her eyes fixed on mine, searching for a reaction. “I told James about us,” she confessed, her voice tinged with uncertainty. “About our arrangement. That we’re on a break.”

The weight of her words hung heavy in the air, the implications sinking in as I struggled to process them. “And what did he say?” I asked, my voice quite and low, though inside, a storm raged.

“He’s interested,” Sue replied, her tone laced with a mix of excitement and apprehension. “I told you he would be. He tried to seduce me in the office, Phil, I’d hardly finished telling him about us and he was all over me. He wanted to take me right there on his desk, but I resisted. Barely.”

My heart clenched at the thought of Sue in James’s office, the image igniting a fire of jealousy and desire within me. “But you’re still going to sleep with him,” I stated, more a statement than a question.

Sue nodded, a hint of something I couldn’t quite read in her expression. “Yes,” she confirmed, her voice soft but determined. “If you’re really okay with it.”

I hesitated, torn between the conflicting emotions warring within me. On one hand, the thought of Sue with her boss filled me with a primal jealousy that I could barely contain. But on the other hand, the idea of her indulging in her desires, of exploring her sexuality in ways she hadn’t dared in years, sparked a flame of arousal that I couldn’t deny.

“I am,” I replied, my words unsteady as I met her gaze. “If it’s what you want.”

Sue smiled, a mix of gratitude and excitement dancing in her eyes. “Thank you, Phil,” she murmured, leaning in to press a soft kiss against my lips. “I’ll let him have me tomorrow, then. I promise I’ll tell you everything afterwards.”

Tomorrow? As soon as that? At least she was being open and honest but still, I couldn’t shake the gnawing curiosity that tugged at the edges of my mind. “What about your other plans?” I asked, my voice betraying a hint of trepidation.

Sue’s brow furrowed in confusion. “Other plans?” she echoed, her sky-blue gaze searching mine for clarification.

“Aaron… and anyone else you might have… desires for,” I clarified, the words leaving a bitter taste in my mouth as I spoke them.

Understanding dawned in Sue’s eyes, a knowing smile quirking at the corners of her lips. “Oh, those plans,” she replied, a playful glint in her eyes. “Yes, well… Maybe.”

I braced myself for what was to come, knowing that Sue’s desires might run deeper and darker than I could ever have imagined before any of this started. “Tell me,” I urged, and I leaned in closer, anticipation coursing through my veins.

Sue’s smile widened, a mischievous sparkle dancing in her eyes as she began to outline her intentions. “Well, Aaron was always going to be persistent,” she began, her tone light but filled with a hint of mischief. “You know that. And then there’s James, of course. But I’ve also been thinking about exploring some of my other fantasies…”

My heart raced at the thought, a heady mixture of jealousy and arousal coursing through my veins as I listened to Sue’s confession. “And what are these… fantasies?” I asked, my throat tight as I struggled to contain the flood of emotions threatening to overwhelm me.

Sue leaned in closer, her breath warm against my ear as she murmured her darkest desires, each word sending a shiver down my spine. “I want to be taken by strangers in dark alleys, to be dominated and used by men I’ve never met,” she confessed, her voice tinged with excitement. “I want to surrender myself completely to their desires, to lose myself in the ecstasy of the moment.”

I swallowed hard, the intensity of Sue’s words sending a surge of desire coursing through my veins. “You’ve been holding these fantasies in, all this time?” I asked, my voice rough as I struggled to comprehend the depths of her desires.

“Everyone has fantasies,” Sue sighed softly, her eyes seeking out mine and holding them. “But not everyone gets a second chance to explore them.”

“Well,” I sucked in a deep breath, “I guess that’s what this break is for. If you’re sure it’s what you want?”

Sue sat back on the sofa, pushing her dark hair out of her eyes. “I am,” she replied, her voice steady despite the intensity of the moment. “But are you?”

I hesitated, torn between the conflicting desires warring within me. The admission of her other fantasies changed things. “I… I think so,” I murmured, struggling to find my voice.

Sue nodded, a soft smile playing at the corners of her lips. “Good,” she replied, her tone filled with warmth and understanding. “Then let’s see where this takes us. We’ll see what happens with James tomorrow, and we’ll go from there. I promise to tell you everything, whatever happens, with whoever.”

I swallowed hard, the weight of Sue’s words sinking in as I forced myself to nod in agreement. “Okay,” I replied, trying to sound confident to push aside the doubts nagging at the edges of my mind. “I trust you.”

As Sue leaned in closer, a sudden sexual tension between us crackling with an electric intensity, I felt a surge of desire coursing through my veins. But just as our lips were about to meet, she pulled back, a solemn expression crossing her features. “Sorry. We have to remember,” she whispered, her voice tinged with a hint of sadness. “We’re not together. We’re on a break.”

I nodded, the weight of her words hanging heavy in the air as I forced myself to accept the reality of our situation. “I know,” I replied, my voice tinged with regret as I tried to push aside the longing that threatened to consume me. My cock was hard, throbbing in my shorts at the thought of what she wanted to do. What she was going to do. “It’s just tough.”

Sue reached into her work bag, which she dropped at the side of the sofa, and produced two things from it, a new diary and a photo album. “I’ve decided,” she said, her voice firm as she held them out to me. “I’m going to write everything in my new diary and put all of the old photos — and any new ones I take — into the album.”

I glanced at the items in her hands, a surge of excitement coursing through me at the thought of documenting our journey. “That sounds like a good idea,” I replied, a hint of anticipation in my voice.

My wife smiled, obviously happy at my reaction to her suggestion. “So… If I took photos of James and I, you’d like to see them?”

“Of course I would,” I nodded, then paused. “If that’s what you want, I mean…”

Sue giggled as she noticed the spark of excitement in my eyes and smiled knowingly. “If you’re feeling turned on,” she suggested, her voice laced with a hint of seduction, “Maybe you should jerk off.”

A flush spread across my cheeks at her suggestion, but the throbbing ache between my legs was undeniable. “Maybe I will,” I murmured, trying to contain the rising tide of desire within me. “Maybe I will.”

“I mean now.” My wife pushed her dark hair out of her eyes again and stared at me intently. “Show me you’re really into this.”

“What?” I frowned at her. “As in… right now? Here?”

“Maybe James got me a little hot under the collar,” Sue confessed, sliding her hand beneath the waistband of her black trousers. “We were in his office and I let him kiss me and he was rubbing me through my trousers, squeezing my breasts. I got so horny that I very nearly let him…”

The mental image of that made my cock twitch and she must have seen my discomfort because the corners of her mouth twitched in a satisfied smile. Her hand was in her panties, touching herself in front of me.

“But you didn’t…” I clarified.

“No. I stopped him and told him to wait.” A small sigh of pleasure escaped her lips and she stopped playing with herself for a moment, but only to undo her trousers and slide them down, along with her panties. I watched as her fingers slid back over her smooth mound, gliding between her thighs and beginning to slowly rub her glistening, pink clit as she parted her legs to give me a better view. “I don’t know about you, but I need to cum.”

“Why don’t we just go to bed?” I suggested but she shook her head.

“We’re not together, Phil,” she reminded me yet again. “We have to be clear on this if we’re going to make it work. But that doesn’t mean we can’t talk and play a little. Come on. Show me you’re as sure about this as you say you are.”

I undid my jeans, tugging them down and took my hard cock into my hand, beginning to stroke it for her. We were only a foot apart, both on the sofa, masturbating. It felt strange not to be able to touch each other. To not be able to pleasure each other but if this was the way Sue wanted it — the way she needed it — then so be it. It was… horny, in its own way.

As our movements synchronized, the tension in the room reached its peak, each stroke bringing us closer to release. My hand moved with a frenzied urgency, matching Sue’s own desperate rhythm as we both teetered on the edge of ecstasy. And then, with a shared gasp of pleasure, we succumbed to the inevitable, a hot jet of sticky white cum erupting from my cock, splashing over my hand and lower belly. Sue’s hips bucked as her fingers delved inside her and she groaned loudly, until, after a moment, she lay still, catching her breath.

But almost instantly, the charged atmosphere dissipated, replaced by a lingering sense of awkwardness that hung between us like a heavy fog. We lay there in silence, the weight of our shared intimacy settling over us like a heavy blanket.

“It’s good that we talked,” I finally murmured, breaking the uneasy silence as I shifted uncomfortably on the sofa. “I needed to understand what’s happening.”

Sue nodded, her expression softening as she reached for her discarded trousers, pulling them back into place with a sense of finality. “Yeah,” she agreed, her voice tinged with relief. “It’s a lot for you to process, I guess, but at least we’re on the same page now.”

We stood, Sue finishing getting dressed while I fetched a tissue to clean myself up and then we sat down one more time to talk.

“You know, this is weird for me too,” my wife began to say but before we could delve any deeper into that conversation, a sharp knock on the door made us both jump, jolting us back to reality. With a shared glance, we rose from the sofa, exchanging a silent understanding as we made our way to the door.

Opening it revealed Marie, her expression sombre as she met our gaze. “Can we talk?” she asked, her voice sounding ragged, as if she’d had an argument or some sort of upset.

Sue nodded, her eyes softening with concern as she stepped aside to let her sister in. “Of course,” she replied, her tone gentle as she ushered Marie into the room. “Come in. We’re here for you.”

As Marie walked in and Sue accompanied her into the front room where we’d just been masturbating together, I closed the door, wondering what new twist our journey was going to take next.


Chapter three

Chapter 3


Marie’s arrival at our doorstep heralded a storm, her dark blue eyes ablaze with a mixture of hurt, anger, and confusion. I stood nearby, as Sue’s sister stepped into the dimly lit living room, the weight of her unexpected arrival hung heavy in the air, casting a pall over the space where Sue and I had just masturbated together.

“Sue,” Marie began, her voice trembling with suppressed emotion, “We need to talk.” Her words were laced with urgency, so I knew something was amiss.

Sue’s eyes widened in surprise at the intensity of her sister’s tone, a knot of apprehension forming in my stomach as I wondered what was to come. I remained silent, my gaze shifting between the two sisters, noting like I always did how similar they were, with their similar features, dark hair and slim figures. I’d always found Marie good-looking but wouldn’t ever admit that to Sue.

“What’s wrong?” Sue’s voice was soft, filled with concern as she gestured for her sister to take a seat. I remained rooted to the spot, my heart heavy with anticipation as I waited for Marie to reveal the source of her distress.

“It’s Clive,” Marie began, her words tumbling out in a rush as she struggled to contain the obvious storm of emotions raging within. “I overheard a conversation he was having with someone, and then I found… I found something on his laptop.”

Sue’s brow furrowed in confusion while my heart raced in my chest, a sense of dread settling over me for some reason.

“He was on the phone… then I heard him say that he said he’s always wanted to see more pictures of you — he used your name — being… being fucked,” Marie continued, her voice breaking with each word as she fought to keep her composure. “And then I found… I found the pictures, Sue. The ones from Irene’s house. He searched for them and… and he looked at them and took photos of them. And some other ones too. Screenshots from the sex tape you made.”

The words hung heavy in the air as she stopped talking, looking at both of us in turn. Sue’s breath caught in her throat, her mind clearly reeling with disbelief as she struggled to understand and comprehend what was happening.

“Slow down,” my wife said, taking a seat next to her sister. “I don’t understand. You’re rambling, Marie. You said something about a phone call. A conversation. With who?”

“James,” Marie blurted, as though it were obvious. “James called him and they were talking. I started to go upstairs but stopped when I heard him mention you. After that, he didn’t know I was still downstairs and could hear everything.”

“And what did they say during this conversation about me?” Sue asked, her eyes glancing at me anxiously. She knew.

“That you’ve split up, albeit temporarily and that James is going to have sex with you tomorrow.”

Sue took a deep breath. “Marie, look-”

“No, it’s fine, whatever,” her sister interrupted her. “You’ve always been a wild one and mum and I knew this was coming after everything that’s happened lately. We do talk, you know?”

Again, I shared a look with Sue, cringing inwardly before my wife turned her attention back to her sister who was starting to ramble on again.

“That’s not the issue, although I think you’re crazy to mess with what you and Phil have... The thing is, I heard Clive say that he hopes James manages to get a video of it, or at least some photos because he’d love to see you naked and having sex again. That’s what made me think. Again? Again? Since when has Clive ever seen you naked or having sex? At first, I wondered if you’d had an affair with Clive.”

“Marie! No!” Sue’s eyes widened and she shook her head frantically.

“Oh, don’t worry,” Marie responded, sweeping her dark hair over her shoulder and looking at her sister reassuringly. “I know there’s nothing between you and Clive. I know everything now. I remembered him acting weirdly a while ago when I caught him looking at something on his laptop late one night. I assumed it was just porn but my instincts told me otherwise. I didn’t do anything at the time but something made me get his laptop while he was still talking to James and I found everything. Photos — the ones you took with Aaron — copies of those. Screenshots of you with James from the sex tape you made to spite mum. And some emails between him and James that explain it all.”

“I still don’t understand,” Sue was shaking her head and my heart suddenly ached for her, my own sense of betrayal mirroring hers as I grappled with the truth of Clive’s actions.

“Clive and James have been talking since the very beginning,” Marie explained. “They’ve known each other for years. After James and mother broke up, he reached out to Clive, they’d become friends while he was dating mum. He gave him a job and that’s how Sue ended up working there, years later.”

I already knew this. Sue has said as much the other day when telling who James was and how he fitted into her life. I saw Sue nod her understanding and then Marie continued.

“Clive passed Sue’s number to James so he could call to see how mum was, but now I feel like there’s always been more to it than that.”

Marie turned to face me for a moment, sudden doubt in her eyes. “Shit. Phil, you know this already, right? I’m not causing any more problems for you two, am I?”

“Phil knows everything,” Sue put her hand on her sister’s to calm her down. “Don’t worry. We don’t have any secrets from each other any more. But it seems that Clive and James do.”

“I… I didn’t know, Sue,” Marie whispered, her voice thick with emotion as she reached out to grasp her sister’s hand. “I didn’t know he was capable of… of something like this. I didn’t know he was… doing whatever he’s been doing. Jerking off over your photos, whatever. All this time… It makes me feel sick to my stomach. I admit that I told Clive, years ago, about the things you did with Aaron and how wild you were. That’s why he knew about the existence of the photos and probably went searching until he found them.”

“It’s not your fault,” Sue began to say but Marie shook her head and continued.

“It is. I think he wanted me to be more like you, but I’m not like that, am I? I’m the boring sister. Maybe he’s lusted after you all this time because I’m too boring for him.”

Sue’s eyes brimmed with tears, her heart heavy with the weight of Marie’s confession and how hurt she was. I remained silent, my mind racing with the implications of Clive’s betrayal and what this meant for Sue and James upcoming tryst.

“You’re not boring, Marie,” Sue sighed. “You’re amazing. Clive is lucky to have you. I love you and I’m sure he does too. He’s just been an idiot. I’m sure that’s what he’ll say to you.”

“That’s right,” I added, reinforcing Sue’s soothing words. “You’re beautiful, amazing… Clive is a dick.”

“I didn’t say fully explain why but he knows I’m angry and that I’ve stormed out.” Marie took a deep breath, rubbing at her damp eyes with the back of her hand. “I left his laptop open on the bed with the photos and emails on the screen, so he’ll know once he finds it.”

“Oh dear,” Sue shook her head. “Let me make you a cup of tea. If you don’t want to go home tonight, you can stay here. That’ll give both of you some time to think and clear your heads.”

“Don’t you care that he’s seen you naked?” Marie asked, as her sister rose to head to the kitchen, turning to me when she didn’t answer immediately. “What about you, Phil? Aren’t you angry that your brother-in-law has been talking dirty to James this whole time about your wife? Sneaking around, looking at her naked pictures. He’s probably been thinking about Sue while he fucks me. Don’t either of you care?”

“Of course we care!” Sue said, her voice turning sharp, which made Marie blink and sit back further on the sofa. “But Clive’s a man and we’re talking about men here. They’re all the same, Marie. Nothing surprises me any more. In fact, Clive’s no different from Phil. My own husband went behind my back, looking at the pictures of me from the past, snooping around, talking to Irene and then tracking down Aaron and having illicit conversations with him about me.”

Marie’s jaw dropped, her head swivelling between me and her sister. “I’m sorry. I didn’t know… I mean, I knew a little, but only what mum told me and what Phil told me himself but I…”

She trailed off, the room filled with an awkward silence until Sue turned and stormed into the kitchen, followed by the sounds of the kettle being filled and cups being slammed on the counter harder than necessary. I didn’t know what to say to Marie but I sat opposite her and offered her a sheepish smile.

“I’m sorry,” I began. “I didn’t mean for any of this to happen.”

“It’s not your fault,” she replied, her tone quiet and regretful. “As Sue says, you’re men. I don’t know why we expect anything more from you.”

That stung but I couldn’t deny what she said. Sue returned shortly afterwards, with three cups of hot tea which we sat and drank in silence. Today had not gone as expected and I didn’t know where it would go from here.

A little later, during which Sue and Marie calmed down and Clive made several unsuccessful attempts to get Marie to speak to him on the phone, Sue and I finally found some time to ourselves in the kitchen while cleaning up the dinner pots.

“Did you mean what you said?” I asked softly, still feeling the sting of both hers and Marie’s comments earlier. “About me and Clive being the same? You seemed really mad.”

“I was angry. I’m sorry,” Sue replied, passing me a soapsud-covered plate to wipe, dry and put away. “I am surprised at Clive though. He always appeared quiet and laid back. Not at all the man it turns out he truly is.”

“It’s often the quiet ones,” I chuckled, glad she wasn’t really angry with me. “People often aren’t who they pretend to be.”

I gave her a pointed look and she nodded with a wry grin. “I guess you’re right. Me included. You don’t have to say it.”

Just then, her phone rang and she stripped off one of her rubber gloves to pick it up before turning to me, wide-eyed.

“What?” I shrugged, taking another wet plate and drying it. “Who is it?”

“It’s James,” she hissed, looking over her shoulder at Marie sitting quietly in the living room behind us. “Shit. Clive must have told him what’s happened.”

“Answer it then,” I replied. “See what he’s got to say for himself. He’s just as much in the wrong, spilling your secrets to your brother-in-law.”

Sue hesitated for a moment, her fingers hovering over the screen as she debated whether to answer the call. I could see the conflict in her eyes, torn between her curiosity and her reluctance to engage with James after everything that had transpired. Then she took a deep breath, steeling herself before finally pressing the ‘Accept’ button and bringing the phone to her ear. I watched as her expression hardened, her jaw setting in determination as she prepared herself for whatever James had to say.

“Hello, James,” she greeted him, her voice steady but tinged with a hint of apprehension. “To what do I owe the pleasure of this call?”

I leaned in closer, straining to hear James’s response as Sue waited for his reply, her features betraying little of her thoughts or emotions.

“I hope I’m not catching you at a bad time,” James’s smooth voice came through the phone, slightly hesitant, obviously choosing his words carefully. “I just wanted to check in and see how you’re doing.”

Sue’s lips pressed into a thin line, her grip on the phone tightening.

“I’m fine, James,” she replied curtly, her tone cool and guarded. “But I think it’s best that we keep our interactions strictly professional from now on.”

There was a brief pause on the other end of the line, the silence stretching between them like a taut wire. I could almost hear the gears turning in James’s mind as he processed Sue’s words, his smooth voice momentarily faltering as he replied.

“I understand,” he said finally. “Clive called and told me about your sister. I’m sorry if she’s upset. I didn’t know he was keeping this all a secret from her. I thought it was common knowledge about your past and the photographs. I haven’t been part of your family for a long time. I don’t know what goes on behind closed doors.”

Sue’s brow furrowed, her grip on the phone tightening even further. “Perhaps that’s true but even so, you had no right to discuss me — the things we did — with my brother-in-law. Even you must know that was overstepping the mark.”

“I had no idea,” James insisted, his voice crackly but audible. “You have my word, Sue. We’ll talk about it tomorrow after work. You’re still coming to my house for dinner and to relive old times, yes?”

“On the condition that you don’t tell Clive anything about it,” my wife replied, to my surprise. “And I insist that you tell him to delete everything that he has on me.”

“I’m not sure I can do that but we’ll talk tomorrow.” James sounded satisfied. “My place. Six o’clock. I promise I’ll do everything I can to smooth this over for your sister.”

When Sue finally ended the call, I couldn’t help but ask the burning question on my mind.

“Why are you still going through with this, Sue?” I questioned, my voice laced with concern. “After everything that’s just happened, why agree to sleep with him?”

Sue shrugged, a resigned expression crossing her features as she met my gaze with a steely determination in her eyes.

“There’s no point in trying to deny James,” she replied, her voice tinged with bitterness. “Now that he knows about our relationship break, he won’t give up trying to bed me until he succeeds. So, I may as well go through with it and get him out of my system.”

I couldn’t help but feel a surge of anger and frustration at her words, the unfairness of the situation weighing heavily on my mind. But before I could voice my protest, Sue continued, her tone taking on a hint of defiance.

“Besides,” she added, a sly smile playing at the corners of her lips, “It gives me a chance to make sure he talks to Clive. I don’t want that creep perving over my pictures any longer. And… maybe I can get my own back on James if I want to.”

“Get your own back?”

“Yes,” Sue shrugged. “As you say, he’s been a dick, telling Clive about me. If I feel I need to punish him, I can.”

I didn’t ask how she intended to punish him. I wasn’t sure I’d like the answer, so I let her finish the dinner pots and then shortly afterwards, we retired to bed. I made the spare room up for Marie while she showered and then as I walked out of the room, I stopped.

The door was open to the bathroom. Only by a few inches but from where I was standing, I could see Marie, standing naked, her body wet still, droplets of water trailing down her tanned skin. Her breasts were a similar size to Sue’s, but slightly higher on her chest and her pussy was dusted with just the tiniest fuzz of fine, dark hair. 

Caught off guard by the unexpected sight, I froze in place, my gaze locked on her form as she grabbed a towel to try herself but before she did, Marie turned to face me, her eyes meeting mine with a knowing glint, I felt a surge of guilt wash over me, a sense of intrusion tinged with a forbidden desire. With a muttered apology, I averted my gaze, the heat rising to my cheeks but as I turned to leave, to my surprise, Marie made no move to cover herself, her nakedness unabashed and she continued to meet my gaze as I looked back.

After a long moment, she finally wrapped the towel around herself, covering her beautiful body and closed the door. Quickly, I retreated to our bedroom, the warmth of the blankets cocooning me in a semblance of comfort as I slid alongside Sue. My wife was asleep, perhaps exhausted by the evening’s events but sleep eluded me, my mind plagued by thoughts of Marie and her shapely figure. And for some reason, I had a nagging feeling that Sue’s sister might have some part to play in how things would ultimately shake out between Sue and me…


Chapter four

Chapter 4


The sunlight peeked through the curtains, signalling the start of a new day. Last night’s events played on repeat in my mind, Marie’s tearful revelation still fresh in my memory. She had stayed over, seeking refuge from the storm brewing in her marriage, during which I’d caught a tantalizing glimpse of her naked after her shower. The thought of her beautiful body made my cock stir and as I was alone, my hand went to it, caressing it to life but then the shrill sound of my alarm pierced the quiet and I reached out to silence it, lying there for a few minutes to come around fully.

The other events of the last night played out like a vivid dream in my head as I lay there. The intense conversation with Irene. The discussions with Sue about her plans with James and then us wanking together. The call from James and Sue’s commitment to going through with her plan to get James out of her system.

Earlier, in the hushed moments after dawn, I’d heard Sue and her sister talking downstairs while I was still in bed. Marie had finally spoken to Clive on the phone, then left, heading home to properly discuss what their future held. Sue had given her solid advice, in my opinion. Communication was the only way forward. Marie had every right to demand honesty from Clive and a change in his ways. It would be a shame to toss away their long and — up until now, happy — marriage, without at least having an open and candid conversation.

I had my work day ahead of me but Sue had already left, her job starting before mine and as I rose from bed, thoughts of today’s impending encounter between my wife and James lingered in the back of my mind. I wondered what was going to happen tonight when she went to his house and my imagination ran wild as I showered but I refrained from wanking off. I needed to keep my wits about me today, not spend the day constantly sneaking off to the bathroom to jerk off. I couldn’t eat breakfast because of the knots of anxiety in my stomach and even when I was walking through the familiar streets towards the office, surrounded by the hustle-bustle of the city, I couldn’t shake the feeling of foreboding that weighed on my shoulders.

The routine of work also offered little distraction, my thoughts consumed by the thoughts of James running into Sue at their workplace. Perhaps they wouldn’t even wait until tonight. Something could happen between them before the work day ended, theoretically, at least.

Throughout the day, I found myself counting down the hours until the evening, the weight of Sue’s tryst with her boss a shadow over my thoughts until finally, the workday drew to a close and I gathered my things and made my way home.

As I stepped through the door, I couldn’t help but feel a now familiar sense of apprehension when Sue wasn’t home. I wasn’t expecting her to be. Her plans included going to James’s house straight from work but there was always the possibility of those plans falling through, like plans often did. But they hadn’t. She’d gone through with it. And then, when my phone beeped the alert tone for a text, I scooped it out of my pocket, scanning Sue’s message eagerly.

“Hey,” it read. “I’m on my way to James’s place now. Don’t expect me home until very late. Will update you if anything changes. Love you.”

‘Love you’ didn’t feel right, considering what she was going to James’s house to do.

“Okay,” I replied, “Thanks for letting me know. Be safe. Love you too.”

Sue’s reply came back almost immediately. “I will. I’m excited but nervous too, for some reason. Talk to you later.”

I slid my phone back into my pocket, relieved that she’d at least updated me on the situation but now I realized I couldn’t just sit at home, waiting and fretting over what might transpire. It would drive me mad. I decided to reach out to Dale, my old friend who I knew would help occupy me for the evening if he was free. Retrieving my phone, I dialled his number, hoping he wasn’t too busy.

The phone rang several times before Dale picked up. “Hey, Phil, what’s up?” his voice crackled through the line.

“Hi,” I replied, trying to sound casual despite the turmoil brewing inside me. “Any chance you’re free tonight? Thought we could catch up, maybe grab a drink or something?”

There was a brief pause before Dale responded, “Yeah, sure, I’m free. Meet you at the usual spot in twenty?”

“Sounds good,” I confirmed, a sense of relief flooding over me. “See you there.”

With plans in motion, I felt a little better and as I prepared to leave, a thought struck me. Sue had mentioned showing Dale more of her photos, and maybe even the video, if I wanted. It made sense; after all, Dale was one of my closest friends, and he knew about our situation, even if he didn’t know all the details or what Sue was up to tonight.

I hesitated for a moment before making a decision. Fuck it. Why not?

Grabbing my backpack, I retrieved Sue’s photos and her laptop with the video from the drawer where they were kept hidden. It felt strange, almost voyeuristic, carrying around evidence of our tangled lives. Yet, as I tucked them into my bag, a sense of purpose settled over me. Perhaps sharing this burden with Dale would lighten the weight on my shoulders, or maybe I just needed someone else to confirm that what was happening wasn’t all as weird and screwed up as it seemed to be.

With the weight of Sue’s secret tucked away in my bag, I made my way out the door, a mixture of apprehension and determination guiding my steps. Tonight was going to be another turning point in our relationship, whether I was ready for it or not.

Shortly afterwards, I found Dale at our usual spot in the pub, nursing a pint and looking like he hadn’t slept in days. As soon as he saw me, his face lit up with a broad grin, quickly followed by a frown of concern.

“You look like you’ve seen a ghost,” he exclaimed, gesturing for me to join him.

“Something like that,” I muttered, sliding into the seat opposite him. “I’ve got lots to tell you, Dale.”

“Yeah, well,” Dale leaned in, his curiosity piqued. “Grab a drink first, then you spill the beans.”

I did just that, then sat back down, taking a long drink from my beer before launching into the story, recounting the events of the past few days. I told him about the temporary break with Sue, Marie’s revelation about Clive, and Sue’s plans for tonight.

Dale listened intently, his brow furrowing as he processed the information. “Wow,” he muttered, shaking his head. “I thought you’d got through all that and come out the other side when you went home after staying at ours for a while. That’s heavy stuff.”

“Yeah, tell me about it,” I replied, my voice heavy with emotion. “But there’s more.”

I reached into my bag and pulled out the envelope of photos and Sue’s laptop, placing them on the table between us. Dale’s eyes widened in surprise as he took in the contents.

“Are those…?” he began, his voice trailing off as he glanced at me for confirmation.

“Yeah,” I confirmed, my heart pounding in my chest. “The legendary photos of Sue and even a video of her and James.”

Dale’s excitement was palpable as he reached for the laptop, eager to see for himself before pausing and looking around at the other pub patrons milling around. “A couple more drinks and then we’re off to my place to look at these properly. Also, I need to talk to you about something but it can wait until we’re at mine.”

“Are you sure?” I asked, concerned for my friend. “You can ask me now if you like. I’ve been talking a lot about Sue and me but if there’s something important, ask.”

“No,” Dale shook his head, brushing his brown hair back from his head nervously. “It’s better if I talk to you about it at home, with Jenny.”

With Jenny? Was he having relationship issues now too? That wasn’t good. I hoped it wasn’t anything to do with me. The fallout from discovering Sue’s past had already affected enough relationships. I didn’t want that to spread to my best friend and his lovely wife.

I put the laptop and photos back in my back and we enjoyed a couple more beers, talking about more common subjects such as football and politics, but then as time rolled on, during which I had no updates from Sue, we decided it was time to make our way to his house.

As we walked, talking the whole way, I couldn’t shake the feeling of unease that gnawed at the pit of my stomach. The weight of what might be transpiring between Sue and James hung heavy in the air, casting a shadow over our evening. Yet, there was a strange sense of relief in confiding to Dale, sharing the burden of anxiety.

Dale and Jenny’s house was nestled in a quiet corner of the neighbourhood, a quaint two-story terrace with a well-tended garden and a welcoming aura. As we stepped inside, the warmth of the familiar surroundings instantly made me feel at home, especially when Jenny greeted us with a warm smile as we entered the living room, her blonde hair cascading in loose waves around her shoulders.

“Phil, it’s good to see you,” she said, her voice tinged with genuine warmth as she embraced me in a brief hug. “Dale’s been looking forward to catching up with you but I didn’t expect to see you back so soon.”

“Yeah, well, Phil’s got some things to show me and they’re not suitable viewing for a pub meet-up,” Dale replied, a mischievous smile tugging at the corners of his lips. “Let’s grab some fresh drinks and get comfortable.”

The living room was cosy and inviting, adorned with tasteful decor and mementoes of their life together. As we settled into the plush couches, a strange tension began to build in the room and I wasn’t sure why. Jenny, in particular, seemed slightly on edge. Only slightly, but noticeable, even to my alcohol-dulled senses.

Dale poured us each a generous measure of whisky, the amber liquid glinting in the soft glow of the lamplight. He handed me a glass with a small nod of encouragement, his eyes reflecting a mixture of anticipation and trepidation. Jenny sat opposite us, nursing a beer in her hand.

“Cheers,” Dale said, raising his glass in a toast before taking a long sip.

“Cheers,” I echoed, the warmth of the whisky seeping into my bones as I took a fortifying gulp. The familiar burn of the alcohol offered a brief respite from the turmoil of my thoughts, a temporary escape from the strange atmosphere and the nagging curiosity of what Sue was doing elsewhere. “So, do you want to see the photos?”

When he gave me a vigorous nod of encouragement, I retrieved the laptop and photos from my bag, placing them on the coffee table as he filled Jenny in on what I’d told him in the pub; about Sue’s meeting with James tonight and everything that had led to it since I’d stayed here last.

“I’m sorry to hear that,” Jenny said softly, still acting strangely. Was she uncomfortable with me showing Dale the photos?

“You know, if this is all too much,” I said, reaching for the envelope of pictures before Dale could pick them up. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t be dropping all of my shit on you guys.”

“No, it’s not that,” Dale’s wife replied, her deep, dark eyes blinking rapidly as she shuffled in her seat. She exchanged a look with her husband, then managed to force a smile. “We’ve got something to ask you and I’m worried it might be weird.”

“Phil, relax,” Dale reassured me, then wasted no time in taking the envelope from me, eagerly opening it and flipping through the photos, his eyes widening in disbelief as he took in the explicit images before him. Jenny moved to sit next to us, leaning in closer, her expression a mixture of shock and disbelief as she caught glimpses of the scandalous scenes between Sue and her former lovers.

“Are these real…?” she began, her voice trailing off as she struggled to find the words to articulate her disbelief.

“Yeah,” I confirmed, my voice barely above a whisper. “This is the stuff Sue used to get up to before she met me.”

Dale’s eyes flickered with a mixture of curiosity and excitement as he went through the photographs slowly, pausing at the one of Sue in the gangbang. “Wow,” he muttered, a word echoed by Jenny from his side. It was a surreal experience, watching my best friend and his wife react to Sue’s secret past, their expressions a mix of shock, intrigue, and fascination. Then I set up the laptop for him, scrolling to the hidden folder and the three of us watched it, the sounds of Sue moaning as James fucked her hard and rough, filling the otherwise quiet front room.

“And that’s who she’s with tonight?” Dale asked.

“Yeah. She’s probably fucking him right now.” I saw Jenny’s cheeks redden as I said that, our eyes meeting for a long moment before she looked away, shifting uncomfortably on her seat again.

As the video of Sue and James came to an end, a heavy silence settled over us, punctuated only by the faint hum of the laptop’s cooling fan. Dale’s eyes flickered with a mixture of curiosity and apprehension as he turned to me, his expression unreadable.

“That was… pretty fucking amazing. I’d have never pinned Sue down as such a wild girl, but Phil, there’s something we’ve been wanting to ask you,” he began, his voice hesitant yet determined. “Something that’s been on our minds the past few days.”

I glanced between Dale and Jenny, sensing the gravity of the moment as they exchanged a meaningful look. Whatever they were about to ask, it was clear that it had been a heavy topic of discussion between them

“We’ve been doing some thinking,” Jenny chimed in, her voice soft yet steady. “About us, and our relationship. And… well, your experiences with Sue have made us feel like we’ve been missing out on something.”

I furrowed my brow, my curiosity piqued as Dale and Jenny shared another brief glance, silently communicating their shared thoughts. This was something big.

“I’ve been… fantasizing,” Jenny admitted, her cheeks flushing crimson again as she spoke. “Ever since we talked about your situation with Sue, it’s been on my mind constantly. And, well, Dale and I have been experimenting a bit, taking our own naughty photos and, well, you know…”

Dale nodded his reassurance to his wife, his expression a mix of anticipation and nervousness as he reached for Jenny’s hand, his fingers intertwining with hers.

“And you want to show them to me?” I asked, once I found my voice because I was so taken aback by this unexpected turn of events.

“Well, I don’t mind showing you,” Dale replied, his voice tinged with uncertainty. “But no, it’s more than that.”

“Taking photos of ourselves is fun,” Jenny said, clearing her throat, her face still glowing with embarrassment. “However, we were wondering If you would be willing to… take some photos of us. You know… in bed, making love.”

The request hung in the air, the weight of it settling over us like a heavy blanket. For a moment, I was speechless, my mind struggling to process the implications of their proposal. Yet, as I met Dale and Jenny’s earnest gazes, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of excitement and realised that my worries about Sue were finally pushed to the back of my mind.

“It would mean a lot to us,” Dale added, his voice soft yet sincere. “And, well, we trust you, Phil. We know you wouldn’t judge us, but we value your friendship more than anything and don’t want to fuck anything up.”

“When you said you were worried about this being weird,” I chuckled, picking up my whisky and downing it in one, the sharpness of it making my eyes water temporarily. “You were right. It’s really fucking weird but do you know what? I’m starting to enjoy weird.”

“Really?” Jenny said, her voice unsteady. “So…?”

“I’ve always thought you were hot,” I admitted, enjoying the smile she tried to suppress. “So am I going to turn down the opportunity to see you naked and having sex? No way am I turning that down.”

Dale downed his whisky, then clapped his hands together. “Great. Let’s fucking do this.”

Then the three of us stood, the photos and laptop forgotten, and we headed to the bedroom. This was going to be fun.
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As Dale, Jenny and I made our way to the bedroom, a newfound sense of excitement and anticipation coursed through my veins, eclipsing any lingering doubts or uncertainties. The weight of the world seemed to lift from my shoulders, replaced by a thrilling sense of liberation and exhilaration.

As we entered the dimly lit room, I couldn’t help but feel a surge of excitement at the prospect of what lay ahead. Dale and Jenny shared a knowing glance, their eyes alight with excitement and desire but I could also see they were tense and nervous.

“This is crazy,” I murmured and Dale and Jenny nodded, followed by a shy giggle from the blonde as they paused by the bed. “I’ll stay here,” I told them, holding my position in the corner of the room, by the door. “Just pretend I’m not here.”

The couple shared another look and then, without a word, they began to undress. The air in the bedroom was charged with electric energy as their clothing fell to the floor in a flurry of movement, the pair of them eager to get through this potentially awkward moment.

As Jenny’s delicate curves were revealed beneath the soft glow of the bedside lamp, I couldn’t help but feel turned on, my cock swelling in my shorts at the sight of her naked form. Her slender figure was bathed in the gentle light, casting erotic shadows on the wall behind her as she got onto the bed. Her blonde hair cascaded in golden waves around her shoulders, framing her pretty face and her curves were soft and inviting, her breasts full and round, larger than I expected, perfectly shaped and capped with dusky pink nipples that stood proudly in the cool air of the room. As my gaze trailed lower, I took in the gentle swell of her hips, the softness of her thighs and the small tuft of light hair that covered her pussy mound.

Beside her, Dale stood tall and confident, his own naked form a stark contrast to Jenny’s delicate curves. His body was lean and muscular, his chest adorned with a light dusting of hair that trailed down to his abdomen in a tantalizing line. His cock was already hard, standing out proudly in front of him as he joined her on the bed. I’d seen my friend shirtless before but never his dick and I felt an odd sense of relief when I saw that he was average in size, not so different to me.

“Remember, I’m not here,” I reminded them when they hesitated and looked over at me. I took out my phone, noting that I still didn’t have any updates from Sue, opened the camera app and hit the record button, pointing it in the direction of my naked friends on the bed.

Jenny nodded slowly, then, kneeling before Dale, her lips hovering just inches from his throbbing member, she cast a fleeting glance in my direction, silently confirming that I was capturing the moment. I nodded and with a nervous but playful smile, she leaned forward, her tongue darting out to trace the length of Dale’s shaft, eliciting a low groan of pleasure from his lips.

Her movements were deliberate and confident as she took him into her mouth, her lips wrapping around him slowly and then she began to suck and stroke him with a practised ease. Dale’s hands tangled in her blonde hair after a moment, guiding her movements as she worked her magic, each flick of her tongue sending shivers of ecstasy coursing through his body.

I couldn’t believe I was seeing Jenny naked. Her tits wobbled gently with every movement and I felt my cock straining hard against the inside of my boxer shorts at the sight of her gorgeous, slim body.

I watched in awe as her mouth worked wonders on Dale’s cock, her lips sliding up and down his length with a rhythm that was both sensual and mesmerizing. Soft, wet slurping sounds filled the room, adding to the erotic atmosphere that hung heavy in the air as I kept tapping on my phone, taking photos from different angles as I slowly moved closer, nearer to the bed.

As Dale reached the brink of ecstasy, Jenny pulled away with a mischievous twinkle in her eye, her lips glistening with his precum as she looked over shyly at me once again, silently checking that I was watching and taking pictures of them, not objecting to me being much closer now.

With a satisfied grin, Dale took over and returned the favour, his lips finding their way to Jenny’s most intimate parts as he lavished her with kisses and caresses and then pushed her onto her back. It was the first chance I had to get a good look at her pussy and I made sure to take some pictures as she spread her thighs, her soft mound with its small tuft of pale hair looking inviting in the low light. Her body writhed with pleasure as he delved his tongue into his wife’s tight and wet-looking slit, her moans soft at first but then growing louder and more urgent with each passing moment.

“Jenny, your body is amazing,” I found myself saying and Jenny smiled at me, her cheeks crimson before she closed her eyes as Dale parted her small, pink lips to lap at her swollen clit. “Your tits are incredible and your pussy looks so tight.”

“She is nice and tight,” Dale murmured as he kept pleasuring her and then unexpectedly, just minutes later, Jenny’s body tensed, a wave of pleasure washing over her with such intensity that she cried out in ecstasy, her orgasm taking her by surprise as she clung to Dale for support. He held his face between her thighs, lapping at her until she pushed him away, the sensation too intense and then, with a primal growl of desire, Dale positioned himself above his wife, his eyes locking with hers.

“Wait,” I said, moving closer still, “You’ll want a good picture of this.”

Dale and Jenny both looked at me and nodded. They were obviously incredibly turned on by being watched and photographed like this and didn’t object as I sat on the edge of the bed, positioning my phone just inches away from her pussy, close enough so that as he entered her, I got a couple of clear shots of his dick pressing against her soft pink folds and then sliding inside, inch by inch.

As they began to fuck properly, Dale kept some space between their bodies so I could see everything and I continued to capture every intimate moment with my phone, the soft click of the shutter punctuating the rhythm of their combined moans. Jenny’s hand tentatively reached out, gently brushing against my groin, her fingers lingering for a moment as she felt the undeniable hardness beneath my jeans. She looked at me with a playful glint in her eye, a hint of curiosity dancing in her gaze.

“I was just curious,” she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper, her hand retreating back to Dale’s body.

Dale slowed his movements, a grin spreading across his face as he glanced over at me. He’d seen his wife feel my erection. “You’re enjoying the show, huh, Phil?”

I nodded, unable to hide the arousal that pulsed through my veins. “Of course I am,” I admitted, my voice husky with desire. “This is just as hot as watching Aaron and Sue.”

“Really?” Jenny asked, her eyes flickering to the lump in my jeans and then back at my face.

“Hell yeah,” I grinned at her, enjoying the sight of her tits bouncing slowly as Dale kept stroking himself in and out of his wife. I wanted to fuck her too but that wasn’t why I was here.

He chuckled, the sound filled with mischief. “You’ll be wanking off like crazy when you get home, won’t you?”

I nodded again, feeling a rush of excitement at the thought. “Definitely,” I replied, then stopped, feeling the grin slip off my face. I’d been about to say that I’d get Sue to do it and then the reality of where she was and what she was doing came back to mind painfully. I pushed the thought away, refocusing on the task at hand and switching my phone to video mode.

“I’ll record it now,” I said. “Sex tape incoming.”

“Nice,” Dale murmured, then as he and Jenny shifted into a new position, the excitement in the room soared to new heights. With Jenny on all fours, her perfectly round ass looking inviting, Dale moved behind her, taking things up a notch by ramming into her hard, each subsequent thrust sending waves of pleasure coursing through Jenny. I focused my phone’s camera on his dick, covered in her juices as he slammed into her, her moans, now shrill from the force of his fucking, filling the room.

I was impressed with Dale’s stamina. He’d always been fitter and sportier than me and he was drilling Jenny fast and hard now, his balls slapping loudly against her pussy as he took her roughly, grabbing her blonde hair and yanking her head back to drive into her deep.

“Yeah,” she cried out, over and over. “Fuck me harder. Fuck my pussy good.”

My cock throbbed at the sound of my friend’s wife talking dirty like that. I was tempted to pull it out and jerk off but I hadn’t been invited to and didn’t want to turn a hot scenario into an awkward one.

“I’m gonna cum soon,” her husband replied, then he turned to me. “Enjoying the show? Get a close-up, if you can.”

I hovered the phone between his legs from behind, capturing his dick piledriving into her sopping-wet pussy from just a few inches away and then Jenny climaxed again, her thighs shaking as she cried out into the pillow.

A few minutes later, as the sex reached its climax, Dale’s movements became more urgent, his grunts of pleasure mingling with Jenny’s continued cries of ecstasy until with one final thrust, he groaned, his body tensing as he spilt his release into his wife, filling her with cum.

I captured the moment in all its glory, the intensity of Dale’s climax immortalized on video. The aftermath was just as thrilling to document — Jenny, now covered in a sheen of sweat, looked utterly ravished, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she collapsed onto the bed beside her husband.

“Open your legs,” I suggested. “Let’s see the mess Dale’s made.”

Jenny giggled and did as I asked, parting her thighs to give me a good view of her puffy pussy lips, gaping slightly, and I snapped a few final photos of her like that, capturing the moment his sticky white semen dribbled from her, running down the crease of her ass onto the bed.

“Wow. That looks incredible,” I couldn’t help but say, making her blush once again before finally closing her legs and lying there, her breasts rising and falling as she got her breath back.

But then a few moments later, as the post-sex awkwardness began to settle over the room, I couldn’t help but feel a twinge of unease as the couple both came down from their sexual high. The euphoria of the moment was fading, replaced by a lingering sense of discomfort as the reality of our actions sank in.

“We should probably get cleaned up,” Jenny murmured, her voice tinged with embarrassment as she glanced at her sweat-covered body.

“Yeah,” Dale agreed, his tone slightly awkward as he met my gaze. “Thanks for, you know, helping us out with this.”

“No problem,” I replied, forcing a smile as I pocketed my phone. “I enjoyed that. I hope you did too. I’m sending you all these photos and the video now,” I said, breaking the silence that had momentarily formed as Jenny pulled one of Dale’s T-shirts over her head to cover herself and my friend sheepishly donned a pair of boxer shorts. I knew how they felt from my experience with Sue and Aaron and I felt for them but also knew how to defuse the situation. “Thanks for letting me do this. It was horny as hell. You guys know how to fuck, that’s for sure.”

“It was the most intense thing I’ve ever done,” Jenny replied, her face back to being scarlet with embarrassment.

“I know all about that feeling. And don’t worry,” I reassured them both, finishing up sending all the pictures and videos. “I won’t show anyone. I’m just sending you the last few and then I’ll delete them and the video. Oh, and this is our secret, forever, okay?”

Dale and Jenny shared a look and then nodded together at me. Despite the awkwardness, there was an undeniable sense of closeness that had formed between us, a shared bond forged in the heat of the moment. And as we moved to tidy the room, I couldn’t help but feel grateful for the opportunity to share this with them. Once again, I felt like I was experiencing something akin to what Aaron and Sue had done, years ago.

“You don’t have to delete the pictures,” the blonde woman said, as we headed downstairs. “You can keep them to look at if you like?”

“Do you like that thought?” I asked her with a suggestive grin. “Knowing that I’m watching you have sex and getting off to it?”

“Maybe,” Jenny giggled, then averted her eyes, her face permanently glowing now.”

“You could even show them to Sue,” Dale suggested. “I don’t know how she’d react to you filming your best friends having sex but it might make her realise she’s not the only one who’s single and making the most of it.”

That was a thought but I dismissed it for now. Tonight had been another surprising adventure but it wasn’t over yet. Sue would be home at some point tonight and then I’d have the news of what she and James had done to process. I checked my phone but there was still no text message or missed call from her.

“No updates on Sue?” Dale guessed, watching me as I put it back in my pocket. “James is keeping her busy, huh?”

“Yeah,” I nodded. “I guess I should head home though, to be there when she gets back.”

“Sure,” my friend replied, then broke into a wide smile and opened his arms for a hug, which I accepted before thanking Jenny for tonight and then I left, stepping out into the cool air of the night outside and whatever the rest of the night held for me.
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The events of tonight had left my mind reeling. I’d seen the beautiful Jenny naked. I’d watched — and taken pictures of — her and Dale fucking. They were memories that would stick with me for a long time. I still had the photos and videos on my phone and if Sue took much longer to come home, I decided I’d take a look at them while waiting. Maybe I’d even wank over them, then try to sleep until my wife finally returned. If I could sleep, that was.

A short time later, as I trudged up the path to my front door, Irene’s figure at her bedroom window caught my attention. She watched me approach and then she disappeared until I stepped inside, where I was met by her emerging through the door that linked our house to her extension, her expression one of genuine concern.

“Phil, is everything alright?” she inquired, her voice laced with genuine worry as she approached. She was ready for bed, wearing a thin camisole top and shorts beneath her thin cotton dressing gown.

I offered her a reassuring smile, masking the turmoil brewing within me. “Yeah, everything’s fine. Just a long day, you know? Work and then drinks with friends.”

But Irene’s concern persisted, her gaze unwavering as she reached out a hand to touch my arm gently. “Phil, I know where Susan is,” she confessed softly, her words cutting through the facade I’d attempted to maintain.

My heart skipped a beat at her revelation, a mix of surprise and apprehension flooding through me. How did she know?

Sensing my unease, Irene motioned towards the door that led back to her living quarters, an invitation for me to follow. “Come with me, let’s talk,” she urged, her voice gentle yet insistent. “Susan isn’t home yet.”

Reluctantly, I nodded, curiosity mingling with apprehension as I followed her across the threshold into her home. As we settled into the comforting familiar surroundings of her living room, I braced myself for whatever revelations awaited me, uncertain of what the night still held in store. She made us both a cup of tea, the atmosphere thick with tension until she returned with the two hot drinks and sat down, preparing to explain her unsettling revelation.

“I received a call from Clive earlier,” she confessed, her words sending a jolt of surprise through me. “He told me about what happened between him and Marie, and he also mentioned James’s plans for tonight.”

My mind raced, trying to work out how to respond. I could feel myself squirming with discomfort so I picked up my cup of tea and took a sip in an attempt to mask my discomfort.

“It’s complicated,” I began, but Irene cut me off before I could continue.

“I get it,” she interrupted, her voice tinged with empathy. “When I called around earlier and the house was empty, I assumed Susan’s gone through with it. Is she still there with him now?”

I took a deep breath, gathering my thoughts before speaking. “Yes,” I admitted, the weight of the truth heavy on my shoulders. “She’s still at James’s. Doing what she needs to do.”

“I see,” the older woman replied, touching a stray strand of silver hair that flowed over her shoulder. “I think you need to tell me everything, Phil.”

Her expression continued to soften, her gaze filled with understanding as she listened to my explanation. I recounted the events of the past few days, the temporary split between Sue and me, and the reasons behind it. As I spoke, a sense of catharsis washed over me, the weight of my burden lifting slightly with each word. I even told her what had happened between Dale, Jenny and me tonight.

“That’s a lot to take in… It’s good that you had some fun with your friends. You’re single too, right now but with Susan… I think you’re making a mistake,” Irene interjected gently, her voice filled with concern. “But ultimately, it’s your decision to make. I should have known that Susan hadn’t really changed.”

Her words struck a chord within me, a pang of regret mingling with the uncertainty swirling in my mind. Did I make the right choice in giving Sue another chance to chase her fantasies? Or was I setting myself up for more heartache?

During our conversation, I couldn’t help but notice Irene’s subtle attempts to catch my attention. As she shifted in her seat, the front of her robe opened slightly, revealing a glimpse of the curvy figure beneath. A blush crept across her cheeks as she met my gaze, a coy smile playing at the corners of her lips.

At that moment, amidst the turmoil of my emotions, I couldn’t deny the flicker of attraction that sparked between us. But as I wrestled with the complexities of my own situation, I pushed aside any thoughts of reciprocation, focusing instead on the tangled web of emotions that still bound me to Sue. I checked my phone for what felt like the thousandth time. Still nothing.

“She’ll be home eventually,” Irene commented, watching me put the phone back in my pocket. “But I’m fairly sure James will be taking his time, enjoying her to the fullest, so I wouldn’t expect her until the early hours.” Then she looked at the hot tea in her hand. “I’ll wait up with you but perhaps we need something stronger than tea.”

I watched as she took my cup from me and headed to the kitchen, returning with two glasses of red wine.

“This is better,” I acknowledged, taking a glass from her and having a grateful sip, savouring the taste as it washed over my tongue. It was good wine. Strong and rich.

Irene settled back into her seat, her gaze lingering on mine with an intensity that made me squirm again. “You know,” she began, her voice low and sultry, “James is really something in bed. His cock is huge, Phil. I bet he’s giving it to Sue good right now.”

Her blunt words caught me off guard, an unexpected rush of arousal surging through me at the explicitness of the statement.

“Yeah,” I replied, eyeing her carefully. “I know.”

Irene smirked, a playful glint in her eye. “You know, Phil, sex with James will only make Susan want more, not less.”

I nodded, acknowledging her point. “I have to let Sue work things out herself,” I confessed, my voice tinged with resignation. “Otherwise, if I make her suppress these feelings, our marriage will be a lie moving forward. I don’t want to be married to someone who feels trapped and is unhappy and frustrated.”

Irene nodded as if she understood, then her expression shifted, a hint of vulnerability seeping through. “Fine. You’re right, perhaps. And I have to admit,” she confessed, her voice softer now, “I’m jealous. I wish I was fucking James again. I wish it was me at his place tonight, getting the best sex of my life.”

Her candid admission took me aback, a mix of surprise and intrigue stirring within me. Then, unexpectedly, Irene changed the subject, her tone lightening as she asked, “Phil, to pass the time, would you like to look at the photos of me and Aaron again?”

“What?” I said, my head spinning with the unpredictability of Irene tonight but she didn’t wait for an answer. She left and returned with her own brown envelope, the one I’d seen back at the start of this whole, messy situation.

“Look,” Irene said, sitting next to me and spreading the pictures out one at a time on the coffee table beside us. “I had a good body back then, didn’t I?”

Her question hung in the air, punctuated by the raw intimacy of the photographs before us. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the images of the younger Irene, her breasts full and round, the dark triangle of hair between her legs, the way she looked with Aaron’s cock inside her mouth, the look on her face as she was being fucked.

“Yes,” I murmured, my voice barely above a whisper. “You had a fabulous body. You still do.”

Irene’s gaze locked with mine, a spark of desire igniting between us as she leaned closer, her breath hot against my skin. “Thank you, Phil,” she whispered, her voice thick with longing. “But looking at these photos… it’s making me ache for something more. Something real.”

Her words sent a ripple of arousal coursing through me. The tension between us crackled with an intensity that was impossible to ignore. Irene’s robe had fallen open and the shape of her tits through the thin silk top was plain to see. She slipped a hand into the similarly silky bottoms and touched herself, a soft moan escaping her lips.

I didn’t know what to say so I sat there in silence, my gaze switching between the photos and Irene’s hand moving inside her shorts as she played with her pussy. Then, before I could respond, she closed the distance between us, her lips capturing mine in a searing kiss that ignited a firestorm of desire within me.

The world fell away as I surrendered to the heat of the moment, our bodies entwined in a desperate embrace that spoke volumes of the longing and desire that had simmered beneath the surface for so long. Irene’s hands roamed eagerly over my body, undoing my jeans and tugging them down along with my shorts, igniting a hunger within me that burned hotter with each passing moment.

“Irene,” I gasped, breaking away from her lips to catch my breath, but she silenced me with a finger pressed to my lips.

“Shh,” she whispered, her voice husky with desire. “Don’t fight it, Phil. Let go and give in to what we both want. Susan’s getting fucked right now. Why shouldn’t you?”

Her words sent a thrill of excitement coursing through me as I surrendered to the intoxicating allure of her touch as she grabbed my erect cock, stroking me slowly as our lips connected again. I wanted to say ‘no’ and stop it but I didn’t. I wanted to tell her that the reason I shouldn’t be doing this was because she was my mother-in-law but I didn’t. Instead, I slipped the robe from her shoulders as she moved down the sofa, taking my cock in her mouth.

“Fuck,” I gasped at the sensation of her tongue stroking my shaft. “Irene. This isn’t right.”

“Ssshhh,” she whispered. “Don’t tell me you’re not horny. If you’re anything like Aaron, you’re probably horny as hell, waiting for your wife to come home full of her lover’s cum.”

Again, the explicitness of her language stunned me. “But-”

“There are no buts,” she continued, stroking my cock with one hand while licking the tip exquisitely, sending bolts of pleasure shooting through me. “Aren’t you horny from watching your friends fuck?”

I was. I couldn’t deny anything that she was saying.

“Of course I am,” I admitted.

“Then shut up.” Irene sat up, sliding down the bottoms and discarding the robe and then the silky top.

I gazed at her body, the fullness of her heavy breasts, the soft swell of her hips and the thin tangle of pubic hair between her legs. She might be older than me but her body was still magnificent. My cock throbbed against my stomach where it rested. I couldn’t… Could I?

“Don’t you want me?” Irene loosened her silver hair from the clasp that held it up, letting it fall across her shoulders.

“Fuck,” I cursed again, torn by indecision.

“Okay,” Irene smiled at me. “If you insist.”

Then she moved forward, her slim legs straddling me and I let her take my cock in one hand and guide it inside her until she was sitting on my lap, with it buried deep inside her wet heat.

“Irene,” I moaned at the feeling of her soft pussy enveloping me as she began to rock on it, her fingers going down to touch her clit while she rode me. “This is insane.”

“Sshhh,” she shushed me again. “Let’s just fuck and worry about what this all means later.”

I didn’t say anything after that. I let her ride my cock and play with herself until she clutched to me suddenly, a shuddering orgasm coursing through her, then I shoved her back onto the sofa, pushing her legs apart, enjoying the sight of her naked body for another long moment before plunging my dick inside her and fucking her hard and rough.

“That’s it,” she moaned, looking down at my dick penetrating her, in and out, in and out, covered in her wetness. “Fuck me like you fuck Susan.”

Her pussy felt good, I couldn’t deny it. I’d never slept with an older woman and I was surprised at how it didn’t bother me that her skin wasn’t quite as smooth and tight as Sue’s. I cupped her breasts, squeezing them and teased her dark pink nipples as I fucked her. They stiffened at my touch feeling their soft weight. Her tits weren’t quite as firm as Susan’s, they swayed heavily as I fucked her, but I didn’t care. She’d teased me for so long, so she deserved the hard fuck I was going to give her.

“On your knees,” I instructed her. “Bend the fuck over.”

“Yes, sir,” she giggled, a wry grin on her face as she moved, turning around and leaning over the sofa as I got behind her. Her cunt wasn’t as wet as what Sue’s often was, but I slid inside her easily, grabbing her shoulders and pounding my cock into her hard.

“That’s it,” she moaned. “Give it to me good, Phil. Show me what you’ve got.”

I grabbed her long, silver hair and thrust into her faster, wanting to make her gasp and groan but Irene was experienced and could handle whatever I was going to do to her. She’d been with Aaron and James and experienced both their bigger cocks and rough styles, so she wasn’t going to be outfucked by me. I knew that, but still, I rammed my cock into her with as much power as I could, letting out my frustrations on her pussy.

“Cum inside me,” Irene murmured and began to push back onto me, grinding onto my cock as I thrust forward. “I want you to. I like how it feels when a cock fills me with cum. I haven’t felt it for so long. I need it, Phil.”

Her words pushed me over the edge and I pulled her head back hard by her long, silver hair, making her cry out and pushed my cock as deep into her as I could while my cum pumped out of me. I held her there, pulled tight onto me, waiting until every drop had drained from my balls before finally releasing and collapsing onto the sofa next to her.

We lay there for a while, both out of breath, our bodies glistening with sweat, until finally, I pushed myself to a sitting position and took a long, deep drink of the red wine that remained in my glass that somehow we hadn’t knocked over in our passion.

It was then that Sue walked into the living room and saw us, her mouth dropping open in shock.
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“What the fuck is going on?” Sue screamed at Irene and me as we hurriedly leapt up from the sofa, scraping up our clothes and trying to cover our nakedness.

Irene’s eyes darted nervously around the room, once she’d wrapped her dressing gown around herself, her hands trembling as she struggled to find the right words to say. I could feel the weight of her gaze on me, urging me to explain.

“Sue, please,” I stammered, my voice choked with guilt as I reached out to her, desperation clawing at my chest. “It’s not what you think.”

But Sue’s eyes blazed with fury, her fists clenched at her sides as she glared at us, her chest heaving with anger and betrayal.

“Not what I think?” she spat, her voice laced with venom. “I come home to find my husband fucking my mother, and you have the audacity to tell me it’s not what I think?”

Irene flinched at the accusation, her shoulders slumping as the weight of Sue’s words bore down on her. I could see the guilt etched in her features, the realization of the pain she had caused written plainly across her face.

“Sue, please, just let me explain,” I pleaded, trying to bridge the gap between us. “It’s not what you think… as in Irene didn’t do this deliberately, like she did with Aaron.”

But Sue’s expression hardened, her eyes cold and unforgiving as she first looked at her mother, and then turned her gaze on me, a silent challenge in her stare.

“Let you explain?” she scoffed, her voice dripping with scorn. “What’s there to explain? Yes, we’re on a break. Yes, I fucked James tonight. Three times, in fact. And he was so fucking good. Yes, you’re within your rights to fuck someone else too, but come on, Phil. My mother? Knowing everything that happened in the past between us? There’s no excuse for that.”

I felt the weight of her words like a punch to the gut, the reality of what I had done crashing down on me like a tidal wave. I struggled to find the words to defend myself, to explain the complexities of the situation, but they eluded me, lost in a sea of guilt and shame.

“Sue, please,” Irene interjected, her voice trembling with emotion as she stepped forward, her hands outstretched in a silent plea for forgiveness. “I’m so sorry. I never meant for any of this to happen.”

But Sue recoiled at Irene’s touch, her eyes blazing with fury as she turned on her, a fierce determination in her gaze.

“Sorry?” she spat, her voice filled with contempt. “Sorry doesn’t cut it. You knew what you were doing. You’ve done this before.”

Irene flinched at the accusation. “I never wanted to hurt anyone,” she insisted as she met Sue’s gaze, a silent plea for understanding in her eyes. “Not this time, I swear. It was a mistake.”

But Sue’s expression remained cold and unforgiving, her eyes fixed on Irene with a steely resolve.

A mistake?” she scoffed, her voice dripping with disdain. “No, mother. It was a choice. And now, you both have to live with the consequences.”

With that, Sue turned on her heel and stormed from the room, leaving Irene and me standing there in stunned silence, the weight of her words hanging heavy in the air.

I hurried after her, my heart pounding in my chest as I chased after her retreating figure. The weight of her accusation hung heavy in the air, a tangible reminder of the betrayal that had torn through our marriage.

“Sue, wait,” I called out, urgency lacing my voice as I reached out to her, my hand brushing against her arm in a futile attempt to stop her. “Please, just hear me out.”

But Sue jerked away from my touch, her eyes dark as she turned on me, her fists clenched at her sides. She looked dishevelled, her hair was a messy tangle and her make-up was smeared and I could smell the musky, sweet scent of sex coming from her from here.

“Get away from me, Phil,” she spat, her voice laced with fury. “I don’t want to hear anything you have to say.”

I recoiled at the force of her words, the sting of her rejection cutting deep as I struggled to find the right words to defend myself.

“Sue, please,” I pleaded, despair creeping into my voice as I tried to bridge the gap between us. “I know you’re angry, and you have every right to be, but you have to understand — “

“Understand what, Phil?” she interrupted, her voice dripping with scorn. “That you thought it might be fun to fuck my own mother? That you betrayed my trust and destroyed our marriage?”

The accusation hit me like a physical blow, crushing me under their weight as I struggled to find the words to defend myself.

“It wasn’t like that, Sue,” I protested, my voice tinged with desperation as I reached out to her, a silent plea for understanding in my eyes. “Irene seduced me. She took advantage of me.”

“Seduced you?” she scoffed, her voice filled with disbelief. “Is that the best you can come up with, Phil? That my mother seduced you into sleeping with her? Give me a break.”

I felt the sting of her words like a knife to the heart, the bitter taste of hurt lingering on my tongue as I struggled to find the words to defend myself.

“Sue, please,” I pleaded, “I know I messed up, and I’ll do anything to make it right. Just please, give me a chance to explain.”

But Sue shook her head, her eyes brimming with tears as she turned away from me.

“I can’t do this, Phil,” she whispered, her voice still simmering as she met my gaze but with a silent plea for understanding in her eyes. “I can’t trust you anymore. Not after this.”

“But you’ve fucked Aaron!” I felt the first tinge of anger creeping into my veins. “You’ve kept secrets from me for years. And tonight you’ve had sex with James. You’re hardly innocent, are you?”

“You knew I was going to fuck him tonight. You allowed it. That’s the difference.” Before I could respond, Sue began to recount her evening with James, each word sending a ripple of emotion through me as I listened, a morbid mix of fascination and jealousy swirling within me alongside the regret of what I’d done with Irene.

“Let me tell you about tonight. He cooked me a nice dinner,” she began, her voice hard now. “And he gave me the best red wine I’ve ever tasted.”

As she spoke, images flashed through my mind, the intimate moments shared between them unfolding like a vivid dream as she described the tender caresses and passionate kisses that had marked their evening together.

“We went to bed,” she continued, “And he made love to me at first, slow and sensual, making sure I came and that I enjoyed the sex. I told him to go slow, it’s been a while since I’ve had someone of his size.”

I listened in rapt attention, each word sending a surge of conflicting emotions coursing.

“And then,” she continued, her voice dropping to a whisper, “After a break, we did it again. This time it was hard and rough, mostly in the doggy position. He takes Viagra, and it works wonders. His dick is still really big and hard for an old guy. He’s much bigger and gets harder than you.”

As she spoke, I felt a pang of jealousy twist in my gut, threatening to overwhelm me as I grappled with the image of another man pleasuring her in ways that I never could.

“He made me cum so many times,” she taunted me. “Five, six? Seven times? I lost track. He fucked my cunt so good that I almost forgot you existed.”

As she finished recounting her evening with James, a heavy silence settled over us, each word hanging in the air like a weight on my conscience as I struggled to find the right words to say. She was deliberately trying to hurt me, I knew that and I couldn’t blame her.

“Then when I said I should head home, he made me stay with one last glass of wine and we ended up fucking again on the kitchen table. He came on my tits the first time, then inside my pussy the second time, then in my ass the third time. Yes, I let him fuck me in the ass and I liked it. Oh, and he cums a lot too. I don’t know how he does it. It must be the Viagra. Maybe you should start taking it.”

“Can we just stop?” I shouted, making her blink and take a step back. “Just stop for one fucking second.”

“No,” Sue shook her head, her long, brunette waves falling into her face but she didn’t do anything to move them. She glared through her messy hair at me. “I know I’ve been a shit to you, Phil. I know what I’ve put you through, hiding the truth about me from you for so long, trying to pretend that I’m someone I’m not. I know I’m not innocent, in fact, I’m more guilty than you are, I know that. But I can’t get over this. I know my mother, I know she does stupid things in the heat of the moment… but you? I thought you were different. I know this sounds hypocritical but you don’t understand, Phil. This changes everything. This… is the nail in the coffin, I’m sorry.”

“Nail in the coffin?” I yelled, losing my temper now. “Are you fucking kidding me? After everything we’ve been through? After everything you’ve done?”

“If I’m honest with myself and honest with you,” Sue shook her head, her body language mirroring the resignation on her face, “I’ve realised I need more than you can give me. I need fucking hard by a big cock. I need to be treated like how James treated me tonight. And that’s just not you. Don’t feel bad about that. It’s about me, not you. You’re a great guy. You deserve someone better than me and my fucked up family.”

And with that, I knew it was over. I let her walk away, turning and heading upstairs. The sound of the shower turning on happened at the same time that the tears began to run down my face.

***

“Hey, baby,” I said, walking through the front door and throwing my work bag on the floor. “I’m home.”

“Well, hello,” said my girlfriend, poking her head around the kitchen door to smile at me. “I’m cooking you steak for dinner. Get your shoes off and come sit down.”

Her smile was like a ray of sunshine, warming me from the inside out as I kicked off my shoes and made my way to the dining table. She had a way of making even the simplest moments feel special, and I couldn’t help but feel a surge of gratitude for having her in my life. How everything had changed in the last eighteen months since the split from Sue.

As I settled into my seat, she bustled around the kitchen, the tantalizing aroma of sizzling steak filling the air as she expertly flipped them on the grill. She tossed her long brunette hair over her shoulder and I admired her for a moment, her pretty face, long lashes, the curve of her breasts. It was times like these that reminded me just how lucky I was to have her, to have found someone who loved me unconditionally, despite all my flaws and past mistakes.

As we sat down to eat, the conversation flowed effortlessly between us, laughter punctuating the air as we reminisced about our day. She had a way of making even the most mundane topics seem interesting, her infectious enthusiasm lighting up the room as she shared her thoughts and opinions with me.

It was easy to forget the chaos and turmoil that had once defined my life, the pain and heartache of my failed marriage fading into the background as I basked in the warmth of my new love.

And then, as we cleared away the dishes and settled onto the sofa, she turned to me with a mischievous glint in her eye, her voice soft yet playful.

“You know,” she began, her fingers tracing lazy circles on my chest, “I’ve been thinking about that day we kind of got together.”

I chuckled, the memory of our chance encounter bringing a smile to my lips. “How could I forget? You practically cornered me in the interview room. No wonder neither of us got the new job.”

She laughed, her laughter like music to my ears as she leaned in closer, her lips hovering just inches from mine.

“And do you remember what I asked you?” she teased, her voice a playful whisper.

I nodded, a grin spreading across my face. “You asked me for some advice and when I told you to fire away, you said, ‘How does a girl go about asking her ex-brother-in-law on a date?’”

Marie‘s eyes sparkled with mischief as she leaned in to press her lips against mine, a silent affirmation of the love and passion that had blossomed between us since that fateful day.

“I always liked you, Phil,” she confessed, her voice soft yet filled with sincerity. “But I was with Clive and you belonged to Sue. I never thought we’d end up here, together.”

I smiled, the warmth of her words washing over me like a gentle wave as I reached out to brush a stray lock of hair from her face.

“Well, here we are,” I murmured, my heart overflowing with love for this incredible woman beside me. “And I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

“Me neither,” Marie replied and then, after placing the used dinner plates into the sink, she walked over and dropped to her knees in front of me.

“What are you-” I started to say but she hushed me and gave me one of her mischievous grins.

“I just think my amazing boyfriend deserves a treat,” she murmured, undoing my trousers and teasing out my dick which immediately started to grow at her touch.

“You already cooked me steak,” I pointed out as she lovingly caressed me to hardness, trailing wet kisses along my shaft once it stood to full attention.

“So you don’t want to fuck me?” Marie pouted comically, standing up and undoing her top to reveal that she wasn’t wearing a bra. Her large breasts swung free, her dark nipples stiff as she let the shirt slide from her shoulders.

“I didn’t say that,” I pointed out, watching as she shimmied out of her skirt and dropped her panties to the floor. Her pussy, shaved totally bare looked inviting as she touched herself, biting her lip sexily as she waited for me to make a move.

“Do you remember when you first saw me naked?” she teased. “I was angry at Clive so I deliberately left the bathroom door open so you could see me naked. It was my way of getting back at him. When I got in bed that night, I played with myself, fantasising about what might have happened if you’d walked into the bathroom and seduced me.”

“I remember it well,” I admitted. “It’s hot to think of you making yourself cum like that.”

I stood, scooping her up into my arms and walking into the living room, where I lowered her onto the couch, pushing her legs apart and sliding my tongue along her tight, pink slit.

“Yes,” Marie sighed, arching her back slightly, pushing her pussy against my mouth. “Lick my pussy, baby. Make me cum like the naughty girl I am.”

I always enjoyed getting her off with my tongue and today was no exception. She tasted musky and sweet, like she always did, as I gently probed my tongue into her, then slid it up, flicking her swollen clit with the tip until she quivered against me in ecstasy. Then I moved my body over hers, putting my cock at the entrance to her pussy.

“Tell me again how Clive fucked you on your first date,” I asked softly.

Marie’s eyes wrinkled at the corners as she grinned at me. This was our thing now. We loved to turn each other on with little stories from our past.

“We were in his car,” she recounted slowly, “After he’d taken me to the cinema. He’d been feeling my leg all night but I kept stopping him from doing anything. However, in his car, he was more forceful. He kissed me and this time I let him put his hand up my skirt.”

“Go on,” I encouraged her, pushing my cock in slowly. Marie was much tighter than Sue had ever been. Her pussy felt amazing as the head slid into her. “Keep going.”

“I’d only ever been fingered by one guy before, at college, and he wasn’t very good, so it was really exciting when he pulled my panties to one side and slid his finger in.” Marie moaned as I shoved my cock in deeper, my hands roaming over her breasts at the same time. “Then he made me suck his cock. Clive was quite big and it was the first cock I’d ever seen in real life so I didn’t know what I was doing. But I think I did it okay, I got him hard and he was moaning and saying he was desperate to fuck me.”

“So you let him?”

“We got in the backseat,” Marie confessed. She’d told me this story before and I loved it every time. “I was nervous but excited. He took my top off and got my tits out, pulling them out of my bra and I enjoyed seeing his dick get even stiffer when he looked at them.”

I was pumping my cock in and out of her steadily, making those big tits sway sexily in front of me now as she continued.

“Then he shoved it in me, raw and hard. It hurt. It really hurt but it also felt good. It felt so fucking good that I think I might have had my first orgasm right there and then, only a small one, but an orgasm all the same.”

“Then he fucked you rough and fast, right?” I said, thrusting into her hard, “Until you got caught by the security guy.”

“We didn’t know the park had security,” she nodded, smiling at how excited I was getting and then softly moaning as I began to pound her harder and harder. “He saw everything. I don’t know how long he’d been watching us fuck but I think he’d been there for some time. It was only when he realised he’d been noticed that he knocked on the window and told us to stop and move on.”

“But Clive kept fucking you.”

“Yes, he didn’t care that we were being watched. He was too far gone, and so was I,” Marie gasped as I pushed her legs back against her chest so I could fuck her deeper. “Clive fucked me until eventually, he pulled out and came all over my tits. The security guard must have got a really good look. It wasn’t what I wanted for my first time but looking back, it was kind of hot.”

“Fuck,” I groaned, thrusting into her one last time and then feeling my balls tighten and my release shot out, deep into her pussy. “Fuck. It turns me on so much knowing that a stranger got to see you lose your virginity like that.”

“Good,” Marie giggled, keeping her legs open as I stepped back to enjoy my handiwork, the thick load that I’d just given to her oozing out between her puffy pussy lips. “Tonight, in bed, you can return the favour and tell me about the time you recorded the video of Dale and Jenny fucking for the first time.”

“We can watch the video too again if you like?” I grinned as I sat down next to her and kissed her passionately.

“Yes, please. Hey, you know, mum called earlier,” Marie said hesitantly, after breaking the kiss. “She keeps wanting to see us but I think I’m still done with my crazy fucking family. I’d rather us live our lives and let them live their warped, fucked-up lives like they do.”

“Me too,” I agreed. Things had gotten difficult after our break up. Sue had somehow convinced James to give Irene a second chance. They still had some feelings for each other, despite their denials and she knew it. It worked too. Irene and James met up and were still together now, despite the fact that he’d fucked her daughter again and everything else that had occurred between them.

Similarly, Aaron and Sue made another go of their relationship and were making it work, moving in together after a few months of us being apart. I’d kept the house after the divorce, following a brief battle in the courts. 

I didn’t know if the four of them were still fucking each other or making weird porn videos together and I didn’t want to know. I’d learned a lesson from what had happened between Sue and me; that it was better to leave the past in the past, despite the fun games that Marie and I played in bed.

Then our baby girl stirred in her sleep, a soft coo crackling through the baby monitor. Marie and I headed into the nursery and she picked up our two-month-old, nursing her proudly for a moment before turning to me.

“It’s time for her feed,” she said. “Can you? I need to put some clothes in the washer.”

“Sure.” I made up a bottle and cradled my tiny daughter in my arms, delighting in the satisfied gurgle she made as I slipped the teat between her lips and she began to gulp on it hungrily. It was moments like these that made everything else fade away, the love and joy of our little family filling my heart with an overwhelming sense of gratitude.

However, after just a couple of minutes of feeding Olivia, she fell into a contented sleep and I placed her back in her cot, wandering downstairs to help Marie with her chores.

What I saw shocked me to my core.

Marie was in the utility room, sitting on the wooden floor with a displaced floorboard at the side of her. In front of her was a stack of pictures and several memory cards and as I watched, she pulled another card from her pocket, adding it to the stash before placing everything into the secret compartment and putting the loose floorboard back into place, concealing her secret.

I waited for a moment, hiding in the shadows of the doorway as she stood and left the room, heading towards the kitchen, fortunately in the opposite direction to where I was. As soon as she was out of sight, I investigated her hiding place, lifting the floorboard and carefully lifting out the contents.

The pictures were the old ones of Sue and Aaron, copies, not the originals. Why did she have them? I took one of the memory cards and pushed it into the slot on my phone, opening it to see that it contained a video.

Hesitantly, checking over my shoulder to make sure Marie hadn’t returned, I selected the file and clicked the ‘play’ option, then hurriedly turned the volume down on my phone as Sue’s voice rang out.

“You guys are so fucking dirty,” she laughed as the camera panned around to show my naked ex-wife on all fours. The bedroom she was in was unfamiliar, as were the two guys that slipped their cocks into her mouth and pussy, beginning to fuck her roughly. Then the camera spun, showing that it was Aaron who was doing the recording.

“Hey, Marie,” he grinned, whispering into the camera’s microphone quietly so the three people on the bed couldn’t hear. “I hope you enjoy this one.”

So my Marie had her secrets too.

‘Oh, fuck,’ I thought to myself. "Here we go again."

"So you caught me." Marie's voice made me jump as it broke the quiet of the laundry room.

I paused the video and turned to face her. "Why do you have these?" I asked slowly, my hand gesturing at the pile of photos and the memory cards.

"Aaron needed someone to share with, and... and... somehow that ended up being me. There's nothing between us, I promise." Marie walked over and sat next to me on the dusty wooden floor. "When he asked if I wanted to know what he and Sue have been up to,.. I'm sorry, I couldn't resist. Curiosity got the better of me."

I held my hand out to her and she took it, squeezing tentatively, trying to work out my reaction.

"It's okay. I get it," I sighed. Over the past year and a half, I'd often thought back on all the trouble that I'd caused by not being able to resist temptation and then not being honest about it. I wasn't going to make that mistake again by letting Marie do this alone.

"Come on," I said, scooping up the photos and the memory cards which all clearly held recordings from Aaron. "Let's go to bed and watch them together."



Afterword


Phil and Marie have a baby and a bright future ahead of them. However, things have come full circle for Phil. Marie was the only innocent one in all of this and now it appears that she's succumbed to a darker side, just like her mother and sister before her. Phil is now trapped in a hell of his own making. Karma is a bitch, so they say, so he's going to have to learn and embrace it.

I had a lot of fun spending time with Phil, Sue, Irene, Marie, Clive, Dale, Jenny, Aaron and James but this story has to end eventually and this is the last book in the series… for now. I might one day return to this screwed-up family to explore what happened between Marie and Phil after he discovered her dirty secret… Who knows?

Coming next from me in the Hotpast erotica niche is: I Visited My Wife's Hometown… And Found Her Hidden Life, Book One. Keep an eye out for it coming soon!

I hope you've enjoyed this – my longest series to date. Let me know if you want more long serials like this and don't worry, this is only my first hotpast book. There are many more to come.

Thanks for reading and please don't forget to leave a review or star rating if you have the time!
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