
    
      Chapter 1
    

    
      “There are just a few more things left,” Irene, my mother-in-law told me, pointing towards the door which I knew led to my wife’s old childhood bedroom. As far as I knew, it had been empty since we married, twelve years ago, but when I walked in, there was a pile of dusty old-looking cardboard boxes.
    

    
      “What’s in these?” I asked the grey-haired Irene but she shrugged her indifference.
    

    
      “Just some of Susan’s old stuff,” she replied. “I’ve never had the time to go through them. It’s what she left behind when she moved out. Just put them on the truck for now. You can always let Susan go through them later.”
    

    
      I nodded and did as she suggested. The removal guy seemed nice enough but was getting impatient to clear the stuff and move on to his next job. Irene’s health had deteriorated in the past year to the point where she needed care, so we’d built an extension — a ‘granny flat’ — onto the side of our family home, and today was the big day. Moving day.
    

    
      “That’s the last one,” I said, sliding the final box onto the back of the truck and when I gave the removal guy a nod, he pulled down the shutters and climbed into the cab to leave.
    

    
      “All done.” Irene sighed as she took one last look at her old house. “Let’s go before I get emotional.”
    

    
      When we got home, I had the unenviable job of helping get all of the things back off the truck and into the newly built extension, but this time I had Sue helping me.
    

    
      “How is she?” I asked my wife as she joined me, lifting a box of crockery out of the back of the removal wagon.
    

    
      “She’ll be fine,” Sue replied. “It’s a tough day for her but she knows she’s better off here, close to us.”
    

    
      I look admiringly at my wife, her brunette hair tied back into a loose ponytail, her body slim but curvy. Not only was she a good-looking woman — too good-looking for me, truth be told — but she was also kind and warm-hearted. I was a lucky man.
    

    
      When everything was off the truck and into my mother-in-law’s new abode, I headed into the house for a well-deserved beer and rest but Irene had other ideas for me.
    

    
      “We need to start unpacking,” she said, her eyes a faded version of her daughter’s bright blue. “No time to sit down.”
    

    
      “Mother, relax,” Sue laughed. “You’re sleeping down here tonight on the pull-out bed. We’ll get everything unpacked and set up tomorrow. Phil needs a break!”
    

    
      I did. She wasn’t wrong. My back was aching and my throat was parched.
    

    
      “Okay, Susan.” Irene always used her daughter’s full name. Everyone else called her Sue. “I just don’t want to be a burden. You know how independent I am.”
    

    
      “We know,” Sue smiled, resting her hand on her mother’s shoulder for a moment. The two of them were close. They hadn’t always been. Irene had been a strict parent during rebellious Sue’s teenage years and as a result, Sue had been closer to her father but when he died a few years ago, she and Irene had finally found their mother-and-daughter bond again.
    

    
      After dinner, Irene excused herself, claiming exhaustion. “I think I’ll head to bed,” she said, her eyes meeting Sue’s for a moment. “Goodnight, you two.”
    

    
      “Goodnight, Mom,” Sue replied, giving her a warm hug.
    

    
      Once we heard the door close to the living room where we’d set up the pull-out bed for her, I turned to Sue. “Hey. I forgot to tell you but when we were clearing the house earlier, Irene asked me to move some cardboard boxes from your old room.”
    

    
      “Oh, wow,” Sue tilted her head. “Yeah, it’ll be my old childhood stuff. I didn’t know if she’d thrown it away.”
    

    
      “Why would she do that?”
    

    
      “You know…” My wife shrugged. “After mom and I fell out… Things weren’t good between us for a while.”
    

    
      “Yeah,” I patted her knee then gave it a reassuring squeeze. But things are better now.”
    

    
      “True.” Sue leaned forward and kissed me gently on the lips. “Thanks for being so understanding about everything.”
    

    
      “Not a problem,” I smiled. “So, about those boxes from your old room. Want to go through them?”
    

    
      Sue looked surprised but then nodded. “Sure, why not? It’ll be like a trip down memory lane.”
    

    
      We made our way to the granny flat, through a door that connected our two houses and into the entranceway where the boxes were stacked. I’d thought to grab a utility knife from the kitchen drawer along the way and we began to slice through the tape sealing the boxes.
    

    
      The first couple of boxes contained old school yearbooks, stuffed animals, and a collection of CDs from the ‘90s.
    

    
      “Oh, my God,” Sue giggled. “Backstreet Boys. N-Sync. Classic music.”
    

    
      “If you say so,” I shook my head. Boy bands had never been my thing.
    

    
      Then I opened a box that seemed different. It was filled with several diaries and some Polaroid photographs, some tucked into envelopes, some loose, scattered around in the box. As I picked up one of the photos, Sue’s bright blue eyes widened.
    

    
      “Ah, that’s just some teenage stuff,” she said quickly, smoothly taking the box from me and setting it aside. “Not really important.”
    

    
      I looked at her, sensing her sudden change in demeanour. “Are you sure? It looked like there might be some interesting memories in there.”
    

    
      “Only interesting if you want to see me on family vacations with really bad hairstyles and fashion sense,” Sue shook her head. “I’m not quite ready for you to see those old embarrassing things yet.”
    

    
      “Aww,” I pouted. “Spoilsport.”
    

    
      Sue hesitated, her eyes meeting mine. “Honestly, it’s just old diaries and photos of people I haven’t thought about in years. It’s embarrassing. No need to dwell on the past, right?”
    

    
      “But it might be funny,” I suggested. “Come on. I won’t laugh too much.”
    

    
      “Don’t embarrass me, Phil,” Sue said softly and suddenly, I felt guilty.
    

    
      I nodded, but couldn’t shake the feeling that the box held more than just ‘unimportant teenage stuff.’ Yet, I respected her wish to keep it private. “Alright, if you say so.”
    

    
      We continued to unpack the remaining boxes, filling the room with more relics from Sue’s past. 
      But that one box, now set aside and almost hidden behind the others, remained in the back of my mind. What was in it that made Sue so uneasy? I’d known for a while that she had a tough time during her teenage years. She didn’t like talking about it, or why she and her mother had fallen out and now didn’t seem like the time to pry.
    

    
      As we finished up, Sue looked around the room, her eyes lingering for a moment on that particular box before meeting mine. “Thanks for helping me go through all this, Phil. It means a lot.”
    

    
      I smiled, wrapping my arms around her. “Of course. We’re a team, remember?”
    

    
      She nodded, her eyes still holding a trace of something I couldn’t quite identify. “Yes, we are. Now are you going to listen to some Backstreet Boys with me?”
    

    
      She brandished an old Sony Walkman in my face and a couple of cassette tapes.
    

    
      “Don’t threaten me with the Backstreet Boys,” I laughed but as we headed to bed, I couldn’t help but wonder about the hidden layers of the woman I loved, layers that perhaps even she had forgotten — or chose to keep buried.
    

    
      Once in bed — and after a tortuous hour of pretending to enjoy 90s boyband music, Sue curled up next to me and I felt my dick stiffen at the feeling of her warm near-nakedness.
    

    
      “I know how you can thank me for helping your mom,” I teased, taking her hand pushing down the front of my shorts.
    

    
      “Don’t,” she whispered softly. “My mother is downstairs. We can’t do anything. Wait until tomorrow when she’s next door.
    

    
      “Urgh, okay,” I sighed and let her wrap her arm around me to sleep.
    

    
      I lay in bed, staring at the ceiling, the soft sound of Sue’s breathing beside me. I couldn’t shake the feeling that the box we’d set aside earlier was more significant than Sue had let on. My curiosity was gnawing at me, unsettling me.
    

    
      After what felt like an eternity, I heard Sue’s breathing deepen into the steady rhythm of sleep. Careful not to wake her, I slid out of bed, put on my robe and then tiptoed down the stairs, my heart pounding in my chest as if I were committing a crime.
    

    
      I went into the extension and plugged in and turned on Irene’s small table lamp, casting a dim glow over the boxes still scattered around. There it was — the box Sue had quickly dismissed as ‘unimportant teenage stuff.’ I took a deep breath, pulled it out, sat down on the floor next to it and opened it.
    

    
      Inside were several diaries, their covers worn and faded. On top of them lay the stack of Polaroid photographs. I picked the top one up and looked at it. It was a picture of a much younger Sue, her brunette hair so long it reached her waist and her arm around a guy I didn’t recognize. They looked happy, and carefree. I shuffled through more photos — Sue with different guys, some at parties, some at what looked like vacations.
    

    
      I felt a pang of something — jealousy? Sadness? I couldn’t quite place it. I put the photos down and picked up one of the diaries. Flipping it open to a random page, I began to read Sue’s neat handwriting:
    

    
      “I can’t believe he said that to me. I thought he was different, but I guess I was wrong. Why does love have to be so complicated?”
    

    
      I closed the diary, my heart sinking. What had Sue gone through? And why hadn’t she ever mentioned any of this to me?
    

    
      I picked up one of the envelopes that had more photos inside it and when I slid the first one out, my breath caught in my throat. This one was of Sue with the guy I’d seen in the first photograph but this one was different. Sue was naked.
    

    
      She was much younger, maybe nineteen or twenty, so her figure wasn’t as curvy as it was now. Her breasts were smaller, slightly more than a handful and her nipples were a pale pink and erect in the picture. A triangle of soft dark hair peeked out from between her thighs, which is where the guy’s hand was.
    

    
      Just then, I heard a soft noise from the doorway behind me. I looked up to see Sue standing there, her eyes filled with a mixture of emotions — surprise, disappointment, and something else I couldn’t quite identify.
    

    
      “Phil, what are you doing?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.
    

    
      I felt like a child caught with his hand in the cookie jar. “I’m sorry, Sue. I shouldn’t have… I was just curious.”
    

    
      She sighed, walking over to me. “Curiosity is natural, Phil, but some things are better left in the past.”
    

    
      I looked at her, my eyes searching hers. “Even if it’s a part of you?”
    

    
      Sue paused, her eyes softening. “Especially if it’s a part of me that I’ve moved on from. Can you understand that?”
    

    
      As she sat down next to me, I quickly shoved the envelope of photos, including the one with the nude Sue inside my robe and then looked at her. She hadn’t seen it. She was more interested in going through the box, leafing through the photos quickly as though searching for something but the rest of the pictures weren’t nudes. They were just pictures of her on vacation and with the boys I’d seen earlier. When she seemed satisfied that the remaining pictures weren’t too incriminating, she closed the box.
    

    
      “Can you understand that?” she repeated.
    

    
      I nodded, feeling a mixture of relief that she hadn’t seen me take the envelope of photos and a lingering curiosity as to what else was in there.
    

    
      “I can try.”
    

    
      She took my hand, leading me back towards the door that led into our house. “That’s all I can ask for.”
    

    
      As we climbed back into bed, I realized that love wasn’t just about knowing everything about someone; it was about respecting what they chose to keep hidden. As I lay there, listening to the renewed rhythm of Sue’s breathing, I felt a sense of peace wash over me but it didn’t last long. 
      In the back of my mind, the envelope that I’d just stealthily pulled from my robe and hidden beneath the bed remained — an unopened chapter in the book of our lives, its photos filled with secrets from Sue’s past.
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Chapter 2
    

    
      The shrill beep of the alarm clock jolted me awake. As I fumbled to hit the snooze button, the uneasiness from last night came flooding back. I had gone behind Sue’s back and invaded her privacy by looking through those boxes from her past. What was I thinking, being so obvious about it and getting caught?
    

    
      I glanced over at my wife, her long dark hair splayed across the pillow, still sleeping soundly. I knew I needed to come clean about my curiosity and try to broach the subject rather than pretend it hadn’t happened.
    

    
      Careful not to wake Sue, I slipped out from under the covers and headed to the kitchen, figuring bringing her breakfast in bed would be a good way to soften the blow of my confession. I cracked eggs into a bowl, whisked them, and poured them into a pan to make her favourite — scrambled eggs and toast. As the eggs sizzled, the aroma of freshly brewed coffee filled the kitchen. I arranged everything artfully on a tray with a small vase of wildflowers I had picked up the day before.
    

    
      Tray in hand, I nudged the bedroom door open with my hip. “Morning, sweetheart,” I said softly.
    

    
      Sue blinked awake and gave me a puzzled but delighted smile. “What’s all this?”
    

    
      “I wanted to do something nice for you after… everything that’s been going on lately.” I set the tray down over her lap.
    

    
      Her eyes searched mine and her expression grew serious. “This is about last night, right?”
    

    
      I sighed, knowing it was time for the truth. “I just wanted to apologise for going through your old stuff without asking. It wasn’t right of me. I should have respected your privacy.”
    

    
      Sue nodded slowly. “I appreciate you owning up to that. It did feel like you violated my trust.”
    

    
      “You have every right to feel that way,” I replied as she sat up in bed To tuck into the eggs. “I’ll make it up to you somehow.”
    

    
      “Thank you, Phil.” She gave me a small, tentative smile. “And thank you for these eggs. They’re delicious.”
    

    
      I hoped she could see the sincerity in my eyes. In truth, those tantalizing photos I’d glimpsed had sparked my curiosity even more about her past. But I kept that to myself. Right now, all that mattered was making sure things didn’t get weird between us. She had a lot to sort over the next few days with her mom moving into the extension next door.
    

    
      After Sue went to take a shower, I sat alone with my thoughts. My mind kept drifting back to those photos hidden under the bed. Though part of me was tempted to look at them again, a deeper voice told me it would be wrong to do so without Sue’s consent.
    

    
      I wondered if my curiosity stemmed from insecurity. Was I afraid of not measuring up to lovers from Sue’s past? I knew on a rational level that snooping behind her back would only undermine our marriage, not strengthen it, but I had to know what was on the rest of those photographs. I wouldn’t be able to settle until I knew.
    

    
      The sound of the shower turning off interrupted my conflicted thoughts. A few minutes later, Sue emerged from the steamy bathroom wrapped in a towel, her damp hair falling in waves across her shoulders.
    

    
      “Thanks again for making breakfast,” she said, giving me an appreciative smile. “It really hit the spot.”
    

    
      “No problem, I’m glad you enjoyed it,” I replied, trying to focus on the present moment with her.
    

    
      Sue started getting dressed as we continued chatting. “So, today’s the big day — Mom’s moving in. How are you feeling about it?”
    

    
      “Mostly excited to help make this transition smooth for her and you,” I said supportively, glad for the distraction away from the envelope hidden beneath the bed.
    

    
      “Mmm, well I’ll tell you what is smooth,” she giggled, dropping the towel and I saw straight away what she was talking about. She’d shaved her pussy completely bare.
    

    
      “Oh, right” I laughed, grabbing her hand and tossing her to the bed. “I’m not letting you get away with that.”
    

    
      Then I delved my head between her legs, enjoying the fresh scent of lemon body wash on her skin for a moment before sliding my tongue over her pussy lips while she giggled and tried to stop me. As soon as I connected with her clit, she quivered in pleasure and stopped trying to resist me, instead spreading her thighs to give me better access.
    

    
      I worked my tongue around her swollen bud in small circles, savouring her soft moans until her fingers tangled in my hair and she quietly climaxed, holding my face tightly against her pubic mound until her thighs stopped trembling.
    

    
      “Susan?” we heard her mother calling from somewhere outside the closed bedroom door and I cursed.
    

    
      “Sorry,” Sue gave me a wry grin. “I promise, I’ll return the favour letter tonight.”
    

    
      With that she called out to Irene that she was getting dressed and then went downstairs to see to her, leaving me alone in the bedroom with the envelope beneath the bed calling out to me still. I was nursing a hard-on from going down on her, so it was impossible not to risk a quick look.
    

    
      I slid to the floor and fished out the brown paper packet, sliding a handful of photos onto the floor, being sure to keep them close to the bed so I could quickly slide them back underneath at a moment’s notice.
    

    
      As I suspected, the photographs were explicit. I’d seen enough from that first photo last night to wonder what the rest might hold and the envelope didn’t disappoint. I quickly realised that I was looking at Sue’s most intimate moments with her past boyfriends. 
      The very first picture showed a naked Sue on her knees, her mouth wrapped around a throbbing cock, eagerly lapping at it as her eyes smouldered with desire. The image captured a side of my wife that I’d never seen before.
       She looked like… a pornstar.
    

    
      Another photo showcased Sue, her body arched in ecstasy, as a man thrust into her from behind. Her face was a mix of pleasure and desire, her fingers digging into the sheets as he took her roughly. The photograph left nothing to the imagination and I stared at it for a long moment, wondering how this photo had been taken and by whom.
    

    
      In yet another image, Sue was entangled with another woman, their naked bodies pressed together. Their lips locked in a passionate kiss, their fingers exploring every curve and crevice. The photograph was almost artistic, had it not been on a faded Polaroid paper. Still, it exuded a raw sensuality and I felt my dick throb in my pants at the sight of my wife’s naked body pressed against whoever the blonde woman was.
    

    
      One particularly explicit snapshot showed Sue blindfolded, her body exposed and vulnerable, as a dominant figure traced a riding crop along her flesh. Since when had Sue ever been into the world of BDSM?
       She complained at the pain if I even so much as spanked her playfully.
    

    
      The photographs continued, each one more graphic and arousing than the last, all of Sue engaged in explicit acts of pleasure and the most surprising thing was that these weren’t all with the same man. I flicked through the handful of photos, noting that in all but two pictures, they seemed to be with different men. The two that were with the same man; the man I’d seen her embraced by in the photograph last night; were both very intimate. In the first, he had his huge dick buried deep inside her from behind. In the second, she was sitting on him, holding herself an inch or so above his body so that whoever was taking the pictures could fully capture the image of her pussy lips stretched out around his girthy shaft.
    

    
      In a haze of disbelief, I let my eyes wander over the pictures again, studying them closely to make sure that they were Sue and not some doppelganger but they were definitely my wife. Smaller breasts, slimmer frame but those same bright blue eyes and the beautiful face that I’d admired for the past decade and a half since meeting in our early twenties.
    

    
      “Phil?” Sue’s voice echoed from downstairs and I quickly scooped up the pictures, stuffed them back into the envelope and slid them beneath the bed before she walked in.
    

    
      “What are you doing on the floor?” she asked, shaking her head at me. “Get a shower and come down. I want to make a start on moving her stuff in and settling Mom into her new bedroom.”
    

    
      “Sure.” I nodded, hoping she didn’t sense that there was anything wrong. It was my Sue standing in front of me, but all I could envision was her naked, being fucked by the various men and women that I’d seen in the pictures. “I’ll be right down.”
    

    
      With a long look, she pulled the door closed again and headed downstairs. I stood up after picking up the envelope, looking around for a better place to hide them and deciding on my briefcase which I seldom used these days and was now occupying a space in the back of the wardrobe. With the stash of dirty pictures safely hidden, I headed into the shower, my head still spinning from the revelations about Sue’s past that I’d just seen.
    

    
      Who were these past boyfriends? She’d always seemed reluctant to talk about her ‘body count’ before me and when I’d pressed her on it once, she’d told me she’d been with four guys before me. Two were serious boyfriends, although neither of them lasted longer than a year and the other two were one-night stands that she’d rather not talk about. Sensing her discomfort, I’d never since pressed her on the issue but now I wished I had. I’d seen pictures of her just now with at least six different men and that was just a handful of pictures. There was an equal number or more still in the envelope that I hadn’t seen. And the girl, and the BDSM photo… Why had she never told me about any of this? Instead, she’d led me to believe that she was a vanilla, what-you-see-is-what-you-get type of girl.
    

    
      As I stood under the warm spray of the shower, I tried to process the swirl of emotions washing over me. I felt hurt and misled learning about this secret sexual past Sue had kept hidden. 
      But was I more upset at her, or at my own bruised ego for realising that she’d gone further with other people than she had with me?
    

    
      Everyone had a life before their current partner. Just because she had experimented and explored her sexuality with others didn’t diminish our marriage. In fact, those experiences probably made her the caring, confident lover she was with me today.
    

    
      I knew I had no right to judge her for keeping this part of her past private. I needed to appreciate the woman she was now, not obsess over who she used to be but I knew it was going to be difficult.
    

    
      As the warm water cascaded over me, I made up my mind not to let this revelation change how I saw my wife. We all did things in our youth that we might later regret or outgrow. What mattered most was the people we were now and the future we would build together.
    

    
      I cared more about nurturing openness between us from here on than criticizing her previous secrecy. When she was ready to share more, I would listen with empathy, not condemnation. Her past didn’t have to define her and us. Still, the images of her being fucked by the mystery man with the huge dick and of her sucking different cocks and sharing her body with an unknown woman hung in my mind and I couldn’t help but take hold of my cock, stroking it rapidly while replaying the slideshow of polaroids in my mind. I jerked off, feeling ashamed of myself but unable to stop until my cum exploded out of me, decorating the glass door of the shower until the steamy water washed it away.
    

    
      I turned off the taps feeling cleaner both physically and mentally. What Sue and I had built together over the last twelve years was far more meaningful than any fleeting trysts captured in the photographs, no matter how passionate or kinky they seemed. I needed to know more about her past, I knew that now. There was no way around it but I had to find out in an honest and open conversation with her, not by sneaking around behind her back.
    

    
      The thing was, how did I even begin to ask, without revealing that I’d seen the photos?
    

    
      Chapter 3
    

    
      The day had passed in a blur of activity. Sue and I, along with Irene, had worked tirelessly to help her settle into the new extension. The move had taken its toll on Irene, but she was finally resting in her new room.
    

    
      As the sun began its descent on the horizon, a determination had taken root within me. I couldn’t let this matter rest. I needed answers about Sue’s past, but I couldn’t risk upsetting her by asking directly. So, I had to find an alternative approach.
    

    
      Right on cue, the opportunity presented itself. Sue was in the living room, chatting on the phone when she turned to me.
    

    
      “Rachel has asked me if I want a drink tonight,” she said, holding the phone to her chest for a moment. “She says she could use someone to talk to. Do you mind if I go out for an hour or two?”
    

    
      “Sure,” I nodded. “We’re all done here. Your mother seems settled. Go out and enjoy yourself for a while.”
    

    
      Sue got ready, quickly showering and getting changed into a pair of tight jeans and a clean t-shirt and as soon as she headed out, I made my way to the extension kitchen where Irene was preparing a pot of tea before bed.
    

    
      “Mind if I join you for a cup of tea, Irene?” I asked politely.
    

    
      Sue’s mother looked at me, her eyes revealing a mix of exhaustion and appreciation. “Not at all, Phil. Sit down.”
    

    
      I took a seat at the new kitchen table, and Irene poured two cups of steaming tea. I was a coffee guy but I wanted to establish a bit of rapport with the older woman so I could ask her what I wanted.
    

    
      Irene, sitting across from me, was the embodiment of grace in her sixties. Her silver hair, tastefully styled, framed her face with a quiet elegance. Fine lines around her soft brown eyes, etched by the wisdom of age, gave character to her expression, but even at her age, she was a good-looking woman. I leaned back in my chair, attempting to engage in some light conversation to put Irene at ease. “Your new rooms look quite cosy. Are you happy to be here with us now?”
    

    
      Irene nodded, her eyes tinged with gratitude. “Yes. I appreciate all that you and Sue have done for me. It’s a significant change, but I know it’s for the best.”
    

    
      With each word after that, I carefully steered the conversation towards the topic I had on my mind. I couldn’t afford to make Irene feel uneasy but had to drop hints about my curiosity. “I know your old house held so many memories, it must be difficult. While I was there, it got me thinking about the past. There were old photos and diaries in those boxes, for example.”
    

    
      Irene set her teacup down, her eyes distant as if lost in her memories. She began to share her insights on Sue’s youth and the challenges they faced during that time. “Susan was quite different back when she was young, Phil. She had a rebellious spirit and a thirst for life. It caused some conflicts between us. You know that.”
    

    
      I listened intently, wanting to grasp a better understanding of the complexities of Sue’s past. “Sue rarely talks about her youth. I wish I knew more about that time of her life.”
    

    
      Irene nodded, a hint of sadness in her eyes. “Susan struggled with the expectations placed on her. She experimented, explored, and had multiple boyfriends, all to rebel against me, or so it felt like. It created a distance between us, a gap that took years to bridge before eventually she met you and then everything changed.”
    

    
      Irene wasn’t really revealing anything, but her words provided me with some valuable insights into Sue’s past struggles and personal growth. It was clear that there was more to the story than met the eye.
    

    
      “Sue’s past relationships,” I began cautiously, “have always intrigued me simply because she never talks about them. It’s as if there’s a side of her she’s chosen not to reveal.”
    

    
      Irene paused for a moment, her gaze fixed on the teacup in her hands. She knew I was curious, but she also sensed my hesitation and reluctance to push too hard. “Sue’s youth was… eventful, Phil. A lot happened.”
    

    
      I nodded, maintaining my gentle approach. “Did she ever have anything serious with any of those boyfriends? Anything that left a lasting impact on her?”
    

    
      Irene took a deep breath, her eyes filled with a mixture of memories and emotions.
    

    
      “There was one young man,” Irene began, “He swept her off her feet. He shared her… thirst for adventure and… exploration. They were inseparable for a while. But I never liked him. I’m glad she ended up with you and not him, let’s put it that way.”
    

    
      I leaned in, engrossed now. “What happened?”
    

    
      A wistful smile crossed Irene’s face. “Life happened. Responsibilities, different paths, and ultimately, they drifted apart. It was a bittersweet parting that I had a hand in, and she resented me for it…. for a long time”
    

    
      “I know you didn’t talk for a while,” I nodded, taking another sip of my tea.
    

    
      Irene took another sip of tea and leaned forward, giving me an unexpected view of her cleavage down her v-neck pyjama top. “I’m glad I interfered. Susan was… on the wrong path.”
    

    
      “How so?” I sensed that Irene was going to tell me something. It felt like she wanted to tell me, I just had to open the door for her.
    

    
      “You talked about old photos,” Sue’s mother started, then hesitated, as if she was faced with a dilemma of telling me or not. She sat back again, crossing her arms beneath her large — but surprisingly firm-looking — breasts.
    

    
      My heart skipped a beat. Did Irene know about the photos? This was unexpected, and it raised a flurry of questions. I had to know more. “I did see a couple of pictures earlier.”
    

    
      Irene nodded solemnly. “I found some… explicit photographs, years ago, and I had to question Susan about them. Some of the things she was doing in them… Well, as you can imagine, it caused a falling out between Susan and me. I asked her not to see that boy anymore. He was the one making her so promiscuous, encouraging her to… well, I shouldn’t speak of it. I don’t 
      want
       to speak of it. Susan and I, we didn’t speak for some time after that.”
    

    
      I listened intently, trying to process the implications of Irene’s revelation. It was understandable that Sue’s past, especially the photos, had caused such a significant rift between her and her mother. It troubled me that Sue had never shared this part of her life with me but I could understand why. Still, it felt like an emotional chasm between us, filled with secrets and past lovers.
    

    
      I couldn’t keep my own secret hidden any longer, not after Irene’s revelation. The guilt was overwhelming. I leaned in, my voice barely above a whisper, and admitted, “Irene, I found those explicit photographs too. They were in one of the boxes I helped clear out of your old house. Sue had never mentioned any of this to me, and when I discovered them, I couldn’t help but feel hurt and conflicted. I haven’t told her. I didn’t want to embarrass her. That’s why I’m speaking to you instead. I hoped you might help me figure it out.”
    

    
      Irene’s eyes met mine, and I could sense the weight of both of our confessions settling in. There was a moment of silence, a space in which the truth hung heavily between us.
    

    
      “I understand how you feel,” Irene said softly, breaking the silence. “But those photographs hold a piece of Susan’s past that she has chosen to keep hidden, even from you. Remember, it’s just one chapter of her life. What matters most is the love you share in the present. In the here and now. You make her happy and she loves you. I know that much.”
    

    
      Her words were a reminder of the complexities of relationships, the way our pasts could shape us but should not define our future. As I sat there, nodding in agreement, the heaviness in my heart began to lift slightly, replaced by a glimmer of hope for the future.
    

    
      “I just wish she’d told me.”
    

    
      Irene sighed, her eyes filled with a mix of sympathy and understanding. “I don’t know what you saw exactly, but those explicit photographs are a reflection of Sue’s wild youth. She was experimenting, trying to find herself and understand her desires. It was a challenging time, but it was part of her journey.”
    

    
      Her words began to provide a bit of clarity. Sue’s past wasn’t about promiscuity, but rather a young woman seeking to understand herself and her desires. It was a different perspective, one that allowed me to see Sue in a new light. I nodded slowly, absorbing the significance of Irene’s words.
    

    
      “I saw… a lot,” I admitted, not sure how much to say. “She was with… quite a few men in them and-”
    

    
      Irene leaned in closer, her voice filled with warmth as she interrupted me. “The boy I told you about — the ex-boyfriend I didn’t like — he encouraged her to go with those men. He took photographs of her with them. She was experimenting, Phil, that’s all it was. You need to understand that Susan has grown and changed, as we all do. It’s the person she has become that matters most.”
    

    
      As I processed Irene’s words, a new perspective on Sue’s past began to emerge. It wasn’t a threat to our relationship; it was a part of her journey that had led her to where she was today. Sue was good in bed, she always had been. I’d always thought she was a fantastic lover. Perhaps that came from these experiences. Maybe I should even be grateful.
    

    
      “I guess you’re right,” I sighed.
    

    
      Irene stood up and placed a hand on my shoulder, her gaze locking onto mine. “Phil, your love and understanding make what you have with Susan special. Good old-fashioned talking is the key to making it work. Talk to her, share your feelings, and encourage her to do the same. Maybe she’ll open up to you eventually and tell you the things you obviously want to know.”
    

    
      I felt guilty and slightly dirty that Irene could see right through me. She knew that I was curious about the things her daughter had done and that made me feel weird. Still, her advice was clear and resonated with me. I needed to talk to Sue, share my feelings and concerns, and listen to her perspective. It just wasn’t the way I wanted to approach it. It meant admitting that I’d seen the photos.
    

    
      Before we concluded our conversation, I had one more request. “Irene, I appreciate your honesty and sharing this with me. But please, keep our conversation a secret. I want to talk to Sue about it in my own time and way.”
    

    
      Irene nodded, her understanding evident in her eyes. “Of course, Phil. I won’t mention this conversation to her or anyone. It’s between us.”
    

    
      Later that evening, Sue returned from her drinks with her best friend, Rachel. I watched her as she entered our home, her laughter and bright smile filling the room. I wanted to talk to her, I genuinely did. If there was an easy way to share the revelations and the emotions that had swirled within me all day, I would have. But I held back, not wanting to put a downer on the end of her fun night out.
    

    
      We went to bed, and as we lay together, our bodies intertwined, I couldn’t help but be consumed by the thoughts of those explicit photographs and what I’d learned tonight. It was as if the discovery that her ex-boyfriend has encouraged her to fuck those other guys had fueled a burning curiosity within me.
    

    
      “I’m a little drunk,” Susan giggled, pressing her body against mine. She was topless, just wearing a pair of bed shorts and her firm tits felt good against my chest as she slid her body over me to kiss me on the lips. “I’m sure my mother won’t interrupt us this time.”
    

    
      The mental images of the photographs floated in front of my eyes, combining with the heat of her to make my cock stiffen. I pushed down her shorts and shoved her thighs open, ramming my cock into her so hard that she gasped.
    

    
      “That’s it,” she breathed. “Fuck me.”
    

    
      I did as she asked, thrusting into her freshly shaved pussy while kissing her neck, enjoying the soft moans in my ear as I picked up the pace, giving it to her fast, knowing I wasn’t going to last long.
    

    
      “Faster,” Sue murmured into my ear. “Come on. Do it.”
    

    
      Moments later, the feeling of her fingers digging into my ass tipped me over the edge and I exploded inside her, groaning loudly at the release which I’d needed all evening since hearing Irene’s confessions about her daughter.
    

    
      “Oh, I didn’t get to cum,” my wife moaned as I rolled from her. Then she giggled and reached down, her fingers finding her clit. “I guess I’ll have to do it myself.”
    

    
      I pushed her hand away, replacing her fingers with my own, feeling the squelch of cum ooze from her as I slipped inside, then pulled out, using my sperm to lube up her clit before rubbing it in tiny circles. Our mouths met and Sue clutched onto me, pulling me against her as I worked the swollen nub between her legs until she finally tensed up and then shuddered and cried out softly as she climaxed.
    

    
      In the aftermath, as we lay tangled in each other’s arms, I couldn’t help but wonder if she ever compared me to any of her former lovers. It didn’t matter, I realised. She’d married me and we’d been together, happy, ever since. I couldn’t be so bad, could I? As I heard her breathing slow as she slipped into dreamland, my heart swelled with love for her. I realized that despite the revelations, the curiosity, and the complexities of her past, my feelings for Sue remained unchanged. I loved her, wholly and completely, unburdened by her history.
    

    
      Yet, as I lay there, staring into the darkness, the curiosity still burned within me. The knowledge that she had been head over heels in love with the man in the photos only added to the layers of intrigue surrounding her past. It was a curiosity that I knew I would have to confront, and then, I had an idea. Earlier, Sue mentioned that she had shared some photos of her fun night out with Rachel on her Facebook, so, with great care, I slipped out of bed and retrieved my phone from the nightstand.
    

    
      As I navigated through Sue’s Facebook friends list, not expecting to find anything, I stopped, staring at the screen. I’d found him. The man from the photographs. I’d done this purely on a whim but there he was. I’d somehow just known she’d still be friends with him. I didn’t know how I knew, perhaps it was just an instinct. I stared at his profile.
    

    
      Perhaps — just perhaps — I could learn something about Sue’s past, not from her, but from him. Would he talk to me about it?
    

    
      The burning curiosity within me now had a target, and I knew I couldn’t let it go.
    

    
      Chapter 4
    

    
      The pub was alive with activity, the low hum of chatter blending with the clinking of glasses and the thumping bass of a jukebox in the corner. I stood near the entrance, my gaze sweeping across the room in search of Aaron, the man I’d found on Sue’s Facebook, hoping to unearth some of the secrets of her past.
    

    
      It had taken me several days of discreet online investigation, a few subtle inquiries among mutual friends, and a couple of hours of snooping on different social media profiles, but I had finally traced Aaron to this very place. He had a few friends in common with me, a fact I hadn’t been aware of until recently, which had made my search a bit easier. And now, I found myself in a crowded pub on the other side of town, eager to encounter this enigmatic figure from Sue’s past.
    

    
      As I watched the patrons move about, laughter and conversations flowing, I reflected on the journey that had brought me here. It had all started with those explicit photographs, a discovery that had shaken the foundation of my understanding of Sue’s past. Irene’s revelations had shed some light on her youth, but I yearned to hear the story from someone who had been there, from someone who had shared those intimate moments with her.
    

    
      With each step I took into the dimly lit establishment, the scent of trodden-in beer, the clashing fragrances of various drinks and guests’ perfume, and the murmur of voices became more palpable. I wasn’t entirely comfortable with this clandestine mission, but my burning curiosity had pushed me beyond the boundaries of my comfort zone.
    

    
      My plan was simple: to introduce myself to Aaron, engage in casual conversation, and eventually steer it towards the subject of Sue. But in this sea of strangers, locating him was a task in itself. I scanned the faces of patrons huddled around tables, some engaged in animated discussions, others lost in the melodies of their own thoughts.
    

    
      Aaron had a regular spot here, I’d learned. He was known to frequent the pub every Saturday night, like clockwork. So here I was, hoping to coincide with his presence, to find the man who had once held a significant place in Sue’s life.
    

    
      As the minutes ticked by, I settled at the bar, ordering a drink to occupy myself while I kept a vigilant eye on the room. The anticipation gnawed at me, mingling with a hint of unease, but I was determined to unearth the answers that had eluded me for so long. In this crowded pub, amidst the din of voices and the swirl of patrons coming and going, I waited for Aaron, the keeper of Sue’s secrets, to show his face.
    

    
      I nursed my drink, casting my eyes across the pub’s entrance, trying to spot a familiar face. Then, like a character emerging from the shadows in a dramatic film, there he was — Aaron. He walked in, his presence commanding attention, just as it had years ago. His dark hair was now streaked with silver at the temples, and the lines on his face told the tale of the years that had passed since he and Sue had been entangled in their passionate liaisons.
    

    
      I needed a way to introduce myself without arousing suspicion. My eyes scanned the room, searching for the perfect opening. Then, as if fate itself had intervened, I saw Aaron approaching the bar to order a drink. On his own. This was my chance.
    

    
      I walked up to the bar and took a seat beside him, making sure not to appear too eager. I cleared my throat and caught the bartender’s attention, ordering a drink in a tone that was just loud enough for Aaron to hear.
    

    
      Once the drinks arrived, I turned toward Aaron with a friendly smile, still not revealing my true identity. “Quite a lively place tonight, isn’t it?”
    

    
      Aaron glanced my way, his expression neutral but not unfriendly. “Yeah, it can get pretty crowded on Saturdays,” he replied, taking a sip of his beer.
    

    
      As I sat at the bar beside Aaron, a plan formed in my mind to casually bring up Sue without raising suspicion. I discreetly pulled out my phone and glanced at it, pretending to receive a call.
    

    
      I answered with a faux surprise in my voice. “Hello? Oh, hi, Sue. Yeah, I’m out grabbing a drink with some friends.” I paused for a moment, pretending to listen to the caller and then ended the call after saying goodbye, offering a slightly apologetic smile to Aaron. “Sorry about that, just a woman I was seeing a while back. We’re just friends now. You know how some women are though.”
    

    
      Aaron raised an eyebrow, his interest piqued. “Yeah, I do.” He grunted. “You said Sue. I used to know a Sue. Haven’t seen her in ages, though.”
    

    
      “Not Sue Jones?” I mentioned a fictional name, not our real surname “It’d be funny if we were talking about the same Sue.”
    

    
      “No,” Aaron shook his head, taking a long pull of his beer. “A different Sue… And she was quite the character, always full of surprises.”
    

    
      Perfect. He had taken the bait. I leaned in a bit closer, trying to give off an air of casual interest. “Oh, really? What kind of surprises are we talking about?”
    

    
      Aaron leaned in as well, his voice dropping to a hushed tone. “Let’s just say she had a wild streak, a taste for adventure. She’s changed a lot since then, or I so heard. She’s happily married now.”
    

    
      “Urgh, that sucks,” I commiserated. “Are you married?” Aaron shook his head, showing me the ring finger on his left hand to be empty. “Lucky fucker. I’m married but sometimes I wish I wasn’t. Free and single, that’s where it’s at. I miss those days. Not that I was ever wild or anything, like this Sue you used to know.”
    

    
      Sue’s ex-boyfriend grinned at me, acknowledging what I’d said with a low chuckle. Then he studied me for a moment, a thoughtful expression on his face. “You know,” he said slowly, “I’ve got a few stories from those days that might pique your interest. Some things you might not even believe.”
    

    
      Aaron’s words hung in the air, tantalizing and full of intrigue. I leaned in closer, a feigned curiosity in my eyes, masking the burning desire to uncover the truth about Sue’s past.
    

    
      “Stories, huh?” I replied, keeping my tone light and casual. “I’m all ears, mate.”
    

    
      Aaron took a slow sip of his beer before he began to reminisce about his former relationship with Sue. “Back then,” he said, his voice tinged with nostalgia, “Sue was a real firecracker. Always looking for the next thrill, the next adventure. She had this wild streak in her that was… captivating… and unpredictable.”
    

    
      I nodded, urging him to continue, my heart racing with anticipation. “Go on.”
    

    
      Aaron smiled, lost in the memories of the past. “I was an amateur photographer back then, you know,” he confessed. “Not like now, where it’s my profession. Sue loved that about me, especially when it came to taking photographs of us together.”
    

    
      My curiosity deepened as I listened intently. “And?” I prodded.
    

    
      He leaned in closer, lowering his voice as if sharing a well-guarded secret. “Sue had this fascination with capturing the moment, the raw passion of life. She wanted me to photograph her with other men.”
    

    
      “With other men?” I said, acting confused
    

    
      “Having sex with other guys, you know…” Aaron’s eyes glanced around but no one was close enough to hear, especially over the din of the crowd and the music playing in the background. “She liked to experiment. To try new guys. It was a part of her wild side, her way of pushing boundaries.”
    

    
      I blinked in astonishment, my mind struggling to comprehend the revelation. Sue, the woman I thought I knew so well, had a hidden side — a side that thrived on exploring her desires and pushing the limits of her own inhibitions. It wasn’t Aaron who had pushed her into sleeping with other guys, it was on her initiative, if he was to be believed, at least. But why would he lie to a total stranger?
    

    
      “You’re telling me she enjoyed being photographed having sex with other men?” I asked, trying to keep my voice steady. “Her idea? And you didn’t mind? I mean… you guys were dating, right? You were together?”
    

    
      Aaron nodded, his gaze locked on mine. “Yeah, it was her thing. She loved the thrill of it, the excitement of being with different guys. It was like an addiction to her, a way to experience life to the fullest. I ran with it because I liked her. I wanted her to be happy. It was kind of weird, hard to handle sometimes, I guess, but we had a lot of fun.”
    

    
      The pieces of the puzzle were slowly falling into place, revealing a side of Sue I had never imagined. My heart raced, a mix of emotions coursing through me. It was as if the boundaries of our relationship had expanded yet again, and now I was venturing into uncharted territory.
    

    
      “Did you ever…?” I hesitated, searching for the right words.
    

    
      “Join in? Have threesomes?” Aaron chuckled knowingly. “Yeah, I did. Those were crazy times. We both lived on the edge, and we didn’t hold back.”
    

    
      “I don’t suppose you kept any of those photographs?” I asked, finishing my drink and ordering two more. One for me, one for Aaron.
    

    
      He accepted the drink with thanks but shook his head at the question. “No, that wouldn’t have been right. She broke it off with me because she had some sort of falling out with her mother and other issues. Broke my heart. So, maybe I could have been forgiven for keeping the photos but no. I destroyed the copies I had. The decent thing to do. The last time I spoke to her though, she told me she still had her pictures. What I’d give to have a look through them, I told her, but she said she’s married now and all that is a part of her past.”
    

    
      “That’s a shame,” I rued, relieved that he didn’t have anything on Sue but also strangely disappointed that there wasn’t even more erotic material for me to look at one day. I reminded myself that there were a few photos back home in the envelope that I hadn’t seen yet. Should I look at them? That was the dilemma. They’d only make me even more curious and worked up about the whole thing.
    

    
      As Aaron continued to recount tales of Sue’s wild adventures, the atmosphere in the pub grew more relaxed. The dimly lit room seemed to cocoon us in our conversation, drowning out the surrounding noise. Aaron’s stories were like puzzle pieces that slowly formed a picture of Sue’s past, a picture I had never seen before. He told me how strange it was, the first time he’d watched another man shove his cock into his girlfriend, but how he’d learned to enjoy it after a while. He told me about a couple of really well-hung guys that she enjoyed and how, one time, she’d sucked off a guy old enough to be her father and let him cum on her breasts in the middle of a car park, where anyone could have seen her. All while Aaron took pictures.
    

    
      He leaned closer, a conspiratorial glint in his eyes. “You know, I sometimes wonder if she’s still as much a handful now as she was back then. She loved being fucked rough. She enjoyed the rawness of a man just going at her, like a couple of animals mating, you know?”
    

    
      I nodded, genuinely fascinated by this version of Sue I had never known. “She sounds like a bit of a slut, to be honest.”
    

    
      Aaron chuckled, his voice tinged with nostalgia. “Oh, she was. We did some crazy things together. She loved being the centre of attention. It wasn’t just about the photos either. She seemed to like me watching. Seeing me get turned on and jealous at the same time. She got off on it, I think.”
    

    
      That revelation sent a shiver down my spine. The Sue I knew seemed so reserved, so different from this adventurous and daring woman that Aaron described. It was as if I was discovering a completely new side of my wife.
    

    
      As the conversation continued, Aaron suddenly stopped mid-sentence, his gaze fixed on me. “It wasn’t just about the men, though she enjoyed that too. It was about pushing boundaries, living on the edge… You know,” he said slowly, “I just realised, you look oddly familiar. Have we met before?”
    

    
      My heart skipped a beat, panic surging through me. I knew that there were a couple of older photos of me on Sue’s Facebook, but not many because, unlike Sue, I disliked having my picture taken. I hoped Aaron hadn’t recognized me from those images, as old as they were.
    

    
      I feigned a casual smile, trying to play it cool. “I doubt it,” I replied, my voice steady. “I tend to keep a low profile.”
    

    
      Aaron shrugged as if dismissing the thought. “Fair enough. Must be my imagination.”
    

    
      We chatted a bit longer, with me attempting to delve into further details of Sue’s wild escapades, but Aaron didn’t seem as eager to divulge and I couldn’t shake the unease that had settled within me. After finishing our final drinks and paying our tabs, I excused myself with a friendly nod.
    

    
      “Thanks for the stories,” I said as I stood up. “Nice to meet you but I better get home. Take care. Maybe we can have another drink someday when I’m in here next?”
    

    
      Aaron nodded in return, his attention already drawn to the pretty barmaid, ready to order his next beer. I made my way to the exit, the cool night air hitting me like a welcome relief. The encounter had been enlightening, but it had also left me feeling exposed. I needed to return home to Sue, to the safety of our shared life, before any more questions could arise.
    

    
      As I walked away from the pub, the memories of Aaron’s stories still fresh in my mind, I couldn’t help but wonder if I would ever truly understand the complexities of Sue’s past. The burning curiosity remained, but so did my love for her, unburdened by her history.
    

    
      I hailed a taxi, eager to get back home to my wife, the former wild woman of Aaron’s life. I needed to check those other photos, then… if I could time it right, I needed to talk to her about it…
    

    
      Chapter 5
    

    
      I arrived home under cover of night, the quietness of the suburban street that we lived on making me realise how late it was as I stepped through the front door. The house was also silent, the only noise seemed to be my heart racing with the weight of what I was about to do.
    

    
      Carefully, I tiptoed upstairs and slipped into the dimly lit bedroom, my footsteps silent on the carpeted floor. Sue lay in our bed, sound asleep, her breathing steady and serene. The envelope of polaroid photographs, containing Sue’s enigmatic past, called to me from its hiding place. I retrieved it from the briefcase stashed in the depths of our closet, keeping an eye on Sue to make sure I didn’t wake her.
    

    
      I headed back downstairs and as I settled into a chair by the window, the soft glow of the moonlight outside spilled across the envelope and photographs as I slid them out, casting them in an ethereal light. With trembling hands, I began to examine the remaining snapshots, each one revealing a piece of Sue’s history, a glimpse into the things that Aaron had told me about earlier this evening.
    

    
      The first photograph depicted Sue in a dimly lit room, her eyes smouldering with desire as she stood before a mirror, her reflection capturing her nudity in full. It was a seductive portrait, taken by Aaron who was also naked, standing behind her, his reflection showing his impressive erection standing out before him as he photographed my wife-to-be.
    

    
      The second photograph revealed Sue entwined with a man — not Aaron — their bodies locked in a passionate embrace. The angle of the photograph captured the man’s cock penetrating Sue’s hairy pussy and I felt my own dick twitch at the sight of such an intimate picture. I assumed it was Aaron taking the photograph again.
    

    
      The third photograph was much more artsy, showcasing Sue in a secluded outdoor setting, the backdrop of a moonlit forest adding an air of mystique to the scene. She stood beside a tree, her gaze turned upward, her body adorned in nothing but moonlight and a cloak of vulnerability. Her tits looked luscious and made me want to head upstairs to wake her for sex.
    

    
      The fourth photograph was a more candid shot, capturing Sue in the throes of uninhibited laughter as she lounged with a group of friends. They were mostly men, but another woman was sitting close by. Everyone in this picture was dressed, so I wondered why it was in with these other nude photographs but the next picture answered that question.
    

    
      The fifth photograph was in the same place, a large room with a sofa and TV in the background but now all the guests, including Sue, were naked. I let my eyes feast on the other woman, her body curvy and full but it was Sue that was the centerpiece of the picture. Three men stood around her, their hands on her breasts and thighs and one of them was offering her his stiff cock to suck.
    

    
      Anticipation gnawed at me as I flipped through the photographs, each one more revealing and shocking than the last. One showed Sue sucking the dick that was in the previous picture and then the next showed her being fucked hard from behind while sucking a different man altogether. The final picture was of Sue lying next to the other woman while the men around them covered them with cum.
    

    
      As I stared at the photos, scattered on the small table next to the window, a subtle shift occurred within me. It wasn’t just about arousal anymore; it was about understanding and acceptance. These photographs weren’t just a record of her past lovers but they also captured what must have been a true erotic adventure, a journey, her growth as a sexually confident woman with a clear love for being photographed while with other men.
    

    
      With the truth of these final revelations about Sue heavy on my shoulders, I carefully placed the photographs back in the envelope, resolving to face the truth, no matter where it might lead us. I ascended the stairs with a sense of purpose, my heart pounding with a mixture of emotions — desire, acceptance, and a newfound understanding. The door to our bedroom creaked softly as I pushed it open, revealing Sue, still peacefully asleep in our bed.
    

    
      As I carefully placed the envelope back in its hiding place, arousal still pulsed through me. The photographs had ignited a fire within, my cock was throbbing in my pants and I knew I couldn’t resist the allure of my beautiful wife lying just a few feet away.
    

    
      She stirred, kicking off the covers that hid her then lay there, bathed in the soft moonlight filtering through the curtains. Her curves were fuller than they were in the old photos but I still loved them, perhaps even more than the more slender Sue in the photographs. She smiled then, still asleep and I wondered what she might be dreaming of, perhaps memories of the dirty and depraved sex she used to have with her old lovers.
    

    
      I approached the bed with care, my movements slow and deliberate, not wanting to wake her prematurely. Her skin was warm to the touch as I caressed her cheek, tracing the delicate curve of her jaw with my fingers. Sue stirred again, her eyelids fluttering open, looking up at me in confusion for a moment.
    

    
      “Phil,” she murmured sleepily, realising it was me. “You’re home late.”
    

    
      “I know,” I replied softly, then leaned in, my lips meeting hers in a tender kiss. Our mouths melded together with a familiarity that came from years of shared passion and intimacy. As we kissed, the complexities of the evening, the photographs, and the revelations faded into the background, replaced by the simple, familiar but still powerful connection between us.
    

    
      I undressed quickly as she took off her T-shirt in silence, understanding that I wanted her. As I lay next to her, my hands roamed her body, tracing the contours of her curves, cupping her breasts and pulling them into my mouth and she responded with a growing urgency, her fingers digging into my shoulders, pulling me closer and then on top of her. We were both naked now and my hard cock slipped into her hot, wet pussy with ease. The images of her being fucked by the different men in the photographs, of her with various cocks in her mouth and of her covered in the sperm of numerous strangers floated in the darkness behind my eyelids when I closed my eyes and thrust into her fast and hard.
    

    
      “Oh fuck, yes,” she murmured into my ear as I began to pound her roughly. “I don’t know what’s got into you, but I like it.”
    

    
      I didn’t reply because I was lost in my thoughts and the feeling of her pussy around my cock. How many men had been inside her in total? Had she even kept count?
    

    
      Realising I was close to finishing already, I pulled up, shuffling towards her and aiming my erection at Sue’s face.
    

    
      “What are you-” she started to ask but it was too late. I came, spraying jet after jet of hot, sticky cum onto her mouth, chin and throat.
    

    
      “I’m sorry,” I breathed heavily after I’d squeezed out the last remnants of cum onto her full breasts and then I sat down next to her, looking down and admiring the sight of my wife, glazed with my sperm. “I don’t know what came over me either but-”
    

    
      “Well, whatever it was, I like it.” Sue sat up, reaching to the bedside cabinet and grabbing some tissues to wipe herself clean. “However, a word of warning might be nice next time. Now, you need to get me off, seeing as you’ve had your fun.”
    

    
      She lied back down and parted her thighs, inviting me to go down on her and I sighed but did as she requested, sliding my tongue over her clit and causing her to shudder with pleasure. As I licked her to orgasm, I pictured her pussy as being hairy, like it was in some of the photos, rather than the soft, shaved cunt that my face was pressed against now. I made a mental note to ask her to let it grow out one day.
    

    
      Once she’d climaxed, pulling my head against her pussy with her hands in my hair until she got too sensitive and then shoved me away, she pulled the covers over us both and wrapped her arms around me.
    

    
      “That was fun,” she murmured into my ear, before drifting back to sleep in just a few seconds, her breathing deepening once again. It was then that I noticed the diaries on the bedside cabinet, next to the discarded tissues that she’d used to wipe the cum from her face.
    

    
      I thought about extricating myself from her arms to look at them but almost as though she read my mind, her arm tightened, pulling her naked body closer to mine. Were they the diaries from the box? The ones I’d found along with the photographs? Had she been reading them in bed? She must have. Was that why she was seemingly turned on just now?
    

    
      Feeling sleep tugging at my own eyelids, I decided to leave the diaries alone for now. They would be there in the morning. Perhaps, I could even use them as a way of encouraging Sue to confess about her dirty past, without me having to bring up the subject of the Polaroids.
    

    
      I still wasn’t sure how I was ever going to broach the subject, but I knew I had to. I didn’t want any more secrets between us. There was something strangely exciting about the fact that I was married to a woman with such a voracious sexual appetite. It turned me on to know that my wife was capable of such things, even if she had been what some men — including Aaron — would call a slut. She wasn’t any more, that’s all that mattered but I needed her to know that I accepted her past and that I was curious about that side of her, even if that side of her was gone now.
    

    
      I’d cum on her face tonight without even thinking. I’d acted instinctively, wanting to do what the men in the photos had done. Thankfully, she hadn’t been angry at me. She seemed to enjoy it, in fact, so I wondered if she’d enjoy me taking some nude photos of her. That seemed like an idea I could explore, but for now, I just needed to sleep and process not only what I’d seen in the photographs, but also the things that Aaron had told me.
    

    
      Once I’d worked out where I went from here, I’d find a way to finally talk to Sue. I’d heard Aaron’s version of events. I’d listened to what Irene had said about her daughter’s difficult past. Now, I just needed to know the truth from my wife herself.
    

    
      I wanted to know everything. Every single, sordid detail.
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Chapter 6
    

    
      The sound of rain pitter-pattering on the window woke me up the following morning. Lying there, I let my gaze wander, fixated on the ceiling fan gently rotating above me. My mind, however, was far from the soothing rhythm of raindrops and fan blades. Sue, the woman who had shared my life and my bed, sleeping still next to me, remained an enigma, a puzzle I still hadn’t quite managed to solve completely. After Aaron’s revelations, the insatiable curiosity gnawed at my mind even more than before, urging me to keep delving into the uncharted depths of her past, to understand the woman I loved truly.
    

    
      Carefully, I extricated myself from the warmth of our shared bed, tiptoeing onto the carpeted floor so I didn’t disturb Sue from her peaceful slumber. I stared down at her, enjoying how her chest rose and fell in a steady, rhythmic pattern, her pretty face a picture of tranquil innocence.
    

    
      The memory of the last night’s discoveries weighed heavily on my mind as I made to go downstairs for coffee, but then I recalled something — the diaries that she must have read in bed last night. Those diaries that I’d seen briefly when I first discovered the photographs, beckoned to me, their secrets waiting to be unearthed from pages filled with ink and vulnerability.
    

    
      With cautious determination, I slipped around the bed but as I looked at the spot where the diaries had rested only hours ago, they were no longer there. Sue must have moved them, sometime in the night. I couldn’t remember her stirring in the night to do such a thing but I’d slept quite heavily, so she could have done it without waking me.
    

    
      “Good morning,” Sue’s voice greeted me, and I turned to find her smiling. “Last night was fun.”
    

    
      “What I can remember of it,” I agreed. “I had a few drinks and they went to my head.”
    

    
      Sue’s laughter filled the room, her playful demeanour contrasting with the weight of my thoughts. “I noticed,” she teased, sitting up and rubbing her sleepy eyes. “I’m glad you had a good night, even if you got home late. You were… worth the wait, shall we say?”
    

    
      I chuckled at her comment, but beneath the surface, my mind remained consumed by the absence of those diaries and the secrets they held. Reluctantly, I retreated from the bedroom to prepare coffee and breakfast, momentarily leaving behind the diaries and their tantalizing mysteries. As we ate, and I later headed into the shower to start the day, those concealed secrets continued to tug at the threads of my thoughts, a reminder that the past would not be easily ignored.
    

    
      Shortly afterwards, when Sue headed out to do her usual weekend shopping, I found myself alone in the house once more, my resolve to uncover the truth undiminished. As soon as the door closed behind her, I resumed my search for the diaries, making my way to our bedroom. My fingers brushed against the furniture, checking the shelves and the wardrobes and skimmed beneath the bed, but they remained tantalizingly out of reach. Where had Sue hidden them this time? A thought nagged at me — could Sue have returned the diaries to the boxes tucked away in Irene’s room, the place where her secrets had been concealed for so long?
    

    
      Knowing that Sue and her mother were out shopping, I ventured into Irene’s room, situated in the extension of our house. The drawn curtains cast a dim light and my eyes adjusted slowly as they roved across the room, taking in the shelves, the meticulously organized boxes, and the neatly made bed. Yet, despite my thorough search, the diaries remained frustratingly nowhere to be found.
    

    
      Leaving Irene’s bedroom, I made my way toward the kitchenette that had been set up for her but as I made to enter, I was met with a sight that froze me in my tracks. Several of Sue’s aged photographs were scattered, face up, across Irene’s kitchen table. However, it wasn’t the photographs alone that left me in stunned silence. It was Irene herself. She hadn’t gone out with Sue. She was stood by the table, her gaze fixed intently on Sue’s photographs, her skirt pushed up, and her hand between her legs, fingers rubbing herself furiously.
    

    
      I was spellbound, my eyes taking in every detail as Irene’s fingers slipped inside her, through the dark triangle of her thin pubic hair, the wispy hairs sticking out through her fingers. My heart raced as I watched her masturbate, unable to believe what I was seeing. Irene’s other hand was on her breasts, massaging it through the thin sweater she wore but she let go after a moment, holding onto the edge of the table to steady herself as her knees buckled and she orgasmed. She moaned softly, her body quivering as she leaned against the table until it subsided and then she tugged her skirt down and began to gather the photographs into a pile.
    

    
      I remained hidden while watching her slide the photos back into their envelope before sliding it into one of the kitchen cupboards, then I retreated away, heading back into the doorway that connected our houses, my mind whirling.
    

    
      I stood at a crossroads, a profound dilemma before me. The image of Irene, pleasuring herself while immersed in Sue’s photographs, lingered in my mind. I couldn’t shake the disbelief of what I’d witnessed. Questions raced through my thoughts like a relentless storm. What secrets did those photographs hold? Irene couldn’t possibly know the location of my carefully stashed pictures, so these must be a new set. Should I confront her about it? A battle raged within me, a struggle between revealing what I had witnessed and keeping it concealed with all of my other secrets.
    

    
      As I grappled with this internal conflict, my thoughts meandered through the potential consequences of unveiling Irene’s secrets. The mere thought of exposing her intimate act and confronting her about it weighed heavily on me. She’d be embarrassed and ashamed but I needed to know what the hell she was doing and what was in those photographs.
    

    
      Just then, Irene left the kitchen, shuffling in the opposite direction to where I was standing, hesitating in the doorway, retiring to her bedroom and closing the door behind her. I seized the opportunity, moving without even thinking to head into the kitchen and reaching into the cupboard where she’d hidden the envelope, I took it out with shaking hands and then opened it.
    

    
      As I gingerly opened the envelope, a sense of trepidation pulsed through me. What was I about to see? Inside were six photographs, each one a revelation, yet none of them were what I had expected. The shockwave that coursed through me was palpable as I took in the scenes captured in those images.
    

    
      In the first photograph, Irene stood in a dimly lit room, her figure bathed in an erotic glow. Her gaze was intense, locked with the photographer’s. She looked much younger, as to was be expected. Her hair was darker than the grey it was in the present. Her breasts were large and full, her waist and hips slimmer than now, the dark tangle of pubic hair between her legs that I’d just seen in the flesh. It was clear that these photographs belonged to the same era as Sue’s, capturing Irene in her younger years.
    

    
      The second photograph showcased Irene and Aaron, their bodies entwined in a passionate embrace. The angle of the shot left no room for doubt, his thick cock penetrating her pussy clearly on show to the camera’s lens.
    

    
      I felt a surge of arousal, much to my shame. This was my mother-in-law but I couldn’t tear my eyes away. The third image, more artistic in nature, transported me to an outdoor setting. Irene stood beside a tree, her silhouette outlined by the moonlight. The backdrop of a moonlit forest added an air of mystique to the scene, casting an alluring spell. Her body was adorned in nothing but moonlight mirroring the artistic flair of Sue’s photos.
    

    
      Also, copying Sue’s photographs, the fourth photograph presented a candid moment, showing Irene in the midst of uninhibited laughter as she lounged with a group of friends and then the next photograph transported me back into the realm of explicit content. Just like Aaron had captured with Sue, this time, everyone, including Irene, was naked and the men’s attention was all fixed on her, their hard cocks offered to her to suck and play with. The final photograph depicted Irene sucking Aaron’s cock while one of the other men fucked her from behind, the rest of the group standing around, waiting their turn.
    

    
      The final pieces of the puzzle were finally coming together, shedding light on the complex dynamics of their shared history. The reason Sue had broken up with Aaron — and the reason why she’d fallen out with her mother — was because Irene had an affair with the photographer.
    

    
      My head was spinning as I shoved the pictures back in their envelope and returned them to the cupboard where she’d hidden them. My cock was throbbing in my pants. Irene had a beautiful curvy body, but I really shouldn’t be thinking about that. I needed to get away and think about what I’d just seen and learned. This changed everything.
    

    
      I left the kitchenette, returning to the door that led into our house and then stopped. I couldn’t leave this alone. I needed to know exactly what happened between Irene and Aaron, and more importantly how it happened. I could talk to Irene now, she was in her bedroom and Sue was still out shopping but a direct confrontation would embarrass and shame her. I couldn’t do that, so I considered a more subtle approach.
    

    
      The notion of engaging Irene in casual conversation began to take shape in my mind. A subtle inquiry might coax some of the well-guarded secrets from her. My thoughts drifted to the chance encounter with Aaron at the pub the previous night, a man whose involvement in Sue and Irene’s lives ran deeper than I had ever known. Perhaps, if I mentioned this encounter to Irene, it could be the key to unlocking the truth.
    

    
      “Phil?” Irene said then, yanking me from my thoughts. I hadn’t seen her bedroom door open and now she saw me, standing in the half-open door between our house and the extension.
    

    
      “Hi, Irene,” I said, then with a nonchalant tone, “I was just coming to check if you were okay and to tell you about something.”
    

    
      “Would you like a cup of tea?” Sue’s mother replied with a smile, heading back into the kitchen. I noticed her glance at the cupboard as if making sure that she closed the door and secured her secret properly.
    

    
      “Sure,” I nodded, following her and sitting down at the table. “So… I ran into a man named Aaron last night at the pub, Irene. It was quite unexpected.”
    

    
      Irene’s reaction was immediate, her eyes widening with a flicker of anxiety that betrayed her composure. She stuttered slightly as she replied, “A-Aaron, you say?”
    

    
      I nodded, carefully observing her every gesture as she continued making the two cups of tea she’d started. “Yes, I recognised him and got talking to him. Then he mentioned that he knew Sue but didn’t realise I was her husband. Quite a coincidence, don’t you think?”
    

    
      “You recognised him?” Irene’s unease was palpable, her voice quivering as she responded, “Aaron…. from the photographs?”
    

    
      “Yes. I know, it’s quite a coincidence.” I pressed on gently. “From talking to him, it seems like there’s more to the story than what I realised.”
    

    
      Irene hesitated for a moment, her eyes flickering with uncertainty. Finally, she sighed and confessed, “Yes, Aaron and Susan… they used to be together, but it didn’t end well. As I mentioned, it’s a part of the past we’d rather forget.”
    

    
      “Yes, he told me about the breakup,” I continued vaguely, waiting for Irene to bite and offer me a better explanation than she’d given me last time. “And the part you played in it.”
    

    
      She glanced at the cupboard again, frowning for a moment, then took a deep breath, her breasts rising and falling inside her sweater. “He told you about us?” she said in a level tone, fixing her eyes on mine.
    

    
      A brief pause hung in the air before I gently pressed on, “You and Aaron… was it a one-off thing or a full-blown affair?”
    

    
      “Sue went on a vacation with her father,” Irene sighed, her voice tinged with remorse. “It was right after we’d separated, and she wanted to spend time with him. I was alone and lonely, and Aaron invited me over. One thing led to another.”
    

    
      “Right,” I nodded, trying to maintain a composed facade. “And she found out when she came back, I guess?”
    

    
      “Not right away,” Irene’s eyes were downcast, emotion clouding her expression. “You see, I didn’t know about the photographs then. I hadn’t found them at this point. Aaron took… photographs… of him and me together, during our brief affair. I thought that was something he’d just done with me. Then, right before Susan came back, I was tidying her room, ready for her to come home and I found them. Her photos, with Aaron and I… well, I lost my temper. When she did arrive home, we talked about him and I told her I didn’t want her to see him any more. I told her I’d seen the photographs of him and she was so embarrassed that I immediately felt guilty.”
    

    
      “I can imagine,” I breathed. This was worse than I thought.
    

    
      Irene finished making the tea and handed me a hot cup of the steaming brew. “We talked and I thought things were going to be okay but then the worst thing possible happened-”
    

    
      “She found your photographs?” I guessed.
    

    
      “Yes,” Irene confirmed, taking a sip of her tea while keeping her eyes averted. “And that was it. She broke up with Aaron and moved out. She barely spoke to me for years afterwards, until her father died. You know the rest.”
    

    
      “Wow,” I breathed, feeling a mixture of sympathy and astonishment. “Now, it all makes sense.”
    

    
      “This is why I didn’t want you to talk to her about it,” Irene admitted, her tone heavy with regret. “It was a difficult time for all of us, Aaron included.”
    

    
      The man had seemed fairly nonchalant about it last night, but I could imagine him being upset at the time. Should I go back to the pub next week to tell him I knew the truth? No, that probably wouldn’t be a good idea.
    

    
      “Well, thank you for explaining,” I said, draining my cup of the rest of the tea. “Sue will be back soon from shopping, so I guess I should leave you to… whatever it was that you were doing.”
    

    
      Irene’s cheeks flushed with embarrassment, but I didn’t press further. I rose from my seat and left her at the kitchen table, allowing her to dwell on her thoughts and regrets. What did I do now? I’d wanted to tell Sue about Aaron, that I knew about her past and accepted it, even that I was curious to know more but now, it seemed that might not be a good idea.
    

    
      Before my wife could return with her arms laden with shopping, I headed into the bedroom and retrieved the photos one more time and jerked off to them to relieve the aching hard-on that I’d been nursing to some degree since seeing Irene’s younger naked body and her sucking cock and being fucked. It felt wrong to jerk off to my mother-in-law, so I did it instead to the images of my wife doing the same thing.
    

    
      I finished, shooting my load into my hand, right before I heard the front door open and Sue call out that she was home. Quickly, I returned the photographs to their hiding place and darted to the bathroom to clean up.
    

    
      As we organized the groceries together, I managed to keep my newfound knowledge locked away, hiding the rising anxiety that gripped me. I wondered how best to proceed from here, and my thoughts gravitated back to the diaries I had temporarily forgotten about. Perhaps they would offer guidance on how to navigate the complexities of Sue’s past.
    

    
      Then, that night, in bed, everything changed. We’d had an uneventful afternoon, even when Irene came over to claim the items from the shop that were hers. I admired Irene’s coolness when talking to me and Sue. It was as though the conversation we’d just a few hours ago had never happened. I wondered how often she’d masturbated the images of Aaron and her over the years. She’d obviously kept her own photos all this time but had she always used them as a way of satisfying herself or was it the recent events that had reminded her and caused her to revisit the past just recently?
    

    
      Either way, it didn’t matter and once I was in bed, enjoying the heat of my wife pressed against me as she slid closer, I managed to push the thoughts of her mother from my mind.
    

    
      “I keep thinking about last night,” Sue murmured, her fingers playing lightly across my bare chest. “You were like a man possessed. I liked it.”
    

    
      “I was horny,” I shrugged. “And drunk.”
    

    
      “It made me think,” Sue continued. She was wearing a thin, white, T-shirt and I could see the shadow and shape of her nipples poking through as she shifted, leaning against me and gazing into my eyes intently. “Do you know what I’d like to do?”
    

    
      “No,” I shrugged, enjoying the sight of her as she pushed a lock of dark hair behind her ear and licked her lips seductively. “What?”
    

    
      “This might seem… out of left field,” she started, then hesitated, “But I’d like to take some naughty pictures of us. You know… in bed.”
    

    
      That caught me off guard. I’d thought about suggesting the same thing just last night but the diaries and then the event with Irene had taken my thoughts elsewhere. She laughed at the surprise evident on my face.
    

    
      “I know it’s a bit out of the blue,” she continued, grinning at my expression even though she was starting to blush, “But last night, I was reading through my old diaries — you know the ones you found in my mother’s stuff — and it reminded me of something I used to do with my ex-boyfriend.”
    

    
      This was it. She was confessing.
    

    
      “Go on,” I prompted her, my blood beginning to rush around my veins noisily.
    

    
      “He liked to take photos of me,” she explained, her cheeks turning even redder. “And I quite liked it too. Nothing too… out there, you know? And I just thought we could try it.”
    

    
      Nothing too out there? I knew differently but wasn’t going to tell her. Not now that was starting to tell me about her past.
    

    
      “Sure,” I nodded slowly, wondering what path was best to take here. “You never talk much about your past, so that’s a fun thing to hear. You’ll have to tell me more about this ex-boyfriend and these photos. They sound fun.”
    

    
      “It was fun,” she nodded, biting her lip in thought before continuing. “But a long time ago. So I thought we could do something like that.”
    

    
      “I see,” I nodded, detecting that she wasn’t quite ready to delve into the details of her past. “So… what kind of photos?”
    

    
      Sue’s cheeks retained a rosy hue as she considered her response. She hesitated for a moment before speaking, her voice laden with a hint of desire. “Well, you know, nothing too explicit or outlandish. Just something to spice things up between us.”
    

    
      I arched an eyebrow, feigning innocence. “Spice things up, huh? You have something specific in mind?” A rush of anticipation coursed through me as I realized where this conversation was heading.
    

    
      Her gaze remained locked on mine, and her fingers continued their tantalizing exploration of my chest. “I was thinking about… maybe even a video. Of my sucking you. You going down on me. Of us… fucking. Just for us, not to show anyone else.”
    

    
      “I think I’d like that,” I grinned, feeling my cock harden beneath the sheets.
    

    
      Sue had a playful glint in her eyes now. “ I thought it could be exciting.”
    

    
      “And who would take these photos?” I clarified. “Do we take them ourselves or-”
    

    
      “Of course we take them,” Sue’s lips curled into a seductive smile, and she leaned in closer, her breath warm against my ear. “Although if you know anyone…”
    

    
      “What?” My pulse quickened as her words washed over me. “I mean… I’m open to the idea but-”
    

    
      “I’m joking,” Sue chuckled softly, her fingers tracing a path down my abdomen. “We’ve got a camera with a timer function on it, or we could just use our phones.”
    

    
      “Either works,” I agreed. “When do you want to start? Now?”
    

    
      Sue’s eyes sparkled with anticipation, and she leaned in to plant a lingering kiss on my lips. “Yes. How about tonight? I’m in the mood to create some memories.”
    

    
      I nodded and Sue got up, retrieving the camera from a drawer next to the wardrobe that secretly held her old photos. She turned it on, checking the battery levels, her nipples still sticking prominently through the thin t-shirt.
    

    
      “Let’s do this,” she giggled, placing it on the chair next to the bed. Then she returned to me, pulling the cover away and tugging down my boxer shorts to reveal my erection standing proudly against my lower abdomen. “Oh, you’re hard already.”
    

    
      “Mmhmm,” I murmured, reaching to the bedside cabinet for my phone as my wife lifted the T-shirt up and over her head, revealing her nakedness beneath. I wanted to take some photos too. This was going to be fun.
    

    
      Chapter 7
    

    
      “I want a picture of it going in,” Sue reminded me. I was kneeling between her open thighs, thrusting my cock in and out of her soft, smooth pussy and so I reached over to the bedside cabinet, picking up my phone and pointing it downwards.
    

    
      “There you go,” I replied after taking a couple of photos, my breathing laboured and my voice husky.
    

    
      “Can you see it?” Sue’s voice trembled with anticipation as I adjusted the angle of the phone, capturing the explicit sight of my throbbing cock sliding into her slick, eager pussy.
    

    
      “Yes,” I murmured, taking one last picture and then I tossed the phone to the bed and continued to ram into her even harder than before, turned on by the eroticism of what we were doing; capturing our sex on the camera by the foot of the bed and on our phones.
    

    
      “Make sure you take one of your cum leaking out too,” she instructed me, then wrapped her legs around my back and drew me down on top of her to screw her some more.
    

    
      I didn’t waste a moment, our bodies locked in a passionate embrace as we thrust together now, Sue pushing back onto me, lost in the raw intensity of our lovemaking. Her legs wrapped around me tighter, pulling me even closer, deeper, urging me to give her more.
    

    
      As our bodies moved in perfect harmony, the crescendo of pleasure built between us, and I couldn’t hold back any longer. With a guttural moan, I released my pent-up ecstasy deep inside Sue, filling her with my hot, pulsating cum. Our eyes locked in an intimate gaze and then, breathing heavily, I withdrew from her, and we both took a moment to appreciate the sight of my white sperm oozing from her quivering pussy. I snapped a quick, explicit photo as requested and then collapsed onto the rumpled sheets, my body still tingling from the explosive climax.
    

    
      In the quiet aftermath, we lay side by side, catching our breath and gathering our thoughts. The room was filled with a strange tension. We’d just done something we’d never done before, not so explicitly and deliberately, at least.
    

    
      “That was incredible,” I murmured eventually, breaking the silence, my voice tinged with satisfaction, my fingers gently tracing circles on my wife’s flushed skin.
    

    
      Sue turned her head to meet my gaze, her eyes filled with desire, a knowing smile curving her lips. “Yes, it was,” she agreed, her touch sending shivers down my spine as she caressed my chest. “Shall we look at our pictures?”
    

    
      Without waiting for an answer, she reached for the camera and I picked up my phone, eager to see what we’d captured together. My hands trembled with anticipation as I navigated through the gallery to the oldest picture, Sue doing the same with the camera.
    

    
      The first camera photograph displayed Sue, her body glistening with a thin sheen of sweat. The fingers of one hand were on her nipple, her other hand buried between her legs, her wetness evident and inviting.
    

    
      In the next batch of photos, the pictures I’d taken captured a few great close-ups of my cock thrusting deep inside Sue’s moist warmth and I felt my softening dick twitch at the sight.
    

    
      The third lot of images were selfies that Sue had taken, showcasing her flushed face, contorted with pleasure, her eyes gazing into the lens seductively and then in the fourth series of photographs, I’d zoomed in on her swollen clit, getting a nice shot of her smoothly shaven cunt. I’d also got a couple of nice photos of her with my hard dick in her mouth as she’d sucked me eagerly, enjoying the fact that I was taking pictures of her doing it.
    

    
      The next picture featured my hand wrapped lightly around her throat, fingers leaving a possessive mark on her skin as the sex got rougher and hotter and then the final photographs laid bare Sue’s entire form, her dripping pussy spilling my cum, serving as an enticing invitation for more.
    

    
      We giggled excitedly as we continued to scroll through the explicit photographs, our shared moments of passion on full display. Our smiles grew wider with each risqué image, and I couldn’t help but playfully comment, “We’re like our own little porn stars, aren’t we?”
    

    
      Sue giggled in response, her eyes sparkling with mischief as she agreed, “Mmhmm,” she nodded. “I think we’ve maybe outdone the professionals.”
    

    
      As we bantered about each picture and how sexy they were, I decided to tease Sue gently. With a sly grin, I leaned closer to her and whispered, the blowjob photo in my hand, “You know, looking at this… I can almost imagine that not being my cock in your mouth, but someone else’s.”
    

    
      Sue’s cheeks flushed with a mix of embarrassment and excitement as she playfully swatted my arm. “You’re terrible,” she said, but her eyes betrayed a hint of desire that she couldn’t hide from me. “Stop, before you embarrass me.”
    

    
      “Embarrass you? This was your idea.” I scrolled through the pictures on my phone while she did the same on the camera until I paused at one with my dick halfway inside her wet pussy. “I guess I kind of know how you’d look now with someone else. For instance, your ex-boyfriend. It’s quite interesting when I think about it.”
    

    
      “Is it?” Sue frowned at me. When I gazed at her, she was clearly unsettled. Her fingers twitched on the camera screen. “I had a different body back then. It was a long time ago. I didn’t shave my pussy either, so it would have looked a lot different. Plus, Aaron… He… Never mind.”
    

    
      “Never mind, what?” I shrugged. “It’s okay. You can tell me. You never talk much about your exes. I’d love to know more of what you got up to?”
    

    
      “Would you?” Sue pushed herself to a sitting position, her large breasts swaying as she propped herself against the headboard. “I could tell you something… but… you might take it the wrong way.”
    

    
      Finally, I was getting Sue to open up. “I won’t take it the wrong way, I promise,” I reassured her. “Tell me.”
    

    
      Sue shifted slightly, her gaze distant for a moment. “Well, there was this guy I used to take photos with,” she admitted softly. “The guy I just mentioned… but it didn’t end well.”
    

    
      I nodded, understanding her hesitation. “I see,” I replied, giving her space to share at her own pace.
    

    
      Sue continued, her voice tinged with a mix of longing and apprehension. “Part of me wishes I still had those photos, you know? But at the same time, I’d be scared to show them to you. I’m afraid you might judge me.”
    

    
      “Why do you think I’d judge you?” I asked gently, my curiosity piqued. “What could possibly be in those photos that would make you say that?”
    

    
      Sue hesitated for a moment before finally answering, her voice barely above a whisper. “I used to be… more adventurous back then, Phil. It’s a part of my past that might shock you if you knew the truth. Maybe if you’d known what I was like before, you wouldn’t have married me. ”
    

    
      My interest deepened, and I leaned in closer, our breaths mingling. “Sue, that’s crazy. Tell me, I want to know the truth. Whatever it is, it’s in your past. It doesn’t matter now. Please, tell me. You never know, perhaps I’ll get turned on.”
    

    
      Sue’s eyes met mine, a mix of hesitation and desire flickering within their depths. She took a deep breath, her chest rising and falling seductively, as she started to recount her past adventures for the first time since we’d gotten married.
    

    
      “I was so young and naive, Phil,” she began, her voice a sultry whisper. “I wanted to explore, to experience everything. My curiosity led me into some… intense situations. I didn’t just take photos, it was much more than that with him.”
    

    
      “I’m listening.” My dick was already starting to get hard again as I watched her face, knowing what she was going to say although she had no idea.
    

    
      “We took photos, Aaron and I,” she confessed, her words dripping with a mix of shame and nostalgia. “I wanted to be worshipped, to have men want me,” she murmured, her breath hitching with every confession. “So I let Aaron show his friends. Then they wanted to be in the photos too.”
    

    
      She left it hanging there for a moment and I stared at her in shock. I hadn’t known that Aaron had shown his friends, although it went some way towards explaining who the other men were in the photos.
    

    
      “I’d always had fantasies…“ she began, her cheeks reddening in the dim light of the bedroom. “About being with other men, exploring multiple partners, of being watched.”
    

    
      I pretended to be surprised, although deep down, I knew her fantasies weren’t uncommon. “Wow, Sue,” I said, feigning amazement. “I had no idea you had such wild fantasies. Do you still have them now?”
    

    
      She gazed into my eyes, chewing her bottom lip nervously. “They’re just fantasies, Phil,” she reassured me. “I’m very happily married to you. Those thoughts are just… well, they’re just in my head.”
    

    
      I could tell she was getting flustered, so I decided not to push her any further. Instead, I offered a comforting suggestion. “You said you wished you still had those photos. Well… maybe they’ll turn up someday,” I said gently. “And if they do, perhaps we can look at them together, explore your past, and embrace it as part of our journey.”
    

    
      “I thought they might be in those boxes we picked up from my mother’s, but they weren’t there,” Sue’s expression softened, and she nodded appreciatively. “I think they’re long since lost. But, if they did turn up, well… that sounds nice, but it’d also be a bit weird. Thank you for being understanding.”
    

    
      “I’m your husband. It’s us against the world,” I shrugged again, suddenly feeling the cool of the nighttime bedroom air. I pulled the covers over my lower half, hiding my stiffening cock. Sue did the same, drawing them over her hips and I noticed her dark pink nipples were hard, puckered tightly. Then I asked one more question. “You liked your ex, what was his name… Aaron? You liked him showing your pictures to his friends? That’s kind of kinky.”
    

    
      “I know,” she giggled, licking her lips nervously then lying next to me and pulling the sheet up to her shoulders as she closed her eyes. “I’m tired. We should get some sleep.”
    

    
      “Yes,” I agreed. “I’m tired too. I was just going to say… Maybe I should show these pictures to one of my friends. Perhaps Dale. I know he’d love to see your body. He’s always fancied you.”
    

    
      “Dale?” Sue murmured. “Really?”
    

    
      “Sure,” I suggested, closing my eyes as I felt sleep tugging at my eyelids. “You know we could trust Dale. Would it turn you on, if I did? Like it did with Aaron?”
    

    
      Sue didn’t answer. Her chest was rising and falling beneath the covers with the rhythm of sleep. Hopefully, we’d talk more about this in the morning. For now, the conversation was done but I wasn’t. I took my cock in my hand and nursed it to full hardness while glancing through the pictures we’d taken. Then with another glance at Sue to make sure she was asleep, I masturbated, not only to the content of our own photos but also to the memories of ones she’d taken with Aaron until, after just a few minutes, I came into my hand. Tonight had been yet another revelation-filled night and I couldn’t wait to see what would happen in the morning when we revisited all of this.
    

    
      ***
    

    
      The following morning, as I prepared for work after such an eventful weekend, the mix of excitement and unease from the previous night still weighed on my mind. I buttoned up my shirt with deliberate care, the rhythmic movements offering no solace from the thoughts that consumed me. Images of Sue, the explicit photographs, and her past adventures flashed before my eyes. Sue also got up early and while I’d hoped to continue our discussions from the night before, a conversation about our photos or her past didn’t get going before I had to head out.
    

    
      Throughout the day, I struggled to focus on my job, my mind repeatedly drifting back to Sue and everything we’d discussed last night. I found myself absentmindedly gazing out the window, lost in a sea of contemplation. My colleagues noticed my distraction, but I couldn’t bring myself to share the reasons behind my troubled state.
    

    
      The clock ticked on, marking the passing hours, but my thoughts remained anchored to the enigmatic world of Sue’s past. As I left work and headed home, I couldn’t shake the anticipation of what the evening might bring but when I arrived, my wife wasn’t there. A note left on the table informed me that she’d decided to visit her sister but would only be an hour or so. It was disappointing but her absence offered a window of opportunity to do something I’d decided on earlier while mulling things over at work.
    

    
      Quickly, I retrieved the envelope of photographs I had concealed in the wardrobe and with a mix of trepidation and determination, I headed into Irene’s extension, and to the collection of boxes where I’d first discovered these snapshots of Sue’s past escapades. The idea was to stash the photos at the very bottom and then somehow ‘find’ them with Sue tonight. That might prompt her to look at them with me and start the conversation flowing once more.
    

    
      However, my attempt to return the envelope to its original place did not go unnoticed. As I tried to slip the envelope of photographs back into its former hiding place, the soft creak of the door to Irene’s bedroom made me freeze in my tracks. My mother-in-law stood there, her eyes locking onto mine, her gaze inscrutable.
    

    
      “Phil, what are you doing?”
    

    
      I swallowed hard, my heart pounding. There was no point in hiding much from Sue’s mother. She knew more or less everything. “Irene, I… I was putting the pictures back. I thought…”
    

    
      Irene’s expression remained guarded, but she seemed to understand my unspoken intentions. “You want to keep this from Susan, don’t you? That you’ve seen her photos.”
    

    
      I nodded, relieved that she understood. “She’s started to open up, Irene. Last night, she told me a little bit about Aaron and the things she used to do.”
    

    
      “I’ll keep your secret about the photos,” she said softly, touching a stray lock of silver hair that had fallen into her face. She was wearing a tight sweater and jeans and I found myself picturing her naked, like she was in her own pictures that I’d seen yesterday. “Just don’t mention what I told you about Aaron and me.”
    

    
      “I promise,” I nodded. Our secret agreement hung heavy in the air and I cleared my throat to break the odd silence that developed. “Thank you, Irene.”
    

    
      “Don’t thank me yet. Just be careful, Phil. You might be opening doors to the past that you can’t close.” Irene shuffled her feet uncomfortably. “Secrets have a way of unravelling.”
    

    
      “I know,” I replied, closing the box where I’d rehidden the envelope. “I’m being careful and tactful with her.”
    

    
      Irene studied me for a moment, her expression shifting oddly from amusement to something more serious and then back. “You think you know it all,” she whispered, folding her arms beneath her breasts, pushing them up and making them jut through the sweater. “But you don’t know the half of it. Now go and let me have some privacy. You and Sue seem to think you can just walk in here whenever you want. This might be part of your house but it’s where I live now.”
    

    
      With that, she left me to my thoughts, contemplating what other unknown depths of Sue’s history and secrets might yet lay hidden in the shadows.
    

    
      As I headed back to our living room, I felt unsettled. My mother-in-law’s parting words had left me with a sense of foreboding, and I couldn’t shake the feeling that she was telling the truth and even more secrets were lurking beneath the surface.
    

    
      This new information troubled me so much that I waited until bedtime before even trying to talk to Sue about any of it. When we did finally go to bed, I still couldn’t bring myself to force a conversation about Aaron — or go looking for the photos, as I’d originally planned. Instead, I simply lay there, deep in thought, watching the ceiling fan spin above us until Sue fell asleep beside me.
    

    
      My mind raced as I replayed the events of the past few days. Sue’s revelations about her past had opened a Pandora’s box of desires and fantasies. It seemed now that the photographs only scratched the surface of her past, and I couldn’t help but wonder what other experiences Sue had tucked away. Perhaps her diaries held the key but I still didn’t know where she’d hidden them.
    

    
      In the dim light of our bedroom, I turned to look at Sue, her peaceful expression as she slept beside me. The woman I thought I knew so well had become even more of a mystery, and while I’d begun to feel some closure after meeting Aaron and then finally getting Sue to talk last night, now I felt drawn once again to unravel her secrets and that made me fearful of what else I might find out about my beautiful wife.
    

    
      “What else are you hiding, Sue?” I whispered into the dark before pulling the covers higher as a shiver ran through me.
    

    
      With a heavy heart, I closed my eyes, knowing that the path I had chosen to tread was filled with uncertainty. Yesterday, I’d felt like this journey was reaching a conclusion but tonight it felt far from over, and I realised that the secrets of Sue and Irene’s past would continue to haunt me until I knew everything.
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